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Prologue

A fan named Bob wrote me that he discovered his wife masturbated fantasizing about sex with men who had big cocks. Bob said his wife, Helen, had discovered a fantasy in My Secret Garden years earlier (*I’m being sexed not by one man, but three or four. As each man takes his turn, I have to take a bigger penis. Some of the sizes in this fantasy are nine and twelve inches.*) Bob told me when his wife shared this it served to get them discussing their fantasies. Bob said, “Her fantasy became a favorite of mine too. It got me excited thinking about Helen sexed by men with big cocks. I’ve enjoyed interracial porn online and sometimes I think about my wife in that situation. 

I doubt either of us would do something like that in real life, but I have jerked off thinking about it. I like your eBooks. How about a fantasy starring my wife Helen? She has blonde hair, brown eyes and curves in the right places. I think such a story would please both of us.” 

The Sensitivity Class

Ethnic Sensitivity Training was a result of the political and cultural turmoil following the tumultuous year 2020 in the USA. It was a response to the issue of could be done to address the claims of minorities. There was a growing consensus that past grievances and archaic attitudes should be addressed. 

Many progressive whites found themselves in reluctant agreement. This eventually spurred the establishment of Ethnic Sensitivity Training. It was considered a way to help the “privileged” adjust to the new reality… the new

“normal.” Staffed by a few progressive whites, the real workload was in the hands of African-Americans. The Training was considered an important tool to root out deep-seated systemic “racism” and “attitudes of white privilege.” 

The Training was a career boost for a man named Otis Jenkins. He was a

“community organizer”… and a man known by the police to have dealt in drugs when he was younger. But, he was a man who knew how to get things done. 

And this is where Helen entered the picture. She was a married woman living in the suburbs; a brown-eyed blonde. Helen was a woman with a hidden side: she masturbated fantasizing about being sexed by men with very big cocks. 

Whites were encouraged to attend classes to improve their racial sensitivity. 

Helen learned about a class held in an office building downtown. It was only fifteen miles from her home in the suburbs. Helen and her husband considered themselves progressive and not racist. 

The class was run by a black woman, Ms Rashid, who had been a high school teacher. In the Saturday classes, Helen and Bob, along with other white surbanites, learned about their hidden racist sentiments and ideas. They filled out questionnaires and were lectured on racism. There were discussions about the idea of reparations. 

“Whites need to be aware that reparations for African-Americans are their personal responsibility too,” Ms Rashid informed the class. 

“Every one of you should look within yourselves to recognize any racism that you may have repressed. You should be willing to commit to personal change.” 

The suburban whites all found themselves nodding at this. 

The couple was invited by Ms Rashid to attend an intensive “role-play” 

workshop held at a warehouse. 

Ms. Rashid told the couple, “Not everyone is ready for this. It would require you to be present for a full Saturday. But, you may be ready to take the next step,” 

she said smiling. “It’s an intensive experience. If you bring a real willingness to learn… you’d get the full benefit,” she added. 

“What does the workshop involve?” Bob asked. 

“It involves role playing,” Ms Rashid told him, but did not elaborate. 

But, that Saturday Bob had a previous commitment. They discussed it and Bob was okay with Helen attending alone. 

“Report on Saturday at noon,” Ms Rashid told Helen. 

The Auction Block

On Saturday Helen drove to the address. The warehouse was in an industrial district. Helen noticed three young black men outside; she parked in a lot behind the building and went inside. The neighborhood was a bit scary, but she was ready for the workshop. A young black woman at the desk logged her in; and then ushered Helen into an office. 

A few minutes later, a tall, muscular black man showed up. He was dressed in a dark suit and introduced himself. 

“My name is Otis Turner. I’m in charge of the workshop. Are you Helen?” 

She nodded. 

“My people had to deal with the horror of slavery hundreds of years ago. Today, you’re gonna get educated. This is a realistic workshop that simulates the original experience. We call it, “Masters and Slaves.” Now, you volunteered for this, so let me tell you that there’s a “safe word. If for any reason you want it to end or you wanna leave, all you gotta do is say the magic word.” 

“What’s the magic word?” 

“BIGOT. If you say Bigot, we stop what we’re doin’; or you can leave if you want. Your choice. It’s that simple. Understand?” 

Helen looked at Otis and nodded, “Okay.” 

She wondered how realistic the workshop was going to be. 

“Come with me,” Otis told her. 

He escorted her down the hall to an elevator. 

The elevator took them to the basement. When Otis used a key to unlock the

door and bought her inside, Helen saw that it was a big room. The floor was cement with several visible drains. There were offices along one wall and a cell with bars on the doors. There was a big table and several cabinets. Otis took her to the end of the room where there was a platform. Against the far left wall were several posts mounted on another platform. 

“What’s that for?” 

“Part of the experience… you’ll see.” 

“Stand on the platform,” Otis told her. 

“You’re here to learn what it was like for my people back in the day. The first thing that happened with new slaves was the inspection on the auction block. To display them.” 

At that moment, four young black men came into the room. They were dressed in dark suits. One of them was carrying a big plastic bin. He put the bin in front of Helen. 

“This bin is for your clothes,” Otis told her. 

Helen nodded, and assumed that it was for her jacket. 

“Today, the first thing a slave learns is that her body does not belong to her. 

Helen, take off your clothes.” 

Helen looked at Otis, but shocked… did not respond. 

“STRIP… slave,” Otis barked at her. 

She looked at him and then at the men. 

“SLAVES OBEY… OR THEY’RE WHIPPED… STRIP.” 

She had volunteered for a role playing workshop and was too overwhelmed, at this point, to object. After all, she had been attending classes to learn about callous attitudes toward black people. She took a deep breath and thought about leaving, but something stopped her. She put her purse into the bin and tentatively began to take off her blouse. 

The idea of being treated as a slave gave her butterflies. Nevertheless, Helen removed her skirt and was now down to her bra and panties. She dropped her blouse and skirt into the bin. She caught the men staring at her. She felt vulnerable and the idea that she would soon be naked brought on feelings of humiliation as well as other strange feelings. 

But trying to be a good sport, she continued. She reached behind and unsnapped her bra, crossed her arms and let it fall. She put the bra in the bin. Then, she cradled her tits. Helen now felt lightheaded. She looked at Otis, but his face told her to continue. So, she did. When she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, she thought she was going to faint. As she tossed her panties into the bin, her tits were bobbing and jiggling. 

Otis grinned. Helen looked at the men, but, covered her breasts with one arm and used the other hand to cover her pubis. The men stood moved in closer to the platform. 

“You’re here to learn what it was like to be a slave. This is what it was like when a slave was exhibited. I’m the overseer,” Otis said. “These men,”— pointing at the four men, “they’re the buyers.” 

The biggest one was Darnel. He looked like a smooth, street criminal. He was in his late twenties, tall and beefy. He had a hard face and a shaved head. His clothes did nothing to conceal his muscular build. Terell was older and burly. He was wearing his shirt with the top buttons undone so his hairy chest was exposed. He was going bald and had big protuberant lips. 

Eddie was young, and short with dreadlocks… a good-looking 23-year-old. 

Lamar was in his early thirties… tall with close cropped hair, a moustache and goatee. 

Helen stood there naked and shivered. Darnel was stifling a smile. Terell was grinning and so was Otis. 

Otis was serious when he said, “Remember you’re here voluntarily. Put your hands behind your head. It’s time for inspection.” 

Otis repeated the command, “Stand with your hands behind your head.” 

Helen hesitated. 

“I told you to stand with your hands behind your head.” 

Helen complied. Otis got on the platform stood right next to Helen. Helen’s tits jiggled, since her hands were behind her head. She could do nothing to shield her embarrassment. She had never been naked like this before. 

Otis made an announcement, “What we have here today is a fine female. She’s ready for hard work in the fields or whatever you want her to do.” 

At this, Helen covered her tits with her arm and covered her pubis with her other hand. 

That’s when Otis slapped her. He aimed for the area between the cheekbone and her jaw. The slap hurt and reinforced Helen’s shock and her submission. 

“I told you to put your hands behind your head,” he told her. 

Helen had no choice but to obey. 

Otis began to feel her tits and Helen recoiled. 

“Stand still slave,” he said to her. 

Helen looked down at Otis’s big hands as he explored her breasts. Otis squeezed them… hefted them… feeling their fullness before he began to examine each nipple. Helen sucked in her breath as this black man had his way with her. 

“She has fine titties, as you can see,” Otis said addressing the men. 

He leaned in close to Helen and said, “This is what they did to female slaves on the auction block. This is what black women suffered. Feel what it’s like to be shamed as men look you over.” 

Helen’s nipples were big and brown. The areolas were large and as Otis felt her titties, her nipples started to erect. She was surprised by her body’s reaction; and felt a wave of shame, which flushed her chest, neck and face. 

“Slave has big titties,” Darnel said making Lavon and Eddie chuckle. 

“Big tits,” Terell added. 

Helen realized that the purpose of this workshop was to acquaint her with the shameful abuse of slaves back in the day. She now worried if she could handle it. 

Being forced to exhibit her breasts and hairy pubis was shaming. In her mind, at this point, Helen felt a strange sense of submissiveness. The workshop was more than what she had anticipated and she did not know what to do. 

Otis next felt Helen’s abdomen. He pushed and prodded her to feel how fat she was and how tight were her stomach muscles. Helen bit her lip as the examination continued. 

Then, he slid his hand down to examine her pubis. He ran his hand over her pubic hair and cupped the mound. Then, he inspected her legs and made her turn around. 

He pinched and slapped her buttocks; and turned her around again. 

Then, he knelt and put his hand on Helen’s knees; and inched his hand slowly up her thighs. 

“Spread your legs slave,” he told her. 

Helen spread her legs. Now, he explored her genitals. He soon inserted a finger into her vagina and felt around her hole. She glanced down at her nipples and saw that they were erect. He turned her around and spread her ass checks. Helen was humiliated at having her asshole exposed. Then, he began to explore her anus. He worked his index finger into her ass hole. Helen moaned at this invasion. This was now getting very intense. 

Otis stepped back to look Helen over. He liked what he saw. Helen’s tits were big… she wore a 36 D-cup bra. 

The Inspection

Facing the men, Helen’s thick pubic bush was on spectacular display. 

“Hairy bitch,” Darnel remarked. 

To be naked in front of these black men was a humiliation but strangely arousing. Helen’s own fantasies had been awakened. She had a quick flash of being made to take their penises, each one larger than her husband’s. This thought stunned her. 

“Bitch has big nipples.” 

Lavon and Eddie pointed at her tits. Being inspected was humiliating but it also meant being treated like a slut. This had the power to arouse Helen. 

“Spread your legs—WIDE,” Otis ordered her. 

Helen did it, but covered her face again. Otis pulled her hands down roughly and slapped her again. 

“Pull your pussy open slave.” 

Helen hesitated again. This made Darnel and Terell laugh. Otis grabbed Helen by the hair; and threatened her with his hand. Helen felt as if she was in a movie. 

It all seemed so fantastic. Just a short time ago, she had just arrived at the warehouse and now she was being made to display and exhibit herself like a slave. She had never been slapped by a man before. She put her hands behind her head again. 

“Pull your pussy open, slave.” 

Not wanting another slap, Helen reached down to take hold of her labia. She realized that all of this had made her sweat and she felt herself getting wet between her legs too. That realization surprised her. 

“Yes, sir,” Helen said, gulped and reached down to pull her labia open as much as she could. 

“Spread your legs open wide slave so the buyers can see.” 

Helen shuffled her feet and did what he commanded. 

The men drew closer and they all had something crude and raw to say. 

“Bitch has a big, hairy pussy.” 

“I’m lookin’ at it,” Terell said. 

“She’s gonna be a fine slave,” Darnel said to Otis who smiled. 

“Pull your pussy open more,” Otis commanded her. 

With each new indignity, Helen felt herself sliding down a slope. She was just overwhelmed in the emotional and sexual turmoil she felt. 

She pulled the lips open wide. 

“Hot pink pussy,” Lavon observed. 

When they saw her clitoris, it was a cause for more comments. 

“I bet this slave plays with it,” Lavon added. 

“Turn around and show everyone your ass,” Otis told her. 

Helen kept her eyes down, but turned around. When she looked she saw they were staring at her. She felt very naked, vulnerable and female. 

“Pull your cheeks open.” 

To reinforce the command, Otis slapped her ass. Helen did as she was told. 

Otis told her, “Spread your cheeks slave.” 

She spread her butt cheeks open to display her anus. To be forced to show her asshole was shaming and degrading but strangely arousing. 

“Look at the slave’s tight asshole,” Otis announced. 

They crowded around to look and comment on Helen’s anus. 

“Slave does have a tight asshole,” Terell said chuckling. 

When Terell said this, Otis made a big show out of teasing Helen’s anus. He ran his finger all around the tight ring of muscle. When Helen felt him teasing the orifice, she tried to remain still, but her anus clenched. When that happened, several of the men began to whistle and clap. 

“She likes that boss,” Darnel said. 

“It’s winking!” said Lavon. 

“It’s sayin’ hello,” said Eddie. 

“She’s a shithole slave, boss,” added Terell. 

Helen felt a wave of shame as they had sport with her. Otis made her keep

‘winking’ her anus. 

“Squeeze it again slave,” he told her. 

It was very humiliating. She felt more exposed than when she was in the gynecologist’s office with her legs in the stirrups. Helen was being forced to shame herself. Her fantasies about black men were becoming more arousing than she had ever imagined. She fantasized when she masturbated. Now, her fantasies were coming to life... in the most shocking way. It was more than being violated physically. They were mentally fucking her. 

“White bitches like it up the ass,” Darnel said aloud. 

When Otis again worked his index finger into her anus to stretch the tight sphincter, Helen moaned, “OHhh… oh.” 

Otis then wormed his finger around but soon pulled it out. He smiled as he pushed it in again, making Helen groan aloud. He then pulled it out again. He was having fun with her. 

“Do you play with your asshole slave?” 

Helen did not respond. She was too embarrassed to even say, ‘no.’

Otis now shoved his finger inside her asshole and deeper into her rectum… past both sphincters. Helen groaned when she felt the deeper intrusion. Then, Otis began to finger-fuck her shithole. 

“You’re a shithole slut,” Otis told her. 

“Say, ‘I’m a shithole slut.’” 

Helen had to repeat it. 

“I’m a shithole slut,” she said. 

Her face showed her shame. She felt so humiliated… everyone was watching her debasement and shame. Otis finally took his finger out, making Helen sag a bit, but she kept her hands on her knees. The position was very shaming. 

“She’s gettin’ wet,” Terell remarked. 

Helen was whimpering and closed her eyes as Otis began to grope her pussy again from the back. He made her turn around to inspect her pussy again. Helen began reacting when Otis reached her clit and the opening to her vagina. He was now giving Helen a little workout with his fingers. She was now facing everyone as he rubbed her clitoris and then worked a finger into her sexhole. 

“Slave… Tell me to continue,” Otis said. 

Otis was going to make Helen participate in her shame. Helen wanted to ignore the command, but something inside her wanted to continue. 

Otis repeated, “Tell me to continue.” 

“Yes,” she mumbled. 

“NO… Say, ‘YES, SIR.’” 

Helen gulped and mumbled, “YES, SIR.” 

Humiliated and now very obedient, Helen waited for what was next. Otis put his hands all over Helen’s tits again. He mauled… squeezed them and played with the nipples. The others grinned at Helen’s reactions. She was moaning and writhing…

“Now, if you wanna inspect the slave closer, follow me,” Otis announced to the crew. 

Otis walked Helen over to the big table. She knew she was in for more humiliation and molestation. 

Otis told her, “Get on the table slave.” 

Not wanting to be slapped, Helen clambered up and got on the table. She was soon on her back with her legs against her breasts. Helen waited for the next indignity. Otis stood in front of Helen’s exposed crotch. She was painfully aware that her genitals were completely exposed in this position. 

“Know what’s next slave?” Otis asked her. 

Helen shook her head ‘no’. 

“First, the buyers wanna see you’re ready for breeding. So, I’m gonna let ‘em inspect your cunt. Sorta like a pelvic exam.” 

Helen groaned when she heard that. Otis rubbed her slit, before circling her clitoris. He teased the nubbin and Helen covered her face with her hands. 

“OH… ah…. Oh… oh… ah… OOOHHH.” 

“I get the feeling you’re gonna cum slave.” 

Helen now knew what the workshop was all about. Otis had examined her pussy, so now he let Lavon “inspect” her. Lavon went right for her clitoris. He rubbed it and Helen had to lie there as he teased her. Next, he examined her vagina to see how wet she was. Helen was humiliated when Lavon mocked her. 

Lavon announced, “Slave’s pussy is wet.” 

Darnel standing close said, “She’s startin’ to gush.” 

“Slave has a hot pussy,” Otis added. 

Then, Lavon began rubbing her clitoris in earnest. By teasing and rubbing it, he made it swell and Helen got wetter. Watching her face for a reaction, he took his time and found a pattern that made Helen wriggle. Helen began to pant too—

trying to control herself. What he was doing made it impossible for her to resist. 

The idea that this is what white slave owners did to slaves hit her like a bomb. 

Helen began begging, “Oh… it’s too much.” 

“Shut up slave,” Otis told her. 

Helen’s plea for them to stop was also a plea to continue. Lavon began to rub her sex lips and clit with two fingers—frigging her harder—masturbating her. He wanted to make her CUM. She realized that her cunt would probably betray her. 

Seeing her squirming, Otis laughed at her. He knew…

Lavon rubbed her wet, slippery sex-lips and clitoris and worked his middle finger into her pussy hole. Lavon fingered her, worked a second finger in, and found the bumpy ridge and beyond that a smooth area on the front wall of her vagina. He pressed it and made her groan. Then, as he rubbed it more and more

—it began to SWELL. With his two fingers hooked inside her pussy, he worked the spot and as he did that, Helen’s groaned. He had found the right button to push. 

He kept worked the spot harder and soon Helen’s cries and yelps were accompanied by juice gushing from her vagina. Lavon kept at it and it was obvious to everyone that Helen was going crazy. The sounds coming from her became more frantic, crude and raw. 

The sheer shame and degradation as well as Lavon’s fingers were driving her crazy. They took pleasure in laughing at Helen, mocking her. 

“Slave has a hot pussy.” 

“She’s leakin’.” 

“She’s a slut slave.” 

It was very humiliating. Then, as Lavon frigged the spot harder, Helen writhed as if she had a live wire up her ass. 

Her pussy began to squirt. After she squirted, she lost control of her bladder and began pissing. Lavon kept her pissing in spurts by pressing hard on her G-spot. 

Urine splashed on the table and dripped down onto the concrete floor. 

“OHHHH… AAHHH… OHHH… OH… OH… OH… OH.” 

Helen started screaming as she CAME! The realization that she had orgasmed was overwhelming for her. She could not believe what she had done. After this, 

Helen seemed to collapse on the table. 

“We can see what you are slave,” Otis told her. “You’re a real slut.” 

Helen moaned, “Oh… God!” 

“Say it. Say, ‘I’m a dirty slut.’” 

“Say it.” 

“I… I’m… a dirty… slut.”’

Being made to say this added to her submissiveness. Next, Otis let Terell

“inspect” her. He seemed to know just what to do. He pulled her labia open and ran his fingers from her wet vagina to her clitoris. Her wetness became more obvious as he went from rubbing her labia and clit… side-to-side and then up-and-down. He soon had Helen’s sex gushing again. As Terell worked her clitoris, the nubbin swelled… her inner labia were swollen and darker. As he played with her, Helen’s asshole began to clench and relax… clench and relax. 

As Terell worked her pussy back-and-forth and then up-and-down, the steady dripping and drooling of Helen’s feminine secretions wet her anus. The gushing seemed to come in waves. 

“Man, what a wet pussy,” Eddie noted. 

Helen’s vagina was gushing; and she had become more vocal. 

“OH GOD… OHHH… AH… OHHHHHH… OHHHH… Ohhhh! OHHH…

OH.OH.OH OH!” 

Terell made Helen CUM again! 

Darnel then began his “inspection.” The others crowded closer to watch. 

“You liked cumming, slave?” Otis asked Helen. 

Helen writhed on the table as Darnell had his way with her. Darnel rubbed her wet pussy with his fingers starting at the top and working down to her sexhole and back up to her clitoris. Helen wriggled, writhed and cried out as she rubbed

her. She began humping her hips and this only served to push her hot cunt against his fingers. 

She began to cry out… making unintelligible sounds. She began moaning aloud as she approached another climax. She humped her hips up and down as if she was fucking an invisible lover. Darnel rubbed her wet pussy harder and that made her cum again. 

“OHUHHH…OHUUUHHHH!” 

“OH God… I CAME AGAIN!” Helen moaned. 

Helen’s inner labia were now very swollen and almost purple… her clitoris stood up like a hot pink jellybean. She was very wet and messy between her legs. 

Darnel stepped back to admire what he had been able to do. 

“Oh… God… it’s more than I expected,” Helen managed to say to Otis. 

“Do you want to use the safe word?” 

Helen face showed her emotions. She wanted it to stop, but something in her would not let her do that. She just shook her head—no-no. 

It was time for young Eddie to take his turn “inspecting” Helen. He shoved his fingers into her vagina searching for the G-spot. When he found it, he got Helen squirting and pissing all over again. Helen’s thighs and butt cheeks ended up dripping and wet. The sound of her urine splattering on the concrete floor jolted Helen’s mind and soul. 

Eddie finally stopped. Helen’s crotch was now even more of a mess… wet, slippery and sloppy with her copious secretions and urine. 

Then, Otis ordered her, “Play with your pussy slave.” 

“Play with your pussy,” he repeated. 

He got right next to her towering over her. 

“Make yourself CUM slave.” 

Helen looked up at him and thought, ‘OH God… Don’t make me do THAT.’

But being made to cum had made Helen very pliable now. She would have to shame herself by doing what she only did in private. She was not sure she was ready to do it, but she was in a compliant state of mind. 

“Rub your cunt slave.” 

Helen reached down and pulled her labia apart. Three of them had already made her cum. Orgasming had opened the floodgates in her mind. 

Otis saw her shame and submission… so did everyone? 

“Your pussy’s a mess. You’re a slut. Pussies don’t lie,” Otis said triumphantly. 

“Make yourself cum, slave.” 

Helen whimpered, but began used her middle finger to strum the clitoral hood and then when the pink nubbin was again very visible, she used two fingers to rub it up-and-down. Then, her fingers went from side-to-side. 

As she continued to masturbate— this made her thighs move in-and-out. She squeezed and played with her left tit. As she became more aroused, her hand movements became jerkier and her pussy got wetter. Her pussy was now gushing again. Helen began to grunt, moan and then squeal, but ashamed, her hand went from her breast to her mouth to cover her scream as she climaxed. Helen had made herself CUM! 

Now that she had made herself cum, Helen was ashamed, but more aroused than ever. Helen realized that for the rest of the workshop, she would be at their disposal. Otis had Darnel and Terell get her on her feet. 

The Whipping

Now, it was time to introduce Helen, the slave, to the whip. Otis had Lavon and Eddie take Helen over to the far left side of the room where there were posts

mounted on a platform. The two men made Helen face a post. 

“Tie her good,” Otis told them. 

They used leather straps on her wrists. Lavon hung Helen from a hook with her arms over her head. Helen pulled against her bonds to see how much slack there was—there was very little. Helen was now bound and helpless. 

Otis went to one of the cabinet and returned carrying a wooden paddle. It was 24" long, mounted on a handle and drilled with a dozen holes. Otis walked over to Helen and put his hand on her ample, round butt cheeks to rub and squeeze them. He palmed her cheeks like a lover, making them jiggle. Then, he leaned closer. 

“Black slave bitches got a whippin’ every week,” he whispered in Helen’s ear. 

Helen turned her head and looked at him. She could see the force and intent in his eyes. Otis stepped back to rub her buttocks teasingly with the paddle. When he did this, Helen began to clench her butt cheeks. This had now become all too real…

She mumbled, “Please… please, I’m not sure I’m ready for this.” 

“Wanna use the safe word?” 

Helen thought it over and finally mumbled, “Hmm… I guess not.” 

Helen looked down and closed her eyes as Otis got into position. He raised his arm and with a quick snapping motion brought the paddle forward to land on Helen’s right cheek. The effect was electric. The feel of the polished wood hitting her flesh was a shock. The pain made Helen yelp. 

“OWWW… OHHH…UHHH... OHHH… OH!” 

Otis took his time and methodically spanked Helen. Her big butt was an ample target for Otis who pulled the paddle back; and then with force smacked Helen’s buttocks. As the spanking continued, he went from one cheek to the other. Soon there was a crisscrossed pattern of red marks. Each time the paddle was brought forward, it made a whistling sound. Otis, with real power, made each blow land with a sickening sound on Helen’s round butt cheeks. 

Right before Otis began the stroke, Helen would clench her cheeks tight in anticipation of the pain. When the blow landed, Helen groaned or moaned. As the spanking continued, Helen began to squeal and cry out. After absorbing the pain, which caused her cheeks to twitch and tremble, Helen’s ass would relax. 

The anticipation of the next blow caused her to tighten her butt cheeks and clench them. Her ass was soon doing a dance. 

First, she would tighten them… then squeeze them together harder … then when the blow landed, her ass would twitch and shake with the pain. Then, she would release the tension. It was an erotic dance. All the men now had erections. 

Darnel and Terell began to joke and then mock Helen. 

Helen, between blows of the paddle, cried out, “OH GOD… OH GOD…

OHHHHH!” 

Helen’s buttocks were alive and struggling with the torment. She wriggled, writhed, twitched, shook and yelled. Her cries were a thrill for Otis and the four men. Helen was being punished like the slaves of old… disciplined and degraded. Each blow of the cruel paddle with the holes left angry circular red welts on Helen’s sore cheeks and made her cry out. When Otis was done, the paddle had scored her ass with a dozen wheals and contusions. 

Otis hit Helen as fast and hard as he could with three more blows. Helen groaned at the cumulative pain and sagged in her bonds. Helen wanted no more. Otis had them untie her and made her bend over and put her hands on her knees. He smacked her dimpled white ass a few times with his open hand. 

“From now on… You do everything you’re told slave,” Otis reminded her. 

Helen was now in a very submissive state of mind. Spanked like a common slave was like nothing she had ever experienced or even imagined. Moreover, in the back of her mind, she had the feeling that they were going to fuck her. She was frightened and aroused by that thought/

Otis ordered her, “Wriggle your fat ass slave.” 

Helen, willing now to obey without question, began to move her ass in the coarsest way. She began to perform gyrations as if she was a stripper or a slut. 

She wriggled her hips, squeezed her ass cheeks and rotated her hips as if she was inviting someone to fuck her. The feelings Helen had experienced being

inspected, stripped and spanked were overwhelming. Lavon, Eddie, Terell, and Darnel stood behind excited… watching Helen shake and wriggle her hips and ass. 

“What a slut,” Lavon exclaimed. 

Otis bent her over and smacked her dimpled white ass several more times with his open hand. 

“OH… GOD…. NO… OH GOD… OH…OHHHH… OWW… OH! 

“Turn around slave,” Otis commanded. 

Helen stood there like a beaten slave. Then, feeling ashamed, she tried to compose herself. But her butt cheeks were sore, so she kept unconsciously kept shifting her weight from one foot to the other. She had never had a spanking like this one. 

Oral Submission

After this, Otis and the crew walked her over to a cell. As they stood in front of the cell, Helen was aware that her juices were dribbling down one thigh. 

“It’s time for you to learn how slaves served their masters,” Otis told her. 

“In the old days, if a master wanted to use a slave, he just took her. That’s what it was like back then. Massa demanded it; and the slave had to obey.” 

Helen now knew that the role playing involved more sex. In her state of mind, Helen’s fantasies and what had happened had turned her into a tame slut. 

Otis opened the cell and pushed Helen inside. She saw there was a bed with a bare mattress. Helen stared at the bed and then at the men as the cell door closed. 

They crowded around her. She felt a wave of fear and expectation. 

Otis made kneel in front of him. 

“First… you’re gonna suck my cock.” 

“Wanna use the “safe word?” 

“No, Sir.” 

Told she had to perform oral sex, Helen did not use the “safe word.” She submitted. The inspections, being slapped and the spanking had made her compliant. Helen realized, at that moment, that this aroused so many different emotions in her. On one hand, she was a nice, white, suburban mother who was willing to be educated about racism. On the other hand, there was something in her psyche that propelled her to accept what she had to do. 

She thought to herself, ‘I wonder if they all have big cocks? 

The discovery of these feelings amazed her. She was frightened by them on one hand; and on the other, she wanted to submit. Now, she was naked and had been chastised like the slaves of old, she felt no will to resist. She was very aware that her pussy was swollen and wet as she knelt before him. 

“Say… ‘I WANNA SUCK YOUR COCK SIR.’” 

“I… I wanna… suck your cock, SIR.” 

Otis grabbed her by the hair and unzipped his fly. He pulled his rampant cock out and pointed it right in her face. His hard penis reared back towards his abdomen from the kinky black hair at his groin. He stroked the shaft, rolling the foreskin back so the glans showed gleaming with wetness already leaking from his pisshole. He grinned as he enjoyed his domination of the white woman before him. Helen was aroused by his cock—his powerful maleness. It was very big…

Otis let go of her hair and began rubbing the head of his cock all over her face—

smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over. 

“I’m gonna teach you how to suck cock slave. Get your mouth soft and wet. Get your tongue workin’. When I cum in your mouth, you swallow. Understand? 

“Yes… YES SIR.” 

Then, he made her open her mouth, yanked her head around by the hair and made her kiss his penis and his testicles all over. 

“That’s good. I like soft, wet sucking kisses. Kiss my cock. Lick my balls and get ‘em wet. I’ll tell you when to put it in your mouth.” 

Otis enjoyed the feeling of her lips as she went up and down the shaft of his cock kissing and licking. 

“OH yeah… do it like that, slave. Now, get ma balls really wet.” 

The other men watched with erections—enjoying what Helen was doing. She began licking and lapping Otis’s pendulous ball sack… wetting the spiky hair and getting his scrotum wet and shiny with her saliva. When she ran her tongue over the entire length of his cock, getting it wet and harder, Lavon elbowed Eddie and chuckled at Helen’s sluttish behavior. Soon Otis had half his cock in her mouth and she was sucking and slurping on it like a baby. 

“Slave’s got a good mouth,” Otis said turning to the others. 

At first, Helen could only take half of his cock into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cockhead touched the back of her tongue, Helen gagged. Then Otis, grabbing her by the hair in one hand and his cock in the other, made her take more of it. He took all the control away from her. Helen’s mouth began drooling… getting wet and sloppy like her pussy. 

“That’s good. Take it deep,” he told her “Suck like you love it.” 

Otis forced more of his cock into her mouth—and began to face fuck her. He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe. He set the pace. 

He snarled, “Suck harder slave.” 

With her hot mouth engulfing his most prized possession, his cock reached its full erect size, and taking all of became impossible. He forced it all the way to the back of her tongue and this made her gag. Helen coughed and gagged and he took it out to let her get a breath. 

With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth salivating like

mad, she was just a little puppet now. After she caught her breath, Otis grabbed her by her hair—yanked her head around like she was a child… and then holding his cock in one hand like a weapon… made her suck it slow. 

Helen could handle it going in-and-out slowly. The made her only gag a little. 

But, when he began fucking her faster, harder and deeper, it made her drool and gag. Helen’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue. She kept struggling to control her gag reflex as her mouth was being used as if she were a street corner whore. 

Otis’s excitement grew, so he grabbed Helen’s head in both hands and just fucked her face. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Helen began to feel she was going to choke. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. 

Her nose ran and tears dripped down her cheeks. She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down her chin to wet her tits. 

Helen was of two minds: on one hand, it was rough—he was using her mouth hard—and on the other hand, she was aroused. It was an altogether new feeling for her to have a big, strong man take control of her and use her for his pleasure. 

Otis was pushing her buttons—the more he took control of her, the more aroused Helen became. 

Soon her pussy was very wet again. With both hands on his hips, she tried to hold him back. She banged on him with her balled fists to make him give her a breather—hungry for air. He ignored this. 

“Keep suckin’.” 

But Otis stopped; then went back to having Helen suck. Helen tried not to gag, to wipe her nose, or choke on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth. 

Helen could not swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her tits. Her mouth was already a sloppy mess when Otis ejaculated. He pulled out as he was still spurting and it landed on her face. 

Cum landed on her nose, cheek and chin. There were blobs of semen everywhere. Helen moaned as he milked the last drop of semen into her open mouth. He used the tip of his cock to smear the semen all over her lips and face. 

She was a mess when he was done. 

Following this, Otis let hairy Terell, with his big gut, take a turn. He made her

kiss his cock as if they were lovers. His cock was very thick and he was uncircumcised. 

“Get the tip of your tongue under my foreskin slave,” he told her. 

Terell made her use her tongue to go all around his foreskin and under the rim of his cockhead to clean the smegma. 

“Clean it slave,” he told her. 

Helen had never done this before. 

“Do it good slave,” he growled. 

Helen worked harder to lick up all the little yellow curds. When Terell felt she had done a good job, he got his thick cock into her mouth until the tip reached the back of her tongue. Like Otis, he made her gag and then he took it out, slapped her face with it, and then rubbed the wet tip all over her mouth. 

Helen was hot, wet and aroused from being made to suck cock. Terell wanted to cum and at that point, he grabbed her head and with both hands pulled her head back-and-forth until he ejaculated. When he had deposited his load in her mouth, he had something else he wanted her to do. 

“Open your mouth slave,” he told her. “Show it to us.” 

Helen had to show she had a mouthful of cum. Only then, did Terell let her swallow. 

Otis was watching. 

He said, “Now, you’re really a dirty slut. Say, ‘I’m a dirty, filthy slut.’” 

Helen, feeling very submissive now, said, “I’m… a… dirty, filthy slut.” 

Then, Otis let Darnel to take a turn. He strode over. He was very dark skinned and with a big cock like Otis’s. His dick was very black—with a reddish head. 

Helen, in a trance now, bent to the task of licking and kissing it all over and remembered to use her tongue. She was soon drooling and making Darnel very

hot. It did not take him long to ejaculate. The semen that did not end up in her mouth landed on her face. Again, the “facial” made Helen feel very submissive. 

Otis motioned to Lavon that he was next. Lavon told her to take his cock out of his trousers and then kiss it. When she had it in her hand, he encouraged her by pinching and pulling her nipples. It made her feel more like a slut. This added to her arousal. His circumcised dick was longer than Terell’s but not as thick as Darnel’s or Otis’s. 

Already hard, Lavon was ready as Helen began worshipping his dick. She went to work on him slowly with soft, sucking kisses and wet licks up and down the shaft. She lapped up the pre-cum from his leaking piss-slit–and finally sucked it. 

She smelled the musky odor as his penis was dribbling with a slippery, silky feel to it. 

Eddie came over to stand right next to her as she sucked Lavon’s cock. Eddie was young, slim and strong. Lavon had his head back, with his eyes closed as Helen fellated him. She quickly looked over to steal a glance at Eddie’s penis and testicles. He was on fire… he had taken his dick out and it was rock hard. 

Their cocks were so different. Lavon’s was big, with a hard black shaft and a reddish head. His balls were in a loose sack. The veins on Lavon’s cock were prominent. Eddie’s cock was very long and slim, with an upward curve, and incredibly hard. His dick had a long turtleneck of a foreskin and a smelly, wet, purple cockhead. His balls were contained in a tight sack. He did not have a lot of pubic hair. 

Helen moaned, showing excitement. This was, of course, another example of how hot she was. She was showing arousal at sucking their cocks. Helen took in several more inches of Lavon’s cock so that it was right at the opening to her throat; so much, so that she began to gag again. 

As her saliva mixed with the secretions from his cock it got slippery and Lavon took delight in rubbing all over her face whenever he pulled his cock out. Helen kissed, licked and sucked on Lavon’s cock as Eddie stood there waiting. 

She opened her mouth even before she was told and began working on Eddie’s cock too. Helen, without being told, went from Lavon’s cock to Eddie’s. She held one in each hand and alternated going from one to the other. Lavon used his self-control to keep from cumming as she slobbered her pink tongue all around

the head of his dick—and up and down the shaft, making “kissy” sounds as she pressed her lips in a kiss up against the sweet spot—his frenulum. 

They both dripped sweat all over her as she worshipped their cocks. Lavon pinched and stretched her nipples demandingly to keep her working hard. Otis chuckled at how Helen was performing. He was enjoying her “performance.” 

Helen held Lavon’s balls in one hand as she kissed and licked his scrotum. Eddie was very excited. Helen had his foreskin back and as she sucked his cock, he came first—a huge amount. His penis erupted like a fire-hose. The torrents were so thick that Helen pulled back and they continued with such force that for a moment it looked as if he was pissing semen instead of ejaculating. He got it back in her mouth and forced it in deep until he finished. Afterwards, his erection remained. He had the sexual stamina of someone just out of his teen years. Eddie finished by milking his prick and shaking the last drops on her face. 

Now, Lavon wanted to cum too. 

“Keep your mouth open for me slave,” Lavon rasped. 

He took a step closer—holding his cock in his hand. Spreading his legs, he brought the head of his cock close to Helen’s face. The muscles in his thighs and abdomen tensed as he jerked off on Helen—until finally… he began to cum. The blast caught Helen in the face, some going in her mouth, the rest splattering her face and pasting strands of her hair to her face. 

Lavon alternated from her open mouth to letting his cum land on her face until his balls were drained. Both men had been very excited. The taste of all the semen was overwhelming for Helen. Each man tasted so different. She had sucked five cocks to completion. 

Otis and Darnel’s ejaculations were smaller and clumpy. Some were salty and a little sickening. Terell, Lavon and Eddie’s were copious and sweeter, but still salty and runny. All of them had been on the sexual edge. Everyone had been ready to cum since she had stripped herself naked. 

Helen’s face was now sticky with streamers and blobs of warm semen. Otis grinned—a satisfied look on his face. Their aim had been good; they had sprayed seed on her cheeks, chin and lips; and even in her hair. Lavon wiped up some of the semen, made her open her mouth, and then wiped it on her tongue. Helen obediently swallowed. 

“Sucking big, black cocks… that’s what white slaves are for,” Otis told her. 

He said, “You’re a dirty, white slave. SAY ‘I’m a dirty white slave!’” 

“I... I’m a dirty white slave.” 

“‘Say, I love cum!’” 

“I... I... l... love cum, Sir.” 

“‘Say, ‘I’m a cum slut.’” 

“I’m a cum slut, Sir.” 

Helen was being “tamed.” 

Penetration Submission

“Get up.,” Otis told Helen. “Get on the bed… on your hands and knees.” 

Helen, taking a deep breath, got into position. She was putty in their hands now. 

She knelt there and moaned as Otis worked a finger into her vagina. She gasped when he worked another finger into her anus. She was in a very submissive and sexual state. She was waiting now for what she had fantasized about: men with big cocks taking her one after the other. 

When Otis spread her thighs open wider, she began whimpering. Otis knew the moment was right. He was going to let young Eddie go first. He already had another erection. He knelt behind her. Helen knew what was next. 

“OH… ohhhh,” she moaned. 

‘He’s gonna fuck me,’ she thought. 

“Wanna use the safe word?” Otis asked her. 

“Umm… no… no Sir.” 

Helen was ready in mind and body…

Eddie got closer; he was ready to mount her. He rubbed his cock up and down against the wet open lips of her cunt, wetting the head. After he made her moan doing that, he started slowly pushing into her, the lips of her cunt beginning to stretch as he entered her. Helen groaned spreading her legs open wider to ease the pressure and make his entry easier. He began to push and Helen groaned when he went deeper. Her hole was being stretched by his long cock. 

Eddie worked his cock deeper into her and Helen became more vocal. Moving in-and-out slowly, working his cock in her hot pussy, Eddie finally got almost all of it inside. Helen moaned aloud. The initial penetration was not that difficult, but now it felt big. Eddie pulled back and then began to work it back in slowly—

taking his time before gradually increasing his thrusts. His cock was much longer and a bit thicker than her husband’s. 

Helen moaned cradling her head between her arms. Eddie’s cock went in-and-out, making nasty wet sounds as he fucked her. After a moment, he had her masturbate as he fucked her. 

“Rub your pussy—slave,” he told her. 

Helen reached down with one hand to rub her clitoris and labia. Eddie slowed down paying attention to her breathing and sounds. Helen began to whimper louder as she rubbed her pussy. At that point, Eddie had created the rhythm and the pattern he wanted. Soon, it seemed as if they were working together. Helen’s rubbing of her labia, clitoris became more frantic, and soon her body shook as she CAME! 

Helen cried out and climaxed, “Oh God… OH… GOD… OH… OH… OH…

UH… UH… UH… OH GOD!” 

Eddie kept his cock inside her vagina until her spasms subsided, and then he began moving in-and-out again, taking time with her, enjoying his conquest and her submission. Eddie, grunting and with an oath, came after Helen did, and shot wads of cum into her hole. Eddie was still inside her, holding her ass and hips tightly against him even after he ejaculated. Helen’s cunt was now full of semen. 

Electrifying sensations swept thru Helen’s loins when Eddie filled her vagina. 

Helen was sweating—flushed on her face, neck and chest. Hot feelings

overcame Helen. The thought filled her mind that she was fertile and that these black men might impregnate her. The thought was dismaying, arousing and guilt producing at the same time. Eddie finally pulled out. Semen dribbled from her stretched cunt to form a puddle on the mattress. He looked at the semen pooled in Helen’s vagina and turned to the others. 

Eddie said in a loud voice, “Slave’s pussy is full of cum.” 

Helen was still in the throes of her post orgasmic bliss. Her legs were still apart and her cunt was drooling. She was in another world. 

Eddie came over and stood by her face—cock in hand. 

“Clean it slave.” 

His dick was wet and sticky with secretions and semen. Helen stared into his eyes. Eddie loved it when she went to work, kissing, licking and sucking his cock clean. Helen wade wet, slurping sounds as she cleaned his dick. 

Otis made Helen thank Eddie afterwards. 

“Slave—say thank you.” 

“Thank you Sir.” 

“Say, ‘I’m a dirty slut.’” 

“I’m a dirty slut, Sir.” 

“It’s time for another fuck,” Otis told her. 

To keep things interesting, Otis made Helen get up. Terell had pulled off his trousers and shorts—then, he climbed on mattress and got on his back. 

Otis wanted Helen on top. Otis got Helen straddling Terell. His cock was pointing up and he steadied Helen with one hand as he aimed his thick cock at her hole. It took a moment but he got it inside and Helen groaned as it invaded her depths. Terell humped his hips up; and Helen soon began humping up-and-down on her own. In this position, she had the whole cock inside her. 

Helen was acting out her fantasy. She wriggled her ass and hips and humped up and down like a trained monkey. Eyes closed, Helen worked herself up-and-down on Terrell’s fat black dick. As she leaned forward, she pressed her labia and clitoris against Terell’s fat stomach. 

Lavon asked Terell, “how’s da bitch?” 

“Oh yeah! Dis bitch is humpin’ now.” 

Helen alternated between squatting up and down and leaning forward to wriggle her ass. She was acting like a slut at this point. Darnel and Eddie pawed and mauled her tits and played hard with her nipples. As they pulled on the nipples, they drew her breasts out from her body in the most grotesque way. 

Otis came over and began to smack Helen’s ass with his big paw as she rode Terell’s thick cock. Each hot smack was a counterpoint to the sounds of wet flesh slapping together as Helen went up-and-down. Helen, feeling the spanking, began to hump harder. As Otis continued to spank her, Helen rode Terrell’s cock until she was humping up and down like a frenzied animal. This went on for a moment and then she CAME again! 

“OHHHHHH… OH GOD… I’M CUMMING… OH GOD… OHHHH…

AHH… OH… OH… OH… OH… OH… OH… OH… OH…OOOOOHHH! 

Burly Terell came right after Helen did. He felt his ejaculation spurting and spurting and grunted yelling out his pleasure. 

“Shit… dis slave has a great pussy,” he exclaimed when he pushed Helen off him. 

Helen rolled over on her side and curled up into a fetal ball. Terell got up to slap palms with his pal, Darnel. Otis told Lavon to go next. He wanted Helen on her back. Helen rolled over and when Lavon pushed her legs back, she opened herself up for him. She looked down and saw that his cock was fully hard. His penis was thicker than Eddie’s and much longer than Terell’s. 

“Slave—I’m gonna make you cum,” he told her. 

Helen moaned and pulled her thighs back. Lavon played with her by rubbing the head up against her pussy. Helen whimpered as he did this. 

“You like that slave?” 

“Ohhhhh… uh… oh… yes, Sir.” 

Lavon began to work his cock into her vagina. She was very wet and there was a lot of semen still in her hole. Lavon was able to get ¾ of his big dick in her before he began to fuck her. He thrust with short, stabbing strokes and worked his hips so that the head of his cock touched her G-spot and went past her cervix into the deeper pockets. He was a sexual magician and soon had Helen moaning. 

“OH… GOD… OHhhh… ohhh… OHHHHH… OHHHHH!” 

He reached underneath and took her cheeks in hand, leaning back to pull it almost out before ramming in back into her. Helen’s moans became more frantic. 

She was so hot now. Each fuck was better than she had ever experienced. She reached up to put her hands on Lavon’s biceps and then on his shoulders. He put his weight on her and she wrapped her legs around him. In this position, he went in-and-out smoothly… going deeper every few strokes. Helen urged him on…

“OH… GOD… FUCK ME… FUCK ME… FUCK ME!” 

She clutched at him in a convulsive move and then screamed as she reached another orgasm. 

“OH GOD, OH GOD… I’M CUMMING… I’M CUMMING… I’M

CUMMING!” 

Right after Helen came, Lavon ejaculated. It had been a very good fuck for him too. He finally pulled out and Otis got closer to see the river of semen drooling from Helen’s open hole. She reached down to touch herself and feel her pussy…

running a finger through the pearly semen pouring from her vagina. 

“Oh… Ohhhh.” 

Otis slapped Lavon on the back and congratulated him as Darnel stepped forward. He had his cock out. His cock was as long and thick as Lavon’s. Darnel began to play with her pussy. He pulled on her inflamed, puffy labia and pushed back the hood of her clitoris to expose the bud. 

“Slave—I’m gonna fuck you good,” he told her. 

“She’s a dirty slut slave. She loves duh big, black dick,” Terell added. 

Helen, still on her back, began to whimper as Darnel played with her pussy. 

He asked her teasingly, “You want it slave?” 

Helen just moaned but as he teased her clitoris, it swelled, her outer labia flattened and spread away from her vagina. Her inner sex lips seem to swell as Darnel played with her clit. 

He looked at her pussy and said, “You’re ready for me slave.” 

The others crowded around to look at Helen’s pussy too. Terell encouraged Darnel to, “Fuck her good.” 

Darnel, holding his erection like a weapon, wiped it all over Helen’s sloppy pussy. Helen began to moan again. After a moment, Darnel worked the head of his cock in slowly. Helen grunted when he picked up the pace. His dick tugged on her labia with each thrust. 

Soon, he had almost the whole thing in her hot wet sex. He fucked her slow and steady enjoying the feel of her vaginal folds. His frame seemed to dwarf her on the bed. 

Helen was breathing hard…panting, and then whimpering and moaning as Darnel fucked her steady and deep. Darnel, whose humping had been smooth and powerful, started getting jerkier and making noises as if he was about to cum, but then slowed down... going slow–in-and-out. He also worked his cock deep into her epicenter… the bottom of her vagina. When he did that, Helen gritted her teeth and groaned… When he kept it up, she began moaning and crying out. 

Soon Helen, her pussy on fire, rewarded Darnel with a wet, twitching orgasm. 

She shook and moaned as her vagina clenched and squeezed his cock. Darnel kept fucking her. He held onto her hips as he began to hump her in a frenzied way. The others stared at Darnel’s cock going in-and-out of Helen’s stretched pussy–all very wet and nasty. The sounds of wet flesh slapping against wet flesh was loud. 

“Uh... uh… Take ma load… WHITE SLUT,” Darnel yelled. 

“Fill her up,” Terell encouraged his pal. 

Darnel’s balls as they went up-and-down. He was making a deposit in Helen’s cunt. Buried balls deep; he had gotten his whole big dick inside her. As he ejaculated, Helen’s legs began to tremble… the muscles in her thighs were twitching. Little dribbles of cum soon escaped her cunt and oozed out around his cock. Darnel enjoyed her tight sheath for a moment longer. Then he pulled out with a pop… and stood up. Terell high-fived with him. Helen lay there in a stupor...looking dreamy. Her vagina continued to spasm. Her cunt was dilated open and another river of cum began drooling out to saturate the mattress. 

Darnel leaned over and said to her, “you’ve got a pussy full of cum... taste it slave.” 

He brought his hand down to her messy pussy and scooped up blobs of gooey semen mixed with her vaginal secretions on two fingers. He brought it to her lips; and Helen’s tongue went out to lap it up. He did it again, this time inserting his fingers deeper to get the semen inside. He brought his fingers to her mouth…

and then everyone watched as Helen licked his fingers with her pink tongue again. Helen did this twice without being told. She licked his fingers clean and then licked her lips. She was accepting everything. 

Otis was ready to fuck her next. He got Helen standing and made her bend over with her hands on her knees. While her vagina had been stretched, Helen still moaned and groaned when Otis worked most of his big cock into her vagina. 

Otis pushed and pulled Helen as if she was a ragdoll. Terell and Darnel joked as their boss began to fuck Helen’s pussy making her head bob up and down. 

Helen’s tits wobbled and jiggled as he humped her hard. He worked to get his whole cock into her and Helen feeling very full, had another orgasm. She was also very vocal. 

“OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH… Oh GOD! OH GOD! OH SHIT.” 

Her belly was twitching after she came. When Otis finished, Helen’s pussy was packed with semen. After this coupling and a short break, Helen sat on the bed. 

That is when a new man showed up. His name was Luther. He was twenty-five; and huge. He was all of 6’5” and 250lbs. Luther would join the Training crew whenever Otis invited him. Not part of the regular crew; he was an off-duty cop from the local precinct. Otis liked to bring him there to fuck willing white

bitches. 

Luther was bigger than Darnel and Otis. He was a hulk. He dropped his sweat pants and shorts. And, that’s when Helen stared.... 

“Oh yeah… da Rhino is ready,” Darnel said pointing at Luther. 

When Helen saw what Luther was packing, she knew why the others called him the ‘Rhino’. 

“I’m ready for some white pussy,” Luther said to Otis who slapped him on the back. 

Helen, when Luther dropped his pants and shorts, was startled by the size of his cock. It was longer than the others and as thick as her wrist. Luther swaggered over, grabbed Helen and pushed her to kneel so he could put the wide, shiny, red head of his dick in front of her mouth. 

Luther first made Helen kiss and lick his cock and balls. 

“Show me that you love it,” he told Helen. 

He was able to get only the head of his cock into her mouth; it was too big for her to swallow the shaft. The size of his cockhead made her cheeks balloon. 

Luther’s crotch was covered with kinky black hair and his cock was huge, even for his fame. It was long and very thick and wide just below the head. Luther got Helen standing behind the bed, spread her legs and bend over to support herself with her hands on the bed frame. Luther slapped her thighs to make her spread her legs. As Luther got into position to fuck Helen, she looked over her shoulder staring at his oversized cock. 

Luther’s cock was so big that it looked like it was from another species. He waved it around displaying it to Helen. It seemed to her that the man’s cock was as big as her forearm. His testicles were big too. The shaft seemed ridiculously thick. Helen watched it bobbing up and down. 

Helen was worried that it might not fit. She never had a cock that big. Helen had fantasized about a big cock, but she was concerned even though five of them had already stretched her. The others saw the look on Helen’s face as Luther aimed it

at her sloppy hole. Her face showed her apprehension and arousal too. She was not sure how it would fit, but was willing. Luther put the head against her wet labia. First, he teased her… rubbing her pussy with it. Helen moaned as he did this. 

“Gotta get you ready,” he told her. 

Helen, submissive, began moaning as Luther worked the head in. Her pussy was juicing; and soon everyone heard Helen’s passionate cries, moans and squeals as Luther penetrated her. With Helen moaning and squealing, Luther pushed it in further. When Luther pulled back a little, it looked like his cock was pulling Helen’s insides out. When he thrust it in, it seemed to Helen like it would come out of her mouth. 

“OH GOD… it’s stretching my pussy,” she cried out. 

When ¾ of his mammoth cock was inside, Helen felt it going past her cervix and deeper into her vagina. Luther’s cock was amazing—huge—a full 26 cm in length and almost as thick as a beer can. 

Luther then pulled his dick all the way out and this made Helen whimper as she went from stuffed to empty. Next, holding it like a sword, Luther again rubbed it up all over her messy pussy. Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…

easy at first… then harder, holding her hips in his paws and thrusting in-and-out. 

Everyone stared at the big dick going in-and-out of Helen’s sex. It was exciting to hear the sounds Helen made as Luther sexed her. Inhuman sounds started to come from her mouth. 

As they got louder and louder, it was obvious, Helen was in heaven. As Luther slammed his hips forward in one convulsive move, Helen’s voice hit a high octave. Luther had reached a very deep, sensitive place. He alternated deep thrusting with pumping her with short strokes. Each time he pulled back, Helen’s distended labia seemed to grip his shaft. Her voice, choked with lust, was barely understandable. 

Her womanly juices and the semen the others had deposited were now smeared thick and nasty all over Luther’s cock. It was glistening–milky–streaked with a nasty ring of lather around the base. Luther teased her… pulling it out so just the head was inside to make her whimper and writhe. Then, he went back to fucking her with short, fast strokes. 

Helen grunted like a pig when he went DEEP. Her cunt had gushed to wet his balls. You could hear the wet, nasty sounds as Luther’s cock went in-and-out. 

Secretions had drooled from her vagina and dripped down to the concrete floor. 

She had almost taken the whole thing. His big balls slapped against her pubis with the deeper thrusts. 

Her moans and groans just went on and on as Luther hit a steady rhythm. The sounds of pure lust and crazed ecstasy poured from Helen’s mouth. Every few strokes, Luther forced his cock all the way in to the bottom of her vagina and made her cry out. 

He fucked her hard. In-and-out–HARD–again and again. On each in-stroke, it did not seem like it was going to fit inside. Then somehow, it went in deep. It looked nasty too—her hot, red hole framed by her engorged pink and purple labia with everything wet and glistening with her vaginal secretions. His big balls swung back and forth. 

Her hole was stretched tight—the labia looked like two red rubber bands–

stretched thin and taut. It looked like a python had squeezed itself into her vagina. On the in-stroke, his thick cock dragged her labia into the hole. It was so thick that Helen’s clitoris was pulled and pushed when her labia were dragged in-and-out too. 

By now Helen was delirious, her babbling beyond words, as Luther fucked her. 

Luther’s ass... the big muscular cheeks were clenching and relaxing. Luther was a sexual magician too. He sexed Helen fast and then slow and deep for a while—

all the way to the bottom of her vagina making Helen groan. Her vagina clutched at him convulsively, each time. Then he pounded her for a half dozen short strokes. 

Tensing up, Helen got louder and louder and then began to scream. The chorus of sounds got louder until she was shrieking as she had a HUGE, earth-shattering vaginal-uterine orgasm. 

“OHHHH… OHHHHHHH… OHHH GOD… OH GOD… OH GOD…

OHHHH MY GOD… OHHHHHH MY GOD!” 

Her squirting orgasm wet Luther’s groin. 

Luther grunted… and kept thrusting, as he now wanted to cum. He dripped

sweat on Helen. As he approached his orgasm, his heavy nut sack tightened up, his back muscles knotted and finally his butt cheeks clenched. 

Finally, he stopped with his cock deep inside her vagina. His pubic hair seemed meshed with hers. As his balls yo-yoed up and down in his sack and his butt clenched tight, his load erupted—from his big balls into Helen’s stretched hot sex hole. He had filled her with his potent semen. 

“OH… GOD… OH GOD!” Helen moaned. 

He finally pulled out and stepped back. His cock came out with a wet “plop” 

sound. Everyone looked at the river of pearly cum drooling from Helen’s hot, reddened hole. There was cum oozing and dripping to make a puddle on the floor. Helen, exhausted, ended up on the mattress— whimpering as Luther used his fingers and scooped some up. He presented it to her and she licked it off his fingers. 

Otis made lay back and spread her legs. Now, they could all see vagina quivering and going into spasms. Her hole looked like an invisible glass tube was keeping it open. You could see up inside. Blobs of semen dribbled from her sex hole. Her thighs were sloppy with cum, her bush was matted with semen, and her swollen pussy was a mess—baby batter drooling from it. Luther pulled Helen off the mattress and got her kneeling. He got his wet dick, still half-hard, by her face. At his command, she cleaned his cock and balls of the sweat, her secretions and semen. 

He boasted, “Hey White Girl… you like ma big, black dick… don’t cha?” 

Then, with a nod and a slap on his back from Otis, Luther went to the toilet. He came back and dressed. 

‘I was bad. Now, I’m dirty,’ Helen mused as she again lay down on the soiled mattress. The smell of sex filled the room. It was now 4:30 pm and the workshop was effectively over. Otis let her clean herself and dress. Luther came over when she was ready to leave and gave her his business card. 

“Give me a call,” he told her. 

She did not respond, but she did take the card. When Helen was in her car going home, the crotch of her panties grew wet with semen which still leaked from her

vagina. 

“Helen… you learned that black cocks matter,” Otis told her as she got ready to leave. 

On the way home, Helen thought, ‘That was unbelievable. I can’t believe how many times I came.’

Epilogue

Helen’s inner slut had found full expression during this experience. She had no choice but to tell her husband what happened when he asked her about the workshop. 

She told Bob, “Well… the roleplaying had me in the role of a naked slave.” 

“Are you’re kidding?” 

“Well… I don’t really know how to begin,” Helen mumbled. “But I’ve gotta tell you.” 

She took a deep breath and told her husband all about the five hours in the warehouse. That she had sex with six men. 

At first, Bob was stunned learning that six black men had cuckolded him. He was also worried that she may have been impregnated. Helen’s confession spawned an argument and then a discussion. During the discussion, Helen managed to get Bob to admit that he enjoyed interracial porn online. 

“So, you like to watch that kind of stuff… right?” she asked. “So, if you’re honest, you gotta admit what I just told you turned you on.” 

“I can’t believe that it does turn me on,” Bob admitted. “I have to get used to the idea, but, I have to admit that it does.” 

Of course, Bob wanted all the gory details. You can imagine what he did after she told him. Helen’s experience would change both their lives. Bob did not know, until this, that he could be aroused by being a cuckold. But, he was amazed and aroused by what his wife shared with him. He was turned on by the thought that his wife had been slutty with big, black cocks. 

Bob wanted to know, “So how big were their cocks?” 

However, there were unexpected consequences from Helen’s day at the workshop. A few weeks later Helen gave Luther a call to meet him for a “date.” 

When she came home and shared the details with Bob, he was hooked. He was now a major cuckold aroused by his wife’s new addiction to BBC sex. All of this made both husband and wife fully aware that “black cocks matter.” 
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