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   Graham saw the advert first. A small box advert in the mail. It was innocuous and had a tiny banner headline ‘Wife Switch’ then underneath a brief description of the type of couple they were looking for to take part in a documentary about human behaviour. Graham saw they were seeking newly married couples, together over 4 years, no children and wishing to discover more about their relationship.
 
   Graham acknowledged that this fitted his marriage to Helen. They were both 23, he being a few months older and they were happy but had talked about how their marriage would develop over the years. He showed the advert to his wife sitting in the chair beside him and she looked at him curiously.
 
   “I’ve seen the show its good but don’t know what they would want with us, we’ve got no children…yet!”
 
   “This is no kids…Just thought it might be interesting Helen…you know explore ourselves a bit whilst we’re young…in the programme the couples certainly will discover things about their lives.”
 
   “Well you can phone if you want…but… I’m not sure I want to meet another man…you’re the only boyfriend I’ve ever had.”
 
   Graham looked at his wife she was petite and extremely pretty. Long, dark hair framed a soft face and her soulful eyes gave an indication into her innocent demeanour.
 
   “It might be fun, it’s on television so it can’t be bad…can it?” he said cautiously.
 
   “Well phone up and let’s see…we can always say no,” she shrugged
 
   Graham dialled the number on the advert and left some details while Helen sipped her coffee and surveyed him curiously. They forgot all about it until a letter arrived a few days later asking them to attend an interview in central London. They phoned the number and a lively girl confirmed an appointment early on Saturday in an upmarket office in the West End.
 
   The more Graham had discussed it with her the more Helen had become curious. She decided a little adventure on television may be good for her soul and maybe a change of scene might suit her for a few days, see how someone else would live. Life at the flat had become a bit boring recently, they had always got on but sometimes Graham just drove her a bit mad, he was always so obsessive about things.
 
   They entered the office together and a receptionist ushered them into a rear room where a man in a smart grey suit was waiting.
 
   “Welcome,” he smiled “sit…please.”
 
   They saw dotted around the room still photographs of other couples and magazine covers for the series and they both had a sudden rush of excitement.
 
   The man was enthusiastic “I can see that you would be good for the programme…can I explain what we are looking for?”
 
   They both nodded.
 
   “Human relationships, how people react to new situations…something that makes the blood run and stretches you.”
 
   “What do you mean exactly?” Graham said.
 
   “You’ve seen wife switch? Of course you have…well that’s with children but this is just the adults, you change lives for a week and see how someone else lives. Live with a new husband or wife.”
 
   “What!” Helen exclaimed.
 
   The man smiled “You don’t have to have sex Helen…just live as man and wife…it will be filmed…it’s about how you react…that’s what we’re looking for. You’ll do everything as man and wife…eat, shop, sleep together but if you are uncomfortable then you can leave…we are hoping that you will be adult enough to ignore minor embarrassment of sharing with someone new.”
 
   Helen felt as if she had been told off, of course she was mature enough to understand. It was a documentary about her reactions…of course.
 
   “The advert said there was a fee?” Graham spluttered.
 
   The man smiled again “£1,000.00 to spend…each for the week and then a further £5,000.00 for you both at the end of the filming…ok?”
 
   “Really?” said Helen “Really…£5,000.00?” her mind was already buying much needed curtains for the flat.
 
   “Do you want to do it then?” the man enquired, and they both nodded.
 
   He pushed some forms to them and passed them 2 pens. “Fill these in…excuse any personal questions but it’s important that we understand you intimately…you must answer separately and honestly…any lies will mean that you will not get your payment…if you are not sure then please put that down...understand?”
 
   Graham left the room and Helen began to fill in the form. She was 23, no children, nursing job married at 19. Size…petite.  She looked, how do you feel about sex? Like it, don’t like it or not sure?
 
   She thought for a minute. She ticked not sure. Oral sex… not sure! Anal Sex…not sure! White men…not sure! Black men not sure! Favourite position… She breathed a sigh of relief…missionary. On the pill…no! How many times a week… She thought for a minute, it had been 3 weeks since they had done it so she put…not sure again! Any fetishes…not sure! Sex toys…not sure! Sleep with your husband…yes! Dress to bed…pants and long nightie!
 
   She went on becoming more aware of her ignorance as she went and wondered how Graham was getting on. She was beginning to realise that this might be a good idea after all…there seemed to be a lot she did not know.
 
   Finally she was finished and re-united with Graham. He confirmed that he had found some of the questions difficult as well and she asked him what he had put about the frequency of their sex life?
 
   “Once a week,” he said sheepishly.
 
   “Then go and tell them the truth then,” she scolded, “Or we’ll lose our money.”
 
   Graham dutifully told their interviewer and he smiled again and amended the form. 
 
   “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.
 
   “We won’t be forced to do anything we don’t want to?” Graham asked.
 
   “No,” the man said “You will have to live as man and wife but your bodies are your own…if you are uncomfortable then you can leave and the programme for you is over. You will lose your payment though. You need to remember that the couple we pick for you will be as nervous as you… that’s what the programme is all about.”
 
   “I understand,” Graham said sagely… “Are you alright Helen?”
 
   “I think so,” she smiled sweetly, showing her immaculate white teeth.
 
   “Sign here,” the man mumbled, pushing towards them a contract.
 
   They both signed and they all shook hands and they were told someone would be in touch with them shortly.
 
   The call came about a week later. The switch was to take place in a fortnight and they had to come into the studio for an introductory interview. There were a few photographs first, they had been asked to bring some swimwear and Graham posed in grey trunks and a black suit for Helen. The photos demonstrated that they both had good bodies, Helen had a slim physique, slender legs and small breast and bottom. Graham was similarly thin but more in an unhealthy, weedy way, his chest was shallow and his legs thin and lacking muscle definition. They posed together then separately. Helen had many more taken than Graham and she pretended to be a supermodel as she pushed her body into the various positions suggested by the photographer.       
 
   They changed and entered the interview room, the room was dark and they could not see the interviewer.
 
   “Please sit Helen and Graham…welcome to ‘Wife switch’…are you excited?”
 
   “Yes,” gushed Graham “We’ve been together for years…it will be interesting to see how someone else lives…how we interact.”
 
   “It will,” said Helen.
 
   “Have you discussed undressing in front of someone new?”
 
   “We’re adults…it will be like going to the swimming baths,” said Graham.
 
   “Have you ever been unfaithful to each other?”
 
   “No” they both said.
 
   “And we never will” said Helen confidently.
 
   “When did you last have sex?”
 
   “A week ago,” said Graham.
 
   “Was it good?”
 
   “Yes,” said Graham.
 
   “Helen?”
 
   “I think so,” she muttered.
 
   “Think so?”
 
   “Graham’s the only man I’ve ever slept with…I’m not sure…you asked me to be honest.”
 
   “That’s good Helen”
 
   “Do you want Helen to be happy Graham?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Good Graham…do you know what makes her happy?”
 
   “I think so.”
 
   “Do you know what makes Graham happy, Helen?”
 
   “I’m not sure,” she muttered.
 
   “Do you discuss these feelings…together?”
 
   “No,” they said.
 
   “Is that healthy?”
 
   “I’m not sure,” Graham said.
 
   “Are you ready to discover more about yourselves?”
 
   “Yes,” they said.
 
   “Good…we will interview you as the week progresses…see how you change.”
 
   “Ok… Thank you.”
 
   They left and time seemed suspended for the next few days until at 2p.m on the Thursday a long black, stretch limousine came to collect Helen from the entrance to the flat. She was dressed in a smart black suit and she hugged her husband for the camera and pulled her case into the boot. 
 
   “See you soon,” she smiled.
 
   “Have a good time Helen,” he said.
 
   “I will.”
 
   The camera followed the car as it drove away and suddenly Graham realised that his wife was on her way to see another man. To live in another man’s house, eat with him, sleep with him, share her time with him, he began to get a strange feeling. She wouldn’t have sex with him? No, surely that was not allowed and she was far to innocent for that anyway. He thought and consoled himself, of course not, the man’s wife was coming here in half an hour, it was just about their reaction, he had to be grown up and adult about it like they had discussed. He tried but suddenly all he could think about was Helen taking off her clothes in front of a stranger, getting into his bed a new male body beside her. To his horror he suddenly found that his penis was beginning to swell. He tried to put the thoughts out of his mind but it was not an easy thing to achieve; what had seemed such fun in discussion was becoming frighteningly real.    
 
   The camera was still running and it caught his sudden panic.
 
   “How are you feeling now?” the interviewer asked.
 
   His eyes betrayed him “I’m Ok…just a bit of a shock seeing Helen go off like that.”
 
   “She’ll be in good hands,” the interviewer said dryly.
 
   The words stung him and he felt his penis harden again.
 
   “Yeah she’ll be fine,” he muttered.
 
   He left to have a coffee in the flat and then heard the call from the cameraman informing him that the car was coming. Graham suddenly got a rush of adrenaline he looked into the mirror and brushed his dark hair to one side. His jeans and blue shirt looked smart but casual and he hoped that his new wife would be impressed.
 
   He was waiting at the pavement as the car stopped and opened the door to reveal a small blonde girl in a short pink dress. She was pretty with cropped blonde hair and he breathed a sigh of relief, he inspected her more closely as she mounted the pavement. Her face was cherubic and her body, slight, like Helen but with a bigger bust.
 
   “Hi…I’m Graham,” he said holding out his hand.
 
   The girl laughed and leaning upwards kissed him fully on the lips. “I’m Jenny...Jen.’”
 
   Graham blushed and the girl laughed again.
 
   “We are married Graham…come on…get into the spirit of it man!”
 
   She passed him her small hand luggage and he led her up the stairs into the apartment, his heart was thumping like a huge drum in his chest. He felt helpless and tongue-tied; the girl looked younger than him but had a huge amount of confidence.
 
   The cameras rolled, capturing their initial dalliance over tea and coffee. It showed his nervousness and Jen’s apparent confidence making herself at home in the flat.
 
   Finally the two of them sat around the small kitchen table and the interviewer spoke to them. “You settle in tonight…then it’s 3 days with what Jennie wants in the house and the relationship and 3 days with what Graham wants. On the Friday coming we’ll all meet along with your partners and we’ll see where we go from there.”
 
   “What do you mean?” said Graham.
 
   “Well we’ll see if anything has changed…been learnt…that’s the point of this Graham…You are happy to continue?”
 
   He looked at the green eyes of his new wife and nodded “Of course… just a bit nervous…I guess.”
 
   “You should be…I’m a handful,” she laughed.
 
   The cameras stopped and the interviewer shook their hands.
 
   “We’ll see you later on…there’s a few cameras dotted about but don’t worry you won’t notice them…just relax and have fun…enjoy your marriage,” he smiled.
 
   He handed the girl £500, half of the £1,000 for the week and suddenly there was just the two of them.
 
   “Open some wine Graham…I’m parched…not warm,” she snapped
 
   “Glad they’re gone we can relax now…so how you feeling sweetie? You look very nervous.”
 
   He handed her a glass and drank some himself, “I am.”
 
   “Don’t be… it’s just a week…bit of fun…bit of money…I won’t bite you.”
 
   “What’s the time?”
 
   “5 O’clock.”
 
   “Run me a bath sweetie…will you…has your wife got a wrap? Didn’t bring much with me…Jason kept me quite busy till I left...if you know what I mean?”
 
   Graham looked blank sensing his prick swelling again.
 
   He filled the bath and tested the water to ensure it was not too hot. When he turned around the girl was naked and her clothes were strewn on the floor. He averted his eyes and he heard the splash of water and he looked to see her pretty face smiling at him.
 
   “You don’t have to be shy Graham…I’m sure you’ve seen a girl before…I’ve certainly seen a man. Get me some more wine sweetie…and pick my clothes up…my ‘undies’ are a bit ‘ripe’…noticed that you had a washing machine…but could you hand wash them…they’re silk…you see.”
 
   Graham was stunned; the girl was acting as if they were married; he wanted to say something but could think of nothing. 
 
   “I…I…don’t think…that….” he stuttered, but bent down to pick up the clothes and drew her knickers into a ball in his hand.
 
   “God it’s so good to relax sweetie…I told you Jason was at me all morning…you can see him all over my pants…didn’t have time to change…sorry…he wasn’t sure if he’s fancy your wife…what’s her name…Helen…that’s right…God my pussy is soooo sore. Bet Helen’s is as well eh? You must have given her a good seeing to before she left?”
 
   Graham nodded and quickly left the small bathroom. He hung her dress up on a hanger and placed it on the wardrobe and looked at the black underwear in his hand. They were tiny thong pants and although he wanted to sling them back at this cheeky girl in his bath he inspected them. The crotch was covered in thick white crust and he rubbed his thumb along it and without thinking drew it to his nose. The smell was pungent sperm; urine; sex, he could feel his erection now solid and he drew the knickers to his nose and sniffed. The sexual rush and sensation was overpowering and he inhaled again, it made him feel, weak and powerful all at the same time and he took them to the sink and left them to soak in some water.
 
   He returned to the bathroom and filled Jenny’s wine glass up.
 
   “I’ve left them to soak.”
 
   “Good…thank you…I’m not very domesticated…as you can see…but I’m good at other things. I am embarrassed to have Jason’s come all over me though…I tried to stop him but when he’s in the mood…a girl just can’t say no…and he’s always in the mood...I hope Helen’s pants are full of your spunk...just to show him…who’s boss!”
 
   “Helen’s not like that…we’re not animals you know.”
 
   The girl put her head under the water and emerged suddenly splashing him with soapy water
 
   “I though we were animals,” she smiled. “It’ so nice to be clean…sperm’s great but… it’s nice to be fresh and me again…have you got any cold cream?”
 
   Graham shrugged nonplussed.
 
   “Don’t worry I’ll check the cupboards…book us a table…Italian…local…unpack my stuff will you…put my nightie on the bed…I’ll be relaxing for another 20 minutes or so.”
 
   Again Graham bit his lip. He booked the Italian down the road and then picked up her bag and placed its contents on the bed. There were a couple of skirts, tops and a couple of pair of knickers. They were tiny in comparison to Helen’s and they were expensive, silk and lace. He drew them to his nose and smelt them, this time the aroma was of perfume and it only prolonged his hardness.
 
   He made space in Helen’s wardrobe and placed her white nightie on the bed alongside his own pyjamas. The whole experience was becoming bizarre and he thought that perhaps he should quit whilst he could.
 
   Jenny came in with a towel wrapped around her, “Thank you sweetie…go and have a bath…I’ll get a wrap-around from Helen’s stuff…you don’t mind…do you?”
 
   Graham shook his head and shuffled off to the bathroom. Jenny dried herself and slowly inspected Helen’s wardrobe. She had a cheap green towelling robe and she decided that this was better than-nothing and she pulled it onto the shoulders and continued her perusal of its contents.
 
   She poured herself some more wine and wandered into the bathroom where Graham tried to cover his naked body.     
 
   “Jenny please,” he howled.
 
   “Oh come on Graham…let’s see your little soldier don’t be so shy…come on…look I’ll be fair.”
 
   She removed her robe and Graham could see her body completely. Her breasts were small but well formed; nipples sharp and her legs’ rose to find shaved thin folds of flesh. He could see that her sex lips were red. She watched his eyes. 
 
   “I did tell you I was a bit sore.”    
 
   Graham removed his hand from between his legs and Jenny leant over and inspected his manhood.
 
   “Mmmm bit small Graham…we’ll have to see it when it gets excited…Jason’s is huge even when it’s limp.”
 
   She saw Graham’s cock pulse.
 
   “Mmmm… Graham…naughty… thinking about my husbands cock and your dirty wife?”
 
   “I’m not,” he squirmed.
 
   She saw that his cock had now doubled in size, but it was still small.
 
   She opened the bathroom cupboard turning her back to him and took out some cold cream. She rubbed it between her legs and then into her anus “That’s better…should be ready for action again before you know it!”
 
   “Do you have to talk about sex all the time Jenny?”
 
   “What else is there Graham… that’s why I married Jason…he was better at sex than anyone I know...I didn’t set out to marry a black man.”
 
   “What… he’s black?”
 
   “As coal sweetie…not racist are you…all-right for a whitie to knob your missus but not a black man…I can see it turns you on though!”
 
   Graham’s penis was hard now and he covered it as best he could with his hands “It’s not fine for any one to knob Helen…she’s not like that…please talk about her with more respect.”
 
   “Ok sweetie…have it your way…she will…only joking…I’m going to get dressed…hurry up…I’m starving!”
 
   Graham extricated himself from the bath and tried to think about something terrible to lose his erection. All he could think about was some black stranger making love to Helen. He could visualise her lying with her delicate legs apart while a dark figure lay atop her moving in rhythm with her sighs.
 
   He walked in the bedroom and Jenny was sitting just in her yellow pants applying her make-up. 
 
   “Is this Helen?” she said referring to a small photo on the table. It showed her on holiday in a red bikini.
 
   Graham nodded 
 
   “She’s pretty…good bod’…Jason will love her.”
 
   She saw the pain in his face and the hardness between his thighs and she sighed.
 
   “Look Graham Why did you sign up for this...do you think your little wife’s going to sleep in a horny man’s bed and not be fucked? We’re going to sleep together I will expect things from you…accept it or phone her and stop this.”
 
   She looked at her watch “7.30 it may already be too late Graham…he’s probably shagging her now…led her into a false sense of security then… bang!”
 
   “I thought it was just reaction and things,” he spluttered.
 
   “It is… but… it’s about sex as well…your wife is in for the fucking of her life.”
 
   He groaned in reflex and Jenny saw him spurt his semen all over the towel. It was not a lot of fluid and it soon got lost in the coarse white material. 
 
   “Graham…very naughty…Feel better now sweetie? Now get dressed I’m hungry...take my knickers out of the sink as well…ok.”
 
   Graham was red with embarrassment, he dried himself and squeezed her pants clean and hung them on them a chair by the radiator to dry. All traces of the sperm had gone but not in his mind.
 
   They wandered down to the restaurant and Graham sat in silence and sipped his red wine. Jenny sat close beside him and he turned to her.
 
   “You were joking about what you told me…weren’t you? About Jason and the sex thing.”
 
   “No sweetie…he started with me about 10 and didn’t finish until 1.30.”
 
   “What does he do?”
 
   “Everything…fucking everything…it’s great but sometimes I just want a break…pleased that Helen’s taking my place for a week; she’s going to get so hammered.”
 
   He went quiet again and Jenny felt under the table and between his legs. He was starting to get hard again.    
 
   “You are just so perverted Graham you pretend not to like the fact that Helen’s going to get screwed but you do…how many times do you have sex with her in a week?”
 
   “Maybe once”
 
   She laughed “And up the ass?”
 
   He blinked and she laughed again.
 
   “It’s good up the ass you know Jason has so much stamina…but he always comes when I go down on him”
 
   “Down on him”
 
   “Oral sex Graham…sucking his dick…don’t tell me Helen’s never sucked your cock?”
 
   “He shook his head.”
 
   “Your wife’s going to come back a new woman sweetie…” she squeezed his hardness “Now let’s order and stop you thinking dirty dreams…Hey!”
 
       
 
    
 
   The road to her destination had been busy and it was not until 3.00p.m that Helen finally arrived at her new home for the week. She was pleasantly surprised to see a townhouse nesting in a row of identical properties; it was up market accommodation and if she was honest much more impressive than her own.
 
   The cameras were running as she stepped out of the limousine and she tried to mask her surprise when the smiling man greeting her was as black as coal. He shook her hand deferentially and she kissed him on the cheek and smiled for the cameras.
 
   “My name is Jason.” 
 
   “Helen…pleased to meet you Jason.” 
 
    She was trembling like a leaf inside her, she was not sure what she had been expecting but it was not to spend a week with a coloured man. It took her all her courage not to run off down the road screaming.
 
   They entered the house and although there was more space than in her own flat it was messy and had that unkempt look about it. She knew that the first thing she would do when she could was tidy up. The official formalities with the interviews were over and one of the men from the studio gave Helen £500, told her about the extra secret cameras and informed them that they would be back in a few days for an update.
 
   Helen hardly heard them or noticed them leave and suddenly there was only her and Jason left in the house. He opened some wine and she took it without speaking. She looked at him; the man was much taller than she was and very broad across the shoulder and slim around the hips. He looked fit and his face was lean and shaven and his head was almost smooth with just a fine clipped, down of growth. As she sipped her wine she realised that after the initial shock of him being black, he was actually quite good looking.
 
   “Well Helen…this is a bit strange.”
 
   “I suppose so…but that’s what we signed up for.”
 
   “What do you do?”
 
   “Nurse.”
 
   “Computers…management.”
 
   “Let me take your coat.”
 
   She rose from her chair and he removed her jacket and took it into the bedroom “Come and see the house…please relax make yourself at home.”
 
   She followed him and for some reason the sight of the large double bed threw her into shock. She had arranged to sleep with this stranger and the panic began to overtake her.
 
   “I can’t sleep in your bed,” she blurted out.
 
   “But that’s part of the rules Helen,” he said soothingly “If you feel you’ve made a mistake then stop…there’s no pressure.”
 
   She felt small and childish but continued “There won’t be any sex…you understand?”
 
   “Of course Helen…goodness what do you take me for?”
 
   He seemed offended and Helen relaxed and felt guilty.
 
   “I’m so sorry Jason…you seem like a nice man but…I’ve never been away from my husband…it just seemed like a good idea…but I’m terrified.”
 
   “That’s cool Helen,” he smiled and filled her glass up a little.
 
   “Graham and I have been together since we were teenagers…he’s the only man…I’ve…”
 
   “Ever slept with,” Jason finished “That’s cool Helen…really cool…it’s good to be committed.”
 
   She began to relax and drank a little more.
 
   “And you Jason?”
 
   “Jen’ and I have been together for a while…she’s quite girl…can keep up with me most of the time…we get on pretty well.”
 
   “Is she the only girl that…”
 
   “No…no…Helen…look I don’t want to shock you but Helen and I are very sexually active…together and sometimes apart…we’re both still young and in a strange way it keeps us together.”
 
   Helen felt naïve and stupid and just sipped her wine.
 
   “I’ve booked a nice restaurant in town…7.15 ok?”
 
   “That’s fine Jason…is this Jen?”
 
   She picked up a framed photograph of a stunning blonde girl in a short dress.
 
   “Sure is…she’s pretty isn’t she?”
 
   Helen nodded wishing that she felt pretty. She hadn’t felt pretty for such a long time.
 
   “She’s a similar size to you…spends all my money on clothes…have a look at her stuff if you like…she won’t mind…just make yourself at home...unpack make yourself some room in the wardrobe.”
 
   “Is this restaurant dressy Jason…I’ve not bought much with me?”
 
   “A bit…we’ll have a look at you later…see how you scrub up.”
 
   Amazingly her panic had disappeared and it had been replaced by a strange nervousness in her stomach. She wasn’t as pretty as Jen, she had nothing to wear to a fancy restaurant, she would show herself up; Jason wouldn’t like her!
 
   She realised that she had downed 3 glasses of wine and was feeling a little tipsy. He saw that she was merry and helped her into the bedroom and she lay on the big bed. 
 
   “Have a sleep Helen…relax.” 
 
   He took off her shoes and unclipped her tight dress. She absentmindedly pulled it down her thighs and Jason took it and lay it on the chair. He could see her large blue pants with her bushy darkness below but ignored it and pulled the duvet over her.
 
   He stroked her head “Sleep.”
 
   “Thank you Jason…it’s comfy in here.”
 
   She awoke with a start and a temporary panic returned. She remembered where she was and the drink and how nice Jason was and relaxed and hugged the warm duvet. She looked at the clock…it was 7.00p.m…they would be late…Graham was never late!
 
   She heard the bathroom door open and kept her eyes almost shut, pretending to still be asleep. Jason emerged with just a towel around him and she admired his physique as he roughly dried himself. His torso was muscular and defined, he obviously worked out.
 
   He removed his towel and Helen held her breath. The biggest penis she had ever seen was dangling limply between his legs. It was circumcised and thick and it centred a huge pair of black balls. There was some pubic hair but not a lot and she watched fascinated as he dried every part of it gently and carefully.
 
   Her stomach was performing cartwheels and she could sense a strange wetness in her pants. She wanted to touch herself but could not; all she could do was continue to pretend to be asleep. She shut her eyes tightly again.
 
   “Helen…Helen.”
 
   She looked at him dreamily.
 
   “Come on sleepyhead…time to eat…and no wine for you tonight.”
 
   She opened her eyes and he was dressed in a smart pair of black trousers and a beige shirt. She ran past him into the bathroom ignoring the fact that she only had her knickers on and hoped that he had not seen the stain on the front of the underwear. The shower was a blessing but even the cold water did not dispel the rising sexual urges inside her.
 
   She emerged and wrapped a towel around her and went out to see Jason in the lounge. 
 
   “What shall I wear Jason?”
 
   “Show me what you’ve got and I’ll tell you how you look…if it’s suitable.”
 
   She returned to the bedroom and quickly slipped on her new white pants and a grey party dress. She had trousers or her black suit; she had not expected to be going somewhere dressy.
 
   She emerged into the lounge and saw the look of disappointment on Jason’s face.
 
   “That’s not right Helen…you’re a size 10…yes?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   I’ll put you one of Jen’s dresses on the bed for you…will you try it?”
 
   She nodded again not wanting to ruin the evening.
 
   She entered the room and saw a short black dress with thousands of silver sequins laid out for her and she drew it over her head and was shocked by what she saw in the mirror. The dress was very short highlighting her legs and she realised she looked pretty and sexy. She looked at her bare legs and her heart sank and she went running into the lounge with tears in her eyes.
 
   “The dress is lovely but I’ve not bought any stockings with me…I’m so stupid…I’m so sorry Jason…you can cancel…I’m so…”
 
   “Helen don’t be silly…look I’d bought something for Jen’ but you can have it…now stop crying.”
 
   He opened a drawer and threw her a small bag. She opened them and a pair of garters and black nylons fell out.
 
   “I can’t,” she mumbled.
 
   “Helen… are you hungry or not…just say thank you.”
 
   “Let me see your underwear.”
 
   Without thinking she pulled up her dress and held up the hem in her fingers and he saw the large plain white pants She felt embarrassed, not at her show but at her inadequate dress sense.
 
   “You’ll need these too,” he smiled and threw her another bag.
 
   She opened the bag and inside was a pair of matching black micro thong pants. She went to refuse but stopped herself.
 
   “Thank you, Jason…they’re lovely…I will pay you for them though.”
 
   He shrugged and she went back into the bedroom removed everything and then pulled the garter around her hips and attached the nylons. Finally she drew the pants around her private part and was embarrassed as she dripped her seeping fluid into them, as the thong seemed to disappear up her backside. Her vagina was literally leaking she had never been so excited or felt that she looked so sexy. She pulled the dress on and brushed her hair and went out to Jason.
 
   “How do I look?”
 
   “Gorgeous,” he smiled.
 
   She stood before him like a child and raised her dress again.
 
   “Look…no cheating…do you like?”
 
   “You don’t have to show me Helen…I believe you.”
 
   She dropped the hem of her dress almost disappointedly and her underwear was hidden.
 
   “But I wanted to…I loved the present…wanted to show them off to you.”
 
   “OK… Helen raise it again…turn around…let me have a proper look.”
 
   She looked into his dark eyes and raised her dress again. She opened her legs a little to make a show of herself and turned around so he could see how snugly the thong fitted the curve of her bottom.
 
   “How do they feel?”
 
   “Just wonderful…I feel sexy.”
 
   “You look sexy Helen,” he smiled noticing the small damp patch on the crotch of the pants. “Now smooth yourself out and let’s go…we’re late...And give me the money the studio gave you…it’s for tonight.”    
 
   Jason had arranged for the studio car to take them to the restaurant. Helen let her legs rest on the leather seats and stretched like a cat. 
 
   “Mmm this is so special Jason thank you. She leaned over to him and let her lips touch his. He did not react but just smiled at her.
 
   “It’s a pleasure Helen you look lovely… relax… it’s a way across town.”
 
   But Helen could not relax her libido was racing and she tried to talk herself round to normality
 
   “You don’t think I’m acting badly…do you Jason? I’m not normally like this but…it’s the show…the excitement of it all.”
 
   He just looked at her.
 
   “Do you really have sex everyday Jason…really?”
 
   He kept quiet and her mind took over with silent questions
 
   “What’s Jenny like in bed? Better than me…I don’t seem to know anything! I wonder what’s Graham’s doing…eating I suppose…like us.”
 
   She watched Jason looking at her. She pulled her skirt down, but it was already as far as it could go. She felt how sexy her stockings and suspenders made her feel; her pants were soaking, she was just so jumpy. She had the urge to kiss Jason, not just a normal kiss, but a kiss that surrendered herself to him. She thought about Graham, her marriage, her common sense, it calmed her and she sat in silence and watched the busy London traffic.
 
   Finally they arrived. They were offered an aperitif and in spite of her promises Helen had some alcohol. The drank and laughed through a sumptuous dinner and as the small band of piano and base began to play slow romantic melodies they melded into each others arms on the dance floor. Helen pressed against him in unison to the slow rhythm and she felt his hardness. It was rigid and she rubbed herself against him shamelessly.
 
   He pulled her to him and she nuzzled into his neck. 
 
   “Do you really make love for hours Jason?”
 
   He kissed her on the forehead.
 
   “I’ve never been made love to for hours Jason…am I terrible?”
 
   She thrust her hips at his hardness again and Jason noticed some of the other clients becoming uncomfortable.
 
   “It’s time to go Helen,” he whispered 
 
   The bill was paid and Helen felt terrible empty without the weight of his body to press against. She was a little tipsy and slid into the limousine and relaxed on the soft leather again.
 
   He joined her and she moved besides him until her head was on his lap and she was looking up at him. She could feel his erection through his trousers and she pressed her head against it.
 
   She raised her dress until her underwear was revealed and stared at him “I love my present Jason.”
 
   His hand moved down to her crotch and he pressed against the fine material.
 
   “You’re wet Helen…very wet.”
 
   “Touch me Jason.”
 
   “I don’t think I should Helen.”
 
   “Please…no sex… just touch me…I’m so wet…and it’s such a long way home.”
 
   He pushed against her pants again and she moaned and spread her legs a little.
 
   His fingers slipped past the fine material and met the saturation of her sex lips. He began to tease her finding her clitoris and gently playing with her. 
 
   “Oh my God…Jason…that’s wonderful…Oh my god…don’t stop…oh my god…oh my god.”
 
   She moaned and pressed her head against the erection behind her. She had never been played with like this before. A few fumbles: a stroke or peck here or there but nothing like this It was as though she was a musical instrument and she could feel herself building, forever building.  Suddenly her body contracted and ripples of pleasure started at her toes and seemed to spread to every section of her body.
 
   She looked up weakly at the man she was with. She was temporarily relieved, like an enormous weight had been lifted and it brought her back to her senses.
 
   She sat up and pulled her pants back around her and tried not to look him in the eyes.
 
   “I’m not like this Jason,” she mumbled.
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “A slut.”
 
   “Didn’t you enjoy it…you needed it.”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Have you ever had an orgasm before?”
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “Whatever… Helen…you had a good time…I enjoyed pleasing you…no-body died…so don’t fret…ok!”
 
   She went quiet, hating Jason suddenly. He was just too smooth.
 
   They drove along in silence and once inside the house Helen ran to the bathroom to escape from him and threw her clothes onto the floor to demonstrate her distaste. Jason just sat and watched the television and drank some tea and Helen relaxed in a bath and tried to make sense of her-self. How could she have let him do that? She was a married woman and she’d allowed this man, this stranger to treat her like some slut; she was back in control now.
 
   She began to relax and without thinking recalled the point that she had achieved an orgasm. The experience was almost indescribable; it was as if she had been inject with a thousand pheromones in a second. Did she want to experience it again? No, not if she had to feel this guilty, nothing was worth that. Thankfully she still had her virtue and respect it had been just a small learning curve.
 
   She felt a bit guilty about Jason, he had actually acted like a gentleman and she remembered it was her that had propositioned him. She dressed for bed and tied her long hair up in a bun. She removed her make-up and put on a pair of thick navy pants and a long white nightie. She looked in the mirror, the pretty girl that had been out to dinner had disappeared and the normal Helen had returned; she was pleased and disappointed all at the same time. 
 
   She entered the lounge and Jason was sitting quietly on the black sofa and he looked at her coolly.
 
   “I’m going to bed Jason.”
 
   “I can see…very fetching.”
 
   She recoiled at the way she looked and how he perceived her.
 
   “It’s what I always wear to bed…anyway I’m off…thank you for the evening…I enjoyed it…I’m…I’m sorry for how I over-reacted…you were a gentleman.”
 
   “Good…sleep tight…I’m watching the football…so I won’t disturb you when I come in.”
 
   Helen blinked, ‘Come in!’ he was coming into her bed…his bed. She quickly shut the door and snuggled beneath the duvet, it felt snug and warm. Too warm, the gown made her sweat. She could hear the football through the door, dull roars and whispered commentary. It normally made her tired but she was wide-awake.
 
   She sensed herself regaining the frustration from earlier that evening. The tightness in her stomach, sensitivity of her nipples and the seeping of her fluid into her knickers. She wanted to touch herself, she’d felt so much better when Jason had touched her; it had felt like heaven, gentle arousal until her body had convulsed into a mindless rush of adrenaline.
 
   She tossed and turned for an hour by which time her body and knickers were wet with moisture and perspiration. She heard the door turn and closed her eyes tightly, keeping her body still; she wanted to be asleep. 
 
   She heard him remove his clothes and then his naked body slide into the bed. She could sense him beside her and she tried not to breathe. Her body was turned away from him and he lay on his back and began to breathe deeply. 
 
   Jenny’s brain was racing, her vagina seemed to pulse in time to her breathing and all she could visualise was the sexual flesh between Jason’s legs. It had seemed so big, when she glimpsed it, and when she had pressed against it when they were dancing. Her mind raced with dark thoughts, he could have sex for hours and she could suddenly feel him on top of her weighing her down.
 
   She jumped and she realised she had been fantasising, her arms drifted to her side and behind her and her palm touched something warm briefly. It was his thigh and although she removed her hands immediately in her dreamy state she returned it and let it settle. He did not react and she lazily let her fingers explore until she found the tip of something firm and pulsing. She knew it was his penis and as he did not say anything she let her middle finger run up and down it until she felt the big sacs at the scrotum.
 
   She removed it and felt her heart beating so loudly that she was sure Jason could hear it.
 
   “Touch it properly Helen…grip it, it won’t bite you.”
 
   She let her hand return to where it had been and to her astonishment it seemed to have increased substantially in size. She gripped it hard in her delicate hand and felt it respond to her touch. She had held Graham’s penis but it seemed insignificant by comparison; this was a completely new experience for her.
 
   She heard him moan softly and she moved her hand up and down the shaft and let her fingers caress the smooth circumcised tip.
 
   “God it’s so big Jason…huge.”
 
   “Do you like it…to touch it?”
 
   There was silence but her hand continued to explore slowly and gently.
 
   “Well?”
 
   “Yes…it feels strong and warm…yes.”
 
   “Do you want to see it Helen?”
 
   A switch was turned on and a dim light spread over the bed. Jason pulled at the duvet and his erect cock was revealed with her slim fingers wrapped around its base. It seemed to stand out in the pale light like a solid lighthouse jutting vertically from dark rocks. 
 
   “God… it’s magnificent Jason.”
 
   She gripped it tightly and rubbed her hand again along its length.
 
   She saw that a spot of fluid was weeping out of its tip and without thinking she leant down and licked it off with her tongue. She was shocked at her own depravity.
 
   “I’ve never done that…to anyone,” she gulped.
 
   “What did it taste like?”
 
   “Sweet.”
 
   She bent over and licked it again, very gently. “Will you do that thing for me again Jason…like in the car?”
 
   “I thought you felt bad about it?”
 
   “I do…I don’t…you know I loved it.”
 
   He gripped the hem of her gown and bought it up over her hips he reveal her navy pants
 
   “These knickers are just not you Helen…too frumpish.”
 
   She looked at the clock. It was 12.30 am “This is the start of your 3 days Jason…I can do things your way…if you want?”
 
   She gripped his cock hard and licked its summit again.
 
   “Ok Helen…ok…now let’s see what we have here.”
 
   He gently gripped the top of her pants and drew the material down until her thick pubic hair was revealed. He let the pants sit just below her crotch and watched as she dripped into them.
 
   “You are so wet…girl...and hairy…Mmmm you look tasty. ”
 
   He bent his head between her legs and let his tongue lick along the folds of her flesh. He licked her again and felt her groan in pleasure. She lay on her back but did not release the hold she had on his cock. He rolled her knickers around her knees and she tried to open her thighs but was constrained, it was torture and pleasure all at the same time.
 
   He licked her again and again and let his fingers play and tease her clitoris until finally her body convulsed again and she vibrated like mobile phone. He sighed and looked up at him weakly. He rolled the pants of her knees and threw them onto the floor and she opened her thighs wide thankful for the release from her constraints.
 
   Jason could see the outline of her vagina, pink amongst the dark hair and he removed her hand from around his penis and knelt between her thighs. He let the tip of his cock slap against the top of her weeping sex and then run along it whole length.
 
   “Have you ever been unfaithful Helen?”
 
   “No,” she mumbled.
 
   He let his hardness slap against the entrance to her inner body again.
 
   “No-one’s had you but your husband?”
 
   “No.”
 
   He found her soft wet centre and his erection pushed against it gently.
 
   “Have you ever been unfaithful Helen?”
 
   He pushed and the end of his cock entered her, just a fraction.
 
   “No…I haven’t”
 
   He pushed again and his black hardness edged further inside her…then further…then further again until his balls were touching her sex.
 
   “Have you ever been unfaithful Helen?”
 
   He moved his flesh back until just his tip was inside her then firmly hard into her softness again.  
 
   “Yes…I’ve being unfaithful…now.”
 
   “That’s right Helen…you are.”
 
   He moved in and out of her wetness effortlessly and she lay back and opened her thighs wide to ease his access to her. She watched him towering over her, his lean body and the look of concentration on his face. Each stroke drew her new pleasure, she wanted him inside her, deep inside her, to plant his semen.  She held his balls, cupping her delicate hands under the big sacs.
 
   “Come inside me Jason…release these balls…fill me up…I’m so ready for you…please fuck me.”
 
   She squeezed his sacs and felt his pace quicken and then the sensation of her inside being filled with his sperm. She wrapped her legs around his back and let every drop drain inside her. She was not sure how many times she had come, the vibrations resonated, one after another and she felt her whole body glowing.
 
   He collapsed beside her and she felt his body touching hers’. 
 
   “Wow Jason…I’ve never had anything like that.”
 
   “Do you feel bad that you’ve been unfaithful?”
 
   “Terrible,” she smiled.
 
   She took his weeping cock in her fingers and played with it. “Just terrible…I’m a bad girl and now you’ve got 3 days to tell me what to do.”
 
   She licked the end of his penis and he stroked her hair.
 
   “Well go and shower, take that stupid gown off and put on one of Jen’s negligees.”
 
   She nodded and sucked his wet penis timidly.
 
   “I’ll shower first then you…and then we’ll get some sleep.”
 
   “Sleep! What happened to hours and hours?”
 
   “Have you not had enough Helen? A shy girl like you?”
 
   He touched her between her thighs and she opened up for him. 
 
   “Maybe not…I think you could stand a bit more…I’m going…later.”    
 
   She lay in bed as she heard the shower hum and felt the semen trickling down her thigh. She thought about Graham but then dismissed him in her mind. What was done, was done, there was no going back, they’d signed up for this stupid programme and he was probable having sex with Jenny anyway. She thought about it and smiled to herself, somehow given Graham’s track record on the bedroom front she doubted that Jenny was getting much of a ride.
 
   She closed her eyes and recalled how good it felt to have Jason on top of her. His solid weight pinning her down and forcing his flesh deeper inside her. She shivered and stroked the soft down on her stomach; she was becoming wanton again, she, who hardly had sex once a fortnight was anticipating a third bout of sex in a day. It was all crazy, but she was beginning to realise that there was more to life than she thought. 
 
   The hum stopped and Jason came out and started to dry him-self. Helen ran past him and shut the cubicle door of the shower behind her. There was some liquid soap and she lathered herself and washed all traces of her debauchery down the small drain. Jason came in and she heard him brush his teeth. She jumped as he opened the shower door and she looked at him meekly and tried to cover her body.
 
   “I’ve already seen it Helen.”
 
   He placed her arms to her side and admired her soapy wetness.
 
   “You’re a sexy girl…just love that mass of hair down there girl…Jen’s is always shaven…but hairy suit you.”
 
   He let his finger run along the line of her crack and she pushed against the small digit.
 
   “Mmm got a ‘stiffy’ already…I’ve left you a negligee…on the chair…some thing that suits you.”
 
   He shut the door and she could feel herself pulsing. She was ready for sex again; her libido was going wild. 
 
   She dried herself and rubbed the soft towel firmly between her thighs until her pubic hair sprang out from her vagina like tiny fresh fur. She looked into the long mirror. Her face was flushed and her small nipples, hard like rubber points. She felt sexual, probably for the first time in her life. She pulled on the black negligee that Jason had left for her. It was very short barely covering her belly and her bush was exposed completely. 
 
   Her hair was long and shining and her eyes bright and eager.
 
   Her bag was in the corner and she took out a black pair of her old knickers and put them on.  They looked out of place under the fine outfit but she smiled to herself anyway.
 
   The dryness from between her thighs had gone and she was becoming aroused again. She walked back into the bedroom and Jason whistled when he saw her.
 
   She lay beside him on her back.
 
   “Jason take my pants down…like you did before…unveil me…unwrap me like I was a gift…tell me what to wear.”
 
   He raised the black silken top and tugged gently at the black pants until they rolled down past her hips and revealed the tip of her black hair. He tugged further and let them stay just below her crotch. Her pubic hair had sheen and her pink sex looked clean and fresh.
 
   He touched her and she moaned softly, she was already wet and her juice was staining the cotton underwear.”
 
   “We’ll but you some new stuff tomorrow” he touched her vagina and watched as her thighs opened to his caress “Something more suitable.”
 
   He lay beside her; her back to him and without asking pushed his erection inside her. He pushed her forward and gripped her hair and began to move himself back and forward.
 
   “This time it’ll last a bit longer.”
 
   His hands played with her nipples as he fucked her and she gripped his hand and moaned softly to herself.
 
   “I’m so terrible… Graham would be ashamed of me.”
 
   He moved faster inside her and she could sense her orgasm nearing.
 
   “But it’s so wonderful…just wonderful.”
 
   “Then Graham should be happy for you…you’re being treated properly sexually for the first time in your life…I’m sure he’ll be thrilled.”
 
   She was on the edge of coming and bizarrely thought of Graham watching her as she was being taken. She climaxed and as her body trembled in delight she wondered how her husband was getting on with Jenny.
 
    
 
   Conversation in the restaurant had gone quiet. Graham looked at his watch, it was past 11.30p.m and according to Jenny his sweet Helen had been unfaithful to him already. Every time he thought about it, it made his penis hard. It was so unusual for him, he normally was never in the mood for sex; he was not really in the mood for sex now, although Jenny was looking very attractive in her short skirt and micro top. He was just worked up about Helen and Jason, the fact that the man was black made it even more worrying for him.
 
   “What is it sweetie? You’re very quiet love.”
 
   Her hand went below the table and she felt him hard again.
 
   “I’d like to think it was me making you hard…but it’s Helen...isn’t it?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “You know Graham…a lot of men like the thought of their wife having sex with another man…it’s normal…‘ish.’”
 
   His eyebrows raised.
 
   “You’re so innocent…and Helen too probably but I bet she’ll be a quick learner…do you know what a cuckold is?”
 
   Graham shook his head.
 
   “It’s a man that likes a better man than him…fucking his wife. Jason fits the bill for you sweetie…he’s stronger, better looking, wealthier, and his cock is twice the size of yours…he’s the better man.”
 
   He blinked at her and she felt his stiffness harden.
 
   “Bless… you get so excited with this…look… it’s nearly the start of my three days…I’m going to treat you like a cuckold…then you will understand…yes I’ve made my mind up...it’s what you need…sweetie.”
 
   “I don’t know Jenny.”
 
   She shrugged, “You’ve no choice Graham…that is if you want to continue…I don’t think Helen will be coming back tonight…do you?”
 
   He went quiet and looked at the clock “It’s past 12…ok… Jenny but when it’s my turn we’re going to do things my way.”
 
   “Good boy,” she smiled “Now cuckolds always obey their women…understand?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Well pay the bill and let’s go home.”
 
   They were in the flat in less than 20 minutes and Jenny undressed and let her clothes lay on the floor. 
 
   “Pick them up sweetie…hang the clothes up and pick up my pants.”
 
   He put her dress and nylons on a hanger and held the pants in his hand.
 
   “Put them to your nose…smell them…a good cuckold knows the smell of his wife...hang on to them and take your trousers off.”
 
   He undid them and they feel to his knees and he drew the pants to his nose. They smelt of sex, and were moist and he felt his penis react to the aroma.
 
   “Look how you react Graham…classic cuckold...have a good sniff.”
 
   She went to the bathroom and came out in a blue slip and watched Graham inhaling.
 
   “What does Helen wear to bed? Lay it out for me.”
 
   He went to her wardrobe and put out her long white gown. 
 
   “Anything else?”
 
   He placed a large pair of white knickers beside the gown.
 
   “Undress and put them on…don’t argue sweetie…it’s my 3 days.”
 
   He undressed quickly and pulled the knickers around his groin then drew the gown over him until in hung at his feet. It was a little tight and felt that he looked ludicrous.
 
   “Very fetching…I can see that you like wearing them.”
 
   He tried to cover his hardness but she told him to place his hands to the side.
 
   “Helen was in that last night…but now she’s with my Jason…with her thighs apart while his black ass fucks her…how does that make you feel?”
 
   He could not hide his tension.
 
    “Excited.”
 
   “And her clothes?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “Don’t lie.”
 
   “The same.”
 
   “Lie on the bed and raise the gown…this isn’t Helen’s any more it’s yours’.”
 
   He lay beside her and once the material was raised she could see his tiny erection bursting out from the fine knickers.
 
   “I want you to stain them Graham…put your sperm inside your wife’s pants as Jason is putting his seed inside her.”
 
   She touched his cock and it pulsed to her gentleness.
 
   “Think about her…on her back as he’s taking her…in and out of her…innocent Helen…who you failed to satisfy…now just a cheap piece of ass for Jason to fuck.”
 
   Graham pictured her and he jerked as he released his seed into the clean pants. Jenny pushed his flesh and watched a small wet patch form. 
 
   “You see Graham…A cuckold’s life is not all bad…is it sweetie?” 
 
   “I feel ridiculous.”
 
   “You’ll get used to it…now …go and get me some milk.”
 
   He looked at her as if she were mad but trooped off to the kitchen and bought her in a glass of milk.  She took it from him and stared at him and raised her slip until her bald vagina was visible
 
   “Lay your head between my legs Graham…smell my pussy…inspect the redness caused by Jason.”
 
   He did as instructed and she poured some of the milk over her crack until it was covered in milky whiteness.
 
   “This is sperm Graham…Jason’s sperm…lick it off me… tell me…how you love licking Jason’s sperm off me…use your tongue.”
 
   He began to lick her sex, lapping at the white milk. He imagined it was sperm and felt his body surge with excitement again. He’d never performed oral sex before and Jenny gave him instructions as he did so.
 
   “Harder Graham…just there, good…very good sweetie…how does Jason’s sperm taste?”
 
   “Lovely.”
 
   She poured more milk onto her crack and ass.
 
   “Lick it all up…Helen’s been a dirty girl…she’s full of sperm.”
 
   She could see he was hard again but wanted her own climax.
 
   “Harder…there…yes… yes.”
 
   Her body vibrated and she closed her eyes momentarily.
 
   “Good Graham…very good.”
 
   She leant over released his penis from the confines of the pants and squeezed the little hard member softly.”
 
   “Your wife’s a whore Graham…a black man’s whore and…you love it…don’t you?”
 
   He groaned and climaxed and spurted his seed into Jenny’s petite hand. She quickly brought it to his mouth and smeared his lips with it.
 
   “Real sperm Graham…lick it off…get used to the taste.”
 
   He let his tongue wipe the fluid from his mouth and looked at her embarrassed.
 
   “Good boy…now get me a glass of water and let’s go to sleep…and dream about…Helen…You were good tonight Graham…a quick learner.”
 
   “Thank you Jenny…I…I...”
 
   “Enjoyed it? I know you did sweetie…so let’s leave the rest till tomorrow.”
 
   She drank the water he gave her and they both settled down to sleep.
 
   “Do you think Helen’s getting any sleep?”
 
   “I doubt it darling…she’ll be bent over having the fucking of her life.”
 
   Graham was tired but even as he drifted to sleep he could feel his penis begin to swell again at the very thought of it.”
 
   He awoke in the morning and found himself alone in bed. He felt the dress he was in and the stained knickers. He thought about Helen and became hard immediately. He knew that Jenny was lying. Helen, his Helen wasn’t like that, she wouldn’t let herself be used in some sordid sexual act. But maybe she would maybe she was lying there now with the man putting his flesh in and out of her, whilst she was laughing, laughing at him!
 
   “Morning sweetie,” Jenny smiled, breezing into the room, her blonde hair clean after a thorough wash. “What’s on today?”
 
   “I need to go into the office for an hour...Just to pick up some papers.”
 
   “Can I come?”
 
   “I suppose.”
 
   She saw his erection through the pants “Let it go Graham…you can’t go to work like that.”
 
   He began to rub his hardness and he squealed at her touch.
 
    “Every time I think of her and Jason I get so hard…God…I know she’s screwing him.”
 
   He groaned and came and Jenny looked at him with curiosity.
 
   “ I’ve been through Helen’s stuff…the clothes and underwear are just so not feminine… put a new pair of her pants on today”
 
   “To work?”
 
   “Wherever you go…you have to carry a reminder with you.”
 
   The office was about 20 minutes away and Jenny followed him into the building. A few men were scurrying about and Graham left her in the reception reading a magazine and went to do what he had to on the computer.
 
   He returned in about 25 minutes and was surprised to see Jenny talking animatedly with his line manager Tom. He’s never liked Tom, he was surly and unfriendly and made his working life as difficult as possible. He was also black, not tall but well built and he was dressed casually in just jeans and a white shirt.
 
   “Morning Graham…Just chatting to Jenny…don’t mind do you?”
 
   “No sir.”
 
   Jenny butted in “I’m just going into Tom’s office...Graham…wait here will you.”
 
   He looked at her blankly and nodded.
 
   They left and he read a magazine and they returned shortly.
 
   “Thank you Tom,” said Jenny.
 
   “Anything to help,” he smiled.
 
   “See you tomorrow for lunch…Graham’s house…about 2…great.”
 
   Jenny turned on her heels and Graham followed her outside.
 
   “What was that all about?”
 
   “I told him about your little problem…he understood…wanted to help…what a nice guy.”
 
   “You what?”
 
   “Told him about the switch…Helen…you.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “He’s come over me…to give you a proper taste of being a cuckold…you can lick it off in the car.”
 
   Graham was speechless “I can’t believe you…you bitch…you.”
 
   “And he’s coming for lunch tomorrow…I said you’d be pleased.”
 
   They reached the underground car park and Jenny lay back in the passenger seat and raised her dress.
 
   “Get it while its warm…sweetie.”
 
   In spite of his revulsion He bent his head and lapped at the sticky wetness over her belly and pants. It tasted warm and thick and he thought only about Helen. He drew her knickers to one side and licked her sex until she jerked to a climax.
 
   He felt her shudder and sat erect in his seat.
 
   “You’ll have to thank Tom tomorrow…he came a lot…didn’t he?”
 
   “I suppose.”
 
   “You can treat me to lunch now…my…your tongue is certainly working.”
Graham felt strange. Terrible but excited all at the same time. He wished he’d never started on this road but what could he now do, it was only three days then he could do as he wished. He drank too much over a long lunch and Jenny drove back to the flat. He fell into bed and hoped that it was all a dream, but he felt the Helen’s stained knickers around his crotch and knew that it was far from that. It was real! 
 
   He slept intermittently, waking in the night to find Jenny snoring softly beside him. The young girl had a sort of hold over him and he was grateful that in another couple of day he would be free of her. He thought about Tom coming for lunch. Jenny had been such a bitch to tell him all about their arrangement, such a bitch.
 
   He drank some scotch and reached the point at which he could sleep again. His head was consumed with sex, Jenny, Helen, Jason and Tom and him, just watching, like some helpless fool.
 
   He awoke with a banging head and Jenny giving him a telling off.
 
   “Graham…no more getting drunk otherwise our arrangement’s off…no more ‘wanking’ for you for and a forfeit of your money…this is my time…don’t get drunk.”
 
   “Sorry.”
 
   “Tom will be here in an hour…now be polite…tidy up and make some pasta or something.”
 
   “Why have you invited him to my house?”
 
   “Graham,” she snapped “This is my house at the moment now do as you’re told.”
 
   He looked and saw her green eyes were cold like steel. He said nothing but tidied and prepared a simple meal for them all. Jenny had laid a pair of jeans and a shirt out for him with a pair of Helen’s pink knickers as his underwear. He dressed and did not argue and opened the door for Tom, when he rang, exactly on time.
 
   “Hi Graham…thanks for inviting me.”
 
   “It’s my pleasure,” Graham spluttered through clenched teeth.
 
    Jenny breezed in and diffused the tension “Have a drink Tom…red or white?”
 
   “Red.”
 
   They drank and then sat around the small kitchen table and ate, then moved into the lounge.  After initially, everyone being quiet the conversation began to develop uncomfortably for Graham.
 
   “Don’t be so childish,” Jenny scolded him “You’ve been very sulky since last night and Tom’s come out of his way to help you…he didn’t have to come over me…that was for you…and you did seem to like it…if I remember.”
 
   “He needn’t have bothered.”
 
   “You are so ungrateful Graham…Jason is here so you can understand…at the moment you can only imagine the difference in male genitalia that makes Jason and Tom better than you. If you see then you can understand...I’m so sorry Tom…I hope you won’t hold this against him.”
 
   “Not at all Jenny…I understand… Henry also found it hard to accept too.”
 
   “Henry?”
 
   “Yes Graham…Henry the area manager…His wife Susan spoke to me and… well…since then we’ve been one big happy family.”
 
   “Henry!” Graham said incredulously.
 
   “Yeah he seems normal…but he likes to wear his wife’s pants and watch me fuck her…then clean her...he’s like a little puppy.”
 
   “Graham you’re so lucky to have someone with Tom’s experience…isn’t it unbelievable how this has all worked...stand up Graham.”
 
   He stood to attention and watched as Jenny undid his jeans and lowered them to his knees. His erection could clearly be seen through the fine material of the knickers. She pulled them over his genitals and his small man pointed forward. It was thin and short less than 3 inches in all. 
 
   “Now watch and learn Graham,” she smiled.
 
   She unzipped Tom and when she pulled his white shorts down a huge black penis sprang forward. It was flaccid but it dwarfed Graham’s meagre, fully erect cock.
 
   Jenny stood the men side by side and put her hand on Graham’s head and tilted it.
 
   “Look,” she snapped “Tom’s almost as big as Jason…he’s bigger and smarter and…better than you…accept it.”
 
   She gripped Tom’s penis and it hardened miraculously to her touch. It was soon solid, thick and at least 8 inches in length. She stoked his big balls with her other hand and Tom moaned in pleasure.
 
   “This will be feeding Helen’s pussy now…A big dick and masses of sperm in these.”
 
   She squeezed his balls and a drop of come appeared at the tip of his cock. She wiped it with her finger and bought it to Graham’s lips “Lick it…that’s your role in this.”
 
   He let is tongue out and tasted the warm liquid; he looked at Tom’s enormous erection and though about Jason’s pleasing his wife. He jerked and felt his weak seed drip into the front of the pink pants.
 
   “That’s not a climax Graham…watch.”
 
   Jenny began to rub Tom’s cock, hard then soft, then fast until she sensed his balls swell and she bent her face to let him come over her mouth. He pumped masses of white juice and when he finished she was covered. She smiled through the foam around her lips.
 
   “Lick it off me Graham…quickly.”
 
   He lapped at the white cream and cleaned her face as if she had been covered in sweet cream. Eventually she was clear and she beamed at him.
 
   “See the difference…you think Helen won’t be tasting Jason’s juice? She’ll be guzzling it.”
 
   Jenny looked at Tom “Are you a repeater?”
 
   “Sure baby,” he smiled.
 
   She removed her clothes and lay back naked on the couch.
 
   “Then come over my pussy as much as you can…I want Graham to get used to licking your sperm.”
 
   Tom was already hard again just looking at Jenny lying naked and prostrate excited him.
 
   “Can I push…you know…inside you?”
 
   “No sweetie…Jason’s territory except with his permission but…do what you want around the outside...This is for Graham’s pleasure not mine.”
 
    Tom stroked his hardness and soon sprayed his seed over her thin crack and belly. She sighed opened her thighs wide and entreated Graham to come forward.
 
   “It’s waiting, sweetie…do your thing.”
 
    Tom sat back and watched as Graham licked expertly between her thighs. He ate the liquid and then worked his tongue along her sex lips until she moaned and writhed in pleasure. Finally she climaxed and brought her legs around Graham’ face and flopped back exhausted.
 
   “That was just so good…let’s do it again.”
 
   Over the next few hours Tom came another 3 times and by the end of the evening in spite of his reservations Graham was enjoying himself. He liked the taste of the sperm, the pleasure he could give to Jenny and the feeling of subservience to Tom.
 
   As Tom was leaving Jenny spoke to him, “Tomorrow?”
 
   “Can’t,” he replied “Seeing Sally…won’t be finished till 10.”
 
   “After that…please…it’s my last night of the 3 days.”
 
   “Does Graham want to?”
 
   Graham nodded.
 
   “Ok just a quick one…but I want Graham dressed up properly…the gown, pants, maybe a bit of make-up.”
 
   “Ok, Ok Tom… I’ll see what I can do and…I’ve got a little idea as well that you’ll both like.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Tell you tomorrow.”
 
   “Thanks for the evening Tom…you were great really helpful…thank Tom, Graham.”
 
   “Thank you Tom,” he said sheepishly.
 
   “No problem…bye girls.”
 
   The door slammed and they were alone.
 
   “I’m bushed tidy up and come to bed…I’ll see you there.”
 
   They both slept. Graham had forgotten how many times he had come. He had kept the pink pants on and they were crusty from his misuse of them. He had rarely got excited when he and Helen were leading a normal life, sex was rare and obscure but suddenly he was raging all the time, it was so disconcerting. He thought about Tom, his boss. He was so dominant; he liked to suck up his sperm from Jenny, liked to please them both. Tom’s cock was so big; it made him feel, insignificant. He though about Helen felt himself climax again and thankfully fell to sleep.
 
   Monday was work and Graham scurried to the office and Jenny lounged around the house. They did not get back together until 6.00p.m and Graham was surprised to find the camera-crew sipping coffee and waiting for him.
 
   He sat at the table with Jenny and looked at his reflection in the lens. He hoped that he could mask his discomfort.
 
   “So how’s it going?” the voice floated out from behind the lights.
 
   “Fine,” Jenny smiled “Were getting on well.”
 
   “Any changes?”
 
   “A few,” she laughed “But we can’t tell everything.”
 
   “Has sleeping together been a problem Graham?”
 
   “N…N…No,” he mumbled.
 
   “Have you had sex?”
 
   “No,” said Jenny firmly.
 
   “Done things differently around the house?”
 
   “Not really,” Jenny smiled “Graham tidies…doing things my way till tonight then…we’ll see what happens the next few days.”
 
   “That’s fine…we’ll see you both again soon.”
 
   “Can I ask,” Graham said quietly “How’s Helen?”
 
   “She’s fine…spoke to them earlier on they seemed very happy.”
 
   “Has she changed?”
 
   “Graham you’ll have to wait until the end of the week to meet again…thank you.”
 
   They shook hands and left and Graham, was suddenly consumed with jealousy and guilt.
 
   “Stupid programme,” he muttered.
 
   They ate some toast and cheese and he began to relax “My rules tomorrow,” he smiled “My rules.”
 
   “That’s fine sweetie…but my rules tonight…now go and get changed…stuff’s on the bed I’ll come and do your make-up.”
 
   He went to argue but there was no point another few hours and this nightmare would be over. He put on the gown and silky pants and let Jenny apply some light foundation and red lipstick to him. He looked at his reflection, he looked ridiculous but did not feel so; he felt excited.
 
   Tom was a little late and he drank some wine and relaxed on the couch wearily. 
 
   “What a day…and Sally was such a slut…my dick’s dry girls… I’m sorry.”
 
   Graham felt disappointed; he wanted to see the black monster again.
 
   “Help Tom, Graham,” Jenny instructed “Undo his trousers and let his cock relax.”
 
   Graham undid his belt, pulled off his trousers and shorts and watched as his large penis pulsed gently.
 
   “Hold it Graham, smell it…what does it smell of?”
 
   He took it gingerly in his hand, and felt it move; he bought his nose to it and could smell sex all over it.   
 
   “It smells of Sally,” Tom laughed “Not showered yet.”
“What if it tasted of Helen, Graham…how would you feel then? What would you do?”
 
   Tom’s erection began to harden and instinctively Graham took its tip in his mouth. 
 
   “Tom should be fucking Helen, as well Graham… let her taste his sperm as well.”
 
   Tom’s cock was deep inside his mouth and his mind was thinking of it being inside Helen fucking her. He felt him moving hard against him then sensed his balls swelling and then suddenly an explosion of thick sperm washing into his mouth.
 
   He withdrew from him and dropped to his knees in disgust at what he had done. He looked at the clock and it was past 12.
 
   “Fuck off out,” he said to Tom.
 
   “Out…now!”
 
   Jenny went to speak but he turned on her.
 
   “Shuttup…I’ve hear enough from you.”
 
   He wiped his mouth still dripping white semen and exploded in anger.
 
   “You ain’t fucking Helen…or fucking me…you can take you dick and your fucking job and stuff it…do you understand!”
 
   Tom looked at him and smiled, “You’ll feel differently tomorrow.”
 
   “Never…this is my time now…we’ll do things my way…now fuck off.”
 
   Tom rose tiredly, gave Jenny a peck on the cheek and looked at Graham, “Thanks for the blow Graham…it was great…you look cute …speak to me whenever. I’ll see what I can do for you…and Helen…I do like the idea of mastering her...bye Jenny…enjoyed it.”
 
   “Get out…out,” Graham bellowed “Out!”
 
   The door closed and there was just the two of them. Graham tore Helen’s clothes off and Jenny saw that he had come in his knickers again. 
 
   “Your body betrays you Graham,” she noted.
 
   He ripped the pants off and stood there naked “My time Jenny…my time…no more of this crap…we’ll do things my way now…ok!”
 
   “Whatever you say sweetie…you give me the rules and I’ll obey…whatever you say.”
 
   He showered and brushed his teeth. Spent the next hour cleaning the flat until it was spotless but could not release this energy rushing inside him. He had on his normal pyjamas and set determined to get hold of him-self again.
 
   His mind was racing; he’d sucked Tom’s dick while he fantasised about it being inside Helen. He really was perverted, sick. He thought about that split second before Tom climaxed, he remembered his balls, contracting and that sudden rush. He felt his mouth salivating, moving in time to the motion of the flesh inside him, he had liked it, loved it, the whole disgusting degrading thing.
 
   He thought about Helen, She would be, loving the same thing by now. How would she look with her mouth around Tom, or Jason? Jason was bigger, how was that possible? How much was she being fucked? He felt sure that she was enjoying it. Would she love it with Tom? He’d told him to fuck off, lost his job, he was going mad.
 
   He slipped into bed and tried to sleep. Jenny was beside him snoring softly again. The little girl with the chubby face and short blonde hair had turned his world upside down. These were his few days now, his rules. But what rules did he want? He wanted to show Jenny, show the world that he was master of his destiny, a man! He just needed to think of the right rules.
 
   He lay there in the darkness however only thinking about Helen’s fecklessness. Her voracious sexual appetite and he felt hard again. He longed for his erection to be contained by something soft and fine; he wanted something of Helen’s to be around his genitals to make him feel closer to her. But he couldn’t put on her clothes any more, they were Jenny’s rules and now he had his own rules. He lay and thought and tossed and turned, if only he knew what his own rules were!
 
    
 
   Helen woke early, she felt strange as if her body had been stretched. Her thighs felt weak and her bottom sore and between her legs felt sticky, very sticky. There was some light through the curtains and she could see the black man beside her, the man she had debased herself with. She saw his penis already erect pointing almost vertically and it reminded her of her shame. How could she have behaved so terribly, be so easy for him to take. She remembered the night the endless hours whilst he had her body. As she thought about it her vagina began to pulse, as did her body and instinctively she reached out and touched his cock.
 
   Her lips salivated and without thinking she leant upwards and placed her mouth over the hardness.  She watched herself in the mirror, her long hair falling forward caressing his dark skin and her eyes gleaming with lust. Her hands cupped his balls and she sensed their weight and power. His cock was rigid now and Jason awoke and stroked her head as she suckled him.
 
   She felt him groan to her tongue and it excited her and then her mumbled and she felt his sacs contract. She tried to move her mouth but he held her head fast and suddenly it was full of his warm sperm. She swallowed, then swallowed again until the torrent became a trickle and she felt the pressure on her head relax.
 
   “I’ve never done that before.”
 
   “How was it?”
 
   “Lovely…dirty but lovely.”
 
   “How do I taste?”
 
   “Sweet,” she laughed.
 
   “I like you to suck my dick.”
 
   “Well I’ll do it all the time for you…these are your 3 days…just tell me and I’ll do it.”
 
   She licked his balls and then his cock again and moaned as his fingers played with her sticky vagina.
 
   “I thought you’d feel bad? He said, “you know… Graham and all that?”
 
   “I do…I feel like such a slag…but…this was Graham’s idea and when I saw your cock this morning I just wanted to munch it…I feel like a different girl.”
 
   Her body was moving to his touch and she opened her thighs wide, without any thought or embarrassment. His fingers were expert and within a few minutes her body had shuddered to a climax. She lay beside him and held him close, feeling his warm hard body.
 
   “That was better than chocolate,” she murmured “I’ll do whatever you want for your 3 days…just tell me.”
 
   They lazed in bed for an hour then showered and got dressed. Helen put on her black trousers and a shirt but no underwear.
 
   “Jason…I don’t like my knickers any more or my clothes…I want to but something sexy.”
 
   “For me?” he smiled.
 
   “No for me…to make me feel sexy…and for you as well.”
 
     They caught the tube into town and Helen held his hand and kissed him as though they were teenage lovers. It was a new experience for her, to be with a man that excited her; her romance with Graham had always been so pedestrian. Schoolgirl crush, going steady, then marriage. This was as if she was in love, or in lust, anyway!
 
   Town was busy. Jason took her to Primark and all the leading fashion chains nearby. She had always shopped in Marks’ and was surprised at the range of trendy sexy clothes available at a budget. She normally bought knickers in packs of 6 but she chose a dozen pairs individually, all small, thongs or thin-straps that sat high on her hip. She selected some skirts tops, short styles that showed her belly and she took them into the dressing room to try on. She stripped then selected a black pair of see through pants to wear. She pulled them on and admired how they only just held her thick bush. She felt herself pulse and finished her outfit with a short pleated skirt and grey top wrapped tightly around her bust.
 
   She put her hair into a ponytail and admired herself in the mirror; she looked young and cheap, exactly as she felt. Jason smiled when he saw her and she paid for the stuff but forgetting the knickers she was wearing. She realised but it excited her to shoplift, it was like a teenage adventure. She bought a variety of other clothes she thought she would need over the coming days and finally with her bags bursting, was finished.
 
   They walked to Soho where Jason took her into a sex shop and showed her some toys. He selected two, a black dummy shaped object and a small pink vibrator.
 
   “What do I need those for?”
 
   “You’ll see Helen.”
 
   She felt her vagina leaking fluid and staining her new underwear.
 
   “Let’s have a drink…we’ve finished,” He smiled.
 
   They ate pizza and drank some cheap wine and Helen placed her hand on his leg.
 
   “I’m just loving it today,” she smiled.
 
   They wandered around Soho and her eye was taken by one of the few remaining theatres showing x rated movies.
 
   “I’ve never seen a dirty movie,” she whispered.
 
   He patted her bottom and led her inside the cramped theatre, it was quiet, just a couple of men down at the front. They sat at the back and Helen watched as the girl on the screen was being fucked. She leant over to Jason and began to undo his belt, his erection was out in a second and her mouth fell on it ravenously.
 
   She watched the film and sucked him, licked every inch of his sexual organ then suckled the tip like a baby waiting for her feed. He came, and she placed her mouth over the end and swallowed every drop.  
 
   Jason stroked her head “you’re like a little whore Helen.”
 
   She licked his shrunken flesh “I know Jason, I know…let’s split.” She looked at the screen “I do a better blow job than her anyway.”
 
   It took them an hour to get home and she fell onto the bed exhausted. She heard Jason opening some bags and he entered the room with the two toys in his hand, “You might need these…bend over…on your knees.”
 
   She did as told and he undid her skirt and pulled off her knickers until she was naked and her tight bottom was facing him. He slapped her lightly and squeezed her cheeks until he could see the brown puckered hole of her bottom. He rubbed some juice from her vagina into the hole and then firmly, without asking her, inserted the black rubber bung inside it.
 
   “What are you doing Jason?”
 
   He turned her over onto her back and she felt her cheeks clench the hardness in her bottom. He turned the pink vibrator to on and placed it gentle on her clitoris and then put her hand over the base.
 
   “Masturbate yourself Helen…make yourself come…I like to watch and you’ll need it when I’m not around.”
 
   She quickly realised how powerful the small machine was and how the solid mass in her ass heightened the vibration in her body. She opened her thighs wide and watched Jason looking at her.
 
   “You look so sexy and dirty Helen.”
 
   “I am…dirty,” she plunged the vibrator hard against her and moaned in pleasure as it sent wave after wave of vibration through her. Each time she vibrated her ass cheeks gripped the plug in her bottom until she thought she would succumb to sheer bliss.
 
   She climaxed and lay back looking at Jason standing watching.
 
   “You look really dirty Helen…I love to see you play with yourself.”
 
   “Do you want to fuck me?”
 
   He shook his head “You lie there…I’ll get dressed then you…the Chinese is booked for 7p.m.”
 
   She heard the shower and tried to get her mind in gear. She had lost control and respect for herself. All she wanted to do was please her body, Jason’s body. She stretched her legs and felt the last of the trembling; she was having such a good time.
 
   It took Jason only a few minutes to get ready and she showered and then prepared to dress. She pulled on some black silky hold ups, black sheer pants and a short, suede black dress. She had a shiny diamond necklace that Graham had bought her for her wedding and she placed it around her neck and noticed how it complimented the outfit. She applied rouge and mascara and put thick red lipstick on her mouth and brushed her long black hair. She admired herself. She was lean and looked sexy and she was sure Jason would be pleased.
 
   She walked into the lounge and he whistled as he saw her.
 
   “Wow…you look good enough to eat Helen…too good.”
 
   “What do you mean?” she said nervously.
 
   “I’m rigid girl…can’t go out like this…come and do the business.”
 
   She swayed over to him and kneeled down. She looked up at him subserviently and let her hand push against the hardness in front of her. She undid his trousers then pulled at his shorts until his erection sprang out before her, then placed her mouth obediently over the tip. His hands rested on her head and he gently pulled her back and forward.
 
   “You are so good at this girl…suck it…don’t get any on my trousers.”
 
   She suckled him hard and she squeezed his balls until he exploded his semen into her mouth. She hung onto it like a leech not releasing the flesh until it had delivered all of its’ load.
 
   “You are one cock sucker Helen.”
 
   “Thank you,” she smiled.
 
   She rose applied more make up and lipstick and then turned to him with a complete look of innocence “Shall we go?”
 
   They sat in the restaurant and his dark eyes looked at her “Don’t you feel embarrassed? Kneeling in front of me and sucking me off?”
 
   “No,” she smiled “Should I?”
 
   “What about Graham?”
 
   “I certainly wouldn’t do it for him,” she laughed.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “He doesn’t excite me…Jason…you excite me…this excites me…I know I should feel bad but I don’t…look at me I’m beaming.”
 
   She was beaming. Her eyes shone and her hair and face had a lustre of health and vitality.
 
   “Jason,” she whispered “I love to suck you…take you in my mouth…I love to taste you, to please you…To be mastered by you…I’m horny all the time.”
 
   His hand met her thigh under the table and his fingers found her centre and she was saturated.
 
   “See…I’m just a slut.”
 
   “I like sluts.”
 
   “I know…is Jenny a slut?”
 
   “I suppose…but she’s classy as well in her own way…like you.”
 
   “What will happen with Graham?” She said.
 
   “Not sure…how many times a week did you have sex with him?”
 
   “A week,” She laughed “More like a month and then…well he’s very…small…tiny…I love him in his own way but…I won’t be able to go back to how it was…not now.”
 
   “Well you’ve got your vibrator,” he smiled.
 
   “And I’ve got you for now so I’m going to suck every juice out of you while I can.”
 
   “Ok Helen…do your worst.”
 
   She laughed and ate her rice “I intend to.”
 
   “I don’t think Jenny will have sex with him,” said Jason, “She likes her men strong and forceful...She’ll probably make him suck and lick her. ”
 
   “Really…he’s never done that to me…Really?”
 
   “Well you are a bit naive…were,” he laughed  
 
   “Then teach me more,” she said and slipped her delicate hand on his leg.
 
   They lingered over the sweet and the wine and walked around London hand in hand. They found a quiet spot under one of the main bridges straddling the Thames and Helen leant her neck to his and kissed him passionately. He responded and suddenly, urgently, turned her around until she was leaning over the railings.
 
   She heard the sound of his zip, her skirt being raised and then his cock pushing to find its way inside her. She leant her hand back to guide it to its home and then he was there, fucking her in the shadows. She grunted and groaned, impaled, like one of the metal posts and she felt him quicken then release himself and fill her with seed. She bent her head and sighed, overcome with the passion of it all.
 
   “Jason…I just love you fucking me.”
 
   “You just love fucking Helen…you’ve never had it…so it’s all new to you.”
 
   They walked to a taxi and she felt him dripping into her knickers.
 
   “Jason…I just don’t feel bad…at all.”
 
   They reached home about midnight and fell into bed exhausted. Helen gave him a final blow- job before she finally succumbed to sleep and Jason collapsed beside her.
 
   “You’re insatiable Helen…like a fucking machine.”
 
   The machine was snoring softly recharging her batteries for the morning.
 
   Jason was up early for work and left Helen a note telling her he would be back at 6p.m. She reached for him when she awoke but he was not there and she eventually and disappointedly found the note. It was midday and her body was craving the touch of a man, she was getting hooked on the sex. She tidied the house like a maniac then prepared some food for the two of the but it was still only 3p.m. She thought about the toys and went into the bedroom and found them in her bedside drawer. She removed her clothes then let the vibrator play with her vagina until it was wet and spread the fluid into the ass. She then inserted the bung and gripped tightly with her anal muscles
 
   She lay on the bed opened her thighs and turned on the vibrator again. The sensations were instantly wonderful; she quickly learned where she was most sensitive and over the next hour teased her-self to many climaxes.  Finally she was satisfied and she lay with her thighs apart feeling her body gently purring. She thought about Graham, she wished he was there, so he could lick her, he could service her as she was servicing Jason, it seemed only fair. 
 
   She bathed and dressed in hold ups and matching pants again. Jason would be home soon and she wanted everything perfect for him. She wondered about trimming her pubic hair, she wasn’t sure if Jason would want her to so she acquiesced. She found a short black skirt and a beige top and made her face up again and she wondered if he would like her to suck him straight away? She felt herself salivating at the thought; it was a real turn on for her.
 
   The table was set, candle flickering and exactly on 6p.m the door opened and Jason walked through the door with a camera crew behind him. They took film of the room and the atmosphere and Helen felt strangely embarrassed. 
 
   They sat around the table and held an informal interview. 
 
   “This seems very cosy…you’re obviously getting on well.”
 
   “Just making an effort,” said Helen.
 
   “That’s true,” Jason smiled.
 
   The camera focused on her outfit, her long legs jutting out from under the black skirt.
 
   “You look sexy Helen…your dress sense has changed a bit.”
 
   “A few things have changed,” she smiled, “getting into the spirit of it…Jason likes his women like this…it’s his days”
 
   “We can see.”
 
   “Any complaints?”
 
   “Not from me,” said Helen.
 
   “Nor I,” said Jason “She’s very willing to try new things…when you’ve gone she’ll have a surprise for me.”
 
   Helen smiled and the camera’s light went out and the brief interview was over. They ushered the camera crew out and Helen passed Jason some red wine.
 
   “Here’s to us,” she said.
 
   She kissed him and in an instant they were on the couch screwing like wild rabbits. She was like a glove to his hand, however he moved her body moved in unison. They ended with her lying prostrate with her thighs apart whilst his black body pumped her remorselessly. They continued for nearly an hour until finally he came and Helen lay underneath him revelling in his weight and smell.
 
   “You do me so well.”
 
   “Thank you now…let’s see if you cook as well as you fuck.”
 
   He rose off her and went into the bathroom to wash. Helen pulled up her knickers but was so warm and sensual, she put no other clothes on. Jason returned and smiled when he saw her, serving the pasta in just her tiny knickers,
 
   “You don’t mind do you? I’m just so hot.”
 
   “No…it means you’re comfortable…I like to see you naked.”
 
   They sat and ate and Helen rambled on.
 
   “I can’t believe how I used to be…I’ve never had sex…not real sex…now I just can’t get enough...Can I ask you something?”
 
   He ate his food and nodded.
 
   “Am I any good at it?”
 
   “Sure you’re great.”
 
   “Do you like my body?”
 
   “Sure Helen…It’s cool.”
 
   She bent her head, “Do you want me to shave my…thing.”
 
   “I don’t care…do what makes you feel good…as long as I can fuck it…I don’t much care…I quite like it.”
 
   “Shall we stay in tonight?”
 
   “Yes, I’m bushed…We’ll have some coffee and go to bed…have a wash before you come in.”
 
   “Sure…I would have anyway… just like to feel you inside me sometimes.”
 
   “You’re hooked on sperm Helen.”
 
   “I am,” she laughed and wriggled her ass as she took the plates into the kitchen.
 
   The next day was a similar routine, Jason left early for work and Helen hung about the house brooding, she missed going to work. She wondered what Jenny did and if she could fill in for a few days. She was enjoying her time with Jason but now, beginning to miss seeing Graham in a funny way. She realised that once the sex was over and her brain returned to normal there was a lot of life to fill. It was interesting but confusing at the same time.
 
   She knew what she was going to wear tonight, they were going to the West End to see a show and she was going to knock Jason’s ‘socks off.’ She watched television and the clock go around and when she heard him come in her heart leapt in relief.
 
   “I was so bored.”
 
   Jason shrugged “Only a few more days Helen.”
 
   She made him some coffee “What time are we going?”
 
   “About 2 hours.”
 
   “Can I suck you?”
 
   “Helen I’ve just come in.”
 
   He sat on the couch with his coffee and she sat beside him and unbuckled his trousers. He was hard in seconds and she sucked him while he drank his beverage.
 
   “You are insatiable girl…have you no shame?”
 
   “No,” she mumbled and squeezed him hard under his scrotum until he came and nearly spilled his drink.   
 
   “Right I’m having a bath…let me relax a second…What’s your husband going to do with you?”
 
   Helen wiped her mouth and pondered, she’d been wondering the same thing herself.
 
   The show was great, the meal excellent and the sex as soon as they reached the house extraordinary. The clock in the bedroom went past 12 and Jason turner to her and stroked her hair.
 
   “Your time now Helen what do you want…want to change?”
 
   She looked at him dreamily “Nothing much…but.”
 
   He waited for her to speak.
 
   “I like to feel completely helpless,” she whispered. “I like it when you just take me, like some animal…just fuck me…this may be the only chance I get of sex like this I…I want you to use me…make me feel like…I don’t know? I want to feel I have no choice.”
 
   “Are you sure,” he said feeling his penis rising “I will do as you say…treat you like a little whore.”
 
   “Yes…just fuck my brains out…however… I won’t complain…promise.” 
 
   “I think that can be arranged Helen” his fingers reached and touched her vagina and she opened her thighs meekly and moaned, “We’ll just treat it as another adventure.”
 
    
 
   Graham was very restless; he lay in his pyjamas and felt hot. He was writhing about for hours thinking only about Tom and what he’d allowed himself to become and it was driving him insane.
 
   “Graham for goodness sake…what is it?”
 
   “The way I’ve behaved,” he mumbled.
 
   “Oh Graham…you wore your wife’s pants sucked a bit of sperm and decided it’s not for you…it’s nothing…go to sleep.”
 
   “What about my job?”
 
   “Speak to Tom in the morning…you’ll be fine.”
 
   “I’ll never speak to him again...never do what I did again…I’m so ashamed.”
 
   “Don’t be so stupid…it’s Helen he want’s to fuck not you…not jealous are we?”
 
   He turned to her and lay on top of her holding her wrists, “Don’t be fucking clever…right!”
 
   She looked up at him “You want to be a man Graham…come on then…fuck me…fuck me… like a man.”
 
   She opened her thighs and the hardness Graham had felt all night began to fade. He lifted off her slowly and she raised her short top to reveal her smooth crack.
 
   “Fuck it Graham…come on.”
 
   He leant back on the bed and she was suddenly on top of him holding his wrists.
 
   “You can’t can you? You’re just a pathetic little man who likes it that his wife’s fucking a black man…this is all your good for.”
 
   She sat with her vagina over his face and pressed with all her weight. “Lick me Graham make me come.”
 
   He began to lick the flesh bearing down on him. She was wet and her juices smothered him.
 
   “Good Graham…that’s what you’re good at…harder…yes that’s it…harder.”
 
   She felt wonderful as her as body convulsed and as she squirted fluid she made sure it all covered the helpless man below her.
 
   She did not move but wrapped her soaking thighs around his thin face.
 
   “Wow Graham you are so good at that.”
 
   “Well I’m not doing it any more…I’m finished with all this stupidity…finished.”
 
   “Good…then go and put on some knickers and let’s see how your little prick responds.”
 
    “Fuck off Jenny…I mean it!”
 
   “What about your job?”
 
    “Tom won’t give me my job back...fuck him too.”
 
   “You mean Helen should fuck him,” she laughed.
 
    “I’m not discussing this any more Jenny…good night…my time…your fun and amusement is over. ”
 
    “It was your fun too Graham…if you’d only admit it.”
 
   He turned away from her and she sighed heavily.
 
   “Have it your way sweetie…but you worry about things too much…we’re all a bit different…that’s all…all swing to different beats.”
 
   “It’s not a musical,” he hissed, “it’s my life.”
 
   She laughed at his attempted joke and tiredly went to sleep. Graham tossed and turned and felt himself going mad with all the crazy thoughts running through his mind. He had to stop, stop thinking, sensing, wanting. What did he want? Over and over the questions flew around his mind until thankfully he descended into sleep.
 
   In the morning he did not dress or wash but wandered around the house helplessly. Jenny told him to ring Tom but he refused and went into a sort of shell. The camera crew came round and he said nothing much and muttered something incoherent as Jenny told them what a good time they were having. It was Tuesday night and he got drunk and slept till late. Jenny had gone shopping with the rest of the money, as they did not need it for entertaining. Graham knew that the 3 days were over after tonight and then things could get back to normal. 
 
   The call came from the producers at about 6a.m and when Graham heard that Helen had invoked her right to stay until Saturday under the agreement, he was inconsolable. 
 
   He had to face the camera again and this time could not hide his anguish.
 
   “How do you feel that Helen does not want to come home yet?”
 
   “Fine,” he lied “It means she’s happy.”
 
   “I’m sure she is” Jenny quipped.
 
   “What do you think is making her want to stay there?”
 
   “Just a change…I suppose.”
 
   “About 8 inches,” Jenny laughed.
 
   “We must tell you Graham…Helen is definitely having sex with Jason…How do you feel about that?”
 
   “Fine,” he lied again, “bloody fucking fine…ok!”
 
   The interview finished and they arranged to meet at the hotel on Saturday at midday for the change back.
 
   “Seems she’s having a good time Graham…be happy for her.”
 
   “Just leave me alone Jenny…do you want to go?”
 
   “No sweetie I’ll stay and watch you suffer…and if I go I’ll lose my fee…so I can chill and get my body back to full throttle…Jason’s going to get munched when I get back…as long as your whore of a wife hasn’t exhausted him.
 
   She saw that he went hard and smiled “Graham if you’ll admit what excites you then you’ll feel better.”
 
   Graham said nothing, did nothing for the subsequent days and it was a tired and haggard man that sat quietly in the limousine as it drove to the rendezvous at the hotel on Saturday. He walked up the steps then into the lift and as the doors closed he wondered nervously what else was closing on his life.   
 
    
 
   Helen awoke feeling Jason’s cock inside her. There was no foreplay just hard flesh pounding into her. He grabbed her hair and squeezed it tightly until she squealed and bent her head in submission. He was moving faster and faster and then he tensed and she had that wondrous sensation of her insides awash with his semen. She cradled his balls in her palms and his fingers played with her wetness and her anus. There was a small indentation in her bottom from her plug and Jason pushed against it until his finger slid inside it and he pushed, in and out playfully.
 
   “Don’t Jason…not my bottom.”
 
   His hands slid around her neck and he squeezed slightly, until she gasped.
 
   “You said you wanted to be a whore, to be used, abused…now shut the fuck up.”
 
   She remembered what she had asked for and said nothing as he continued to probe her. In spite of her protestations she began to enjoy the sensations from her anus but murmured with concern as she felt his hard penis begin to push against her. She was wet though, very wet and suddenly the muscle gave way and he was inside her rectum, then further, until finally he was fully inserted.
 
   He pinched her hair again and began to fuck her ass slowly. She cried then moaned as each thrust confused her senses. She felt dirty and sluttish and these were the best sensations for her.
 
   She raised her bottom and he slapped it hard, making her shudder and vibrate.
 
   “Good whores like it up the ass.”
 
   He pulled her hair, forcing her head back and she climaxed as he released more seed inside her body.
 
   She collapsed like a limp doll and he did the same.
 
   “How was that?”
 
   “Just fucking terrible…you’ve fucked me up my bottom Jason, I can feel your spunk running out of me…I can’t believe…I did that.”
 
   She pushed her bottom backwards until it met his legs “Just can’t believe it…it would be just terrible if it happened again,” she said coyly.
 
   He slapped her soft flesh, “Not now Helen…I’m bushed.”
 
   She looked at the clock it was 7a.m “Are you not going to work.”
 
   “Later…your going to do some today…I’ll take you.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Jenny does some modelling…good money…I thought you’d be too posh to do it…but not now…you’ll be fine and I can do with the dough.”
 
   “What modelling?”
 
   “Nude stuff…they’ll love you.”
 
   “No…Jason please…not that.”
 
   He looked at her coldly and she kept silent. “Ok, Ok”
 
   They snoozed for an hour then Helen was woken roughly and after showering she was surprised to find her old clothes on the bed.
 
   “You look posh in these…posh sells,” he held up her larger pants “You look posh in these as well.”
 
   It felt strange dressing in her old clothes, she felt so different inside but she had asked Jason to treat her without respect and he was rising to the challenge. She could not understand why she liked to be dominated in this way but it made her insides tingle with expectation.
 
   It took only a few minutes to reach the studio. It was a small room above an estate agent and she entered nervously. The room was set up; lights and a professional set decked in a white backdrop.
 
   The photographer was a middle-aged woman, bright blue eyes and a strong smile. She was old but still attractive and Helen assumed she was a former model. 
 
   “Hi, I’m Sam,” she said.
 
   “Helen.”
 
   “Nice,” she smiled admiring her body “Ok on the set…and smile.”
 
   Helen posed and smiled and removed her clothes as she was instructed. Finally she was down to her knickers and she pulled them against her sex showing her crack. 
 
   “Down a little…just a little…good…bend over show me your ass. Lovely…open wider…on your back…show me your bush…wow very hairy Helen…touch-yourself…take your knickers off open wider. Touch yourself…masturbate…think about Jason…you like him to fuck you…that’s it…you can feel it…harder.”
 
   She lay back and revelled in her exhibitionism. She half closed her eyes and her fingers bought her to a wonderful orgasm. She lay there with her thighs apart and looked dreamily at the lens “Am I done?”
 
   “The woman smiled…maybe…go to the cubicle and wipe yourself.”
 
   She walked to the back of the room and Jason followed her. He had a towel but he touched her skin and felt her sweat. He turned her until she faced the brick wall and she lay her palms flat against it and bent forward slightly. She felt his fingers on her bottom and her soaking sex, lips and then her anus. She sensed him undo his trousers and grimaced in expectation awaiting his pleasure.
 
   She felt his penis, push at her puckered ass, there was little resistance now and he was inside her in seconds. She pushed against the wall and back against his solid flesh. He began to fuck her roughly, harder and harder until she groaned and felt his seed spurting inside her. He held her fast for a minute and stroked her soft bottom “How does it feel…to be a whore?”
 
   She said nothing but used whatever strength she had to push back against him. He laughed and released her and she saw him take some money off the woman. She felt used and cheap and strangely happy, the whole experience was degrading but somehow invigorating as well, and anyway it would all be over shortly.
 
   The photographer came over and smiled at her, she was still bent over against the wall and she watched Jason’s juice trickling down her thighs. “Enjoying yourself sweetheart?” she laughed “Make the most of it…one day you just get old…and…you end up just taking photographs…I was like you at your age…so much fucking,” she sighed.
 
   “You don’t think I’m terrible?” asked Helen innocently.
 
   “For what? Doing what comes naturally…I don’t think so.”
 
   It felt so strange to Helen to not be judged. She judged herself but in this world, the real world, people had sex, fucked and then moved on…just another part of life. It seemed so sensible but still extremely strange as well.
 
   It was early evening and they strolled around the town idly. She linked arms with the man and felt a strong connection with him. She had never been subservient to anyone but it felt comfortable with Jason, he just had that way about him.
 
   The found a small restaurant and sat down to eat and Jason looked at her.
 
   “How was your first day as a slut?”
 
   “Good,” she laughed.
 
   “What are you going to do when you get back to Graham?”
 
   “Become a nun again I suppose.” 
 
   “You’ll have to start fucking other men,” he said matter-of-factly.
 
   “I can’t,” she blushed.
 
   “Sure you can…you didn’t think you could do what you’ve done up to know did you? When Jen’s back she’s not going to let me ding you every night.”
 
   “It’s up to you,” he shrugged.
 
   Helen’s mind began to race, another man: a new body: a new experience. To her shame she began to pulse depositing more moisture in her pants.
 
   “I’d have to like him.” She mumbled.
 
   “Them,” he teased.
 
   “It’s just a cock Helen, something for you to suck or fuck…you’ll still be with Graham…but get real…you ain’t no nun!”  
 
   “How…when?” 
 
   “Oh… it’ll just happen.”
 
   She drank her wine and felt giddy, a lot was just happening to her.
 
   They walked from the restaurant to a club and danced for a few hours. Jason seemed to be well known and he was being kept busy, often by pretty white girls. He bought a man to meet her; he was the same height as her, a shaven head and eyes that glisten even in the darkness.
 
   “Say hi to Matt.”
 
   “Hi Matt,” she smiled, he was really quite handsome.
 
   Jason moved beside her, took her hand and led her to a room at the side of the club. It was even dimmer than in the club with the softest of light and the outside noises were all removed once the door was closed. All that could be heard were quiet moans and murmurs from different parts of the room where couples were making out. Matt stood against a wall and Jason spoke to Helen.
 
   “Suck him off.”
 
   She shook her head but Jason put his palm on top of it and pushed her firmly to her knees.
 
   “Do as your fucking told bitch…understand…don’t dis’ me.”
 
   Matt’s trousers were already undone and he pulled his shorts down to reveal his half-erect penis. She pursed her lips and took the flesh into her mouth and began to suck the stranger. The pressure on her head lifted and she began to lose herself in her task. The man tasted warm and hard and she responded as he groaned to her tongue and mouth. Jason stood alongside against the wall and she saw that a tall blonde girl with a ponytail was now beside him. He gripped her tied back hair and gently led her down to his crotch where she undid his trousers and began to perform oral sex on him. Helen continued to suck the cock in her mouth but watched as the girl expertly licked Jason’s erection. She had no inhibitions and licked his balls then his penis, fast then slowly and then lingeringly at the very tip. She watched him close his eyes and moan softly and felt a pang of jealousy. She began to practice some of the moves she had seen from the blonde girl on Matt and he held her head and groaned. His rhythm increased and he began to mutter.
 
   “I’m coming…fuck you…I’m”
 
   He tensed and she felt a rush of sperm inside her mouth. She swallowed hard and again and then the flesh was limp and her obligation was over. She turned and watched the girl who was moving up and down on Jason’s hard cock like an artist. Her tongue was long and she seemed to savour every second. 
 
   “I’ve been wanting to do this for you for a long time Jason…god you’re so hard.”
 
   He played gently with her bob, letting his hand follow her movements. It continued for many minutes until the girl sensed his climax and held the tip of his cock against her open mouth. He gripped her hair firmly and thick liquid spurted inside her and she gagged and swallowed in equal measure. She waited then suckled him and licked him again until he was clean. She then rose straightened her dress and hair and kissed him on the lips.
 
   “Thank you Jason,” she sighed “That was scrummy.”
 
   He smiled at her, “cool…now fuck off.”
 
   She laughed and left quickly followed by Matt. Helen tidied herself and after a quick drink they left and took a taxi home. She was very quiet.
 
   “Are you ok Helen?” he asked.
 
   She said nothing.
 
   “Did you not enjoy it…Matt…I mean…I thought you would?”
 
   She still was silent.
 
   “Cool you don’t have to do it again…I thought it would be good for your to experience another man…you’ll have to soon.”
 
   Helen looked at him with a concerned look on her face “She was better than me wasn’t she…I could see that she was?”
 
   “Yeah Jane’s a real pro,” he laughed “You’re good though… You’ve got so much enthusiasm Helen… but it’s still new to you.”
 
   “I want to be better,” she hissed.
 
   “Then you need to practice girl.”
 
   She bent over him and undid his jeans and as his penis came out she bent her head and began to lick it. She could taste the girl on him and it drove her wild and she practised every move she had seen her perform. She suckled him slavishly and only stopped when he pulled her off him by the hair.
 
   “We’re here…stop now.”
 
   She wiped her mouth, stepped gingerly out of the taxi and went inside the house. They both showered and she put on a skimpy negligee and snuggled beside him in bed. 
 
   “Can I continue where I left off?”
 
   The side lamp was on and Jason put his hands behind his back and proudly displayed his raging erection.
 
   “Sure baby…give it your best shot.”
 
   Helen touched him and then pulled her mouth over his flesh and consumed it until it pressed against the back of her throat. She licked his balls, his thighs every inch of his penis and watched Jason watching her being such a whore. She had been performing on him for over an hour and she could stand her frustration no longer. She kneeled over him and then lowered her body on top of his until his flesh was snug inside her. She squeezed it with her vaginal muscles and pushed herself against him, slowly at first, then like an express until her body gave her release and she felt the ripples of her climax overcome her. Jason let her lay beside him then inserted himself in her again and roughly fucked her until he reached his orgasm and filled her womb once again. They lay back exhausted.
 
   “Don’t you worry about getting pregnant?” 
 
   “No…I don’t care…something so much fun will turn out right.”
 
   “You’re stupid Helen…take some contraceptives…I don’t love you… you’re just easy… a good screw.”
 
   “But I like the thought that you might fertilise me…when you come inside me it’s such a turn on.”
 
   “You stupid girl…it’s just the novelty…you’re going to be getting plenty from now on.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well when you leave here…you’ll be raging for sex after a day…Is Graham going to help you?”
 
   “I don’t suppose.”
 
   “Well think about it…take some protection…if you’re going to be a whore then you’ll need it.”
 
   “Ok Dad,” she smiled “But on your watch I’ll take my chance…You can fill me as often as you like.”
 
   The man shook his head and lay back on the pillow.
 
   “You are going to get some fucking girl…I hope Graham knows what he’s getting coming home.”
 
   The man fell asleep and Helen squeezed her thighs together and felt how wet and sticky she was. She was happy and fulfilled and she did not want to think about her former life. She would deal with it, as and when.
 
   In the morning Jason fucked her firmly up her backside. She just lay there in a sleepy daze and let him take her like some piece of flesh used for his gratification. He finished and left for the day and Helen slept late. She only had one final night with Jason and for the first time she realised that this life she had fallen into was about to end. She was looking forward to seeing Graham, she hoped that he was having as much fun as she was, but she doubted it. She was going to savour every second with Jason tonight, lick and suck him until she was exhausted. She thought about sex with other men, with Matt and it made her wet. Anything seemed to make her wet now, she was ready for sex all the time.
 
   Jason returned at 5p.m and she was waiting for him in just her hold ups, a black slip and a pair of micro pants. To her horror the camera crew followed and she quickly ran to the bedroom to get a robe. She returned and sat at the table and waited for the interview.
 
   “Hi Helen…I’ve noticed you’ve changed a bit.”
 
   She smiled coyly “A little.”
 
   “Are you ready to leave…or would you like a couple of extra days?”
 
   “Would I?” she gasped excitedly.
 
   “One condition Helen…you need to be frank with us.”
 
   “OK.”
 
   “Why are you dressed like that?”
 
   “I don’t…know,” she lied.
 
   “Let’s see the outfit Helen…or there’s no extra days.”
 
   “How many days?”
 
   “2”
 
   She removed her robe and the camera focussed on her lingerie. Jason put his arms around her shoulders and cupped her small breasts. 
 
   “She’s my wife…as you can see,” he smiled.
 
   He reached down and kissed her on the lips and she responded passionately.
 
   “So the switch’s been a success for you Helen?”
 
   “I suppose,” she smiled.
 
   “Then we’ll leave you and see you Sunday at 12p.m.”
 
   The camera turned off and she could hardly wait for them to leave. She heard Jason laughing with the men and boasting of how he was going to fuck her as soon as they left. It was so demeaning and when the men finally departed she went to speak but Jason put his tongue in her mouth and his fingers in her pants. In a second she was bent over the couch and he rammed himself inside her. He pulled her hair and squeezed her bottom and she squirmed and groaned helplessly.
 
   “Happy you’re staying?”
 
   “Yes…Jason…you know I am.”
 
   She climaxed and he withdrew and stood over her as she kneeled, his erection bouncing on her lips.
 
   “Open wide.”
 
   She looked up at him and opened her mouth and he squeezed and stroked his penis until he came and deposited huge globs of sperm inside her waiting mouth.
 
   “You’re a slut…Helen.”
 
   “I am,” she laughed and wrapped her mouth around his shrinking penis.
 
   He patted her head and they both smiled. They dressed and went for dinner at the local Indian and she was overjoyed that her sexual adventure and liberation would continue for another few days. She acknowledged that she got on well with Jason as a person as well as sexually. He was everything Graham was not, confident, handsome successful and possessing a dominance she found irresistible. She had given herself to him completely and was pleased that she had. They returned home and stuck together like glue for a couple of hours. 
 
   Jason had no work the next day and they went to London Zoo and walked and walked and chatted.
 
   “Do you want to go to the club again on your last night?”
 
   “Sure,” she said, “”What do you want me to do?”
 
   “Just suck a guy again.”
 
   “Do you want him to fuck me…I will if you tell me to.”
 
   “No Helen…your pussy is mine until you go back to Graham then you can fuck who the hell you want…have you no pride?”
 
   She bent herself over in front of him, mimicking the apes in the cages “No…no pride at all!”     
 
   Helen dressed in her most provocative outfit and felt her stomach performing cartwheels as she went into the club. It was one thing having sex unexpectedly but to have it coldly premeditated was intoxicating. She went her own way inside the bustling multitude, as did Jason and she soon was being targeted by a selection of men. Eventually she found herself dancing slowly with a tall black skinned man who eyes stared at her eagerly. She pressed her hips against him and felt her-self become wet with lust. She quickly realised that her body responded as much to one man as to another.
 
   They found themselves in the back room and his hands went under her short dress and in her pants. She knew that she was only supposed to suck him but she was so turned on that she could not protest to his attentions. She felt her back press against the hard wall and then her knickers pulled to one side and then the wonderment of his hard flesh inside her. It was as if she had been impaled against the wall, pinned; unable to moved except with her hips. He became more urgent and then his seed spurted inside her causing her to moan in bliss. She bent her head and sucked his shrinking penis and he stroked her head gently.
 
   “Good job girl…good job.”
 
   He said nothing else and he left the room without another word as if they had done nothing more than shake hands.
 
   Helen was anxious, she had allowed herself to be fucked in spite of what Jason had told her and she began to panic. She rushed into the toilet and wiped herself clean as best she could but it was not easy given that the man’s sperm had already stained her underwear. She decided to throw the black knickers away so there could be no trace of evidence and when she was satisfied that there was no trace of her fecklessness she returned to the music and the throng.
 
   Jason found her “How’s it going?”
 
   “Did as you said,” she lied “A quick blow job…but I was thinking of you.”
 
   He drew her towards him put his hands under her dress and whistled, as he realised she was naked below.
 
   “I wanted to be ready for you Jason,” realising that lying was not as difficult as she had thought.
 
   He took her back into the room, to virtually the same spot as the tall man had taken her and pushed her against the wall. He was inside her in a second pushing his cock deep inside her.
 
   “You’re such a whore Helen…no pants…you’re my pussy…fuck…your such a dog…you…fucking little whore.”
 
   She felt her climax building “I am…my pussy is just for you…fuck me…you’re my master Jason…fuck me.”
 
   He groaned and came and she felt the familiar sensations of adrenaline rush through her body. She had lied to him, but not about being a whore, she had been fucked by two different men within a few minutes and although she wanted to feel disgusted, she had to admit that it had been her most exciting experience up to date. They left the club soon after and Helen performed oral sex on him in the cab. They were both too tired to continue and the bed was used just for sleeping. As her head hit the pillow she thought fleetingly about seeing Graham the following day and sensed a knot in her stomach. She was worried only for the briefest moment however as fatigue overcame her and she descended into sleep.
 
   When she awoke the bed was empty and she realised that Jason had not given her the normal seeing to that she was used to. She felt neglected and called to him.
 
   “We’re going to be late Helen…the car will be here in half an hour.”
 
   “Aren’t you going to say goodbye?” she asked pulling back the duvet to reveal her nakedness.
 
   “Up,” he barked, “Don’t buck the system…there’s money at stake…pussy I can get anywhere.”
 
   She walked to the shower wiggling her bottom as she walked. He did not react and as the water cleansed her she realised that she would have to come to her senses this had just been an adventure, real life was waiting for her with Graham. She dried herself and looked at the new clothes she had worn with Jason, they suddenly seemed inappropriate and she put on her old style long pants, black trousers and a grey baggy sweater.
 
   “Back to the old Helen,” Jason smiled as he saw her.
 
   They ate in silence and then smiled for the camera as they entered the long limousine to take then across town. It moved for a while then seemed to become stuck on the link to the M25.
 
   The windows were all black and they were completely alone and Jason leant across and kissed her on her mouth. She objected for a second then responded with all her passion and did not move as he unzipped her and removed her trousers. She was saturated and he began to fuck her roughly, as she lay prostrate across the white leather. She grabbed at his penis as it entered and left her and cupped his balls and cursed.
 
   “Fuck…fuck…oh god fuck…more Jason…deeper…Jasonnnn.”
 
   She groaned and climaxed and he spent his sperm inside her womb.
 
   “Oh god…I needed that,” she mumbled.
 
   She dressed quickly letting his fluid stain her clean knickers. She cuddled beside him and held his wet penis as if it were her best friend. 
 
   “Can I kiss it?”
 
   “Sure baby,” 
 
   She descended on it licking and sucking it with, an enthusiasm that surprised her. He was hard again quickly and her trousers and pants were around her ankles again. She felt his cock centre on her bottom and then with a sudden push enter her anus. She lay on the white carpet and gripped the twist pile as he fucked her, she felt so helpless lying there with her ass raised for his pleasure. He slapped her and she felt more sperm release inside her as she groaned like a wounded animal.
 
   “We’re here,” he said sharply “Get dressed.”
 
   She was just pulling her zip up as the door opened and a camera was thrust in her face.
 
   “Just tidying myself up,” she lied, again!
 
    Graham was elated as he saw Helen enter the room, she looked radiant, flushed and happy. He felt terrible, he’d not slept for a few days or eaten properly and the strain was beginning to tell on Jenny as well who looked equally tired. After much kissing and touching they each sat with their own partners on each side of the small table. A man sat between them, the same original interviewer and he sat behind a silver laptop.
 
   “Welcome back,” he said, and placed a bundle of money on the table.
 
   “Do not take it…yet…you need to answer some questions frankly…honestly or the payment is forfeit…those are the rules of the game…remember.”
 
   They all nodded.
 
   “If you leave the table before I’ve finished the money is forfeit, if you lie…also…we’ll start with you Helen.”
 
   She blinked nervously and Graham felt a pang of sympathy for her. How dare they question her?
 
   “How was the week?”
 
   “Fine.”
 
   “How was the week Helen? Seriously.”
 
   “Fine… good…what do you want me to say?”
 
   “How about Jason never had his dick out of me all week?”
 
   Graham watched her face colour scarlet and went to speak.
 
   “You’ll get your chance Graham…now shut up.”
 
   “Now Helen…Jason never had his dick out of you for long…did he?”
 
   “It wasn’t quite like that.”
 
   “Don’t lie,” the man warned her and pressed a button on the screen.
 
   Graham watched as his wife appeared with the cock of the man opposite him in her mouth. It then showed her on her knees as he fucked her, in her cunt then in her ass over and over, whilst she squirmed and moaned like a whore. He felt his penis harden and closed his legs to try and make his erection go away.
 
   Helen began to cry, “It’s true…I acted terribly…he fucked me until I could hardly stand up…I’m ashamed,” she bleated.
 
   Jason smiled “There’s a lot of footage guys…she loved the old salami.”
 
   “You dirty whore Helen,” Graham spluttered in a sudden show of emotion.
 
   “And you Graham…what did you learn and do?” 
 
   “Nothing…nothing…”he said in panic.
 
   A separate button was pressed and the screen went to show Graham sniffing the base of Jenny’s knickers. Washing them then wearing Helen’s underwear as Jenny berated him with tales of Helen’s fecklessness. It showed his wearing her night-dress and lying between Jenny’s thighs and licking her to a climax as she teased him. He watched as the screen showed him coming in Helen’s knickers and only becoming excited at the thought of what Jason was doing to her.
 
   “I’m sorry Helen,” he muttered desperately “I don’t know what came over me…I’m so ashamed.”
 
   “Is there anything else Graham?”
 
   He shook his head desperately, but the screen suddenly showed him with his mouth around a male cock, a black male cock and the picture panned to show Tom his boss depositing his sperm inside his mouth.
 
   “Graham,” Helen screamed “How could you?”
 
   He began to sob but the interviewer showed no mercy.
 
   “You like sperm Graham…like your wife to be fucked by a strong black man as well?”
 
   “I did…was cccconfused,” he wailed “tell them Jenny.”
 
   “He loved the idea of innocent Helen being taken like I knew Jason would…he loved to wear her clothes and fantasise…he’s a closet cuckold…only gets hard at being humiliated…liked the idea of swallowing sperm…licked Tom’s juice like a pro…then went into denial”
 
   The room went quiet the interview was over and the man threw all of them their money. 
 
   “It’s been cheap we’ve had the biggest viewing on the net since the site was set up…Helen was a star. There’s a reunion in a fortnight in Spain…the four of you on holiday…double money if you want to go?”
 
   “Fuck you,” spluttered Graham “Forget it.”
 
   “And me…fuck the lot of you,” Helen snapped, tears still rolling down her face.
 
   The man smiled ”You’ve got a week to change your mind…if not that’s cool…it’s all of you or none.”
 
   Jason laughed “We’re game if they are…I know Helen will be up for it soon…but I’m not sure if Graham wants to spend a week licking my spunk out of his wife’s ass.”
 
   “Fuck you Jason,” she hissed “Can I go now?”
 
   The man nodded and she picked up the money and left with Graham quickly following.
 
   They were quiet on the drive home, completely silent. When they reached the flat Graham rounded on her.
 
    “You bloody whore…I could see you loved it.”
 
   A sudden rage overtook her. “You know what…I did…loved a real man fucking me…loved it…I can’t say I didn’t…yeah you’re right…I am a whore.”
 
   Graham was speechless.
 
   “I think we need to split up Graham…I can’t go back to how it was…your pathetic…dribbling into my pants like some pervert…so you like to think of some black guy fucking me?”
 
   Graham shifted uncomfortably and she saw a small bulge in his trousers.
 
   “You know what Graham…you’ll never have me again…never…I’m leaving you.”
 
   A sudden panic overtook him “No Helen no please.”
 
   “Then admit it.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “You like to think about me…you know…being a slut…it turns you on?”
 
   He went quiet
 
   “You like sucking semen?”
 
   “I don’t.”
 
   “You liar.”
 
   Helen turned her back on him and he mentally surrendered to her.
 
   “I do,” he whispered.
 
   She turned around.
 
   “Louder.”
 
   “I do.”
 
   “Say it…I like licking sperm off my wife.”
 
   He stared at her wildly.
 
   “I…I like licking sperm off my...wife.”
 
   She smiled and slowly undid her trousers and let them fall to her ankles. Graham saw that her blue knickers were stained with sperm. She pulled them to her knees and showed him her hairy vagina.
 
    “Kneel here and lick me Graham…front and back…I’m full of Jason’s sperm…this is your future now…or leave.”
 
   He looked at her and suddenly accepted his place. He kneeled before her and gently lapped at her wetness as she stroked and pulled his short hair.
 
   “I love you Helen…love you…You tell me and I’ll do it…let me serve you.”
 
   “Lick my ass Graham…it’s nice and wet as well.”
 
   He moved behind her and inserted his tongue inside her anus and let the juice drip onto him.
 
   “Oh you are good at this Graham…harder now…deeper.”
 
   He moved back to the front and she used his tongue like a decorator used a scraper, rubbing herself against his tongue until her body felt the shudder of release. He felt pleased that he had given he pleasure and he let his tongue rest on her wet sex and taste her juices. He was waiting for her to tell him what to do and he looked up at her meekly. She seemed to understand his capitulation and he kissed her pubic hair as if it were her mouth.
 
   “I’ve lost my job,” he said quietly.
 
   “Because Tom wanted me?”
 
   Graham nodded.
 
   “Well we’d better speak to him and see if we can persuade him…maybe if you sucked his dick again?”
 
   Graham bent his head and sucked her wet sex lips. He could feel himself becoming excited and he knew serving his wife as she wished was his destiny.   
 
   Helen felt his tongue between her thighs and savoured her victory. She had realised that she could not go back to their old ways and after the initial shock of the revelations on the laptop her new life seemed to be coming together.
 
   The threat to leave Graham was not made idly and she wanted and now expected his complete service. She could not respect a man that wore her knickers and jerked off at the thought of another fucking her, she would punish him and use him for her pleasure and convenience. Jenny had already shown him how to suck and lick her sex and she would make good use of his new prowess.
 
   “Stop now Graham…enough.”
 
   She took her trousers from around her ankles, removed her soaked, knickers and passed them to him. “Put these on…let me see you.”
 
   He removed his clothes slipped the knickers over his feet and pulled them tightly against his genitals. She saw that he was erect.
 
   “How did you feel sucking Tom?”
 
   His erection became harder.
 
   “How would you feel if I sucked Tom…let him fuck me up the ass in our bed?
 
   She watched as he jerked and wet the knickers further.
 
   “Your such a pervert Graham…I think I understand…run me a bath…don’t take those pants off they suit you.”
 
   She watched his slender body move as instructed; the feminine garb seemed to suit him. She slid into the bath water and looked up at him. 
 
   “My old clothes are yours now you will dress like a woman in the house now...pull you pants down.”
 
   She looked at his genitals. They were small, a tiny penis a top two minuscule balls surrounded by a thick lump of ginger hair. 
 
   “I can’t believe that was once my master…you can shave that tomorrow…you should have a vagina not a cock…it’s useless…you can go...put a dress on for and prepare us some dinner.”
 
   She emerged from the bathroom to find him in a floral dress with tights underneath. She ignored him as if it were completely normal and let him serve her some grilled chicken and salad. They said nothing and after some wine they sat beside each other on the couch.
 
   “You look nice Graham…it suits you…I’ll be buying lots of new clothes now so we better see about getting you your job back.”
 
   “Tom will never agree…I was so angry.”
 
   She took his mobile phone and found Tom’s mobile number, she pressed a button and it answered immediately.
 
   “No it’s not Graham…it’s Helen…yeah fine thanks…I know about his outburst…yeah he was very rude…he’s sorry and…well I was wondering if we could all discuss it…when…I don’t know…Now? Well I’m not sure…you’re local…well you’ll have to excuse us…we’re not really prepared…Graham…yes he’s in a floral dress and I’m hardly dressed at all…that’s ok…good about 10 minutes…great looking forward to seeing you then.”
 
   She smiled at her husband in satisfaction “Now that wasn’t so difficult?”
 
   She changed into her hold ups and black g-string and made her face up with a lot of rouge and lipstick. She pulled a short red skirt around her waist and a white top that hugged her breast.
 
   “You looked like a tart,” Graham hissed at her and she smiled and applied some rouge to his face and a trace of lipstick
 
   “So do you darling.”
 
   The doorbell rang and Graham jumped, embarrassed at his feminine show. Tom sauntered looking cool in jeans and v-neck jumper and shook his hand as if they were still best friends and ignored the way he was dressed. He walked over to Helen and went to kiss her on the cheek but she left her mouth where her cheek was and he gently felt her softness.
 
   “Thanks for coming,” said Helen “ I understand you and Graham had a bit of a misunderstanding?”
 
   “I would say so…he’s trying to adjust to his new role I suppose…it’s to be expected…Jenny was very good with him.”
 
   “Can we sort it out Tom?”
 
   “I don’t think so Helen…I’ve employed someone for his job.”
 
   She smiled at him and shifted her legs on her chair until he could see the tops of her stockings, “Are you sure?”
 
   She saw him stumble and smiled and exposed her thighs a little more.
 
   “Graham is good at his job and he realises he’s just a little cock-sucker now he’ll be very obliging…we both will.”
 
   She opened her thighs wide and exposed her underwear and saw he had a huge bulge in his trousers.
 
   “Help him Graham…please,” she snapped at her husband.
 
   Graham leant across unbuckled his trousers and released his huge erection from the safety of his underpants. 
 
   “Suck it Graham…apologise.”
 
   He gripped it with his mouth and moved his head uncomfortably “Sorry Ttttt…Tom” he garbled through mouthfuls of flesh, “Ssssorry.”
 
   Helen watched as her husband sucked his boss’s cock and felt strange. She was repulsed, amazed and amused all at the same time and even though he was extremely rough Tom seemed to like it. Finally she pushed him to one side.
 
   “Like this Graham…all of your mouth…up and down.”
 
   She gorged on the hard flesh using her tongue and squeezing the man’s balls until she could sense him coming, then she sucked on his gushing fluid and held it all in her mouth until it was full to bursting. She pursed her lips then grabbed Graham’s face and kissed him passionately, depositing all the thick sperm in his mouth.
 
   “Swallow it Graham…all of it…now!”
 
   He gulped and gurgled and it was gone and she looked at the black man leaning back on the couch and smiling.
 
   ”Wow… that was great…Graham you’re back on board…might even wangle you a small promotion.”
 
   Helen guided her husband’s head back to his boss’s crotch and squeezed his hair.
 
   “Now lick him properly…like I showed you…to say thanks.”
 
   Graham suckled the man’s penis until the last of the sperm was removed then began to suck and lick his penis as his wife had done. 
 
   “Use your tongue around his big balls…long licks…now his cock…think about it fucking me…that’s it Graham make him hard.”
 
   Tom’s erection had grown massively again and the man looked at Helen.
 
   “Don’t mind if I use this to fuck your wife Graham?”
 
   “No”
 
   “No sir.”
 
   “Nnnno sssir,” he stuttered.
 
   He pulled Helen to him and opened her thighs and after pushing her pants to one side gently slid onto his raging erection. She groaned then, after gripping it tightly with her vaginal muscles proceeded to move up and down on its length. She saw Graham watching her; it excited her to see him suffer and she thrust herself against the man with all her strength. She sensed him building and she climaxed as he released himself inside her. It felt so good and she bent her head and exhaled; she slid off him and squatted over Graham’s face and let the warm juices drip into his mouth.
 
   “That was good Tom…do you want to stay?”    
 
   “Sure…but I’d like Graham to ask me…to sleep with you and fuck you.”
 
   Helen rubbed her mound on his face and he responded.
 
   “Please Tom…take Helen to my bed and…fuck her…put your big black cock inside her…” 
 
   Helen raised his dress and she saw that he’d come, staining his pants with ever more of his fluid.
 
   “I think he likes it Tom…go into my bed…let me finish with Graham and I’ll be in, in a moment.”
 
   The man went as directed and Helen sat on her husband forcibly.
 
   “You weak fuck…I’ve got to let him fuck me to keep you in a job…say thank you.”
 
   “Thank you…Hhhhelen.”
 
   She removed all of her clothes and let them drop to the floor.
 
   “Put them away tidy up and sleep in the spare room…I’ll call you if I need you.”  
 
   She walked into the bedroom and washed herself before getting into bed. She enjoyed the charade with Graham, the sex with Tom, but Jason had been right, he was just another man, another cock that thought he was the best thing around. She felt him grind against her body and realised that she would play the game her own way, take pleasure, as she wanted it, when she wanted it. Let them all think they were kings but in reality she was in control of her own life and body in spite of appearances. Tom fucked her magnificently and in the morning he left with Graham to work. Graham looked normal, a navy suit and matching tie but only the semen stained knickers around his loins revealed how much had changed in his life. She laughed as she thought he might even be giving Tom a sucking whilst they were driving. 
 
   Helen was late for work; she put on some nice lingerie beneath her uniform and remembered the tall sexy black man who did security. He had a cosy office and she decided that maybe she should pop in and say hello, just to be friendly. She also put Jason and Jenny’s number by the phone for later, another week with them was too good to pass up. She was not sure what the arrangement would be but she knew whatever, she would be up for it. ‘Wife switch’ had certainly worked for her.    
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