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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kevin sensed something wrong as soon as he pulled into the driveway. The driveway led to the bungalow’s two car garage, but also split off to curve in front of the main doors. The front yard was dark, and everything looked fine. It just didn’t feel fine. And he found himself looking around suspiciously as he got out of the car. He stopped and walked over to the side of the path and then bent over a little, making a face at what looked like chilled vomit. He turned and glared at the house, then turned back and went inside.
 
   He cursed as he stepped into the house, a strong odor of stale beer and cigarettes wafting around the corner even before he got into the living room. The place was a mess, with open pizza boxes, and cans and bottles of beer scattered all over the tables and floor. Pictures were askew, the glass on one cracked, and the chair which should have been pushed into the antique desk was lying on its side, one leg broken.
 
   He narrowly avoided stepping in a puddle of beer, peeled an upside down slice of pizza off the rug, and then moved into the kitchen. The fridge and freezer doors were wide open, and he shoved them closed as he shook his head at the mess. The counter and table were filled with crap. Half empty bowls, plates and cups were littered about. Open jars of mayonnaise, peanut butter and strawberry jelly were sitting on the counter, with dirty bread knives either stuck into them or laying on the counter alongside. 
 
   He walked up the hall, his anger rising, and shoved open the door to his stepdaughter’s room. It was a mess, with clothes, books, makeup, CDs and DVDs littering the floor. But then, it always looked that way. The bed was unmade, as usual, the sheets thrown back. A black thong lay in the middle of the bed, the strap ripped, and Kevin stared at it for a long moment before turning away.
 
   He went up the hall to the guest room. It was far tidier, but here too the sheets were thrown back from the bed, and he glowered at it. He went into the master bedroom. The sheets here were on the floor, and several empty beer bottles were on the night tables. He could hear water dripping, and walked into the adjoining bath to find the big round tub full, almost to the rim, and water splashed over the edge and onto the floor. The big glass shower enclosure was open, the door cracked, and here too there were beer bottles, empty and half empty, scattered everywhere.
 
   “Tori!” he yelled, his anger building into a terrible thing.
 
   He turned and strode back up the hall, his jaw set and tight. When he had been a chief petty officer in the navy all his men had come to recognize that this was a sign to keep clear and to repent whatever sins they had committed. Kevin threw open the door to the basement and stomped down the stairs, glaring about, searching for her.
 
   And found her.
 
   He had redone this part of the basement himself. None of that fake paneling shit. He had put in real cedar boards, polished until they gleamed. There was a nice, comfortable green wall to wall carpet, some decent furniture, including an L-shaped sofa in the far corner, and a full wet bar. In the near corner was a gas fireplace. It was turned on, and some idiots had thrown things into the fire.
 
   In the middle of the room was a large billiard table done in old oak, with a brown felt surface. And lying on her back in the middle of it was his stepdaughter Tori.
 
   Tori had come into his life two years ago when he’d begun seeing her mother. She’d been a resentful, jealous brat then, and she hadn’t much changed. She’d been seventeen then, and on the edge of being a high school dropout. He’d worked with young men all his life, and recognized the type. She needed a hard kick in the ass to set her on the right road. Unfortunately, her mother hadn’t seen it that way, and he’d been too chary of interfering, even after the two had moved in with him.
 
   Sara was a delightful, sweet, beautiful, guileless woman with a great sense of humor, but she was too damned nice, and Tori had been her only child. She’d spoiled her rotten, and even though it had long become apparent even to her that the kid was out of control she hadn’t been able to do anything to bring her up short. 
 
   He walked over to stand next to the pool table, folding his arms across his massive chest, and glared down at the girl.
 
   Oh yes, he knew exactly what to do to young men, and if she’d been a young man, and if her mother had allowed it, he would have long since taught Tori a thing or two. But girls were – not his forte. He’d never completely understood them, and he was distracted by the way their bodies moved and curved in all those lovely little ways.
 
   Even now, glowering down at the girl, who lay on her back, eyes closed, jaw slack, chest rising and falling, he felt that familiar distraction. She was wearing a pair of tight, dark, low slung trousers, the black strap of her thong visible on one hip. Above that was a short, far too-tight white halter top over her full, firm, obviously bra-less breasts. It was thin enough to see her nipples, and Kevin felt a thrum of interest coming from between his legs.
 
   Slut, he thought. Useless, brainless little twat is good for only one thing.
 
   And he was willing to bet she’d been doing it that evening, when she’d been grounded, no one allowed over to visit. Her mother was a travel agent currently on a trip to Puerto Rico, and the girl had promised her she would be on her best behavior. But that was this morning. Clearly she’d had already planned the party. God damn bitch!
 
   The thought of the cost and time and effort he’d have to put into cleaning up the mess and repairing the damage caused by this useless, lying little bitch made Kevin fume.
 
   She stirred and her blue eyes fluttered. She groaned, and stretched, and Kevin was again distracted by the way her breasts pushed up against that thin halter top. 
 
   I ought to bend the slut over and just give it to her. At least she’s good for that much!
 
   She seemed to catch sight of him, and rolled over with a low groan, her eyes glazed, and smiled slowly. “Hey, Kevin,” she said in a low, slurred voice. There was too much makeup around her eyes, and he felt the urge to grab a towel, wet it, and mash it down into her slender, pretty face until he washed all the gunk off.
 
   “I thought you were told you couldn’t have anyone over,” he snapped.
 
   She smiled again and giggled a little. “Just partying,” she said. “Want to… want to party, Kevin?” she asked in a long, slurred purr.
 
   She reached out with her left hand and pressed it against his groin, and Kevin was too shocked at first to react. His cock did, swelling almost immediately as the girl squeezed him, and she snickered knowingly even as he jumped back.
 
   “You little whore!” he snarled. “I ought to take a belt to your backside!”
 
   “Ooo,” she said mockingly. “Sounds kinky! Want to spank me, Kevin, honey?”
 
   She ran a tongue seductively along her lower lip and crawled a little closer to the edge of the table.
 
   “What are you on? Booze or pills?” he demanded.
 
   She sighed in a long suffering manner. “You’re so boring, Kevin. Bo-ring. Just like the old lady.”
 
   She picked up a ball and let her tongue slide along the surface as she looked up at him from beneath heavy lashes. “I like licking balls, Kevin,” she taunted.
 
   “I bet you lick a lot of them, you little whore,” he growled.
 
   He had moved back to the edge of the table, and he was aware that he’d done it purposefully, to put himself back in range. His mind was swirling with conflicting emotions now. There was disgust, anger, and outrage, but something more, a hot lust for the slim young blonde with her thick, tangled hair. The latter had always been there to some extent.
 
   He was no superman, and she was a lithe, beautiful little flirt. And she was blonde. Kevin had always had a thing for blondes. He wasn’t unique in that. As black as the ace of spades, his skin flexed across his ample muscles as he looked down at her, and thought of his wedding, and all the smirks his brothers and the black men who had looked at her had given him.
 
   All the old clichés about Black men lusting after blonde girls, all the clichés about white women hot for big black cock, had all lain unspoken, but openly thought about as they’d watched the little slut dance and roll her hips, and thought the old black man’s fantasy about pounding their meat into a pretty blonde pussy. But Kevin had always been very careful, perhaps because of those clichés. He’d never hinted at any desire for the blonde girl, more than content with his lovely brunette wife.
 
   Marrying a white woman. Who’d have believed it back in South Central LA, when he’d been growing up? Who’d have believed it when he was a young sailor full of piss and vinegar, with no knowledge about women at all? Of course, he’d had white women before - whores, mostly. But there’d always been white women fascinated by a big, handsome black stud, willing to spread their legs and take a walk on the dark side, on the black side, just to see what it was like, just to brag to their girlfriends later.
 
   She reached for him again, her small hand squeezing his groin, and, when he didn’t pull back, rubbing up and down along the hardening length of his cock...
 
   “Oooo,” she said. “I can see what mommy likes. I guess what they say about Black men is true.”
 
   She wriggled a little closer, and looked up at him seductively – or as seductively as a drunken teenager could manage, her head almost at the edge of the pool table now.
 
   “You got a stiffy for me, Kevin?” she cooed.
 
   She undid the clasp of his jeans, and Kevin felt a lurch, a shock to his system. Now was the time to back away, to smack the bitch on the head, to curse her and order her to clean things up. But he remained frozen, breathless, as he tugged down his zipper and, still smirking coyly up at him, rubbed his cock through his boxers.
 
   “Does mom suck you good, Kevin?” she cooed. “I bet I suck better than her. I bet I can blow your socks off, old man.”
 
   She pulled his cock out into the bright light coming from above the table, and seemed to do a double take, licking her lips appreciatively. Then she arched her neck forward and licked along the edge of his cockhead.
 
   Kevin was quivering with uncertainty. He wanted to jerk away, and at the same time wanted to fuck the hot little slut’s brains out. This was fucking idiotic! It could cost him his marriage if his wife found out about it. He didn’t need this!
 
   But as her soft, pouting lips slid over the head of his cock and she began to take in his shaft he felt a burning, yearning need. The whore! The little blonde slut! I’ll fucking show her her goddam place!
 
   He reached down and filled his fist with her soft, tangled hair and then thrust forward into the warm moist mouth wrapped around his prick. She gagged, her eyes jerking open, and tried to pull back. But he twisted his fist in her hair and held her in place. She gagged and choked but he reached down and gripped her hand as it reached back and caught at his wrist. He twisted it free, then pinned it there against the back of her neck.
 
   “Come on, you little slut!” he growled. “You wanted to show me what a great little cocksucker you were. Do it. Do it!”
 
   He was pumping into her mouth in shot, sharp, deep thrusts, knowing he was gagging her as the head of his cock jabbed deep into her mouth.
 
   He eased back a little, glaring, and she caught her breath and started to suck, her tongue whipping back and forth against his cock head as he pumped slowly in her mouth. “That’s it, you fucking whore. Suck my prick. Filthy, useless little bitch. At least you’re good for one thing.”
 
   He didn’t let her move much, thrusting in and out as he held her in place He slid his now gleaming, glistening black cock back and forth through her small pink lips, over her soft, luscious wet tongue, and felt his balls throbbing with hunger. She was clearly no virgin, but she was no pro either, and he’d had his prick serviced in some of the nastier ports in Asia.
 
   “Is that the best you can do, white girl?” he sneered. “You think that’s cock sucking? You wouldn’t last ten minutes in Bangkok or Manila like this. I’ll show you how to eat meat, little girl.”
 
   And he thrust into her hard and deep. He felt the head of his cock striking the back of her mouth, the entrance to her throat, then it pushed through, and she gagged and struggled weakly as he forced the long thick shaft down her throat. Her body twisted, her legs kicking and jerking weakly on the table, her free hand lacking any strength or coordination as it tried to push and slap at his belly. He just gripped that hand and pinned it with the other behind her head, then pulled her by the hair until her face was just over the edge of the table.
 
   He drove himself down her throat to the hilt, forcing her face and nose in tight against his groin and holding her there, feeling a wild surge of elation, of conquest, of macho power as the girl’s lithe young body writhed and jerked in slow, twitching, jerky motion. Her legs and feet tried to find purchase, to push herself up, but he had too firm a hold on her hair and head.
 
   And then he began to pump, using long, thick strokes, running his fat shaft up and down the little slut’s throat, jamming the dazed, gurgling blonde teen’s face against his pubic bone again and again and again as her face got red, then white.
 
   He pulled out, and she coughed violently, her entire body shaking, and gulped in air in short, ragged gasps.
 
   “You throw up and you’ll fucking eat it!” he growled.
 
   He wrapped her hair around his fist and jerked her head up and back, slapping it lightly with his wet prick, then fed it through her gaping mouth, rubbing the head along her tongue as his face contorted into a cruel leer. He pushed deeper, sliding the head into the entrance to her throat, taunting and teasing her, pulling back and then pushing it forward, letting his cockhead tease the entrance to her throat so she kept gagging.
 
   Then he laughed and slid it deeper, slowly, slapping aside her hand, letting it sink deep into her throat so he could grind her face into his groin. He held himself there, grinding, then pulled back again, let the head pop just free, then let his prick slide slowly down into her throat once more, twisting her hair, pulling on it to pull her face into his groin.
 
   He reached down and squeezed one of her breasts, feeling another little shock at his daring as his fingers sank into the soft flesh, then a hard thrum of excitement as they kept sinking. Fantastic tits!
 
   He released her wrists, grabbing at her halter. He caught it low, behind her shoulder blades, and yanked hard enough to tear the thin fabric up and back. One more hard yank and it tore right off, and she was naked above the waist. He yanked her head up and back, then down and forward, and her eyes rolled, her jaw slack as he thrust himself into her mouth again, and immediately rammed his prick down her throat.
 
   She shuddered and moaned, her eyes glassy and dazed. He wrapped more of he hair around his fist and pulled her face up against his groin. He was literally holding her head and shoulders off the table by the hair now as he began to pump hard and fast into her mouth and throat. Her hands pushed feebly at his belly, then dropped, jerking and trembling on the table as she hung there dazedly, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, his groin slapping into her face.
 
   He reached down and filled his other hand with her soft, warm breast, squeezing and kneading it, working his fingers against the nipple as he worked his hips in and out. He reveled in the soft, fullness of it, on how warm and incredible her breast felt as his fingers sank into it again and again.
 
   She gurgled and choked on his thick meat as he rammed up and down in her throat, but Kevin felt no pity for her. On the contrary, he began to feel a towering anger. God knew what trouble he was going to get into for this. Surely the little slut would tell Sara, and then what? Dirty, stinking little good for nothing whore!
 
   “Choke on it!” he snarled. “Choke on it, you fucking whore!”
 
   He slapped a big, hard hand down against her wriggling bottom and she squealed in pain, jerking violently. “Little slut!” 
 
   He pulled out of her throat and flung her head and shoulders backwards. She coughed and gasped for breath, twisting weakly, and he reached for and grabbed her leg, yanking it towards him, spinning her around, pulling until her groin was on the edge of the table, her legs fallen off. He gripped the sides of her pants and yanked down hard, then up, peeling them and her thong over her hips, lifting her legs high as he forced them roughly over her knees and then ripped them off.
 
   She was still dazed, chest still heaving, still gulping in air, eyes glazed as he looked down along her naked body, and what a body it was, full and firm, with pale, downy soft skin. She had no pussy hair, and he cursed her as a slut again as he spread her legs wide, wide apart, lifting her bottom up and then dropping it.
 
   “D-Don’t!” she said, coughing, gasping, trying to push herself up.
 
   He pressed his saliva coated cock against her opening and rubbed the head up and down, feeling the slickness of her spit easing his way as he pushed into her.  The head of his fat cock slowly forced her sex lips in and back, and then he lunged forward, falling over her, grabbing at her hair again as he crushed his lips down against hers.
 
   She moaned and beat against him weakly as his cock slid deep into her belly, but her resistance and strength crumbled almost at once as he buried himself in her warm sex and ground against her.
 
   “You like that, baby? You like that?” he panted.
 
   His mouth crushed hers, his tongue thrusting into her oral cavity as he mauled her breast and ground himself against her. She moaned and writhed against him, eyes rolling.
 
   “Bitch. Fucking white whore!”
 
   He began to thrust, working his hips in and out, up and down, driving his cock into her tight snug hole, his body crushing the slender girl against the table. Her legs were spread wide around him, her knees trembling and jerking in mid-air. But then those legs slowly curled in around his back and pulled against him, and he cursed anew, thrusting harder, deeper, faster.
 
   She cried out again and again, gasping and moaning and grunting as he used his cock like a spear, like a weapon, ramming it up into her belly. He yanked at her hair and bit into her throat, growling with lust, animal-like. His hand squeezed and twisted her breast. Then he caught her fat nipple between his lips, sucking, chewing on the areola. All the while his hips pounded violently, ramming into her.
 
   She was grunting and gasping with every thrust but Kevin sensed other than pain there, snarling at her as he watched her body shudder to the force of his thrusts. He watched her shoulders roll, watched her back arching in slow, rhythmic waves, watched her glazed eyes go glassy as her head rolled back, and felt the clenching and unclenching of her thighs around his hips.
 
   He slapped her face, rocking it to the side, then put a big hand over her throat, covering it entirely, squeezing it. She grabbed at his wrist with both small hands, staring up at him, then let her hands go limp, gasping and bucking as an orgasm took her. 
 
   “Whore!” he snarled, squeezing his fingers tighter around her throat as he rammed himself into her belly. 
 
   Her body began to buck spastically, her hands falling back onto the table top on either side of her head, jerking and bouncing as she came, and he felt her pussy spasming and squeezing even harder around his cock. It was too much, for only super human endurance had let him hold out this long. He exploded inside his stepdaughter’s pussy, pouring his hot cream down into the girl’s womb as he clenched his teeth and gasped in pleasure. Every beat of his heart send a new flood of jism pouring down into the teenager below him, and he relaxed his grip on her throat, gasping, weakening at last, his hips slowing.
 
   He staggered back against the bar, gasping for breath, his eyes never leaving the girl. She lay draped across the table, groaning, naked, her hands at her throat as she gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air.
 
   His lust was eased, but still present, pushed aside now by a renewal of his anger, not just at her but at himself.
 
   Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! He thought. A stiff prick has no conscience!
 
   He glared at her. It was her fault, of course. How was a man supposed to resist when a hot little slut like that grabbed his prick?! Fucking little whore! He could just imagine who would believe him, who would take his side. A big nigger fucking a skinny little blonde teenager. Sure. They’d believe it wasn’t his fault!
 
   And now he had to clean the place up, after a long day of work, and he knew he’d get little, if any help from her. She’d lay around like a princess while he worked his ass off to clean up his mess! Well goddamned if she would! He remembered, suddenly, one of the punishments a Tokyo pimp had told him about for girls who acted up. Didn’t leave a mark on them, but by God they remembered it!
 
   A part of him realized he was not thinking straight, but another part told him he was already in too deep for anything to matter.
 
   The bitch had a hand over her pussy, and it didn’t look like it was comforting her soreness as she half rolled onto her side.
 
   He did up his pants, his eyes narrow and filled with anger, and pushed himself back to his feet. He grabbed an ankle and yanked hard, sliding her slim body along the table. She yelped and grasped at the edge as he pulled her off, and that softened her fall. He dropped her ankle and reached down, gripping her hair instead, yanking it forward, ignoring her cry of pain.
 
   He half dragged her along the floor on her belly before she got her hands and knees under her.
 
   “Don’t! Stop it! Let me go!” she cried.
 
   He forced her to crawl to the door at the end of the room, and opened it. Beyond was the unfinished portion of the basement. There was a half bathroom on the left, a washer, dryer and sink on the right. He could smell urine in the sink, and snarled as he forced her to crawl through and past it through another door. This was the furnace, the hot water heater, electrical panels, the old oil tank, and he led her past and to the last room. It was big and open, his work benches and counters were here, along with a scattering of tools, paints, lubricants, and old junk.
 
   He snatched a roll of duct tape off a counter as he led the crawling girl roughly to the side, and then shoved her face down on the cold stone floor. He bent suddenly, jamming his knee into the small of her back, then pulled her slender wrist up and back. He tore open the role and rolled it around her wrist twice, then yanked back the other wrist, pinned them together, and rolled the tape around it several times.
 
   “Wh-what are you d-doing!?” she cried drunkenly.
 
   “You’re gonna sit around while I clean up, slut, but it’s not going to be a soft seat,” Kevin grunted.
 
   He yanked on her hair again, and again she cried out in pain, forced upwards, onto her knees, then her feet as he shoved her belly against the sawhorse standing next to the wall. 
 
   “Throw your legs across it,” he barked. 
 
   She didn’t understand, and moaned dazedly.
 
   He cursed, reached down, and gripped her thigh, then lifted it up and threw it over the sawhorse. He shifted her body by the hair, and again she cried, and came down fully onto the narrow wooden edge. She gasped and tried to adjust her position as the rough wood pushed up into her soft, bare sex, but Kevin held her in place, bending to yank her left leg up and back.
 
   The crossbeam pushed out about a foot on either side of the legs, so while she was directly over one set of legs she was firmly sitting on it. Kevin taped her ankles apart to the legs, then stepped back to glare at her, feeling his cock twitching as he watched the blonde trying to twist and shift to take the weight off her pussy.
 
   She reeled and swayed and moaned, and he thought for a moment she might tip the horse over onto its side. He looked around balefully, and his eyes caught on a box in the corner. He moved to it, yanked it open, and fished inside, coming out with the leash and choke chain he’d packed away after his Doberman, Jock had died four years earlier.
 
   Now he went back to the girl, sliding the choke chain over her mass of tangled blonde hair, then pulling it tight around her slender throat. He looked above him, and saw a hook driven into the ceiling beam overhead. A tall man, he was able to reach up easily, then jam one of the links of the chain over it.
 
   He stepped back, watching her with a sense of satisfaction. The chain was not too tight, as long as she sat up straight. But if she leaned forward or to the sides the chain would bring her up short, just as it had Jock.
 
   He turned and left the room. He would start upstairs.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tori sat dazedly on the wooden horse, groaning low in her throat, weary, head fuzzy, eyes throbbing, head aching. Her mind had run the gamut of emotions over the previous ten minutes. She’d been smug when Kevin, big, stuffy, arrogant, prig that he was, had discovered her. She’d been looking forward to him finding what a mess the place was in. She’d felt cocky at taunting him, and a little aroused.
 
   When she’d grabbed his prick she’d felt that arousal deepen at how thick it was, how long, and then had felt a sense of giggly delight as he’d jumped back. But then came victory, when she’d got her lips around his prick. Oh yeah, big tough man, but she was too hot for him to resist, and wait until mom found out!
 
   And then fear, alarm, pain, as he’d rammed himself into her throat, sickness, nausea, and a strange dark sense of excitement at the knowledge she was deep throating his cock, had it all down inside her. Anger had come over her at his roughness, then fear again as she’d realized he intended to – fuck – her, fear, near panic, then a deep, spreading warmth that grew rapidly into uncontrollable heat and lust.
 
   She sagged now, groaning. Man she’d been fucked! She was no virgin, but no guy had ever given it to her like Kevin had given it to her, and she was sore inside. She’d been forced a couple of times – an occupational hazard when she drank and took as many drugs as she did with the kinds of guys she hung around with, but they’d been quiet affairs, and she’d hardly even been aware of them as they’d happened, so zoned out had she been.
 
   But when Kevin had rammed himself into her she’d felt an overwhelming sense of – of what? He was so – so big, so strong, so macho, so male! The difference between him and the thin shouldered, slender, boyish young men who’d had her was so intense it was almost as though she’d had her first man. And what an animal he’d been! It had been such a wild ride, such a rush!
 
   And now – what the fuck was he doing?! He was punishing her, obviously, but this – this was – beyond her. Her pussy ached as she straddled the sawhorse, and she moaned a little as she pulled her wrists uselessly against the duct tape. This was just plain weird! She leaned forward a little and the choke chain tightened around her throat. She gurgled and leaned back, gasping for breath.
 
   Shit!
 
   Her legs pulled feebly at the tape binding them to the legs. She could take a little bit of her weight on them, for her ankles were taped horizontal to the legs, but doing that for any length of time required muscles in her legs that she really didn’t have.  She sagged against the sawhorse and groaned as it pushed up hard against her bare puss.
 
   When she told her mother, he’d be gone, out of here! She’d fucking have him arrested!
 
   She shifted a little on the sawhorse, leaning back a bit, taking more weight on the tailbone, easing it from her soft puss. But after a few minutes her tail bone began to ache fiercely, and she rolled a little forward.
 
   “Kevin!” she cried. 
 
   There was no answer.
 
   “Kevin!” she yelled, given energy by the pain. “Fucking asshole! Fucking bastard!”
 
   Her voice rose to a scream.
 
   “Let me off this, you fucking pervert asshole! I’ll get the fucking cops on you!”
 
   She heard his feet moving overhead on the floor, going to where the basement steps were, then heard his feet on the stairs. After a minute he came through the door, and she glared at him.
 
   “You fucking cocksucking asshole! When I tell my mom what you did she’s going to divorce you and fucking put you in fucking jail. You won’t – mmhphh!”
 
   Without a word Kevin tore off a strip of duct tape and placed it over the girl’s mouth, silencing her.
 
   “Maybe when I’m finished cleaning up the mess you made I’ll come down here and wash out you filthy slut mouth,” he said.
 
   She glared daggers at him, but she was not so much angry as indignant, and despite herself felt a strange dark churning in the pit of her belly.
 
   She gasped, her eyes widening as he casually grasped her breasts, squeezing his fingers into the soft meat, lifting them up and crushing them together.
 
   “I always thought you had a nice set of tits, Tori,” he said.
 
   Then he let them go and turned away. Tori stared after him, breathing heard, moaning, anger rising again, but softly, as something else pushed it back.
 
   What was going on? She was confused. What did he think he was doing? He was only getting in worse trouble. Unless – what was he planning on doing with her? Her mother wasn’t due back for several days yet. He could keep her here the whole time! And already her pussy was aching from the weight of her body crushing it down against the wood.
 
   That pervert! He was a sicko! She’d always suspected it. And now this – whatever this was. Who’d ever heard of doing such a thing!? God her pussy was beginning to hurt!
 
   Yet there was something darkly erotic about being bound naked, her wrists locked together behind her back. And the pressure against her pussy, though it ached, was a reminder of the hard cock he’d rammed into her again and again.
 
   She looked around the workshop and thought of what Kevin might do to her over the coming days, and shuddered, partly in fear, but mostly in – something else. She’d always thought he was a wimp. Big shot ex sailor! Big deal! He was so soft spoken, so polite to everyone, never said “boo” to her mother or her. But he was no wimp now. Now he was a big, strong, handsome macho guy, and she was tied up and naked in his workshop!
 
   She didn’t fear him, of course, not really. She’d lived with him for two years. She knew he wouldn’t really hurt her. Not really. But then she’d thought he was a wimp too.
 
   He had a big fucking cock, though. She’d never suspected he’d have such a big, fat prick. It was probably the biggest she’d ever had, at least from those she remembered. It had felt – amazing – inside her. She’d been just positively stuffed full of cock, and it had pounded into her with such violence, churning her belly into a hot, steamy froth.
 
   She’d tested him over the last two years, taunted him, insulted him, and he’d done nothing. She’d been sure he was a wimp, and despised him for it. Now her thoughts were changing rapidly. 
 
   She winced as she leaned back a bit, taking the weight on her tailbone again. The pain was sharp, but it was a strange kind of pain, a hot kind of pain, and she realized with some surprise that her pussy was wet. Or was it just his juices seeping out where the wood had jammed against her sex lips?
 
   She leaned forward, and the choke chain pulled in tighter around her throat.
 
   God, what a bastard, she thought, but the thought was half admiring.
 
   She found herself rocking back and forth, gasping each time she shifted her weight, each time the chain tightened against her throat. She leaned even further forward, and the chain yanked tight, choking her, her eyes going wide as she ground her clit against the rough wood.
 
   She leaned back, gasping, thinking of how he had choked her when he was fucking her, of how her head had nearly exploded when she’d climaxed. She leaned in and back, in and back, gasping, choking on the chain, grinding herself against the hard wood even as the pain rose.
 
   Kevin was a big man, a strong, handsome man, with all those muscles, and that square jaw. And he was a black man. Oh how her friends had snickered and joked suggestively at the thought of her living with a big black stud. She’d scoffed at them, of course, but she’d always felt a hot little sense of excitement at the thought of doing him. She’d had a black guy once, and been thrilled at how wicked, how slutty she was for doing it. But he’d been skinny, not at all like Kevin.
 
   Kevin was an animal, a huge, powerfully muscled man, and no boy like the others. And with his big cock he’d given her a fucking she’d never forget.
 
   Kevin hadn’t started cleaning up yet. Instead he’d had a beer, slumped in the kitchen with his jaw on his hand, depressed, and wondering how in hell he could get out of the mess his stupid prick had gotten him into. The bitch would certainly blab about what happened as soon as Sara got home. He’d wind up in fucking prison!
 
   With little hope of it affecting anything he went upstairs and got his camcorder, then began videotaping the mess the girl had left, going from room to room upstairs, then down into the living room and kitchen, and finally, down into the basement. He turned the camcorder off as he went through the door to check on the girl. He sure didn’t want to get that on tape. And he was half inclined to let her off now, and hope a heartfelt apology might be good enough to get him off the hook.
 
   But he stopped just inside the door as he saw her, and felt a hard hot hunger squeeze against his balls. God, she was hot! Her skin was shining now, sweating as she rode the horse. And she was riding the fucking horse, not just sitting there. At first he thought she was trying to struggle free, but then he realized the truth, and gaped. His lust rose, and then he jerked the camcorder up to his eye and started taping.
 
   The heat in Tori’s belly was building to unbelievable levels. She moaned and whimpered as she ground herself against the sawhorse. It hurt, but the pain was nothing compared to the lust and heat inside her. Even the choking when she leaned too far forward was just a wild, thrilling kick as she jammed her clit down against the wood and wriggled her hips, rubbing herself against it.
 
   She used her legs now, her muscles forcing her up and down in short little bucking movements as she grunted and gasped in pleasure each time her aching, throbbing sex jammed down against the unyielding board. God, it was so good! She moaned and twisted, her back arching, her legs working. It was tiring, and she was sweating, but she didn’t care.
 
   All tied up, fucked hard and tied up, tortured, naked, by the big, muscle bound black man. Her eyes clenched and she moaned and shuddered, riding harder, gasping and whimpering as the sexual high spun her mind around with more and more violence.
 
   And then the orgasm howled around her and she screamed, and found a new freedom in the tape across her mouth. She could scream and scream without inhibitions or fears. And so she screamed as the came, her head rolling back, then jerking forward as she deliberately choked herself on the chain, grinding her clit into the wood, her hips working from side to side as she gurgled and choked, as the chain tightened around her throat and the air ran out.
 
   The orgasm spiraled higher and higher, until the intensity almost overwhelmed her. Her head was threatening to explode, and she was jerking herself desperately against the sawhorse. And then it eased and she leaned back, coughing and gasping for breath as the choke chain eased its grip. She leaned back, moaning, and her eyes fluttered open.
 
   And she saw Kevin standing there, not ten feet away, holding the camcorder to his eye. She stared stupidly, not understanding at first. Then she flushed in dazed embarrassment as he slowly lowered the camera and she met his dark, hungry eyes. A little shudder of excitement rolled through her, and she dropped her eyes, turning her head away.
 
   Kevin put the camera down slowly. He could feel the heat rolling up his body as the girl stared, wide-eyed at him.
 
   Fucking little blonde slut!
 
   He felt relief and contempt. Let he try to pretend she didn’t love it now!
 
   She dropped her eyes and he moved closer, swaggering a little now.
 
   “You enjoying yourself, slut?” he asked.
 
   He seized her hair roughly, loving the silken feel of it in his fist as he yanked her head up and back. She cried out in pain, but he loved the feel of power and control over her as he forced her back to arch and ran his eyes over her lush young body. He bent suddenly, his face darting down like a snake, and he mouthed her nipple, sucking softly but firmly. His teeth bit in now, lightly nipping at the surrounding flesh as his tongue began to caress her nipple and areola.
 
   He lifted his head, staring at her, watching the way her chest heaved, then licked at a drop of sweat, his big tongue following it down between her breasts, then up onto her other breast and across the hard little nipple. He bit in more firmly as he sucked, and she moaned in response.
 
   His left hand kneaded her breasts as he licked and sucked, then slid down between her legs and over her sex. His fingers rubbed gently against her clit, and the girl cried out in pain, then twisted against him. She was sore, but he was gentle, and soon her hips were grinding as he massaged her swollen little clit.
 
   “Yeah. You like that, don’t you, slut?” 
 
   His voice was thick and hot with lust and hunger.
 
   He released her hair, then gripped the chain and pulled. She gagged and gurgled as it tightened around her throat like a noose, pulling up sharply against the underside of her jaw, almost lifting her off her painful seat.
 
   “Fucking blonde slut,” he purred, his fingers stroking at her clit.
 
   He released the chain and she sank quickly back onto the sawhorse, gasping, red faced.
 
   God, I can do anything to her and the little skank will love it!
 
   His dark eyes darted around the workshop, looking for something – the right shape – and there it was. He grinned and crossed the room, his big fist picking up a perfectly round plastic bottle of linseed oil. He used it to polish the Japanese swords he’d picked up on a trip to Tokyo. It wasn’t quite as long as his prick, but it was thicker around.
 
   He went back to the girl, who looked at him dizzily, then gurgled as he pulled on the chain again. Once more she was lifted up off the sawhorse, using her leg muscles to half support herself even as the chain pulled in hard against her throat. He pressed the round plastic bottle against her moist sex and thrust it upwards, then tilted it down so that the base was pressed flat against the top of the sawhorse.
 
   Now he let her down, and she shuddered and cried out into the tape over her mouth, trying to control her descent. Her legs weren’t very strong, though, and her pussy slid down over the fat plastic bottle as it drove high into her sex. She gave a hard shudder and arched her back as her sex lips jammed flat against the sawhorse again, the bottle lodged high in her abdomen, and Kevin laughed and gripped her hair again.
 
   “You need to have something hot and hard inside you, don’t you, baby?” he hissed.
 
   He released her hair, then reached up and jerked the choke chain free of the hook. He put his hand at the back of Tori’s head and pushed, forcing her to roll forward. She yelped and moaned as her clit ground against the sawhorse, but then she was leaning further and further, and finally she was bent completely over, the wood jammed up against her breastbone between her breasts.
 
   Kevin slapped her bottom and she yelped.
 
   “Nasty little white slut,” he said. “You can’t get enough of black meat, can you, baby?”
 
   He ripped the tape free of her mouth, and even as she gasped in pain and surprise, his cock was there, thrusting through her open lips and into her mouth.
 
   “Suck that cock, bitch,” he growled, wrapping her soft hair around his fist. “Suck that nigger cock.”
 
   She was sucking before he spoke, moaning, slurping and licking. He reached down and fondled her breast, rubbing it against the wood and laughing as she trembled. He pumped his cock in and out of her mouth, loving the feel of he tongue against the underside as he slid it in and out, exulting in the side of her sweet lips wrapped around his glistening black shaft.
 
   “I had your mouth. I had you fucking throat, and I had your cunt. Guess what I’m gonna have next, Tori?”
 
   She moaned, rolling her eyes up at him, eyes that widened as his hand slid over her bottom and his finger probed at her wrinkled anal opening. She tried to shake her head but he kept a tight grip on her hair, thrusting in and out coolly, using long strokes, gagging her, but not shoving it into her throat.
 
   If he felt the little whore’s throat around his cock again he’d explode, and he didn’t want to do that yet, not there.
 
   He pulled himself free, and she gasped and panted as he moved behind her, straddling the sawhorse himself, guiding his cock against her anal opening.
 
   “N-No!” she gasped. “Please!”
 
   He slapped her head and thrust himself forward.
 
   “Cheap little blonde slut. I been watching your tight ass moving around this house for two years. It’s time to pay the goddam piper. I’m gonna ram my prick so deep in your ass you won’t shit straight for a month.”
 
   He maneuvered himself in closer, straddling the sawhorse, sliding his wet prick along the top of the sawhorse as he forced her head down and bent her over hard. He prodded at her wrinkled hole, pushing, jamming, feeling his fat, black, mushroom head sink into her pink hole. He groaned as her insides squeezed around him, and wriggled a little closer, thrusting now, gripping her hair cruelly and shoving her face down as she tried to sit up.
 
   “Fucking slut,” he panted, forcing his hips in against her.
 
   His cock sank into her, and he reached around and squeezed one of her breasts cruelly. She cried out, and he threw his hips forward, sinking deeper into her anus.
 
   “Your little white friends fuck you up the ass, baby?” he panted. “You ever feel black meat back here before?”
 
   He ground his pelvis and thrust forward, feeling his long, fat shaft sinking higher into the girl’s belly. He laughed throatily, leaning in over her, his chest pressing down against the arms locked behind her back as he gripped her breasts and squeezed, then mashed them against the center board on either side. He gnawed at the nape of her neck as he began to pump, using short strokes at first, but building up as he forced her sphincter muscle to loosen up.
 
   He forced her up off the horse a little, getting his thighs in under the edge of her buttocks, and gripped her hair again. “Ride me, baby bitch. Ride me,” he panted, thrusting into her and pulling at her hair.
 
   His hips thrust up against her soft, warm buttocks as his cock pushed in and out of her rectum. He twisted her hair, forcing her head around, and licked along the side of her cheek, forcing his cock deeper with every stroke.
 
   “Oh yeah! Oh baby! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh” he gasped, his black meat sliding in and out, in and out, in and out of the gasping, moaning blonde teen.
 
   ‘You gonna be ma beatch, ain’t ya?” he growled, shaking her head by the hair. “You gonna be my slut.”
 
   He was thrusting hard enough for his hips to slap against her buttocks now, but he paused, burying himself, then pulling her up and back by the hair. His arms went around her, softly squeezing her breasts as he held her almost in his lap, and felt her body shuddering and trembling around him as she panted and gasped for breath.
 
   His hand slipped between her thighs and his fingers began to gently stroke along her slit and over her clit. She moaned and shook, her head rolling from side to side.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped.
 
   “Please what, Tori? Please fuck me?” he whispered. “Please fuck my tight ass?”
 
   He slipped a finger against her hole, jabbing at the base of the plastic bottle, forcing it higher, still stroking at her clit with his thumb.
 
   “Ride me, baby. Ride me. Ride my log.”
 
   She groaned and rose slightly, then sank back. He bit down on the nape of her neck.
 
   “Harder, baby. Harder. Ride that cock!”
 
   She rose higher, and sank, rose and sank, gasping, using the muscles in her thighs, her ankles pressing down hard against the duct tape pinning them in place. She rocked against him, sliding her anus over his glistening cock as he began to thrust once more.
 
   He felt the heat welling up inside him and thrust harder, bending the girl forward once more, using longer strokes, and harder ones so that his hips slammed against her bottom with jarring force. But his hand was still beneath her, still stroking her clit as he felt her beginning to tremble against him.
 
   He came first, gasping, and bucking faster and harder, driving his prick deep into her ass while she moaned and grunted and rocked weakly.
 
   “Unh! Ungh! I’m coming, baby! I’m coming! I’m shooting off in your ass, baby!”
 
   And then Tori came as well, the words or the harder thrusting, or the realization his thick warm juice was spurting inside her sending her over the edge. She shuddered and cried out, a long, undulating wail of animal passion as her insides flared white hot and the sexual energy released. 
 
   She felt his stiff hardness deep inside her, and combined with the bottle he had shoved up her pussy she felt absolutely stuffed full. She felt a terrible pressure as the orgasm washed over her, a terrible, wonderful pressure as her abdomen spasmed and boiled around the two thick tubes inside her. The climax tore at her already fuzzy mind and left her dazed and speechless as he slowed his pumping, his cock softening in her rectum.
 
   He sighed and slid backwards, pulling out, but let her sink back onto the sawhorse. Then with a grin he put the chain around her throat again, hooked it to the post above, slapped the duct tape back over her mouth, and left her there, shivering, gasping, and moaning exhaustedly.
 
   “I’ll let you off when I’m finished cleaning up,” he said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tori sat on the sawhorse, straddling it, so exhausted that she could not force herself to sit straight, and so was half choking on the chain pulling tight around her throat. Her groin was aflame, but she hardly noticed, leaning in dazedly, her mind still fuzzy. She hadn’t had that much to drink, but the ecstasy and grass had made up for it, and so far it hadn’t completely cleared away.
 
   And if she was a tad less light headed now, her weariness, sense of shock, and the rising pain made up for it.
 
   Kevin had fucked her in the ass!
 
   She’d been sodomized once before, no twice, she thought dizzily. The first time she was so zoned out she’d hardly noticed at first. He was on top of her, and in her, and she was barely conscious. She did come awake to feel his cock sliding up and down in her ass, but it hadn’t felt anything special – neither painful nor particularly exciting. The next time the guy had begged and whined and she’d given in, laying still, spreading her legs, letting him sink his well-oiled prick down into her ass.
 
   It hadn’t been bad, even kind of fun in a kinky, dirty way, but it hadn’t been great either, and there were a lot better places for guys to put their dicks.
 
   Kevin fucked me in the ass!
 
   It had been different this time. It had been more painful, because Kevin was a lot bigger, and he hadn’t been oiled up, and he hadn’t been very considerate. Yet it also had a raw, animal lust to it that had burned her up inside. The feel of that big, black cock pumping in her ass, her arms tied, as he bit into her throat, God it had been just incredibly wild and hot! When his fingers had gotten at her pussy she’d just lost it, her eyes rolling back in her head and her body flaring wild with passion and lust.
 
   Kevin fucked me in the ass!
 
   She was no longer thinking about revenge, about the police, her mother, or anything else. She was wrapped up in a wild, sensual fantasy and didn’t know where or when it was going to end. It hurt, but that didn’t worry her. It hurt in a hot, delicious, sexual way, the hurt a throbbing ache between the lacks. And God knew she’d had enough of them in her short life!
 
   But she’d never had anyone like Kevin touch her or manhandle her, or use her. Or ride her like a bitch whore, she thought with an excited shudder.
 
   She moaned low in her throat as another wave of sensual heat rolled up her body. There she was the poor, innocent blonde girl being tortured by an evil older Black stud. A big Black stud who had rammed himself into her like a wild man! He had pounded himself into her ass! He had forced himself deep into her throat! She was completely at his mercy, still naked and tied up. Tied up!
 
   Her wrists pulled weakly against the tape, and she let herself lean back a little, deliberately pulling down against the choke chain, tightening it around her throat, cutting off her air in masochistic excitement. She leaned forward, grinding herself against the hard wood, gasping in pain and excitement as she felt the pressure of the wood against the base of the bottle Kevin had forced up into her pussy.
 
   The bastard! He was so – cruel! 
 
   Her pussy was starting to ache even more fiercely now, but the sexual heat stopped her from caring, stopped her from feeling the full effect of the ache in her groin. 
 
   God, she was such a slut, she thought for a moment. But then she pushed the thought aside forcefully. No, she wasn’t a slut! She was an innocent young girl being abused by her evil stepfather, an innocent, helpless young blonde girl being abused and tortured by an evil Black man!
 
   That made it so much more exciting!
 
   She began to rock her body on the horse, once more, gasping in pain, panting for breath, gurgling as the choke chain tightened around her throat again and again. She was sweating even more in the hot basement, sweating because of her heat, sweating because of the effort she was putting in, sweating because of the pain. But that made her skin slippery and slick, and she felt even more excited.
 
   Sweat was dripping down her breasts, down her thighs, down her forehead. Tori was having trouble breathing through the duct tape he had put over her mouth, even aside from the choke chain. She groaned, feeling light headed again, her leg muscles aching as she used to them to ride the horse.
 
   Her pussy hurt terribly! What a bastard he was to do this! What kind of a sick, mean pervert would make a girl sit on something like this!? It was so – so – cruel!
 
   She sat back, taking her weight on her tailbone, but that was horribly sore now, and the sensation of pain was sharper, rawer. Yet it did something to her, something delicious. That hot burning along her lower spine seemed to make her pussy pulse with excitement, and when she leaned forward again she felt a tremendous rush of liquid heat that almost made her climax again.
 
   And then she looked up and saw Kevin striding across the basement. She felt a wave of relief and hope – she wanted off the horse – and also delicious excitement. He was wearing only a pair of cutoffs, and his black skin was wrapped around broad, shoulders and a barrel chest. 
 
   Was he worried yet that she’d tell her mom, she wondered.
 
   He yanked her head back by the hair and she gasped in pain, then shuddered as he fondled her breast.
 
   “You have a nice ride, slut?” he demanded. “You want to sit there the rest of the night?”
 
   She tried to shake her head as she moaned in denial.
 
    “I cleaned up the bedrooms. I think you’re gonna do the rest. Why the fuck should I go on cleaning your mess?”
 
   He shook her by the hair for emphasis. “You gonna be a good little girl?” he demanded.
 
   Tori nodded bleakly, still quivering with excitement, his fingers kneading her breast casually.
 
   He nodded and ripped the tape off her mouth. Tori gasped in response. 
 
   He reached down and untapped her ankles, which fell to the floor. She groaned in relief, in pain, as she slowly pushed herself up off the sawhorse, forcing her aching legs to bear her weight as Kevin tore the tape away from her wrists.
 
   He reached up above her and pulled the link of the choke chain off the nail there, but left it wrapped around her throat. Again he pulled at her hair, forcing her head back.
 
   “You gonna be a good little slut?” he demanded.
 
   Tori gasped in pain, reaching up and grabbing at his wrists.
 
   “Put your hands down!” he snapped, voice rising. “Put them fucking down!”
 
   Hesitantly, Tori obeyed, gasping as he forced her back to arch.
 
   “I asked you a fucking questions, bitch. Are you going to be a good little slut?”
 
   “Y-Yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Say it then.”
 
   “I-I’ll be a g-good little slut.”
 
   “Get off the horse, slut.”
 
   He pulled at her hair and she awkwardly dismounted the sawhorse, then sank to her knees as he pushed down at her.
 
   “Get on your hands and knees,” he ordered.
 
   Tori obeyed, her groin throbbing, her insides still thrumming.
 
   “Now crawl, you whore.”
 
   A scalding wave of sexual excitement rolled through her as Kevin tugged at the leash and the choke chain tightened around her throat. Tori had never really even thought of anything as kinky as this, and she put her hand forward, moving, crawling, gasping in wicked sexual excitement as Kevin forced her to crawl across the basement floor, then through the doorway and out into the rec room.
 
   Fuck! This was so – weird!
 
   Her breasts hung below her, swinging a little as she moved, and she felt the weight of the plastic bottle shoved deep into her belly, felt the pressure against her sex lips as it sought to push back, felt her swollen pussy lips puffed out like flowers opening.
 
   Kevin walked her through the rec room and up the stairs, tugging on the leash from time to time, slapping at her bottom sharply enough to make her sting and yelp. Then they were in the living room. There he finally reached down and gripped her by the hair, pulling the gasping girl to her feet, and slipped off the choke chain leash.
 
   “Now clean the fucking place up,” he ordered.
 
   He stepped away from her and sat down at his big leather recliner, picking up the remote control and pointing it at the TV. Tori stood uncertainly for a long moment, still breathing raggedly, waiting for him to do – something to her. But he ignored her. She looked around at the mess in the living room, wondering what to do, and yelped, startled, when he turned and yelled at her.
 
   “Get your ass in gear!” he shouted. “You don’t clean this place up I’m going to tan your ass with my belt! You got it!?”
 
   She nodded jerkily and he seemed to flow up from his chair, grabbing at her hair, at her arm. In a trice she was kneeling, crying out in pain, her left arm forced up sharply behind her back, her head pulled back by the hair.
 
   “When I give you an order you will respond yes sir and no sir. Do you understand me?” he growled.
 
   “Y-Yes!” she gasped.
 
   He yanked harder on her hair and she cried out in pain. “Yes, sir!”
 
   Fucking psycho, she thought a little dazedly.
 
   He released her and went back to his chair, picking up the remote control. “Now clean,” he barked.
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” she said weakly.
 
   She started to clean.
 
   It felt – weird. She was still naked, and he was watching. She was still hot and excited and it made cleaning up the room seem like a sexy experience filled with sexual tension. She wasn’t used to doing anything naked, except showering. It would have felt bizarre to be cleaning up the living room naked even if Kevin wasn’t sitting there watching with his dark eyes.
 
   She collected all the garbage, put the dirty dishes in the kitchen sink, straightened up, and then got carpet cleaner and sprayed where the pizza and beer had fallen. She had to get a rag and scrub at it, but even that felt weirdly exciting with him watching. She moved tentatively over to him afterwards.
 
   “Uhm, should I like, vacuum?” she asked nervously.
 
   “Sir,” he growled.
 
   She swallowed. She’d never called him sir. He was just – Kevin. But calling him sir seemed to imply a separation between them, as if he were a stranger. “Should I vacuum, sir?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah. And do a good fucking job.”
 
   Tori got the vacuum cleaner and began to vacuum. As she moved back and forth the plastic bottle pushed a little more against her sex lips, the base pushing slowly down. She reached down almost unconsciously and eased it back in.
 
   “You got a dildo?” he asked suddenly.
 
   She thought at first she hadn’t heard him. She shut off the vacuum cleaner and he repeated the question. Tori blushed.
 
   “I asked you a question, slut. And I’m going to check. If there’s one in there I’m going to fucking find it.”
 
   “Yes,” she replied in a small voice, oddly embarrassed. Then “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   He got up and she backed up a bit in alarm as he came over to her. He looked down at her, his eyes skimming over her breasts and erect nipples.
 
   “Show me,” he demanded.
 
   He took her arm in his strong hand and pulled her down the hall and into her bedroom. There, Tori, heart pounding anew, went into her closet and lifted out a box, then opened the one beneath and took out a plastic bag. Her face was red as she handed it to him and watched him open it. He took out a dildo – a black dildo, and smiled at her. 
 
   “You like that black cock, eh slut?”
 
   He roughly gripped her hair and jerked he forward, shoving her hard against the edge of her low dresser.
 
   “Bend over, baby,” he ordered casually. “And spread em.”
 
   Tori obeyed, pulse racing, feeling her insides pulse and throb as she lewdly spread her legs apart for him, feeling the cool wood of her dresser as her soft, overheated breasts pillowed out beneath her, face flushing red with heat and excitement and yet still some embarrassment knowing he stood behind, staring.
 
   She gasped in pain, jerking upwards as his fingers traced the line of her slit.
 
   “I said bend over, slut,” he ordered, his big hand pushing down between her shoulder blades.
 
   His finger pushed into her sex, and the pressure against her swollen, bruised pussy lips ached, but she clenched her teeth and bore it as he pressed against the base of the bottle, then pushed a second finger in. She pushed at the bottle with her pubic muscles and felt his fingers catch it and draw it slowly down out of her body.
 
   Then she felt the dildo pressing against her. It was a familiar feeling, but it had never produced quite this much intense sensory response in her own hand. She gasped as Kevin ran it up and down her sex slit, then pushed it into her and began to pump it in and out.
 
   “Is that how you use it, slut? Do you pump it faster?” he asked with a sneer. “Do you think about me fucking your skinny white ass when you’re pumping your dildo?”
 
   Tori’s face reddened and she didn’t answer as he pumped the dildo slowly in and out of her sex. She yelped as he slapped her bottom, her head and shoulders again jerking up off the dresser.
 
   “I said bend over, and stay bent over,” he growled, shoving her down hard.
 
   “That hurt!” she whined.
 
   He slapped her bottom again. “I’ll hurt you more!”
 
   He pumped the dildo in and out, in and out, and Tori moaned to herself, eyes wide, feeling every inch of the veined rubber cock as it pushed in and pulled out, feeling his fingers around the base as he shoved it deep. 
 
   “You like that, don’t you, bitch? You want me to fuck you again? Maybe I’ll fuck your ass again instead.”
 
   And what a gorgeous little ass she had, he though as he shoved the dildo deep and stared at the inch or so remaining, holding her sex lips open. Fuck she was hot! He licked his lips, then dropped to his knees behind her. His hands ran up and down her thighs and over her buttocks, then spread her legs forcefully apart, staring at her slit, at the base of the dildo protruding from it.
 
   He pushed against it, twisting it up and down, making her gasp and groan as he tried to force it deeper. He did get it a little deeper, yet it still held her pussy lips apart, and he couldn’t stop himself from licking at them.
 
   He gripped her thighs high up near her sex, his thumbs pressing against the soft flesh, forcing it in and back, making her groan in pain. He pushed his lips in and licked hard and full, letting his big pink tongue slither over the top of her slit, licking at her clit. She almost immediately began to grind her trembling hips back, gasping and moaning as his tongue licked at her clitoris.
 
   Her movements rapidly became more energetic, her cries more passionate, less and less controlled. He undid his cutoffs, feeling the pressure around his hardening cock, and then stood up. There was a jar of cold cream on the dresser. He opened it and smeared it on his erection, then pressed himself against her wrinkled anal opening.
 
   “Oh! Oh God! Oh shit! Oh! Oh! Please! No! Fuck me! Don’t! Don’t! Not there!” she gasped. “Lick me!”
 
   She was trying to reach between her legs to finger herself. Kevin jerked her hands away, forced them up behind her back as he sank his prick down into her anus. She moaned and bitched weakly, but as he started to thrust in and out her complaints faded and her gasps became those of helpless pleasure.
 
   He gripped her hair, yanking her head back, reaching beneath to roughly fondle and grope her breasts as he bent over and bit into the nape of her neck.
 
   “You’re my fucking whore, aren’t you, baby?” he whispered. “You’re my bitch. My slut.”
 
   His big, black cock was sliding steadily in and out, moving faster and faster, the strokes lengthening, his cockhead forcing its way deeper. It was the second time in two hours or so that he’d sodomized her. But this time he had free access, her legs spread wide, her bottom raised up, and his cock jammed painfully deep, bringing cramps to Tori’s belly.
 
   Her bottom began to bruise as his hips slammed against them, and the jarring impact made her entire body shake. But the most violent spasms were in her groin, as the thrusting cock flipped her mind over into a massive climax. She was no longer gagged, but seemed to forget it, crying out in pleasure as Kevin rammed his prick deep into her again and again, groped her breasts and bit at her throat.
 
   He finished himself, spilling himself deep inside her. He pulled his softening cock back and slapped her bottom lightly. “Now get back downstairs and finish cleaning,” he said, his voice a little breathless.
 
   He pulled her up from the dresser and shoved her towards the door. Tori staggered but caught herself at the doorway, then, panting, left the room. Kevin stared after her, wondering, thinking. Tori was one hot little blonde slut, but what was he supposed to do with her? Fucking her was fine, but if it kept up Sara would eventually find out, and he loved Sara.
 
   But Jesus, that tight little ass! Those gorgeous legs! Those fantastic tits! That hot little pussy! How could he keep his hands off them now that he knew they were his for taking?
 
   And he loved the power. He loved being able to curse her, to slap her around, to bend her over and shove it up his ass without a please or thank you. He fucking loved that! Like every other man he’d had a lifetime of being polite and gentle with women. It was an intense rush to throw away all the rules, grab the bitch by the hair, and just bend her over and do her.
 
   As hard as he fucking well wanted to! No consideration, no restraint. Just ram it to her and use her as his bitch, his whore. And who gives a shit what she thinks of it!
 
   That was a freedom he hadn’t really had even with the whores of Manila.
 
   He liked it – a lot – especially with Tori. The girl had been snotty and smart mouthed with him for two years. He found a gut deep satisfaction at treating her like dirt.
 
   His mind roamed back to his days in the navy, to his time in Asian ports, and some of the perverse sex shows he’d witnessed. Asian women, he decided, knew their place. They did what they were told. And if they got out of line – well, he remembered his wide eyed disbelief at some of the sadistic performances he’d seen in the gritty back streets of Taiwan, Tokyo, Manila and Bangkok.
 
   Still, this was Sara’s kid. He couldn’t – he just couldn’t do that kind of shit to her, not – really, not even if he might want to. Could he?
 
   He went back downstairs and looked into the kitchen, where the girl was doing the dishes. She was still naked, and she turned as he leaned into the room, her face a little flushed. He nodded and turned away, going back to his chair.
 
   It was weird having her wandering around naked, but good weird. He decided he liked it, and wanted it to stay that way. At least as long as there was no risk of Sara finding out.
 
   She emerged from the kitchen twenty minutes later; face reddening as she stood in the doorway.
 
   “Uhm, I’m uh, finished,” she said.
 
   He got up and walked to her, then pushed her back inside, looking around as she stood next to him. She was starting to act a bit self conscious about her nudity now, and he figured the last of the drugs had now left her system. 
 
   “What about the floor?” he demanded.
 
   She looked down. “It looks okay.”
 
   “I want you to wash the floor.”
 
   “But it’s like almost two in the morning,” she protested.
 
   “Did I ask you the fucking time?”
 
   “No but - .”
 
   “Then get a bucket and – and a sponge, and clean it.”
 
   “A sponge? Why not the mop?”
 
   “Because I fucking said so! You can clean it on all fours, you little slut.”
 
   She shrank back a little, looking uncertain, anxious.
 
   “Should I Uhm, get dressed?” she asked.
 
   “Why?”
 
   She fidgeted and shrugged.
 
   “I like you naked. You’ll stay that way.”
 
   Her face flushed a bit with excitement. Fucking slut, he thought.
 
   But she obeyed, and from time to time he looked in on her, watching as she crawled across the floor, cleaning it with nothing more than a sponge and a bucket of soapy water.
 
   “Now the basement, slut,” he said after she’d finished.
 
   Her shoulders sagged tiredly. “Can’t I do it tomorrow? Please?’ she asked.
 
   “If you’d remembered to say sir I might have agreed.”
 
   “Please sir?” she asked.
 
   He slapped her bottom and she yelped and jumped. 
 
   “Too fucking late. Get your skinny little white ass down there.”
 
   And so, naked, she went downstairs and resumed cleaning. It was almost five. He was tired himself but stayed up to supervise.
 
   “Time for a shower,” he said finally. “Then you can get to bed.”
 
   “I can shower tomorrow,” she said with a yawn.
 
   He slapped her bottom and she yelped and twisted around, rubbing it as she looked up at him indignantly.
 
   “You’re a stupid little brainless blonde whore and you can start learning to do what you’re fucking well told. Got that?”
 
   She nodded jerkily and he slapped her bottom again.
 
   “That’s yes sir and no sir,” he said.
 
   He grabbed her arm and yanked her upstairs, then down the hall to the master bedroom. She had often whined about not being allowed to use the master bath, which was much larger and more luxurious than the main bathroom. Now he pushed her forward into the big room and nodded at the big shower stall.
 
   “Go on. Get inside and turn on the water.”
 
   “Sh-should I take this out yet?” she asked a bit timidly, reaching for the dildo.
 
   “Leave it there. You need something big, black and hard inside you.”
 
   She looked at him uncertainly, then obeyed. When she started to slide the door shut he stopped her, jerking it back open. “You see this crack here?” he snapped. “You’re going to pay for a new door. Understand?”
 
   She turned her head away.
 
   “I said do you understand that?” he demanded, his voice going high.
 
   “Yes!” she cried. “I mean, yes, sir.”
 
   He motioned at the water faucet and she turned on the water, then let it spill down over her as he stood there watching. She turned slowly, nervously in place, watching him as the water soaked her.
 
   “Don’t forget the soap,” he said.
 
   She bit her lip, then picked up the soap, easing out from under the water, soaping up her belly and thighs and breasts as he looked on, soaping up everywhere as he stared, taking her time, and obviously starting to get excited again as he smiled thinly. She gasped and stopped as he undid his cutoffs and pulled them down, then baked against the wall as he stepped into the shower with her.
 
   He looked down at her from an inch away, then turned and stepped under the water. He let it soak him, then turned back to her. She still had the soap in her hand and he took her wrist and raised it to his chest.
 
   “Wash me,” he ordered.
 
   Her eyes flicked nervously from side to side, but when his fingers tightened on her wrist she started rubbing at his dripping black chest.
 
   “Use both hands, slut,” he breathed.
 
   Tori raised her other hand, and began to rub at his big chest, sliding her hands in wide arcs as she spread soap over his chest and shoulders and belly, hesitating. He took her hands and brought them down around his soft groin, mashing them up against his cock and balls. After a moment she began to rub lightly, scrubbing at his cock and balls. He turned and let her soap up his back and ass.
 
   “Don’t forget my legs, slut.”
 
   She was tense now, clearly excited as she dropped to her knees and began to soap up his thighs and then his lower legs as he looked down at her.
 
   When she’d done a decent job he reached down, taking her wet hair, pulling her to her feet. He backed her into the corner and pressed his slick, soapy body against her own, then kissed her with some gentleness. Her arms were folded before her breasts. He took her hands away and pressed them against the wall to either side of her body as his tongue slid between her lips.
 
   His hands skimmed gently over her body as he held her against him, crushing her soft breasts against his hard chest as his tongue met hers and slithered around and over it. He cupped her small face in two large, black hands and pinned her against the wall, his face coming down close to hers.
 
   “You’re my cunt,” he growled.
 
   Her face reddened and he kissed her lightly.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I-I’m your cunt,” she said, the word both exciting and embarrassing her
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I’m your c-cunt.”
 
   He licked heavily up her cheek. “Again.”
 
   “I’m your cunt!” she gasped, looking up at him, feeling his heavy, muscular chest grinding against her.
 
   His hands slid down her back and rubbed and kneaded her slippery buttocks, the big, black fingers digging into the soft flesh as he pulled her against him, grinding his pelvis into her and half lifting her off the floor. At the same time his lips crushed hers, his tongue pushing deep into her mouth and caressing her own. He lifted her fully, and her legs slid around his slippery body as he turned and carried them both under the water.
 
   The water poured over them as Kevin held her in his hands, their tongues moving together, lips sliding passionately, her breasts rubbing and mashing against his chest.
 
   He set her down again and pushed her back, his dark eyes boring into hers as the water poured down around them. Then he reached past her and turned off the shower. He walked out of the shower and picked up a towel, tossing it to her, then picked up another and dried himself. 
 
   She watched him with wide, anxious eyes filled with excitement and heat as she dried herself, gasping and dropping the towel when he suddenly turned to her. He bent as his arm went around her and Tori gasped as he lifted her effortless and slung her across his shoulder. He turned again and walked from the room, carrying her across his back, padding into the big master bedroom and then to a closet. 
 
   She couldn’t see what he did, could only look down the length of his lower back and buttocks at the floor below. Then they turned and she was carried further into the room. He flung her suddenly up and forward and she cried out in surprise, then relief as she fell heavily into the bed. She stared as he climbed onto the foot of the bed and crawled between her splayed legs, kneeling on all fours above her like some great, predatory animal.
 
   He reached down and gripped her wrists, and she saw that he had taken a long, silk tie from the closet. He crossed her wrists together at her belly, and Tori stared as he wrapped the silk gently but firmly around them, twining it around and around, then lifted her wrists up and set them back against the headboard. He tied the tie there, and then eased back onto his heels between her legs.
 
   His teeth gleamed, and Tori felt her pulse racing, her heart pounding. Her chest rose and fell more quickly as his eyes raked the length of her body. His hands gripped her thighs, encircling them, lifting them up and spreading them almost painfully wide. Then he slid forward, dropping to his elbows, his face inches above her pussy.
 
   Her pussy still ached, still throbbed, bruised, sore, and hot. And when he touched it she winced and her hips jerked slightly. But then his tongue began to caress her there and she found that the tenderness, the increased sensitivity to touch, made the sensations of his licking even more powerful, more wickedly pleasurable.
 
   She gasped and moaned weakly, then more strongly as his tongue alone lapped up and down the length of her sex. His arms were bent, pressing down against her thighs to hold them back. His fingers stroked lightly along the edges of her sore pussy mound as his tongue worked at her.
 
   Tori lay her head back, eyes closing, chest heaving, and moaned as the sensual heat flowed over her. Her aching pussy burned with energy and pleasure as his big tongue found her clitoris and – she cried out as she came. Her back arched and she writhed beneath him, gasping and gurgling as her hips sought to buck up against his now avidly licking tongue.
 
   The climax was powerful, intense, and the pain as he licked harder seemed to spur it on to greater, more mind shattering heights. Her heels trembled, bounced and danced on the mattress as he pinned her legs neatly, and her head thrashed from side to side as the pleasure poured through her nervous system.
 
   He eased his licking as the orgasm receded, now licking lightly along the edges of her pussy, ignoring her slit, lapping slowly against her soft, bruised flesh and her inner thighs. His tongue moved up along her lower abdomen, and circled her navel, then he crawled slightly higher, his tongue licking circles up her belly and lower chest. He licked across her right breast, and kissed her rigid nipple, then folded his big lips around it and began to such rhythmically.
 
   His hands kneaded her breasts gently, massaging the sensitive flesh as his mouth and tongue began to torment her left nipple. She groaned and gasped as her nipple was sucked heavily, as his tongue licked deliciously across it, as his teeth bit gently into the surrounding flesh. He shifted to her other breast, working that up to a hot, throbbing state of desire and need, as well.
 
   He slid slightly higher and glared down into her glassy eyes.
 
   “What are you?” he growled, licking at the nape of her neck.
 
   Tori only groaned.
 
   He gripped her throat with his enormous hand, covering it.
 
   “Are you my cunt?”
 
   “I-I’m your cunt,” she groaned.
 
   “Again!”
 
   “I’m your cunt!”
 
   “You are my cunt,” he growled.
 
   Then he licked his way back down between her legs and began to lap along her slit. 
 
   Tori groaned, her head rolling from side to side as the passion and heat built to unbearable levels. Her legs jerked feebly and she pulled at the tie binding her wrists together above her head. Then another massive orgasm rippled along her spine and she cried out, arching her back, bucking her hips, thrashing her head as Kevin’s tongue licked furiously across her throbbing, boiling clitoris.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tori groaned softly, eyes fluttering as she woke from a gloriously erotic dream – into another. She was confused, at first, not sure where she was, or what was – happening.
 
   And then she saw Kevin laying on his side next to her, and felt the silk wrapped around her wrists above her head.
 
   It was day – late afternoon, from the way the sun shone through her window. But she paid little attention to that. She was naked, legs splayed, and Kevin’s right hand lay over her groin. The pad of his right fingertip was lightly caressing her clitoris, which throbbed and burned and ached. 
 
   She gasped, embarrassed for some reason, and then the events of the previous night – of that very morning, came crashing back. He had licked her to orgasm after orgasm until her insides ached from the spasming and clenching, until she begged him to stop, and then he had slid his stiff cock into her and fucked her slowly, grinding his pelvis against her until he spilled his seed in her belly.
 
   And she had fallen asleep, naked, tied, as she was now, fallen asleep in his bed, in her mother’s bed, beside the big, naked, muscular Black man.
 
   Now he leaned in over her, his tongue licking at her erect nipple, his lips folding around it as he began to suck, and Tori stared at the roof, trembling and moaning low in her throat as her body burned with excitement.
 
   He nuzzled the nape of her neck, then kissed her.
 
   “What are you?” he growled, his eyes intense.
 
   “I-I’m your c-cunt,” she said, her voice quavering.
 
   He kissed her, and licked his way down her belly until his tongue began to taunt and tease her clitoris. She moaned, and shuddered under the fire of sexual desire which swept through her. Sober, in the cold light of day, she knew it was wrong, but she could do nothing to stop him, nor wished to.
 
   But he did stop, rising, turning, straddling her body, sitting heavily across her lower chest as he laid his long black cock on her chest. His big hands squeezed her breasts up and together from the sides, rubbing it around his hardening cock, and Tori raised her head, staring, slightly astonished to see the size and length of his erection now as it lay so close, staring at her breasts as he squeezed them around his prick.
 
   “You love my cock, don’t you white girl?” he breathed. “Tell me you love it.”
 
   She jerked her eyes from his cock to his eyes. “I-I love your cock,” she gulped.
 
   His hands were squeezing her breasts in such a way that his thumbs curled in over her nipples, and they were stroking and rubbing as he kneaded her soft flesh. Now he began to grind himself against her, thrusting his cock slowly in and out of her cleavage.
 
   “Tell me you love Black cock,” he ordered.
 
   She shuddered, felt a shock of heat in her chest. “I love Black cock,” she said breathlessly.
 
   “Again, slut.”
 
   “I love black cock. I love your black cock,” she panted.
 
   “You love my nigger cock, bitch. Tell me you love my nigger cock.”
 
   The words shocked her again, and saying them, especially to him, seemed even more shocking, more exciting, more forbidden.
 
   “I-I love your nigger cock,” she gasped, eyes wide.
 
   He squeezed her breasts harder, and she groaned. Then he abandoned them, sliding further up over her body, his buttocks rubbing across her breasts, his knees sliding up along the mattress until they framed her head. She stared up at him. He seemed to be so incredibly high above her that he towered like a mythical figure. She could see nothing but his big bent legs, his belly and chest, and his leering face above.
 
   And his cock as it rested on her throat. He reached down and gripped her hair, pulling it around his fist, lifting it. Tori groaned as he lifted her head up, and gasped as he pointed his cock at her mouth and fed it to her. She closed her lips around the fat, black head and began to suck, licking at the underside as he let it go. He slid both hands under her head now, holding it painlessly, lifting her up and forward and feeding her more cock.
 
   She moaned as she stared at his crinkled pubic hair, as she stared at his belly, up close, as she stared along the length of his hard, thick black cock. He began to pump into her now, the fat cock shaft sliding through her lips, in and out, in and out, the head riding across her tongue. 
 
   He ground his ass down, jammed his cockhead against the inside of her left cheek, then slid it along the roof of her mouth. His eyes gleamed as he bent. “You’re my cunt,” he growled. 
 
   With that he pulled her head up harder, and thrust down, and Tori gagged, then choked as his fat black cock slid down her throat. 
 
   His big hands virtually covered her entire head, and he used his strength to work her up and down even as he pumped, slowly working his cock up and down in her narrow, spasming throat, forcing her face forward until her nose was jammed into his pubic hair, pressed flat against his groin.
 
   “Swallow it,” he panted. “Swallow that nigger cock, bitch. Dirty little white whore.”
 
   He pumped slowly but deeply, and when he pulled out, when he let her head ease back, his cockhead popped free of her throat and mouth and a torrent of saliva spilled down its length into her open mouth and over her face as he rubbed his prick over her cheek.
 
   She gasped and gulped in air as he wiped his spit-wet cock over her face. Then he lifted her head up once more, slid his cock through her open lips, and pulled her higher. She moaned and gulped in a final breath of air, then gurgled and gagged as his cockhead was forced through into her throat, and he pulled her face up along the glistening shaft, jamming it into his groin as he buried the last inch.
 
   “You’re my cunt,” she heard through the pounding in her head.
 
   He thrust himself deep, then pumped hard, in and out, in short strokes, as she moaned and gurgled helplessly.
 
   He pulled out, and again his cock dripped saliva over her face. But he scrambled backwards, roughly spread her legs wide, and rubbed himself along her pussy. She was still gasping for breath when his slippery cock split her sex lips and pushed into her.
 
   He gripped her thighs tightly, pressing them down, as he sank his cock deep into her pussy. She was already hot and wet there, and the saliva only made her slicker as he tightened his grip on her thighs and lifted them up. He drew her legs up along his chest, her ankles over his shoulders, and he began to stroke, leaning further and further over her until he was straight over head, his hips working powerfully, using long, steady strokes.
 
   He fucked her for a long minute, his hands kneading her breasts as he thrust in and out. Then he reached up and took her legs again, his hands almost encircling them, slid his hands up her legs until they gripped her behind the knees, and pressed her legs back and down. He jammed her knees next to her torso, then let his hands slide lower until they were around her ankles.
 
   He straightened her legs and forced her ankles back, back, and back farther, over her shoulders as he leaned into her, as his weight forced her feet back and raised her bottom. Tori groaned as her spine was bent, as the big man jammed her small, bare feet against her ears, then down behind her head. 
 
   And then he began to thrust harder, faster, deeper. His teeth drew back in a snarl and his eyes were dark as they glared down at her. His cock was a piston as he rammed it down into her heaving belly. Now his hips began to slam down into her upraised buttocks with greater and greater force. The mattress bounced beneath them, harder and higher, and began to squeak, the big frame beginning to quiver and shake and hit the wall as his movements became more violent.
 
   Tori could only lay there, bent in two, gasping, grunting, moaning at each deep, wonderful, terrible thrust, helpless before the powerful black man above her as his lower body slammed down into hers in a savage, steady stroke that churned her belly into mulch, that made her grunt and cry out with every deep thrust.
 
   Another orgasm spiraled up from deep within her belly, and it erupted through her body and mind. She had no breath to scream, but could only gurgle and shake as convulsions wracked her body. Kevin continued to pound down into her with relentless force and violence, even as the orgasm eased, as her discomfort grew, and then as the pleasure soared once more and another orgasm spilled through her body – and another.
 
   Afterward, untied, alone, she lay spreadeagled in the bed, gasping, staring sightlessly up at the ceiling. He was gone, in the shower, and she felt an anxious need to be gone before he returned. 
 
   She ached – everywhere. But no more so than deep within her belly, where his cock had pounded at her so hard. She had never felt so – fucked. God! Did he do this to her mother!? That thought made her mind squirm with discomfort and guilt. She had no urge to think about her mother having sex. And she felt very much as though she had betrayed her mother. Still, despite the guilt there was a heady little sensation of gloating, of smug content.
 
   But she had to get out of there. The water turned off, and the thought of him coming and doing her again made her almost panic. With a shuddering groan she forced herself to sit up, gasping at the pain all over her body. She slid to the edge of the bed and half rolled off onto her hands and knees, then used the night table to pull herself to her shaky feet.
 
   She stumbled out of the room, clutching at furniture and walls, and then up the hall to her own room. There she closed the door and put her back against it, moaning weakly. What had she done, she wondered dazedly. She staggered to her bed and with a groan, lay down on her side, then rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide. 
 
   Her pussy was sore, inside and out, and her breasts felt bruised. And raw. She needed to get away from him, somewhere quiet she could think. But she couldn’t work up the energy. Then, thankfully, she heard him leaving, heard the front door closing, heard his car staring up and driving off.
 
   She felt a wave of relief. She groaned as she pulled herself out of bed. She started for the door, then hesitated. She was sore, but felt the need, now, to wear something, not to go out there naked. But she wanted something light against her tender skin.
 
   No panties, no bra. She pulled on a pair of tiny, light, Abercrombie & Fitch short shorts. They were loose cotton, and low slung. Above them she slipped on a simple cami, then shuffled tiredly up the hall and into the living room. The memory came to her of cleaning it early that morning, naked, while he watched, and a small thrum of unwanted heat churned her belly.
 
   She went into the kitchen, remembering how she had knelt on all fours to clean it as he watched, and fought off the vision to make herself a coffee. It was insane for her to continue this kind of thing with Kevin. He was her mother’s husband. What kind of a slut fucked around with her mother’s husband anyway? Sure, he and she weren’t related. It wasn’t like it was – incest – or anything. But it was a betrayal of her mother.
 
   More than that, it was a scary ride she had never imagined before. She’d had sex with guys, but never had she experienced anyone like Kevin. He was quite simply overwhelming, like a hurricane or an avalanche. He was a raw, ruthless, even brutal force of nature. And while that made her pussy hot and excited her imagination to feverish thoughts, well, sober and cold, it scared the crap out of her.
 
   He had fucked her in the ass! God! He had tied her up and fucked her in the ass! And those things he’d made her say! They made her toes curl up but made her mind squirm with both excitement and embarrassment.
 
   She padded back up the hall and had a shower, a long, slow shower, groaning as the heat eased her sore, bruised body. Slippery with soap, she thought of the feel of his body against hers and fought off the lust which blossomed. She let her hand slip between her legs and gently rub at her aching pussy, but winced in pain and let the water rinse it off.
 
   She dried herself; blow dried her hair, then hesitantly opened the door. Normally she would have just worn a towel back to her room, but not today. Today she pulled on her shorts and cami top, just in case he was around. He wasn’t, and she sighed in relief – and perhaps just a bit of disappointment.
 
   Then she had another coffee.
 
   Her throat hurt, and she sipped more coffee.  He’d fucked her throat! She had deep throated him! That was exciting. She felt a wave of delight at the thought, at the knowledge she could deep throat guys. She thought of some of the guys she’d known, of her lovers, and how they would react if she slid her lips all the way down their cocks to the balls. Their eyes would bug out.
 
   She was sure she could do it easily. None of them were anywhere near as big as Kevin.
 
   Kevin. The thought of him made her uneasy. What was she supposed to do about him? Their relationship had certainly changed, and she doubted it would ever return to the way it was. He was certainly not the wimp she’d thought he was! And she had a new sense of respect, not to mention lust, for him and his body and his willpower. He had been so utterly – dominating!
 
   And her mom wouldn’t be home until tomorrow afternoon. She quivered a little at the thought. Could she tell Kevin that their one night of passion wouldn’t ever be repeated and make it stick? What if he refused? She could easily imagine him sneering at her, telling her she was his cunt, and doing her anyway. And the thought of the big Black man tearing off her clothes, bending her over, and ramming himself into her, regardless of what she had to say was oddly exciting.
 
   Kevin might force her. The thought contained no fear, only excitement. And she shook her head, thinking of what a kinky slut she was becoming. He was so big, so powerful, and she had no way of stopping him from doing anything he wanted, from sodomizing her, from – punishing her. He could make her suck his cock. He could fuck her in the ass. He could do anything he wanted to her and she couldn’t stop him.
 
   Of course, she could stay with one of her girlfriends for that night, but the idea was not very enticing. On the other hand, the thought of another night with Kevin, another night like – like what had happened already, was frightening – but also horribly attractive.
 
   God, she had come so hard, so many times. The way he had eaten her out – she would never be satisfied with the half-hearted efforts of half-grown boys again. And that big cock of his, Jesus it had pounded her! She’d simply never imagined sex as – good as that, as wild as that, as passionate and thrilling as that.
 
   She felt a little like the first time she’d tried cocaine, and had known she had to experience it again, even though it was dangerous, even though it was bad for her. After all, she was young and immortal.
 
   As long as her mother didn’t find out, there would be no problem, not – not really.
 
   She heard a car door slam, and gasped, jumping up. She rushed to the front window and saw Kevin holding a bag of groceries as he headed for the door. She ran back to the kitchen, refilled her coffee, and darted to her room, closing it and locking it.
 
   For the next hour she waited in a state of high anxiety, waited for Kevin to come into her room, to force her to open it, to tear her clothes off and fuck her brains out again. The longer she waited, the more nervous she became. And then the more impatient. After an hour she was ready to go out and see him, but as she reached the door she heard a voice, a strange voice. 
 
   She drew back in disappointment. He had someone else over. She wondered who it was. Then, feeling brave, she decided to go out and see. It wasn’t like he was going to attack her around someone stranger. She turned and looked at herself in the mirror and bit her lip lightly. She was dressed more or less normally for her, except she had no bra. That made her breasts and nipples more than a little obvious, especially in the thin little cami.
 
   She didn’t dare, not today. She peeled the top off, found a bra, and slipped it on, adjusting it gingerly over her still sore breasts. Then she put on the cami top. She looked at herself again and reconsidered. Maybe she shouldn’t wear the short shorts.
 
   But then she frowned. She wasn’t going to chance her entire way of dressing because Kevin was an animal who couldn’t control himself! She lived here, and she had a right to dress normally! And if she wanted to go around in her little nightshirt, as she often had over the past two years, then she would do that too!
 
   Well, not with strangers around, of course, but in the evening, when it was only them.
 
   She opened the door and cautiously moved up the hall. She shuffled casually out into the front room, and was slightly startled to see four sets of adult eyes turn to look at her.
 
   Four sets of male eyes.
 
   Four sets of black male eyes.
 
   The three others weren’t as big as Kevin, but they were large men, ex military, the guys he had over for poker, or to watch TV. And she saw there was a football game on TV.
 
   “Uh, hi,” she said.
 
   “Hey, baby,” one of them said, Damian. 
 
   She knew him. She knew the others, too. Kevin had them over now and then. She’d been aware of feeling – looked at – before. It often happened when she was around guys, especially when she was the only girl. When she walked up to a group of guys she knew, and their eyes were on her. Sometimes it made her a little uneasy, and other times it excited her. What were they thinking?
 
   She’d felt it around these guys before too, a different, more intense kind of feeling, because they were all Black men. And she was a blonde girl. And the fewer clothes she wore the more aware of it she was, the more aware of their eyes, of their male interest. But she’d never been as aware as she was now.
 
   Flushing a bit, nervously wishing she’d worn something else, she gave them a half smile. “Hey,” she said.
 
   “Gonna watch the game with us, Tori?” Leon asked.
 
   “I don’t think so,” she said shyly.
 
   She was leaning lightly over the low rail which separated the living room from the hall. The door to the bathroom opened unexpectedly and Kevin emerged. “Hey, baby,” he said, slapping her bottom. “Get us some beer.”
 
   She gasped a little and stared at him indignantly, embarrassed, but where she might once have yelled at him she now bit her lip and, flushing, went into the kitchen.
 
   She got the five beers and put them on a tray, and then, heart pounding much more than it ought to be, she went back into the living room. She was terribly aware of how low slung her shorts were, and how short they were as she moved among them. It was surely her imagination, she thought, but she felt their eyes on her from all directions as she handed out the beers.
 
   But nothing happened, and, her stomach churning, she kind of backed away from them and went back to her room.
 
   The thought of them all aroused her imagination, and her imagination was a lot more expansive now, a lot more capable. Or maybe it was just that she was in a hyper sexual mood. No, she didn’t want Kevin to fuck her again. No, she didn’t want him and his friends to – to gang bang her or something. But she wanted – something.
 
   She found herself feeling anxious, feeling restless. She couldn’t stay in her room and do nothing. She went up the hall, passed behind them, noting one or two heads turned towards her, and went downstairs. She played a little pool, remembering, though her memories were foggy, how he had taken her on the table, across it, how he had forced his cock down her throat.
 
   When she heard feet on the stairs she gasped, but it wasn’t him. Still, she felt a hot little thrill as she turned and bent over the table, pretending to set up a shot. She waited, knowing he was staring at her ass, then took the shot and straightened.
 
   “Hey,” she said.
 
   It was Chris, the perve, as she used to think of him. He was always the one who stared at her the most, the one who stood closest, the one who had suggestive words.
 
   “You’re pretty good,” he said, walking over beside her.
 
   “Yeah, well, I get to practice a lot,” she said with a shrug.
 
   “I guess if you play with the balls enough you learn how to get a feel for them,” he said with a slight leer.
 
   A week ago she would have rolled her eyes. Now she felt a little shockwave in her groin.
 
   “I guess,” she said.
 
   “I used to be pretty good myself,” he said, taking up one of the sticks.
 
   “You play with balls a lot?” she asked.
 
   He grinned. “When I can’t get some pretty girl to do it for me.”
 
   He took a shot. He was good, and the white ball cracked against another, sending it snapping into the pocket.
 
   She took a shot, and missed.
 
   “You need to put more force into it,” he said, snapping another ball into the pocket.
 
   “I don’t have that much force,” she said ruefully.
 
   “It’s all in how you handle the stick, baby,” he said, coming to stand beside her.
 
   He leaned forward, his arm around her, gripping her hand on the stick. She started, but didn’t try to move away.
 
   “Just wrap your fingers a little tighter around the – shaft,” he said, his breath warm in her ear. “And then - .”
 
   “Thought you were watching the game, Chris.”
 
   They both looked up as Kevin came down the stairs, and Chris moved to put some space between him and Tori. 
 
   “Uh, yeah, man, I just - .”
 
   “Then go watch it.”
 
   “Sure man.” 
 
   Chris grinned and moved past him to the stairs. Kevin swiveled, his eyes following him. Then he turned and glowered at Tori.
 
   “I didn’t do anything,” she said defensively.
 
   His hands went around her throat and she gasped, grabbing at his wrists.
 
   “Put your hands down,” he growled, his eyes boring into her.
 
   “But I didn’t do anything!”
 
   “Put your hands down!” he hissed.
 
   She dropped her hands weakly. He wasn’t squeezing tight anyway, and she knew she could do nothing to push him off.
 
   “You are my cunt. Have you forgotten that?” he said quietly.
 
   “I didn’t - .”
 
   Her words were choked off as his fingers tightened around her throat, and again her hands rose to grab at his wrists.
 
   “Drop your hands,” he ordered softly.
 
   Tori dropped her hands, her head starting to throb. He eased his grip on her throat.
 
   “You are my cunt. Say it.”
 
   “I’m your cunt!” she gasped, forcing the words out through his still tight fingers.
 
   “You don’t fuck anyone I don’t tell you to fuck,” he said softly, tightening his fingers again, and then, his powerful muscles bunching, he raised his arms, lifting her right off her feet.
 
   She gurgled, and grabbed at his wrists again.
 
   “Drop your fucking hands,” he growled softly.
 
   Her fingers loosened, then slipped off his wrists. Her hands trembled in mid-air, then, as he continued to hold her aloft, dropped halfway, then all the way to her sides, to her hips. Gasping, eyes wide, she stared at him as he held her aloft by the throat, her toes twitching and jerking above the floor.
 
   “You are my cunt. If I want to give you to my friends I’ll do it. I’ll invite them all down here and have them fuck your tight little white ass all night long. But unless I do that you keep away from them. You are not going to start rubbing your ass against ever nigger cock that comes in my house.”
 
   The pressure against her jaw, against her head, felt enormous, but somehow Tori kept her trembling arms at her sides as he held her in mid-air, huge hands wrapped around her throat. He eased her back to her feet, and loosened his grip on her throat, and Tori gulped in air, sweating and gasping.
 
   He took her roughly by the arm and led her through the open doorway to the laundry room, then closed it behind him. He led her back into his workshop and closed that door too. Tori was too busy reacquainting herself with breathing to think or care.
 
   Then he stopped, released her arm, and with a swift movement yanked her cami up and over her head. Tori gasped, automatically folding her arms across her breasts, but he spun her around, undid her bra, and then yanked it off too.
 
   “Kevin - .”
 
   “Shut up,” he said. “You’re gonna stay here until my buddies are gone.”
 
   “But I - .”
 
   He closed his hand around her throat to quiet her. “I said shut up, you little white whore!”
 
   She was angry at his treatment. It wasn’t fair! She hadn’t done anything!”
 
   But when he yanked her short shorts down she felt a hot little thrum of excitement, and didn’t fight him as she stepped out of them. What was he going to do? His friends were here, after all. He didn’t have much time. She stared across the room at the sawhorse and hoped he didn’t try to put her on it again. She wouldn’t go if he did!
 
   She saw him gather up a long length of narrow brown rope from the corner, and felt another quiver of excitement.
 
   He was going to tie her up!
 
   “Turn around, slut.”
 
   “But - .”
 
   “Turn around!” he growled.
 
   She turned, and gasped as she felt the rope slide around her wrists.
 
   “Put your hands together,” he ordered.
 
   She obeyed, clasping her hands together, and felt the rope going around her wrists again and again and again. After a half dozen or so loops he fed the rope between her wrists a couple of times to pull the other loops tight. Then she felt him raising the rope, felt it slide around her left arm just below her elbow. She blinked in surprise, wondering – and then it looped around her other arm, and pulled back, and she gasped and groaned as her arms were forced back painfully tight.
 
   “OW!”
 
   “Shut up, slut.”
 
   “That hurts!”
 
   “You’ll get used to it.”
 
   Her shoulders strained as her arms were forced back sharply. Loop after loop went around both arms, then, as with her wrists, he fed the rope between her arms, snapping it tight. And yet still he fed the rope up, and she felt him start another loop around her upper arm. She was under no illusion he thought she was super girl, so all this rope tying was in aid of something other than keeping her helpless. 
 
   She stood silently, wincing occasionally, gasping. When she protested again she got a slap to the side of the head. A half dozen loops went around her upper arms above the elbows, and then he fed the rope between her arms, pulling, pulling, ignoring her gasps of pain as he forced her arms even further together, so that her elbows were touching.
 
   He fed the rope over her right shoulder and brought it down under her right breast, then across her chest, and up around her left breast. Like a strange kind of halter, it squeezed her breasts up, and together from the sides as he fed it over her shoulder. He looped it behind her neck and brought it over her shoulder again, this time crossing her chest to curve under her left breast, pull across, and cut up around her right breast before crossing her shoulder again.
 
   He repeated the same loop again, and then again, until four loops of rope cut down along the sides of her breasts, and in beneath, squeezing them together.
 
   He turned and bent, picking something up. She was confused, then he slid his arm around her, and bent her forward. She stared down in surprise at a narrow chunk of wood he’d placed against her chest beneath her breasts. It was round, about a foot long, and as thick as – and the first thought that came to mind was – his cock. 
 
   He pressed it up against the underside of her soft breasts as he bent her over, then fed the rope over her right shoulder, down around the right side of the wooden cylinder, then back up again. It went behind her neck, then over her left shoulder, to wrap around the other side of the wooden cylinder, holding it firmly against the underside of her breasts.
 
   Then it went over her shoulder again and around her neck. When it came down again he had a second wooden cylinder in his hand. He pressed it against the top of her breasts, bent her a little further, and then put the rope around both cylinders, tightening it on that side.
 
   “Ohh! Oww!” she gasped as the wooden cylinders squeezed her breasts between them. “Wha – what are you doing?!”
 
   He ignored her, feeding the rope back over her shoulders and down the other side. Again he looped it around the two cylinders, but this time as he squeezed them closer they really had her breasts hard between them, and squeezed them both out painfully.
 
   “Saw this in Bangkok,” he said with a grunt, pulling the rope up around her shoulders again.
 
   Now he fed the rope down her back and she looked down as it came around her waist and belly, circled her belly once, twice, four times, then five. It was tight, but not too, too tight. Then he roughly bent her over.
 
   “Stay put, slut.”
 
   He moved away, and Tori, anxious, aroused, resentful, excited, nervous, saw him bend over something near the door. He returned and she saw he had things in his hands. One was what she thought was her dildo, but no, this was bigger, thicker. He pushed it against her mouth, forced it roughly inside, and gripped her hair.
 
   “Suck it, slut. Suck that nigger cock,” he growled.
 
   She moaned, rolling her eyes as the latex cock moved around inside her mouth. Then he yanked it free, bent her over, and pressed it against her pussy. She groaned as it was forced up inside her, spreading her sex tube wide as he pumped it deeper.
 
   “Y-Your friends are going to come down!” she panted.
 
   “You wish, don’t you, slut? You wish they would so they’d fuck you, ain’t that right? Fucking little cock loving whore.”
 
   She cried out loud as the dildo was rammed inside her.
 
   “Keep your fucking mouth shut,” he hissed.
 
   And then to make sure she did he shoved a short black dildo into her mouth and strapped it around her head. It was not exactly a dildo, Tori realized. The base was fat and round, and the head too stubby and swollen. It was a gag of some kind, a real gag. It excited her, and she wondered where he’d gotten it, and when. But now she was forced into silence as he forced the rest of the dildo up into her pussy.
 
   Then he produced another, and this one he forced into her anus, calling her a dirty little white slut as he pumped it in and out. 
 
   With both dildos all but buried in her belly he picked up the rope again, and fed loop after loop down her belly, between her legs, and up between her buttocks. When a half dozen loops were there he began to tighten them, feeding them through the loops around her waist, and then pulling hard – harder – harder still, until they cut painfully into her soft sex, pulling in tight and hard around the base of the dildos protruding from her anus and pussy, until the ropes around her waist were jammed painfully into her hips and belly. 
 
   She moaned and rolled her eyes, but he ignored her. He fed the rope down the back of her legs, tied a half dozen tight loops around her legs above the knees, then another half dozen below the knees, then bound her ankles tightly together, side by side. He fiddled with the loops, brought them in under her ankles, up and back through her legs, then down tightly, where he tied a loop and forced it under her big toes, binding them firmly together.
 
   Then he dragged her a little to the side
 
   He fiddled with something at her shoulders, and she screamed briefly into the gag as she felt the hard wooden cylinders absolutely crushing her breasts, almost lifting her up off her feet. She was set back down, and he fiddled with the ropes again. Again she felt pressure as she was lifted briefly up to the tips of her toes, but this time the pressure was focused on her groin, on the ropes pulled up against her sex.
 
   He eased her down, and fiddled some more, and then he stepped back and pulled on a rope which went up to a ring driven into the ceiling beam. And Tori rose off her feet and hung there, squirming and moaning and gasping helplessly.
 
   Now the pressure was – everywhere. The ropes cutting into her sex were worst, but the ones around her waist pulled and pinched against her as they bore some of her weight. So too did the ropes around her thighs and legs, and also the ropes under her breasts and the wooden cylinders.
 
   “Hang around, bitch. I’ll be back for you after the games over and the guys have left.”
 
   Kevin grinned and left the room, closing the door behind, and a moment later she heard his feet as he climbed the stairs.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was most painful between the legs, of course, not just on the loops of rope cutting into her soft flesh there, but the ropes pressed against the underside of the two dildos, for they were driven in even harder, and both dildos were jammed hard into her belly, grinding against her insides, against the back wall of her pussy and rectum.
 
   Her shoulders ached, and were growing numb. There was pressure, she realized, on the loops under her big toes, forcing them up and back, and they began to throb hotly. Her breasts had gone white, then red, and were now turning purple with the pressure squeezing in on them from top and bottom.
 
   She hurt. But – it wasn’t a terrible pain. And the sense of sexual shock and excitement she’d felt as he began to tie her up had not dissipated. If anything it had grown more powerful. She moaned low in her throat, feeling a sense of masochistic heat as she swayed slowly above the floor. She had thought she knew what it meant to be tied up, but she had never imagined this. Kevin was far more perverted, far more sophisticated in his knowledge of sex than she could hope to understand.
 
   So despite the discomfort she felt a glow of heat in her lower belly. Despite the pain she felt a thrumming of arousal, felt the hard ache of the dildos within her and grew moist and hot.
 
   The tight ropes dug into her soft flesh in so many places, pulling in tight around her belly, squeezing around her chest, up against her pussy, around her arms and legs – but the throbbing of her constricted breasts, and the throbbing inside her where the two dildos were forced so high and hard and deep were what her mind was focusing on.
 
   She could hear them through the floor above, could hear the game, could hear their voices, their laughter. She could not make out what they said, but the nearness of them added to her sense of wicked excitement. There was no lock on the workroom. What if one of them came down and saw her like this?
 
   Then, too, there was Kevin’s words, that he might give her to his friends. She didn’t think he would but wasn’t entirely sure – nor did she want to be. The thought of herself surrounded being gang banged by Kevin and his friends was wild and thrilling – horrifying, embarrassing and frightening, to be sure, but also wild and thrilling.
 
   They were all so old, too, twice her age and more. She’d never give a thought to such men ordinarily. But now the thought of those lecherous Black men pawing and groping at her, sticking their big black cocks into her body, made her hot and sweaty a she swayed slowly in mid-air. 
 
   Her shoulders had gone from burning to numb now, as were her arms. In fact, it hardly felt like she had arms at all. She felt her toes, though, felt that rope wedged up between her big toes and the next toe, felt it digging into the soft flesh there so that she ached, and the ache throbbed up the length of her ankle and leg into that mass of wild, sensory heat between her thighs.
 
   The ropes bit into her pussy, but the sensation was not steady. The ropes there were attached to the rest of the ropes, and writhing and twisting her body, shifting her legs, all caused the pressure to either ease, or tighten. And in this, way, as she hung, as she twisted and pulled and writhed slowly and weakly, the ropes jammed into her groin with altering pressures which were just barely insufficient to push her over the edge into climax.
 
   Just barely.
 
   But it was hard to breath through her nose, and she was sweating heavily, and the aching and throbbing continued. Her breasts were purple, and felt as though they were going to burst from the pressure inside. 
 
   She could hear their footsteps above on the hard wood floor, could hear each time one of them walked to the bathroom or the kitchen. Every time feet neared the basement door she felt a little surge of excitement and fear. And then she heard feet on the steps. Her heart pounded and she stared at the closed door. Kevin – surely? She moaned, cringing at the thought of how shamed and mortified she would be if it was one of his friends, discovering her by accident.
 
   It wasn’t merely that she was nude. It was that she looked terrible. Her hair was a mess, she was all sweaty, and her breasts were bulging and purplish!
 
   She heard shouts upstairs, as there was a roar of applause and crowd noise from the television. Then in the next instant the door opened and – to her relief – she recognized Kevin immediately. He was smiling thinly at her as he walked over to stand before her.
 
   “Enjoying yourself, baby?” he asked. “Ready to be let down yet?
 
   She could not, of course, answer.
 
   “Your little pussy all hot for Black cock?” he asked.
 
   He had something in his hand, and as he raised it she recognized it, oddly, as a fork, and she wondered, somewhat dazedly, what on earth he was doing with a fork.
 
   He ran his hands lightly over her swollen, bulging, purplish breasts, and she moaned as his rough, black hands caressed the taut skin.
 
   “Hey, baby, now you’re a coloured girl,” he said with a grin. “At least your tits are.”
 
   He took her stiff nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, then, and suddenly closed his fingers hard and twisted them sharply. Her nipples burned like fire, and Tori howled into the gag, her entire body trembling and shaking as he chuckled in amusement.
 
   “These look just about ready to burst,” he said, examining her breasts.
 
   Then he laid the bottom of the fork against her left breast and let it slide up and down. “What do you think, Tori, should we let some air out of these balloons?” he asked.
 
   She had no idea what he meant, but watched him anxiously, watched the fork, trying to understand what he intended.
 
   He pressed the sharp points of the fork against her flesh, and she felt little prickles of pain. Her skin was hot, excruciatingly sensitive now. The light pressure of the fork produced four neat little white dots where the prongs touched. 
 
   Kevin grinned and then slid the fork along her skin, scratching the sharp prongs lightly along her purplish flesh. Normally the action would have done nothing, but so terribly sensitive were her throbbing breasts now that it felt as though a cat had clawed her, and she screamed into the gag, her body trembling and shaking.
 
   The fork briefly left four narrow lines of white behind, but the lines quickly faded to red, and then purple again. Kevin chuckled at her reaction, and scratched the claw the other way, then up, then down, taunting her, tormenting her as her breasts burned and quivered and the skin crackled with pain.
 
   He was not pressing hard enough to break the skin, not even hard enough to scrape it. But it didn’t matter. Wherever the fork scratched she burned and her skin whitened and flared with intense, biting pain. And then he let the fork’s sharp points scratch across her right nipple, and the heat flared into a roaring fire.
 
   Her legs jerked violently, her head thrashing from side to side, but Kevin seemed fascinated by her reactions, and let the fork slide over her breast, then over the other, occasionally forcing the clawed tips across her nipple to set her squalling and yelling into the gag. He was only there for a couple of minutes but sweat poured down her chest and flanks as the pain burned away at her.
 
   “Gotta go, baby, but don’t you worry. I’ll come down and see you again at half time.
 
   He grinned, then paused, watching her sway and shake, her body’s reaction to the stinging pain causing her to swing and twist. He slipped the fork into his pocket, then moved to the cabinet and drew out a length of narrow twine. Tying a knot in the end, he slipped the loop around one outraged, stinging, burning, throbbing nipple, and yanked it tight.
 
   Tori squealed at the fresh pain, moaning and rolling her eyes as he chuckled in amusement. He pulled the twine forward, away from her body, five feet to a distant pole, then around it and back. To her. He grinned as he cut the twine and tied another loop on the other end. 
 
   Then he began to pull, and Tori’s nipple stretched, straining forward. Her puckered areola was pulled outwards as well, but her already throbbing, taut breasts could remain as they were. Her body then pulled out, her nipple on fire at the pressure, threatening to tear free of her breast.
 
   Kevin tied the loop around her other nipple, and then released his hold on it. Tori’s body eased back, the pressure on her body eased so that she was again hanging straight down, but now both nipples were straining outwards, hot, throbbing and burning.
 
   “See you later, baby.”
 
   He closed the door behind him and Tori moaned helplessly.
 
   Her nipples were on fire, stinging terribly. She was no longer twisting and turning and swaying, but every time she breathed she could feel more pressure pulling against her nipples, and any movement of her body increased or decreased that pull. It took little time at all for her nipples to feel raw and then, thankfully, numb save for a hot, uncomfortable, tingling sensation
 
   But that tingling sensation seemed to travel right through her body, all the way down to her toes – and didn’t miss her throbbing groin on the way. Every time she moved or shifted or breathed she felt the tingling grow worse, until her entire body seemed to resonate with the hot, terrible tingling in her nipples.
 
   The orgasm arrived suddenly, without the surge of sensations she was used to, without the buildup of heat between her legs. It was an orgasm unlike any she had ever felt before, because it was focused in her nipples, in her breasts, and the sensual explosion of pleasure was hottest, most powerful there, so that her nipples seemed to flare with a wild, terrible, wonderful screaming sensation of pleasure that had her twisting and writhing uncontrollably.
 
   And that, of course, only increased the pressure, the pulling on her nipples, and built the orgasm higher. She had a terrible, wild-eyed fear that she would tear her nipples off, but could not stop herself form jerking and twisting and thrashing, her ankles spastically jerking in and out as her head fell back and her eyes rolled up in her head.
 
   And when it was over her pussy throbbed every bit as hard and hot, and her nipples still tingled, though with more heat in them, more throbbing.
 
   She was too frazzled now to judge time, or to follow the footsteps above. Kevin appeared suddenly, and she was startled, gasping, wide eyed as he grinned at her.
 
   “How’s your little nipples, baby?” he asked, tugging on the twine.
 
   He produced a rope and sliced through the twine a few inches from each nipple. Then hugged her to him, lifting her, easing her weight off the ropes above as he reached above and loosened whatever held her up. Then he was lowering her, and Tori’s feet touched the cold stone.
 
   She moaned in relief as he took his arm away from her, swaying weakly on her feet as he moved behind her back and began to work his fingers at the knots binding her arms together. The ropes slowly loosened, then began to fall away, and Tori moaned as the stiff, numbness of her arms was released. Her shoulders and arms began to ache, once more, to throb, to burn as they were freed from their unnatural stiffness.
 
   In seconds the ropes were gone from her arms, then from her legs, and finally, he peeled them away from her waist, where they had sunk deep, and down between the cheeks of her buttocks and away from her aching pussy.
 
   But Tori was not freed. Her arms were useless; hot, throbbing, aching, quivering. And already he was wrapping rope around her wrist again, holding her arm to keep her from sagging to her knees, then lifting it up high, tossing the rope over a pipe, then across another, and back down as he lifted her other arm up and out, and tied the rope around her wrist again.
 
   Her arms were too weak to resist, tingling and burning with returning sensations in many places, her shoulders aching. Yet there was also the delicious pleasure of returning sensation – after the pins and needles had eased, a delicious sensation of relief from the strain and pressure.
 
   And then, finally, he undid the ropes over her shoulders, and eased the wood down and away from her breasts.
 
   She screamed into the gag, twisting and shaking, pulling against the ropes holding her wrists as she instinctively sought to cup her wounded breasts. The circulation was returning, and her breasts burned fiercely. Tori writhed and twisted, tears filling her eyes as Kevin, ignoring her reactions, continued on doing whatever it was he was doing.
 
   That included tying small weights to the twine still biting into her nipples, shifting her legs apart and tying rope around her ankles to keep them apart, and then fingering her pussy, spreading the hood of her sex up to reveal the throbbing pink clitoris beneath, and snapping the tight jaws of a clamp around it.
 
   Tori screamed at the new source of pain, jerking and twisting and shaking, her ankles pulling against the ropes as Kevin winked at her and waved goodbye.
 
   It took long minutes for the pain to ease into a dull, throbbing ache between her legs, and Tori was finally able to ease the pumping of her chest and catch her breath.
 
   Fucking Kevin, she thought. Fucking asshole.
 
   But she felt better. Her arms were hot, but the painful, constricting ropes were off them, and her shoulders, though they ached, found their new position, with her arms up and outstretched, much more agreeable. Much less painful. She cocked her head back with a grunt, staring up at her bound wrists, then down at the weights dangling from her nipples, at the clamp attached to her clitoris, at the ropes around her ankles.
 
   Fucking Kevin. What a fucking pervert.
 
   Bastard.
 
   Her nipples still throbbed and burned, but her breasts were starting to lose their colour, and some of their heat. They had shifted from purple to red now, and the skin, while still hot and tingling, was cooling.
 
   But her inner heat was still bubbling. She was in a classic position, one she well recognized from every story of pirates and romance, of helpless, pretty prisoners, and mustachioed bandits. Except, of course, for the weights dangling from her nipples, and the hot, biting pain between her legs caused by the clamp.
 
   Fucking Kevin. Fucking pervert, she thought weakly.
 
   It was much easier to stand there, legs apart, then it had been to hang from the ropes. It was almost boring, and would have been except – that she was naked – and hot, and aroused, and her mind was filled with lewd, perverted sexual images and fantasies.
 
   Her ankles were tied, but not far apart. She simply could not close them, could not bring her knees within a foot of each other. She could shift them further apart, though, and did, experimentally, shifting her weight from one bare foot to the other, or shifting them far apart, so that the ropes around her wrists were taut, and pulling up hard, her body straining.
 
   And then she heard movement outside, and shifted her legs back together quickly, straightening, feeling a surge of excitement. She would not show him that she cared, that his sicko games had any affect on her!
 
   Was it half time? Would he spend more time with her, this time? 
 
   She was standing still, her legs as close together as they would go, her back straight when the door opened. But she felt a hammer blow of shock when it was Chris who leaned in through the partially opened door instead of Kevin. She stared at him as a shockwave of alarm and embarrassment rolled over her. He stared back, his eyes wide, and she froze, her face instantly flushing red, jerking away.
 
   She heard him chuckle low in his throat, and heard him coming closer. She dropped her eyes, her head turned aside, mortified as he ran his eyes over her exposed body.
 
   “Well ain’t this something?” he said in amusement, his voice very close now.
 
   “I shoulda known Kevin wouldn’t just let a little cherry like you sit unplucked on the vine.”
 
   She gasped as she felt his hands on her breasts, jerking her head quickly back, her eyes staring at him. She shook her head in denial, trying to twist her body free, but his fingers were squeezing her soft, aching breasts, and she was in no position to pull free.
 
   “These are nice titties,” he said with a leer,” Even nicer than I figured.”
 
   His thumbs stroked over her swollen nipples, and she winced and jerked.
 
   “Is old Kevin punishing you, Tori honey?” he asked. “You want Uncle Chris to make it feel all better?”
 
   He bent and squeezed her breast gently, but deeply, then slid his lips around her nipple and began to kiss, lick, and suckle at it.
 
   “What’s this shit?” he snorted, pulling his lips up and eyeing the weights dangling from the twine. “Kevin always was a kinky guy. He spent too many hours at those Singapore sex shows.”
 
   He flicked at the weights and made them swing, laughing darkly as Tori winced and moaned.
 
   “Does that hurt, baby? You just let Uncle Chris make it feel all nice.”
 
   He slipped a pocket knife from his back pocket, then held the sharp edge before her eyes before placing the knife, on its side, against her face and slowly sliding it across her cheek, then down over her shoulder and over her breast. He turned it edge on, then, and slipped the point down against he twine.
 
   “This thing is sure tight,” he said, pinching her nipple, pulling it back, and sawing softly at the twine. “Don’t wanna cut your nipple off.”
 
   The twine parted and came free, the weight dropping to the floor. He turned his attention to her other nipple, and Tori bit into the gag as the first one began to burn with returning circulation. She stared anxiously as he sawed the sharp-edged knife back and forth against the twine, his thumb and forefinger pinching her nipple and stretching it out so that she winced and moaned into the gag.
 
   And then the twine came apart and the weight dropped away, and her nipples were both throbbing and burning with returning circulation.
 
   While Tori burned with embarrassment as Chris stood there looking at her, a huge grin on his face, his hands rubbing the undersides of her breasts, cupping and lifting them gently, pressing them together a she bit into the gag and dropped her eyes in shame.
 
   “Nice, nice titties,” he said.
 
   She gasped and winced as his thumbs stroked over her nipples. The worst of the pain was fading, and they were now beginning to tingle with pins and needles. Christ squeezed her breasts harder, bent once more, and slipped his lips around her left nipple. She gasped as he began to suck gently and rhythmically. At first it hurt, but then, the pins and needles began to slowly shift into a feeling of intense pleasure.
 
   Very quickly her nipple was throbbing and felt bloated, hard and oversensitive. And with his tongue caressing it, his warm lips around it, and the steady, rhythmic suction, she felt in heaven. He shifted his lips to her other nipple, applying his soft, wet suction as his black fingers kneaded her soft white flesh. And it too was soon throbbing and aching deliciously.
 
   She remembered the orgasm she had given herself the other day, when her nipples had been tied up and she had pulled against them, the orgasm which had centred not on her pussy, but on her nipples, and she knew she was going to have another soon if he didn’t stop. Her nipples felt explosive, felt on fire with pleasure as his lips shifted from one to the other, his tongue lapping wetly and excitedly.
 
   The orgasm sparkled through her nipples and breasts, burned its way into her chest, and then spread up and down her spine. Tori moaned, her back arching, her head thrashing as she was swamped by waves of sexual heat and pleasure. Her breasts burned and sparkled like live electric wires, both filled with a tingling ache and a hot, crackling pleasure.
 
   Chris’ hands slid up and down her body now, his left hand stroking her back, squeezing and kneading her buttocks his right sliding down between her legs. He found the clamp there, and almost unconsciously flicked it off.
 
   The pain screamed through Tori’s mind and she howled into the gag, biting into the soft leather, her head thrashing violently as the fiery pain burned through her groin. Chris did not seem to notice it, did not notice the changeover from pleasure to pain, nor to care. He continued to mouth her nipples, sucking and slurping on the rigid little buttons, squeezing her breasts as she trembled and shook. Then he began to slip slowly down her body, his hands stroking her everywhere, until he knelt between her legs.
 
   His hands stroked up and down along her inner thighs, forcing her legs wider, and his mouth licked up along her groin, tracing the line of her sex very lightly. His thumbs spread her pussy lips back and he pushed his fat tongue into her, licking wetly up her slit and across her aching clitoris.
 
   She flinched and jerked in pain, and then again as his tongue slid over her clit a second time, and a third. Each time his tongue lapped across her clit her hips jerked back, but his fingers were know digging into her buttocks, squeezing her bottom, pulling her tightly against his mouth. She jerked and moaned and flinched again and again as his tongue licked at her burning clit.
 
   And then, as with her nipples, the pain began to fade, and the pins and needles sensation took hold. With his tongue licking wetly across it the sensations coming from her clitoris now became wild and intense, and despite her embarrassment Tori couldn’t resist. Her hips began to grind and buck uncontrollably as she gasped and moaned and rolled her head back.
 
   She shuddered at the force of the sensual heat burning up her spine, pumping her hips, jamming her sex into his face as he dug his fingers into her buttocks and moved with her. His tongue licked faster and harder, and she cried out into the gag, cried out again and again, her head pulled back, her long blonde hair caressing her back, her breasts taut.
 
   “God damn it!”
 
   Chris jerked up to his feet and turned as Kevin came into the room, glaring at him, then at Tori.
 
   “Hey, man,” Chris said.
 
   “I told you not to touch this bitch!”
 
   “Hey, I couldn’t resist. Shit, man, I come upon her like this. You think I can turn away from it?”
 
   Kevin glowered at Tori, whose trembling body was just beginning to ease its movements as she raised her head and blinked at them.
 
   “Fucking white whore,” he said.
 
   “Man, she is red hot,” Chris said. “This is class A pussy!”
 
   “You don’t get her pussy. You can fuck her in the ass.”
 
   “Well now, I can’t say I’ll turn that down,” Chris said with a grin, moving behind her.
 
   He cupped her buttocks and squeezed. “Shit, this is one fine ass!’ he said. “I bet you stuck your dick up between these fine cheeks a time or two. This is an ass made for fuckin’.”
 
   “Then shove it up her ass and shut up,” Kevin growled.
 
   “You don’t gotta ask me twice, man.”
 
   Tori gasped as she felt Chris’ cock prodding at her anal opening. Kevin moved up close before her and she moaned as his fingers cupped her sex and began to rub across her clitoris.
 
   “You like that, bitch?” he whispered. “You like the feel of a nigger cock going up your little white ass?”
 
   And it was going up her ass. Tori gasped as Chris thrust in and back, pushing, twisting eagerly, his pre-cum lubricating the head of his cock as he ground his hips and forced his cockhead through the tight ring of her sphincter.
 
   “Ram it up her ass, man,” Kevin said, his eyes boring into her. 
 
   He brought his other hand up around her throat and squeezed loosely.
 
   “You love it, don’t you, slut? You love that nigger cock, don’t you?”
 
   His two middle fingers were up inside her to the knuckles, pumping in and out as his thumb stroked roughly across her clitoris. Tori twisted and writhed in her ropes, gasping and moaning as she felt Chris’ cock driving deeper and higher into her belly. It hurt a little, but she didn’t care about pain. Every inch made her feel hotter and more wicked as his hands gripped her thighs and his cock spiked ever deeper.
 
   Her insides were twisting and turning, her muscles spasming and twitching as the sex-heat sizzled inside her body and mind. Her very skin seemed to be pulsing and throbbing, a crackling sexual firestorm rising within her. Kevin closed his hand suddenly, and she gurgled as it shut off her breathing. Then Chris gave a sudden thrust and she felt his cock drive much higher and deeper.
 
   She came, shaking violently, convulsions wracking her body as Kevin’s fingers pumped and stroked and Chris cursed and rammed his cock into her to the hilt. She felt his coarse pubic hairs jammed into the undersides of her buttocks as he buried his cock in her rectum. His tight hands closed on her thighs, forcing them open and back, throwing his hips forward to jam every last inch up her ass.
 
   Her eyes popped wider and wider as she gurgled and gasped, Kevin’s dark eyes still staring into hers as his big hand squeezed tighter around her throat. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, her body trembling and shaking as thought the crackling sexual firestorm would tear her apart.
 
   She sagged, at last, and Kevin removed his hand. She gulped in air, gasping for breath, her head falling, just as Chris began to slowly work his big cock up and down her tight anal tube.
 
   And then Kevin stepped back and watched, his face stone. Tori moaned weakly, still gulping in air as Chris’ hips ground and churned against her, his big log of a cock sliding up and down in her anus. He was cursing softly as he sodomised her, his hands sliding up and down her inner thighs as he jerked her back to meet his thrusts. Then his hands left her thighs, cupping and squeezing her breasts as he bit into the nape of her neck.
 
   “Hot little slut,” he panted.
 
    “She’s gonna be even hotter tonight,” Kevin said.
 
   “She can’t get no hotter, man,” Chris gasped, thrusting harder, deeper. 
 
   His big spear of a cock was ramming up so deep now that it made Tori ache, raised her to her toes with each thrust.
 
   And then with a groan, he finished, and she felt a hot, nasty thrum as she realized he was pumping his salty semen into her rectum even as Kevin sourly looked on.
 
   “You fucking keep quiet about this,” Kevin warned him as Chris did up his pants. “I hear one word and you get no more of that tight ass.”
 
   “Whatever you say, man.”
 
   “You’re going to be punished, bitch,” Kevin growled, pointing his finger at her. “I told you to stay away from the niggers.”
 
   Tori’s chin dropped low as she tiredly went limp against the ropes, moaning weakly, and not even caring about the unfairness of his threat. He went upstairs with Chris, and she wondered, with more than a little excitement, if they would bring the rest of them down to fuck her in the ass too.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Kevin had said she would be hot later, but Tori hadn’t understood then. Now she did. He had said it was something else he learned in Asia. 
 
   He pointed at the small table.
 
   “Lay down,” he ordered.
 
   “It’s too small for me,” she said uncertainly.
 
   “It’s fucking big enough, slut. Lay down!”
 
   Of course, it wasn’t big enough, but she did her best, lying on her back on the table, hands at her sides, gripping the bottom of the table. Her lower body hung off the edge, of course, but he didn’t seem concerned with this.
 
   She looked down nervously as he wrapped layers of rope around her right wrist, then pulled the rope tightly down and wrapped it around the lower right leg of the table. He fed it across to the other leg and then tied her left wrist down hard. With that done he moved to the head of the table and gripped her beneath the arms, pulling hard.
 
   “Ow!” she gasped.
 
   He ignored her, pulling until the ropes pulled very tightly against her wrists. Then he reached over her and caught at her legs, his big hands encircling them, and lifted them up and back over her head.
 
   Tori moaned softly as her bottom was raised high into the air, then grunted in discomfort as he pressed her toes down against the wood at the top corners of the table.
 
   He wrapped each ankle in rope and then bound them to the top corner legs, leaving her bottom raised high, and open, vulnerable to anything he wanted to do to it.
 
   He had taken the gag out, but now he produced what looked like another. It was a leather strap, but with a round hole in the center. The hole had a hard plastic shell around it, and he forced the shell into her mouth, then pulled the strap behind her head and fastened it in place.
 
   The shell was between her teeth, holding her mouth open, and Tori’s breathing sounded harsh and ragged as she breathed through the circle of the strap. He smiled down at her, then stuck his fingers through the hole and caressed her tongue. She licked at them and he withdrew them, wiping them on her face.
 
   He showed her a small, thin plastic tube, then, about a foot long. He smiled as he did, and she had no idea what he intended. Then he bent and thrust one end into her nose. She was astonished as she saw him with another, and watched him push that into her other nostril. He laughed at her obvious confusion, then gathered her hair at the left side of her head, and twisted it into a loose braid.
 
   He tied the raid with twine, then pulled it sharply to the left, tying it around her ankle. He moved to the other side of the table and gathered in the hair there, braiding it as well, and pulling it to the right, painfully to the right, tying it with twine as well, and then tying it to her right ankle.
 
   He looked down at her, and Tori looked up, breathing heavily, feeling wicked and masochistic, wondering what lewd, sexual thing he would do to her next.
 
   He turned away briefly, then showed her a needle. It looked like a thin sewing needle, and Tori stared anxiously, moaning as it got closer to her. He bent and squeezed her already plump breast, then pressed the tip of the needle against the exact center of her nipple.
 
   Tori was sure it was merely a bluff, merely an idle threat, that he was just doing it to scare her. Even when she felt the first tight prick of the needle she thought he was only pretending. But then the sharp pain grew worse, and worse, and she screamed through the open gag as her nipple caught fire, as the needle drove through it and down into her soft breast tissue.
 
   He withdrew, grabbed something, and then shoved it through the open ring of her gag. It barely fit, and blocked most of the noise she was making as it pushed down into her mouth. It was not a soft rubber gag, and Tori stared in shock at the long red length of it as it protruded from her mouth, from her gag. She could taste it, and smell its scent, but could hardly believe or understand, at first.
 
   It was a candle, a long, fat candle.
 
   She stared up its length wondering what else it could possibly be, even as she tasted the wax against her tongue.
 
   Then Kevin leaned forward, another needle in his hand, and she screamed anew as he drove it into the center of her other nipple, twisting it from side to side, forcing it deeper and deeper.
 
   He straightened, and Tori tried to move her head, to stare down at her wounded breasts. It was hard, for the twine pulled hard against her pig tails, but she barely got a quick glimpse of the two thin metal needles protruding from her aching, burning nipples.
 
   And then Kevin winked at her and showed her a pair of long, thin candles. She couldn’t see what he did with them, but could feel him squeezing her right breast, could feel the sharp, digging pain as something pushed against the needle in her nipple. Then he gripped her other breast, and she felt the pain repeated.
 
   As he straightened, she forced her head up slightly, rolling her wild eyes downward as far as she could, fighting against the pain as she pulled at her own hair. She gasped as she saw a pair of candle sitting upright in the center of each breast, impaled on the needles.
 
   She groaned, her head falling back, gasping for breath as she watched him with another pair of candles, these much longer, much thicker, watched as he forced them against her anal opening and pussy, and groaned as he jammed them in deeper and deeper.
 
   They were fat, those candles, fatter than his cock, and her pussy and anus strained and ached as he forced them into her body.
 
   She moaned weakly, hardly paying attention as he fondled her bare right foot. Her feet were pressed back so tightly the backs of her toes were flat against the table. Now he forced something between her toes, and she could not raise her head enough to see what he was doing.
 
   From the feel, however, the waxy feel, she thought it was more of the little candles, like the ones on her breasts.
 
   One was placed between each toe, on both feet, and somehow fastened in place.
 
   And then he began to light the candles, grinning down at her as each one took flame.
 
   “Good night, slut,” he said.
 
   He left, snapping off the light, and Tori was alone in the dark, stone work room, candles flickering above her.
 
   It was only seconds before she felt the first tiny dart of pain as a drop of wax flicked from one of the candles on her nipples and fell down to sting her flesh. She moaned weakly, staring up at the candle high above her face, her breathing loud through the narrow plastic tubes.
 
   She felt the next little sting of pain against the back of her right foot, then another. She moaned and tried to keep very still.
 
   Kevin was a sick pervert! Was it because he was a Black man, she wondered, or because he’d gone to Asia? Were Chinese people all perverted? Was this what they did to girls?!
 
   She winced and gasped and jerked as wax began to drop from the candles. Now a drop would sting her sensitive breast, now the back of her foot, now her bottom. 
 
   But the little drops merely made her gasp and hiss. Much worse came as the wax built up at the top of each candle. For then a very slight movement would send a scalding trickle of liquid wax spilling down onto her body.
 
   The first came from the one in her pussy. As she shifted ever so slightly to ease the growing discomfort in her back, a thimbleful of wax spilled over the side and down onto her pussy, just at the top, where the lips were stretched wide around the candle and her clitoris was partly revealed.
 
   She howled, and her eyes bulged at the heat burning at her sensitive flesh. She could not help but recoil, and the movement caused more wax to spill down – from the candle sticking out of her anus down onto that sensitive place between her pussy and anal opening. Then more wax trickle down onto the back of her right foot, and then down from the candle in her mouth to splash against her nose and upper lip.
 
   Hour after hour passed, her back aching, the wax trickling and dribbling down. Soon her entire groin was covered in wax, and wax was trickling down her back and onto her belly. The center of each breast was coated in wax, as was the bottom of her feet near the toes. And wax covered all the space around the candle sticking out of her mouth, covered her nose, her cheeks and jaw. She had to keep her eyes nearly closed to keep wax from getting into them. 
 
   And then she had to close them entirely as the wax continued to build up. She gasped and moaned in pain as she felt wax droplets striking her eyelids.
 
   Through the hours of night the candles burned lower. Each candle now had a thick base of wax all around it. Yet as the melted the wax trickle downward, spreading the base wider. When Tori tried to open an eye she found she couldn’t, that her eyelid, both eyelids, were almost glued in place beneath a coating of warm wax which covered much of her face. Now she finally understood why Kevin had pushed the plastic tubes into her nostrils.
 
   She was blind, could not see, could not guess how long had passed, how long the candles were, how long until the flames reached her very flesh. What would happen, she wondered dazedly, when the candles in her pussy and anus burned down until the flame was actually inside her?!
 
   And then she felt hands on her, felt the wax peeled up off her face. She opened her eyes and blinked up at him, seeing the light streaming through the windows. He glared at her.
 
   “You’re my bitch. Understand? You fuck when I tell you to fuck, and not any other time!”
 
   Tori moaned.
 
   He blew the candles out and then straddled the chair and sat on her upper chest. He pulled the remnants of the candle out of her mouth and then thrust his black cock in in its place, leaning forward, driving it deep into her throat, and then pumping savagely up and down.
 
   “Hi mom. Have a nice trip?”
 
   Tori was both relieved and disappointed in her mother’s return. The wild, kinky, sometimes painful sex with Kevin would now be put on hold, now be restrained. And that was why she was both relieved and disappointed. The sex made her feel hot, wild, and weirdly sophisticated and sexy. Fucking a man Kevin’s age made her feel more adult herself; especially given the kinky things they did together.
 
   But sometimes it hurt. And sometimes it embarrassed her, or frightened her. And sometimes she had to endure too much discomfort and pain before the wild, heady pleasure burned through her.
 
   Her mother was a tall woman, dark haired, and more square jawed than Tori. She wore long skirts, business suits, and carried an air of calm determination and strength of will about her. She did not entirely understand her relationship with Kevin. Kevin was crude, overbearing, arrogant, and rough with Tori, now, but with her mother, his entire behavior changed. He was sweet, warm, polite, and gentle.
 
   And above all he was respectful.
 
   She had asked him if he fucked her mother in the ass, too, and he had hauled her across his lap and spanked her ass until she screamed, telling her she was a filthy little slut animal and she must never speak disrespectfully about her mother.
 
   Now she wondered if things would return somewhat to normal for them, whether she would now be able to go out and find guys to practice some of the new things Kevin had taught her.
 
   Any notion that that would happen, though, ended late that afternoon. She was in the bathroom, sitting on the toilet, urinating, her jeans around her ankles, when the door opened. She stared in disbelief, then humiliation as Kevin came in and closed the door behind him.
 
   “Get out of here!” she cried instinctively.
 
   He gave her no time to say more. He straddled the toilet, gripping her hair, shoving her head back. In an instant he pinned her arms to the sides of the toilet with his heavy thighs, then rammed his cock into her mouth and down her throat. She gasped and choked and gurgled as he bent her head back along the top of the toilet seat tank, grinning down as he rammed every inch of cock past her lips, then began to thrust in and out, hard and fast.
 
   “You’re still my cunt,” he panted, as he pumped his big shaft back and forth in her throat.
 
   Tori squirmed weakly, but her legs were pinned together by her jeans, and her arms were pinned against the toilet tank by his thighs, and she could do nothing but stare up at his black eyes as he rammed his groin into her face and crushed her nose again and again and again.
 
   He came, gasping, spewing his salty white come down her throat, and he withdrew slightly, gasping, still pinning her with his thighs against her arms.
 
   “Clean my cock, baby. Lick it,” he ordered.
 
   She helplessly obeyed, and he laughed and twisted his hand in her soft blonde hair.
 
   She felt dirty, filthy, used, and then – her body and mind seemed to catch fire. As if he sensed her heat he released his grip on her hair and mouth, and she lay still, mouth opening, moaning dazedly.
 
   He laughed, and then was gone, and Tori lay still for long minutes, pants around her ankles, tasting come in her mouth, feeling it wet against her face and chest and belly.
 
   Groaning, she forced her head up, and her eyes rolled a little dizzily as she looked down at herself. 
 
   She washed her face, but it wasn’t enough. She got into the shower and cleaned her hair, twice, and soaped her face and body up three times, and then rinsed off at last and turned off the water.
 
   That evening she sat to dinner with them, sat awkwardly, for she had a large dildo buried in her pussy, and another in her anus. Kevin had insisted, and now his eyes gleamed at her over the table as he and her mother chatted pleasantly.
 
   She lay on her side in bed that night between the sheets, but got little sleep. The dildos were still in place, held there by tight cords. Her arms were bound behind her to her ankles, which were pulled up tightly. Her back was bowed and ached, and her nipples were tied by tiny cords to a hook on the side of the bed.
 
   When her mother went to bed – with Kevin, he opened the door to her room and they said good night, and her mother could not even see that beneath the sheets she was hog tied, her pussy wet around the dildo jammed up inside her.
 
   The next morning he dragged her into the shower with him, threw her up against the wall, and sodomized her, crushing her breasts into the tiles as he rammed his cock up into her rectum again and again while holding his big black hand over her mouth to muffle her howls of animal pleasure.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I’ll only be gone overnight this time,” her mother had said with a smile.
 
   And then Kevin had smiled even more deeply, and licked his lips, promising her much when they were alone.
 
   She watched them go to the car, feeling the anxiety and heat melding together in her belly in a hot, tight ball. She felt at loose ends, with nothing to do, nothing she wanted to do, nothing that seemed important. Kevin would come back alone, and then he would fuck her, and perhaps tie her, and maybe do horrible things to her.
 
   She was his cunt, wasn’t she?
 
   It was a warm day, and she went wandering. She wore the loose short-shorts, and a tight tank top which bared her belly. She hardly noticed that she had no bra. Her modesty seemed less important than it once had. She wandered to the mall, and then went into a movie. There were few people there on a sunny afternoon, and she was alone in the dark.
 
   She slipped her hand down into her short shorts and fingered her pussy, then slipped her shorts off entirely. Heart pounding, she slumped in her seat, drawing her bare legs up and back across the arms of the seats to either side, raising her pussy, and masturbated. 
 
   Gasping, panting, she pulled her tank top up and off, dropping it on the floor. Entirely nude, she slumped lower, fingers pumping in her pussy, stroking quickly across her clitoris. Her breasts were swollen and hot and she closed her eyes, shuddering and grinding and bucking as she climaxed.
 
   After the movie was over she wandered through the mall. She knew the men and boys were eying her hungrily, and her body responded. She pretended to ignore them, but their lust brought fire to her veins. She leaned over railings often, her bottom sticking out invitingly, and bought Popsicles so she could suck and tongue them before their hungry eyes.
 
   She knew he would be home long since, knew he would be angry she wasn’t there.
 
   She walked home, savoring her freedom, her heat, her anticipation. She was anxious, uncertain, but her body was filled with lust and desire for him, and she wanted to be wicked again, to be wanton and sluttish and do horrible things.
 
   He was sitting, watching TV when she came in.
 
   “Come here,” he barked, eyes hot.
 
   She started forward and he held up his hand. “On your fucking knees.”
 
   Her chest tight, she dropped to her knees and began to crawl towards him. When she reached him he gripped her hair and jerked her forward, then painfully twisted her onto her back where she gasped and moaned and tried to catch at his wrist.
 
   “Why weren’t you waiting for me, cunt?” he demanded.
 
   “B-bastard!” she panted.
 
   He smiled thinly.
 
   He stood up, still holding her hair, dragging her along on the floor, letting her knees scramble for purchase as he pulled her into the dining room. The table had been pushed aside to leave a big, clear space in the center.
 
   He dragged her to her feet and bent her over the table, then ripped her shorts off and tore away her tank top.
 
   “Fucking cunt,” he growled.
 
   He tied a rope around each wrist as she bent there, gasping, not fighting, then forced her wrists up high as he pulled her away from the table. Bent, gasping, her shoulders aching, she let him lead he to the center of the room, between a pair of tall roof beams. He tied one of the ropes high up to one of the beams, then let her arms separate and pulled the other apart, tying it to the other beam, also high up.
 
   With her wrists forced up high she must bend over, and did, gasping, as he tied her legs apart.
 
   “Are you my cunt?” he growled.
 
   “I-I’m your cunt,” Tori gasped.
 
   He seized her hair and forced her head up, then thrust his black cock into her mouth and down her throat. He pumped in and out, using long, deep strokes, grinding her face into his groin each time. He pulled out again, letting her gasp and gulp in air.
 
   “Are you my cunt?” 
 
   “I’m your cunt!” she panted.
 
   He let her head drop, then moved behind her. Tori moaned as he thrust a dildo deep into her anus, and another up into her pussy. Then he took off his belt and doubled it in his fist.
 
   “My cunt needs to be more obedient,” he said. “My cunt should be waiting for me when I get home.”
 
   He slashed the belt across her upturned bottom and Tori cried out in pain.
 
   “What are you, cunt?!” he demanded.
 
   “I’m your cunt!” she cried.
 
   He slashed the belt across her bottom and again she screamed, hot fire spreading through her buttocks.
 
   “What are you, whore?!”
 
   “I-I’m your whore!” she cried.
 
   The belt cut across her bottom a third time and she cried out in pain.
 
   “What are you, slut?!”
 
   “I’m your slut!” Tori sobbed, her bottom burning.
 
   “What are you, bitch!?”
 
   “I’m your bitch!” she screamed as the sharp, biting cut of the belt made her body lurch and jerk violently against the ropes.
 
   He reached forward and gripped the base of the dildo in her pussy, then pumped it violently in and out so that she sobbed and groaned and gasped at the pain deep in her belly. Then he buried it inside her and slashed the belt across her bottom once more.
 
   “What are you, dog!?”
 
   “I’m your dog!”
 
   And again, and again and again the belt cut into her aching, burning bottom, until he finally cast it aside and yanked the dildo out of her and rammed his own erection deep into her pussy. Then he seized her thick, tangled hair in two fists, yanking her head up and back as he hammered her buttocks with his muscled hips, as he drilled her with his cock. And as Tori sobbed and shuddered and cried out under the violent fucking an orgasm of immense strength rose up inside her and tore her mind to fragments.
 
   “I think you’re too white, white girl,” Kevin said. “I think you need to get you a tan.”
 
   Her mother was back home, but had to work that afternoon. 
 
   He tossed her a bag, and Tori opened it and took out two tiny strips of black material, a bathing suit, but a thong, and the top - .
 
   “This is too small,” she said.
 
   He smirked. “Put it on, slut.”
 
   Tori felt a little quiver in her belly as she stripped off her top and then shinnied out of her pants. She pulled the little thong up her legs and settled it snugly around her hips. The back was nothing but a tiny upside down triangle, and the front was little better, though it covered the essentials. The top, however, required some adjustment. The cups were tiny, and she had to let the strings out to their fullest. Even then the cups only covered the center of each breast, with the sides of her breasts completely bare.
 
   He tossed her a bottle of suntan oil, and she looked at it curiously. It was water based, natural, and edible. She licked her lips, thinking of her body all slick and slippery, and Kevin licking his way along it.
 
   “Go get some sun, slut.”
 
   “Okay,” she said with an excited little squeak.
 
   She went out into the back yard, and oiled herself up, making sure to slip her slick fingers beneath the little bra cups, and then, knowing how Kevin liked to sodomise her, pushed oiled fingers against her anus and up inside her to ease his way – just in case.
 
   Then she waited for him to come out and join her. 
 
   And waited.
 
   The bathing suit was tight against her, the top squeezing her breasts up and back. It was a good thing, she thought, that her breasts were so firm, because the thin triangles didn’t give her a lot of support.
 
   She decided to go back inside and find out what was keeping Kevin, and slid the French door back, stepping inside. It was cool in the house and she drew in a deep breath, feeling the tightness of the cups against her breasts as she walked through into the other room. And froze.
 
   There were six men sitting around the table playing poker, six black men, six middle aged black men with large shoulders. And all of them had turned to stare at her as she halted in the doorway.
 
   Her face flushed self consciously as their eyes raked up and down her nearly nude body, and she started to back away.
 
   “Hey, baby, get us some beer,” Kevin ordered.
 
   She froze again, staring at him, locking eyes with him, her heart pounding as her face reddened. But she didn’t dare refuse. She moved forward instead, averting her eyes as she walked past the table, past the six silent men, none of whom she knew. She was dreadfully aware of her thong back as she passed them, but knew no way of covering her bare buttocks as she hurried her step and went into the kitchen.
 
   She felt their eyes on her as she finally turned the corner, and exhaled, feeling all tingly inside. She was simultaneously embarrassed, anxious, and confused, with a dollop of low, thrumming excitement thrown into the mix. Why had Kevin had her put on the tiny bikini and go outside if he was going to have a bunch of men over to play poker?
 
   Just so she would get caught, they would see her, and she would be embarrassed? Or maybe he wanted to show her off to them, show them what a hot, sexy blonde girl he had in his house. Who were they? They weren’t his usual friends, the ones she knew. She’d never seen them before.
 
   She opened several bottles, then squeezed her small hands together around four and carried them carefully back, gingerly setting them on the table. The men there were looking at her, looking into her well-displayed cleavage as she bent, her arms together only serving to push her breasts out more firmly. She flushed, setting them in place, and straightening, then turned and went back into the kitchen for the rest.
 
   She felt a tingling along her skin, a kind of raw, crackling sensitivity as she came back. The room remained quiet, and all the men looked at her as she padded up to the table and set the bottles in place. Her face felt hot, and her insides were tight and fluttering. She was glad to be finished and starting for the door out.
 
   “Get yourself a beer and join us, baby,” Kevin said.
 
   She halted, shocked. “Uhm, oh, that’s all right,” she said with an embarrassed little laugh.
 
   “I insist,” he said, his eyes staring at her.
 
   She swallowed and obeyed, getting a beer, and coming back to stand awkwardly at the table. There were no more chairs, and she wasn’t sure what to do. She was terribly self conscious as the men examined her and resumed their poker game.
 
   “You can sit on my lap, baby,” one of the men said with a grin, pushing his chair back a bit and patting his lap.
 
   “That’s okay,” she said with a red faced little laugh.
 
   “How much you bet?” one of the men asked.
 
   Another put money in a pile, then a second. A third raised it as she stood uncomfortably beside Kevin.
 
   “I raise,” another said.
 
   Kevin grinned suddenly. “Instead of money, I bet the girl.”
 
   The men laughed.
 
   “That’s a helluva raise,” someone said.
 
   “No, no. She just gets to sit on your lap,” Kevin said with a dark grin.
 
   There was more laughter, and Tori felt her face heat up.
 
   “I’ll take that bet,” one of the men said.
 
   More money was put on the pile, and Tori felt her heart beating louder, faster.
 
   A tall, thin faced man won, and laughed as he scooped up the money. “Come here, baby,” he said with a leer on his face.
 
   Tori froze, but Kevin’s hand came up and slapped her bare bottom lightly. “Go on. Your legs must be getting tired anyway.”
 
   “Nice fucking legs,” someone said.
 
   “Nice fucking everything,” another of the men replied, all of them watching her as Tori moved hesitantly over beside the thin faced man. 
 
   He slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her down into his lap, where she sat, embarrassed, across his legs. He looked down into her cleavage and then across at Kevin.
 
   “Wanna bet something else?” he asked.
 
   There was another rumble of laughter around the table, and Tori squirmed unhappily. The man’s left arm was around her, his hand on her hip. His right hand was on her thigh, too high up, in her opinion.
 
   The cards were dealt, but Tori paid little attention as the thin faced man caressed her thigh. She tried to keep her legs tightly together, her hands in her lap, and looked away, pulse racing.
 
   There were more bets made, and when it came Kevin’s turn he grinned around at them all. “How about a kiss? I bet a kiss.”
 
   The bet was accepted, and Tori’s heart skipped a beat. The cards were shown and a much bulkier man won.
 
   “That better be a good kiss, baby!” he cried.
 
   The man whose lap she sat on pushed her to her feet, and, desperately embarrassed, but feeling a strange, heady little sense of wicked sexual heat, Tori moved around the table and bent to kiss him on the cheek. She was not prepared for his arms to sweep around her and pull her around and into his lap, nor for his mouth to come crushing down on hers, his tongue thrusting between her lips as the other men laughed and hooted in amusement and pleasure.
 
   The kiss went on and on, the man’s tongue swirling and twisting and stabbing inside her mouth. Then he finally let her up, or rather, shoved her off, and she fell on her backside on the floor. 
 
   The cards were dealt again, and Kevin motioned for her to come and stand beside him. She did, shifting her weight from foot to foot, looking at the door, wanting to rush out of the room.
 
   The bets were raised, and then one of the men shouted at Kevin.
 
   “Bet her top!”
 
   There was laughter and agreement, and Tori flushed redly. Kevin grinned at her, then nodded, to applause as Tori’s insides squirmed and twisted.
 
   Kevin lost, and there were hoots and shouts as all eyes turned to Tori. She stared back, frozen. Then Kevin pulled her closer, quickly yanked on the catch behind her back, and pulled her top open. The men cheered and laughed as she tried to cover her bare breasts with her arms and hands.
 
   He pulled at her hands, glaring at her, and, mortified, she lowered her arms, to more applause and obscene laughter.
 
   “Nice titties, baby!”
 
   “Those are nice tits!”
 
   “I want to suck on them nipples!”
 
   “How about a little feel, baby!”
 
   And so the next bet was – a feel. And when Kevin lost Tori, almost breathless with strain and tension, was forced to sit in the man’s lap as he fondled her breasts, his big, brown fingers mauling the soft white flesh, his hands twisting, cupping, squeezing, pinching and twisting her nipples until they stung. The man bent and took one into his mouth, sucking strongly, and Kevin rapped the table with his knuckles. 
 
   “I didn’t say you could suck her tits!” he shouted. “Get your fat face away from there.”
 
   There was more laughter, and more joking, and Tori squirmed as she felt the man’s erection beneath her, her hands jerking between her legs to keep his away as he rubbed her inner thighs.
 
   Then Kevin bet her bottoms, and lost, and she was forced to parade around the table, entirely nude, as the men all watched and leered. Their laughter was softer now, darker, showing the hunger they were feeling. Her face was beet red, but her skin was pale white, and their eyes ravaged her as her heart pounded and her pulse raced.
 
   The next bet was a lap dance. 
 
   Tori had never done one, but had a pretty good idea what it involved.
 
   When Kevin lost the man who had won pushed back his chair, and everyone laughed as a radio was turned on, proper music found. Tori was frozen at first, but after a smack on the bottom, and jeers from the men, she began to roll her hips, to grind herself forward, to dance, red faced, over to the man, and straddle his chair.
 
   She sat on his lap facing him, grinding herself against him, and gasped as he mouthed first one nipple, then the other. Kevin said nothing as she rolled her hips and slid her body up and down his. She felt his erection against her sensitive sex now, and rubbed and ground herself against it. The man’s hands squeezed her buttocks and he began to hump against her as the others laughed. 
 
   The song ended, and Kevin ordered her to come and sit on his lap. He squeezed and stroked her breasts as they set up for another hand, as the cards were dealt, and the bets made.
 
   “Okay, okay. I bet – her mouth,” Kevin said with a dark leer at her.
 
   Tori dropped her eyes, her breath ragged. She was mortified, and yet – and yet she felt that dark, masochistic heat rising. She was shamed, and still her body began to throb with heat.
 
   Kevin lost, and the men seemed to growl hungrily as they all looked at the stricken young woman.
 
   “Go on, baby. Do it,” Kevin said. “You take that big cock of Eddie’s and swallow it whole.”
 
   Tori felt a little shock ripple through her. She felt almost numb as she shuffled over to the man, who gripped her wrist and jerked her down onto her knees. The other men were pushing chairs back to look, and she licked her lips tensely, then took a deep, shuddering breath and reached for the man’s cock. It was thick and black and long, and purple veined, and the man was leering down at her as she slowly slipped her fingers around it, jerking at its heat.
 
   She licked at it, then closed her eyes and took it into her mouth. The other men cheered, and laughed as she began to suck, bobbing her lips up and down. She took it deeper and deeper into her mouth, gasping as a hand groped her bottom. She heard a yell from Kevin and the hand went away.
 
   Her lips slid lower as she sucked, her tongue licking at the head. She felt the head against the entrance to her throat, and then moaned softly, drew in a deep breath and - .
 
   The man didn’t wait. He pushed down on her head, forcing her lips down his shaft.
 
   “All the way down, bitch!” he cried, his big hands shoving her face down so that his cock slid deep into her throat.
 
   The men laughed in approval as they saw the blonde girl’s face jammed into his groin, and their cocks bulged eagerly as they waited their turns.
 
   The man let his hands up and Tori, choking a little, pulled up and back, letting his cock pop free as she gulped in air.
 
   “Come on, baby, suck that cock,” the man ordered.
 
   She licked at it and began to bob her lips up and down, taking him into her throat a second time, then a third, going down all the way as the men watched and growled their approval. Then the cock spat out its load and she felt it trickling down her throat. She licked it as it softened, then pulled her lips up and off and sat back; face burning as they applauded her.
 
   “That’s a good little cock sucker,” one of the men said.
 
   The game continued, the stakes higher. And Kevin bet her mouth again. Again she was forced to kneel and take a man’s cock into her mouth, a man old enough to be her father, whose name she didn’t even know. She swallowed his come, and then knelt, as Kevin ordered, beside him. Again he bet her mouth, again she had to suck one of the men off, to swallow his cock, and then his come.
 
   Kevin had her sit on his lap now, his hand openly in her groin, resting between her thighs, his finger rubbing up and down along her slit in a way which sent hot thrills of excitement rippling along her spine.
 
   “I want cunt!” one of the men said loudly.
 
   “Yeah. Give us her cunt!” another growled.
 
   “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!” the men said, thumping their fists on the table as they leered and laughed.
 
   “Cunt it is,” Kevin said. “White cunt for whoever wins.”
 
   It was a bald man with bad teeth, and he let out a whoop of glee as he threw down his cards, not even bothering to gather in the money from the other men as he opened his arms and called Tori over.
 
   Tori tried to say something, to say no, but Kevin gave her a shove, and the men were shouting “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!”
 
   One of them grabbed her wrist and yanked her around the table, half shoving her at the winner, who laughed and shot his hand between her legs, cupping and squeezing her pussy.
 
   He yanked his zipper down and pulled her forward so that she straddled him, then pushed her down, holding his cock up. Panting, gasping, moaning, Tori felt the head against her swollen sex lips, felt it pushing them back as she was forced to slide lower. She let out a groan as he pushed up into her, as his hands gripped her buttocks, digging into the soft flesh, and forced her down hard.
 
   Her cry of pain as she was jammed down onto his prong, as she was impaled, resulted in laughter and shouts and cheers as the man dug his fingers into her buttocks and began to suck on her breast.
 
   “Ride him, slut!”
 
   “Let’s see some fucking!”
 
   “Ride that cock!”
 
   The man squeezed her bottom and lifted her up, then dropped her, lifted her up, then dropped her, and Tori breathlessly began to lift herself up and down, riding his thick cock as he continued to suck and chew and lick at her nipples.
 
   She gasped and grunted and moaned as she rode his cock, as the men laughed and jeered and called her names. She was mortified, but at the same time felt a sense of deep, primal excitement. She was getting breathless as she rode up and down, up and down, and her grunts and gasps were not in pain now as her sexual heat flamed wildly inside her.
 
   All those men were watching, staring, with bulging pants and eager leers. She gripped the back of the chair, eyes wild, as her body rode up and down, and her nipples were bitten. She knew the view the men must be seeing, with her bent over, her legs spread, riding his cock, and it shamed her, but at the same time made her feel wildly, headily excited.
 
   Her buttocks bounced up and down, striking the man’s jean clad thighs repeatedly as she took his prick high into her belly, gasping and moaning each time it drove up inside her. And then he came, jerking her up and down violently as he spewed inside her.
 
   She half fell off onto the floor, and Kevin made her dance lewdly, dance to the music, grinding her hips, rolling her bottom, as the next hand was dealt. Another man won her pussy, and she moved forward reluctantly, was grabbed and yanked, stumbled, and was bent over the table as he stood up and dropped his pants. He spread her legs, slapped her bottom, and she groaned as he rubbed his cock along her moist slit and then rammed forward.
 
   He fucked her hard and fast as the others looked on, jeering and leering. Kevin disappeared from the table briefly, then returned, buckling a dog collar around her throat, then snapping a leash to it. The men growled and their eyes lit up in hot lust as he forced her to crawl back and forth before them. He pulled out rope and tied her wrists together behind her back.
 
   All six men gathered around her, their cocks hard, and she knelt, gasping, as her mouth was forced over one cock after another, hands pulling and yanking at her hair as cocks stabbed at her head and ears and cheeks. She was surrounded by cock, and hands forced her mouth forward, rammed their cocks down her throat, pumping hard and deep again and again. Yet she only had a few seconds on each cock before someone else would pull her away, turn her head to the right, or left, and then another cock would push into her mouth, another pair of hands would grasp her hair and head and forced her face into their groin, burying their cock in her throat.
 
   With her face buried in someone’s groin a pair of hands gripped her hips, forcing her to stand, spreading her legs. The cock in her mouth pumped cruelly in and out, and her hands were lifted up and high behind her as she felt another cock at her pussy. It thrust into her and began to pump hard and deep, then pulled out and pushed against her anal opening.
 
   She was sodomized, hard, the cock pounding into her, shaking her body as she fought not to choke on the cock in her throat, as hands mauled her dangling breasts and pinched her bottom.
 
   Then they threw her on her back on the table and spread her legs wide. One of them thrust into her, his big hands holding her legs well apart, other men standing around the table, groping at her breasts, pulling at her hair, leering and laughing. Tori gasped and moaned, her body shaking violently as the man dug his fingers into her thighs and jerked her back to meet every hard, jarring thrust of his cock.
 
   Then she was on the floor, her bottom raised high, her face pressed against the carpet as she was fucked from behind, as the man rammed into her so hard her buttocks were beaten and bruised.
 
   They dropped her across the coffee table, and took her from both ends, then flipped her around and did it again. She was made to straddle one man and ride his cock as another thrust into her anus. Then her hair was yanked savagely, her head twisted to one side as another cock was forced down her throat.
 
   He tied rope around her ankles, and, the other men laughing and helping, lifted her into the air and hung her upside down, her legs apart. Then they grabbed her arms, lifting her upright, pulling her forward through her open legs so that her thighs burned with pain as they were twisted and strained back. They tied her wrists upright and hung her there, her ankles forced well back behind her shoulders.
 
   And then they took her again, laughing, ramming their cocks into her, grunting and panting and pumping and groping and chewing and kissing and biting and pinching.
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tori drew her knees back a little more and slumped slightly, checking the small box where her picture appeared, easing her legs a bit further apart as she looked at the computer screen, and the words appearing there.
 
   Lorenzo: that’s a nice dildo
 
   Gizmo: shove it deeper into your cunt.
 
   Frank: bury that thing!
 
   Joey: pump it in and out.
 
   She reached down between her legs and put the tips of two fingers on the base of the pink dildo protruding from her sex, then pushed, letting out a little hiss as she felt the nose nudging the back wall of her pussy.
 
   She gripped the dildo more firmly, and then twisted it, first up, then down, then up, and found a space, sliding it just a little deeper, an inch, so that it barely stuck out at all. It felt very full inside her, and she felt a bit cramped. She reached for the keyboard. 
 
   I can’t get it any deeper, she typed.
 
   Joey: If you pump it in and out your pussy will make space.
 
   Frank: I bet you can take it all, you fucking whore.
 
   Bill: Shove it deep, you skanky slut!
 
   She pouted for the camera and typed you guys are so mean to poor little me.
 
   There was a knock at her bedroom door and she gasped, jerking her head around, then easing up out of the chair and pulling on her thin robe as her mother called to her.
 
   She went to the door and unlocked it.
 
   “You always lock your door now,” her mother said, frowning.
 
    “I like my privacy,” she said with a shrug.
 
   “Do you have my red blouse?”
 
   “No, I put it back in your closet.”
 
   “Which closet?”
 
   “Well, the one on the right.”
 
   Her mother sighed and turned away. “That’s where my dresses go, dear.”
 
   Tori shrugged, closing and locking the door, then stripping off the robe and going back to stand in front of the webcam.
 
   She ran her hands up and down her nude body, fingering her nipples, then spreading her legs and pumping the dildo as she imagined the men looking at her, drooling and lusting.
 
   Someone was at the door, she typed.
 
   Leon: Was that your black master, bitch?
 
   Brendon: your nigger stud come to call?
 
   She gave the webcam her middle finger then eased back down, keeping her weight off the end of the dildo
 
   Frank: You need a spanking for that, bitch.
 
   Calvin: You need to get your ass beat, slut!
 
   Paul: Show us your ass, little slut.
 
   Neil: Spank that ass!
 
   She grinned and stood up, then turned her back to the webcam and bent slowly over, letting them see the dildo protruding from her shaved sex lips. Then she reached back and slapped at her bottom several times. She gripped the dildo and pumped it in and out, then spanked her bottom again.
 
   Frank: More! Harder!
 
   Bashir: Who is the nigger stud?
 
   Calvin: You must be new here, Bashir.
 
   Bashir: I just joined
 
   Paul: Show him how you swallow nigger cock, Tori
 
   Tori sat down gingerly on the edge of the chair, then brought up the video which showed her sucking Kevin’s cock, showed his long, black shaft sliding fully into her mouth and down her throat, her face crushed against his groin. It did not show his face, of course. None of the videos and pictures on her web site showed the faces of the black men who fucked her, sodomized her, or shoved their cocks down her throat.
 
   Frank: Look at that slut suck cock!
 
   Paul: More like swallow cock
 
   Bashir: That’s a big fucking cock!
 
   Calvin: She’s a big fucking whore. Tell us what a whore you are, Tori.
 
   Tori felt a little quiver in her belly, then typed. I’m a cum bucket. I’m a fucktoy. I’m a dirty, slutty, fucking whore bitch who will swallow any cock that gets shoved in front of me. I love to drink cum and get fucked up the ass.
 
   And it was true. She was, she thought, with a hot little shudder. Ever since that day when Kevin and his friends had broken her, gang banged her, come in her face again and again, she had found herself addicted to being a degraded sex toy, especially for Black men.
 
   She loved being lusted after, loved being gaped at, stared at, lusted at, groped and fondled and jeered and made to crawl. She didn’t know why. She just did. Four nights a week now she stripped at the Phoenix strip club, a rough place known for handing out seltzer bottles to the men so they could spurt water up at the dancers as they lay on the stage, legs spread, caressing their bodies. It was known that some of the men took the bottles to the bathroom and masturbated into them so that their water would include semen.
 
   And that turned Tori on immensely. She would often open her mouth as the streams of water sprayed up against her, and waggle her tongue at the audience.
 
   She had no time for parties now, no time for hanging around, smoking pot and eating pizza and dancing. Her life was sex, and nothing but sex interested her. In addition to stripping, and this web site, she had auditioned for a porn movie, which would start shooting soon, and Kevin himself had taken the pictures of her which now graced several porn magazines and were on her web site; lewd, graphic pictures of her with black cocks and giant dildos sticking into her body, come spattering her face and breasts, and her lips wrapped around the base of black cocks.
 
   She shifted and pressed the base of the dildo against the seat, and then groaned as it went fully inside her.
 
   I’m a cum bucket, she wrote. And I love nigger cock.
 
   Especially her step father’s.
 
   There was another knock at the door, and she pulled on her robe, and answered it. It was Kevin, and she felt her heart beat faster as she backed up. He slipped inside and closed the door behind him, locking it, then moved next to the camera.
 
   Are you ready for something new, she typed?
 
   Kevin moved into the camera, but it would only show him from chest down. He pulled her robe off, and then wrapped his black arms around her. Tori pressed her body back against him, looking at the imagine, watching excitedly as his black hands cupped and squeezed her bare breasts.
 
   “Turn around,” he ordered.
 
   He moved and the camera showed him pulling her arms together behind her, showed him sliding the strap around her arms just above the elbow, drawing it tighter, drawing her arms back so that she groaned, her shoulders aching. Then he forced her elbows together and buckled the strap. A second went around her wrists, and they turned her to and fro so the webcam picked it up.
 
   She dropped to her knees now, profile to the webcam, which zoomed in close. Kevin drew out his cock, and gripped her hair, lifting it up in a mass above her head, then pressed his cock against her lips. She licked at it, sucked at it, forced it fully erect. Then Kevin thrust it slowly but firmly into her mouth and down her throat.
 
   She knew the men watching loved it, knew they all wished it was their cocks going into her mouth, knew they wished they could tie her up and do whatever they wanted with her. But they never would. She belonged only to Kevin. She fucked only him and the men he told her to.
 
   She was Kevin’s blonde brat, the girl every black man dreamed of owning.
 
    
 
    
 
   END
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