Masion de Anges  [ The House of Angels ]  - Part 1

By Terrytel
This story will only ever be published on the net, nobody else could publish it, the system wouldn’t allow it.   Let me explain.   

I am a journalist and a well known one at that, but of course this is not my real name.  Not that I am threatened or in danger in any way, the Maison de Anges organisation doesn’t  work like that.   

I had heard of it of course, a rumour, a dropped word here or there to the chosen few, half heard conversations at gatherings, a mention at a dinner party or two.  But I dismissed it, didn’t wonder about it, ignored it, until I was covering a bankers’ suicide one day in late November 1995.   His widow mentioned it,  I smelt an angle, connection, perhaps a scandal, at last my instincts took it in, I remembered the odd references, I wondered, I pursued it.

The Times of London has a large clippings library, I started there or rather it should have stopped there as I found nothing.  It was because I found nothing, no mention, no cross reference, that I pursued it.  I asked journalist friends to look up references at the Guardian, Telegraph, and others, again nothing, some didn’t even come back to me, and if you know journalists, you too - would find that very odd.

Then Miles, a man from Reuters agency took me aside at a press event, ‘You’ve been asking about Le Maison but do you really want to go down this road he inquired ‘? ‘Your editor will warn you off, not threaten you of course, just tell you it’s irrelevant to this story, put you on something else, distract you’.  This I knew, he’d all ready done it that very morning.   I was intrigued.   

‘I can see you are going to go with it aren’t you’, was his comment to break my silence.  ‘Very well, there is somebody here you need to meet’.   We walked to a table where a middle age woman sat alone, he introduced her as,  [  I will call her ] Judith.    She had the air of somebody who had been waiting, I got the impression, waiting for me.  She was well dressed, subtlely elegant as distinct from stunning, but beautiful nonetheless.   Over the next hour of my life she also proved herself to be well spoken, charming, witty, obviously an able and intelligent woman, and I had recognised her.  Trouble was I couldn’t place her.

Eventually she turned the conversation to Le Maison de Anges.   She simply told me it existed here in London and was known world wide, but whatever I learnt could not harm it, it was a secret which was in effect was no secret.  I wanted to go into it there and then, but she laughed.  ‘ In a way’, she said, ‘I am it’.  ‘I will tell you anything you want to know but not here,’ we’ll meet shortly as I have to go’. ‘Please be discrete, I think you will be’, and giving me her card she left, or should I say swept out of the event.   I looked at it – it simply said Maison de Anges underneath which she had scrawled a phone number.

Of course I rang, after I had identified her as the widow of a senior research doctor who had worked for the Pfizer drug company, and recalled it was at the launch of a new drug that we’d previously met.   Judith had answered immediately and  knew it was me before I spoke.   I tried to take time setting up the parameters of our meeting and the questions I was going to ask - but she simply told me it wasn’t going to be that way.  ‘I will answer anything you are going to ask by telling you my story’, she said.  ‘It will take a long time, perhaps five days’. ‘You will need to be a good listener but a the end you will not need to ask anything else’.

We agreed I would call at her West London home, which turned out to be a large, elegant Georgian house which spoke of class and money.   We agreed I’d reserve  five days to listen to her.  We agreed I could spend the next week before our meeting trying to get somebody interested in my impending story.  We agreed because she knew I was going to find that impossible, and she was almost right.

Meet we did.  We sat in her large kitchen on an icy, crisp, Sunday morning in the early December of 1995, just the two of us, and her cats.  She was very self assured and to unsettle her I told her I had found a way of publishing.  There was a slight look of surprise before she said, ‘do tell’.   ‘The Net, the Web’, I said.   She laughed, ’Wonderful, we’ll become a real urban myth, a new  Eldorado for those who look but cannot find.’ ‘ I have visions of business men, the rich and idle, in the States, Japan, Europe, spending fortunes trying to find us, never being quite sure if what they are chasing exists’.  ‘ You are wonderful, you deserve your reputation, and we were right after all’, she smiled.   ‘Some will find us of course, because we will choose it to be so, but almost all will never do so.’

I am writing this in the Spring of 2002   Judith is dead now, she was dying then and though she knew it, I did not.   We buried her as the daffodils faded in early March of this year.  So secure is the Maison de Anges that I can even tell you were in London it is.  Simply take a tube ride to the Angel [ Islington ] and walk up past the famous Chapel Market along Liverpool Rd.   A mile or so up there is Richmond Avenue off which lies Lonsdale Square.  Behind a number of the facades is the House of Angels but you will never know which ones unless you are invited. Even the residents do not know of it, or if they have heard of it would never dream of it laying in their own sleepy, if elegant square.

I have of course considered long and hard how this tale should be related.  In the end I have decided not to polish it.  What follows is from my notes which unused up to know are already yellowing.  I have not put in the speech marks, the punctuation, the polish we journalists consider the tools of our trade, we don’t take notes that way.  Instead you’ll hear her speak as she related it on those cold December days of 1995.    I have of course edited it, distorted the names of those who reside and visit there, and it is sexually explicit, but that’s the way she told  it.

Chapter 2 – The House of Angels.

Sunday 3rd 1995 – Interview 1 with Judith.

What is the House of Angels ?

The nearest I could describe it as would be a charitable type of Salon Kitty.

· it’s a whorehouse ?

Crude but in a basic way yes, or that’s what I thought at first, but it is much, much more subtle, powerful, and yet gentle, though I knew none of this at the time I was introduced to it.  It never has used regular prostitutes - we were and all still are bored housewives.

How did you get involved with it ?
A friend.   Let me put it in context.

I was bored, in my late twenties and had married for money.  I had everything, a doting husband, money, cars, a nanny for both my children.  The second of which I decided was to be my last as I had a problem which meant to conceive, the fertilised eggs had to be implanted in me.  My husband had the money and contacts for that.

Above all else I was not only good looking but intelligent, with a home run by ancillary help, and a husband most often away.  He was a good man, kind, gentle, but saw me as a bolt on extra, a hostess.   At the time my second child was four months old and I was breast feeding just to spite the nanny who disapproved of it, the middle classes, money and me.    I was not unhappy but dissatisfied with life, I suspected there was more to it than being available for hosting dinner parties, looking glamorous at the right events, endless rounds of shopping therapy, foreign holidays, need I go on?

No. 

You said a friend introduced you ?

Correct.  That was Anne.  

She was married to Paul, an obnoxious little Welshman whose ego was ten times bigger than his 5ft 4” frame, and whose ability was ten times less than that.  He’s a peer of the realm now but at that time in charge of drug purchases for the National Health Service.  As such he was close to the drug companies and rumour had it in bed with them in more ways than one, though I suspected what they say about Welsh men and sheep would have been nearer his true desires.  Did you know by the way that sexual assaults on sheep are the highest in the world in Wales, check it out, you’ll find it’s true! [ I did, she was right. RSPCA stats 1995 ]
Paul was always making sly passes at me.  He even suggested to me that if I went to bed with him, my husbands firm would get a lucrative contract.  I didn’t and they got it anyway.

Sorry, I digress.

I was at a function in a West End hotel and had left our table to go to the loo. As I walked through the bar I saw Anne sitting at a bar with what turned out to be a Black American.  I caught her eye, she was obviously embarrassed but I went over anyway.  Her friend grabbed my ass and suggested to her I join them.  It was what the English called vulgar and the Americans call direct, either way she promised to ring me and I left a highly embarrassed friend to return to the meal.  After all Paul thought she was doing charity work and gone to a two day conference up North.

I wondered about it throughout the rest of the evening, in fact until she called over the next afternoon to our house.  We took a picnic into the garden away from the eyes, ears and wagging tongues of the staff.  Half way through our second bottle of wine I broached the subject.  In the next thirty minutes my life changed.  She told me about the little ‘charity work’  job she had in a house in Islington, her clients, her fee, but most of all how exciting it was to be fucked by people who knew how, and her escapades with the Black American the previous night.  Believe me she lingered on that in detail.   Wasn’t I bored too ?  Had she got me wrong ? Didn’t the excitement turn me on.   All I can tell you is that as I listened my head said no, my crotch said wet!   Crude but it puts into words the effect she had upon my state of mind.

Nonetheless it’s a good line.

Thank you.

She offered to introduce me to Le Maison de Anges, a strange name I thought.  It would be excitement, money, living dangerously. She left me to think about it.  I went to bed, told the staff I had a headache.  Actually I had crotch ache, I laid there masturbating thinking about her description of a black penis inside her, what they’d done together.

So you made up you mind to do it ?
No.  That happened on the next Sunday.  Anne and Paul were at a dinner we were giving and Paul kept touching me up.   At one point my husband saw it, but did nothing, he was a bit of a wimp that way.  I was angry at Paul & him.  

At the end of the meal Paul suggested to my husband I should get out more, get an interest, perhaps charity work like Anne.  He agreed and she, smiling sweetly at both of them, let on that we had discussed her good works and I had agreed to come along on Tuesdays & Thursdays to see if I felt I would fit in or rather if the clients would fit in with me.  After the shock it was so deliciously funny I choked in order to stop laughing out aloud.   I knew then I’d do it.

Didn’t you feel guilty ?
No. Not then, perhaps never.  My husband never knew – it never hurt him.

Didn’t you feel apprehensive ?
Yes but mostly excited.  It was dangerous, different.

Naturally Anne & I talked about it the next day.  I thought she’d satisfied a lot of my fears, hygiene, the set up.  In fact the experience of the day taught me she’d told me very little – what I thought it would be like had little bearing on the reality of the day itself.

Explain.
On the day I met Anne and we went by tube to the Angel – cars weren’t allowed.  The house looked large having as far as I could tell four floors, and a basement but very ordinary I context with the others around the square. It had no plaque, in fact nothing on the door except a number.  We arrived at about 09.30 and Anne got us in by using a key, once inside there was a plush hallway with an office leading off it, it was bizarre.  

Why bizarre ?

As I entered the office I realised it was bigger than it could be to fit the house.  I later found out that the house included those either side of it, one of these had a plaque saying it was a registered charity and this was the door the clients used, the one the other side looked like it was the doorway to flats, we and the permanent support staff mostly used that one.  I realised quickly it was a devious set up to stop local residents wondering about the visitors it entertained.  

What happened next ?
Anne introduced me to the director as everybody called her.   She sat at a desk surrounded by monitors, telephones, faxes, and computers.  It struck me more like a control centre than an office, which it was of course.     She withdrew us into an inner sanctum where I was served coffee whilst we had a ‘little chat’ but which was in fact an interview.    

An interview ?

Yes but with a difference.   

The director wanted to know that I knew what I was getting into, what I might be asked to offer, what I wouldn’t offer, explained gaps in my knowledge in graphic detail, and mixed this together with myriads of other questions like child care and holiday commitments. She went through my medical details and records, gave me details of my national insurance, tax number etc.,  She did all this as if it were an interview for a office job!

She gave you details of your tax, national insurance number & medical record ?

Yes, because I’d never worked it didn’t strike me as odd or at least the first two didn’t, though I wondered about the medical details, at the time I probably thought she’d been given a briefing by Anne.   In any event it was over an hour before she stopped and told me I had the job, days and hours to be negotiated.  She then went on to tell be about house rules, clients, pay etc.,

House rules, clients, pay?

Most important the house rules - though I was I didn’t conceive of how important then.   They were simple enough, no real names to clients, no meeting clients outside of the house, no emotional involvement, no favourites, turning up on time for pre-duty staff meetings, what I wasn’t to tolerate, how to summon assistance in the event of a difficult or rowdy customer, coming and going from the premises etc.,  The director told me she was responsible for vetting all clients who had to prove they were and remained disease free, and their own doctor would check me as she did all the rest of the women on a regular basis.

The Pay was easy I got 40% of the fee, the house took 40% which paid all the bills, help, staff etc., and 20% went to charities we all agreed on.  It really did and does go to charities you know.  Trust was their key word, I was given a box number in the office.  I was told that every month it would contain a statement of my clients fees and deductions, a bank statement.  It would also have a cheque book for an account in my name.  It couldn’t be taken away – to get money I had to write a cheque payable to the house and they handed me that amount in cash.  What jolted me was the size of fees clients would be paying, on average they were anywhere between £400 and £2000 a time.

I was also told the clients were obviously wealthy and / or important but again at the time I didn’t understand the significance of that at all.  I was then given a verbal tour of the house.  On the ground floor was a bar, waiting area, showers, a steam room and an adjoining  jaccusi.  It also had a second office for the charity, the directors area, a meeting room, a very professional looking kitchen, and a staff locker / changing room complex.

The first floor I was told had bedrooms some large, some small but all assigned by the director or one of her two deputies based on need.  In all the house [ remember 3 houses ] apparently had some sixteen bedrooms in total and two small but well appointed living suites.  I remember asking about the other floors but being told all in good time - but anyway they will come up later.

Then I got my first rude shock.  The director took us back to her console area and by selecting a button showed us the bar area.   She pointed out to me a male about fiftyish.   That’s going to be your first client she said – no time like the present to see what you can do, he wasn’t what I imagined nor was the briefing I got next.

Briefing ?

Yes, I came to know you never accepted a client without being briefed.

How did they work ?
The directors had notes, files on all clients.  She told me he was judge who booked in about once a month.   He was a quiet shy man, had a mother complex, and had a set scenario that had to be played out with him.   I asked her what I had to do.  It was not the way I’d imagined it would be, he was certainly the lithe, Black American.

She smiled.  He’s a terror in court but a lost and lonely little man in reality. He lived until his mid forties with a domineering mother.  He likes to be a little ill boy waiting for his nurse to see to him.  He climbs into bed and we provide that nurse.  Basically we dress you up as a real nurse, not the cheap nasty, supposedly sexy costumes you get in sex shops.  You go in and call him master Paul, give him his medicine [ a small glass of whisky ] then a bed bath.  Extemporise, act, be imaginative, but in the end notice his erection and tell him it must be made better, give him hand relief, clean him off and leave him.  He’ll get up, pay, and go home quietly.  By the way every room is wired for sound and has a hidden camera for our girls protection, and quality control meetings, so we’ll be able to see and hear you.

Quality control meetings, really ?

Yes once a moth we’d review our work and give each other ideas of how to work with clients well.  But we’ll come back to that later.

Go on.

She asked Anne to get the uniform from the wardrobe room and help me change, explaining whilst I did that he would be shown into room 12, which was called the hospital room because of its permanent props.  By the time I arrived with my medicine tray he’d be in bed ready.

I thought what the hell, got changed and went up with his tray.

How did it go ?
I did well, certainly better than expected.

How ?
I went in and there he was sheet up to his chin.  I wasn’t nervous but I did think I’d go for it, why not ? As I said to him, ‘well Master Paul how are we today’,  I saw a need in his eyes.  I knew he needed to be that boy and for the moment at  was, and for him I really was a nurse.  I felt his sadness, loneliness, it wasn’t a kinky or sad fantasy, it was a need to be  relieved.  I knew I could do that.

I gave him his medicine whilst I sat on the bed beside him and looking at my watch took his pulse, whilst he drank it.  I told him he was still a little poorly and couldn’t get up today so he would have to have a bed bath.  

In fact I talked to him like a twelve year old the whole time.  Preparing and bringing the bed bath over I pulled back the sheet as far as his waist.  I soaped and washed him with a flannel taking both time and care as you would do with a small boy.  Having done this I told him nurse now had to do his private bits and eased the sheet back to reveal a sizeable penis even if a little flaccid.  You must remember at that time I had never touched another mans dick before marriage or since other than my husbands. [ sorry but I can’t say penis every time! ]

As I washed it gently it grew.  It became straight and very thick certainly bigger than anything I’d seen at home.  I was fascinated and I think told him that he shouldn’t worry about it because nurse had a cure for what was happening, in fact a medicine that would make him feel nice.  So grasping it I started to literally wank it, gently, slowly, until I could feel that it was time to speed up.  

With my husband all I was use to was having my tits mauled, my legs opened, his dick shoved inside, and four or so minutes of in & out until he came.  I hadn’t realised that handling one so close up could be, well not unpleasant.    I was brought back to reality by a little voice saying, ‘nurse I think something is happening to me’.

It did.  He came in a three massive spurts which sent jism, spunk, semen, cum, call it what you will, over my arm, shoulder, uniform and bed.   I also heard him say nurse have I been a bad boy again ?

I looked him in the eye and swear I saw a tear.  I told him not at all and nurse was just going to clean herself and then would do the same for him.  This I did, gently.

When I finished I sat down beside his propped up torso and without even thinking gently placed his head on my shoulder, massaging the back of his head as I did so.

What I failed to notice at first was that he could see down my top and thus my breasts and nipples. [ I was wearing no bra’ on advice form Anne who had warned me the day before men were no good with them ]  What I did notice was his balls which were huge and the clearly tightening sack which contained them.  An event closely followed by his prick going longer, harder, and thicker than before.  Eventually realising he was clearly ogling my breasts I thought what the hell, in for a penny in for a pound.  

‘Oh dear, master James’, I said.  ‘Nurses first medicine hasn’t worked has it’ I told him  I had some different medicine that his mother would have used when he was just a very little boy and asked would he like some.   He nodded.    I got up and took of my uniform leaving  just my knickers on.  Getting back on the bed I drew his head towards my right nipple until his lips nudged it. Put it in your mouth I instructed and suck very gently.  He hesitated and then did just that.  I felt him hesitate and a tremor pass through his frame as he received the first spurt of milk, before he hungrily sucking for more. Be slower, gentler, there’s a good boy, I told him.  He was.    After a couple of minutes I swapped breasts and he continued.  Sitting there stroking the hair of a grown man whilst he suckled at my breast was somehow very alright, relaxing, and I knew he was lost in it.  Again after a couple of minutes I stopped him.   Would you like more I inquired, he nodded.   Then nurse is going to do a little bit more medicine on your penis, like a little operation.  I am going to sit you up, and gently put it inside me, don’t worry it will feel nice and while I’m curing it you can take some more medicine can’t you.  He nodded.

So up I got and took of my knickers.  Gently sitting him right up supported on pillows I got astride so his penis was nudging my own hole and my right nipple was dangling in front of lips.  Now master James, I told him,  in a minute I’m going to put your pole inside me all the way to its bottom.  Then I’m going to slide up and down it.  Put nurses nipple in your mouth and take a little suck of medicine every time I get to the top.  This time when your pole  shoots out goo I promise there will be no mess, ok?  He nodded again.

To be honest I didn’t know if I could get it all in, I’d never been on top of a man before, I was more of a novice than he was.  So I held it against my entrance until I slipped it’s head just inside, then slowly slid down its length until I felt my fanny touching his balls.   I remember to this day the tingle it gave as its whole length rubbed my clitoris, something else I’d never felt before.  I soon set up a gentle rhythm which I wanted to increase as a warmth spread though my loins. Master Paul never missed a stroke always sucking at the right time but I knew I had to stop him.    Pausing after some minutes I told him that nurse had to make the nasty goo come now so he was to stop sucking. He nodded.  I started sliding up and down again, faster and faster.  I was lost in all that warm glow I’d not met before when I heard him say, ‘Nurse, something’s going to happen.’  I felt his rod twitching before it shot a huge amount of  sperm into me.  It splashed right around my womb, it felt fucking great because it just kept pumping more and more into me.  I felt six or more massive spurts before it stopped and started to shrink inside of me.

It was the nearest I’d ever come to an orgasm though it was more a an emotional than physical one.  I knew I’d taken him somewhere he hadn’t ventured before, he’d needed it, and appreciated it.  It was in his eyes, they said everything.

The physical  side had bee pleasing because I hadn’t been in control before, and hadn’t understood the possibilities.  Neither was I aware of the mess that amount of sperm can make once dismounted.   Fortunately I had whipped my uniform back on before it really started gushing down the inside of my thighs.  I washed and dried his penis and told young master James his sac of goo was cured for some time though when it troubled him he should come back for more treatment.  I soon had him dressed and he left with a look of gratitude in his eyes that made me feel good.

I headed for the staff showers where Anne met me.  I was worried about you revealed until you walked into the room that was brilliantly done.  I looked between my legs and muttered something about not having had that much inside me if I added all my sex at home together, she just giggled.

Once clean and dressed I went back  with Anne to the directors office.  ‘Tell me’, she said, ‘ did that make you feel like a whore’?  I replied it didn’t, not only had I learnt something - he’d needed it.  I felt good about it, I let her know.   Our Judge thought so to, apparently he’d voluntarily doubled his usual fee, apparently I had just earnt £400 after deductions.   That was that for the first day all I had to do was turn up on Thursday for the staff meeting at 09.00 hrs.

You didn’t feel dirty, used, abused etc.,?

Not at all.

In bed that night I thought I’d please my husband and instigate sex, get on top, encourage him.  I tried.  He got upset so I ended on my back receiving his four minute dribble.   

Did you loathe that, hate him ?

No, I told you he was a gentle, good man.  That’s what he knew, his mind was closed to my needs, even his, it wasn’t deliberate, but I knew it would always be so.

Did you not feel disgust at the client being a high court Judge ?

No, of course not.  He was trapped because of his upbringing, his line of work, but he was doing something private, discrete to handle it.  He hurt nobody, perhaps you would prefer it if he had to kerb crawl !!!!

Didn’t you feel by doing this you would be debasing all women ?

Spare me, like most men I see you need a lecture on women, their sexuality and needs, but I’ll forgo the pleasure until another day.   Most women fantasise about sex scenarios, many try a few of them, few ever get my experience. A lot who do take the ‘she’s a whore view’, do it out of ignorance or their lack of bravery in fulfilling their desires, whatever they may be.   You also have to realise at least half the clients were / are men who are sad, lonely, and can’t function sexually for many reasons, that doesn’t make them sick, bad, or perverted. 

 So what happened on the Thursday ?

It was the events of Thursday that I first started to wonder who or what was behind this house of angels.

Why so ?

All in good time. Listen and please try not to interrupt.

Anne and I went to the staff briefing.   There were eight of us and nine paying customers.  They were all diplomats, in fact I soon came to know Thursdays as the ‘foreign office’ days!   [ Don’t even think of interrupting ! ] 

As I recall - the clients were two Americans, [ one was Anne’s black American ],  three from the French embassy, plus a Moroccan guest of theirs, the Greek Tourism Attaché, and a Pakistani diplomat.  He was the problem, and I was assigned him and a separate briefing.

The director explained to me that a regular service of the house was to deflower the Muslim sons of diplomats, a tradition amongst such when they were serving abroad.

He had a pair of fifteen year old twins he’d brought along but for some reason the house had thought there was only one of them attending.

What?  Why?

Think about it.  They were in the west, they have a rites of passage which can’t be done in their own culture, at least legally.  We were private, discrete, clean, it goes on a lot amongst non western cultures you know, if you don’t open your eyes.

But isn’t fifteen illegal ?  Child abuse ?

Technically yes, however they all had diplomatic immunity, but more importantly in their culture it was not illegal or wrong by age, that is.   What concerned me was the stipulation that the father wanted to personally check each son had performed satisfactorily by inspecting me.    This also, by the way, is a custom in some cultures, in case you didn’t know.   In any event I couldn’t back out now, could I ?

I was assigned one of the small apartments and a when I arrived up there I found one of the minders had also been assigned as a sort of general carer come barman.

There was a small kitchen area / bar, a comfortable sitting room with satellite TV, computers, games consoles, and leather sofa’s.   There were two large bedrooms with full en suite, wall and ceiling mirrors, good double beds, on each of which was laid a identical outfits for me.      Daddy had apparently stipulated sexy elegance which for him meant  revealing dresses, bras, suspenders, stockings and tiny bikini briefs.

They arrived whilst I was getting dressed and by the time I entered dad was in the kitchen drinking and the boys had found the games consoles.  I watched them long enough to see one was dominant, brash whilst the other was quieter.  It didn’t take me long to meet the dad either, he shot out of kitchen to eye me up, an approved.

Did you have any idea how to go about this ?

My instructions were to make it as special and as memorable as possible whilst taking as much time as I liked.  Dad was paying nearly five thousand for this and wanted me to perform with each until they’d had enough.  I didn’t have a game plan though, I never have.   I like things to develop, usually there is a rhythm to these things and coupled with a woman’s instinct you can get most things right.

How did you get the show on he road ?

With diplomacy, dad hadn’t told anybody that his twins were inseparable, they both had to loose their virginity together and not separately as had been planned.   He was also lusting all over me himself, whilst I was talking to his face he was addressing his remarks to my nipples with his nose virtually down my cleavage.  

I repeat –how do you get a thing like that going ?

In this case I went and collected the boys, Kabir & Yasif, one in each hand and led them into the bedroom, shutting the door behind me.   One inside I sat them on the bed and chatted to them for a few minutes, they were both terribly polite as you would expect from public school boys, Eton in this case.  It became apparent that neither had the first idea about women nor about their physiology.  I asked them how I might please them.   They were not embarrassed more unsure of themselves and really wanted to know where and how we were different from men.  I decided I could tell them or show them, so I got them to undress first, at least down as far as their underpants anyway, they seemed reluctant to go further.

Once settled I took of my dress and stood in front of them in bra, panties, suspenders and stockings.  You might say I had their full attention from that point onwards.    First to go was the bra, my tits fell free inches from their faces but 

instead of wanting to touch I was asked instead if I didn’t find them heavy, if not inconvenient to carry around with me.  Not a question I had expected.  Having answered that one they had a whole list of questions, not the least of which is why was I wearing stockings and a suspender belt, what were they for, what did they do.

How  do you explain these things ?  They are for men and to  women of no use whatsoever ?   So I answered as best I could whilst I removed them.

When finished I decided to take control and give them the lesson about women they so obviously needed.     I ordered one to each side of the bed and got in between them, once there I whipped my knickers off, opened my legs and told them to take a good look.  They did together, but being polite didn’t touch, despite having erections confined inside their y-fronts.   I parted my fanny lips, showed them my vagina entrance, my clitoris, and explained about foreplay.    Lesson over I wanted to know which one would like to get some experience first only to be informed by Kabir that Yasif was older by ten minutes so always did everything first.  I turned to him and rubbed his erection through his underpants before slipping my hand inside.  Women find that exciting you know, that first exploration by touch is important.  It turns me on anyway.

My first touch made him flinch but his penis was rock hard, I remember he had nice tight balls too.  Sliding his underpants off I put his fingers on my clit and told him to stroke me gently.  It didn’t take him long to progress to slipping his finger inside of me and I let it explore as best it could.   His torso was smooth, his muscles hard, and the penis was thick - if a smallish six inches or so, in any event I found it all quite a turn on.   

So his brother would get a better idea of the basic sex act I disentangled and got him to prop himself up at one end of the bed where he could see more clearly.  Yasif, I propped up at the other end where I climbed on top and straddled him.  His penis found its way in by itself and was soon buried to it’s hilt inside of me.  It was not the best experience I have ever had, the only notable exceptions were the length of time he took to cum, under four minutes and the amount he came, so little I didn’t realise he done it.   He was in fact going to have problems on this front in later life but that wasn’t my problem of the moment.  Having smiled and made all the right noises I dismounted and just hoped his brother had more about him and in him!  Rather than waiting to watch his brother efforts he chose this point to go off to the bathroom.

Kabir was, when I turned my attention to him, was something more of a proposition.  I could see that whatever he felt emotionally, his penis was responding to the visual stimulus he’d had.   It had curled out of his pants and up onto his belly.  Extracting him and it from his pants I found it was a good eleven inches, at least two inches thick, and curved like the proverbial banana.   I remember the thrill of grasping it, trying to straighten it, and a desire to put in my mouth and suck it!   This  desire took me by surprise.

Whilst I played with his dick he slipped one, then two fingers into my hole.  At first exploring he switched quickly to a motion that brushed my clitoris – he’d obviously been paying attention to my earlier lesson.  He did it well – it felt good.   As a reward I encouraged him to play with and then suck my nipples until he drew milk, something which excited him, to judge by the ardour he used.

Removing his fingers but leaving his lips on a nipple, I positioned the head of his weapon against my hole and sank down it slowly.  It was eleven inches of pure heaven.   It pushed slowly up inside me and curling around the top of my womb lodging itself there at the top of each stroke.   For the next five minutes I experienced sensations I’d never had before, all building to what I knew would be an inevitable crescendo whilst, at the same time trying not to moan or make any sounds of pleasure which might let his brother know how different the experience was proving.

This might have further intensified it for me.  I remember that before he came he left my nipples and took over the rhythm by grabbing my hips.  This enabled Kabir to literally ram me down from the top of every stroke to the base of his dick.  I lost my battle when he came.   The first jet of spunk seem to gush out of him in a tidal wave and wash right around my insides.   He didn’t stop and lay still as many men do at this point but instead rammed me up and down on his prick even faster. With each stroke another jet shot into me until I could feel it squirting out of me onto my thighs and his groin.   How long this continued I can’t remember except to say that I gave vent to a load moan and stopped his motion by clinging onto his shoulders, his manhood buried to the hilt in my fanny.   Even then it continued to shoot inside me for another two minutes or so, I would feel his balls spasm against my ass, an act which would be followed by yet another flow inside me.  When I eventually climbed off there was I left a pool on his groin, whilst I felt a small river start to flow down my inside thighs.   Laying fully out on the bed I was far from knackered, in fact for the first time in my life I was in lust, trying to work out how long it would be before I could get him inside me again!

Whilst my thoughts were bent this way he surprised me by asking if I would open my legs so he could view, ‘the damage’   I did and watched him stare at between my legs almost as if he didn’t believe what he’d just done.   He surprised me more when he went to his back and pulled out an instant camera, could he take a photograph?

Covering my face with a pillow I let him go ahead.  It turned out to be quite erotic, my fanny red and swollen, with white cum still rolling out, not to mention the frothy, whipped up deposits around my pubes.

His brother by now had returned and really had no further interest and wanted them both to go back out to play computer games and with reluctance Kabir agreed to do so.  Not bothering to shower he got dressed and they departed.  Literally minutes later whilst I was still laying on the bed dad appeared ‘to view’ his sons work.   Upon request I opened my legs and he was clearly delighted and what’s more  he politely, but firmly made it clear that having paid for me he also wished my services.
As he was stripping off I could see his penis was an identical weapon to Kabir’s and I found myself getting quite enthusiastic about the idea.  Once ready he instructed me to hold on to the head board rails, not to let go come what may and to open my legs with the knees bent up.   Once I had complied he put four pillows under my bum to raise my fanny up and then knelt between my legs his hand perched on his penis as if he was about to start wanking.   With my fanny wide open and my swollen clit standing proud, he placed the head of his cock on it and started to vigorously masturbate his weapon up and down so that each stroke flicked my clitoris one way then the other.  It was heaven – after less than two minutes I was moaning to an orgasm after five I had already had two.   
As he was doing this he told me he would stick inside me to cum – as far as I cared he could have stuck it any where !  True to his word and whilst I was moaning towards a third orgasm with closed eyes I felt it slip inside  my fanny in one mighty shove.  It was delicious.  I could feel his cum spurting around my womb, just like his sons it went on and on whilst this feeling of warmth spread up and over my whole body.   Within a couple minutes of his withdrawing he’d dried of his prick and left the room where as I lay there at least for another 20 minutes – it took that long for me to come down.
I knew this was a job I was going to enjoy – and if I’d only known it, this was just the introduction to the world of good sex.  

Suddenly, ‘It’s late’,  she said.

Looking around me I realised the day had faded and evening was upon us.  ‘ Let yourself out and be back bright and early’, was her comment.  Needless to say I did as asked.
