
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ashley's African Roomie




By JJ Argus 









Chapter One




———————————




When Hannah took off with hardly any warning, I was pissed, but also very worried. Hannah is, or rather, my roommate. And she was paying more than half of the rent because she got the master bedroom, and I had the smaller one. Her leaving like that meant I had to get another roomie, and fast.




I suppose I could have tried to sublet the entire place and then find another place myself, but this building is perfectly located one block from a major mall that has a subway entrance. I work just two stops down the line from there.




More to the point, I've had bad experiences with security and insects in other buildings. This one is very secure, with a 24hr doorman, and I've never seen a bug. It's very clean and has a lot of nice amenities, like a gym, library, craft room, and a lounge for the residents that gives out onto the roof with a beautiful view.




Yes, all that is expensive. That's why I need a roommate. I have a decent job, but it doesn't pay enough to stay here alone. But finding reliable roommates can be a difficult task. Most with sufficient money would rather get a place of their own further out, even if that means a long commute.




So, I was looking for someone practical, with a decent, secure job, polite, clean, preferably quiet, and respectful of others. No easy task given the time constraints involved.




I interviewed several girls, but none were even close to what I wanted in a roommate, and I was starting to become ... concerned as the time went on. Then Zahra appeared. Zahra seemed like a very real possibility. She was a little old, at thirty﹘four (I'm twenty﹘two), but was a soft﹘spoken librarian who worked at the university.




She was neatly dressed, educated, and had a secure job. She didn't like parties or loud music and confessed to being a bit of a clean freak. She was also quite short, slender, and non﹘threatening. Having few other options, I agreed to sub﹘let the room to her, and she moved in a week later.




What a relief!




And disappointment. I confess, I had quite enjoyed having the place entirely to myself. I'm a very private person, and kind of an introvert, you see.




I was a little surprised when I saw how Zahra had furnished her room. It was extremely... uhm, ethnic. She had no accent, so clearly wasn't an immigrant, but the room was very, very African, from rugs to bedspreads to pictures. There were a lot of bright colors, particularly oranges and reds mixed with browns and yellows.




“Like it?”




“Uhm, yes, it's very colorful,” I said diplomatically.




My own tastes are much more restrained. Even with my clothing. I tend to wear darker colors. Even my glasses are a very dark brown, just a shade or two lighter than my hair.




I noticed a rolled﹘up mat next to the door.




“Oh, do you do yoga too?” I asked.




“Oh, no, that's my prayer mat,” she said. “I must pray five times a day.”




“Oh,” I said.




Which was about all I could say. It hadn't occurred to me that she was a Muslim. I'm quite conflicted about Muslims, to be honest. I'm a bookworm and do research for a living, so I have looked into the religion. It's very male superior, even misogynistic. One of the things I most disapprove of about it is how women are expected to cover up their heads and bodies while men walk around comfortably. And the reason? To avoid arousing men!




I know that among most of my friends, nary a discouraging word is ever heard about Muslims. They are almost all quite liberal, after all, as am I. But I have to admit, privately, to having some doubts about the religion given its treatment of women. Still, if she wasn't wearing any sort of religious outfit, perhaps she was more liberal﹘minded.




“My people are from Senegal,” she said.




“Mine are just from, well, here,” I said with a smile.




“You don't look indigenous.”




“Oh, well, no, but we've been here for centuries. I suppose if you go back far enough, they were from England and Scandinavia.”




“Yes, you have very white skin.”




She had very black skin, but I wasn't sure she'd appreciate me saying it.




I have to say that almost from the start, Zahra was an unsettling roommate. And, well, perhaps it was from her culture, but she was kind of pushy and treated me as something of a child. Yes, she was half again as old as me, but seriously, I'm not a child.




She also was determined to engage in conversation about me as opposed to subjects I would much prefer to discuss, like society, history and even economics and science, though I'm no expert there. I'm a research analyst with the government. Which is about what it sounds like. I research information and provide an analysis, which I send on to clients within the department who make requests.




It's all rather anonymous, which lets me work from home sometimes. I get assignments and then do my research. Sometimes it's about public attitudes, sometimes about policy issues, sometimes about whether certain programs have met the criteria for success as outlined in their business plans.




Yes, I'm sure you think that sounds boring. But I love knowledge. Then again, a lot of people seem to think I'm boring. Which is fine with me. I like smooth waters. I don't like turbulence, turmoil, confrontation or stress. I like polite, soft﹘spoken people. And Zahra was turning out to be something entirely different.




She was sometimes embarrassingly blunt. She didn't seem shy about anything!




“He has a big cock, Ibrahima does, and I'm not a large woman, you know. It can ache if he's not patient, and he's rarely patient. He's like a bull, you know, wanting to mount the female and pound away at her. Most Black men are like that, though.”




Of course, I couldn't help blushing. Where I come from, one simply did not speak of such things! Especially around those who were practically strangers! Maybe lifelong girlfriends might, but I'd only known her a couple of days, for heaven's sake!




And wasn't she supposed to be religious!?




“And he's always after me for anal sex,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I tell him, hey, you don't have the patience for that. That requires preparation and patience. You can't just slam that big cock of yours into a girl's ass without risking damage. Have you ever had anal sex?”




I knew I was blushing horribly, perhaps due to my fair complexion.




“Ahm, no,” I gulped, racking my brain for an excuse to get away from her.




“I usually wear a butt﹘plug if I know he's going to be after that. I start with a smaller one, then work my way up.”




“Oh, look at the time. I have to check to see if any new assignments have come by email,” I gulped, hurrying out of the living room and into my bedroom.




She seemed obsessed with sex, and in questioning my own sexual history and habits! I mean, as if that wasn't extremely personal information she had no right to!




I started spending more time in my room when she was home. Which was all right. I really don't watch much television, and what I do watch I can get over my laptop anyway.




I did have to go out to the kitchen to make dinner, though. But like I said, Zahra was kind of pushy. When she was making something, she wanted me out of her way. Nor was she much for 'please' and 'thank you'.




“Move yourself, tall girl,” she said, slapping my bottom.




I yelped and moved aside so she could get a stirring spoon from the drawer.




“I'm not tall,” I said, annoyed.




“You're tall for a girl.”




“I'm five foot seven. That's not tall!”




“I'm five﹘one. So, it's tall to me.”




She took to doing that, slapping my bottom to move me aside, or even to get me to do something. It was quite annoying. But I wasn't sure what to say. 'Stop slapping my bottom?', or perhaps 'stop hitting me'? They both sounded kind of childish for a light slap. And it was probably just her culture.




Another time, she came right out and asked,




“How come you don't have a boyfriend?”




“I'm very choosy.”




“And I'm not?”




“I didn't say that!”




“You have a nice shape and a pretty face. You should grow your hair longer, though, and maybe dye it blonde.”




“I don't want to be a blonde. All that does is get horny men to hit on me all the time.”




“You say this like it's a bad thing.”




“It is if I'm just doing something like getting groceries or riding on the train. I don't need strangers shitting on me.”




“You're young and beautiful. God made you look like this to attract men so that you can breed. You don't want to waste the opportunity. When you're middle﹘aged, men won't want you.”




“I'm not interested in ... in breeding just now!”




She hand﹘waved that away. “Men are like a book. You never know for sure what's inside until you open it and read.”




Now there was a metaphor I could accept.




“That's true, but the covers are often quite deceptive.”




“Which is why you need to open a lot of books, and that means opening your legs more.”




I blushed again. “I'm not into one﹘night stands.”




“It won't be one night if he's the right man. You should put your picture on Tinder. You'll have tons of men wanting to meet you.”




“I already have too many men wanting to meet me. And all that mostly means is wanting to have sex with me.”




“Of course. You're pretty, have large breasts, and a nicely shaped bottom.”




That made me blush again, given she had barged in on me when I was in the shower two days earlier to get something out of the bathroom cabinet. Our bathroom has a very stylish shower, with sliding glass doors that are entirely transparent.




I hadn't even been aware of her presence as I was rinsing shampoo from my hair. She could have grabbed the bottle and closed the door. Instead, she slides the door open and says, “Don't mind me. I'm just getting my vitamins from the cabinet.”




Then she slid the door closed and left!




And I do NOT have large breasts! I mean, I'm a slender girl, and I exercise, and my breasts are perhaps a size or two larger than would be expected of a woman my height and weight, but no more.




“I do not have large breasts,” I said firmly, frowning at her to convey my disapproval.




“Large enough. Bigger than mine. Ibrahima would love them. He likes to sink his fingers into a girl's breasts. If you were a blonde, he wouldn't be able to resist you. Black men are crazy for blondes. Of course, that's partly because they regard them as a kind of prize, the ultimate high﹘status conquest.”




“Well, I'm not interested in being conquered, thank you very much.”




“Ha, you should be. He could make you scream in pleasure.”




“No thank you.”




“Life is more than books, you know, girl. And you should get rid of those glasses. They make you look more like a librarian than I am.”




“I need them to see,” I said.




“Phhht. I can see through them. They're a very low prescription. You could get laser eye surgery and never wear them again.”




“I don't mind my glasses.And they keep the hair out of my eyes.” 




Mostly.




“You also don't dress properly.You dress like a married woman who already has a man. You should show off your assets more.” 




Zahra tended to wear tight tops, skirts, and pants. 




“No thank you. I like wearing comfortable clothing.” 




“You want to die a virgin ?”




“I’m not a virgin!” 




“No? Tell me about your last sexual experience.”




“No!”




“Why not?” 




“Because ... because that kind of thing is private!” I sputtered. “Most people regard information like that as private!”




She hand﹘waved that away.




“You prissy white girls are far too shy. You want to live a little, have a youth full of wild times you can look back on with nostalgia when you're middle aged. Did I ever tell you about my first threesome?” 




“No. Nor do I want to know, thanks!” And I left the room. 




Zahra wasn't the least shy about things like that. Or even nudity. She would walk naked from her bedroom past mine to the kitchen to get something! She didn't seem the least concerned that there was someone else living in the apartment! 




Sometimes, I was amazed at the outfits she wore to go out, especially on dates with this 'lbrahima' person. The shortest, tightest skirts imaginable, combined with six﹘inch stiletto heels and tight, low﹘cut tops! I'd never be caught dead in any of it.




My normal style runs more to dark﹘colored sweaters and blouses, and loose, comfortable, knee﹘ or ankle﹘length skirts and sensible black shoes.




Sensible, respectable, responsible ﹘ that's me.




She kept trying to set me up with men too, all of them black, and the most important aspect of their person that she always seemed most important to convey was the size of their penis!




Look, I have to admit that psychologically, I'm as interested/attracted to a large male penis as the next girl. I recognize that there is little physiological difference between large, medium, and small, as such, but then again, the most important sexual organ on a person is the brain.




And I am not prissy just because I dress and act modestly! I've had sex. And honestly, it's nothing to write home about, for the most part.




It's variously painful, embarrassing, and messy. Not to mention fraught with stress as I try to ensure I say and do the right thing, and act like I'm enjoying it (but not too much).




Sex, as far as I can tell, and in speaking with my girlfriends, is mostly about pleasing the guy anyway so he'll want to stick around. Well, I don't need a man to reassure me about my worth and value. If we aren't intellectual soulmates, I see no reason why I should indulge his sexual needs.




The way Zahra spoke of sex, though, was something much more animalistic. Perhaps it was cultural. She spoke about it almost like the bodice﹘ripper romances I'd read when I was a teenager, where the girl was 'ravished' by some big, powerful, intense, handsome male, and driven out of her mind with lust.




I admit there was a certain attraction in the thought. I've certainly had fantasies like that, again, mostly based on those old books. Apart of me was even jealous of her ability to indulge in such apparently completely outrageous sexual escapades without embarrassment or shame. She seemed to treat it almost like a game, like a sport, rather than the extremely careful, serious event it was for most girls.




She certainly didn't seem worried about her reputation!




We were talking once about buying new furniture, and I had to admit I simply couldn't afford it.




“Why not? You should get an OnlyFans account. Men all over the world would pay money just to see pictures of you.”




I stared at her a long moment, thinking that she was surely joking, but she seemed serious.




“I'm... I'm not about to put dirty pictures of myself out on the internet,” I said sternly. “I've worked very hard to make sure no one gets pictures of me they can put on the internet!”




“They will try, won't they?” she said with a laugh. “Men are raised on porn, you see, so they always want to see porn of their girlfriends and dates. You should see the pictures and videos Ibrahima has of me.”




“You let him have ... I mean, are they uhm, naked?”




“Sure. I'm not ashamed of my body. Nor should you be. You have a beautiful body.”




“I rather doubt my colleagues at work would respect me if they knew I had naked pictures on the internet.”




“Who cares about them? If they're men, they'd love to see you naked. If they're women, they're just jealous of how sexy you are.”




“I'm not sexy,” I said dismissively.




“Of course you are! Your hair is too short, but that's the only thing wrong with you.”




“My hair is not too short!”




My hair is shoulder﹘length. I part it in the middle. It's a bit longer towards the front and curves in around the neckline.




“You wear a low﹘cut top, and the men will come flocking around you.”




“I don't want men flocking around me.”




“You're not a lesbian, are you?”




“No, I'm not a lesbian! Not that there's anything wrong with being a lesbian.”




“You're almost the cliché of the prissy white girl,” she said.




“I am not prissy!”




I confess to having had a glass of wine, which is my excuse for why, in my own defense, I then said, “I can deep throat. Does that sound prissy?”




Of course, I blushed immediately.




“Oh yeah? Ibrahima would love you then. His cock is quite long.”




I rolled my eyes and went back to my room.




I have to admit, I did see it as something of a sign of, well, sophistication in sex to be able to deep throat. It's perhaps not. I have read that about one out of five people has no gag reflex. I suppose I'm one of those people. It's gotten me out of having to sleep with guys many times in the past.




Anyway, the next day, I went to work as always. I was dressed in a black sweater, with a silver chain around my neck, almost a choke chain, and a calf﹘length suede skirt with wide pleats. I had a rush assignment at the last minute, so I texted Zahra that I wouldn't be home until later.




I had a breakthrough in my research, though. Sometimes, it just happens like that. I was still an hour late, but not as late as I had feared.




But far too early, as it turned out.






Chapter Two




———————————




The sofa in our apartment was on the wall to the right of the door, facing the wall to the left, where the TV is.




A man was sitting on it, evidently Zahra's boyfriend. She was straddling him, facing him. Both of them were naked. And she was, well, riding his cock. Which was every bit as large as she had described it. Neither of them saw me because her back was turned to me, and his face was apparently buried in her chest, where he was sucking and licking at her breasts.




She was also making quite a bit of noise. I gaped at them, then, face burning, quickly turned my head away as I closed the door quietly behind me and attempted to scurry past to my room.




The video on the TV was also of the two of them naked! Only in this one, she was kneeling in front of him with her arms tied behind her back, and she was performing oral sex on him.




Oh! My! God!




I hurried to my room, closed the door, and propped a chair under it, my face flaming hot.




I resolved that she and I were going to have a very uncomfortable discussion tomorrow about keeping things like that in the privacy of her room behind a closed door!




Why were her arms tied up behind her back anyway?! It looked like some kind of complex set of straps that held her hands up high behind her back with her arms strapped in together. It looked very uncomfortable! I supposed that was what was considered 'kinky'. Needless to say, I did not indulge in such things.




Safely in my room with the door closed, I stared at myself in the mirror. Yes, I certainly looked like a perfectly respectable young woman, though my face was rather flushed. What was I doing living in the same apartment as a person who would do things like that right out in the living room!?




Okay, if it was your own apartment and you didn't have a roommate, and you had a boyfriend, and you were in your thirties, well, I suppose what adults did in terms of consensual sex was up to them. She hadn't intended to put on a show. She had thought I would be in later. But surely, one would be careful about that sort of thing and not risk getting caught!




I would certainly not do things like that except behind closed doors – presuming I did things like that at all – which I didn't and wouldn't! Well, I mean, the straps thing. The other thing, straddling a man, well, yes, that was okay. As long as you were in private!




Oh. My. God!




What was I supposed to do here? Try to sneak out again and then phone ahead to say I was coming home? Hide, in hopes they went into her bedroom, and I could pretend to come home later?




Then I heard her making, well, sounds. Loud noises. I gasped, thinking she must be in pain, that maybe he was hurting her. I got my metal baseball bat that I keep in the closet for emergencies, opened my door, and eased down the hall. The cries and the screams had stopped. No, they were just lower.




I peered around the corner and gasped.




She was still straddling him. He was thrusting up into her hard and fast. Her head was kind of tilted back, and he had his hand around her throat. She was making little gurgling sounds like it was hard to breath but... her arms were limp by her sides. She wasn't making any attempt to move his hand.




Then he must have eased his grip because she started gasping loudly, and then saying things like “Yes! Yes! More! More! Harder!”




I drew back, face red again, and eased into my room.




Was she some kind of nymphomaniac?! Or was she faking it?




I knew about the hand around the throat business during sex. I'd seen an article in the paper and just shook my head in amazement at the way some women would let themselves be treated by men.




I imagined myself straddling a man like that, riding up and down on a long, thick cock, and a man putting his hand around my neck. I would certainly put a stop to that in a hurry! I mean, well, he was a very strong﹘looking man, so I probably couldn't stop him if I tried, but I would definitely try!




Sex was supposed to be a gentle sharing between equals, not the man completely, well, dominating the woman.




Ravishing her...




Ok, yes, I'd had fantasies about being ravished by some big, powerful man. But that was a fantasy that came from cheap romance novels!




And I suppose, if you were tied up, you were completely at his mercy, and a man could do pretty much whatever he wanted to you, treat you anyway he wanted, just... ravish you.




What would that even be like, I wondered.




But there was no way I would trust a man to tie me up! God knows what he'd do to me!




There were more cries of what I assumed to be pleasure, but I ignored them as best I could. I put my earbuds in my ears and turned the sound up as I watched Netflix on my laptop.




But damn it, I was hungry! I hadn't had dinner!




No way was I going out there again!




About ten minutes later, I heard voices. Pulling one of the earbuds out, I heard what sounded like fingers walking rapidly along the door, and a giggle. Then I heard the voices receding and the sound of her bedroom door closing.




I heaved a sigh of relief. I pulled the door open a crack, checked the hall, then darted down the hall and into the kitchen to make dinner. The kitchen is not an enclosed room. It, the living room and dining room are all one area, with the kitchen island separating them from the dining room and living room.




So even as I made food, I could see that the TV was still on, and it was still playing a pornographic video! Zahra was kneeling on a bed, her upper body collapsed to the bed, her arms stretched out ahead of her, tied to the headboard. Her bottom was raised and her legs spread, and the same man was using her almost savagely!




Yikes! Yikes! Yikes!




I hurried over, grabbed the remote, and turned it off, then went back to the kitchen, trying not to think about kinky pornographic sex!




I was in my bedroom eating when I heard more cries of passion. I winced, put the earbuds in, and turned them up. Surely she was faking!




A little later, I heard voices again, this time going from the bedroom and then the hall, and then out front. I heard the front door close. And then I heard her voice from outside the door.




“He's gone, Princess. You can come out of hiding,” she said, sounding amused.




Amused!? Princess!? What kind of a person would know that a virtual stranger had witnessed them having sex and be amused instead of horribly embarrassed!? If I were in her place, I'd be mortified!




I did not, of course, answer.




Hiding? Of all the nerve! What was any halfway decent woman supposed to do when that sort of thing was taking place? Sit down and watch?! The next time we spoke, I would be giving her a piece of my mind about her unacceptable behavior!




Twenty minutes later, I took my plate back to the kitchen, rinsed it off, and put it in the dishwasher. Zahra was in her room, thankfully. Maybe she was praying for Allah to forgive her sluttishness.




Half an hour later, I grabbed my towels and other things and went to the bathroom to shower. I used to do it in the mornings before work, but Zahra showered in the mornings. And as I pointed out earlier, she could be pushy. She had even barged into the bathroom one morning and insisted she use the shower while I was in the shower!




She had suggested, smirking, that we could both use it at the same time.




I had switched to evenings after that. My hair was generally pretty manageable, straight, and thick enough to hang nicely. A good brushing in the morning and a little spray hold was all it needed. And I liked to avoid confrontations wherever possible. Especially with someone who was going to be around me every day.




With my skin slick with body wash, it felt, as it always did, soft, silky, making me want to slide my fingers across it. With the memory of what I'd seen so fresh, I squeezed my breasts gently, then slid a hand down between my legs. Eyeing the door carefully, I rubbed my clitoris as a surge of arousal spread through my body.




Yes, it was locked. Of course it was locked! But I'm always wary at such times. Doing things like this made me feel guilty and paranoid about discovery.




I thought about riding a man's big cock like that, imagined myself doing it, him sucking and licking at my breasts, his big cock sliding up inside me as I moved... I'd never done that before, but surely it wasn't complicated or even all that kinky.




I imagined him as a big man, imagined him putting his hand around my throat, imagined me being completely helpless, overcome by lust and heat and passion. I shuddered, my hips grinding against my fingers as I laid my head back against the tiles.




Then the bathroom door opened.




I gasped as I jerked back into position and got under the water to have it rinse me off.




The door opened away from the shower, so she hadn't been able to see a thing as I hurriedly rinsed off.




“Hey, Sister Ashley,” she said.




She was still naked! I feared for a moment that she was going to push her way into the shower. Instead, she propped herself against the counter, then, using her hands, lifted herself up so she was sitting on the edge of the counter.




“Excuse me, but I'm having my shower,” I said sternly, blushing hotly.




“Yeah? So? You think you got anything I ain't seen before?”




“What do you want?”




I refused to cover up as though I were caught doing something nefarious. And she was a woman anyway. I had nothing to hide. Besides, it would just add to her arrogance, and she'd call me a prissy girl again.




“When did you get home?”




“Uhm, you were uhm, busy kissing a guy. I went past.”




That was true and not.




“And was I wearing any clothes?”




“What does that matter? You're clearly not particularly shy. And if you are, then maybe you should save making out with your boyfriend for when you're in your bedroom, and the door is closed.”




I turned off the water. I couldn't even have a relaxing shower with this woman in the apartment!




“Why should I be shy? We're both girls. And I'm not a prissy virgin.”




“I'm not prissy, okay! Nor am I a virgin!”




“Oh, Good. Ibrahima wants to do a threesome with you.”




The words were just about the last thing I expected to hear. It was like my brain stuttered. Like... what!?




“He thinks you're hot.”




“He's never even met me!”




“I showed him your Facebook pictures.”




I stared at her. I hadn't really thought, when she asked to be friends on Facebook, of anything but, well, what do you say when someone asks you right to your face? Besides, we were roommates, so how could I refuse? I hadn't expected her to actually peruse my Facebook page and look at pictures.




“I have no intention of doing anything with a guy I don't even know!”




“Yeah, I told him you were kind of an un.”




“I am not an un! I'm just not a slut!”




She grinned. “Being a slut can be fun.”




There was only one sensible way to dry off, and that was starting with my hair. That involved shaking it out, letting it hang, then wrapping a towel around it, then straightening up and squeezing and rubbing the water out.




I was doing that as we spoke, which meant that my hands were above my head when Zahra slipped off the counter and moved forward until she was directly in front of me.




“I told him you probably never even kissed a girl, and sure weren't gonna be able to handle being with a girl and a guy. You could barely handle a guy.”




“What I can... handle is beside the point! People don't do stuff like that on the spur of the moment! Not unless they're drunk or something!”




“You don't want to live a little? Have some fun?” she asked with a smirk.




“Your idea of fun and my idea of fun are not the same ideas!”




She smirked even more. “Do you even know how to kiss?”




“Oh... stop bothering me, Zahra.”




“Kiss me first. Do you dare?”




“Daring has nothing to do with it! I don't wish to kiss you!”




I grabbed another towel and turned my back to her, which got me a sharp slap on the bottom that made me yelp and jerk away from her. She laughed in amusement as I wrapped the towel around myself to dry my body.




“And I would rather not hear you having sex, if you don't mind! And by the way, you have the worst fake orgasm I've ever heard!”




I was angry to have said something like that, and regretted it right away, but my bottom look. You know the kind. Like, it's time to leave, look.




She grinned and took the door, then closed it. From the inside.




“Who said anything about him?”




She let her tongue slide along her lower lip and backed me against the bed.




“Wh﹘what are you doing?”




“Ever been with a black woman?”




“No! I'm not into girls!”




“Oh, you don't like black girls?”




“I don't like any girls!”




“Oh, so I couldn't make you come in like five minutes flat, right?”




“Of course not!”




“So, I'll bet I can make you come in five minutes. And if I can't, then I'll never have a man over again.”




“No!”




“And, I'll never open the bathroom door when you're in there again.”




That was certainly something I wanted! The bathroom was locked, but it was one of those cheap things that could be opened by pushing a pin through the very obvious hole in the doorknob.




“Afraid?” she taunted.




“No!”




She leaned in closer.




“Five. Minutes. That's how long it would take me.”




“Oh, right, as if!”




I had never had an orgasm except through masturbation. Nor even come close.




And then, she leaned in and kissed me.




I was startled, of course, and after a moment of hesitation, jerked my head away.




“Zahra!”




“Ashley!” she said, “but when else are you gonna get a chance to experiment like this?”




The truth is that kiss had been kind of, well, hot.




“I don't want to experiment.”




“That's why you have no fun.”




And then she kissed me again. I didn't pull away as fast, but of course, I had to show her I was unimpressed. Even though, yeah, she sure knew how to kiss.




What would it be like having sex with a woman?! With Zahra!?




No fear of my friends finding out, what friends I had. No fear of gossip. No fear of whether or not I had impressed her enough for her to see me again, like I always felt with men. A lot less stress... But there was no way!




She took my hands, which were hesitantly pressed against her shoulders, and lifted them up and back against the door above my head, then with a quick movement, tugged the cloth belt out of the loops of my robe and wrapped it around my wrists.




“What the –! Zahra!” I gasped, twisting my head and upper body around as she giggled madly.




She was already wrapping the belt around multiple hooks that were driven into the back of the door above the mirror.




“Don't move too much or you'll break the mirror and have seven years of bad luck,” she said.




She smirked at me, and I glowered back.




“Fine. Five minutes!” I said, trying to put a sneer into it to hide my anxiety.




I guess I wasn't thinking of exactly what she would do. I mean, she'd kissed me already, so I guess I thought there'd be more of that. Not that I put much thought into it.




She yanked the towel open and then pressed her naked body against mine! I was startled, especially when she tore the towel off my hair and then gripped my hair in her fist. I started to complain when her lips crushed mine.




Ravished!




That word suddenly sputtered into my mind. But it made no sense! She was a woman! And she had nothing to ravish me with!




Her lips were passionate, though, and I could only gasp and wince as her fist tugged on stray hairs. Her small breasts were rubbing against mine, and I have to admit that was a startlingly erotic and sensual feeling. But she abruptly released my hair and then slid down to her knees before me. She shoved my legs apart and started to lick at my pussy!




“Oh! Oh my God!” I gasped.




Her forearms pinned my legs apart as her hands gripped my thighs, and her thumbs spread the lips of my sex apart. Her tongue lapped directly at my clitoris, then started to swirl and circle and sweep from side to side.




I was once again astonished. The fact was that none of the very few guys I have been with had ever shown any particular interest in performing oral sex, just on receiving it. I was aware that was something guys sometimes did, but I had never tried to, well, assert myself about it.




It would have embarrassed me to ask for something like that! And besides, sex was not supposed to be particularly enjoyable, despite the romance novels. The purpose, in most cases, was to please the guy so that the relationship could proceed. Though none had gone all that far.




Her lips sucked rhythmically at my clitoris, and then her tongue slid up and down and pushed into the mouth of my sex, squirming and twisting around as my heart pounded and my pulse raced.




I had already forgotten the bet. All my attention was on what she was doing and the power of the sensations spreading through my body. I honestly had never felt anything like it before! Oh, I'd felt good sometimes with guys, but nothing like this. I'd felt much better masturbating. But again, not as intense as this!




The sensations swept through me like a wave of heat, and I could feel first my body and then my mind being drawn into a sense of hunger and need.




One of Zahra's hands slid up my body and roughly squeezed and kneaded my breast, which was throbbing and swollen, then slid back down again. A moment later, I felt her fingers pushing up into my body. They didn't just pump in and out like guys do, though. Instead, it was like they were rubbing against the front wall of my sex.




She licked harder and faster, and I felt my mind drowning in sensation! I shuddered and moaned, barely noticing it. My hips were starting to grind against her out of pure instinct. I flinched as she pushed a third finger in, gasping for breath, my body feeling like it was a flame.




It felt like I was getting drunk, feverish, losing control of both my body and my mind as the sensations grew so powerful that my instincts took over.




“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! God! Oh! God! Oh!” I gasped dazedly.




Her fingers pumped and rubbed, faster and faster, her tongue licking hard and fast as my body threatened to melt in the heat. And then the orgasm hit. I cried out, startled, overwhelmed. My hips bucked desperately, my back arching, my head rolling from side to side as a tidal wave of liquid heat swamped my nervous system.




“Yeah! Come for me, bitch! Come for me, white girl!” she taunted, her fingers driving into me hard and fast as she now used her thumb to furiously rub my clitoris.




I was making inarticulate animal sounds as my body continued to twist and writhe in the grip of what felt like just about the most powerful orgasm I'd ever had. I was losing my mind to instinct, and cared about nothing now but the pleasure howling through me.




This was all quite humiliating, really. But I couldn't possibly have cared less. I mean, the thought did flicker briefly through my mind about how degrading this was and how shameful my response was, but my mind just couldn't spare the interest.









Chapter Three




———————————




As the orgasm faded, I collapsed, both mentally and physically, gasping, panting for breath as she stood up and reached above me to untie the cloth belt. My arms collapsed, and very nearly the rest of me. 




"Looks like I win the bet, white girl," Zahra said in an arrogant tone. 




She opened the door and jerked me away from it. It was then that I noticed that while she'd untied the belt from the hooks, it was still wrapped firmly around my wrists. She gripped my arm and kind of marched me out into the hall, then down to her bedroom. 




I... didn't know what to say. As my mind's normal functions returned, I began to feel a sense of embarrassment and self﹘consciousness about the way I'd acted, about what I'd let her do, and especially about those noises I' d made! God!




It 1'd done that with a guy, they would have felt so proud of themselves they'd have told everyone we knew! 




Thank God l didn't have to worry about that with Zahra! 




"In the bed, slut. I'm not done with you," she growled. 




I work very hard to ensure no one has the excuse to call me that name! But I had to admit that I' d just acted like one. I felt intimidated by that, embarrassed before her, and so couldn't bring myself to really argue or protest. 




She shoved me, and l stumbled onto the bed.




"Lay down with your hands near the headboard," she ordered. 




I obeyed, starting to feel anxious again, wondering what else she intended to do. On the other hand, I started to feel a sense of anticipation as well. If she had given my body such pleasure so quickly, what else might she do!?




She tied the belt to the headboard somehow above my head, then lay atop me. I gasped at her weight, then gasped again as she seized my damp, tangled hair, jerking my head back to kiss her way along my throat and up the nape of my neck, and caressing my breast, rolling and rubbing my very hard little pink nipple.




She slid downward, then, taking first one nipple, then the other into her mouth, sucking and licking at them, her teeth biting into the surrounding flesh sharply enough to make me gasp, but not enough to make me protest.




She slid lower, kissing her way down my abdomen, then spreading my legs wide. I groaned and cringed, both embarrassed and excited as she lifted them up and back, then pulled my knees wide. I felt the tension in my inner thighs as she began to lick my pussy again, her fingers spreading me open.




This is so wrong! I thought.




Her tongue swept around and across my clitoris again as her fingers pushed into me, and just like earlier, my body began to heat up rapidly.




She stopped abruptly, rolling off the bed and standing up. She turned to me.




“I say you could close your legs, bitch?” she demanded. “Spread those fucking legs!”




I started, then, flushing, let my knees spread apart again uncertainly.




This felt unnatural, and obscene.




She went to one of her dressers and opened it while I lay on the bed, my knees spread achingly wide and my pussy thrumming with energy, and very, very damp.




She seemed to be… getting dressed? It was hard to see clearly because, of course, I hadn't been wearing my glasses when this started and I certainly hadn't had time to put them on. So, it looked at first like she was putting on some kind of thong, only it was leather. I could only see her from behind as she adjusted it. Then she took something else from the dresser, and that caught most of my attention.




It was a very large, thick cock! She turned and then I noticed she was wearing another one! It stuck out from the black leather straps she wore!




I felt another jolt of uncertainty and anxiety as she climbed back into bed and knelt before me. She'd brought a squeeze bottle too, and squeezed some kind of clear gel onto the head of the big cock, then dropped to her knees and pressed it against my sex.




I didn't protest. I was partly fascinated and partly anxious as she rolled and pushed, altering the pressure much as I would if I had such a thing, slowly stretching me wider so the head could slide into my body. The fake cock was very realistic﹘looking. Well, as far as I could tell. I'd never seen a black cock in real life before.




As I watched, my heart beat faster, and I felt arising sense of eager hunger gripping my mind and body. It slid deeper and deeper, much deeper than her fingers had, and then she dropped to her belly and resumed licking me.




I closed my eyes and moaned low in my throat, staring up at the ceiling as I felt the black cock pushing deeper and deeper, pumping slowly, but always working its way higher into my belly as she licked and sucked.




My body began to feel as if it was charged up with sexual electricity, as if it was crackling along the surface of my skin as the dildo pumped in and out.




She stopped and rose on her elbows.




“You like my black cock, bitch?” she demanded.




I just moaned softly, and she rose up on her knees. Her hands slid up my body, and her fingers gripped my stiff nipples, then pinched them.




“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.




“Tell me you love my black cock, white girl.”




“I﹘I love your black cock!” I gasped.




She snickered and stopped pinching, rubbing my nipples instead.




“Say it again.”




My face was already flushed. It reddened further.




“I﹘I love your black cock,” I gulped.




“Slutty white girls always love black cock. Wait till you feel Ibrahima's inside your hungry pink pussy.”




She moved back a bit, then pulled the dildo free. An instant later, she pushed the one attached to her into me, then slid forward until she was again lying atop me. She gripped my hair and kissed me roughly, her hips rising and falling as she began to thrust in and out.




This was so insane! But the feel of the big cock moving inside me was incredible!




She pulled her lips back.




“Beg me to fuck you, white girl.”




I gasped as one of her hands went to my neck, choking me.




“Obey!” she growled.




“Fu﹘fuck me!” I croaked.




Her hand eased.




“Say please fuck me, mistress.”




This was so confusing!




Her hand tightened.




“Please! Please fu﹘fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.




She dropped atop me again, gripping my hair and kissing me as her hips rose and fell, rolled and ground with the big cock buried inside me, then rose and fell again.




I moaned and gasped and shuddered as the heat enveloped my mind and body. Her breasts were pressing heavily against mine, rubbing sensually as she moved. I was burning up with passion and not far from another orgasm!




She stopped, the big cock jammed achingly high.




“Tell me you love my black cock, bitch.”




“I﹘I love your black cock,” I moaned.




She put her hand against my throat again, squeezing.




“You forgot to call me mistress. You forget again, and I'll beat your white ass! Now tell me you love my black cock, bitch!”




“I﹘I L﹘Love your black cock, Mistress!” I croaked.




This was dark and confusing again, but I had some idea what sort of thing she was referring to. It involved kinky sex and, yes, of course, bondage. It was a perverted sex game some people played.




She started to thrust again, hard and fast, her lips devouring mine as my mind began to melt in the heat. I ached, but it felt so good! So incredibly hot!




Another firestorm swept through me, and I cried out in wonder, my thighs sweeping up around her as she fucked me, my head jerking back as convulsions racked my body.




“All you dirty white girls love black cock,” she growled. “Yeah! You love that, don't you, bitch!? Slutty white bitch!”




I trembled and shook through the storm of sensation, my mind battered by the long, churning wave of pleasure to the point of being almost insensitive.




She laughed and pulled back, then pushed the other dildo into me. Only… it started to… buzz and vibrate!




I moaned and squirmed, but she pinned my thighs down as she licked at my now hypersensitive clitoris.




“Oh! Oh! Please!” I moaned.




She ignored my pleas, licking strongly as she pumped the vibrating cock in and out. The vibrations were just too intense! But my body slowly adjusted, and then instead of discomfort, the sensations began to make me burn once again.




This was all so dirty!




She climbed out of bed, leaving me panting, chest heaving, the vibrating cock jammed high inside me. She got a long, inch﹘wide strap from the drawer, wrapped a loop around my left ankle, then dropped low and threw the remainder under the bed before scurrying around to the other side to pick it up. She rose up and looped it around my right ankle and then pulled.




“Oh! Oh! Oh! Please!” I gasped as she stretched my legs even wider.




They were both straight now, pulled straight out to the sides, both of them at least a foot above the bed since they couldn't go lower. Now they were strapped in place!




Zahra pulled the cock thing off her and dropped it on the bed, then climbed back in, crawling forward to straddle my body, then crawling higher.




I was panting as she straddled my upper chest, gripping my hair and drawing it out and then bunching it together.




“Beg your mistress to let you service her.”




I stared up at her, confounded.




“Say 'please may this filthy slave service you, mistress',” she ordered.




That sounded absurd and confusing to my bewildered mind.




She glared and then jerked sharply on my hair, making me cry out.




“Obey, slave!”




Slave!? What was she talking about!?




“Say it!”




“Ahh! Ow! Don't!”




“Obey!”




She slapped my face!




“Obey your mistress, slave!”




She was crazy!




“Please!”




“Say, please may this filthy slave service you, Mistress!”




“Please! Please may this filthy slave service you, Mistress!” I blurted.




Then she eased forward and rubbed her naked sex against my mouth.




“Get to work, slut. Let's see what your tongue can do.”




Oh.




I felt anxious again. I'd never done such a thing. And I had very little experience in even receiving it! On the other hand, that experience was just now. I could hardly forget it! I started to lick tentatively, then, after another sharp pull at my hair, with more energy.




“Please your mistress, slut, or I'll hang you by the wrists and whip you,” she growled.




This was ridiculous! She'd do no such thing! But I began to realize she really was playing one of those edgy sex games, the kind that men played with women where the woman had to call them 'master' and submit to his every sexual whim. That suggested a level of sophistication well beyond my own, which made me feel anxious and inferior again.




I licked harder, trying to remember what she'd done to me as she ground her sex against my face! On the one hand, this was kind of gross. On the other hand, well, surely this was less dirty than taking a man's whole cock into my mouth and down my throat.




But I liked men!




And yet, I was more aroused now than I'd been with any guy.




She reached back. The vibrating cock thing had slid halfway out. She thrust it back in, and I cried out, then shuddered as she rubbed her thumb against my clitoris.




“Obey your mistress, and she might give her little slave bitch a treat,” she said.




This is so dirty!




I moaned and licked and then sucked as she spread the lips of her sex herself.




“That's it, white girl. I'll make you into a good pussy eater yet.”




She alternated between rubbing herself against my face and letting me lick while she half﹘twisted and pumped the vibrator, rubbing my clitoris with her thumb at the same time.




She climbed off without having come, quickly donned the leather straps with the cock sticking out, climbed back into bed, pulled the vibrator out, and then pushed the other one into me. She stayed on her knees, thrusting in and out as she brought the tip, the head of the vibrating cock against my clitoris and rubbed it back and forth.




I cried out, then cried out louder.




She laughed and rubbed harder, then leaned in, slapping one of my breasts, then closing her hand around my neck as my eyes rolled back in my head and I started to come. Again!




I could hardly believe it as I felt the surge of pleasure. Three! Impossible! Then my mind was blown away again, carried twisting and tumbling and turning like a cork in a powerful whitewater river.




Oh, and I couldn't breathe. I should mention that. I stared up at her, my mouth wide, gurgling dazedly, instinctively trying to breathe even as my body exploded with passion and pleasure.




“Come for your mistress, white slave,” she taunted. “Come for your mistress, you cock loving white slut!”




Maybe I am, I thought without emotion.




She eased her grip, and I gulped in ragged breaths of air, crying them out each time. Her hips were still thrusting hard and fast as she rubbed the vibrating cock against me, and I was in no position to think coherently as I cried out again and again.




My head thrashed and my back arched repeatedly as my body tried to thrust my hips up against her cock. The muscles in my hips forced my lower body upward, and my body used the muscles in my bound legs as instinct drove me frantically up against her plunging cock.




She laughed, slapped one of my breasts, which stung, then pulled back, thrusting the vibrator into me, removing the straps, and straddling my face again to grind her pussy against my mouth.




She made me beg to service her again, which I eventually did, confused and dazed. Soon, she was riding my mouth once more as I licked dazedly.




She eased back, jerking on my hair.




“Who owns you, slave girl?” she demanded.




She jerked on my hair again, and I cried out.




“Who owns you, slut?”




“Y﹘You do!” I cried, not entirely sure if that was what she wanted.




She slapped my face.




“Mistress. Say it, slut!”




“Ow! Mistress!”




She put her hand against my throat again.




“Who owns your slut body, white bitch?”




“Y﹘You do, Mistress!” I croaked.




Her hand eased off and toyed with my hair.




“Again, whore.”




“Y﹘You do, Mistress!”




“Say you own my slut body, mistress.”




“Y﹘You own my slut body, Mistress,” I whimpered.




I was kind of scared of her! I mean, not really scared, but very anxious. I was tired up and helpless, and she had shown no hesitation in slapping me! Granted, the slaps were pretty soft, but they still kind of stung! And I didn't want more of that!




She slid back off me, much to my relief, then started to lick my pussy again. The sensations built up more slowly, but they built up, soothing and relaxing me, letting my mind sink into the warm, wonderful sense of sexual passion and heat.




She fell back on her knee, leaning over to undo the strap on one ankle. I groaned in relief as it was allowed to rise, and pulled the other in, as well as she pulled the strap off completely.




“On your belly, slave girl,” she ordered.




Slave girl!?




She gripped my leg and pulled it across and over the other one, and I groaned as I rolled onto my belly.




“Up on your knees, slave bitch.”




Crack!




I gasped at the stinging slap to my bottom, hurriedly raising my hips.




“Hot bitches like you need to be fucked like an animal, like a dog, like a bitch in heat.”




Crack!




I gasped as she slapped my bottom again.




The cock strapped to her slid into my body, and she started to thrust in and out.




I grunted and gasped as her hips slapped my buttocks, the big cock punching deep into my body one every stroke.




This is so nasty and perverse!




But my body shuddered to the impact of her hips, and the big cock was churning my mind up as well as my pussy.




Crack!




“Tell me you love black cock, bitch.”




Crack!




“Ahh!”




“Say it, slut!”




Crack!




“Oh! Please!”




Crack!




“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”




“I love black cock!” I cried.




She laughed and then slapped my bottom again, just because she could. Her hips moved from side to side as she thrust, and then she leaned forward, her hands coming down on my back just above my shoulder blades.




“Take my black cock, white girl! You know you love it!”




I gasped and grunted and yelped as the head punched achingly deep.




It shifted a little to the side, and then something was pressed down hard against my head. The pressure forced my head to roll onto one side, and her toes slid forward along my upper cheek. She had her bare foot on my head, and now half on my face!




“Come for me, white bitch. Come for your mistress, you filthy sex slave.”




This is insane! This is so dirty!




“Take my cock, white slut!” she growled, driving it into me like a weapon, like a spear!




She leaned in and jammed her hand down under my hip. Her fingers found my clitoris and started to rub as she thrust.




And I lost my mind. My muscles spasmed repeatedly, and I jerked and twisted against the cloth belt pinning my arms in place. This orgasm was even more powerful than the earlier one! It was so intense I thought I might lose consciousness or even die!




But those fleeting thoughts carried no sense of importance. Nothing mattered to me in that moment but the wonderful, glorious pleasure! My mind floated as my body shook violently and the orgasm tore through me like a hurricane, battering my mind down to bare instinct.




It went on and on, and then slowly receded, leaving me shell﹘shocked.




I felt the cock sliding out of me, and then sliding in again as Zahra moved back. I felt the shift in her weight on the bed, then the strap going around my right leg just above the knee. A few seconds later, it went around my left leg in the same location, and I felt it go taut, pulling my knees a little further apart.




Crack!




I gasped at the sting as she slapped my bottom.




“Move your knees forward more, slut.”




Crack!




I whined and shifted my knees forward, and then the straps went taut again.




I'm losing my mind, I thought dazedly.




She was on the bed again, and I felt her finger, coated in something thick, oozy and slick, press against my wrinkled back opening. I moaned dazedly as it slid through, then began to slide in and out.




“Nasty sex slave,” she said, leaning in and pulling at my hair. “Are you going to obey your mistress from now on?”




She added a second finger.




“Please!” I gasped.




She jerked harder on my hair.




“Promise to be a good slave girl.”




“Ahh! I promise!”




She pulled sharply again.




“Say the words, slut!”




“I promise to be a good slave girl!” I cried.




Crack!




“Ahh!”




“You forgot to call me mistress. Now I have to beat you.”






Chapter Four




———————————




“I said I would. So now I got to,” she said.




Her fingers slid out of me, and something else pushed in, something thicker.




“What's my name, slut?”




“Z–Zah–.”




Crack!




“Ahh!”




“It's mistress! Say it, slut!”




Crack!




“Ah! Please! Mistress!” I cried.




The thing pushing into my bottom slid slowly deeper.




“You've been a bad girl.”




Crack!




“Ah! Quit it!” I whined.




“Dirty slave girl. You need to remember to call me mistress.”




Crack!




“Oh! Please!”




Crack!




Every time she slapped me, I felt a sharp sting, but she also shoved the thing deeper into my ass. By this time, I was pretty sure it was the cock. She'd mentioned anal sex before. I had always considered it gross and disgusting. But at that moment, it didn't seem to be outrageous.




I had acted like a complete whore. Not only a whore, but a spineless, weak–willed slut to let her do all the things she'd done to me and react to them the way I had! I deserved to be punished!




As my mind woke up, I felt a growing sense of shame. Zahra was obviously a pervert into kinky sex And somehow, she had gotten me into it, and I had done absolutely nothing to resist! Not just that, but I had responded like an absolute whore!




“Dirty girl!”




I was!




Crack!




“Ahh!”




She pushed the dildo so deep I felt cramps in my abdomen!




“Please! Please! It – It' s too deep!” I moaned.




“Sluts like you can take any size of cock. Besides, you love black cocks. You said so.”




The dildo in my pussy started to vibrate, and I gasped and then groaned weakly.




Crack!




I cried out louder this time. She had hit me with something, some kind of belt! I twisted my head to see her holding a thin black strap several  feet long, doubled up.




“Apologize!” she demanded.




The demand baffled me.




Crack!




 “Ahh! Don’t!”




“Apologize, slut!”




Crack!




“I'm sorry!” I cried.




Crack!




“Apologize for being a filthy white slut.”




“I'm sorry for being a filthy white slut!” I cried.




Crack!




“Ahh! That hurts!” I cried.




“You forgot to call me mistress again!”




“I'm sorry for being a filthy white slut, Mistress!” I cried.




“Promise you'll be an obedient slave bitch.”

﹘

This was bewildering and overwhelming. I knew it was all some kind of dark sex game that involved acting like a master—or in this case a mistress—and a slave, but I didn't really understand it very well. It seemed to be about doing and saying whatever you were told if you were the 'slave'.




“I — I promise I'll be an obedient… slave bitch… Mistress!” I moaned.




What an obscene and degrading thing to say!




She shoved at the dildo, which had started to slide out of my butt, and I gasped as she jammed it deep again.




“Tell me you're my sex slave.”




Crack!




“Oh! I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I cried.




My bottom was on fire! The strap wasn't heavy or thick, but it stung! And I wasn't used to anyone hitting me at all! Every stinging blow made my skin feel more sensitive to the next.




“Promise to obey.”




“I promise to obey, Mistress!”




She moved forward and climbed onto the bed, straddling my arms, which were stretched out ahead of me, then kind of sitting on them, her legs spread wide. She gathered in my hair and roughly pulled my face in again against her pussy.




“Service your mistress, slave.”




Panting, moaning, I obeyed, licking frantically, not wanting her to strap my bottom any more!




She started barking instructions at me on how to lick her better, occasionally sitting up and reaching behind me to shove the vibrator and dildo achingly deep again.




What was going on? I didn't know. I didn't understand. I wasn't thinking long﹘term. I was just reacting, responding, obeying to avoid more strapping or spanking or whatever.




But the vibrations were having an impact. The whole thing was having an impact. I was tied tightly, in a very obscene way, and now had two big cocks stuffed into me! I felt so full inside! My breasts were pressed against the bed, rubbing against it as she jerked on my hair.




The words she was using, the things she was calling me, were insane. They bore no relation to reality! That was part of what was so confusing!




But it looked like I was starting to please her. I redoubled my efforts, desperately wanting to make her happy, wanting also to demonstrate that I wasn't some stupid, prissy girl who had no understanding of things like oral sex.




When she came, I felt a sense of relief and also victory. I had done it!




“Good slut,” she said, releasing my hair and kind of patting my head. “Now I think I'll fuck your whore brains out again.”




Oh my God! Again!? She can't!




She scrambled away from me and was soon behind me. I gasped as she donned the leather straps, then somehow fitted the dildo to it and started to move her hips in and out.




This was so strange! The sensation of the black cock, the black dildo moving up and down inside me there was something I'd never felt before.




She let her body fold down over mine so that her soft skin was pressed against my back. Her left hand pushed in below my neck, sliding out the other side and then coming up and back so that my neck was sort of caught in the crook of her arm. I gurgled weakly as her other hand pushed up under my abdomen and her fingers began to rub my clitoris.




“Gonna make you come by fucking your ass, slave bitch.”




I gasped and moaned as her hips began to hit my buttocks, as the big dildo pumped in and out, churning up my belly, as her fingers rubbed my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed.




Madness! It was all insane!




“Tell me you love black cock, bitch,” she whispered into my ear. “Say it, slut. Say it, slave.”




“I﹘I love black cock, Mistress!” I gasped.




“Again, whore.”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I panted.




“Again, slave.”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I croaked as her arm tightened.




“You're a bitch in heat. You know that? A bitch in heat.”




I shuddered, light﹘headed, heat enveloping me, my mind starting to float again as the fever took hold. Her hips slap﹘slap﹘slapped against my upraised buttocks as she sodomized me with the dildo, and my mind slowly dissolved until I was little more than an animal, like she described me, a bitch in heat reacting to instincts.




The orgasm tore through me with explosive force, and I cried out again and again, though my voice was greatly restricted by the tightness of her arm around my throat.




She pounded her hips against me all the way through, and didn't stop until I went slack, practically unconscious, my body twitching and trembling as she pulled out and straightened up.




“Sex slave,” she said.




*




She wouldn't let me close my bedroom door. In fact, she said I wasn't allowed to close it ever again. Which was another ridiculous statement. I had to sleep naked on top of the sheets.




She had put two studded leather bracelets around my wrists, and then a matching collar around my neck. She'd done all that before she'd unstrapped me and pulled her sex toys out of my body.




I had barely noticed.




She told me I could leave, and I did, stumbling out and then down the hall to my room. I closed the door and stared at myself in the mirror.




Holy hell! What had just happened!?




I stared at the collar and the leather bands and felt a strange quiver of excitement. I mean, they did look… sexy on me.




Slave girl!




What a ridiculous, dirty, perverted, kinky idea!




I tried to remove them and couldn't. There were tiny keyholes, and I gaped at them, realizing I couldn't take them off without asking Zahra. I wasn't going to do that just yet. I couldn't face her. I was so dumbfounded at my behavior, wincing at every memory.




Wild thoughts swept through my mind, like hurriedly packing up and fleeing. To where? And from what? Not from fear. From embarrassment. Look, I'm not a super competitive person, but losing to someone was quite different than letting myself be utterly used by them.




If a man had used my body like this, I'd be so ashamed!




And it was worse with a woman!




Of course, the difference was that if a man had used me, I'd feel that was, well, more natural. To be so utterly used by a woman, and one smaller than me, was shameful! I couldn't even pretend I hadn't been thrilled by it. What the hell!? Why had I gotten so hot with her treating me like that!?




Being tied up had been a big part of it.




Remember what I said about how stressful sex was. It was so important to be seen in the right way by the guy! The whole purpose of sex was for him to like you more and think you were sexy. Which meant a lot of care had to be taken, given their egos were so easily damaged. Any suggestion that you weren't really enjoying yourself would mean they'd ghost you.




At the same time, if you seemed to be enjoying it too much, they'd get all arrogant and brag to their friends, who were usually your friends, or at least your friends' boyfriends. Who wanted gossip like that going around?




But what Zahra had done involved no fears about any of that. I was only saying what she told me to say. Mind you, some of that was incredibly cringe, but they were her words, and nobody else was around. The point is, I didn't have to think of flattering things to say about her, nor care about how she saw me, nor about her gossiping about me.




Which was good since I'd acted like a freaking slut!




All of which was terrible!




But... well, I had to confront the fact that I had never felt such passion and excitement, much less the kind of multiple orgasms she'd given me. If I got orgasms like that every time I let a guy sleep with me, I'd be a total slut because I'd be doing it every night!




But I wasn't attracted to Zahra!




I winced, thinking of how hard she had fucked me with those big black dildos. God! I'd never had something that big in me before, and no guy had ever used me so thoroughly.




The door opened as I was sitting on the bed thinking. She had used a little pin or screwdriver in the door handle to unlock it as she'd done with the bathroom.




“You don't close this door anymore, slave girl,” she said sternly.




“Zahra...”




“And you call me Mistress from now on. Also, take off that robe. I want you naked all the time.”




“But...but–!”




She marched in and jerked me to my feet, then undid the belt and yanked the robe off while I was protesting.




“Slave girls stay naked,” she said. “If I catch you wearing anything again, I'll spank you.”




I gaped at her as she left, then looked down at the leather bands around my wrists and sat down again.




This is insane!




What was I going to do about this woman? Tell her to leave? But that would involve a messy scene and then trying to find a replacement. Besides, well, to be entirely honest, the sex had been so mind﹘blowing that I wanted to see if it would happen again. I mean, if I would have huge multiple orgasms again.




Because I think I could put up with a lot in exchange for that!




I had to see if it was her or the bondage or... or what it was! Then I could duplicate it with some sexy guy!




I got ready for bed, but when I was about to close the door and turn off the light, Zahra came in again.




“You trying to close that door?”




“I uhm, I was going to go to sleep and–.”




“You go to sleep when I say you can go to sleep, slave girl.”




“Oh, come on, Zahra,” I said. “Let's not be silly.”




She moved past me, grabbing my wrist and pulling it behind me, then grabbed the other, used her chest to push me against the wall, and forced my wrists together behind my back. When she let go, they were locked together! She jerked me over to the bed, sat on the edge, and pulled me down across her lap.




Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!




Her hand slapped my bottom sharply, and I yelped as each blow hit.




“Ah! Ow! Oh! Zahra!”




“You need to learn to obey your mistress, slave girl.”




Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!




Her hand stung! And my bottom was getting hotter with every blow!




“Ah! Ow! You're not my mistress! Ow!”




“But you want me to be.”




Crack! Crack!




“Ow! I don't!”




“You infidels need to be taught your place,” she said.




Crack! Crack! Crack!




“You will address me as Mistress Zahra. Do you understand, slave?”




“Ah! Ow! Don't!”




Crack! Crack! Crack!




“Say the words, slave!”




“Ow! Mistress! Mistress Zahra!” I cried.




“See, that wasn't so hard, even for an infidel like you.”




She shoved me so I rolled off onto the floor, then got up and pulled me to my feet by the hair! I yelped again as she shoved me into the bed.




“Lie on your belly, slave.”




She rolled me, not waiting, then undid the leather bands.




“Put your hands above your head.”




Gulping, I obeyed.




“Don't move.”




She left the room and, panting, I felt a wild mix of indignation, outrage, and, well, yes, a dark… something that had me more than a little tight﹘chested.




She returned with a strap, clipped the two restraints to it, then drew the strap up around the center of the headboard and fixed it there.




“Now you may sleep.”




She left the room, turning off the light.




This is insane, I thought, rolling onto my back.




I stared at the open door, then rolled onto my side and then onto my knees, examining where the leather bands were attached to the strap. She had slipped a narrow metal tongue through both rings on the bands, then shoved the tongue back into a metal clip in the strap. And I could see a tiny keyhole in it. I cursed in frustration, considered yelling for Zahra and demanding she remove it, and then reconsidered.




Which is why I slept like that, naked, collared, with my wrists locked to the headboard.






Chapter Five




——————————




It was a restless sleep, and filled with strange, dark, and often erotic dreams. I woke up to find my legs had been eased wide and Zahra was kneeling, almost lying on her belly as she licked me. I gasped as I woke, and she licked harder.




My body was already aroused, and the sexual electricity was soon crackling along my skin as she licked me and pushed her fingers into my pussy.




She rose to all fours and climbed up my body, and I saw she was wearing the strap﹘on. I moaned as she placed the head against my now quite wet pussy and sank it deep. Then she gripped my hair, kissed me passionately, and fucked me hard and fast.




All I could do was gasp and moan and try to kiss her back as the big cock churned my insides to a boiling froth. I was almost on the edge of a climax when she stopped, rose up higher, gripped my legs behind the knees, and lifted them up and back. Her small hands slid further down my legs until they held my ankles, then jammed them back over my shoulders as she leaned in further.




Using her weight, she forced my feet so far back that my toes were pressed against the pillow!




“What's my name, slave?” she demanded.




“M﹘Mistress Zahra!” I gasped breathlessly.




“And what are you?”




“A… a slave girl?”




“You're a sex slave. Say it.”




“I'm a sex slave,” I moaned.




She let gravity pull her lower body down, the long, thick 'cock' sinking all the way into my trembling body.




“Again, slave.”




“I'm a sex slave!” I gasped.




She raised herself up, and forced my ankles in closer together above my head. She freed up one hand and choked me.




“You say Mistress Zahra whenever you ask or answer a question, do you understand me, slut?”




I couldn't breath to speak and just stared up at her, gasping, until she eased her grip.




“Y﹘Yes, Mistress Zahra!” I gasped.




“Tell me you're my sex slave.”




“I'm your sex slave, Mistress Zahra!” I moaned.




From there, she started to pound me even harder, using gravity to help her hips slam down against my taut, upraised buttocks. It took about a minute of that before I was rocketing off into another massive orgasm, crying out again and again as the intensity of it tore my mind apart.




She managed to actually cross my ankles above my head! Then she slid forward until her pussy was against my face.




“Service your mistress, whore.”




I moaned and started to lick, still dazed from the intensity of the orgasm.




I managed to make her come fairly quickly, thankfully. She unlocked my wrists and left me to do my morning things in the bathroom—with the door open.




“You have no privacy from me, slave bitch,” she said haughtily.




This was absolutely insane! Surely, she was just messing around with my mind! I mean, this was some kind of kinky sex game she was doing. Roleplaying. I'd heard of role﹘playing. No one could believe that I was really a slave, for goodness sake!




I went out to the kitchen warily. I don't eat much in the morning but cereal. I got a bowl down, poured the cereal, and then poured milk onto it. When I brought it to the little dining room and pulled out a chair though, Zahra appeared.




“What do you think you're doing?” she demanded. “Slaves don't sit at the table with humans!”




“But—”




She took the bowl and brought it over to the wall, then set it on the floor.




“On your hands and knees, kaffir,” she growled.




I stared at her in confusion, and she came over and slapped my bottom sharply.




“Knees!” she barked.




I yelped and sank to my knees. She gripped my hair and shoved me down so I was on my hands and knees.




“Crawl over there and eat it.”




I crawled a few feet over to the wall, thoroughly confused.




“Not with your hands, slave dog. Lower your shoulders down.”




She pressed against my shoulders, and I sank down so I was on my elbows and forearms.




“Spread your legs.”




Crack!




I yelped but shifted my knees apart.




“Now put your face into that and eat.”




I had to kneel so low that my breasts were touching the floor before I could put my mouth into the bowl to eat.




“Keep those legs wide in case a black man comes in and wants to mount you and ride you like a bitch in heat. That's what you are, after all.”




So that's how I ate my breakfast! I was amazed and confounded as I did it, but I didn't really protest, not wanting more slaps to the butt.




Afterward, she made me brush my teeth and use mouthwash, then put makeup on and do my hair before she agreed to remove the restraints and collar. She didn't like the clothes I chose, though.




“You need sexier clothes.”




“It's a government building! I have to dress modestly!”




“You need sexier lingerie.”




“No one is going to see it.”




“You'll know.”




I was baffled by this and relieved when she let me go. I scurried out the door and went to work, still shaking my head about how wild and slutty things had gotten. And still wildly uncertain about what I was supposed to do about it.




I will admit that what had happened since I'd gone home the previous evening had left a mark on my psyche. I almost felt like my co﹘workers should notice something was amiss with me. Like I was a different person entirely. If any of them had the slightest idea of what had happened to me since I'd left for home yesterday, they'd be absolutely astounded.




And the men would probably all get huge erections just thinking about it.




I saw the way they looked at me, after all. Guys had been looking at me like that forever. Only here, they had to be furtive about it and keep their thoughts to themselves. But I knew what they were thinking. I knew what they wanted to do to me. They wanted to tear my clothes off and pound me the way, well, the way Zahra had.




God! What a slut I was!




I alternated between feeling ashamed and giddy about what she'd done to me. And much as I tried to focus on my work, I couldn't keep the memories from playing out in my mind, which made it hard to focus on my work. I was still amazed at myself for participating in such nasty, kinky sex games!




I had to somehow have a talk with Zahra. We could continue playing her… her sex game at times, but not all the time. Clearly, it was pretty exciting to do some of that, but I certainly couldn't be naked around the house all the time. That wasn't sanitary, for one thing! I would have to be quite firm about that.




When I got home, butterflies in my stomach, I found a large package for Zahra in the mail room. It wasn't heavy, though, so I picked up the mail and the package and carried them up to our apartment, then unlocked it and let myself in. There was no sign of her, which was something of a relief, but she had left the collar and restraints on my bed.




If I didn't wear them, she would probably use it as an excuse to punish me again. I hesitated, then stripped and put them on.




I started dinner, my stomach still swirling a little. My nipples were hard, and my chest was a bit tight, too, as if my body was anticipating something… sexy.




The door opened, and my heart skipped a beat.




She eyed me and then jerked her finger at me to come over as she closed the door.




I moved over warily, wondering how to initiate the discussion I wanted to have.




“On your knees. Sit on your heels,” she barked.




I stared at her in confusion.




“Now, slave!”




I gulped and then sank to my knees before sitting back on my heels.




“Hands behind your head, elbows back. Spread your knees wide, slut!”




I cringed with shame under her words but obeyed. I was a slut! I was acting like a slut!




But even as I obeyed, I felt the tightness in my chest get worse and that sexual electricity started to crackle along my skin.




She plucked off my glasses.




“This is how you will greet me when I come home each day.”




“But... uhm, Za–Mistress Zahra, I–.”




“Silence, slave.”




She picked up the package and put it on the table, then got a knife and cut it open. She pulled what looked like a pair of boots from the box, and then, to my surprise, brought them over and put them down next to me.




“Put these on.”




I stared at them in confusion and a mixture of anxiety and excitement. They had very high stiletto heels and were also quite high. As in ridiculously high!




I sat on the floor and slipped my foot into the first one, extended my leg, and then zipped it up. It went almost to my groin! I put on the other one and then struggled to stand up. I had to get back on my knees and then raise myself, wobbling on the high heels.




“Good,” she said. “They fit.”




“But why–?”




“Put these on.”




She had gotten a matching pair of gloves, and I took off the leather bands and slipped them on.

Like the boots, they were black and faux leather. More like PVC. And like the boots, they went all the way up past my elbows, almost to my shoulders. By the time I had them on, she'd produced something else. It looked like a PVC halter—of sorts, with a lot of straps attached.




She pressed it against my chest just under my breasts. It had a kind of low platform, maybe two inches deep, which pressed up against the undersides of my breasts.




“Hold this here, slave.”




I did, and she drew the straps behind my back, pulling them tight and buckling them. More straps hung down, though. She pulled up two of them from either side of the halter, and they lifted up along the outside of both breasts, then curved in at the top to cross my upper chest before going over my shoulders and fastening behind my neck.




A final strap went directly across the top of my breasts, pressing down.




The halter left my breasts completely naked, but squeezed them in together from all four directions.




She brought over a kind of black strap about three inches wide. It had what I can only describe as a big cock head on the inside. And she pushed that into my mouth, then pulled the strap behind my head and fastened it in place.




The cock head at least angled in at the strap so I could close my mouth somewhat. But I certainly couldn't have any discussions!




Finally, she showed me another cock head. Sort of. It too, was black. It was shaped more like the top of a rocket, quite steeply tapered. It was attached to a round, flat base with a half﹘inch﹘long pencil﹘thin stub.




“This goes in your ass. After you've given yourself an enema.”




I stared at her, eyes wide, and my face reddened.




She shoved the enema kit at me.




“You do it or I will,” she said, gripping my arm and yanking me down the hall. “Your ass belongs to me now, and any man I choose to lend it to.”




I couldn't even protest!




“I'll finish making dinner. If you do it in time, you can eat. If not, you go without dinner.”




What was I supposed to do!? Doing it myself was at least less humiliating than having her do it! And I couldn't even argue with her!




And… well, once I looked at myself in the mirror, I was kind of spellbound.




Wow!




I really did look like some kind of bondage slave!




My breasts really looked big, too! The straps lifted and squeezed them together, but not too hard.




I could hardly believe I was wearing this stuff!




Why did I have to do this? Because she wanted to sodomize me again, I guess. That was gross! Though I have to admit, I'd had an incredible orgasm when she'd done it the other day.




I got to work, nervous and embarrassed, but did it. There was some lube on the counter, so I got the cock head, which was a butt plug, to be forthright, up inside me. It tended abruptly, fully inside except for the little bit attaching it to the base, which covered my back opening.




While I was doing it, though, I couldn't help remembering how wild it had felt when she had plunged that big dildo into me there and thrust it in and out. Yes, it had ached a bit, at first, but not that much. Mostly, it had felt outrageous and… and… it made me feel like a helpless slave! It made me feel like I was a captive, a ravished slave girl prisoner!




And what did she mean by 'any man I choose to lend it to'!? She had mentioned her boyfriend before, and how he wanted a threesome. That was starting to look like it was a very definite possibility. What would I do if she brought him into her kinky game?! The thought was both scary and hot! To have a real man using me while I was tied up and… and pretending to be a slave girl would be insanely slutty!




I couldn't wash my hands. Mind you, my hands were clean since I was wearing the PVC gloves. I washed the PVC gloves instead, dried them, then walked unsteadily back to the kitchen on the ridiculously high heels.




She immediately put the leather bands back around my wrists on the outsides of the gloves, then drew my wrists behind my back and locked them together.




“Kneel. Sit on your heels. Spread your legs. Shoulders back.”




This was so dirty! I did it, though, feeling deeply sexual as well as frustrated at not being able to talk with her.




“Excellent. I should get your hair dyed blonde. You'd fetch a higher price at auction if I sold you as a blonde.”




My eyes widened. That was so… outrageous! But a moment later, I felt a bit reassured. It was so absurd that she couldn't possibly actually mean it. She was just doing the role﹘playing thing.




She made dinner, and I wondered how I was supposed to eat. Was she going to put it on the floor again so I could eat like… an animal?




She went down the hall, and I wondered if I was supposed to just sit here. But she soon returned. I gulped as I saw what she had in her hand. It was… well, a long, thin black… rod. It was thinner than a pencil, and clearly somewhat flexible, for she was bending it between her hands. On the tip was a flat little black hand a couple of inches wide and long.




“This is for punishing naughty slave girls,” she said.




She thrust the thing towards me and let the little hand rub against one of my nipples.




“Shoulders back slut!”




I jerked my shoulders back, and she lightly slapped my nipple.




“It's a riding crop. It's also meant for training slave girls.”




She slid the little hand slowly down my body and then between my thighs, rubbing it against my pussy.




“It will teach you discipline. Obedience. Respect for your betters.”




She jerked the thing suddenly up under my chin, forcing my head back.




“Do you understand me, infidel slut?”




I nodded my head anxiously.




“You had better.”




She put the crop on the counter and went back to making dinner.




This was so bizarre. She acted so well that sometimes I thought she was actually serious about this slave girl stuff! Which was so dark and edgy!




She returned with a big dildo that had a suction cup bottom and slapped it down on the floor next to the little table, then reached for me and gripped my hair. I gasped in pain, rising off my heels and kind of shuffling forward on my knees until I was straddling it. She eased her grip, then, and I sank down as she dropped to her knees and adjusted me until I felt the mushroom head pressing against me.




I moaned as I felt the pressure mounting, as I felt it trying to force its way into me. It was thick, but she had put some kind of slick lube on it, and I was still wet, so it slowly stretched me wide, and I shuddered in rising heat as I slid down its length.




God, it felt so wild as it pushed up deep into my abdomen! It was stretching me out all the way up.




“You love that, don't you, slut.”




She undid the gag and pulled it out of my mouth, then jerked back on my hair to force my head back.




“Tell me you love black cock,” she growled.




“I﹘I love black cock!” I gasped.




She reached up and grabbed the crop, then brought the thin hand down against my nipple with a series of rapid slaps that made me yelp and moan and cry out.




“Oh! Oh! Please! Oh! Don't!”




“Mistress. Say the word, slave bitch.”




“Mistress!” I cried.




She halted, rubbing the flat little hand against my now aching nipple.




“Tell me you love black cock.”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I moaned.




“Then slide your nasty little pussy all the way down, slave.”




Her hand dropped low, and I moaned as her fingers rubbed my clitoris. I slid slowly down further and further, gasping as the head pushed against what felt like the bottom of my pussy. I had to lower myself a bit more to get my buttocks on my heels.




“Keep your legs spread, slave bitch. Wider!”




She got up and put the crop away, then returned to cooking as I knelt there looking at the table. I had to turn my head to see her and wondered why she'd positioned me like this. She walked out of the room, though.




She returned and knelt beside me before I could turn to see what she had brought. I gasped as she pulled on my hair to force my head way back.




“Tell me you love black cock, slave slut.”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I gasped as the one inside me jammed even harder against my insides.




“Then before you eat, it's time to eat.”




I was confused about that until she raised her hand and I saw the huge black cock in it. This was impossibly large, or so I thought until I realized it had a cock head at either end. It was about twenty inches long, and she pushed one end into my open mouth and pumped it up and down a little.




“Black men like to have their cocks buried in the throats of white slave bitches,” she whispered, her lips next to my ear.




Then she pushed the thing deeper, and I gurgled and trembled as it went into my throat. It pushed slowly down deeper and deeper, inch after inch after inch, going further than I would have believed possible. Was she going to push it all the way down into my stomach!?




I stared at her hand holding the other end getting closer and closer while feeling the tip going impossibly deep. It was well past my throat now, and going down through my chest!




“Look at all this black cock I'm feeding you, slave bitch,” she whispered, chewing lightly on my earlobe. “Maybe I can push it deep enough to meet the one in your hungry little pussy!”




She laughed softly and bit harder, enough to make me cry out as she slid the long things slowly back up my throat, and finally out of my mouth.




I coughed violently as, laughing, she stood up and went back to cooking.




This was so insane!




But at last I was now able to talk! I cleared my throat. “Mistr—”




“No talking!” she snapped. “Slaves speak when spoken to! Every word you speak will bring a blow from the riding crop onto those breasts you love so much!”




Shit.




She could at least let me get my glasses so I could see better, I thought unhappily.






 

Chapter Six




——————————




I soon discovered that the reason she had put me here was that she intended to sit in the chair I was facing and feed me. Like an animal!




She brought plates over and sat down, then began to eat, leaving me where I was for a minute or two. Then she cut a piece of meat and held it out in her hand the way you would for a dog. I had to rise up off my heels and tilt my head back to take it out of her fingers, then sink down on the dildo again.




“Good bitch,” she said, patting my head.




God! This was sick!




But it made my mind squirm excitedly at how dark and kinky it was.




I wasn't even sure what she'd made. It wasn't what I'd started. It looked like some kind of spiced meatball thing, but it wasn't meatball exactly.




Every time she held her hand out above me, I had to rise way up off my heels, letting a good six inches or so of the thick black dildo slide out of me. Then I had to slide back down again.




That was adding to the dark, simmering heat building up within me. My chest was tight, giving me a breathy feeling. Mind you, the halter thing was very tight around my chest too. My lower chest, that is. It squeezed against my ribs. And my breasts, naked and squeezed gently from all directions, throbbed softly.





After dinner, she undid the clips holding my wrists together, and I knelt with my breasts against the floor, to drink milk from a bowl. Then she led me, crawling on a leash, down the hall to the bathroom, where she insisted on brushing my teeth, made me use mouthwash, then put the gag back in my mouth again.




We crawled back to the living room. There, she bent my arms and lifted my wrists high behind my back, then used straps to bind them in place. She put the dildo with the suction cup on the floor, and once again I had to impale myself on it as she rubbed my clitoris.




When I was as deep as I could get it, my buttocks on my heels, she gathered in my hair to form a thick braid from the top of my head, then tied a cord to it. She brought the cord up high to tie to a hook in the ceiling that had held a hanging planter.




“Dirty slave girl,” she said.




I moaned in response. I felt dirty. And wild!




“Spread your knees, slave bitch.”




I obeyed, and she used a vibrator on me, rubbing it from side to side against my clitoris until I started to gasp and moan and grind my hips against it. Then she went back and sat down with a smirk, turning on the TV.




“Oh, that's right, you can't see the TV clearly, can you? Because you're an inferior infidel,” she said with a sneer.




She got up and got my glasses, brought them back, and put them on my ears, then sat down again.




I could see the TV. And my eyes widened as I realized what was on it. It was a porn video. Of me! Well, of me and her in her bed, with my wrists tied to the headboard. I cringed as I saw her wearing the dildo, then watched as she thrust it into me and started to use me like… like a whore!




There was more than one camera! The picture started from up and off to the right, then it shifted to one that had a closer view to the right of the bed to show the dildo sliding into my body, and my reactions, my facial reactions.




God! I had not thought she might have cameras in her room! I was definitely going to have to talk to her about that when I could talk.




In the meantime, I couldn't tear my eyes off the sight of me as she used that big cock on me! I worried about others getting their hands on it, but that didn't make it any less exciting to see myself like that. Tied up and helpless! Being ravished! And filled with passion and heat! Looking at the expression on my face was kind of… well, embarrassing.




What a slut, I thought excitedly. It's like I'm a pornstar!




Except porn videos, at least the ones I had briefly skimmed, usually with the urging of some guy, were never as hot, as realistic, or as dark.




I stared at the sight of the black dildo thrusting into me again and again and remembered that it had ached but that it had felt so incredibly exciting!




She got up and came over to me, kneeling and rubbing my clitoris again, then used the riding crop on my breasts because my legs kept jerking closed. She made me rise, slid straps around my legs just above the knees, then I sank down as she pulled the straps back behind me, forcing my knees achingly wide.




I don't even know what she attached the straps to behind me. I couldn't turn around because of how my hair was trapped.




She returned to rubbing my clitoris, then sat back on the sofa once again.




She picked up her phone and tapped at it, then held it up at me and took my picture. I flinched mentally, but I couldn't even turn my head away!




“Sending this one to Ibrahima,” she said with a smirk.




I moaned a complaint, but I had no way of stopping her or even knowing if she was doing anything at all.




“Ibrahima says he's going to come right over here and feed you every inch of his black cock,” she said, smirking at me. “Won't that be fun? You love black cock, after all.”




Again, I didn't know if she was pretending or not. The idea of Ibrahima seeing me like that was incredibly embarrassing! His seeing me like this in person was worse, mortifying!




The thought of what he might do to me, though, was surrounded by a glittering sexual charge of heat and anticipation.




The thought of a big black man using my body like I was a real slave was humiliating and also scalding! Especially since I'd seen how big his cock was!




“Remember, slave bitch, I own your body. You belong to me. You aren't human anymore. You're barely more than an animal. In fact, you are an animal! A beast! A bitch in heat that cares about nothing but satisfying her own unnatural lusts!”




She slid out of her seat and crawled to me, then lowered her head and licked slowly and teasingly at my swollen clitoris. I couldn't repress a shudder or a moan. And I started to hesitantly slide my pussy up and down on the big, black dildo.




She backed off, though, smirking sadistically.




“You don't deserve to have an orgasm, slave slut,” she said arrogantly.




She laughed as she went back to her seat.




“Maybe I'll bring over a whole football team. I bet you'd love that, slave. Hmm? I'll have you lie on the table and masturbate while they all watch.”




God, she was so sick!




She left the room, leaving me panting and moaning, overheated, confused, and charged with sexual heat and pressure.




She returned with a tablet and sat down to tap at it.




Was she planning on leaving me like this all evening!? It was so frustrating! I wanted to slide myself down all the way on the big cock, but my hair prevented me.




She spoke to the tablet, then, but not in a language I understood. It didn't sound like anything I knew of, like Russian or Italian or French. I might not speak those languages, but I knew them if I heard them.




She laughed at something a man said, and I felt my skin heat. Was that her Ibrahimi!? Was he commenting on the picture she'd sent him!? Had she really sent it!?




Then she turned the tablet around, and I saw Ibrahimi's face looking out at me!




He spoke, but again, I couldn't understand him. Zahra replied, though.




My face burned, and I gasped as I instinctively tried to jerk my head around but couldn't, and instinctively tried to close my legs and couldn't. I couldn't even drop my head low!




She laughed and turned the tablet back towards herself, then had a discussion with him that lasted for long minutes.




She stood up, then put the tablet on the coffee table next to the sofa, carefully propped up against a lamp. She smirked at me and disappeared as I looked away, refusing to meet her boyfriend's eyes.




She returned with the crop and then started to lightly slap my nipples with quick little slaps that delivered ten to one nipple, then ten to the other, then ten more to the first.




She dropped to her knees and then rubbed my clitoris with her fingers as she leaned in and took the center of my right breast into her mouth.




I moaned into the gag, my mind churning violently. The idea that someone was watching me like this was humiliating! And yet… how did I even know that someone was watching? For all I knew, there was just a video of some guy's face. Maybe it was a recording of a previous Zoom call she'd made! She might just be screwing with my head! She'd done it before with her talk of selling me at an auction and bringing in a football team!




I hadn't even looked at the tablet for more than a brief moment before dropping my eyes.




“Slave bitch!” she whispered into my ear as she chewed on my earlobe. “I own your body now!”




I moaned again, gasping as I sank slightly lower on the dildo. That pulled on my hair, and I had to jerk my head back slightly, which only helped a tiny bit! I eased up and shuddered as she started using the vibrator on me.




“Come for Ibrahim, slave. He wants to see your face when you come.”




I felt the sensations rippling up through my abdomen, through my body. My breathing was getting harder as my chest tightened. I shuddered as she leaned in and sucked hungrily on my breast. The sexual pressure was getting more and more intense. And I didn't even know if some stranger was watching us!




Probably not. But what if he was!? My mind was locked in a stuttering series of wild emotions that ranged from mortified to thrilled.




I had no idea why the idea of a strange man looking on would add to the heat, but it did.




Did it ever!




I had to look! I rolled my eyes sideways, shifting my head as much as I could against the pull on my hair, and saw the black face leering at me through the tablet. He stuck his tongue out and wagged it at me, and I gasped, jerking my eyes away as she laughed.




He really was looking at me!




I thought of his big cock sliding into Zahra, of his hand around her throat, and moaned, my mind sinking into a sexual fever. My inhibitions began to melt away, and instead, the dark and wicked thought of someone watching me began to burn hotter! I mean, I was the furthest thing from being an exhibitionist! I'd always made sure no one would accuse me of showing off my body!




But I think… that maybe I'd secretly longed to do so…




The orgasm was a violent rush of pure sensation ripping through my body and tearing a scream from my lungs. My body shook and trembled, pulling against the restraints, against my hair, not caring about anything but the tidal wave of sensation overwhelming everything else.




All I thought about was the pleasure, the ecstasy. And that a strange man was looking on! I writhed and cried out in animal heat again and again, my mind tumbling end over end as I desperately ground myself against the vibrator.




The pleasure exhausted me. My muscles spasmed again and again until the orgasm faded and I could stop moving—mostly.




“Sex slave,” Zahra said, taunting me.




She stood up, stripped off her dress, then undid the cord holding my hair up, but only so she could hold it in her hand. She undid the strap holding the gag in place and pulled that away, then jammed her pussy against my face.




“Service your mistress, infidel bitch!” she growled.




I moaned and started to lick.




“Filthy animal! Slave! Please me, or I'll hang you upside down from your ankles and whip your pussy!”




She was grinding my face against hers so hard that it was mashing my glasses back against my face. She cursed and took them off, tossing them away somewhere, then continued. Ibrahim said something, and she replied, jerking on the braid as she did.




“He wants to come and help me punish you for being a filthy infidel,” she said. “I told him you were eager to have his big black cock up inside your tight bottom.”




She pulled back on my hair, tilting my head back, then gripped my throat in her other hand and squeezed.




“Tell me you love black cock, slave!” she growled.




I gasped dazedly, chest heaving, my mind still dazed from that monster orgasm.




“Say it, whore! Tell me you love black cock!”




“I﹘I love black cock, Mistress!” I croaked.




She pulled her hand from my neck and slapped my face.




“Again, slave!”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I cried.




She jammed my mouth forward into her pussy again, and I resumed licking, moaning as she tugged constantly on my hair.




“Yeah, lick me. Lick me like that. Dirty white slave girl. Gonna sell you to A﹘rabs. Nasty slave bitch. Yeah. Slave slut! Suck. That's it, slave bitch. Please your mistress.”




“You see how you get these white bitches to perform, Ibrahim?”




“You go, girl,” I heard his voice reply, tinny from the tablet speaker.




I shuddered and felt a wild swirl of heat around me. This was so crazy! So wild and outrageous!




I was almost unconsciously rising and falling on the dildo, moaning and trembling as the sexual pressure rose, dazed by the force of the passion that began to grip my mind. I dropped lower on the thing, wanting to feel the head punching into me deep inside. I wanted the ache! I wanted the pain! I deserved the pain for being such a slut!




She pulled back on my hair again.




“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”




“I love black cock, Mistress!” I gasped, panting.




She forced my head to turn so I was directly facing the tablet and the man's face on it. I dropped my eyes, and she jerked on my hair again.




“Tell Ibrahim you love black cock, bitch.”




“I﹘I... I love black cock!” I gasped.




She reached down and pinched my nipple sharply.




“Call him master.”




I squealed and wriggled.




“Say it, slut.”




“I love black cock, Master!”




“Beg him to fuck you.”




“Please fuck me, Master,” I half sobbed.




“Slut,” she said with a smirk.




I was! I cringed, knowing it! Cringed before her eyes, before Ibrahim's eyes! Ashamed.




She jerked me forward by the hair, moving to the side, forcing me down onto my chest and shoulder.




Crack!




She slapped my bottom stingingly.




“Raise that ass, white bitch!”




I hurriedly pulled my knees in.




Crack!




“Spread your legs for Master Ibrahim.”




Crack!




“Do it, you white slut!”




She positioned me with my bottom facing the tablet, raised high. My breasts were mashed against the floor, as was my cheek, because she put her left knee on the back of my neck. Then she twisted the big dildo to pull it free of the floor, inserted it in my pussy, and thrust it deep.




“Ah! Ahh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” I cried as she thrust it into me hard and fast.




She jammed it almost all the way in. Her hand must have been gripping the base, because her thumb began to rub hard and fast against my clitoris.




“Beg me to fuck your white whore brains out with my black cock,” she demanded.




“P﹘Please fuck my white whore brains out with your black cock, Mistress!” I cried.




“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”




I came, my hips bucking up against the dildo as she thrust it in with furious speed and force, slapping my bottom with her other hand now, laughing as I squealed and cried out repeatedly.




She pulled me up and back on my knees, then, my braided hair wrapped around her fist, made me knee﹘walk down the hall and into her room. She sat on the edge of the bed, and I had to resume licking, slower now as she guided me in exactly how she wanted it done.




I submitted completely, not even complaining when she emphasized her instructions with tugs on my hair, or even, and this was outrageous, slap to my breast!




After that, she untied my arms and let me crawl back to my room, then left me alone to remove all restraints, boots, and gloves, and then take a shower.




I slept that night without being tied to the headboard, but with the restraints locked on my wrists and clipped together behind my back.




I remained utterly baffled by my reactions to all of this sordid, disgusting, filthy behavior, but also, frankly, kind of giddy at how wild and exciting it was. I'd never felt such passion and excitement, never felt so alive! Even so, I could feel my face heating every time I thought back to the things I'd said and done in front of the tablet.




I was also worried about whether he had recorded what he'd seen, and about the videos Zahra had from her bedroom. Which I had just added to.




This was just so shameful! I was acting like a depraved whore! And a weakling, which was almost as bad. Letting this small woman push me around, boss me around, and threaten me with a spanking as if I were a child was all incredibly degrading! It made me feel very... small, inferior, embarrassingly sleazy and cheap.




Which did not exactly put me in a good frame of mind to stand up to her, especially since I lacked much incentive to put up against the towering pleasure and passion her dirty games delivered.






Chapter Seven

———————————




I woke up with Zahra between my legs again. I groaned weakly, my body already aroused as she demonstrated exactly how someone with expertise and experience in oral sex could please a woman. She pushed my leg up and back as she had the other day, got her pussy in against mine, and then began to grind herself against me.




I groaned and gasped and moaned at the feel of her soft pussy against mine. She half turned me as she had before, then dug her fingers into my breasts, roughly mashing and squeezing them, and sometimes slapping them.




“Tell me you're my slave bitch,” she growled.




“I﹘I'm your slave bitch, Mistress Zahra!” I moaned.




She twisted me entirely onto my side, my upper leg forced achingly wide as she leaned in against it, her pussy rubbing and grinding furiously.




“Tell me you're my filthy white slave.”




“I'm your filthy white slave, Mistress!” I gasped.




“Who owns your slut body, white bitch?”




She slapped my breast, and I cried out.




“You do, Mistress!”




She slapped it again, and I gasped in pain.




“Say it, slave!”




“You own my slut body, Mistress!”




Her right hand gripped my hair, jerking it sharply back while her left gripped my throat, tightening as she ground harder.




I was already light﹘headed. I gurgled dazedly, my eyes feeling as if they were bulging, my head pounding, my body trembling with heat. My vision swam as the storm of sensations grew, and then the orgasm tore through me as she loosened her grip on my throat, and I screamed out my pleasure with all the breath I had.




*




She would not let me wear panties to work. Nor even a bra. She made me wear that leather halter thing instead. Attempting to argue got my bottom slapped sharply, repeatedly. She had me put on a ribbed sweater that was mercifully dark, and then my shortest skirt. Granted, it wasn't very short, about halfway up my thighs, but I hadn't worn anything that short to work.




I felt practically naked, or at least, secretly naked as I walked, worried someone might notice my nipples pushing against the sweater, or that my skirt would fly up and show that I had no underwear. I also had the butt﹘plug inside me again. She insisted on it, and I didn't find myself really able to stand up to her.




I mean, a slap on the butt wasn't exactly torture, but it did sting!




Just like yesterday, I felt as if everyone ought to be staring at me because of the insanely slutty way I had acted the previous evening. Instead, they insisted on treating me the same way they always did. Which, frankly, felt weird.




Couldn't they tell what I had done!? Couldn't they tell the sort of girl I had become!? Did they not notice what I was wearing!? I was a miserable whore! Didn't they see that!?




I was lost in thought for the first hour, then settled down and got to work properly. I was as efficient as I could be until about mid﹘afternoon, when I started to think about what would happen when I went home. I didn't know, of course, not exactly, but I knew it would be more outrageous and kinky sex stuff.




That filled me with trepidation as well as suppressed excitement. Because I didn't know exactly what would happen, but I knew it would be very dirty and shameful! I knew I should stop it. I knew I should stand up to her and insist on boundaries.




I just didn't know how. And I was a little afraid she might just end it. Where else would I find this kind of steamy passion and pleasure? A man? Great! What man? How would I even begin to approach a man with a request that I pretend to be his slave girl? Who would I trust to tie me up and not do things I didn't want done?




Not that I could trust Zahra, of course. She'd done lots of stuff I didn't want done, though mostly that involved things like slapping my butt and pulling my hair. The sex stuff was mostly super hot. And the bondage stuff just made it that much more thrilling.




The tension mounted within me on the ride home. My nipples, though, were rock hard.




As before, I got there first. Zahra, who left a little after me, had placed everything on the bed that I needed to be wearing when she arrived home. Mostly, it was the same stuff as the other day.




I put it all on, stared at myself in the mirror, then started dinner. Shortly afterward, I got a text from Zahra that said she had arrived in the building. I hurried to the door, then knelt, sitting carefully on my heels and drawing my hands up behind my head and elbows back. I spread my knees wide and waited, wondering what I'd do if she brought someone with her.




Be humiliated, I guess.




Thankfully, she wasn't.




“Good bitch,” she said, patting me like I was a dog. “Who owns your slut body?”




“You do, Mistress Zahra.”




She gripped me by the throat.




“Say it, slut.”




“You own my slut body, Mistress Zahra!” I gasped.




“Good bitch,” she said, patting me on the head again. “Now finish making dinner.”




This was different from yesterday, so, nervously, I stood up, lowered my hands, and went back to the kitchen. Zahra went past and disappeared into her room. I didn't see her for at least ten minutes. During that time, I basically just did the cooking and preparations for dinner, including setting the table.




I set it for two, though I was far from certain she'd allow me to sit at the table.




And yes, it continued to feel strange and very sexual to be walking around like this, basically naked since the halter didn't cover any of my breasts at all. My nipples were very hard. My chest was tight, and sexual electricity was humming away inside me.




Zahra returned, carrying a couple of black cocks. Dildos, I mean. That sent a jolt through my mind and body. She removed the gag and gripped my arm, turning me toward the table.




“Okay, slave girl, I got what you love most in the world. What is that?”




“Black cock, Mistress.”




“Tell me you love black cock.”




“I love black cock, Mistress,” I said, feeling my face getting flushed.




“Bend over the table and spread your legs.”




Heart thumping, I obeyed.




“Hands out in front of you, slut.”




I stretched my arms out along the table, my breasts pillowed out beneath me. The back of one of the chairs that was pushed into the table was jammed up into my abdomen as I felt her fingers, slick with something, pushing into me.




“What a hungry pink pussy you have, slave girl, hungry for black cock. Beg me to fill you up with black cock.”




“Please fill me up with black cock, Mistress!” I said breathlessly.




I moaned as I felt the big dildo pushed against me, twisting and turning, and felt her fingers rubbing my clitoris.




“Again, slave.”




“Please fill me up with black cock, Mistress Zahra!”




“Tell me you love black cock.”




“I love black cock, Mistress Zahra,” I moaned.




I felt the big dildo spread me wide enough and then slide inside. It was so thick that despite the lube, she had to twist and turn it, pushing it forward, then drawing it back while I had to repeatedly beg her to fill me up with black cock.




I groaned as it was pushed really deep, and she slapped at the base.




“Slutty white slave girl. Tell me you love having your cunt full of black cock.”




I felt another jolt, a kind of psychic jolt. I felt that a lot when she made me say dirty things.




Crack!




She slapped my bottom stingingly.




“I love having my cunt full of black cock, Mistress Zahra!” I cried.




I felt her fingers at the butt plug, tugging it gently, then harder. I felt the plug pushing against the inside of my sphincter.




“I got a better cock for your white ass than this,” she said.




She briefly thrust it forward so I could see it. It wasn't as thick as the one in my pussy, and seemed more... flexible. It looked like it was seated on a thin peg, which was attached to the base. She drew it back, and as soon as the butt plug pulled free, she thrust the dildo into me.




It was lubed, too, and it sank several inches deep before my sphincter clamped down.




Crack!




I yelped at the slap to my bottom, and in the distraction, she thrust the dildo deeper, then deeper still, slapping my bottom whenever it stuck.




“Nasty white girl. Beg me to fill your ass with black cock.”




“Please fill my ass with black cock, Mistress Zahra!” I gasped.




This was so humiliating! I could hardly believe I was saying such things!




I groaned as the head pushed deep enough to give me cramps. She pumped it in and out, rubbing my clitoris with her fingers as the heat grew hotter. Then the base of it, or at least, the bottom of it, slipped into my body, and I felt my entrance closing around the thin peg, with just the base on the outside.




She did something with the dildo in my pussy, attaching it somehow to the one in my butt, then pulled me upright by the hair.




“Finish making dinner, sex slave.”




Breathing heavily, I wobbled over to the stove, the big dildo protruding an inch and a half or more from between the straining lips of my sex. I could feel the other one way up high in my abdomen, giving me cramps, as I finished making dinner.




“Dinner is ready, Mistress Zahra,” I said weakly.




She came into the kitchen and sat down, then held her hand up to me as I approached with a plate of heated rolls.




“You will kneel, bow your head, and raise your hands with the plate.”




I frowned in confusion, but knelt as she pointed at the floor.




“Now raise your arms with the plate and bow.”




I bowed my head, raising my hands with the plate.




I felt it removed from my hands and looked up.




“Continue.”




I stood up, feeling really strange, got the salad, returned, and then knelt and bowed my head as I raised the food again. She took the bowl, and I stood and went to get the chicken.




Again, I knelt, bowed my head, and raised my hands high.




She took it and set it on the table, then began to eat.




“Sit back on your heels, slave.”




I did.




“Now raise your arms back against your chest, and lower your fingers.”




I looked up at her, baffled.




“Like a dog begging, bitch. Got it? You're a bitch in heat. Beg.”




I hesitated, then brought my arms in against my breasts and dropped my fingers like I was a dog begging.




“Stick your tongue out over your lower lip.”




I flushed and did so, loling my tongue over my lower lip.




This was so degrading!




“Further. You need to stretch that tongue, white girl.”




I pushed my tongue out further, down across my tongue, not up at her.




At first, she didn't do anything but glance at me from time to time.




“Keep it out, bitch. I want to see you drool.”




I felt my face flushing again. My tongue kept trying to retreat, and I had to keep pushing it out as she barked orders at me.




It didn't take all that long before I started to drool.




She smirked and then picked up one of the pieces of chicken and held it out before me. I licked it out of her fingers and started to chew.




“Good bitch,” she said.




We did that again, then again. Then she threw a piece on the floor several feet away. I hesitated, looking up at her.




“Well? You not hungry? Eat it, bitch.”




I dropped my arms and turned, then crawled over because it was only a few feet. I knew without asking that I wasn't allowed to touch it with my fingers, so I lowered myself to my forearms, stretching my neck down.




“Spread those legs, bitch. I told you this before.”




I shifted my knees wide, then licked the piece of chicken off the floor.




God, this is demeaning!




“Good bitch,” she said.




I turned and crawled back to her, then sat back on my heels and brought my arms up against my breasts again. I hesitated, then lolled my tongue over my lower lip.




I can't believe I'm doing this!




I cried out as the dildo in my pussy started to vibrate.




“Shh. No words, slut. Slave bitches only talk when spoken to. You bark instead. Let me hear your bark.”




I stared at her, baffled again.




“Bark, bitch. Bark like a dog.”




I made a barking sound, and she laughed, then threw another piece of chicken on the floor.




I can't believe I'm doing this!




I crawled over to it, lowered my front, spread my knees wide, and licked it off the floor. Then I crawled back, sat on my heels, brought my arms up, and lolled my tongue over my lower lip.




My body thrummed with sexual heat and energy.




“Who owns your slut body, white girl?”




“You own my slut body, Mistress Zahra,” I gulped.




“Because you're a sex slave, ain't that right?”




“Yes, Mistress Zahra,” I moaned, squirming, grinding my thighs together around the buzzing vibrator.




“Say it, slut.”




“I'm a sex slave, Mistress Zahra!”




She threw another piece of chicken, and I crawled over to lick it off the floor.




My body was twitching and squirming as the vibrator made the super sensitive nerve endings around my clitoris quiver.




Then I crawled back to her, moaning helplessly, finding it increasingly difficult to keep still. My whole lower body seemed to be vibrating in tune with the sex toy jammed inside me. The heat was flooding my mind, pushing away all higher﹘order thoughts until I could only think about the sensations, about the heat and hunger, about the fullness inside me and the way my breasts throbbed.




And every nasty thing I did or said just made it worse.




Including kneeling with my tongue lolling over my lower lip and begging like a dog.




Or a bitch.




The more shameful, degrading, even humiliating I acted, the darker and edgier things got, the more aroused I became.




“Tell me you're my bitch, you filthy animal.”




“I'm your bitch, Mistress Zahra,” I gulped.




She tossed another piece of chicken, and I dropped to all fours, crawled over, lowered my front, and spread my knees, licking it up. I crawled back, panting.




“Who owns your slut body, white girl?”




“You own my slut body, Mistress Zahra,” I moaned.




She threw another piece, and I crawled over and licked it off the floor.




“Would you like to come, little slave bitch?”




“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.




“Beg.”




“Please may I come, Mistress Zahra!?”




She smirked at me, then turned, put her foot against my chest, and shoved. I fell back onto my back with a gasp.




“Pull your knees back against your chest, slut.”




I obeyed, heart thumping wildly.




“Push your arms between your legs and then draw your elbows back.”




I grunted as I obeyed, my arms forcing my thighs further back and apart.




She slid out of her chair, undid something, and the vibrator, which had been attached to the dildo in my bottom, came free. She sat down in her chair again and looked down at me.




“Masturbate while I watch, slave bitch.”




The word jolted me, but I obeyed.




I shuddered, my gloved fingers finding the base of the sex toy and then pulling it back several inches before thrusting it deep again. I did it again, and again, working it in and out faster and faster as she looked down at me. I had never masturbated in front of another person before, and it seemed somehow more intimate, more... personal than just letting her do things to me.




Then I saw her holding up her phone and felt another jolt. She was taking a video!




The vibrator looked like a very realistic black cock, and I shuddered and moaned and gasped in pleasure as I pumped it in and out. I brought my other hand down, fingers rubbing my clitoris, and gasped, my hips bucking.




“Tell me you're a sex slave and you love black cock.”




“I'm a sex slave, and I love black cock!” I gasped, thrusting it deep.




“Again, whore.”




“I'm a sex slave, and I love black cock,” I moaned.




“Again, slut.”




“I'm a sex slave, and I love black cock!”




I rubbed my clitoris harder, faster, gasping and moaning as the heat fried my brain, and then came, my hips bucking violently up as I cried out in dazed, wondrous pleasure. The terrible, wonderful explosion of sensation tore through my body and mind as I rammed the vibrator deep with every thrust.




Rapture! It was pure rapture!






Chapter Eight

———————————




I kept shaming myself in front of her. And the more I did, the lower I felt. It was hard to even meet her eyes now. I felt myself blushing whenever I was in the room with her, except when I was so turned on that my face was flushed anyway.




I was not allowed to wear anything but what she gave me, which was usually nothing, or maybe boots, gloves, and halter.




The next evening was much the same. I wore the boots and gloves, but no halter for some reason. I had made dinner, then begged, and then crawled around and licked pieces of food off the floor while my lower body thrummed with energy from a big dildo and a bigger vibrator.




She didn't let me masturbate this time, though. Instead, I had to clean the floor. I wasn't allowed to use a mop, though, just a sponge and a pail of hot, soapy water, crawling on all fours.




The halter didn't cover my breasts, but it did kind of keep them more or less in place. Maybe that was why I wasn't wearing one tonight. Let me tell you, when you're on all fours scrubbing the floor and you're not wearing anything, your breasts move easy you scrub.




I had to keep my knees wide, too. She checked on me without warning, holding the crop, and if my knees weren't wide enough, she'd bring the crop down across my buttocks with a stinging blow.




She had done my hair up in two thick ponytails sprouting from the top of my head one either side, and I had a bone gag in my mouth instead of the ball gag. The bone gag was exactly what it sounds like, with a four or five﹘inch﹘long 'bone' made of hard plastic jammed sideways between my jaws and held in place by a strap.




The vibrator turned on and off without warning. I thought she was controlling it with her phone.




She came in one time and found me rubbing my clitoris and grinding my buttocks back at the vibrator.




“Who said you could masturbate, slave bitch?!” she demanded.




I halted with a gasp, embarrassed.




“Sit on your heels! Now!”




I rose up and back and sat on my heels, hands behind my head.




“Arch your back more.”




I obeyed, and she pointed the crop at me.




“You only come when I give you permission, whore.”




She brought the crop down across my breast, and I cried out at the sting. This wasn't the light slap of the flat tip against my nipple, but the more deeply stinging shaft cutting across the center of my breast! It stung! And she did it four more times on that breast before switching to the other one!




“Now get back to work, sex slave.”




I did, panting, moaning, my breasts stinging. The crop was very thin and lightweight, but boy, did it sting! Still, there was a dark sense of wonder and outrage that she'd used it on my breasts!




After I finished, I crawled uncertainly up the hall a little to peer into the living room. She saw me and came to me.




“Did you finish, slave dog?”




I nodded my head.




“We'll see.”




She reached down and gathered in a thick mass of my tangled brown hair, then turned and, using it sort of like a leash, pulled me back towards the kitchen. Wincing, gasping, I crawled rapidly along, trying to ease the pull on my scalp.




She removed the bone gag and then ran the crop over my back and buttocks.




“Is this floor clean, slave bitch?”




“Yes, Mistress,” I gulped.




“You're sure?”




“Yes, Mistress.”




She bent over and thrust the tip of the crop at the floor in front of me.




“Lick it.”




I stared at the crop, then raised my face up toward her.




“If it's clean, you should have no problem. Lick the floor.”




I lowered myself to my forearms and then gingerly lowered myself further, leaning in and licking lightly at the floor.




Crack!




I gasped in pain as the crop cut across my buttocks.




“I want to see a long, full, firm lick!”




I moaned and licked the floor several times. She pulled me along and made me lick the floor again near the table, then further in, and I licked the floor by the fridge.




The vibrator started to buzz, and I shuddered.




“Now show your mistress how much you love her for all here efforts at training you to be a proper slave girl.”




I didn't know what she meant by that at first.




“Face down, bottom up,” she barked.




I lowered myself further, my breasts pillowing out against the floor. She stepped closer and put her foot directly in front of my chin.




“Show your mistress your gratitude, slave girl.”




She nudged my lips with her pointy black shoe, and I felt another rush, another jolt, another wild, spiraling explosion of outrage, shame, and heat.




Moaning softly, I raised my head slightly and licked the tip of her shoe.




That brought the crop whistling down across my bottom.




“Long, strong licks, slave.”




Shuddering, I licked the front of her shoe.




“Keep it up, slave animal.”




I licked further up along her shoe, almost trembling, the vibrator buzzing furiously.




She lifted her shoe up and back on the heel.




“The bottom, slave animal.”




I licked the bottom of her shoe, feeling grit against my tongue now was my pulse raced.




“Nasty little slave bitch,” she said in amusement. “You deserve a reward for your submissiveness.”




She moved behind me and knelt. I felt her unclipping the vibrator from the dildo in my bottom, then sliding it out completely. A moment later, her fingers pushed into me, pumping in and out as her thumb stroked across my swollen clitoris.




I shuddered and gasped and moaned, even as she brought her foot down against the back of my neck to pin me in place. I felt her fingers stretching me, felt the stretching ache more and more, and then her thumb stopped stroking my clitoris.




Her fingers... her hand slid into me. I gurgled helplessly as I realized what she was doing. Her fingers were too deep! Too deep! Her hand was sliding in after them! It pushed deeper and deeper until I felt the ache in the mouth of my sex ease as it closed around her narrower wrist.




“Tell me you're a sex slave,” she ordered.




“I'm... I'm a sex slave, Mistress Zahra!” I gasped, eyes wide.




Her fingers wriggled and twisted around inside me and pushed deeper. I felt them drawing slowly together, one by one into a fat fist, then it pushed deeper, pumping slowly in and out as she picked up the vibrator with her other hand and brought the tip up against my clitoris.




She jammed it against me and rubbed it from side to side as her fist moved in and out, and the orgasm shattered my mind, reducing me to the state of animal instincts. I rutted frantically back against her fist as she pushed it deeper, as the vibrator rubbed against me. I was making wild, inarticulate animal noises of pleasure as the orgasm burned away all thought but pleasure.




Ecstasy!




I was enveloped by a wild, churning liquid heat that made me lose control of my body. I drove myself back desperately, wanting to impale myself on her fist as the orgasm went on and on. It was finally just too much for me. I forgot to breathe, becoming lightheaded, caring about nothing but extending that pleasure just a tiny bit longer.




I passed out briefly. When I came to, she was just sliding the vibrator back inside me. The crop snapped down across my bottom repeatedly, and she pulled my hair, finally getting me onto all fours. Holding my hair again like a leash, she half led me, half pulled me along on my hands and knees back into the living room.




She put the ball gag back in my mouth and led me to the corner, pulling me up on my knees and locking the wristbands together behind me.




She had me bend over a side table, then drew my ankles up and back, sliding my body forward so it was fully on the table except for my lower legs.




She stood on a chair and did something above me, which I was still too shell﹘shocked to care much about. But I felt the pressure on my wrists and ankles, felt it grow stronger, pulling them both upward. She came down off the chair, pulled it away, and then dragged the table away, though not without effort.




I gasped as I fell, but not much. I might have sagged two inches, then I was held in place, hanging freely from my wrists and ankles.




Humming to herself, she showed me a pair of small alligator clips, then brought them below me. A moment later, I cried out in pain as they bit down on my nipples. I trembled and shook, but there was little I could do. And I quickly learned that moving made it worse. The clips were holding something, small, weighted balls!




I saw that before she put a blindfold over my eyes.




A moment later, something was pushed into my ears, earbuds, I thought. For a minute, there was only silence, then I heard my own voice.




“I'm a sex slave! I love black cock! I'm a filthy white fuck toy! I love black cock! My body belongs to my mistress. I love black cock! I'm a slave whore! I love black cock! I'm a slave bitch! I love black cock! I'm a slave animal! I love black cock! My mistress owns my body!”




Repeated over and over and over again.




I don't know how long I hung like that. At first, my head hung down, and the blood rushed to it, but then I felt her braiding it, then pulling it up and back. She lifted my head up until I was facing forward. That made my scalp sting, of course, but again, I couldn't exactly complain.




She spun me around and around, then back again until I was dizzzy as well as dazed.




“I'm a sex slave! I love black cock!?”




The vibrator turned on again.




*




I'm not sure how long I hung there before she lowered me to the floor. She let me rest a bit, then pulled on my hair, on the braid, and lifted me up onto just my knees. She pulled me forward, and I stumbled awkwardly on my knees, my wrists and ankles still bound together behind me. I wound up in a corner of the room, my knees on some kind of soft pad as she pulled the braid up and tied it somehow.




“I'm a sex slave! I love black cock! I'm a slave animal!”




At least my wrists and arms were no longer aching—much, but now my knees began to ache. They were holding all my weight, after all. My scalp stung, too, since I kept needing the pull of the braid to keep my balance.




Again, I don't know how long I knelt there before she came and got me. This time she unlinked my wrists and ankles, letting my feet drop to the floor. She pulled my wrists up towards my shoulder blades, though, and strapped them like that. Then I had to knee﹘walk across the floor again, guided by my hair.




She dragged me up and then across her lap as she sat on the sofa, then removed the blindfold and then the gag and the earbuds.




I panted weakly, staring at a laptop sitting on the sofa before me.




“Read the screen, slave bitch.”




The dildo in my ass began to move in and out as her fingers rubbed my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed.




I moaned weakly.




“Read the screen, infidel.”




“I﹘I'm a sex slave,” I gasped. “I was born to serve others with my body. I am a filthy white whore. I must always obey my mistress and master. I am a slave bitch. I am the lowest of creatures. Lower even than animals.”




I shuddered and moaned as I spoke, gasping as my lower body thrummed with sexual energy and pleasure.




“I love to suck black cocks. I love to be filled with black cock. I am a slave bitch! I love black cock! I love licking black pussy! I must always obey.”




There was more along those lines, interrupted when another orgasm tore through me. It wasn't as massive as when she'd pumped her fist inside me, but it was still pretty strong.




Afterward, I showered. I slept that night as I had the other night, with one difference. The earbuds remained in my ears and remained talking all through the night. I kind of tuned them out after a while, and so was able to fall asleep. But my dreams were filled with dark eroticism.




I woke alone for once. That left me in bed thinking, wondering how a one﹘time kinky sexual...experiment had turned into something that took over my life aside from work. I could stop it. I could put my foot down and refuse. I just wasn't sure I wanted to. I mean, yes, I would like some pullback from it being an all﹘the﹘time thing, but it was wickedly exciting to act like a naked slave girl.




And if I could pretend that I was one, then I could do all the shocking, outrageous things Zahra 'made me' do without quite as much guilt over being a horrible slut. Because I absolutely SHOULD NOT be doing stuff like this! It was utterly degrading!




And yet... my life had become all about sex recently. Like, almost all day! Sex, sex, sex! And it was wild, thrilling, kinda scary, but deeply exciting sex. Did I want to go back to the way things were before? Not yet. Things had been okay but not exactly exciting. This was way better. I felt incredibly alive!




“I'm a sex slave. I love black cock. I must obey my mistress and master! I love being full of black cock!”




My voice kept saying that stuff in my ears, and I wondered if she was, in some ham﹘handed way, trying to brainwash me or something. I mean, I still hadn't even seen a real black cock. I was fairly sure she was working up to me letting her boyfriend have sex with me, which at this point I was okay with. I was even kind of looking forward to it, to be honest.




Not that I was going to tell her!




The door opened, and she hurried in and came over to the bed, then tugged on my arm, pulling me to the side of the bed and then off onto the floor as she pulled the earbuds from my ears.




“I'm running late, slut. No sex for you today.”




She gripped my hair and pulled my face up into her pussy.




“Only for me. Service your mistress, white bitch.”




Gasping, wincing, I licked automatically at her pussy as she reached down to spread the lips of her sex.




“That's it, slave. Work your tongue, you little animal. I know what you want. You want black cock inside you, don't you, slut.”




I just moaned and kept licking.




“You'll get all the black cock you can take tonight,” she said. “And more on the weekend.”




I felt a jolt. Did that mean her boyfriend was coming over tonight?!”




Was I going to get a real black cock!?”




I didn't dare ask. Because if I asked and didn't refuse, then I was consenting. I didn't want to make it seem like I had a choice. Slave girls had no choice, after all. And the dark fantasy that excited me so much was being a slave girl.




That dark fantasy filled my mind that day at work. I tried to do my research, but every time I thought about what might happen that evening, my chest tightened, my pulse spiked, and I started to fantasize about what it would be like to be tied up with a big, powerful man using me, ravishing me!




It would make the fantasy seem so much more real! The sex would be raw and savage! I would really get into it then!




I was half expecting him to come through the door with her when I knelt in the proper position in front of the door. My pulse was racing as I anxiously wondered what I would do. Could I just hold my position, or would my instincts force me to turn away and try to cover my body with my arms and hands?




In any event, my self﹘discipline wasn't tested then. The door opened, she came in, patted me on the head, and closed the door behind her. I was both relieved and disappointed as I finished preparing dinner. She bent me over and shoved the big dildo and vibrator inside me, and then we ate. As before, she sat down to eat while I knelt on the floor.




The only difference was that she pulled my hands up and back behind me, strapping my arms in place so my fingers were up around my shoulder blades.




Which meant that when she tossed food on the floor, I had to get it much more awkwardly, by kind of falling on my shoulder and then wriggling across the floor on my side and belly to lick it up.




I also had to say, “Thank you for feeding this filthy white slave bitch, Mistress,” after each mouthful.




The vibrator turned on and off, rousing me, and I half forgot about her boyfriend as the heat inside me grew more powerful. I slithered and wriggled back and forth across the floor to lick up pieces of meat, then finished up by drinking a bowl of water on the floor.




She still hadn't made me come, though, as, after dinner, she gripped my arm and led me into the living room. She had rearranged the furniture a bit. The corner table had been pulled out to sit at a right angle to the sofa and TV.




“You will kneel on the table, slave.”




I had to kneel, sitting on my heels, and spreading my knees wide. Of course, she had the suction cup attached to the vibrator and stuck it to the table even as she tied my knees to the front corner legs. She put the ball﹘gag in my mouth and then sat down, playing with her phone.




“Ride that cock, white bitch.”




Moaning, I did, just as the vibrator started vibrating again.




She turned on the TV and was soon playing porn videos featuring me. First came the video from last night's dinner, with me crawling on the floor and then masturbating. That was all so cringe, but also, for some reason, wickedly thrilling in an almost masochistic way. As if watching myself do something so degrading was enough to arouse me.




Of course, it helped that I was impaled on a big cock﹘shaped vibrator that she turned on and off as it pleased her.




After a while, she came over and braided my hair, this time from the sides, not the top, giving me pigtails, which she tied with cords and pulled back to raise my chin high and force my back to arch more. She tied the cords to the back legs somehow, just under the table, rubbed my clitoris until I writhed and moaned and rode the vibrator harder, then went back to sit down, turning off the vibrator.




After more of this, I was so wet that I imagined I must be literally dripping down the shaft of the vibrator! Though I couldn't see because I couldn't move my head.




It was then that the doorbell rang. I felt a jolt, and my pulse immediately began to race as I anticipated that Ibrahim guy coming in.




And I was right! They came back and sat down on the sofa. My face burned hot, and I stopped moving, overcome with embarrassment as they talked about me in whatever that language was. Some African language, I guessed.




The vibrator came on again, and I moaned softly. Then Zahra turned on the video, and they watched me and her having sex, or me crawling on the floor, listened to me saying how much I loved black cock, watched me masturbating.




It was all so incredibly embarrassing! Humiliating! It should have driven any sense of arousal or excitement right out of my mind.




But it didn't.






Chapter Nine

———————————




When he stood up and walked over to me, I could only roll my eyes aside, too embarrassed to meet his gaze.




“Sexy little white slave girl, eh?” he said in English.




He moved around behind me, then reached into touch my hair. His fingers slid down, and I felt him undoing the gag.




Oh, no!




I felt a sense of dawn horror! I was going to have to talk! To talk in front of him! To talk to him! I was probably going to have to say those degrading things Zahra made me say about loving black cock! Of course, he'd already heard me say them repeatedly in the video, but even so, there was just some kind of intense psychological resistance to saying them in front of him!




Zahra stood up and came over, too, the crop in her hand.




He pulled the ball out of my mouth. I almost tried to bite down on it, but gave up.




“Slave, this is Ibrahim. You will call him master. Do you understand, slave?”




I didn't speak! I still couldn't meet their eyes!




Whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap!




She was using the flat tip of the crop on my breasts, rapid, stinging blows on my nipples and all across my breasts, getting harder with each passing second as I gasped and moaned and whimpered helplessly.




“You will answer me, slave bitch,” she growled.




Ibrahim moved out of my sight and around behind the table.




“Answer your mistress, dog,” she ordered, slapping harder still.




The blows really stung now! My breasts were heating up rapidly!




“Oh! Please, Mistress!” I cried.




Then I was embarrassed because I instinctively called her mistress!




“Do you understand me, slave bitch?”




Whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap﹘whap!




I'd already said it! So, I might as well!




“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.




I felt her fingers at my clitoris, rubbing skillfully as the vibrator buzzed.




“Dirty girl,” she said. “Dirty white girl who loves big black cocks so much.”




I moaned weakly, gasping, then saw Ibrahim lower his zipper. He pulled out that big, hard black cock I'd seen the other day, and I shuddered as he rubbed the head against my forehead, then my cheeks.




“Look what I have for you, slave girl,” he teased.




He untied the cords binding my pigtails back, but then simply pulled them together and straight down, forcing my head back even more. He laughed softly, rubbing his cock over my face as I felt Zahra licking at my clitoris.




“Tell me you want my cock, slave girl,” he said, rubbing it lightly along my lips.




I couldn't say that!




“Would you like my cock in your mouth, slave?”




I gasped as she tugged down more sharply.




“Yes, Master!” I blurted.




Then I cringed again as she laughed softly.




He pushed it against my partly open lips, and I opened them wider, and then still wider. I was confused, though, as his cock slid into my mouth and over my tongue. I was sort of upside down. I mean, my head was, kind of, but not really. That meant my usual manner of oral sex, the one that involved licking the underside of the head, couldn't work.




Then I realized that wasn't his intent. His cock slid deep into my mouth, pumped in and out a couple of times, and then slid straight down my throat. My head was pulled so far back I was looking up at him as he stood behind me at this point, so all I could do was gurgle and moan as he drove that long, gleaming black cock all the way down my throat.




Slave girl!




He pulled his cock back again and then out, laughing softly down at me.




Zahra untied my knees, and the two of them dragged me off the table and onto the floor as she sat down on the sofa. He pulled me in by the hair and had me sucking on his balls. Zahra left us alone for a couple of minutes, then returned with the strap﹘on thing. She knelt behind me and thrust herself into my pussy, pumping hard as Ibrahim fed me his cock.




I bobbed up and down, sucking, gasping, moaning as Zahra drove the big cock into my throbbing pussy. Ibrahim kneaded my left breast as Zahra squeezed the right and then reached under my hip to finger my clitoris.




I began to melt into the dark fantasy of being a sex slave, this time with a man! The embarrassment was still there, but now it glittered with dark excitement. I was helpless! Their prisoner! Their slave!




With my hair in his fist, my lips were sliding up and down his cock from tip to base as I gurgled dazedly, light﹘headed, with heat and passion gripping my mind and my body responding to their hands and fingers, not to mention Zahra's fake cock.




It would have amazed me if I didn't have an enormous climax. And it came, robbing me of any sense of anything but instinct, lust, need, hunger, excitement. I wallowed in the dark fantasy as Zahra's hips slapped against my buttocks and Ibrahim jerked my head up by the hair, letting me gulp in air as he rubbed his spit﹘wet cock all over my face.




“Tell me you're my bitch,” he demanded.




“I﹘I'm your b﹘bitch... Master!” I gasped.




“Tell me you are my slave.”




“I'm your slave, Master!” I panted.




He said something to Zahra, who pulled back.




He stood up, my hair filling his fist, and dragged me back from the sofa before flinging me back onto her rug.




“On your face, slut, with your hips high,” he barked.




Gasping at that word from him, I obeyed. I spread my legs as Zahra had insisted, pulling my thighs in against my belly.




“Beg me to fuck you.”




I cringed again, but the heat was raw and intense.




“P﹘Please fuck me, Master!”




“Beg me to fill you with black cock.”




“Please... please fill me with black cock, Master!” I moaned.




He knelt behind me, and I moaned as I felt the head of his cock rubbing up and down against my sex.




“Say, please fuck this slave bitch's brains out,” he said in amusement.




“Please fuck this slave bitch's brains out, Master!” I gasped.




He pushed into me, and I shuddered, then cried out as he buried himself in my belly. He ground his hips against me, then started to thrust in hard and fast.




“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”




“I love black cock, Master!” I gasped.




Zahra knelt beside me, her hand pushing up under my belly, her fingers rubbing my clitoris.




“Dirty white slave girl. You love that black cock pounding you, don't you, slut!? Don't you!?”




“Yes, Mistress!” I panted, my body shuddering to the blows of his hips.




“Beg him to fill you with black cock!”




“Please fill me with black cock, Master!” I gasped dazedly.




“Tell him you love black cock.”




“I love black cock, Master!”




I was going to come again!




He gripped my tangled hair and jerked it back, pulling up sharply enough to lift my head and shoulders off the floor.




“Who owns your slut body, white girl?”




“You do, Master!” I gasped.




Crack! Crack!




He slapped my bottom while Zahra slapped my breast.




“Say the words, slave!”




“Ah! You own my slut body, Master!”




“Tell him you are a sex slave.”




“I'm a sex slave, Master!”




It was then that another man knelt in front of me.




I hardly had time to think before he took my hair from Ibrahim and his own big cock pushed into my open mouth! I gurgled, shocked, as his cock slid in and out, fucking my mouth as I instinctively licked at it. I tried to roll my eyes up, but I could see little as he held my hair in both hands.




“Your body belongs to us, slave bitch,” Ibrahim said.




It did!




“You're our sex slave.”




I was! The dark fantasy surrounded me, pulled me in and set fire to my body.




I gurgled as the cock slid down my throat all the way to the base.




Two men at once! I was in shock, but the dark heat rose and burned hotter even as my mind sputtered in embarrassment, self﹘consciousness, and confusion. Who the hell was this!?




With Zahra rubbing my clitoris, and the new guy and Ibrahim kneading my breasts, with Ibrahim's big cock pounding into me and this other guy's cock filling my mouth and throat, I sank deeper into the fantasy of being a sex slave and just went with it.




They turned me around, I guess because Ibrahim came, and the other guy thrust into me now as I sucked and licked on Ibrahim's balls and licked at his soft cock.




“Dirty slave. Dirty slave bitch!” Zahra taunted. “Do you like all the black cock you're getting?”




She rubbed at my clitoris as the world dissolved into a shocking storm of feverish sexual need, passion and excitement. And then that exploded into a massive orgasm that made me scream around the stranger's cock.




So intense! So good! So fucking good! I let it take me away, swirling and swaying and rising and falling as my body trembled and shook and the two men drove their cocks into me with long, hard strokes.




They were all talking some foreign language now, and I was too woozy to think or care as they repositioned me. Ibrahim lay back along the sofa while they pulled me along, partly by the arm, partly by the hair, lifting me up to straddle him.




I sank down on his glorious cock, moaning helplessly as it filled me up. I had no idea what the other guy was doing and didn't care until he moved behind me. The buttplug currently filling my bottom was pulled free, and his cock slid into me.




OMG!




I gasped and moaned, panting excitedly as she worked his cock deeper and deeper into my ass, his big, rough male hands sliding over my skin as Ibrahim kneaded my breasts. The man behind pushed me, bending me forward more, and his cock started to pump in and out as Ibrahim began to thrust this cock up into me from underneath.




It took almost no time before I was coming again, and then again, and then still again!




The men thrust into me hard and fast, my body trembling with the impact as their hands raced over my body. I was intoxicated by it all, shocked (and a little appalled) but wallowing in my own masochistic sense of being 'ravished', used and abused! My mind was in full drama﹘queen mode, and every rough touch made me gasp in heat.




    *




I thought it odd that Zahra wanted me to wear clothes. I didn't really protest, but then, how could I with the gag in my mouth? It was the penis gag, the one with the big cockhead attached to the underside of the black strap she placed over my mouth and strapped around my head.




She started with the boots, which wasn't surprising. I'd worn them before, along with nothing much else. Then came a little black mini. It was leather﹘ish, with pleats, and shorter than any skirt I'd ever worn in my life. It was also very low﹘riding. It did show off my flat, smooth midriff, though.




She had me pull on a black tube top. For some reason, she put one of those medical masks on me, a black one. The kind some people still wear sometimes because they were afraid of catching something. It kind of hid the leather mask, but I didn't know why.




She locked my wristbands behind my back again, then pulled on my rain poncho. I still didn't understand, though I was starting to feel a rising sense of anxiety as she led me out to where Ibrahim and the other man were.




I moaned and tried to pull back, but Ibrahim just laughed, gripped my arm, and pulled me out the door. The other man and Zahra followed as I was led down the hall to the elevator.




I had no underwear on! They had put the butt﹘plug back inside me, and I felt incredibly naked walking around like this! My boobs were moving in the tube top too. And people would notice! Guys would notice!




We went outside to the parking lot and got into a black car. I went in the back with the new guy, who laughed and slid his hand under the short skirt to finger my pussy. There was a discussion among them, then Ibrahim got behind the wheel, and Zahra got in the back on my other side.




The car pulled out as she pulled the poncho up over my head and off. She and the other guy started to kiss me, then pulled the tube top up to bare my breasts so they could suck and lick at them. Their hands fought for space as they fingered and stroked my pussy, squeezed my breasts, and caressed my thighs.




I cried out as Zahra jerked back sharply on my hair, forcing my head back.




“You're my sex slave, bitch,” she purred as she nibbled at my earlobe.




The other guy was growling as he chewed lightly at my exposed throat!




This was so crazy! I had no idea where we were going! And I didn't even know this guy's name! I also couldn't understand anything they were saying as they talked to each other, though there was a lot of laughter in it.




I squealed and squirmed as Zahra brought a vibrator down between my thighs. The rest of them laughed as she pulled my right leg up across her lap while the other guy pulled my left leg up across his. I felt his fingers pushing into me as the vibrator rubbed back and forth across my clitoris. Meanwhile, both of them leaned in to suck and lick my nipples.




I had no idea where we even were now. Without my glasses, almost everything beyond the car windows was a blur.




But like I said, my life was all about sex now, and both Zahra and this stranger knew what they were doing. Though, to be honest, I think I was more excited by the presence of the two men and the outrageousness of what was happening than just physical sensations. The physical sensations were just much more intense because of my emotions.




I was still anxious, though. Where were they going to take me!? Who might see me!?




I squirmed as his big fingers pushed deep into my sopping pussy, crying out as she bit into my breast, moaned as she ground the vibrator against me, and gasped in pain as he jerked back my hair to chew and suck on the nape of my neck.




It was all so... out of control! I was riding down a whitewater river on an inflatable raft with no paddle!




Zahra pulled the medical mask up, then reached behind me and undid the strap holding the ball gag in place. I dreaded that! I knew I'd have to talk! And I knew it would be degrading things!




I gasped as she jerked back on my hair.




“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”




“I﹘I love black cock, Mistress!” I gasped, red﹘faced.




“Tell me you're my sex slave.”




“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!”




It was so embarrassing saying this in front of strangers!




“Who owns your slut body, white girl?”




“You own my slut body, Mistress Zahra!” I moaned.




“That means I can do anything I want to it, sex slave.”




She pulled on my hair, then she and Ibrahim pulled some kind of hat (I thought at first) down over my head. When it continued down, I realized it was more like a leather mask. Except it had no eyeholes. It slid down past my mouth and then in under my chin to buckle together around my neck. There was an opening in the mask for my mouth, and that was about it.




“What are you?” Ibrahim demanded.




“I'm a sex slave, Master!” I whispered.




I shuddered as mouths came down on both breasts, sucking and licking them.




The car drove down at an angle, halted, and then moved forward to the sound of a big garage door opening. It drove through what I presumed from the lack of sound was a garage, then parked... somewhere. I had no idea where we even were!




Laughing, they started to get out. Someone pulled me out by the arm, and I looked around fearfully, for my breasts were still completely exposed! We were in a parking garage, and I was practically naked!




Voices sounded nearby, which made me even more anxious. I tried to turn away, but someone gripped my collar and jerked my head up and back as I heard two strange voices, a man and a woman.




Again, I had no idea what they were saying as someone squeezed and kneaded my breasts.




The tube top came off, then the skirt was removed, as well! I was completely naked as hands moved over my body, lots of hands!




I heard laughter and voices speaking, then I was turned and pressed against the side of a car. My wrists were unlinked, but my wrists held firmly as my arms were lifted above me, then down behind my neck. They were pulled down until the wristbands were clipped to the back of the collar. Then I was pulled away from the car.




“Feet apart, slave!” Zahra barked, followed by a stinging slap to my bottom.




I gasped and spread my legs as the ball gag was pushed into my mouth again and fastened behind me. Hands slid over my body again.




“Elbows back, slave!”




*Crack!*




I gasped and jerked my elbows back as the hands, both male and female, coasted over my body, squeezing, caressing, pinching, stroking, and rubbing. Fingers slid into my pussy, and then the vibrator was pushed up inside me as mouths sucked and licked at my nipples.




It was all so wild and impossible! I was standing in those ridiculously high boots with my feet apart, and my back arched as several people, maybe half a dozen of them, groped and sucked and fondled me in a garage!




To my shock, someone knelt before me, pushed my legs wider, then pushed her lips up against my pussy and started to lick me! Right in a parking garage! With at least four people (from the hands on me) watching!




I shuddered as the sensations ran up my body. My mind was finding it hard to cope with all the wild emotions rocking me. This was so fucking outrageous and perverted and slutty! Someone female squeezed my buttocks as her tongue lapped at my clitoris. I was pretty sure that meant it was a woman licking my pussy.




Then the vibrator came on, and I shuddered helplessly.




“You know you want it, slut,” Zahra whispered into my ear. “Slave bitch!”




“Slave animal!” Ibrahim whispered into the other ear.




I was horribly embarrassed in front of these new people, but even so, the dark heat continued to rise as the woman's tongue lapped at my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed. I moaned helplessly as two people started to suck and lick my nipples.




*This is insane!*




But it was a wild, thrill ride, nonetheless.




At a signal I didn't get, they all stopped, leaving me panting. Then we all headed across the floor.




I yelped as the crop cut across my buttocks.




“Shoulders back, elbows back, slave bitch,” Zahra barked.




How many people were around me now!? I had no way of knowing!




Something pulled at the front of the collar, some kind of chain, and I could do nothing but follow where it pulled.






    Chapter Ten




    ————————




I started hearing music thumping even before we reached somewhere that had a door. The door was opened. We walked in a few feet, then stopped. Hands fondled my breasts and fingered my clitoris.




“Slave whore!”




“Fuck toy!”




“Slave animal!”




“Sex slave!”




“Slave bitch!”




This was all said loudly right up close to my ears.




I heard an elevator door opening, and I was pulled inside. The elevator went down, not up, and I moaned anxiously, wondering where we were going.




“You are an animal, remember,” Zahra said. “You are not a human being. A human being has rights. You do not, slave.”




This was all completely insane! How had I let things get to this point!? Okay, yes, the orgasms had been insane! The passion and excitement this silly slave game brought me was like nothing I'd ever felt before, but surely this was going too far!




The elevator door opened, and I was led forward. The sound of the music grew, then a door opened. The noise was incredible as I was pulled remorselessly forward. There were voices all around, as if a dozen or more people were speaking!




Now I thanked God for the mask! No one could see my face at all! Or even my hair. I was just a body. I could be anyone! It helped me feel a little invisible, even though, of course, I wasn't.




But honestly, I did not want to see all these people!




“This is my slave bitch!” I heard Zahra yell over the music to someone.




I walked helplessly forward, pulled by the leash, and hands came out to touch me, to stroke me, to finger my clitoris or pinch my nipple or squeeze a breast. We walked away from the music and then through another door, which dimmed the sound further. Then we went through another door, and I started to hear... myself!




“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” I heard myself gasp. Then there was the sound of sex. It wasn't live, but recorded, and it sounded very much like me!




“My slave whore body belongs to my mistress!” I heard myself gasp.




Then I heard my cries growing into an orgasm, my voice rising into squeals and almost screams as the orgasm took me. I heard the slapping of someone's hips against my buttocks at the same time and knew they were watching a video of me having sex!




I was so incredibly embarrassed! People were watching me in those dirty videos!




“Masturbate while we watch,” Zahra's voice said.




Ack! People were watching me masturbate with the vibrator!




I was shocked, appalled, and mortified that all these people were seeing and hearing me like that! I hardly noticed as something, a chain or something else metallic, was also locked to the back of the collar. I felt my ankles pulled apart, then something I guessed to be chains went around my ankles and tightened.




“I love black cock! Please fuck me in the ass, Mistress!”




Oh! My! God My face was burning at hearing myself say those words!




And then someone knelt before me and started to lick my clitoris!




These people had no shame!




I, on the other hand, was burning up with it!




“Who owns your slut body, slave?” I heard Zahra say in the video.




“You own my slut body, Mistress!” my own voice replied.




I cringed. Again!




Hands moved over my body again, as they had before. Mouths came down on the center of each breast, sucking and licking. The vibrator began to pump in and out as the mouth sucked on my clitoris.




I was losing my mind with all these wild, intense, contrary sensations and emotions!




Sex. My life had become all about sex in the last week. An astonishing turn of events for me! Sex was all around me, morning, noon, and night. Sex was what I was all about. Sex and heat and passion. It was like a new world, so different from my previous boring life.




I was embarrassed and anxious, even fearful. But I'd been that way a number of times over the past week. Like when Ibrahim had watched through the tablet, or when he had shown up! Or the other guy had come in! And always, I'd gotten over it and been overwhelmed with heat.




As long as I could let my mind sink into the fantasy of being a slave girl, a sex slave. Because then, the stuff I did was acceptable. If I was a slave girl, it wasn't anything I had chosen or anything I had agreed to. Slave girls had no power over anything. They were helpless prisoners! Captives to their lewd, perverted masters and mistresses!




And so, all the guilt or shame should be on them and not on me.




But that still didn't make it easy to be standing around naked while unknown people fondled me and they and other unknown people watched video porn that had me as a star!




My face was completely covered under the mask, but not in the videos! How many people were watching them!? How many people were sliding their fingers over my naked body!? And how many were watching someone licking and sucking on my clitoris as they pumped the vibrator up and down!?




My worldview was swirling around wildly. What was I? What should I be doing? What should I want to have happen? This was unbelievably slutty and perverted. Unless, of course, I was a slave. A sex slave!




My words stopped. Maybe the videos had too. But did that mean everyone was now staring at me!? How many were there!?




“We teach slaves through pleasure and through pain,” a strange male voice said.




He was speaking on a loudspeaker, as if there were a crowd of people around me!




“We teach them through passion and hunger, and through fear and domination. They must fear displeasing their master or mistress, and learn to obey instantly.”




Crack!




I gasped, my hips lurching forward as the crop cut across my buttocks!




“Elbows back, slave bitch,” another strange male voice said.




God! God! God




“Arch your back more, slave animal.”




I moaned, heart pounding, then obeyed as fingers rubbed my clitoris.




“Do not move.”




My pulse raced as the vibrator buzzed away, as someone licked me, as I waited for what they were going to do, what order I would be given.




There was a sound, a dull sound that came from what felt like dozens of very thin, lightweight laces smacking down across my chest. Across my breasts! They were all very lightweight. The sting was minimal. But it was multiplied dozens of times!




I gasped and jerked back, or tried to. That's when it became clear the collar was attached to something above me by a chain or rope or something.




A moment later, the crop cut across my buttocks again with a sharp, hot sting that made me cry out in pain.




“You were told not to move, slave animal,” the man said coolly.




This was so sick!




“Resume your position.”




Moaning, I hesitantly arched my back again. The laces cut across my tender breasts, and I flinched back with a gasp at the crackle of stings.




Crack!




I cried out at another stinging blow to my buttocks.




“You were ordered not to move, slave. Resume your position.”




Panting weakly, I obeyed. The rattle of stings didn't hurt as much as the sharp blow to my buttocks, so I braced myself. They landed again, and I gasped but held my position. They landed again, then again, and I shuddered and moaned. They seemed to be swinging from both my left and my right!




The laces landed across my breasts with a prickle of stings that were starting to make my breasts hot and sore.




“Slave,” the voice said again. “Slave animal. Sex slave.”




I gasped and trembled as more blows landed on my breasts, then they stopped, much to my relief.




“See how the slave animal learns obedience,” the voice said.




Someone sucked hungrily at my clitoris.




“We must teach the slave that their masters own them, and that they must obey instantly.”




I gasped as the vibrator was pushed even deeper, the head jamming up achingly against what must be the very back wall of my pussy! I felt fingers fumbling with the base, which seemed to be nested just within the mouth of my sex now, attaching it to the butt plug in my bottom.




And then, the ball gag was removed.




Oh no!




“What are you?” the voice asked tonelessly.




Crack!




The crop cut across my buttocks, and I cried out in pain.




“What are you?”




“I﹘I'm a sex slave, Master!” I cried.




“Tell us what you love.”




Oh no!




There was a thin cutting sound, then something thin and light, though not as thin and light as the individual little laces that had hit my breasts – hit my back, curled around my ribs, and down across my breasts, causing a stinging line of pain followed by a dull ache.




“Tell us what you love, slave bitch.”




“I love black cock!” I moaned, knowing that was what they wanted me to say.

The thin sound appeared again as something flexible and thin hit my back, curled across my hip, and then down my abdomen to snap at my pussy! I screamed and twisted in place.




“Again, slave.”




“I love black cock, Master!”




My clitoris felt swollen and sore!




“What else are you?”




I hesitated. What else was I supposed to say!




The thin line of pain came again, cutting across my back, this time going down over my other hip to curve in towards my pussy. At the same time, another one swished through the air and cut neatly across my breasts!




I cried out in pain, twisting violently against my bonds at the sudden stinging heat from breasts and pussy!




“You are a white slave bitch. Aren't you?”




“Yes! I'm a white slave bitch, Master!” I cried.




This was so dark! So intense! So sick!




“Beg, slave.”




Beg?! Beg for what!?




I heard the swirls again as the thin whips, for that must be what they were, flew through the air and cut across my back and belly, circling my hips in opposite directions to snap at my pussy and wrinkled little back opening.




“Beg, slave bitch.”




They struck again, cutting across my back and breasts!




“Please!” I cried.




“Beg.”




Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!




It twisted and writhed as the thin, light whips snapped and bit at my tender flesh!




“Please fuck me!” I cried.




“Beg, slave.”




Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!




I moaned and cried out, gasping and twisting




“What do you love, slut?”




“I love black cock, Master!” I cried. “Please fill me with black cock! Please fuck me with your black cock!”




I shuddered as someone moved close to me. I felt the vibrator unhooked. Then the device was pulled out of me. A moment later, something warmer and fleshier rubbed up and down against my pussy.




“Push your bottom back slave.”




I obeyed and gasped as the cock found the angle and pushed into me. I was so relieved I mean, on a scale of one to ten, the pain actually hadn't been all that much of much. The touch was like the sting of static electricity when touching a light switch in winter. But it was at my most tender places! And it happened repeatedly!




And besides, I'm not exactly very brave.




I moaned as the big cock pushed up into my body, remembering again that people, strangers, were watching, staring! The cock drove deep, then started to pump. Male hands gripped my hips, and then another big male hand gripped my throat from in front of me.




“Tell us you love black cock, white slave,” he ordered.




“I love black cock!” I gasped as he squeezed my neck.




I felt the vibrator pressing against my clitoris, rubbing, buzzing, and I shuddered. The cock pumping inside me felt incredible! People were watching me! Maybe dozens!




“Again, slut.”




“I love black cock!” I gasped.




Oh my God! I was going to have an orgasm!




They would all know what a slut I was! Not that they could really be in doubt after watching those videos, I suppose.




The orgasm tore through me, and I cried out in a low, strangled, gurgling voice as the man's hips slapped my buttocks hard and fast. And knowing people were watching somehow made it even more intense, even more shocking, wicked, and wild!




After that, they unchained me. But they made me stay in the same position until they ordered me to change it.




“Get down on your knees, slave animal.”




I obeyed, keeping my hands behind my head.




“Get down on all fours like a dog, like a bitch in heat.”




I moaned and obeyed.




“Crawl, you filthy animal.”




I moaned and crawled as someone pulled me along with a chain or leash attached to the front of the collar. I crawled in a kind of circle, and could sense people nearby watching, could hear murmured voices.




“Face down, bottom high, legs spread. Arms out before you.”




I stretched my arms out as my breasts were pressed to the floor, then gasped as someone knelt behind me and thrust himself into me. Again, I was being fucked by a complete stranger! Or... probably? I mean, it could be Ibrahim, but I had no way of knowing!




“Tell everyone that you're a slave animal.”




“I﹘I'm a...as﹘a slave animal, Master!”




I felt myself pulled up and back until my bare back was against someone's chest. I felt a cock against my lips and opened them, then licked at it, taking it into my mouth. My hands came up and squeezed the base, cupping his balls as I licked and sucked frantically. The man behind me was squeezing my breasts as he drove his cock into me with enough force to make my body shudder repeatedly.




“Hands at your sides,” the voice ordered.




I dropped my hands, and the guy before me seized my head, tilted my head back, and drove his cock down my throat. It was really hard to hold my arms at my sides through this! With the guy behind me smacking his hips into my buttocks as he fucked me, and the guy in front of me digging his fingers into my jaw and head as he pumped his cock in my mouth and throat, my body really wanted to do something!




The guy in front of me lay down, and I was pulled forward to straddle him, then sink my pussy down on his cock. The other guy, the one behind me, pulled the butt plug out and slid his cock up into my ass. Then someone else gripped my head and drove his cock into my open mouth!




I was losing myself in a world of sensation, of dark, nasty, wicked sex, of being a slave girl, a sex slave, or hedonism and passion and lust!




I had multiple orgasms as the men roughly used me, as they fingered my clitoris and squeezed my breasts and drove their cocks into me hard and fast! Then my ankles were lifted high, raising me completely off the floor upside down! My feet were pulled wide, and my wrists drawn down and apart and locked in place.




They tortured me with licking, sucking, and a vibrator until I was lost in a feverish passion, then brought those thin straps or laces they'd used on my breasts down between my legs repeatedly! After which two women fucked me while I was upside down. One in my pussy and the other in my butt!




It was a wild, intense, shocking episode in sensory overload, and it was far from over. This was a Friday, so there was no need for me to go to work the next day.




I slept in a cage that night. A cage! It was like a big dog cage and had a furry, padded bottom. It wasn't big enough for me to lie straight, though, so I had to curl up on my side in a kind of fetal position. The evening had been exhausting, and I didn't even know how late it had been. I was sore, emotionally exhausted, and very confused.




I was glad to relax since the sex had been non﹘stop, and even glad to get the hood thing off my face. It felt like it had been on for hours! I didn't get my glasses, though, so I was practically blind anyway as I lay there. I could see the bars of the cage, though, and make out the door—which had a padlock on it.




Locked in.




That was a bit scary. I started having paranoid thoughts, not for the first time, that these people might be thinking this was, you know, real, and not just a kinky sex game. I didn't think I'd even fall asleep, but somehow I did.









    Chapter Eleven




    ——————————




The next morning started with someone coming into the room and unlocking the door. I could only see a blurry shape until they bent over. Even then, it was a little blurry, but it was definitely a black woman. Just not one I knew! She was larger, older, and grumbled as she opened the door, then snapped something in a foreign language and gestured for me to come out.




Blushing furiously, I turned in the cage, brought my front end low, until I was on my forearms, and then crawled slowly out through the door.




Yes, I'd had tons of sexual exposure to strangers yesterday. But I hadn't seen any of them. And in a way, that was almost like they hadn't seen me either. Or at least, it kind of felt like that now.




This woman snapped a leash to the collar and jerked roughly, and I hurriedly crawled after her. They had removed the boots, so my knees were aching as I hurried along hardwood floors and then into a tiled bathroom. It was big! Boy, I would have given a lot to have a bathroom this big and nice.




My embarrassment was about to get worse, though, because she had me do the face down, bottom up thing, which made my breasts feel cold against the tiles, then pushed something into my butt I quickly recognized as an enema hose! I blushed hotly as this strange woman made me empty the contents in the toilet, then gave me another one before putting a big butt plug into me!




Then she washed my pussy on a bidet, then washed the rest of me like I was a dog, with me on all fours while she brusquely soaped me up and shampooed my hair. I was too embarrassed to say a word!




She dried me off, then did my hair in a weird style that I couldn't even see since there was no mirror. It felt like she was bunching it up in places on the top of my head. It was only afterward that I saw that what she'd done was to kind of make pointy shapes like animal ears on either side of my head.




Then I realized that this went with them often calling me an animal or suggesting a slave was an animal. And that idea was reinforced when she replaced the butt plug with another one that had a foot﹘long furry tail dangling from it.




I marveled at how kinky and perverted these people were, even as she snapped the leash to my collar and led me up the hall. Crawling, of course. There were two black men and two black women at the kitchen table. And I didn't know any of them!




My face heated again as, with gestures, I was directed to sit on my heels like usual, spread my legs, and put my hands behind my head. It felt really wild and weird and dark and embarrassing to be flaunting myself, posing naked for complete strangers! Yes, I know I had done it before! But either that was with someone I knew there, or I was blind and could see whoever was around anyway!




Now there were four adults – by which I mean all of them ten or more years older than me, all of them black, and all speaking some African language as they ate and examined me!




I could feel the flush in my face spreading down as they talked to each other, obviously about me. God, this was insane! I was so self﹘conscious and embarrassed! Where was Zahra anyway!? Or at least Ibrahim!?




One thing that was familiar, though. One of the men picked up a riding crop and reached out with it, letting the flat tip rub my nipples. I pulled my elbows back more just in case that was a warning.




I wanted to ask what was going on, but I was kind of intimidated given the circumstances.




I waited for a signal that I was supposed to beg, or for someone to toss some food on the floor, but nothing happened. They finished eating, then one of the men picked up the leash and tugged me after them. My stomach was starting to rumble a little as I crawled into the large living room.




They all sat down, and the man holding the leash pulled me up and said something stern to me, then pointed at his crotch. I gulped and then hesitantly reached for it, unzipping him, then reaching in and pulling out his cock. This was apparently what he'd ordered, for as I slid my lips down around it, he laughed to the others as he said something, then roughly fondled one of my breasts.




So, naked, I bobbed up and down on his cock, taking it deep into my throat as the others watched and they all talked. When he had come, he handed the leash to the woman next to him, and she dragged me up between her legs as she slumped down and pulled her short skirt up.




I started to lick her pussy, again gripped by the sense of disbelief and unreality. It was like I was really a sex slave! That turned me on, despite the anxiety and uncertainties. The drama queen in me really got excited at that, and my breasts, which often mashed against the rough fabric of the sofa as I moved, throbbed, the nipple stinging.




I made her come, then started in on the next guy, sucking and licking his cock as the others looked on and talked to each other. He pulled me up higher, though, using the collar to drag me up so that I crawled up and straddled him. I sank down on his cock and started to ride him, marveling once again that I didn't know a single thing about him! He was a total stranger! They all were!




What were they saying about me? Were they commenting on what a slut I was?! I had my hands free, which made it easier to ride up and down on the man's cock, which added to my heat. He raised his knees, putting his feet on the edge of a coffee table, then put his hand around my throat and squeezed as he pushed me back against his knees.




He thrust up into me as he squeezed my throat, his other hand dropping between my legs and rubbing my clitoris. I didn't try to stop him, even as his hand tightened more and more. I was having difficulty breathing, my head throbbing, my chest starting to burn as he thrust that cock up into me and rubbed me skillfully, but the heat and notion of being a sex slave prevented me from doing anything with my hands at all.




He tightened his grip to the point I couldn't breathe at all, but I still did nothing as he thrust his cock into me hard and fast. When the orgasm hit, I screamed silently, my body arching and twisting and jerking as she laughed at me. He let go, and I sucked in air only to cry it out again repeatedly.




I had to lick the other woman to orgasm, next, then the original woman came and got me, and I crawled down the hall and into the kitchen, where a bowl of cereal and milk had been placed on the floor. I knew not to use my hands as I lowered myself and began to eat.




Where was Zahra!? Who were these people!?




After eating my cereal, I was taken to the bathroom, and the woman brushed my teeth. Then I was taken downstairs in an elevator to a kind of salon room. What a house this was! It was some kind of rich man's house, like a mansion!




She had me sit in a salon﹘type chair, locked my wrists together behind me, and then undid my hair. Another woman came in, also black. The chair was tipped back, and the woman pressed her fingers against my eyelids and put in what I first thought was a contact lens. It was, but not the kind to improve your vision. It was very, very dark. She did the same to my other eye and then started working on my hair.




After a while, I realized they were dyeing it! It didn't take a lot of guesses about what color they were dyeing it, either!




Oh, well. So, I'd be a blonde for a little while.




She put foil and stuff in my hair, then the chair was tilted back more.




There were metal legs like on a gynecologist's chair, and my feet were lifted up and apart. I felt something pressing against my pussy, and raised my head to see one of them working a dilator or vibrator up inside me.




This was so strange and weird! Not to mention embarrassing!




I grunted as it stretched me wider and wider and pushed deeper and deeper. I wasn't very surprised when I started to vibrate either.




I heard a machine, and then felt little stings around my pussy, hot little burning stings that caused me to jerk my legs against the metal frame. That was when I realized my legs were locked in place.




When I raised my head to look, I saw little flickers of light blinking, and after a few seconds, I realized they were doing laser hair removal! I settled back, blinking my eyes against the dark contacts – whose purpose was now explained.




Well, I supposed, it would be handy to get the hair down there removed. It would save me decades of shaving. It reminded me again, though, of what being a sex slave would be like. No option. Doing what you were told! Other people 'owning' your body!




None of this was fun, I should add, and it was very time﹘consuming. The two women took lasers to my legs all the way down, working on both at the same time. Every now and then, though, one or the other would reach up and rub my swollen clitoris, sending a fresh flood of heat up through my body.




It all took hours, during which I remained in a strange existence, with simmering heat and dark passion surrounding my mind even as flickering little burning sensations rose from my body. When she finally was finished, she removed the dark contacts, let me up, and made me kneel. Then she pulled her skirt up, and I started to lick her pussy.




I didn't know her name either, but I had become less self﹘conscious in the hours I had spent with them naked. Not because it wasn't outrageous but just because I got used to it.




I was neither surprised nor offended nor indignant that she expected me to lick her pussy. I took it as a given that this was what I was required to do and did it. Slave girls did what they were told, after all, or were punished.




The vibrator remained inside me, held in place by some connection with the butt plug. I crawled out of there with it still throbbing inside me. I had spent hours without being gagged, but I had not said a word, not to protest or to ask questions. The strangers I saw made it very obvious what my role was, and I felt more comfortable in that role because then being a naked slut was... well, normal.




I was led into another room where there was an odd﹘looking frame. I pressed against the side and bent myself over a low, padded bar that supported my hips. My knees were spread apart and strapped in place. Another padded bar supported my chest, but there were two round holes for my breasts to dangle through.




Then a leather﹘padded wall came down across my neck. It had a cutout so that it didn't actually touch my neck, but it was a couple of feet high and wide, blocking me off from my body. My hair had been done in a braid, and that was pulled up and back and attached to the frames somewhere above me.




Earbuds were placed into my ears, and I listened to myself say I was a sex slave, I was a white whore, I was a slave bitch, a white slave animal, that my body belonged to my master or mistress, that I loved black cocks. My voice repeated often, and alongside it were cries of pleasure – mine!




In front of me was a large TV, and I stared as it showed images of me from yesterday, from when I'd been hooded, blinded. It was like experiencing it all over again as I watched, wide﹘eyed, red faced, to see all the people who had been around as I had posed, flaunted my body, and then had sex with multiple people!




A man came up behind me and pulled the vibrator out, then thrust his cock in and started to fuck me hard and fast as I watched myself on the screen writhing in pleasure with three cocks inside me!




I came violently!




Repeatedly.




More men used my body, their hands roughly squeezing, kneading, and slapping at my breasts as I stared at the video of myself, more turned on than I would have believed possible as I watched myself be whipped and flogged!




While dozens of people looked on!




The whips and flogs were clearly not intended to cause any damage because there were no marks on my body that I could see, but even so, the sight of myself being 'tortured' was incredibly, mind﹘blowingly hot!




I spent the entire weekend naked and being used and abused. No one ever spoke English to me, but they made it clear what they required. The only English words were the ones I was speaking in my ears. Two and a half full days of being an naked sex slave did strange things to my mind.




But they didn't cause me to become bored with the idea. Far from it! I acted as Zahra's sex slave when I got home. It only seemed natural. What felt unnatural was putting clothes on and going to work the next day. It felt weird, actually.




She had bought me some clothing which was a lot less modest, and I was both eager and reluctant to wear it in public. I got a lot of compliments at work, and men looked at me a lot more and hit on me a lot more on the way to and from work. That was strange too, because I had to say no, and that seemed odd.




I swear, if one of them had just ordered me to suck their cock I might have had a problem bringing myself to refuse!




Zahra and Ibrahim brought friends over every evening to make use of my body. I posed and positioned myself for them, masturbated for them, and did generally whatever sexual act they told me to.




The next weekend, I had my eyes lasered. Or rather, they had it done. I didn't have to do much of anything, including pay for it. I spent that weekend, along weekend, naked, as well, at the home of those rich black people who used me and sometimes tormented me in a variety of shocking, wicked ways that almost always resulted in multiple orgasms.




I was whipped and flogged again, hung from my wrists, then from my ankles, then from both. I was caged, I crawled, and I had sex with multiple men at once. I was starting to lose myself to the dark, thrilling idea of being a sex slave.




It was certainly easier than what I had been doing. I didn't have any decisions to make and got multiple orgasms every day.




They made a bunch more videos of me, and I got to watch some of them, as well as some Zahra had made during the week. What a slut I am! I frequently marveled while watching.




It was a few weeks before I found out they had started an online sex site for me and put the videos as well as a lot of pictures up. That was when I had to pay my half of the rent and went online to discover my bank account had a lot more money than it should have had.




Zahra and Ibrahim took me to a strip club where they had an amateur night, and I had to strip in front of a whole room full of people! That was intimidating, but not nearly as much as it would have been a month or so earlier. And it made me hot to see so many men staring at me.




I did lap dances afterward, and that made a bunch more money.




I took three weeks' vacation from work and was a sex slave at the mansion the entire time. Afterwards, well, with the money from stripping and the website, it only made sense to quit my job and have sex and do videos and strip full time.




I made WAY more money and was having a wildly exciting time as well! I could think about some boring office job when I was older. Being a sex slave was too intense and too thrilling to want it broken up by going to a place that made me wear clothes.




I was young, hot, and blonde. And I was going to enjoy having my body used often while getting paid for it!




END




    ——————————






Have complaints, suggestions, or questions?




writeargus@gmail.com
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus




    *




Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)




Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him “Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.




Out of Uniform




Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plain clothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive!




Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)




Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a “reprimand", then is schooled in submission!




The Nerd Girls




Paige is a tall, athletic pre﹘law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!




Summer's Black Submission




Getting a part﹘time job as a lifeguard was a boon to Summer while she attended college. The job, though, was in a private house with a huge pool often visited by scads of friends of the wealthy owner's family. It didn't bother her that everyone was black while she was blonde. When the owner's handsome son Trevor started flirting with her she flirted right back. Somehow, though, in the freedom which came from her being away from everyone she knew and all the rules which bound her, a summer affair became something much wilder and kinkier. His friend Jamal joined Trevor, and both playfully insisted she was theirs, as an employee, their possession, their blonde sex toy! And so Summer breathlessly allowed herself to be tied up, and to be treated as if she were owned! Then other friends joined in, and the dark heat became scalding as she found herself living a thrilling sexual fantasy of submission and obedience which was becoming more real by the day!




The Temporary Harem Girl




It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought it'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the darker eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.




Owned by Mister Trask




When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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