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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 27K WORD NOVELLA! Age gap, young girlfriend watched as she 'entertains' an African refugee camp… It's HOT because it's so taboo and wrong! 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 16 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: Good Intentions and Soaked Knickers


The rubbish appears first. Plastic bags caught in hedgerows, flapping like tired flags. Then Carrefour shopping trolleys, dumped in ditches, half-submerged in oily water reflecting nothing but grey sky. The road narrows, potholed tarmac giving way to rutted mud, and I grip the door handle as Judd navigates another crater.

"Christ, it's massive." He leans forward over the steering wheel. "Photos don't do it justice."

He's right. The camp sprawls across the wasteland like a badly kept secret, stretching further than I'd imagined. Tents in every faded colour, tarps strung between poles, shipping containers with doors cut into them, shelters cobbled from pallets and plastic sheeting. All of it coated in mud, all of it temporary and somehow permanent at once.

"We knew it would be rough." I say it more to myself than to him. "We came prepared."

Judd glances over, grinning in that earnest way that made me fall for him three years ago at a climate march. "Right. Let's make a difference, yeah?"

I nod. Try to smile, but my stomach clenches with nerves.

We'd driven through the night to the port, arguing about it the entire way. My mother had rung twice before we'd even reached Dover, begging us to reconsider. It's dangerous, Gail. Those people, they're not like us. You'll get hurt. Judd's father had been blunter: You're a pair of bloody idiots, wasting your time on people who'd slit your throat for a fiver.

We'd ignored them both. We always do. Judd works for a small international development charity, practically for free, and I'd spent two years at an NGO writing grant applications and organising awareness campaigns. No borders, no walls, no human is illegal. We have the slogans memorised, the principles down cold. We'd watched the news coverage of the refugee camps in Calais with mounting horror and guilt. People drowning in the Channel. Children sleeping in mud. Men treated like animals by French police who want them gone and British politicians who want them further away.

Someone has to help, so why not us?

The smell hits before we've even parked. Sewage, smoke, rotting food, something chemical and wrong catching in my throat. I wind up the window, then immediately feel guilty and wind it down again. Judd cuts the engine. The silence that follows isn't silence at all. Distant shouting, music from tinny speakers, the rattle of generators, the steady thrum of lorries on the motorway beyond the fence.

"Ready?" Judd asks.

No. "Yes."

We'd hired the van in Calais town, loaded it with supplies we'd bought in bulk from a Carrefour supermarket. Water bottles, tinned beans, rice, pasta, blankets from a discount warehouse. It had taken most of our savings, carefully set aside over months. Judd had filled out the forms for the volunteer coordination group online, read all the guidance documents about safety and distribution protocols, printed them out and highlighted the important bits. He'd done everything right - but that's how he is.

I open the door and step down into mud that sucks at my boots. The air is colder than I'd expected, damp with drizzle that isn't quite rain. I pull my jacket tighter and look around.

They've already noticed us.

Men, dozens of them, emerging from tents and shelters, standing in groups, sitting on plastic chairs outside doorways. All of them looking; some politely then away, others openly, unblinking, assessing every inch. A few smile. One man, young and lean in a tracksuit, adjusts himself through the fabric, deliberate, making sure I see.

Heat floods my face, my throat, down between my tits. I stare at my boots. At the mud. At anything except him and that deliberate hand on his cock and the fact that I'm watching.

"Gail, grab that crate, yeah?" Judd's already at the back doors, cheerful and focused, pulling out the first boxes.

Move. I make my legs work; my hands grip the crate. The plastic bites into my palms. Water bottles shift and clatter inside. Focus on that. Not on the way every man in a fifty-foot radius seems to be tracking my arse.

The crate is heavier than I'd expected. I stagger slightly, and a hand catches my elbow, steadying me.

"Careful, sister."

The voice is warm, accented. I look up. The man is massive, taller than Judd by half a foot, skin so dark it's nearly blue-black in the grey light. His eyes are darker still.

"Thank you." My voice comes out wrong, too high. "I'm fine."

"The ground is slippery. I help you."

His hand drops lower. Finds the small of my back. Lower still. Right above my arse. I freeze, the crate clutched against my chest, my heart slamming against my ribs. Mediterranean warmth, that's all. Tactile friendliness. Except he's West African and that's not fucking just local warmth.

"You are very kind to come here."

"We wanted to help." Christ, I sound breathless like I've been running.

He smiles wider. His hand drops. I stumble forward, set the crate down in the mud, and turn back to the van without looking at him. My knickers are soaked through. Five minutes. We've been here five fucking minutes and I'm wet enough to drip.

As we pull stuff out of the van, time collapses. Or stretches. I can't tell anymore. People everywhere around us. Voices in languages I don't understand. Merci. Shukran. God bless. Judd seems at home, and chats easily, handing things out, asking names, shaking hands. He's good at this. He's always been good with people, open and friendly and entirely without self-consciousness.

I try to match his energy. Smile and nod. Say "you're welcome" and "take what you need." And the whole time, I feel eyes on my body. On my tits, visible through my T-shirt despite the sports bra underneath. On my arse in my jeans. On my face, my hair, my hands. I'm being catalogued, measured, wanted.

Some buried part of me, shameful and undeniable, fucking loves the attention.

A man touches my shoulder as he takes a blanket. Another brushes my hand reaching for tins. A third stands so close behind me I feel his breath on my neck. I smell cigarettes, sweat, something musky and male making me dizzy. My nipples harden, two points of aching need rubbing against my bra. I cross my arms over my chest.

"Gail, you alright?" Judd calls from the van.

"Fine. Just cold."

Liar. I'm not cold. I'm burning. My face, my chest, between my legs. I've never been so aware of my body, of its responses, of the way it's betraying every principle I've claimed to have.

I'm supposed to see their humanity. Their dignity. Their desperate fucking need. These are refugees. Desperate men. People fleeing violence and poverty and unimaginable circumstances. I came here to help. To do good. To feel like my privileged life has purpose.

Instead I'm noticing their height. Their hands. The way their bodies move, lean and muscular and built for survival. They're all so fucking big. Taller, broader, hands that could span my entire arse. And their cocks, Christ, their cocks outlined through trackies and worn jeans, thick and heavy and darker than Judd's pale five inches could ever dream of being.

I grab another crate, focus on the mud, on not slipping, on keeping my face neutral. On not thinking about what I'm thinking about.

"Excuse me."

The voice is different. Confident, amused, speaking English with barely an accent. I look up.

6'2", head shaved, leather jacket that looks designer and new. Jaw sharp enough to cut glass. When he smiles, a gold tooth flashes. Trouble. Danger. Criminal. Every racist thing my mother warned me about made flesh.

Except instead of fear, I'm flooded with heat, with want so sharp it steals my breath.

"Welcome to the Jungle." He pulls a cigarette from his pocket, lights it in one smooth motion. "Not quite what you expected, I think."

Judd straightens, smiling. "We're here to help however we can."

The man's eyes flick to Judd, dismissive, barely a second, then back to me. He holds my gaze, unblinking, assessing. "And you?" His voice drops, intimate. "What brings a beautiful woman to a place like this?"

I open my mouth, close it, then pull myself together and try again. "Same. To help. We both... we want to contribute."

"How generous." He takes a drag, still watching me. Still stripping me with his eyes. Peeling away every layer of my nice middle-class charity-girl costume until there's nothing left but what I actually am.

"We appreciate beauty and charity in equal measure."

My face burns. I stare down at the mud, at my boots, anywhere but at him.

"I'm Malik." He extends his hand to Judd first, then to me. "Malik Diallo. I run, no, let's just say I coordinate things here. Make sure people get what they need."

He takes my hand. Raises it, and sisses it, old-fashioned, his lips warm and dry against my knuckles. His eyes never leave my face. I feel stripped and exposed.

"Gail," I stammer. "I'm Judd's girlfriend."

"I know who you are." He releases my hand slowly, thumb dragging across my palm. "The volunteers registered with the coordination group, yes? British, here for a week. Very noble."

Judd laughs, nervous and pleased. "We're just doing what we can, mate."

Malik's smile widens. The gold tooth catches the grey light. "Come back tomorrow." He says it to both of us but looks only at me. "I'll show you where the water is needed most. Where you can really make a difference. Just you two, yes? More personal that way."

"That would be brilliant," Judd says. "Really appreciate it."

"My pleasure." Malik drops his cigarette, crushes it under his boot. "Ten o'clock. I'll meet you here."

He walks away, casual, certain, his leather jacket swinging. I watch him go. Can't stop myself. He moves like someone who owns this place, who's claimed it and everything in it. Men step aside for him. Nod. He doesn't look back.

I've been holding my breath. My cunt is clenching, pulsing. Wetness spreads. Malik Diallo. I'll remember that name. I couldn't forget it if I tried.

"Seems like a good bloke," Judd says, oblivious, turning back to the van. "Helpful, anyway."

I nod. Don't trust myself to speak. My knickers feel soaked through. I can feel it with every step, every shift of my thighs.
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The hotel is off the motorway, cheap and clean and utterly soulless. Beige carpet, beige walls, a double bed with a floral coverlet that's seen better decades. Judd dumps our bags and heads straight for the shower, calling through the bathroom door about tomorrow's plan.

"I think we should focus on water distribution first, yeah? That seemed like the biggest need. And maybe we can coordinate with that Malik guy, see what else they're short on. Did you see the state of those toilets? We could fundraise for better facilities when we get back, maybe start a petition..."

His voice fades into white noise. He heads to the bathroom, and I sit on the edge of the bed, still in my muddy jeans and jacket, staring at my reflection in the mirror opposite. My face is flushed, my hair a mess where I'd pulled it free of its ponytail. My nipples are still hard, visible even through my clothes. I press my thighs together. Feel the slickness between them, warm and undeniable.

Just adrenaline. Strangeness. The shock of the camp, the sensory overload, the danger. That's all. I'll decompress, get a good night's sleep, and tomorrow I'll be fine. Professional. Focused on the work.

I slip my hand behind my jeans and touch myself briefly. Just to test.

My cunt is soaked.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I've spent the day surrounded by desperate men, people who've fled war and poverty, who are sleeping in mud and pissing in chemical toilets and risking their lives to cross the Channel. And I'm sitting in a hotel room, safe and warm and privileged, getting off on it.

The shower cuts off. I stand, grab my wash bag, push past Judd as he emerges in a cloud of steam.

"My turn."

I lock the bathroom door. Lean against it. Stare at myself in the mirror. My pupils are dilated, my breathing shallow. I look like someone about to do something unforgivable.

I unbutton and I shove my hand down the front of my jeans into my knickers. My fingers slide through wetness, too much of it, slick and undeniable. I touch my clit and gasp, the sound too loud in the small space. I bite my lip, press my forehead against the mirror, watch my own face as I circle, press, rub.

I'm thinking about Malik. About his gold tooth, his eyes, the way he said beautiful woman like he was tasting the words, deciding how I'd taste. About hands on my body. Dozens of them. Dark and scarred and rough. About being pressed into mud, held down, filled with cock so thick I'd split.

Five minutes. Five fucking minutes in a refugee camp and I'm soaked through, nipples hard, cunt clenching at the sight of desperate men I'm supposed to be helping. I'm not just a terrible person. I'm an irredeemable one.

I come in under a minute, my knees buckling, my free hand gripping the sink for balance. The orgasm rips through me, sharp and overwhelming and not nearly enough. Not even close to enough.

"Gail?" Judd knocks. "You alright in there?"

"Fine," I gasp. "Just... washing my face."

"You've been ages."

"Out in a sec."

I clean up with shaking hands, splash cold water on my face, avoid my own eyes in the mirror. When I emerge, Judd's already in bed, scrolling through his phone.

"We did good today, didn't we?" He sets it aside as I climb in beside him. "Felt good to actually help."

"Yeah. It did."

He kisses me, brief and affectionate, then rolls over, mumbling something about setting an alarm. Within minutes, his breathing evens out into sleep.

I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, my cunt still aching. Tomorrow. Tomorrow I'll be fine. Tomorrow I'll focus on the work, on why we're really here.

I know I'm lying. But I let myself believe it anyway.


2: Welcome to the Jungle


Day two. We pull into the same rutted clearing just before ten, and the mud is worse than yesterday. Thick grey slurry that sucks at my boots, spatters up my jeans. The drizzle has stopped but everything is sodden. Judd kills the engine and we haul boxes out of the van: bottled water, tinned beans, a crate of donated coats that reek of charity shops.

I slept like shit. Spent half the night replaying yesterday, Malik's hand on my waist, his voice in my ear. The other half hating myself for it.

A French volunteer appears, clipboard clutched like a weapon, her face tight with stress. Forties, maybe, grey roots showing through blonde dye. She zeroes in on Judd.

"You are Judd, yes?" Her English is good but clipped. "We need help, very urgent, medical tent is catastrophe. Inventory is disaster, cannot find anything, you help now?"

Judd looks at me. Asking permission, the daft sweet man.

"Go," I tell him. "I'll be fine."

"You sure?"

"I'll walk around. Get a proper look at the layout."

He's already moving, laptop bag over his shoulder, eager to solve something, to tick a box and feel useful. I watch him disappear between tents, and just like that I'm alone. Standing in a sea of men, mud to my ankles, and my stomach does this thing. Drops and clenches at the same time. Dread and want all mixed up.

"Good morning, Gail."

Oh Christ.

Malik's voice comes from behind me. I turn too fast, nearly slip in the mud. He's right there. Leather jacket again, unzipped over a black T-shirt. Gold tooth flashing. He looks rested. Amused, like he's glad and surprised to find me alone.

"Morning."

"Your boyfriend is busy." He steps closer. "Good. I show you the real camp. Just us."

His hand lands on my lower back before I can answer. Warm fingers splayed just above my arse. I was warned to always establish a boundary, always to show independence. But every nerve ending is focused on that hand, and let him steer me down the main path, away from the van. Away from Judd.

"You slept well?" he asks, conversational, like his hand isn't burning through my T-shirt.

"Fine. The hotel was fine."

"You thought about yesterday."

I don't answer but my face does it for me, heating despite the cold, and he laughs, low in his throat, and I feel it. "Come. I show you where help is needed."
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The water point is chaos this morning. Men queued with plastic bottles, others stripped half-naked, washing in water that must be freezing. I stop at what I hope is a respectful distance. Professional: assessing infrastructure, not staring at bodies. Oh no.

Malik stands beside me. Close enough his shoulder brushes mine. He lights a cigarette, takes a long drag. "This is only water. Men wash here, drink here, everything here. Practical, yes?"

"Right. Makes sense."

One completely naked man is soaping himself. Water runs over dark skin, over thick shoulders and a broad chest, over abs that could be carved from stone. He's washing his cock. Matter-of-fact, no shame, suds sliding over his hands and the heavy weight hanging between his legs.

I can't stop staring.

He rinses. Water sluices down, over his thighs, his balls, his cock, and I'm cataloguing details I have no business noticing. The size. God, the fucking size. The colour, darker than the rest of him. The way it hangs soft and heavy and still looks bigger than Judd's ever gets hard.

Judd's five inches. This man is soft and he's already bigger. What could that make him hard? Seven? Eight?

"You're uncomfortable," Malik looks like he's enjoying this.

"No. I'm fine. Just... different culture from home."

"Different how?"

Heat floods my face. I can't answer this. Any answer is a confession. "Just more... open. Public."

"You mean," he says, and there's laughter in his voice, "you see more cock in five minutes here than five years in London."

Oh Christ. Oh fuck.

My mouth works, but nothing but a squeak comes out. Any denial would be a lie and we both know it.

"It's okay," he says, grinning now. "You can look. It's natural."

I drag my eyes away from the water point. Try to find something neutral. Anything. And land on Malik instead. On the front of his grey tracksuit bottoms, on the thick, unmistakable outline straining the fabric.

He's getting hard.

Thick and long. Tenting the thin material, the shape of him absolutely clear. Jesus, he's fucking huge. Even bigger than the man at the water point. Bigger than anything I've ever seen outside porn.

I stare, just can't help it, and catches me. Reaches down and adjusts himself, slow and deliberate, his hand cupping that length, making it even more obvious.

"It's warm today," he says, like that explains it.

It's not warm. It's fucking February. And is he hard because of me. Because he knows I'm soaked looking?

Because my knickers are drenched. If I take a step, I'll feel it slide between my thighs. I'm dizzy with the wrongness. A privileged white girl from Surrey, standing in a refugee camp, staring at the outline of a Black man's erection like I've never seen a cock before.

Maybe I haven't - at least not like this. Not one that makes my cunt clench and my mouth water, and my entire safe little life feel like a lie.

Malik's watching me with those dark, knowing eyes. "Come," he says, hand on my back again, steering me away, lower this time, his fingers grazing the top of my arse. "I show you the fence."
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The perimeter fence is chain-link, separating the camp from the motorway. Lorries rumble past, slowing for the junction. Malik explains routes, risks, men cutting through tarps to hide in containers.

I'm trying to listen. To care. To be the good person I came here to be.

But he's so close. I can smell him. His cock is still semi-hard.

"How many make it?" Trying to sound engaged.

"Enough. Not enough."

"I'm sorry. I wish there was a better way."

He turns to me, something sharper in his face. "You're sorry. Why? You didn't put us here."

"I just... I want to help."

"You will." His arm brushes mine. Deliberate? I don't move away. "But not the way you think."

What does that mean? What does he want from me? You know what he wants. You know exactly what he wants.

"Come," he says again. This time his hand slides lower, just for a second, fingertips grazing my arse. "I make you tea. My tent is private. Quiet."

This is it. Say no, firm like they said on the course, and find Judd, get into the van and go home.

"Okay," I hear myself say.
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His tent is bigger than most I've seen so far, tucked away from the main paths. Inside, it's surprisingly clean, with all the essentials: mattress on wooden pallets, camping stove, a plastic crate for a table. Posters taped to the canvas walls: Models I don't recognise, all tits and arse and pouting mouths.

Mostly naked white women posting in every poster. He certainly likes white women.

Then the smell hits me: cigarettes and male sweat. Something unmistakably musky, like he's fucked someone in here recently or wanked and didn't clean up properly.

Or both.

He points to the bed, "Sit."

I sit too fast, he sees I'm eager. The mattress sags under me, worn springs protesting. He crouches by the stove, fills a dented kettle from a water bottle, lights the burner. Drops teabags into two tin mugs. The domesticity is surreal. I'm in a refugee camp. In a man's tent. Alone. And he's making me tea.

He hands me a mug and sits close beside me, warm thigh to thigh. The mattress dips further under his weight, and it's tilting me toward him. He lights a cigarette and offers me one.

"I don't really smoke."

"Today you do."

I take it in a shaking hand. I need something to do with them, something to stop me reaching for him.

We sit in silence. Smoking and drinking shit tea. The rain starts again, drumming on canvas. Outside, men's voices drift past, distant and muffled. In here it's just us.

Private and quiet; exactly what he promised.

He adjusts himself again. More openly this time. His hand cups that thick length, straining against grey fabric. I watch transfixed. There's a wet spot, clearly his precum soaking through.

"You've been looking," he says, conversational.

"I... I didn't mean to... I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry." He turns to face me fully. "I want you to look." His eyes lock on mine. "You like what you see?"

God, laugh it off, make an excuse and get out of here, this was a terrible mistake.

I sit frozen, face burning - cunt probably hotter. Say something. Anything.

"You've been wet since yesterday," he says, matter-of-fact. "I could tell from the way you walk. The way you look at us." He leans closer. "You came here to help, but that's not what you want. Not really."

Oh God, he knows exactly what I am. What videos I watch back home when Judd's not there.

"I should go." My voice barely works. "Judd's waiting."

"Judd is busy. I made sure of that. You'll stay and finish your team, yes?"

I smoke his cigarette down to the filter, and when he speaks again his voice is low and certain.

"You'll come back tomorrow. Come to me alone, and we'll talk more."

"I can't... we're here together..."

"You'll come back." He leans closer. His breath warm against my ear. "I know you will. You want this - you want me. You've been thinking about it since yesterday. Since you saw me, since you felt my hand on you and you didn't pull away."

I can't breathe. My entire body is screaming yes. Every nerve ending lit up. My cunt clenching, aching, so wet I'm going to leave a mark on this mattress.

"Tomorrow, just you."

I nod; a tiny movement, but he clocks it.

He smiles, apparently satisfied, leans back.

"Good girl."

Oh fuck.

The words go straight to my cunt. I bite my lip hard. Don't moan. Don't you dare moan. But something escapes anyway, small and desperate, and his smile widens.

I leave the tent on shaking legs, mud sucks at my boots. Rain soaks through my jacket, but I don't care. All I can feel is the ache between my legs, the wet fabric clinging to me, the knowledge that tomorrow I'm coming back, and I'm going to let him fuck me.

I find Judd by the medical tent, flushed and cheerful. He kisses my cheek.

"How was the tour?"

"Informative," I manage.

"Great. I really think we're making a difference here."

Making a difference. Right.

Letting an ironic smile touch my lips, I let him talk about inventory systems and supply chains. And all I can think about is Malik's tent. Tomorrow.

What I'm going to let him do to me. No, what I'm going to beg him to do to me.


3: The Fall
Crossing the Line


Ipark the van in a new muddy clearing, and my hands won't let go of the steering wheel. What am I doing… what am I doing… what am I, fuck. But I'm going to him, with my already wet cunt responding to the thought, and I have to squeeze my thighs together, shifting in the seat.

When I left Judd elsewhere in the camp I'd told him I'd be distributing water in a different section, that we'd cover more ground separately. He believed me instantly, kissed my cheek, said it was brilliant strategy. God, he's so trusting. Sweet little Judd with his recycled carrier bags and his conviction that I'm good. He has no idea.

I climb out, legs shaky, and haul a single crate of water from the back. An almost pointless prop. I'm not here to distribute supplies and we both know it, me and every man who sees me walking in alone.

The walk through the Jungle feels like every eye is on me, and most are. The men notice immediately: no Judd, no safe white boyfriend buffer, just me alone with a single crate. I can see it in the way they elbow each other, in the grins spreading across dark faces, in the quick nasty French that makes them all laugh. One touches himself blatantly, licking his lips while rubbing the bulge in his tracksuit, and doesn't look away when I catch him doing it. They know where I'm going. They know what I'm going back for.

What does that make me? Walking through a camp full of refugees, men who've lost everything, men who are desperate, and all I can think about is getting fucked. Getting used. I'm a terrible person. I'm exactly the kind of terrible person who deserves what's about to happen.

Except I don't feel like it's punishment. I feel like I've been starving my whole life, and I've finally found decent grub.

Malik's tent awaits me, canvas dark with old rain stains and God knows what else. And there he is, waiting and shirtless despite the cold, leaning against the frame, cheap cigarette dangling from his fingers. His chest is exactly as I've been imagining, as I've been touching myself to every night since yesterday: lean muscle, scars cutting across his ribs, dark skin I want to put my mouth on, run my tongue over and taste.

He's not surprised to see me; he knew I'd come back. Probably told his mates I would, laughed about the posh white girl who couldn't stay away from his cock.

I walk toward him, mud sucking at my boots with every step. Men watch from doorways, from around fires, some of them openly staring now. One whistles low and deliberately, and his mate laughs, says something that gets a response, more laughter. I don't look at them, concentrate on Malik. At his body and the way he's watching me walk toward him like he owns me already.

Maybe he does.

"You came," he says when I'm close enough. His voice is smoke and amusement.

"I brought water." My voice sounds ridiculous even to me, prim and helpful, and his smile widens.

"You brought yourself." He takes a long drag, then flicks the cigarette away, grinds it into sticky mud with his boot. "Leave it. Come inside."

I set the crate down, hands trembling, and he holds the tent flap open, hungry eyes on me, and I duck through into the dim interior.

The flap drops behind us, and we're once again.

The interior smell is stronger today, concentrated, inescapable. The mattress takes up most of the space, rough pallets underneath, sleeping bag shoved to one side in a crumpled heap.

Malik stands in front of me, close enough that I can feel heat radiating from his bare chest, close enough that I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. He's far taller than me. Judd and I are the same height; I can kiss him without stretching. This is different. This is I'm smaller than you, I'm weaker than you, you could do anything and I couldn't stop you.

I don't want to stop you.

"I knew you'd come back," he says in his cocky, matter-of-fact way.

"I shouldn't be here." It comes out breathy, unconvincing.

"But you are." His hand comes up, touches my jaw, thumb stroking my cheek in a gesture that's almost tender except for the heat in his eyes. "And you know why."

Yes. God, yes. Because Judd's sweet and careful and I'm so fucking bored I want to scream. Because I want to feel something. Because I want to be used.

His other hand moves to his tracksuit bottoms, palm rubbing the obvious bulge there. He's hard already. Has been since before I arrived, probably, knowing I'd come crawling back.

"On your knees."

The command is quiet, and certain. No room for refusal, so I sink down immediately, eager to serve this black god. The floor is rough under my knees, pebbles digging through denim, uncomfortable and grounding and exactly right. I'm on my knees in front of him, staring at his crotch, at his hand rubbing himself, at the thick outline straining grey fabric.

"Good girl." He sounds pleased. "You learn fast."

The praise sends heat flooding through me, makes my cunt clench.

He pulls the drawstring loose, slow and deliberate, watching my face the entire time. Then he hooks his thumbs in the waistband and pushes down. His magnificent cock bounces out, heavy and thick and the reason I'm here cheating on my boyfriend.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ.

It's right in front of my face, close enough I can smell the salty musk of him. Dark skin, such a contrast to Judd's pale pink dick. Also properly thick, the kind of thickness that makes my jaw ache just looking at it. The head is swollen and slick with pre-cum that's already beading at the slit. I watch it swell, pearl, threaten to drip. It's perfect - I've never wanted anything in my mouth more desperately in my entire life.

How will that even fit? How does any woman take that without being ruined for smaller cock?

My mouth is flooding with saliva, and I'm leaning forward before I've consciously decided to move, hands trembling as I reach up.

"Go on," he says, amused, knowing. "Touch it."

I wrap my fingers around the shaft, and can't close my hand fully, not even close. He's so warm, silky skin over iron-hard rigidity, and when I squeeze gently, experimentally, he lets out a low satisfied sound that goes straight to my cunt.

More pre-cum beads at the tip, then drips onto my hand.

This is so fucking real; I'm touching a stranger's cock, a refugee's cock, a man I'm supposed to be helping, and it's the hottest thing I've ever done.

"Open your mouth."

I look up at him. His eyes are locked on mine, dark and intense and waiting, knowing I'll obey.

I open my mouth, wide as I can, and he guides himself forward with one hand, the other moving to my hair. The thick head pushes between my lips, stretching them, stretching my jaw. The dirty cock taste hits immediately: salt, bitter pre-cum, purely male, and I moan around him, can't help it. He pushes deeper.

"That's it. Take it."

I can't believe I'm doing this I can't believe I'm actually, oh God, his cock is in my mouth, I'm sucking a stranger's cock in a refugee camp and, fuck, I need more.

The head fills my mouth, my jaw is already burning, stretched wider than it's ever been, tongue pressed flat against the underside. I can barely breathe around it and he's barely inside, just the tip, and I'm already struggling. I try to take more, desperate to please him, to prove I can do this, that I'm not some useless posh girl who can't handle it. He slides deeper. I gag immediately, throat spasming, rejecting the intrusion.

"Easy." His hand tightens in my hair, not forcing, guiding. Yet. "Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat."

I try, and fail, gagging and coughing again, harder this time, and pull back gasping. Spit strings from my lips to his cock.

"Sorry, I'm sorry, it's just-" I'm stammering, humiliated.

"Bigger than what you're used to?" He knows. "Try again."

I lean forward, take him back in, and the taste floods my mouth again: bitter and addictive, coating my tongue. I hollow my cheeks, suck gently like I do with Judd, and his grip in my hair tightens hard enough to make my scalp prickle.

"Fuck. Yes. Like that."

The praise makes me moan around him. I want more of it. More of those low rough grunts, more of his hand fisting in my hair, more of feeling like I'm doing something right for once. I bob forward, taking him deeper, and immediately gag. Breathe through my nose like he said. Each time I manage a little more before my throat rebels, saliva building, dripping from my stretched lips, running down my chin.

This is disgusting. I'm drooling all over myself, choking on a cock that's too big for my mouth, and I've never been so turned on.

"You've never sucked a real cock before, have you?"

I pull off, gasping, spit connecting us in thick strands. "Judd's-"

"Judd's is a toy." His thumb comes down, strokes my swollen lips, smearing spit and pre-cum. "This is a cock. A man's cock. Say it."

"This is a cock," I whisper, face burning.

"Louder. Say it properly."

"This is a real cock." My voice cracks. "A man's cock."

"Good girl." He pushes back in, deeper this time, and I somehow take it while whimpering. "Now show me you can handle it."

I try. God, I try. Bobbing forward and back, taking him as deep as I can before gagging, pulling off to breathe, diving back down. It's messy, desperate, nothing like the careful controlled blowjobs I give Judd. Bubbling, frothy saliva is everywhere now, pouring from my mouth, dripping down my chin onto my T-shirt, soaking the front of it. My eyes are watering, tears starting to leak from the corners. My jaw aches so badly I want to stop. Don't fucking stop!

I'm so turned on I'm shaking with it; my cunt is throbbing, clenching rhythmically around nothing, aching to be filled, imagining this beast stretching me there too. My knickers feel sopping now, and I know you could probably spot a wet patch through to my jeans probably. I squeeze my thighs together, seeking friction, and moan around his cock.

"You like this." He sounds satisfied, triumphant. "You're wet right now, aren't you? I can smell you, just from sucking my cock."

I nod frantically, can't speak with my mouth full, and he laughs. Low and dirty.

"Touch yourself."

I freeze. My hand hovers near the button of my jeans.

"Go on. I want to watch you. Want to watch you rub your needy little white girl cunt while you choke on my cock."

Oh God oh God oh God.

I fumble with the button, get it open, yank the zip down, shove my hand inside. Yep, my knickers are drenched like I've pissed myself, fabric clinging to swollen flesh, and when I press against my clit through the wet cotton I nearly come immediately. Have to force myself to ease off, make it last.

"That's it." His voice is rough now, control starting to fray. "Make yourself feel good while you suck me. Good girl."

I rub frantic messy circles, no rhythm or technique or anything resembling skill. Just desperate friction while I take him deeper, gag and cry and keep going because the taste, the stretch, the sheer overwhelming size of him is everything I've been craving without knowing it. This is what I needed. Not gentle, not considerate, not Judd asking if I've come yet in that anxious voice. This. Being used as a fuck hole and being made to submit.

"Taste good?"

I pull off long enough to gasp, "Yes. God, yes."

"Better than your boyfriend?"

Don't say it don't say it you can't, but the words tumble out anyway, truthful and terrible. "Yes. So much better."

His smile is predatory, satisfied. He knew I'd say it. Wanted to hear me say it.

"I'm going to fuck your face now. Properly. Don't fight it."

Both hands move to my head, fingers tangling in my hair, gripping tight enough to hurt. His grip shifts, positions me exactly where he wants me. I barely have time to take a breath before he thrusts.

He slams in, brutal and deep, and his cock hits the back of my throat so hard I violently retch. It's like my whole body tries to reject him, gagging around the thick intrusion, and I grab his thighs to push back, get air, I can't breathe I can't fucking breathe, but his hands lock on my head. Hold me down. Keep me exactly where he wants me, impaled on his cock while I choke.

Oh God he's not letting go he's not, I'm going to choke, I'm going to pass out, I can't-

"Take it." His voice is rough, commanding, and his hips pull back only to drive forward again. Deeper. "All of it. You wanted this, didn't you? Came back for this."

I did. I did and I'm sobbing around his cock, tears streaming down my face, black mascara running, spit pouring from my stretched lips in thick strings. And my cunt is throbbing so hard I might come just from this, just from being used, just from choking on a cock that's splitting my jaw while I finger myself like the slut I am.

He pulls back; slams in again. Sets a rhythm: brutal, relentless, using my mouth like it's a cunt, like I'm nothing but a set of wet holes for him to fuck. His cock pistons in and out, thick and hard and stretching my jaw impossibly wider with every thrust. The wet sounds are obscene, filling the tent: the slap of his balls against my chin, the choking gagging sounds I'm making, the squelch of my fingers rubbing my soaked cunt.

Outside, I can hear voices. Men talking, laughing. They can hear this. They can hear me gagging, choking, being throat-fucked. They know. Everyone knows.

They know what I am.

"Look at you." His voice is ragged now, control slipping, hips moving faster. "Tears on your pretty face. Spit everywhere. You look so fucking good like this. Ruined. This is what you needed, isn't it? This is what your careful little life in England was missing."

I moan agreement around him, throat vibrating, and his rhythm stutters, speeds up.

"Your boyfriend ever fuck your face like this?"

I shake my head frantically, as much as I can with his hands holding me in place.

"No. Course not. He wouldn't know how." He thrusts particularly deep, holds me down until I'm gagging, panicking, black spots appearing in my vision, then pulls back just enough to let me breathe. "Too gentle and careful. Too… English." Another brutal thrust as he says the word, and he's now entering my throat. "I'm going to ruin you for him. After this, you'll never be satisfied with what he gives you. You'll always need more. Always need this. Need me… and big African cock."

He's right he's right oh God he's completely right, I'm ruined already, I'm never going back from this.

My hand is still in my jeans, rubbing frantically, fingers slipping on my own wetness. My clit is swollen, hypersensitive, and I'm so close, balanced right on the edge, just need-

He slams deep, harder than before. Holds me down, cock lodged deep, driving into my throat. His balls press against my chin, heavy and full. I can't breathe. Can't do anything but take it, choke on it, feel his cock pulse against my tongue.

The lack of air, the fullness, the sheer degrading wrongness of it all crashes through me, and I cum, hard and out of control. My body convulses, cunt clenching and spasming around my fingers, wetness flooding into my palm, soaking my hand. I moan desperately around his cock, the vibration traveling through him, and he groans.

"Fuck. Fuck, you cum. You actually came from sucking my cock." He sounds amazed, triumphant, possessive. "You're mine now. You know that don't you?"

I do. God help me, I do.

His rhythm changes, faster now, less controlled, more desperate. Both hands locked on my head, holding me exactly where he wants me, using me. I'm dizzy from lack of air, from coming, from the sheer overwhelming intensity of being throat-fucked by a man who's nothing like anyone I've ever been with.

This is what I came back for.

"I'm going to cum, and you're going to swallow. All of it. Understand?"

I nod as much as I can, desperate for it. Want to taste him properly, want him marking me from the inside.

He thrusts deep, deeper than before, cock pushing into my throat in one long slide. I gag helplessly around him, throat spasming, trying to accommodate the intrusion. He holds me there, buried to the hilt, balls pressed against my chin.

"Swallow," he commands as his cock pulses. Heat floods my throat.

Oh God there's so much, there's so much, it's everywhere-

Thick, bitter, overwhelming. I try to swallow, I do, throat working frantically, but it's too much. Way too much. It's coating my tongue, my throat, filling my mouth faster than I can gulp it down. Some spills from my lips, running down my chin, dripping onto my already soaked T-shirt.

He pulls back slightly, still coming, still pulsing, and more floods in. Hot spurts painting my tongue, hitting the back of my throat. I swallow again, gulping desperately, and it keeps coming. How is there this much? Judd comes in three sad little spurts, barely enough to taste. This is, fuck, it's endless.

He yanks out, cock pulsing, and another spurt hits my cheek hot and thick. I gasp, mouth open, and he aims, deliberate, covering me. Painting me. My lips. My tongue. It tastes bitter, salty, purely male, and there's so much of it, fuck, it's everywhere, running down my chin, dripping onto my T-shirt, thick ropes of it covering my face while I kneel there and take it like the desperate slut I've apparently always been. Another spurt hits my neck. My collarbone. I can smell it now, sharp and musky and wrong, and I'm still swallowing what landed in my mouth, throat working to gulp it down while more streaks across my cheek, my forehead.

He milks the last drops onto my lips, rubbing the head across my skin, smearing his cum into my face. Marking me. Making sure it's everywhere.

"Good girl. You took it all." His voice is satisfied, possessive, and somehow still authoritative even though he just came. "You took every drop."

I'm kneeling there, eyes closed, with cum dripping from my face, chest heaving. The taste coats my mouth, thick and salty and impossible to ignore. I can feel it cooling on my skin now, going sticky, drying in trails down my throat. My T-shirt feels soaked: spit and cum mixing in the fabric, turning it translucent. I look like a pornstar. I look like a whore.

"Open your eyes. Look at me."

I do. Cum on my lashes makes everything blurry, but I can see him: standing over me, cock still half-hard and glistening, looking down at me with dark satisfied eyes.

"You're beautiful like this. Covered in my cum. Ruined." His thumb comes down, strokes my cum-streaked cheek, gathers a thick glob, brings it to my lips. "Mine."

I lick his thumb clean without being asked, without hesitating, tasting his cum again and swallowing it down.

"Say it," he commands softly.

"I'm yours." My voice is hoarse, wrecked, barely recognizable. I've never meant anything more. "I'm yours."
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Possessed

He pulls me up from the floor, fingers digging into my upper arms, and plants me on the edge of the mattress. I'm shaking. His cum is drying on my cheeks, my throat, pulling at my skin as it crusts. I look like exactly what I am. A middle-class white girl who just choked on a refugee's cock in a tent made of pallets and canvas.

His hands go to the hem of my T-shirt.

"Arms up."

I don't even think about it, just lift my arms like he's told me to, and the shirt peels off inside out, dragging over my face. When did I become someone who just obeys? The fabric is soaked through, translucent with spit and cum. He tosses it aside like it's rubbish.

My bra is plain nude cotton. Nothing special. He finds the clasp at my back, flicks it open like he's done this a thousand times, with a thousand other girls. The straps slide down my shoulders and my tits bounce free, nipples already hard. His eyes go dark when he sees them.

"Beautiful," he says, almost to himself.

Then his hands go to the button of my jeans.

"Lift."

My hips rise off the mattress, helping him, eager. When did I become so fucking submissive? The denim scrapes down my thighs, catches on my boots. He tugs them off impatiently, boots and jeans together, dumping them on the floor with the rest of my dignity.

I'm down to just my knickers now. I know before I look what he sees, the dark wet patch spreading through the gusset, the fabric clinging to me. Evidence of what he does to me without even touching me properly.

He hooks his thumbs into the waistband and peels them down with an embarrassing slick wet sound. The fabric clings to me, soaked completely through. When they finally come free, there's a thick string of my wetness connecting the gusset to my cunt, stretching and breaking.

Oh God. He can see how excited I am.

He examines them, turning them in his hands. The gusset is dark, drenched. He brings them to his face and inhales deeply.

"Soaked," he says, and the word sounds filthy in his mouth. "You've been aching for this since yesterday."

"Yes," I whisper. Yes yes yes.

He tosses them aside with the rest of my clothes. Now I'm naked, sitting on his mattress in a refugee camp, covered in his drying cum, while he's still half-dressed. No top, his tracksuit bottoms pulled down, his cock out and already hardening again.

How is he hard again already? Judd needs thirty minutes minimum, but usually just rolls over and falls asleep. Malik looks like he could fuck me all day and still want more.

He finishes the job and stands proudly naked in front of me, and I take time now to really look. Lean muscle, scars across his ribs, and what I guess is a healed bullet hole on his left shoulder, puckered and dark. His stomach is flat, abs defined but not exaggerated. He's beautiful. Dangerous. Everything my safe boyfriend with his office job and weekend pub lunches isn't. His thighs are hairless and look tough and thick as tree-trunks. I can already imagine how much power his thrusts will have.

"Lie back."

The mattress sags beneath me, pallets creaking. The tent reeks of sex now - my pungent cunt leaking over the bed and the cum sticky on my body. I'm breathing it in, getting high on it. Outside, men are talking, laughing. They know what's happening in here. They heard me choking down cock already.

He kneels between my legs and spreads my thighs wide. Pushes them apart until I'm completely exposed. Pink lips swollen and dripping. He looks at me like I'm something he owns already.

"You have a beautiful body," he says, stroking my inner thigh. His hand is rough and calloused. "Your boyfriend appreciate it?"

I hesitate. "I... he..."

"He doesn't," I can't argue. "But I will."

His hand moves higher, fingers brushing through my wetness, and I let out a gasp. He's barely touching me and I'm shaking already. One thick finger circles my clit slowly, teasing me, and I arch off the mattress like he's touched me with a live wire.

"So wet. So ready. You white girls need cock like this so bad." He positions himself between my legs, the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He holds my gaze. "I'm going to fuck you now. No condom. I'm going to come inside you. Understood?"

I probably should tell him I'm not on the pill, that this is insane. That Judd is waiting for me at the medical tent, trusting and oblivious.

I cannot say anything that might risk him not fucking me, taking me.

"Yes, please…"

"Good girl."

He pushes forwards-

Oh God oh God oh God it's too much. He's too big. I'm too tight. It's not going to fit. The thick head of his cock pushes into me and I'm gasping, clawing at the mattress, and he just keeps pushing, not stopping, not caring that I'm whimpering, that I'm about to split in half.

This is a black refugee's cock. This is Malik. This is everything Judd isn't, everything my safe little life was supposed to protect me from, and I'm letting him take me.

Then one brutal thrust, no mercy. He slams into me and I'm screaming into the pillow, muffling it because if I don't I'll bring the entire camp running. The pain whites out everything else. Sharp and bright and overwhelming. I'm being split open, stretched impossibly wide, and then he's all the way in. Buried to the hilt. His hips flush against mine.

He holds still for a moment, letting me adjust to him.

I can't breathe or think; I feel him everywhere. In my cunt, in my stomach, in my throat. He's so deep I don't know where I end and he begins. The burning, stretching pain is so sharp I can't see, can't focus on anything except the thick length of him inside me.

And underneath the pain, something else.

Fullness, submission. The sense that my body was made for this exact thing, and I've been wasting it on Judd's five careful inches for three fucking years.

"You feel that?" His voice is strained, controlled. "My better cock?"

"It's too much," I gasp. Tears leak from my eyes. "I can't, I can't-"

"You can." He pulls back slowly, almost all the way out, and I feel every ridge, every vein. "You will."

Then he slams back in.

"Take it slut."

I'm crying out again. Not into the pillow this time, to anyone nearby. He starts moving, and it's not gentle, not careful, not anything like what I'm used to. Deep and brutally hard, making the mattress creaks beneath us, the pallets shifting. I'm being pounded into the thin foam, his cock filling me over and over, and the pain is dissolving. Melting into something else entirely.

Pleasure - raw and overwhelming and impossible pleasure.

"Oh God," I'm sobbing, gasping for air. "Oh God, oh God-"

"Not God." He grips my hips, fingers bruising, and drives deeper. "Me. Say my name."

"Malik." It comes out broken, desperate. "Fuck. Malik."

"Your boyfriend ever fill you like this?"

I shake my head. Tears stream down my face, I can't form words. I don't want to think about my boyfriend right now, the comparison is overwhelming.

"Say it," he commands. Doesn't slow down. Just keeps fucking me, relentless. "Say he's never filled you like this."

"No," I sob. "Never. You're so much bigger. He's never... I've never..."

"I know." His smile is sharp, possessive, triumphant. "You'll never be satisfied with him again."

He's right. Oh God, he's right.

I know it with absolute certainty. Judd's gentle, considerate lovemaking will never be enough. Not after this. Not after being split open and fucked like I'm something to be conquered.

I don't care anymore.

"Fuck me, please-" I'm begging now, past shame, past reason. Past everything except the overwhelming need for more. "Please. Please don't stop."

My words seem to spur him on, as if he was still holding back, as he now gets harder, faster, his hips slamming into mine. It seems like the tent is shaking, the canvas walls rippling. Those strangers can hear the wet slap of his cock pounding into me, hear my screams, and they know exactly what's happening.

"Let them hear," Malik says, reading my mind. "Let them know you're mine."

I scream louder.

The pressure builds impossibly fast. I've never come from just penetration, Judd tries his best, he really does, but it never happens. I always finish myself off after he's done, quietly, with a toy or fingers once he's asleep. But being a good girlfriend I pretend I cum, so he doesn't feel bad.

But this... this is so fucking different!

Malik angles his hips, hits something inside me I didn't know existed, and the pleasure spikes so sharply I can't stop myself.

"I'm coming," I gasp, disbelieving. "I'm coming, oh fuck, I'm-"

"I know." His voice is rough, triumphant. "I feel you. So fucking tight around me. Come on my cock."

The orgasm slams into me, and my cunt clamps down on him, pulsing and clenching so hard it's almost painful. I realise my toes curl so hard I almost get cramp. I'm convulsing, sobbing his name, raking my nails down his back. I'm coming. I'm actually coming from just his cock inside me. His beautiful, huge black cock.

The pleasure is everywhere. Every nerve, every muscle, white-hot and obliterating. I can't do anything except shake and come and scream his name.

And he keeps relentlessly fucking me through it. Doesn't give me a second to recover; the aftershocks haven't even started and he's already building me toward another.

"Malik, please," I'm begging, overstimulated, trying to push him away. "I can't, it's too much, I can't-"

He catches my wrists. Pins them above my head with one hand. I'm helpless. Spread beneath him, impaled on his cock, unable to do anything except take it.

"You can," he says. "Again. Come again."

I can't. I've never. Back-to-back, no recovery, that's not possible.

But the pressure is building again. Wave after wave, impossibly higher. I'm moaning obscenities now, and he's grinning above me like he's won something.

"How many times has your boyfriend made you come from fucking?"

"Never," I gasp. The post-orgasm haze makes me honest, brutally honest. "He hasn't. Not once. I always fake it."

"You won't fake it with me." His rhythm doesn't falter. Just keeps pounding into me, merciless. "I'll know. Come again."

And I do. God help me, I do.

The second orgasm crashes over me before the first has fully faded. I'm shaking apart, my body convulsing, my cunt clenching so hard around him it almost hurts. I'm sobbing, gasping, drowning in sensation, and somewhere in the haze I hear him groan.

"Fuck. You're perfect. So fucking perfect."

I'm limp beneath him now, gasping for air. My cunt throbs, swollen and oversensitive. And he's still moving, still swollen and hard.

How is he still going? How is this possible?

"I'm going to come inside you now," he says, picking up the pace. Harder. Faster. Chasing his own release. "You'll take it. All of it."

I nod, mindless. Too wrecked to do anything else.

"You want it?" He's breathing hard now, his control starting to slip. "You want my cum?"

"Yes," I sob. "Please. Come inside me."

"You want my baby?" His voice is rough, filthy, wrong. "You want me to breed you?"

Tell him to stop, to pull out. I'm fertile. This is fucking insane. Can't risk…

I'm nodding. Begging.

"Yes. Breed me, give me your black baby. Just come in me. Please."

"Fuck!"

He slams into me one final time, buries himself so deep I feel him in my stomach, and then he's coming. His cock pulses inside me, thick and hot, and I feel every throb as he floods me.

Jesus Christ there's so much cum.

More than I thought possible after all the cum I'd already swallowed. But more molten hot cum is pumping into me, filling my cunt until it's leaking around his shaft, I can feel it running down to my arse. He holds himself there, plugging me, making sure his cum stays inside.

He's breeding me. A Somali refugee is breeding me in a tent in Calais, and I begged him to do it.

"You feel that?" His voice is hoarse, satisfied. "My cum. Inside you where it belongs."

"There's so much," I whisper. Dazed and overwhelmed.

He pulls out slowly. I feel every inch of him withdrawing, and then I'm empty. Gaping. His cum pours from me immediately. Thick white spunk against my pink swollen flesh. I clench, trying to keep it in. Can't. It just keeps coming, leaking, pooling beneath me on the stained mattress.

He watches me possessively, seemingly satisfied with his work.

"You're mine now," he says quietly. "This cunt is mine. You'll come back for more."

I'm ruined, completely wrecked, my thighs sticky and trembling, yet I've never felt more complete in my life.

He reaches for his cigarettes, lights one, lies back beside me. Casual, like he didn't just fuck me into pieces. I'm processing, staring at the tent ceiling. I can feel his cum leaking from me with every breath.

What have I done?

The question circles in my head, but I don't want an answer. I just want to lie here and feel this. Feel his cum leaking out of me, feel the ache between my legs where he's stretched me open.

Malik takes a drag. Exhales smoke toward the canvas roof.

"Tomorrow," he says. "Bring your boyfriend."

I turn my head. Stare at him. "What?"

"I want him to watch." He looks at me. Dark eyes unreadable. "To see what you need. What he can't give you."

"I can't," I start. Panic rising. "He'll..."

"He'll what?" Malik's smile is sharp. "Be angry? Leave you? Or will he get hard watching you take my cock?"

I'm silent. I don't have an answer.

Except I do. I do have an answer, and it terrifies me.

Judd will get hard.

I know he will. I know him better than anyone. He's not dominant like Malik. Not possessive - no, he's sweet and thoughtful and he defers to me in everything. When I told him about the men staring at me yesterday, he'd flushed. Not with anger, with arousal. He'd tried to hide it, but I'd seen. The thought of other men wanting me has always turned him on.

The thought of another man having me...

"Bring him," Malik repeats. "Tomorrow afternoon. Just you two and me."

I'm nodding while I should be telling him how this was all a mistake, an insane mistake.

"Okay," I whisper.

He smiles. Takes another drag. "Good girl."

[image: ]

Twenty minutes later, I stumble out of that tent. My legs are shaking so badly I can barely walk. His cum is still leaking into my knickers with every step, warm and thick

Everyone's going to know. Everyone's going to see me and know exactly what happened.

My jeans stick to the wet fabric of my filthy knickers, and my T-shirt is almost ruined, semi-translucent and stained. I don't care. I can barely put one foot in front of the other.

Men watch me and smirk. They know, every single one of them knows. Some smile. Some look away. One older Senegalese man nods at me with something that looks like respect. Or recognition.

She's one of us now. One of Malik's white girls.

I find Judd at the medical tent, still helping with inventory. Cheerful and earnest and completely, blissfully oblivious. He looks up when I approach, smiles that sweet smile.

"There you are! I was starting to wonder. You okay? You look a bit..."

"The heat," I lie. My voice sounds strange, slightly hoarse, which isn't a surprise. "I think I need to sit down."

He's immediately concerned, guiding me to a plastic chair, fetching me water. I drink it gratefully, avoiding his eyes. Between my legs, Malik's cum soaks through the thin cotton of my knickers. Thick and impossible to ignore.

"We should head back soon," Judd says. "Get some rest. We can come back tomorrow morning."

"Actually," I hear myself say. "I was thinking... afternoon tomorrow. There's something... someone wants to show us how we can help another way. Around two?"

Judd nods, totally trusting. "Sure. Sounds good."


4: The Truth


Judd drives us back to our hotel, and he won't shut up: Inventory system, tomorrow's schedule, how we're really making a difference.

I nod in all the right places. Mm-hmm. Right. Yes. Good.

While between my legs, Malik's cum has soaked through my knickers completely, cooling against my thighs. I can smell it. If Judd leans over, he'll smell it too. Would he guess what I've done?

I need to tell him, mainly because I have to! Tomorrow at two o'clock I'm bringing him to Malik's tent, and he needs to understand what he's walking into - even I can't let him walk in cold.

Fifty-fifty he calls me a slag and leaves. Drives back to London tonight leaving me here and I never see him again. The other fifty percent...

The hotel room is too hot, the piping hot radiator working double time, making the air feel cooked - thick and stale. Judd heads straight for the shower, while I sit on the bed, staring at the cheap floral duvet. Right. Now. Tell him now. I made a mistake. I did something terrible. I fucked a refugee in his tent, and I want to do it again. Try that one, Gail. See how that lands.

When the shower stops, Judd emerges in a towel, hair damp, glasses fogged at the edges. He sees my face and stops, halfway to the bed.

'What's wrong?'

I can't look at him; the guilt is too much. 'I need to tell you something.' Oh God. 'And you're going to hate me.'

He sits beside me. Close enough I can smell the hotel soap on his skin, cheap and chemical. 'What? Gail, what happened?'

The words come out wrong. Too fast and blunt, but I can't stop them, they force themselves out of me. 'I fucked him. Malik. Today. In his tent.' Oh God. Slow down. 'I'm so sorry. I don't, I don't know what's wrong with me, I...' Shut up, Gail. Stop talking.

The heavy silence is crushing, and after counting an unbearable ten seconds, I force myself to look at him. His young face is pale, frozen, his mouth slightly open like he's forgotten how to close it. He's processing. He's trying to understand. Any second now he's going to leave. He's going to call me a slag and pack his bag and...

'Did you...' His voice sounds strange. 'Did he use a condom?'

What?

I shake my head. 'No - we didn't have time, it just… He came inside me, and I let him. No, that's come out wrong. I wanted him cum in me.'

Judd's breathing changes. Faster. Shallower. His chest rising and falling under the white towel.

I've never seen him get angry, proper furious angry. Maybe now's the time?

'Tell me." He's staring at me.

I don't know that look. I've never seen that look on his face. "I need you to tell me what happened."

So I do. Everything, from the first moment I realised it was going to happen on day one, to his tent, his cock, how he made me kneel. I tell him about the blow job, how Malik fucked my face deep until I choked, until tears streamed down my cheeks and I couldn't breathe. I tell him how Malik stripped me took me on that shitty bed, no questions, no hesitation, just pushed inside me and fucked me so hard I screamed into the pillow.

Will he cry now, call me what I am.

He doesn't move, his silence and lack of… anything is almost worse than a rage, as that would be understandable. This… I can't work out… Then I see it. The bulge under the white hotel towel, thick and obvious, and getting bigger as I watch.

No. No, that's not... Oh God. He's hard. He's fucking hard.

I stop mid-sentence, staring at it, at him, at the tent in the towel that's unmistakeable now, impossible to ignore.

His face floods red, neck to hairline. 'I don't... I don't know why...'

My brain resets - a total 180-degree mind-fuck. I understand completely now. And now I understand, everything changes.

"You're hard."

He opens his mouth. Closes it. Can't find words.

I reach for the towel and pull it away, letting his cock spring free. Familiar and already leaking, flushed dark and straining. So small. Jesus. When did he get so small?

I wrap my hand around him - he feels hot to my touch, like he's got a fever. He twitches in my palm, leaking more, hot and hard and completely, utterly inadequate. I start slowly stroking up and down, using pre-cum as lube, a shlck, shlck soundtrack to my words.

"You want to know what it was like?" My voice sounds different, lower. Almost commanding like Malik. "How big he is?"

Judd nods, his mouth still hangs open, big-eyed and panting like a puppy dog, his gaze locked on my hand wrapped around his cock.

He can barely fill my fist.

I continue to stroke him slowly, root to tip, smearing pre-cum down his shaft, feeling him throb against my palm. "He's huge, Judd. Easily twice your size. Maybe more." And fuck it stretched me out. "I couldn't fit my hand around him, and God, he stretched me so wide I thought I'd split."

Judd makes a sound I've never heard him make. High and needy, like his will had broken.

Oh God. He really fucking likes this. He's getting off on this.

"He chocked me on his cock," I continue, watching his face, watching the way his eyes flutter closed, the way his hips start moving, fucking into my fist. "Fucked my face until I was crying, until I couldn't breathe, until spit was running down my chin and I was gagging on him. And I loved it, Judd. I loved every second of it. Filled my mouth and covered my face with his cum - he exploded down my throat, wanked over my face. It tasted so fucking good - I swallowed all I could."

Judd was shaking - I've never swallowed his cum, he was too nice to even ask me to.

"Then he fucked my cunt so hard I screamed so everyone could hear."

'Did you...' Judd gasps, his cock jerking in my hand, leaking so much now it's dripping down my fingers onto the bedding. "Did you cum?"

The question hangs between us. Say it. Just fucking say it.

"Twice," I say quietly. "From just his cock. You've never made me come from fucking, Judd. I always fake it with you." There it is. "I didn't need to fake it with him."

He should be devastated. Should pull away, disgusted, humiliated. Instead his cock somehow gets harder in my hand, throbbing, leaking so much I worry we'll get fined for messing up the bed, and he's gasping like he's the one being fucked.

He's going to come. He's going to come just from me telling him about another man giving me the pleasure he's never been able to.

I lean in closer, whisper in his ear whilst stroking him faster, tighter. "He came inside me Judd. No condom - he probably can't find them to fit. I begged him to, Judd. I begged a Senegalese refugee to fuck me bare and fill me with his cum - so he bred me."

God, saying it out loud, my cunt was twitching now in remembrance.

"So much cum. Thick and hot and it just kept coming. It's still inside me right now. It's been leaking into my knickers, and now its soaking through. I'm sitting here next to you and I'm full of another man's cum."

"Oh God," Judd chokes out, his body tensing. "Oh fuck, Gail, I'm..."

He cums hard in my hand, his body convulsing, his cock jerking in my fist. The first thing is the comparison - I can't help it. Barely anything compared to Malik. Thin and clear, watery almost, a few weak spurts that stop almost immediately.

Malik came for ages. Thick ropes of it, so much it was dripping out of me, running down my thighs. This is... this is pathetic. How have I put up with this for so long?

I keep stroking him, trying to milk out a few last drops while watching his face, the shame and ecstasy, the way he can't meet my eyes. The way his cock is still twitching in my hand, already starting to soften, small and spent.

He loved it. He loved every second of me telling him how much better Malik is. Especially how much bigger, what a better fuck, and how I came for him.

When he finally stops shaking, I wipe my hand on his stomach, smearing his thin, watery cum across his skin. For some reason it almost disgusts me - this pathetic cum.

We don't move or speak. His cum cooling on his stomach between us, already drying at the edges. The lamp casts long shadows across the ceiling. Outside, lorries rumble past on the French motorway, a steady, distant roar.

Minutes pass. Five. Ten.

He takes a deep breath, "What happens now?" His voice is small and uncertain.

I turn to look at him. "Malik wants you to watch. Tomorrow."

"Watch you..."

"Watch him fuck me, yes. In his tent again, and he wants you there."

Judd's breathing quickens once more, and I glance down. Jesus. He's hardening already, his cock twitching against his stomach despite having just come, despite the cum still wet on his skin.

"Why?"

"Because he can. Because he wants to show you what I need. What you can't give me." I pause, let that sit. "And because you want to watch."

He can't deny it now; we both know it's true. His cock is already half-hard again, thickening as I speak.

"Do you want this?" finally he looks into my eyes, searching for the truth. "To keep fucking him?"

Just be honest, no time for lies now.

"Yes." The word comes out flat, final. "I'm sorry. But yes."

There's another long pause. The longest silence of our relationship, all the time his hand in mine, both of us staring at the ceiling, at the future opening up in front of us like a chasm.

Then, quietly: "I do want to watch." His voice breaks. "I don't know why. I don't understand it. But I do."

"Then tomorrow, we'll both go. Together."

We lie there, hands clasped, the strangeness settling over us like a weight, like a blanket, like something we can't take back. We're not the same. We'll never be the same again.

Ten minutes. Twenty. I'm drifting, exhausted, when Judd's mouth finds mine. Tentative at first, then deeper, more insistent. His hand slides under my T-shirt, cups my breast, thumb brushing my nipple.

We haven't fucked in weeks. Both of us always too tired, too busy, too settled.

But now he's hard again. Urgent and obviously desperate. He rolls on top of me, and I let him. I help him pull my jeans down, my ruined knickers, sticky and damp with Malik's cum and my own wetness. He tosses them aside, positions himself between my thighs, and pushes in.

Oh God, I barely feel it. Malik did ruin me.

His cock slips into me, five inches of nothing, and I'm so loose, so wrecked from Malik's monster cock that Judd might as well not be there at all. He's fucking me and I can barely tell. Jesus. This is what I've been settling for? This is what I thought was all I could have?

I close my eyes. Think about Malik - his cock. Think about the way he split me open, the way I screamed, the way I came so hard I couldn't breathe. Think about his hands on my hips, bruising, holding me down whilst he fucked me like an animal.

Judd moves above me, earnest and gentle and completely, utterly useless. His rhythm is all wrong, too slow. Too careful and considerate. Malik fucked me like he hated me. Like he wanted to break me, and I was nothing but a hole for him to ruin. This is... this is nothing. This is a joke.

I reach down between us, find my clit, start rubbing, it's the only way I have a chance of getting off. Fast and rough, the way I need it. Malik's cock. Thick and back and impossibly huge. Malik's hands. Scarred and brutal. Malik's voice: 'You're mine now, white girl. Say it.'

"I'm yours," I whisper, lost in my fantasy, and come hard, clenching around his pathetic little cock, body rocked by the waves of pleasure.

"Oh God, Gail," Judd gasps above me, his movements becoming erratic, desperate. "Did you just... did I make you..."

"Yes," The kindest white lie I've ever told. "Yes, you did."

But I didn't come for him. I came thinking about a refugee's huge black cock ruining me in a tent that smells like sweat and cigarettes and male fucking dominance. I came thinking about a man who isn't even supposed to be in this country fucking a nice Surrey girl who came here to help. The wrongness of it. The absolute wrongness, and that's what makes it so bloody good.

Judd comes moments later with a soft groan, collapsing onto me, his slight weight barely registering. Nothing. He's nothing. Five inches and a whimper and barely any cum at all. He kisses my neck, nuzzles into my shoulder, whispers that he loves me.

"I love you too," I whisper back. And I do, but just not in the way I did before. Not in any way that makes sense anymore.

We lie tangled together in the dark, the hotel room settling around us, his arm around me, his breathing evening out as sleep takes him. I stare at the ceiling, feeling his cum leak from me, so much less than Malik's, barely noticeable.

But I feel closer to Judd than I have in months. Not because of the sex. God, no. Because of the honesty. Because we both know what we want, even if it destroys us.

Morning will come. We'll dress in silence, drive to the camp together, both of us knowing exactly what we're driving towards.

Malik will be waiting.

And I can't wait.


5: Three Refugees and a Good Girl


I'd dressed this morning with care. No, that's bollocks - I've dressed like a slut. Short denim skirt that barely covers my arse, tight black vest with no bra underneath, nipples showing through the thin fabric like an invitation. Makeup done properly for the first time in days, hair loose and deliberate around my shoulders. I look like I'm gagging for it, begging to be fucked.

We spent the rest of the morning wandering Calais, wasting time until the main event. Judd hardly spoke, didn't mention what's coming, and now we're in the van heading back to the camp with café lunch sitting heavy and wrong in my stomach. The silence is thick, loaded.

"You look different."

"I wanted to look nice."

"For him."

I could lie. I don't. "Yes."

We drive without speaking. My thighs are already slick; knickers damp and clinging before we've even left the car park. I'm wearing perfume, the expensive floral stuff I save for special occasions, dabbed between my breasts and on my wrists. This definitely fucking counts as a special occasion.

Through the drizzle, the camp sprawls ahead: grey canvas and churned mud and men everywhere, hundreds of them. I step out of the van and every eye turns. They stare openly, commenting in languages I don't understand but with tones I absolutely do. Someone whistles, another laughs, says something crude that gets a roar of approval. A man near the fence gives me a thumbs up, grinning like he knows exactly what I'm here for.

They all know. Christ, they can probably smell it on me.

Judd takes my hand, some protective instinct surfacing. "Gail, everyone's staring."

"I know."

His palm is sweating, trembling against mine. Mine stays dry, steady. I'm too focused on the tent ahead, on the three figures standing outside it like sentries.

Malik is shirtless despite the cold, cigarette between his lips, arms crossed over that scarred, powerful chest. Beside him stand two other men. Both massive. Both watching our approach with the kind of stillness that screams danger.

Oh God. Oh Jesus Christ, he's brought friends.

The one on Malik's left is enormous. Six-four? Bigger? Heavily muscled, skin so dark it's almost blue-black under the grey sky, covered in scars that tell stories I don't want to imagine. His face is harsh, carved from stone, and when his eyes lock onto mine I feel stripped and valued. The one on the right is younger, leaner, handsome in a sharp, predatory way. Dreadlocks tied back, gold chains glinting against his bare chest beneath an open jacket. He's grinning, cocky and knowing, like he's already fucked me in his head.

Three of them. Three huge, dangerous, beautiful black men, and I'm about to...

Judd's hand tightens around mine, crushing. "Gail..."

But I'm already walking faster, pulling him along, my heels sinking into the mud with each step. The vest clings to my breasts, damp from drizzle, and I'm aware of exactly how I look. Exactly what I'm offering. Middle-class white girl dressed like a whore, coming to get ruined by refugees. Possibly by people smuggling criminals from their look. They should terrify me.

They make my cunt ache.

Malik's gaze travels possessively down my body, lingering on my tits, my bare legs slick with rain, before meeting my face with a smile that makes everything inside me clench and flood.

"You came," he says. "Good girl."

Not you both came. Judd might as well be invisible. He probably realises, so extends his hand, trying to reclaim some authority, some presence. "I'm Judd. Gail's boyfriend."

Malik shakes it without interest, already turning back to me. "I know who you are." He gestures to the men beside him. "My brothers. Kofi." The massive silent one nods once, barely, his eyes never leaving my body. "Seydou." The younger one's grin widens feral-like. "They'll join us today."

My cunt floods so hard I feel it run down my inner thigh, hot and slick and undeniable.

Three of them. I'm going to be fucked by three men while my boyfriend watches. Three black cocks inside me, using me, splitting me open.

"Wait, what?" Judd's voice cracks, thin and desperate. "I thought it was just you and..."

"You thought you'd watch me fuck your girlfriend." Malik's tone is matter-of-fact, bored even, like he's discussing the weather. "You will - but what's the difference? One, three… all the same. She can take more than one cock, can't you, Gail?"

I probably should look at Judd and check he's okay, slow this down a bit. Except I'm soaked through my knickers and shaking and I want this more than I've wanted anything in my entire fucking life.

"Yes."

Seydou says something in French, crude and delighted, and Kofi just stares at me, silent and assessing. His gaze drops to my chest, lingers on my hard nipples visible through wet fabric, moves lower to where my skirt barely covers anything. Jesus Christ, he's built like a fucking tank, arms thick as my thighs, and I can see the bulge in his tracksuit already.

Judd looks at me, panicking, pale and shaking. But when my eyes drop to his jeans, I see it. The unmistakable bulge straining against denim, impossible to hide. Terrified and shaking and absolutely, undeniably rock hard.

My sweet, gentle boyfriend is turned on by this. By watching me offer myself to three dangerous men who could break us both.

"Gail, are you sure? This is..."

"She's sure." Malik cuts him off without even glancing his way. "Look at her. She's dripping already."

I am. God, I am, and they all know it.

Seydou steps closer, invading my space, his breath hot on my neck. "Don't worry, white boy." His accent is thick, playful, mocking. "We'll take good care of your girl." He reaches out, trails one finger down my bare arm, and I shiver despite the cold. "Very good care."

Malik, Kofi, Seydou. All huge, all black, all looking at me like I'm meat they're about to devour. I'm shaking, trembling from head to toe, but it's not fear making my knees weak.

Malik gestures towards the tent, authoritative, final. "Inside. All of you. We'll talk first." His smile sharpens, predatory. "Then we'll fuck her."

My legs move before my brain catches up, and I walk towards the tent, Judd trailing behind me, his breathing ragged - he sounds like he's about to puke. The three men follow, surrounding us, boxing us in, and when the canvas flap falls closed behind us the world narrows to this space, this moment, these bodies and what they're about to do to me.

The tent smells familiar now. God, when did this stink become familiar? It's crowded with five of us inside, cramped and close. The mattress dominates the small space, stained and sagging, and I can smell it, the evidence of what's happened here before.

Malik points to the corner, addressing Judd for the first time. "Sit there. Watch. Don't touch yourself unless we say you can."

Judd hesitates, looks at me one last time, searching for... what? Permission? Forgiveness? Then he sinks to the floor, knees pulled up, hands clenched together. He looks small and younger - and totally irrelevant.

"Stand in the centre," Malik tells me.

The three men circle me slowly, assessing, claiming. Kofi moves behind me, so close I can feel his body heat radiating against my back, his breath on my neck. Seydou to my left, still grinning, eyes fixed on my tits. Malik in front, smoking, deliberate, in control.

A hand touches my shoulder. Another grips my hip. I'm trembling, soaked through, waiting for permission to move, to breathe, to exist.

Malik reaches out, cups my face, tilts my chin up until I'm forced to meet his eyes. "You'll do what we tell you after this chance to stop. You want that?"

"Yes."

"Good girl."

Those words unmake me completely, strip away every defence I've ever had.

Seydou's hand slides from my shoulder to my neck, testing, possessive, fingers curling around my throat. "Say it. Say you want us to fuck you."

My voice comes out barely above a whisper, broken. "I want you to fuck me."

"Louder. Say it so your boyfriend hears."

"I want all of you to fuck me."

The words hang in the air like a signed contract, like a confession I can never take back.

Kofi's hand tightens on my hip, fingers digging into flesh. He still hasn't spoken, but his breathing has changed: deeper, rougher, barely controlled. His cock presses against my lower back through his tracksuit bottoms, and oh God, oh Jesus, he's enormous, impossibly thick, impossibly hard, and he's going to put that inside me.

Malik steps back, eyes travelling over me one more time. Slowly, thoroughly. Claiming every inch.

"Strip."

My hands move to the hem of my vest. I pull it over my head, my breasts bouncing free, nipples hard and aching. I hear Judd make a small sound in the corner, something between a gasp and a moan. I don't look at him - I cannot, because if I do, I might stop, and I don't want to stop now.

The skirt falls next, pooling around my ankles. I'm standing in just my knickers, black lace soaked through and clinging to me, transparent with wetness, evidence of exactly how much I want this. How much I need this.

Malik's eyes drop, linger on the wet patch, spreading and obvious. "Take them off."

I hook my thumbs into the waistband, slide them down, feel the fabric peel away from my soaked pussy. Step out of them to leave myself bare and trembling, already owned before anyone's touched me properly.

Seydou bends down, picks up my knickers from the floor, holds them to his face, inhales deeply. "Fuck. She's ready. Smell this, she's fucking gagging for it."

"I know." Malik's smile is dark, satisfied, like he's won something. He looks at me standing there, naked and desperate and shaking.

I drop to my knees on the rough wooden pallets as an act of submission, the splintered wood digging into my skin. The three men tower over me, cocks straining through fabric, faces hungry and hard.

This is it. These cocks about to ruin me while my boyfriend watches from the corner. Three dangerous men who could do anything to me and no one in this camp would stop them.

And I'm so wet I'm dripping onto the floor.

"Good girl," Malik says again, and I'm lost, completely and utterly lost.


6: Collared & Owned
Empire Pays Its Debts


"Stand up."

I'm up before I've thought about it, knees screaming from the pallet ridges pressed into them, legs shaking so hard I nearly stumble. The tent's too small, too hot, and I'm standing in the middle of it completely naked with three men circling me like I'm meat at market.

"Turn around slowly. Let us see all of you."

I turn, and their eyes feel like hands, like tongues, eating up every inch of me. My tits, nipples so hard they ache. My cunt, swollen and wet and on display. Kofi and Seydou are seeing me properly for the first time. My arse, the one I've always been proud of, now theirs to assess. My legs shaking. My face burning.

I'm being appraised. Valued. Judged for what I can give them.

Kofi moves behind me. I feel him before he touches, this wall of heat and muscle and size that makes me feel about five years old and utterly breakable. His breath hits my neck, hot and steady, and his hands hover over my hips, not touching yet but claiming the air around my skin like he owns it already. Then his cock presses against my lower back through his tracksuit, and oh Christ, it's huge. Thicker than Malik. Longer. I can feel the shape of it, the weight, and I know, absolutely know, that when he puts that inside me I'm going to break open and never be the same.

Seydou's already got his phone out, circling to my left, camera pointed straight at me. "Look at these tits. Perfect." The shutter sound clicks, mechanical and relentless. "Turn again, let me get your arse."

I turn, obedient as a trained dog, and he films everything. My face, flushed and desperate. My body from every angle. Evidence. Proof. Files they'll keep, share, send to God knows who.

Does that make me wetter? Yes. Yes it does.

"Beautiful." Malik's in front of me, cigarette still burning between his fingers, completely in control whilst I'm coming apart at the seams. His gaze travels from my face down to my cunt and back up, slow, assessing, like he's deciding exactly how he's going to use me. "You'll do very well for what we need."

What they need. I'm the resource here. The white girl who walked into their camp thinking she was helping.

"Your boyfriend." Malik glances over at Judd, huddled in the corner like a kicked puppy, pale and terrified and so obviously hard his erection's straining through his jeans. "He appreciates what he's losing today?"

Judd's voice cracks. "I... yes."

"Good. Because you're about to watch us claim every inch of her."

Kofi's hands finally settle on my hips, huge and rough and possessive, fingers spanning almost my entire waist. He still hasn't said a single word, but his breathing's changed, deeper, rougher, barely controlled. His cock throbs against my back.

He's going to destroy me. Properly destroy me. And I'm going to let him.

Malik steps closer, one hand reaching for my throat. Not choking, his thumb stroking my pulse point where it's hammering so hard he must be able to count every desperate beat. Feeling exactly how turned on I am, how terrified, how ready.

"You know what this is, don't you English girl?"

I shake my head, mouth dry, can't make words come.

"Reparations." His voice drops, dead serious now, and I feel my cunt clench before I even understand what he means. "Your people fucked mine for centuries. Took our bodies, our labour, our dignity. Made us slaves. You know this, yes?"

His thumb presses slightly harder against my pulse, not painful but impossible to ignore, impossible to mistake for anything but dominance.

"Now you pay the debt. Willingly. On your knees with your mouth, on your back with your cunt. Your submission. Your body, giving back what was taken."

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus fucking Christ, he's making this about slavery, about empire, about everything I studied at university and wrote papers on and felt guilty about in abstract theoretical ways. Except this isn't abstract. This is my body paying debts. My cunt as reparations. And I'm so wet I'm dripping; I'm so turned on I can barely stand, because he's right, isn't he? This is justice. Better justice than anything I was doing with my water bottles and my good intentions and my desperate need to feel useful.

"Your boyfriend will watch. Accept it. Help us take what we're owed. Yes?"

Malik looks over at Judd, still holding my throat, still stroking that pulse point like he's playing an instrument and I'm the sound. "You understand? This is justice. Historical justice. Through her body."

Judd nods frantically, can't speak, his cock pulsing visibly against denim.

Malik's attention swings back to me, his dark eyes boring into mine. "Say it. Say you're paying reparations with your body."

"I'm..." My voice comes out broken, barely there. "I'm paying reparations with my body."

"Louder."

"I'm paying reparations with my body."

"LOUDER. So everyone in this camp hears what you are."

"I'M PAYING REPARATIONS WITH MY BODY."

The words echo off canvas walls, carry outside to where other men are listening, knowing, waiting their turn perhaps. I hear someone laugh out there. Someone else grunts approval.

They all know. They all heard me confess. The nice white girl admitting what she's really here for.

All three men grunt approval. Seydou laughs, delighted, still filming every second. "Fuck yes. White guilt made sexy. This is perfect."

Reparations. I'm not just a slut giving in to base desires. I'm serving a purpose, righting historical wrongs through submission. My cunt paying debts my ancestors created. And somehow, perversely, obscenely, that makes this even hotter, even more necessary, even more right.

Malik removes his hand from my throat, turns to Judd. His voice shifts, becomes pure command. "You. That corner, there." He points to the space beside the tent pole where Judd will see everything, where nothing will be hidden, where he'll have to watch it all. "Watch first. Don't touch yourself until I give permission."

Judd scrambles to obey, sinking into position, knees pulled up, hands clenched together between them. He looks small. Pale. Irrelevant.

"Later, you'll participate." Malik smiles, slow and cruel. "You'll serve us too. Clean her cunt after we fill it. Suck our cocks hard again. You came here to help, yes? So help."

Judd goes properly white, lips bloodless, and then the flush hits, crimson spreading from his throat to his hairline. "I... what?"

"You'll clean your girlfriend after we fill her. Lick our cum from her cunt, from her arse, from wherever we put it."

Judd swallows hard, Adam's apple bobbing. "Yes."

"You'll suck our cocks to make them hard for her again. Get us ready to fuck her properly. Understand?"

Longer pause this time. Judd's breathing speeds up, shallow and panicked. But his cock throbs against his jeans, an obscene bulge, betraying exactly how he feels about this. "I... yes."

Oh God, they're claiming him too. Not just me. Making us both serve, both submit, both accept our place beneath these men who are bigger, darker, more powerful than we'll ever be.

Malik reaches into his jacket, pulls something out. A dog collar. Cheap black plastic, the kind you'd buy at a car boot sale for two quid, simple buckle and a metal ring dangling from it that catches the dim light.

My cunt floods. Not just wet, flooding, I feel it run hot down my inner thigh, feel myself dripping onto the dusty floor, and I cannot look away from that collar. I want it. I want it around my neck more than I've wanted anything, ever, more than my degree or my relationship or my nice girl reputation or any of it.

"This is what you'll wear when you've earned it." His voice is serious now, ritual-like, and I'm hanging on every word. "When you've proven you're ours. That you deserve to be owned."

I stare at the collar, hypnotised. It's ugly. Cheap. Simple. Perfect.

"You want it?"

"Yes." The word comes out strangled, desperate, pathetic. "Please."

"Then earn it. Show us you deserve to be owned."

He sets the collar down on the floor beside the mattress, a prize just out of reach. My eyes keep returning to it, obsessive, desperate, hungry.

Actual ownership. Permanent and visible, claiming that everyone will see. I want it around my neck, want everyone to know I belong to them, want to wear their mark and never take it off.

Malik turns back to me, expression shifting from serious to hungry. "On your knees. We start with your mouth."

I drop immediately, hard enough to hurt, and the three men tower over me, so much bigger, so much more powerful. Malik steps forward first, already unzipping his jeans, the sound loud in the quiet tent.

His cock springs free, thick and dark and perfect, and I remember exactly how it felt in my mouth, in my cunt, how it stretched me and filled me and ruined me for anyone smaller, whiter, softer.

"Open."

I open my mouth, tongue out, waiting like a good girl, like property, like someone earning her collar one degrading act at a time.

This is reparations. This is justice, exactly what I deserve.
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The Collaring Ceremony

Malik's cock slides into my mouth and it's familiar now. I know this cock. The taste of him, salt and bitter and male, the thickness forcing my jaw wide, the exact angle that makes him grunt low in his throat. I've memorised another man's cock, and I'm back on my knees in this filthy tent with my boyfriend watching.

And it doesn't horrify me. I'm too busy trying to take more, desperate to prove I'm getting better at being his cocksucker.

He holds my head with both hands; fingers tangled in my hair and pushes deeper. I feel my throat opening, resisting, then yielding. Nearly all the way! I'm taking probably seven inches of his cock and breathing through my nose like he taught me, like a good girl learning her purpose.

"Better." His voice scrapes out rough above me. "She's learning."

I moan around him, feel the vibration travel up his shaft, and he grunts. That sound. Pride floods through me, hot and shameful and perfect. I'm getting better at being his whore. Two days ago I could barely take five inches without retching. Now I'm chasing seven and loving it.

I can't see but I feel Kofi and Seydou eyes on me, seeing how I serve him, learn how a white girl should suck black cock. I'm his training video. The humiliation slams through me straight to my cunt, and I'm flooding, soaking through onto the pallets beneath my knees. I can feel it running down my thighs, hear the wet sound as it drips. Everyone can see how much this turns me on.

"Look at her." Malik pulls out slightly, angles my face up so Kofi and Seydou can see my lips stretched obscenely around his thickness. Spit everywhere, running down my chin, coating his dark shaft, making everything slick and filthy. "This is what white women need. What they're too scared to admit they want."

He's right. The thought slices through me. I'm a middle-class white girl from Surrey, on my knees in a refugee camp, choking on a Senegalese smuggler's cock whilst two more men watch and wait their turn. My cunt clenches so hard I almost come from that alone.

Seydou laughs, still filming. "She's not scared anymore."

"No," Malik agrees, pushing back into my throat. "She knows what she is now."

He fucks my mouth slowly, deliberately, savouring it. I can taste pre-cum, bitter and addictive, and swallow it eagerly. Behind me, Kofi shifts his weight, and I'm aware of his massive presence, waiting his turn, patient and inevitable.

"Good girl," Malik says, and the praise sends a jolt straight to my clit. Good girl. I live for those words now. "You remember how to serve this cock."

He pulls out, lets me gasp for air. My jaw is already aching, spit hanging from my lips in thick strands. "I've been thinking about it," I manage, voice hoarse. "Every moment."

"I know." He glances at Judd, huddled in the corner. "Your boyfriend texted me. He says you touch yourself thinking about us."

My head whips round to stare at Judd. "You told them?"

Judd flushes crimson, won't meet my eyes. "They asked, I couldn't, I didn't..."

"He's honest," Malik says, approval in his voice. "I like that." His hand guides my face back to his cock. "Back to work."

I open my mouth obediently, take him in again, and this time I manage a little more before gagging. Progress. I'm getting better at this, at being used, at serving properly. My throat is learning to accept what I need it to accept.

Malik uses me for long minutes, building a steady rhythm that has me choking and drooling, tears streaming down my face. The mascara I put on this morning, back when I was still pretending to be a helpful volunteer, runs in black streaks down my cheeks. My face is a ruin. Then he pulls out suddenly, cock glistening with my saliva, rock hard and waiting.

"Not finished yet," he says. "I've warmed her up for you."

He steps back, and Kofi moves forward.

Oh God.

He's darker, thicker than my fucking wrist; ten inches of weapon pointing at my face. So fucking hard from watching, the head glistening, and it's intimidating in a way that makes my cunt clench with fear and desperate, aching need. I can't take that. I'll choke, pass out.

I'm fucking opening my mouth anyway.

He doesn't speak, just grabs my head with both massive hands and pushes in rough and deep.

I gag immediately, can't help it, can't breathe. His cock is too thick, forcing my jaw so wide it hurts, and he's still pushing. I try to pull back, need air, but his hands hold me in place like a vice. He's not stopping. Panic flares. He's going to choke me out on his cock and he doesn't care.

"Breathe through your nose," Malik coaches from beside me. "Relax your throat."

I can't relax anything. Kofi's cock is a battering ram, pushing deeper, seven inches, eight, and I'm choking, retching, tears streaming. My hands come up instinctively, pushing against his thighs, but he doesn't budge. Doesn't even notice my resistance. He's too strong, too solid, too focused on forcing his cock down my throat.

He pulls out finally, letting me gasp for air, coughing, and he pushes back in immediately, no mercy, no pause. Out again, brief desperate breath, then back in, deeper. The rhythm builds, brutal and mechanical. In, choke, out, gasp, in, gag, out, sob.

My throat is raw, stretched, ruined. I'm crying properly now, tears and spit running down my face, dripping onto my chest. My vision blurs. The mascara is everywhere, black streaks mixing with drool that hangs from my chin in thick strands, dripping onto my thighs. I'm a fucking mess. And I don't want him to stop.

From the corner, Judd makes a strangled sound. "Jesus, is she, should we stop, is she-"

"She's fine." Malik's voice cuts through, calm and certain. "This is what she needs. What you could never give her."

True. The word flashes through my oxygen-starved brain. So fucking true. Judd with his gentle hands and his asking permission and his five careful inches. I loved him for that. I needed this instead. Needed to be held down and throat-fucked by a man twice his size who doesn't ask.

Kofi forces deeper. Nine inches. I'm retching again, but he holds me there, my nose pressed against his pelvis, completely impaled on his cock. I can't breathe. My vision goes spotty at the edges, black creeping in. I'm going to pass out. But I don't want him to stop. I want to take all of him, want to prove I can serve this massive cock properly.

He pulls out. I collapse forward, coughing, gasping, dripping. My throat feels like it's been scraped raw. My jaw aches. Spit and pre-cum coat my chest, dripping onto my thighs. I've never been so aroused in my entire life.

"She learns," Kofi says, his rare words making me glow with pride despite everything.

I'm learning. Getting better at taking brutal use, becoming what I was meant to be all along.

Seydou approaches, grinning, phone still recording. His curved cock is already out, slightly smaller than the others but still intimidating, the upward curve promising different sensations.

"My turn." Then his eyes shift to Judd. "But first..." He gestures. "Come here, white boy."

Judd freezes. Goes pale. "What?"

"Now," Malik commands, voice like iron.

Judd crawls over on shaking hands and knees, kneels beside me. We're both on the floor together now, both supplicants, both about to cross a line that can't be uncrossed.

"You're going to learn too." Seydou grins, presents his cock to both of us. Eight inches, curved upward, already slick at the tip. "Can't let your girl do all the work. Share it. Both of you. Lick."

Oh God. My cunt floods. He wants us both. Me and Judd, together, servicing the same cock. This is the line. This is where it becomes something we can never take back, never explain away. Shared perversion, shared submission, both of us on our knees licking black cock together.

I start immediately.

My tongue runs up the underside of Seydou's shaft, tasting salt and male musk. Beside me, after frozen seconds that feel like hours, Judd's tongue emerges tentatively, touches the shaft on the opposite side. The first contact is brief, experimental, and I watch his face cycle through emotions too quickly to name.

"Good," Seydou approves. "Now properly. Both of you worship this cock."

We lick together, tongues working up and down opposite sides of Seydou's shaft. Our saliva mixes on his dark skin, making everything slick. And then our tongues meet at the top, at the ridge of his head.

Judd jerks back like he's been electrified, eyes wide with shock. We just kissed. Kissed around another man's cock, tasting each other and him simultaneously.

Seydou pushes our heads back together. "Again. Don't stop."

We lick together again, tongues meeting and tangling at the top. This time Judd doesn't pull away. This time, his tongue presses against mine deliberately, both of us tasting Seydou and each other and our own complete degradation.

I come. Just a little. Just from that. The wrongness of it, the rightness of it, my boyfriend and I sharing a black cock together.

This is so wrong - and it's so right. We're learning our place together, both becoming what Malik wants us to be. We're both perverts. The realization washes through me. We're both exactly where we want to be, and we just never knew it until Malik showed us.

"Perfect," Seydou breathes, filming everything. "White couple serving black cock together. This is beautiful."

He makes us take turns sucking him properly. Me first, and I take him deep, six inches easily. The curve hits different spots in my throat, makes me gag differently than with Malik or Kofi. Then he pulls out, presents his glistening cock to Judd.

"Your turn. Open."

Judd hesitates, mouth closed, eyes wide. Malik's hand settles on his neck, grip firm. "Do it."

Judd's lips part. Seydou pushes in, just the head, and Judd gags immediately, pulls back gasping. His eyes are streaming, face flushed, looking shocked and horrified at himself.

"Practice," Seydou laughs, not unkindly. "You'll get better. Both of you will."

He makes Judd try again. And again. Each time, Judd manages a bit more, his jaw learning to stretch, his throat learning to accept. By the fourth attempt, he's taking three inches, and his cock is visibly straining against his jeans, a wet spot spreading at the tip. He's hard. My sweet boyfriend is rock hard from sucking cock.

"How does it taste?" Malik asks him, voice curious, almost kind. "Your first black cock?"

Judd pulls off gasping, and thick strands of spit connect his lips to Seydou's cock, stretching and breaking. He stares at it like he doesn't recognize himself. "It's... different."

"You like it?"

Long pause. Answer him. I'm holding my breath, watching my boyfriend's face, watching him wrestle with something he's never had to name before. His breathing is shallow, panicked. But when he answers, he's honest.

"Yes." The word comes out hoarse. "I think, yes. I do."

My boyfriend likes cock. The thought shouldn't make me this wet. My sweet, gentle boyfriend just admitted he likes sucking cock whilst I kneel beside him in the filth.

"Good," Malik says. "You'll be sucking a lot of cock from now on. Both of you. Getting us hard again after we finish, preparing us for your girlfriend's cunt. You understand?"

Judd nods, still staring at Seydou's cock like he's never seen anything like it. Of course neither of us have. Not until we came here and discovered what we really are.

Seydou makes us return to licking and sucking together, when our tongues touch on dark skin, I come again. This is our relationship now. Shared submission. Shared service.

"Take turns," Seydou commands, filming close-up now. "You first, white boy. Show me you can serve."

Judd takes Seydou's cock back in his mouth, manages four inches this time before gagging. He's learning faster than I expected. Maybe he wants this more than he's admitting. Maybe we're the same, him and me. Both pretending to be good people whilst secretly craving exactly this.

"Now her. Show him how it's done."

I take Seydou deep, six inches easily, the curve hitting spots that make my eyes water. I pull off gasping, and Seydou immediately presents his cock to Judd again.

"Again. Deeper this time."

We alternate like this, each of us servicing Seydou whilst the other watches, learns, improves. Malik and Kofi watch too, Kofi stroking his massive cock slowly, Malik smoking a cigarette, both satisfied with their students. The tent fills with the sounds of wet sucking, gagging, our breathing, the slick sound of saliva coating cock.

Finally, Seydou pulls back, satisfied with his footage. "Good start," he says. "You'll both get better with practice."

All three men step back, leaving us both breathing hard, both transformed. We look at each other, and I see my own shock reflected in his eyes. We did that. Together. Shared the same cock, tasted each other on his skin.

"Now we fuck her properly," Malik announces, grinding his cigarette into the floor. "And you," looking at Judd, "will watch and learn when to help."

They push me down onto the mattress, and it's rough beneath my back, stinking of sweat. My legs spread automatically, no resistance left, and Malik positions himself between my thighs. His cock in his hand, aiming, and I'm already soaking despite everything, despite my jaw aching and my throat raw and my face covered in spit and tears. I need this.

He pushes into me fully in one brutal thrust.

I scream. Can't help it, can't stop it, the sound ripping out of me as he splits me open.

Perfect.

He starts fucking me hard, long brutal strokes that make me cry out with each thrust. "You're home now," he says, looking down into my eyes. "This is where you belong."

Yes. The answer rises without thought. God, yes. This is home. Not London, not my flat with Judd and our farmers' market Saturdays and our respectable fucking life. Here. On my back in a filthy tent, being fucked by a Senegalese smuggler whilst his friends watch and wait.

Kofi moves to my head, feeds his massive cock into my mouth whilst Malik pounds my cunt. Filled from both ends, overwhelmed, unable to think beyond sensation. So full.

They establish a rhythm. Malik's deep strokes, each one hitting my cervix, making me cry out around Kofi's cock. Kofi's brutal throat-fucking, ten inches trying to force their way down my gullet, not caring that I can't breathe. Synchronized, brutal, perfect.

Outside, someone shouts something in Arabic, laughter following. More voices join in, cheering, commenting. They know. They all know what's happening. The white volunteer girl is getting properly fucked.

"La petite anglaise!" someone shouts, laughing. "Elle crie bien!"

Another voice: "She screams good!"

More laughter. More comments in languages I don't understand. They're all listening. Dozens of men outside this tent, hearing me scream, knowing exactly what's being done to me. Let them know. I want them to know. I want to be famous here for being the white slut who can't get enough refugee cock.

The orgasm hits without warning, slamming through me like electricity. I clench around Malik's cock, muscles almost cramping with pleasure and lack of oxygen, and I'm choking on Kofi simultaneously, can’t breathe, can't think, can't do anything but come and come and come. Sweat runs down my body, pooling between my breasts, and I can hear the wet slapping sound of Malik fucking into my soaking cunt, can smell the thick stink of sex and sweat and my own pussy. I'm drowning in sensation. It's too much and not enough and I never want it to stop.

"That's one," Malik says, not slowing his pace. "You'll lose count soon."

I already have. Was that three? Four? I don't know. I'm just coming continuously, one orgasm blending into the next.

Judd watches from close range now, inches away. Malik must have waved him closer. His face is pale, eyes fixed on the point where Malik's dark cock disappears into my pale cunt, stretching me obscenely. He can see everything. How wet I am, how my cunt grips Malik's cock, how his thickness stretches my lips impossibly wide. He's watching me get properly fucked for the first time.

"See this?" Malik asks him between thrusts. "This is what she needs. What you could never give her."

Judd nods, transfixed, mesmerized. Can't look away.

"She's never..." Judd's voice is hoarse. "I've never seen her like this."

"Because you're not enough," Malik says simply. "We are."

True. The word pulses through me with each thrust. So fucking true. I'm coming harder for these men, these dangerous refugee criminals, than I ever have for my sweet boyfriend. This is what I needed. Not gentle and considerate. Brutal and possessive and overwhelming.

They rotate. Seydou takes Malik's place between my legs, his curved cock entering me at a different angle, hitting spots that make me see stars. Malik moves to my mouth, and I taste myself on his cock, musky and shameful and perfect.

Different rhythm now. Seydou fucks faster, more playfully, the curve hitting my G-spot with every thrust. Malik is deeper and more possessive in my throat, holding my head in place whilst he uses my mouth. I come again, body convulsing, and they don't slow down.

Another rotation. Kofi between my legs now, and his massive cock stretches me painfully, impossibly. Too big. It was too big in my throat and it's too big in my cunt, ten inches of thickness splitting me open. The sounds of my moans are muffled by Seydou's cock filling my mouth.

They're using me like a toy, passing me between them, no rest, no mercy. Each cock feels different inside me.

I'm not Gail Brown anymore. I'm just holes, just service, just what I was always meant to be. A white girl on her back in a refugee camp, being passed between dangerous black men whilst her boyfriend watches and the whole camp listens to her scream.

Judd is inches from my cunt now, close enough to smell everything. Close enough to see everything in explicit detail. He watches Kofi's massive cock disappear into me, watches it come out coated in my arousal, thick cream coating his dark shaft, watches it push back in. And he's not leaving. He's so turned on. Watching me get destroyed is making him leak through his clothes.

"Look how she takes it," Malik says to him. "Look how she needs it."

I'm coming so often I can't tell where one orgasm ends and another begins. My cunt clenches repeatedly around whoever's inside me, trying to pull them deeper. My throat is raw from Kofi's brutal use, scraped and aching. My jaw hurts. I'm covered in sweat and saliva, my body slick, the mattress soaked beneath me. I've never been happier.

Malik holds up a hand. They pause, all three stepping back. I collapse on the mattress, gasping, legs spread, used. My cunt is gaping, empty suddenly after being filled so completely. I can feel air rushing in, cool against my soaking, stretched pussy.

"Time," Malik says, reaching for something beside the mattress.

The collar.

My heart stops as Malik holds it up. Black plastic. Cheap and perfect.

"This is the moment," Malik says, and his voice has gone serious, ritualistic, like a priest at an altar. "You become property. Permanently. Not a game. Not a fantasy. Real."

I know. I'm shaking, covered in sweat and cum and spit, my cunt dripping onto the mattress, and I'm shaking because I know exactly what this means.

Everyone will know what I am.

Kofi positions me on hands and knees, his hands gentle despite their size. Then he positions himself behind me, his cock pushing into my cunt from behind. I gasp, impaled, held in place by his thickness. So full. Even after everything, he still stretches me impossibly.

Malik kneels in front of me, collar in his hands. "You understand what this means?"

I nod frantically, unable to speak with Kofi moving slowly inside me, small deliberate thrusts that keep me on edge.

"You'll wear this always. Everyone will see it."

"Yes," I manage.

"You'll never take it off. It marks you as owned. As mine. As ours."

"Please." I'm begging now, desperate for it, tears running down my face. "Please collar me."

"Say it properly. Say you want to be owned."

"I want to be owned." The words come easily, natural, true. I want to be owned. Not a fantasy. Not roleplay. Real. "Please. Collar me. Make me yours. I need it."

He fastens it around my neck, and I feel it settle against my throat, snug but not choking. The buckle clicks.

That sound. That tiny mechanical click of the buckle closing.

I cum.

Not from Kofi's cock inside me, not from physical sensation at all. From the collar. From the finality of it. From becoming property. The orgasm is different from the others, deeper, starting in my cunt but spreading everywhere, through my stomach and chest and throat, and I'm screaming, clenching around Kofi so hard he grunts, and I’m shaking in his arms whilst the collar sits against my throat declaring what I am to anyone who looks.

Property.

I've never come this hard in my life. I'm shaking, crying, coming so intensely I can't see, and it goes on and on, wave after wave, until I'm sobbing with it.

"You're mine now," Malik says.

It's not dirty talk. It's not part of the scene. It's fact, stated calmly and irrevocably, the way you'd state your name or your address.

I touch the collar with shaking fingers, feel its presence around my throat. It's real. It's permanent. I'm collared like a bitch, marked as owned, and I've never felt so complete. This is what I am. The collar says it better than words ever could.

I look at Judd through my tears. He's watching me, watching my transformation, and his face is a ruin. Pale, eyes wide, mouth slightly open. He understands. His girlfriend just became someone else's property. Marked, claimed, collared.

His cock strains against his jeans so hard it must be painful. The fabric is stretched tight. He's not protesting, he's accepting it. Maybe more than accepting it. Maybe this is what he always wanted too, and we were both too scared to say it.

"You're mine now," Malik repeats, leaning close. "Say it."

"I'm yours." My voice is hoarse but clear. "I'm owned. I'm property."

"Good girl." He stands, looks at Judd. "You accept this?"

Judd stares at me, at the collar around my neck, at how I'm still impaled on Kofi's cock, marked and owned and transformed. "Yes," he says finally, broken and aroused and honest. "I accept it."

The collar bounces against my throat as Kofi starts fucking me harder from behind, celebrating my marking. I can feel its weight with every thrust, its possession, its permanence. I'm not going back. Not to who I was. The collar has transformed me, made it real and permanent.

* * *

Breeding the Privileged

Malik's looking at me like I'm the best thing he's ever owned. I can feel his gaze on me whilst I'm sprawled here on the sweat soaked mattress, collared, claimed, Kofi's massive cock still half-hard beside me after stretching my cunt open. Everything aches, throat and jaw and the sweet burning stretch between my legs. My skin's buzzing. I've never felt this alive. Never.

"Now." Malik's voice drops into that ritual register again, the one that makes my cunt clench before he's even finished speaking. "We breed you properly."

Breed.

The word lands in my stomach like a stone dropped down a well. Not fuck. Not even use. Breed. As in pregnant and a baby, my life splitting into before and after this exact moment.

"Lie back, we want to see your face when we fill you."

I obey without thinking, settling onto my back, legs spreading wide before he's finished giving the order. The mattress squelches under me, soaked through with sweat and spit and evidence of what I've become.

Malik positions Judd beside my head, close enough that I can smell the nervous arousal pouring off him. "Hold your boyfriend's hand whilst we breed you." There's something almost kind in how he says it, like he's giving Judd a role in this, making him part of the ceremony instead of just watching from the sidelines.

Judd's fingers find mine before I can reach for him, and he squeezes tight. I squeeze back; We're in this together. However completely fucked up that sounds, it's true.

"Kofi first." Malik gestures like he's directing a play, which I suppose he is. "He'll stretch you back open properly, then Seydou second. I finish inside you last."

Seydou and Kofi move into position around me, stroking themselves slowly, keeping hard whilst Malik explains the running order. Seydou's still got his phone out, filming, capturing angles. Evidence of my debasement. Good.

"This isn't just fucking anymore." Malik's tone has gone serious, ceremonial, the weight of it pressing down on me. "This is breeding. Real breeding. You understand what that means?"

I nod frantically, my free hand moving to touch the collar at my throat. Real consequences. My body changing, growing something inside me that's his, not my boyfriend's.

"Say it. Say what you want."

"I want to be pregnant." The words come out easily, like they've been waiting in my throat for years. "I want your baby. I want to be bred."

Judd's grip on my hand tightens so hard my knuckles crack. I glance sideways at him, expecting horror, expecting him to finally break and drag me out of here. Instead his face is flushed dark red, his breathing ragged, and his other hand is drifting unconsciously towards the bulge straining in his jeans.

"Please." Judd's voice breaks on the word, raw and desperate. "Breed my girlfriend. Give her your baby."

Malik smiles, genuinely pleased, like Judd's just passed some test neither of them discussed. "Good boy. You'll help us."

Judd nods straightaway, accepting this new service without question. I watch him accept it and something inside me settles into place, locks down. Both of us serving, submitting.

"Ready?" Malik asks me.

"Yes." I'm shaking, terrified and desperate in equal measure. "Please."

Kofi moves between my spread legs, positioning himself, and even after everything we've already done, even after he's fucked my throat and stretched my cunt, the sight of his cock makes my breath catch.

He pushes in slowly. I don't deserve mercy but he's giving it, anyway, letting me feel every thick inch as my cunt stretches around him. I gasp, back arching off the mattress, and my hand crushes Judd's hard enough that he winces. "Fuck, you're huge. Oh God, you're so fucking huge."

"Take it." Judd's voice beside me is rough with arousal, his pupils blown wide. "Take all of him."

Kofi bottoms out inside me, his hips flush against mine, and I can feel him everywhere. Stretching me, filling me. Pressing against places I didn't know I had. My body moulds itself around his cock like it was made for this, designed for exactly this.

Then he leans down, his scarred chest pressing against mine, skin slick with sweat, and kisses me.

Kisses me.

Not rough, no brutal. No gentle and tender like a lover. His tongue slides against mine whilst his cock stays buried deep inside, and I kiss back desperately, while my cunt clenches around him, involuntary, needy. There's something even more intimate about kissing - which feels weird as he fucks my cunt into a new shape.

"This cock will give you baby." Kofi's English is heavily accented, each word deliberate against my mouth. "You want my baby?"

"Yes." I moan the word into the kiss, hips rocking against him. "Breed me. Please breed me."

He starts fucking me hard then; long deep strokes, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, hitting my cervix with every thrust. It hurts, but it's perfect. I'm kissing him whilst he breeds me, tasting his tongue whilst his massive breeding cock tries to plant a baby in my womb.

Judd's watching from inches away, his face a mixture of awe and desperate arousal. "She's taking it all. You're taking all of him, Gail."

"I know." I gasp between thrusts, my voice breaking. "I can feel it. He's so deep, Judd. So fucking deep."

Kofi speeds up, his rhythm becoming urgent, hips snapping against mine. I know he's close. My own orgasm is building differently from the others, deeper, centred in my womb rather than my clit. I'm going to come from being bred. The thought alone nearly tips me over.

"Coming, oh fuck, I'm coming!" The words scream out of me into Kofi's mouth, broken and desperate. My cunt clamps down on his breeding cock like it's trying to trap him inside me, pulsing and squeezing, and he groans against my lips before burying himself so deep I feel him in my stomach.

Heat floods me. Pulse after pulse of thick cum pumping directly against my cervix. I can feel each one, hot and insistent, filling me.

"Take seed." Kofi grunts against my mouth. "All of it."

I do. I take everything he gives me, my cunt milking his cock greedily, desperate for every drop.

Kofi kisses me again, softer this time, almost affectionate. Then he pulls out slowly, inch by inch, his massive cock withdrawing until he's free. Cum starts leaking from me straightaway, thick white streams against the dark skin of my inner thighs.

"So much cum." Judd's voice is mesmerised, reverent. He's staring at my cunt like he's never seen anything more fascinating. "There's so much..."

"Don't clean her yet." Malik's tone is sharp, commanding. "She needs all of it inside for breeding."

I clamp my legs together on instinct, trying to keep the cum inside, trying to give Kofi's sperm the best possible chance. The thought overwhelms me, consumes me. I want his baby growing inside me.

Malik settles beside the mattress whilst I recover, breathing hard, my cunt still leaking despite my efforts to keep it in. He lights a cigarette, his cock half-hard and glistening with my juices from earlier.

"Keep me ready. Use your mouth."

Judd doesn't hesitate. He moves straightaway to kneel between Malik's legs, taking his cock into his mouth without being told twice. I watch from the mattress, legs still clamped together tight, one hand on my collar, the other reaching down to rub my clit whilst I watch my boyfriend service my bull.

This is so fucking hot.

Judd sucks eagerly, thoroughly, taking Malik deeper with each bob of his head. Malik strokes his hair almost affectionately, like he's petting a well-trained dog.

"Good cocksucker. You're learning."

Judd pulls off briefly, both hands wrapped around Malik's shaft, stroking him with dedication. "I want him ready when he breeds you." He's talking to me, but his eyes stay fixed on Malik's cock. "I want him as hard as possible."

"Then suck him properly." My fingers work my clit faster, the filthy sight of them together making me wetter. "Keep him hard for me, Judd."

He returns to sucking, taking Malik balls-deep now, his throat trained after earlier, his gag reflex conquered. Malik's cock stays rock-hard the entire time, jutting obscenely from Judd's stretched lips.

"You like watching?" Malik notices my masturbation, one eyebrow raised.

"Yes." I'm not ashamed to admit it. Not anymore. "Watching him service you whilst I lie here leaking Kofi's cum... it's perfect."

"It is." Malik exhales smoke towards the tent ceiling. "This is your dynamic now. Forever. You're breeding stock, he's support service."

Breeding stock. The phrase makes me clench around nothing, my cunt gaping and empty and desperate to be filled again.

"My turn." Seydou moves between my legs with his characteristic cocky grin, still playful despite the serious breeding talk, still amused by all of this.

He pushes into my soaked cunt easily, my body offering no resistance after Kofi's stretching. But his cock feels different, the curve hitting my G-spot straightaway, a perfect angle that makes me gasp.

"Feel that?" Seydou leans down, his grin widening. "My cock hits different."

"I feel it." I manage to gasp out. "Oh God, I feel it."

Then he's kissing me, his tongue sliding against mine whilst he fucks me with long, measured strokes, and it's like he's making love to me instead of just breeding me.

"I want your baby too." I whisper between kisses, wrapping my arms around him, pulling him closer. "All of you. I want all your babies."

"Then take it." He speeds up his thrusts, driving deeper. "Take all of it."

In my peripheral vision I can see Judd still servicing Malik, his head bobbing rhythmically, keeping him hard. The sound of his gagging mixes with the wet slapping of Seydou's cock in my cum-filled cunt, an obscene symphony of our new reality.

Seydou's curved cock drags against my G-spot with every thrust, building pleasure rapidly. Combined with watching Judd deepthroat Malik, watching my boyfriend's submission whilst I'm bred by another man, it's too much.

"Coming again." I gasp into Seydou's mouth, my whole body tensing. "Oh fuck, I'm coming!"

"Come on my breeding cock." He encourages me, fucking harder, faster. "Come whilst I fill you with baby-making cum."

Oh I fucking do! I come so hard, clenching around him, my cunt pulsing rhythmically whilst he continues pounding into me. The orgasm is intense, overwhelming, centred deep in my womb.

Seydou finishes with a groan, burying himself as deep as he can go, and I can feel it filling me again, adding his cum to Kofi's. "Two loads now." He pulls out slowly, watching his cum mix with Kofi's. "You're full of African seed."

Cum drips from me, thick white blobs leaking obscenely down my arse and onto the mattress. I clamp my legs together straightaway, desperate to keep it inside.

Judd's still sucking Malik, but his eyes are fixed on my cum-filled cunt, watching his girlfriend leak black cum whilst he services the man who'll breed her next.

"She's ready for you." Judd finally pulls off Malik's cock. It's rock-hard, jutting obscenely, slick with his spit. "Breed her properly."

Malik moves between my legs, positioning himself missionary, his cock pressing against my entrance. My cunt is sloppy, gaping, leaking two massive loads already. The sensation when he pushes in is obscene, the squelch audible, the stretch minimal after Kofi.

"Feel that?" Malik starts fucking me with long, deliberate strokes. "That's my brothers' cum. Your cunt's full of their seed."

"I feel it." I moan, my back arching. "I'm so full already."

"You'll be fuller."

He leans down, kissing me deeply, romantically almost, and I kiss back desperately, my arms wrapping around his neck, my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. I feel almost loved, in this twisted, wrong, perfect way.

Judd takes my hand again, holding it whilst Malik fucks me, witnessing everything from inches away. His other hand is on his own cock now, stroking slowly, watching the show.

"This cunt belongs to me. Say it."

"It's yours." I agree straightaway, the words coming easy as breathing. "My cunt, my womb, my body, all yours."

"And the baby? When you're pregnant, whose baby is it?"

"Yours." Tears are streaming down my face now, overwhelming emotion mixing with overwhelming pleasure. "Your baby. Your property."

Malik addresses Judd directly without stopping his thrusts. "You'll raise my black baby? Your white girlfriend pregnant with my child?"

Judd squeezes my hand, his voice breaking with emotion. "Yes. I'll raise them. However many you give her."

"Good." Malik's rhythm increases, hips snapping harder against mine. "Then I breed her now."

He fucks me harder, faster, the squelch of my cum-filled cunt obscene and perfect. I can feel everything: every ridge of his cock, every pulse of the cum already inside me, every thrust trying to push his brothers' seed deeper.

"Do it!" I scream, clenching around him with everything I have. "Get me pregnant!"

Malik buries himself deep, deeper than the others, his cock pressed hard against my cervix and comes. I feel each pulse, each rope of thick cum shooting directly into my womb, adding to the loads already there, filling me impossibly full.

"Mine." He says it simply, holding himself deep whilst his cock continues pulsing. "You're mine forever now."

"Yours." I agree, crying with relief and satisfaction and something too big to name. "Forever yours."

He stays inside me for a long moment, plugging me, keeping all three loads where they belong. When he finally pulls out, cum floods from me straightaway, a river of white against my pale thighs.

I clamp my legs together desperately, both hands moving to press against my cunt, trying to keep it inside. "I don't want to lose any. I want it to take."

Judd stares at my cum-covered pussy, his own cock desperate and leaking. He reaches for me tentatively, his intention clear. "Can I...?"

I shake my head gently, seeing his need but unable to accommodate it. "Not today, Judd. I can't risk it."

His face crumples slightly, understanding dawning in his eyes. "You mean..."

"I need all their cum inside me." I explain, my voice apologetic but firm. "No room for yours. Not until I know if I'm pregnant."

The words hang between us, the final hierarchy made explicit and unavoidable. His cum isn't breeding material. It's consolation. Secondary.

"I understand." He says quietly, his hand still wrapped around his desperate cock.

I take pity on him, gesturing to my chest. "You can wank over me. Come on my tits."

Relief and gratitude flood his face. He strips quickly, standing over me whilst I lie back, legs still clamped tight, protecting the precious cargo inside. Judd strokes himself frantically, his five inches looking tiny after what just bred me.

"I love you." I say honestly, meeting his eyes whilst he wanks. "Thank you for letting them breed me."

"I love you too." He gasps, his hand moving faster, desperate. "Thank you for... for wanting their baby."

He comes quickly, spurting over my tits, a modest load compared to the others. I don't touch it, just let it sit there, a marking from my boyfriend. Not breeding material. The contrast is obvious to everyone in this cramped tent.

Malik lights another cigarette, satisfied with his work. "Good girl. Keep that cum inside."

"I will." I promise, both hands still pressed against my leaking cunt. "I want to be pregnant so badly."

"You don't fuck her again until we know if she's pregnant." Malik instructs Judd, not asking.

Judd nods acceptance straightaway. "I understand. She's yours first."

"She's mine always." Malik corrects him, exhaling smoke. "But yes. First."

We lie together afterwards in the cramped tent, bodies cooling, sweat drying on our skin. I'm on my back, legs still clamped tight, both hands pressing against my cunt to keep three loads of cum inside. Judd's beside me, his modest cum cooling on my tits. Kofi, Seydou, and Malik are sprawled around us, cigarette smoke hanging in the air, satisfied with their breeding work.

"You'll go back to London on Monday. Pregnant, hopefully. But you'll come back when I message. Bring your boyfriend. He's useful."

"We'll come." I promise, meaning it absolutely. "Whenever you want."

Seydou's phone pings. He checks it, grins. "Lorry's leaving tonight. We need to move."

Malik nods once, decisive. "Good. We cross tonight then."

My heart lurches painfully in my chest. "You're leaving?"

"To Dover, yes. The camp was temporary." He looks at me, his expression unreadable in the dim light. "But you're not temporary. You're mine. I'll message when I'm settled. You'll come."

It's not a question. It's never been a question.

"I'll come." I confirm, my hand moving unconsciously to the collar at my throat. "Wherever you are."

"Good girl."

The men start preparing to leave, packing essentials into bags, moving with practised efficiency. I lie on the soaked mattress, still protecting my cum-filled cunt, watching them transform from my breeding bulls back into refugees preparing for a dangerous crossing.

Judd helps me dress eventually, gentle with my exhausted body. My knickers are soaked through straightaway, three loads of cum leaking despite my best efforts. I pull on my skirt and vest, both feeling wrong now, too much like my old life. Too much like the girl I was before this tent, before this collar, before I knew what I really was.

"We should get back to the hotel." Judd says quietly, helping me stand. "You need rest."

I nod, standing carefully, my legs shaking. Malik pulls me aside before we leave, one hand on my collar, the other on my stomach.

"You'll be a good mum to my black baby."

"I will." I promise, covering his hand on my stomach with mine. "I'll love them so much."

"I know." He kisses me, properly, deeply, claiming my mouth one final time. Then he steps back, his eyes moving to Judd. "You. Come here."

Judd freezes mid-step, his face going pale. "Me?"

"Now."

Judd approaches slowly, stopping just in front of Malik. He's shorter, paler, smaller in every way that matters. The contrast is brutal and perfect.

"Kneel."

Oh God. My cunt clenches, leaking more cum down my thighs. He's going to make Judd suck him again. The thought makes me dizzy with arousal despite my exhaustion. One more time before they leave.

Judd drops to his knees without hesitation, his hands resting on his thighs, head tilted up to look at Malik. Waiting and obedient. My boyfriend is so good at this now. At serving, at accepting his place, at being owned.

Malik reaches into his jacket pocket, not his zip?

He pulls out another collar. Black plastic, identical to mine, cheap and perfect. The metal ring dangles, catching the dim light.

My heart stops. He's collaring Judd. Not just me. Both of us. Claiming us both permanently.

"You've earned this." Malik's voice drops into that ceremonial register again, the one that makes everything feel sacred and filthy simultaneously. "You've proven yourself useful and obedient. Willing to serve properly."

Judd stares at the collar, his breathing shallow, panicked. His cock strains against his jeans, giving away exactly how he feels about this despite the fear in his eyes.

"You understand what this means?" Malik holds the collar up, letting Judd see it properly. "Same as your girlfriend, my owned property."

"Yes." Judd's voice comes out hoarse, broken. "I understand."

"You want it?"

Longer pause this time. Judd's eyes flick to me, seeking permission, seeking something. I nod frantically, my hand moving to my own collar, touching it like a talisman. Yes. God, yes. Both of us collared. Both of us owned.

"I want it." Judd says finally, meeting Malik's eyes again. "Please. Collar me."

"Say you want to be owned. Say you want to be my property."

"I want to be owned." The words spill out of Judd faster now, desperate, honest. "I want to be your property. Please. I'll serve you however you want, I'll, I'll do anything, just please collar me."

Malik smiles, genuinely pleased. He reaches down, fastening the collar around Judd's throat with practised efficiency. The buckle clicks in a tiny mechanical click of ownership.

"Good boy." Malik's approval is warm, almost affectionate. "You're mine now. Both of you."

Judd turns to look at me, his eyes wet, his face flushed, his collar sitting against his pale throat. "We match." He repeats, squeezing my hand back. Then his free hand reaches for his collar, touching it the same way I'm touching mine, confirming it's real. "I'm so, I'm so happy, Gail. Is that wrong? I'm so fucking happy."

"It's not wrong." I lean forward, kissing him properly for the first time in days, tasting my own tears and his, tasting submission and acceptance and love twisted into something new and perfect. "I'm happy too."

"You're mine until I say otherwise." Malik states it simply, factually. "You go back to London. You wear these collars every day. You come when I message. Both of you. Understand?"

"Yes." We say it together, synchronized, unified in our submission.

"Good." He reaches down, touching both our collars, one hand on mine, one on Judd's, claiming us simultaneously. "My English couple. Collared and bred and owned. Perfect."

Kofi and Seydou watch with approval, satisfied with the display. Seydou's phone comes up one final time, capturing the image: both of us kneeling, both collared, both marked as property.

"For later." Seydou grins, already sending the photo somewhere. "Evidence."

Let them have evidence. I don't care who sees. I want the world to know we're owned.

We walk back through the camp slowly, my gait careful, trying not to lose precious fluid. Judd walks beside me, one hand holding mine, the other touching his collar repeatedly, still confirming it's real.

Men stare as we pass. Most of them probably know exactly what happened in Malik's tent. Now they can see the proof, both of us collared, both marked as owned. Some whistle. Some call out crude congratulations in languages I don't speak. A few point at our collars, laughing, saying something that sounds approving.

They know. The nice white volunteer couple are black-owned now. Collared like dogs. Property.

"Everyone's staring at the collars." Judd whispers, his free hand moving to cover his throat self-consciously.

"Let them stare." I squeeze his hand. "I want them to see. I'm proud of it."

"Me too." He admits quietly, his hand dropping away from his collar, accepting the visibility. "I'm proud to be owned by him. By them."

At the van, Judd helps me into the passenger seat. I sit carefully, my cum-soaked knickers uncomfortable but perfect, evidence of what I am. Judd climbs into the driver's seat, adjusting the rear-view mirror, and catches sight of his own collar in the reflection.

He stares at himself for a long moment, this pale English man with a cheap plastic dog collar around his throat. Then he smiles, genuine and relieved and happy.

"It suits you." I tell him honestly.

"Yours too." He reaches over, touching my collar gently, reverently.


7: Processing
Replay Reparations


We're sitting on the hotel bed, both still collared. The plastic sits warm against my throat as our reminder of the day. We've showered, twice, but I'm not clean, their cum is still leaking out of me, soaking through fresh knickers, the wet patch growing against the hotel bedspread. Hours later, and I'm still dripping with three men's seed. My cunt's still full of them. Still marked.

Judd sits beside me, his collar catching the lamplight. He hasn't said much since we got back. We're both quiet, our thoughts too big and strange to fit into words yet. What the fuck did we become today?

My phone buzzes with a message from Seydou.

Made it to Dover safe. These are for you. Watch them tonight and remember what you are.

Below the text: six video files. Large downloads. I watch the progress bars crawl across the screen, each file a piece of this afternoon preserved forever. Complete documentation of our transformation.

"They're across?" Judd leans over my shoulder, reading. His voice is rough, barely used. "They made it to the UK."

"And we're here for another week." I press my thumb against the collar's buckle, feeling where it bites slightly into my skin. Collared but masterless. Owned but alone. "They're in Dover, and we're still in Calais."

"Do you think..." Judd stops, his fingers moving to mirror mine, touching his own collar. "Would Malik mind if we served others?"

The dangerous question hangs between us, and my cunt clenches, sudden and sharp, and I feel more cum leak out. Hundreds of African men in that camp. Hundreds. And we've only served three.

"I think he'd expect it." The words come out certain. True. "Reparations aren't just for three men, are they? There are hundreds in that camp. We've barely started paying what's owed."

"So tomorrow we go back?" His voice lifts, eager. Hopeful. "We just... offer ourselves?"

"We're collared." I gesture at his throat, then mine. The universal signal. "Everyone will know what these mean, that we're available."

The final video finishes downloading. I grab the laptop from the bedside table, connecting my phone, my hands shaking slightly. The files transfer across as Judd shifts closer, his thigh pressing against mine, his hand finding my free one, squeezing once. His palm is sweaty.

"First video," I say, clicking the file labelled COLLARING. "Let's watch ourselves become property."

The screen fills with Malik's tent. The camera angle shows everything: me on hands and knees, Kofi's massive cock buried inside me, stretching me, splitting me open. Malik kneeling in front of my face with the black collar in his hands.

My hand slides into my knickers immediately. I can't help it. My fingers find my cunt, stretched and tender and still full. Beside me, Judd unzips his jeans, pulling out his cock. He's already half-hard again despite everything, despite the three times he came this afternoon.

We watch ourselves be marked as owned.
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On screen, Malik holds the collar up to the camera. Explaining. This isn't play. This is permanent ownership. Property. You'll wear this and everyone will know what you are.

My past self nods frantically. God, look at my face. Desperate, pleading, already crying. Begging him to put it on me. Please, please, I need it, mark me, own me, please...

"Look at your face." Judd's stroking himself slowly, mesmerised. "You're about to cry from how badly you want it."

"I did want it." My fingers circle my clit, the sensitivity making me gasp. Still want it. "I needed it more than anything."

The buckle clicks shut around my neck. On screen, I convulse immediately. Oh fuck, I'm coming, just from the collar, just from being marked. Kofi holds still inside me, his ten inches buried to the hilt, letting me feel every thick inch of him whilst the collar declares my new status to anyone watching.

"You came the second it fastened." Judd's breathing harder now, his hand moving faster. "Just from being collared."

"Owned." He turns to look at me, his hand still working his cock, his collar visible, identical to mine. "Both of us. Properly owned."

"And tomorrow when we walk into camp wearing these..." I'm getting close already, fingers sliding inside myself, feeling where three men bred me hours ago. My cunt is still stretched, the muscles aching, the entrance puffy and sensitive. Ruined for Judd's cock. "Everyone will know."

"They'll know we're available." Judd's panting now, watching himself be collared again on screen, watching his own submission immortalised in pixels. "For reparations."

"Good." I'm circling my clit faster, pleasure building sharp and necessary. Want them to know. Want everyone to see what we are. "I want them to know. I want to serve more."

"Next video." Judd clicks before I can, his cock hard in his fist. The file labelled BREEDING - FULL opens.

The timestamp shows forty-three minutes. Complete documentation of all three men breeding me, every thrust, every load, every moment of Judd holding my hand throughout.

The breeding video begins with me already positioned, legs spread obscenely wide, my cunt on full display. Kofi kneels between my thighs, his ten inches in his hand, that impossible thick length pressing against my entrance. Judd's beside my head, holding my hand, his face visible in frame. Look how he's watching. Like it's the most important thing he's ever seen.

"You can see how deep he goes." I'm gasping now, fingers buried in my cunt, reliving it. Feel it. Still feel him. "Right against my cervix. That's where babies are made. Where his seed went."

On screen, Kofi pushes inside. Slowly. Inexorably. My body stretching obscenely around him. Oh God, oh fuck, too big, can't, can't take it... My past self is crying out, overwhelmed, and Judd's squeezing my hand so hard his knuckles are white.

"Do you want my baby?" Kofi's voice on the video, deep and certain. African accent, African cock, African seed.

"Yes!" My scream echoes tinny through the laptop speakers.

Beside me, current Judd makes a desperate sound, his hand working his cock frantically. "You might be pregnant right now."

The thought jolts through me, sharp, electric, terrifying. "I might be."

"I hope you are." He's watching Kofi bottom out inside me on screen, watching the way my stomach bulges slightly from his size. Ten inches. Ten fucking inches inside her. "I want you to be pregnant with Malik's baby. Or Kofi's. Or Seydou's."

"A mixed-race baby." I'm so close, fingers working desperately, my cunt clenching around them. Not Judd's. Never Judd's again. "Everyone will know it's not yours."

"Good." His voice breaks on the word. "They should know. It's historical justice, the Empire paying its debts through your womb."

On screen, Kofi's breeding me properly now. Long, deep strokes, his massive black cock disappearing inside my white body again and again. Fuck, look at that. Look at me take him. My past self is begging, incoherent, pleading with him not to stop, to finish inside, to give me his child, to make me pregnant, to breed the white girl properly.

"We'd be proud parents." Judd's barely coherent now, watching himself watch me be bred. "Raising a black baby as our duty."

"I'd tell everyone why." My orgasm is building, inevitable, tied to the images on screen. Need to come. Need it. "That I was bred for reparations. That my body paid the debt my ancestors created."

Kofi finishes inside me on screen. His cock pulses visibly, pumping, filling me with African seed directly against my cervix. He holds himself there, balls-deep, ensuring it stays deep, ensuring maximum chance of pregnancy. Breeding me.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, my fingers finding the exact rhythm. "I'm close, I'm..."

The video shows Kofi withdrawing, my cunt immediately clenching to keep his load inside. Don't waste a drop. Keep it all. Then Seydou takes his place, his curved cock sliding through Kofi's cum, adding to it, stirring it deeper.

"Look how much cum." Judd's hand is desperate on his cock now, his wrist snapping. "You're so full of it. So much cum inside you."

Seydou fucks me with those perfect G-spot strokes, and on screen I'm climaxing around him, my body milking him, encouraging more seed. Please, please, fill me, breed me, make me pregnant. He finishes, adding his load to Kofi's, creating the fertile mixture that might already be creating life inside my womb.

On screen, Malik takes his position between my legs. His nine inches slide easily through the mixture of cum and my arousal. Three men's seed inside me. He breeds me slowly, deliberately, kissing me throughout, claiming me thoroughly. This one.

"This is the one." I'm watching Malik pump into me, watching his face in that final moment, the way his eyes lock with mine. "This is where I got pregnant. I know it. Malik's baby."

"Yes." Judd's lost in it now, stroking frantically, his balls tight. "Yes, fuck, I want you pregnant with his baby, want to raise his child, want everyone to know, want your parents to see, want everyone at work to know what you did, what you are..."

Malik finishes on screen. His cock pulses deep inside me, adding the final load to the breeding mixture. Three men, three fertile African loads. The camera catches it perfectly: the way I clamp my legs together immediately, desperate to keep every drop; the way Judd's crying beside me, tears streaming; the way Malik kisses me one last time before withdrawing, sealing his ownership with his mouth.

We orgasm together watching our breeding ceremony. My fingers buried in my still-full cunt, Judd spurting over his hand. The pleasure is sharp, desperate, tied to memories and videos and potential consequences. Might be pregnant. Want to be pregnant.

I collapse back against the headboard, breathing hard, collar tight around my throat, fingers still inside myself, feeling the mixture of old cum and new arousal.

"Tomorrow," I manage eventually, my voice wrecked. "We go back. We serve others."

We fall asleep wearing our collars, planning tomorrow's return to camp as available reparations resources. It feels like the most natural thing in the world, the culmination of everything we've discovered about ourselves this week.

Tomorrow we'll offer ourselves to refugees whose names we might never learn, and we'll serve them thoroughly because that's what reparations requires. Anonymous, generous, complete. No relationship. Just service. Just sex.

Seven more days of service before London calls us back.

I dream of strangers' hands on my body, of breeding sessions with faceless men, of Judd beside me sucking cocks hard, learning to serve however required. The dreams are vivid, arousing, inevitable. Want it. Need it. Will have it.
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Six Men Waiting

I woke with plastic pressing against my throat.

For half a second, still caught in sleep's fog, I thought I'd forgotten to take off a necklace. Then awareness flooded back. Not jewellery, no. Ownership. The cheap black collar Malik fastened around my neck yesterday when Kofi fucked me and Judd watched and my entire carefully constructed life collapsed into something truer and filthier and more honest than anything I'd known before.

Judd was already awake, watching me.

"I thought I might have dreamed it." His thumb traced the collar's edge against his skin, testing its reality. "The breeding. The collaring. Watching you take all of them while I..." He swallowed. "While I sucked Malik's cock to keep him hard between rounds."

"Not a dream." I reached across, touching his collar the way he was touching his own. "Real and permanent, until they decide otherwise."

"Which might be never."

"Yes."

He processed that. His cock stirred beneath the hotel sheets, betraying his arousal despite morning uncertainty. Or because of it. Judd's discovery that he wanted submission, wanted cuckolding, wanted to serve dominant Black men alongside me, that had been the revelation that made this all possible. If he'd been horrified, if he'd dragged me away, we'd both be living in comfortable denial right now. Continuing our safe little lives. Slowly suffocating under the weight of who we weren't.

"Today we go back." His voice steadied. Accepting rather than questioning.

"To serve anyone who wants reparations." I sat up, testing my body's readiness. My cunt ached, still tender from yesterday's thorough use. Stretched in ways it had never been stretched before. Kofi's ten inches had done damage that would take days to fully heal. I hoped it wouldn't heal before he got access again. "That's our purpose this week."

Judd nodded slowly, his erection now obvious beneath thin sheets. Morning wood combined with the reality of what we were discussing, what we were planning.

The shared shower wasn't sexual, just practical. We washed yesterday off our bodies, talking through what today meant. What we'd become. I examined myself under hot water: marks from Kofi's huge hands on my hips, faint bruising on my inner thighs, my cunt visibly swollen, tender. Evidence of proper use.

Beautiful.

Judd's throat was sore from yesterday's cock-sucking training, his jaw aching when he opened it fully. He touched the tender spots with something that looked like pride. "Seydou made me take six inches by the end."

"You'll take more today." I soaped between my legs carefully, wincing. The sensitivity was intense. "Different men. Different sizes. We serve however they need."

"I know." He rinsed shampoo from his thinning hair, steam fogging his glasses which he'd left on the sink. "That's what I want. To be properly used. Not just Malik's crew but strangers who'll never know my name."

I stepped out first, reaching for towels. "No relationship. No affection. Just white bodies paying historical debts to black men denied everything else."

That's what we told ourselves, but I knew it was also just about the sex, about giving myself to others.

I dried off, considering what to wear. Yesterday's outfit was filthy, soaked in sweat and bodily fluids, smelling like the tent and the men and transformation. I needed something similar: accessible, revealing, signalling availability to anyone looking.

"We need to signal availability," I said aloud, sorting through my small overnight bag. "Everyone who sees us should understand what our collars mean."

Judd nodded, pulling on clean underwear. His cock was still semi-hard with anticipation. "How do we dress to signal we're available slaves?"

I chose the same short denim skirt from yesterday, clean knickers I knew would be soaked within the hour, and a thin black vest that showed my nipples even without arousal. No bra. The collar needed to be completely visible, sitting against bare skin.

The mirror showed me what I'd become: collared, visible breasts, skirt short enough to be nearly indecent, legs bare. I looked exactly like what I was. Middle-class white woman transformed into available fuck toy.

"Perfect," Judd said quietly, dressing himself in clean jeans and plain grey T-shirt, positioning his collar outside the neckline where everyone could see it. "We look like sex slaves."

"We are." I turned from the mirror, satisfied. "Do we look available?"

"Extremely." His gaze travelled down my body, lingering on the collar, the visible nipples, the expanse of pale thigh.

"Good." I collected essentials: phone for documentation if Seydou wanted more footage, water bottles that felt grimly ironic given what we'd become, wallet containing money I might need but probably wouldn't. "Should I take condoms?"

"Will you use them?"

"No." The answer was immediate, honest. "I want everything bareback. I want to feel their cum fill me again."

That's what they deserve.

Judd's cock jerked in his jeans. I saw it. My bluntness aroused him. "Then don't bring them."

The hotel café was full of normal people doing normal things. Croissants. Coffee. Phone-checking. Planning tourist activities. Discussing whether to drive to the coast or visit war memorials. Normal Saturday concerns. Meanwhile, we sat in the corner wearing visible collars, eating mechanically, discussing how many refugees might want to use us today.

An elderly British couple stared at our throats. The wife whispered to her husband, both clearly confused and disapproving. I met her gaze steadily, touching my collar deliberately, watching her mouth purse with judgement she'd never voice aloud. Look at us. Look at what we are.

They looked away first.

"What if they don't approach us?" Judd asked quietly, stirring tea he wasn't drinking. "What if the collars aren't clear enough?"

"They'll know." I bit into toast that tasted like cardboard, my stomach too knotted to properly register food. "People in camp talk. Some watched us enter Malik's tent, heard me screaming while they fucked me, knew exactly what was happening. The collars confirm what they already understand."

Anyone who wants to collect.

Judd's hand trembled around his teacup, nerves and arousal blending into something that made his breathing shallow. "I'm scared."

"Me too." I reached across, touching his wrist briefly. "Scared and desperate and so wet I'm already soaking through clean knickers." True. All true.

He smiled weakly, recognising truth in my confession. "What if someone's..." He stopped. Swallowed. "What if they're rough? Or too... you know. Big."

"Then I take it anyway." I said it like it was simple. Maybe it was. Whatever they want. However they want it.

"And me? If they want me to...?"

"You serve however they need. Mouth, hands, whatever." I checked my phone. Eight-forty-five. "We should go. The drive's fifteen minutes."

We drew every eye in the café, the elderly couple stared openly now, the husband's mouth hanging slightly open, the wife clutching her napkin with white knuckles. A younger French couple smirked knowingly, the woman saying something in rapid French to her boyfriend that made him laugh.

Let them look, let them judge.

We walked out wearing our shame like badges.

The drive to camp was only fifteen minutes but felt like hours. Anticipation built with every kilometre through Calais morning traffic. I drove while Judd sat passenger side, both of us silent with nervousness and arousal, processing what we were driving toward.

Anonymous service to unknown men. Strangers who'd use our bodies and never learn our names or care about our lives beyond the service we provided. That impersonal quality made it hotter somehow.

"What if there's lots of them? What if everyone wants us?"

"Then we serve everyone." My hands tightened on the steering wheel, knuckles white. "However long it takes. However many men need reparations. We serve until we can't anymore, then we serve some more."

Until they're done with us.

Judd adjusted himself through jeans, his erection obvious and uncomfortable. "I want this. Despite being terrified, I want this more than anything."

"Me too." I turned onto the rutted track leading to camp, the hired van bouncing over potholes. My tender cunt protested each jolt. "Scared and desperate, which somehow feels exactly right."

The familiar clearing appeared ahead. Several men were already visible near the entrance, morning routines beginning. Distributing water. Washing at the standpipe. Waiting for whatever today brought. When they spotted our van, heads turned. Attention focused immediately.

"They're watching," Judd whispered, his voice tight.

"They're recognising." I parked in yesterday's spot, killing the engine. We both took deep breaths.

"Ready?"

"Yes." I touched my collar one final time, drawing strength from plastic ownership. "Let's serve properly."

We opened doors simultaneously, stepping into cold February morning. Both visibly collared. The men at the entrance stopped what they were doing, staring openly, comments passed between them in languages I didn't understand but whose meaning was clear anyway.

The white slaves returned. Look at their necks. Malik's property came back.

We walked into camp slowly, deliberately, letting everyone see. Letting the collars announce our purpose. Heading toward the centre where Malik's empty tent stood as reminder of transformation. Everyone in camp understood it was empty.

More men gathered as we walked. Following or watching. Assessing. A crowd forming. Interest obvious and growing.

An older Senegalese man stepped forward near Malik's tent. His grey beard was neatly trimmed, his eyes sharp and assessing. He spoke English clearly, educated accent suggesting urban background. "Malik has left. Crossed last night. You still serve?"

I met his gaze steadily, aware of Judd beside me, aware of dozens of men watching this interaction. "We serve reparations. To any African man who needs them."

To any black man who wants to collect.

Murmurs rippled through the growing crowd, surprise and interest mixing. The older man smiled slowly, revealing a gold tooth similar to Malik's. "Your people owe mine much debt."

"Yes." Simple agreement. Stating fact. "Our bodies pay what we can."

"Both of you?" His gaze shifted to Judd, assessing the collar, the nervous stance, the obvious arousal. "Your boyfriend serves too?"

"I serve however you need," Judd said. His voice shook but stayed clear. "Whatever reparations require."

The older man nodded approvingly, turning to address the gathered crowd in French, then what I thought might be Wolof. Agreement rippled through the men, discussion happening rapidly in multiple languages.

He turned back to us. "Many men want English servants paying debts properly." His hand touched my collar briefly, testing its reality. Confirming ownership. "Inside tent. We'll share you both. Take turns properly."

"How many?" I asked. Needing to know. Needing to prepare.

His grin widened. "First group, six men. More after, if you can manage."

More waiting. Hours of service ahead, maybe all day.

"We can manage," I said clearly, reaching for Judd's hand, squeezing briefly.

The older man gestured toward a larger tent nearby. Communal space rather than private shelter. Men were already moving toward it, anticipation evident in quick movements and rising voices.

They're excited. They want us.

We followed, hand in hand, collared and willing, walking toward the tent where six men waited for first use of returned white toys.

Exactly what we'd come back for.


Also by Lily Corbett


Lily Shares Two Men: A Filthy MMF Confession

Book 1 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

" She watched two men who loved each other. Then she joined in. And she's never forgotten a single detail. "

FIND ON AMAZON

I've done things in my life that would make most people's eyes water. I've travelled four continents, tried everything at least once, and I've never once apologised for any of it. But when my neighbours knocked on my door with a bottle of expensive wine and a proposition I didn't see coming, even I had to catch my breath.

They were gorgeous. They were together. They were very much in love with each other. And they wanted me to join them for one night, no strings, no complications, just curiosity and chemistry and whatever happened next. I'm twenty-three, freshly back from two years of adventures across the world, living alone in a flat that feels too quiet. What do you think I said?

What followed was the most intense, filthy, unforgettable night of my life. And that is saying something, believe me. I watched things I'd never expected to see from that close. I tasted things I'd never tasted before. I asked for exactly what I wanted, in terms that made one of them blush and the other one grin. And I got every last bit of it.

This is my confession. Stand-alone, explicit, shameless, and every word of it true. Or near enough that it really doesn't matter.

LILY’S FORBIDDEN EXAM: An Explicit Gynaecologist Erotica Confession

Book 2 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

I went for a smear test. I left with secrets I promised I'd never tell... until now!

I needed a routine check-up. Overdue, bored, twenty-three and back from four years travelling the world. I Googled "private cervical screening Stevenage," found a gorgeous doctor with a wedding ring and a five-star rating, and booked an appointment for that Friday. Seemed simple enough. It wasn't.

Dr Marcus Ashford was older, posh, married, and absolutely not supposed to look at me the way he did when I started answering his questions about my sexual history. His nurse, Sarah, wasn't supposed to bite her lip and flush pink when I told them exactly what I'd done in Morocco, Australia, and that time in San Diego with two Marines. And I definitely wasn't supposed to spread my legs in that examination chair and beg them both not to stop.

But I've never been good at following rules. I've had experiences most people only fantasise about. I know what I want. And that afternoon, in a discreet clinic on a quiet Victorian street, I wanted them. Both of them. Boundaries blurred. Gloves came off. The appointment became something else entirely.

This is what happened when a routine exam turned into the filthiest threesome of my life. No apologies. No regrets. Just the truth, every explicit detail, exactly as I remember it.

Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON


Trigger Warnings


This book contains adult content some readers may find disturbing:

Explicit sexual content and graphic descriptions

Rough oral sex, face fucking, gagging, choking

Bareback sex with strangers, breeding content, impregnation risk

Cuckolding, humiliation, and power exchange dynamics

Interracial content with raceplay and historical reparations roleplay

Bisexual male content (male-on-male oral)

Collaring, ownership, and consensual power dynamics

Public and semi-public sexual activity

Cum play, creampies, cleanup duties

Group sex scenarios (MMF, MMMF)

Degrading language and dirty talk

Age gap relationships (all characters 18+)

All sexual activity is between consenting adults. This is fantasy fiction.
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