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The semester was ending, and summer was
approaching – along with exams, of course. The latter occupied most
of my time, but for the former – I was looking for work. I was
harassed, tired, and spending late nights studying. I applied,
almost routinely, for almost anything that looked somewhat
interesting and promised decent pay.

I wasn't surprised to get an email asking me
to fill out an online questionnaire about a job I had applied for –
even though I could hardly remember what the job was even about by
that point. But I did it, answered what seemed like a sort of
personality test, then got back to studying Business
Accounting.

I was taking Business Administration, and
there was a surprising amount of math in it, even in first
year.

A week later I got an invitation to a job
interview. That surprised me, and I had to go back through my notes
and figure out what I'd even applied for. It turned out the job was
as an assistant to a business manager at a consulting firm. Which
told me almost nothing, really. The pay rate seemed promising,
though. In fact, too promising.

I worried over whether or not they realized I
only had one year under my belt, and very little experience. That
sort of pay seemed to indicate they wanted someone with a lot more
to offer than me. Still, I decided to brazen it out. I'm not shy,
and I don't mind promoting myself if I can get something I
want.

I put on my most professional business
outfit, did my hair carefully, and even donned the glasses I
sometimes wore when I wanted to leave the right impression. I don't
actually wear glasses, you understand. These have plain glass. They
have very thin gold frames, and make me look less like a well...
like a cocktail waitress.

Which is the last thing on my actual resume.
I mean, you don't get super sophisticated jobs right out of high
school unless you have connections, and I didn't. And it's not like
there was a whole lot of good jobs available here in Charleston.
It's just not a very big city.

I headed to the job interview without an
awful lot of optimism. Like I said, for the money they were
offering they could afford better than me. I was under no illusions
that one year at college made me terribly employable.

Charleston doesn't have an lot of tall
buildings, so I wasn't surprised to find the interview in a small,
three-story place downtown. It looked fairly fancy, though. It was
in a very old building which had clearly seen some major
renovations, and it was all very upscale.

I sat in a small waiting room in front of a
receptionist for ten minutes, and then got up when she indicated I
should, went to the door and knocked before entering.

“Come in,” a man said. “You're Kristen?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“I'm Jordan Banks. Have a seat.”

It was the kind of office you'd expect a
successful lawyer to occupy. One whole wall was full of built-in
bookshelves. There was a big desk in front of a pair of windows,
and then off to the side were several stylish fabric-covered chairs
around a low table.

Banks himself was a middle-aged Black man. He
was short and slender, and wore what looked like a very expensive
suit.

He didn't sit back behind the big desk but
came around in front and sort of propped himself on it as he looked
down at me.

“Do you know what we do here, Kristen?” he
asked.

I was only slightly irked at him using my
first name. Older men seemed to do that, and anyway, I wasn't about
to protest.

“Well, only what I was able to find on the
internet,” I said. “And what I could figure out from the materials
you sent me. You make business arrangements for wealthy
clients.”

“Correct insofar as it goes. We aren't
lawyers nor accountants, but when our clients need a lawyer or an
accountant, we have excellent contacts for the best. The same goes
for public relations people, doctors, and, if they're needed,
plumbers and electricians. Our clients are wealthy. Wealthy people
prefer to let others take care of boring, routine or unpleasant
matters for them.”

I nodded my understanding.

“We'll take care of their investments,
selling and buying real estate, and even arranging for the pool man
to come over. Whatever they need done, we'll do it or find someone
to do it.”

“I understand,” I said.

“We have a client you probably know of. He's
a basketball player with the Charlotte Hornets. You follow
basketball, I'm sure.”

“Uhm, well, yes sir,” I said, a bit surprised
at his confidence.

He smiled. “I figured you did. You probably
played it in high school. I'm surprised you didn't try for the team
at college.”

“I wanted to make sure I got my first year
under my belt. I plan to try in the fall,” I said.

I should point out I'm tall for a girl, at
five feet eleven. That was no doubt why he was sure I liked
basketball.

“Very wise of you. First things first, right?
In any event, Michael Roberts is our client. As you know he was
born here in Charleston and has a house on the coast. We take care
of all sorts of things for him so he doesn't have to. And one of
the things he needs right now is a personal assistant to take care
of a number of housekeeping matters.”

“Uhm... housekeeping matters?”

“Now that the season has ended for the
Hornets he's back home and has time for other matters, for the
kinds of things he doesn't worry about during the season. He needs
a person to sort of act as our liaison between us and him, so I
don't have to go out there every day so he can show me things and
deal with... him.”

He made a slight face. “You see, Mister
Roberts is what you might call a very aggressive man, a very
hard-charging, A-type personality. He doesn't have a lot of
patience, and he's not always pleasant to deal with.”

I was starting to feel alarmed at that!

“But that's for men,” he said with a
disarming smile. “It's a kind of male thing, a rivalry thing, a
dominance thing. You understand? He's gotta prove to every man he's
tougher, stronger and faster. And it doesn't apply to women.”

“Uhm, okay,” I said uncertainly.

“Anyway, as a young woman, especially one
with knowledge of basketball, you should be ideal.”

“What... would I be doing, Mister Banks?”

“Just about whatever Mister Roberts tells you
to do, honey,” he said with a smile. “Mister Roberts does not keep
a staff because he likes his privacy. Everything that's done there
is done through agencies; cleaning, gardening, maintenance, pool,
you name it. You'll see to dealing with them all, as well as the
construction people that come by for the upcoming renovations.”

“Well... I uhm, suppose that doesn't sound
too difficult,” I said.

“It's well within your ability, I'm sure.
Most of what he wants is routine chores. Wash the cars for example
– oh, that doesn't mean you wash them personally. But you can drive
them to the car wash for him, and drive to the laundromat for his
things, or go grocery shopping or deal with whatever else needs
doing.”

“Uhm, that sounds like I'd be working at his
house?” I asked.

“It's a large house and a large estate.”

“On the coast?”

“Just up a little from here. It's about a
forty-minute drive.”

“Uhm, well the things is – .”

“That you have no car,” he said. “Not a
problem. One will be provided to you.”

I blinked in surprise.

“It's still quite a drive every day.”

“Oh no, my dear. You'd be staying there.”

I stared at him in surprise.

“There's a cottage – well, it's called a
cottage but it's a comfortable house on the estate. You can stay
there.”

“Uhm, oh gee. I don't know,” I said.

“Free. It comes with the job.”

My mind raced through how much I'd save not
having to pay for a place in the summer and added that to the
comfortable salary.

“Why don't I drive you out there and you can
see it and meet Mister Roberts and see if the two of you get
along?” he said.

I couldn't turn that down, so we went
downstairs, and I got into the first BMW of my life as he drove me
out of town.

I should probably point out that I don't have
a home. My mother died when I was young, and my father is a raging
alcoholic. I left home at sixteen and stayed with friends until
college. Right then I was staying in a dorm room. So this job
coming with a free house, even if it was pretty spartan, would be
amazing!

Like I said, it's not a big city, and we were
soon headed across the bridge to the west of the city and down
towards the coast. It was nice country, and an easy drive, and
since Mr. Banks didn't keep to the speed limit very much we made
good time.

Soon we were driving down quiet streets with
big houses. The ones on the side facing the ocean were bigger, of
course, but they were all a lot better than I could afford. We
zipped past them and then there were no houses for a while, just
brush and trees until we came to a gate.

The gate was tall black metal spikes set in
the middle of a whole lot of greenery. You could honestly not see a
thing past it all. Banks pressed a button on a remote control on
his visor and the gate slid aside, allowing him to drive
through.

He made a sharp left turn almost immediately,
then another right. Only past that did you see the big house ahead,
across more greenery, and what looked like a huge pond with high
rocks along the far side. When I say huge I mean over sixty feet
wide. The rocks were about twenty feet high and water was pouring
down them. It was a really pretty scene.

Past that was the house. It was very modern
for this part of the country, sleek, with huge tinted windows
looking out onto the pond and waterfall and all the well-pruned and
manicured bushes and trees around it. We pulled up in front of it
and got out, and I felt a sudden sense of heat and humidity as I
got out of the air-conditioned car.

South Carolina in summer is... well, not
something you want to be wearing a business outfit in! Especially
not today! It was a hot, humid day, and I was quickly panting just
walking across to the big double doors.

He stopped outside and rang the bell, then
waited, turning to smile up at me. It took a while. He rang again,
and I wondered if Roberts was even here.

“Maybe he's not home,” I ventured.

He shook his head and headed down along the
house.

“He's probably out back,” he said.

I followed hesitantly, and we walked around
the big house, then down a path that led out towards the rear,
which faced the ocean. The house was on a rise, with some big rocks
along the edge of the greenery there, and a narrow path leading
through them and down onto the beach.

“There he is,” Banks said softly, almost as
if he was talking to himself.

We looked out and saw a man coming in from
the ocean along the sand. Banks headed for the opening in the rocks
and I followed

“Good afternoon, Mister Roberts,” he
called.

Roberts didn't answer, and I felt my anxiety
rise.

Like Banks had suspected I did follow
basketball, and the Hornets were the closest team to us so I
followed it pretty well. Michael Roberts was not noted as a genial,
friendly guy. He was, as Banks said, aggressive to a fault. He
often got a ton of penalties, and suspensions weren't rare. He was
nicknamed 'the wall' because he was so solid on defense.

Some basketball players have a kind of lanky
frame, as tall as they are. Roberts was more compact – if you could
call a man six feet eight compact. He had broad shoulders and a
broad, powerful chest. Which was easily visible because he wasn't
wearing anything but a swimsuit.

He had long dark hair, done in dreadlocks,
but pulled back tightly into a kind of thick tail, and a short,
tightly trimmed beard and mustache. He had a broad nose, a high
forehead, and very dark skin which glistened wetly with water. He
had extremely well-defined muscles along his chest, and the best
washboard abs I'd ever seen. They looked like you could punch him
in the belly and hurt your knuckles!

But he did not exactly have a friendly look
on his face.

“Banks,” he said. “What you got for me?”

“Michael,” Banks said jovially. “This is
Kristen. She's a student at the College of Charleston, and I'm
considering having her take care of your routine business matters
this summer.”

Roberts walked right up to me, towering over
me the way few men can, and actually kind of getting in my personal
space as I cocked my head back a bit nervously.

“You play basketball?” he asked.

“I – .”

“She was on her high school team all the way
through, and a high scoring center,” Banks said. “But she's decided
to give it a pass for her first year at college and apply this
fall.”

I felt a bit confused at that. How had Banks
known? I hadn't told him. He must have checked me out!

Startling me, Roberts reached out and slid
his truly enormous hands around my arms, squeezing before letting
go.

“You need to work out, white girl,” he said.
“Those arms need more muscle.”

“Uhm I uhm... plan to... Mister Roberts,” I
gulped.

“I'll see that you do,” he said. “Let's go
inside before you melt.”

I followed him gratefully across the back
lawn and then onto the patio and into the house – which was
mercifully air-conditioned.

I have to admit to surprise. I had imagined
it would all be garishly decorated with lots of bright, gaudy
things, much like Donald Trump's gold toilets. Instead it was
restrained, even staid, with thick, comfortable looking sofas in
dark browns, tasteful paintings and even a grand piano.

I reminded myself that Roberts had been in
the NBA over a decade, and had a degree in Chemistry. He wasn't a
dummy, and he wasn't 'fresh from da hood'. Even if he was a jock –
with all that came with it.

“Did Banks tell you I'm not a very nice guy?”
Roberts asked.

“Uhm, no, sir!” I said.

Not in so many words...

“I know what I want done, white girl, and
when I want it done I want it done without arguments. That's been a
problem between me and Mister Banks in the past.”

“I only have your interests at heart,
Michael!” Banks exclaimed.

“Yeah. Me too. And I get to make the
decisions.”

He turned and glowered at me. “You have
problems taking orders, white girl?”

“No, sir,” I said.

That was the third time he'd addressed me as
'white girl' and I wondered if that was a problem for him.

To be absolutely honest it was a bit of a
problem for me. I mean, I was born and raised in South Carolina,
okay? We might not be the 'old south' anymore but old attitudes die
hard. And I wasn't so much feeling an emotional issue because of
some old South attitude as because he had a reputation for
aggressiveness and even violence.

And violent black men not being exactly
uncommon, I think I, along with almost everyone else, was a little
wary around a man his size.

“Stand on your right foot,” he said.

“What?” I stared at him, startled.

“Stand on your right foot,” he ordered.

I stared at him, then at Banks, who seemed
equally nonplussed, and then hesitantly raised my left foot.

He came over to me and looked down at me,
scowling.

“Girl, you need to improve your balance if
you want to make a college basketball team,” he said.

Okay, so I was wobbling a bit.

“And you also need to do what I tell you when
I tell you without arguing and asking questions – like this guy has
never been able to.”

He stuck his thumb back towards Banks.

“Yes, sir,” I gulped.

“I'm sure she'll be – .”

“Get lost, Banks.”

“Yes, sir. I'll do that,” Banks said, heading
for the door.

“Uh...”

“You got a drivers license?” Roberts
asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you don't gotta worry that your ride is
leaving.”

I remembered that Banks had said I'd have the
use of a car.

“Does that mean I'm uhm, hired?”

“Unless you piss me off, yeah.”

“I'm not finished exams yet, Sir,” I
said.

“You got one today?”

I shook my head.

“Fine. Come on, then. I'll show you where
you'll be staying.”

He led me back to the door, then halted.

“Leave your jacket.”

I shrugged it off and draped it across a
chair, then followed him out into the heat and humidity.

“Nothing like the smell of the ocean to
remind you where you come from,” he said.

We walked along the rear of the house, then
out to the side a bit, the path curving upward along a rising hill,
then through some trees to a small bungalow. It looked like it
would have a nice view of the ocean!

He opened the door and we walked into a
comfortable looking place that was fully furnished. He showed me
the kitchen, then down the hall to the bedroom.

“There's only one,” he said. “I never hired
no one with kids and didn't intend to. It had two bedrooms but they
got combined in a reno.”

It was a nice sized bedroom, with a big,
king-sized bed. It also had a big screen TV on the wall.

“Wow!” I said. “This is nice!”

He turned to look at me and I felt an odd
little squirmy sensation. I mean, I was alone in a bedroom with
this great big black man who was mostly naked! That it was Michael
Roberts, known as an aggressive and often angry man only made that
more anxious.

Not that I thought he was going to attack me
or anything!

But still...

“Get yourself a pair of shorts and a tank
top, white girl. Nothing fancy around here. It only gets hotter as
the summer wears on.”

“I was born here,” I said.

He led the way back towards the house, then
around front to the garage. We went through a side door and I
looked around with interest. It was certainly the nicest garage I'd
ever seen. Everything was so clean! And instead of a concrete floor
this one was tiled.

There was a shiny black pickup, a shiny black
SUV, a shiny black Mercedes sedan, and a shiny black Porsche in the
garage.

“I guess you like black,” I said without
thinking.

He turned to me with an odd expression, then
a bit of a smile as I blushed a little.

“Black is beautiful, baby. You never heard
that?”

“I never heard it about cars before,” I
said.

“Every other day you drive one of these to
Mazilla Auto-body and let them clean it. It's on the car's nav
system.”

I nodded.

“When I send you for errands take the GLS,”
he said, pointing at the Mercedes SUV.

I nodded.

“You a good driver?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“You better be. That's a hundred thousand
dollar car. You bang it up I'll bang you up.”

“Uhm, I'll try,” I said anxiously.

“Do better than trying.”

“Maybe I should take the pickup,” I
added.

“The pickup is over a hundred grand. The
sedan is a hundred forty,” he said. “I don't have any cheap shit
here, white girl. My mom had a big ole strap she'd apply to my ass
if I damaged her property. I still got it somewhere.
Understand?”

“Er... uhm, yes sir,” I gulped.

Not that I thought he was serious, of course!
I mean, he couldn't be!
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Mister Roberts was not exactly a super
friendly guy. When he wanted something he sent me a text. And he
was always blunt about what he wanted done. Nor did he waste much
effort saying 'please' and 'thank you'.

One of my jobs was to manage the work of the
people who maintained the place. That included doing a walk around
every day to check on whether the grass or flowers or bushes or
trees needed anything done which hadn't been done.

It also included testing the water at the
'pond' which was actually just a natural looking swimming pool.
Though why he bothered when he had the ocean I didn't know and
wasn't gonna ask. Anyway, there were a couple of tests I did for
the water, including temperature, then I recorded them on a
tablet.

Mister Roberts was not a very trusting guy,
apparently. He wanted me checking on the people hired, and then he
wanted to check on me too.

He was often away somewhere, which was fine
with me. I had the place to myself and could sort of pretend I
lived there. It was a gorgeous house with a view of the ocean and
beautifully maintained grounds.

Mister Roberts insisted on that!

And he insisted on other things too. In fact,
whatever he wanted, he insisted on. Whatever he even thought was a
good idea, he insisted on!

Which included me exercising more. Now I
couldn't really complain given anyone remotely interested in
playing basketball would give almost anything to have a player like
Roberts helping her out. But he was not exactly polite or gentle,
in language or in deed.

I found that out when he came home
unexpectedly and I happened to be in the gym exercising. It was, as
you can imagine, a hell of a gym, filled with the most expensive of
equipment. I was doing yoga when he came in, and he shook his head
in disgust

“That ain't exercise, white girl. You want to
get on a college team you got to beat black girls, and black girls
are strong. Get your little butt off that floor.”

Well, what was I supposed to do but
obey!?

He grabbed my arm and led me over to one of
the machines – which I had mostly given up on figuring out how to
work. This one had a kind of bench you sat on, well, straddled, and
then these padded bars up and out to the sides. He had me slide my
arms up and out to the sides, into the straps of the bars.

“You gotta work those arms, white girl. You
gotta work your biceps. You have to strengthen your hands.”

Then he poked his big finger into my bare
belly and I gasped.

“Soft. Weak! You need to toughen up!”

I was wearing a pair of gray yoga pants and a
loose tank top. And he put his whole hand on my belly and
abdomen.

“Definitely need more crunches,” he said.

I gulped, feeling his big, hard hand on my
soft stomach, and with him hovering over me like a giant.

He looked me up and down.

“You got big boobs, white girl,” he said.

I flushed, glaring at him.

“Don't get me wrong. I love big boobs. But
they ain't much help shooting baskets.”

“I do fine shooting baskets!” I said,
glaring.

They did actually get in my way a little. I
usually wore a sports bra too small for me to squeeze them in
tighter. I wasn't going to tell him that, though!

“Move your arms. Pump. Pump! Pull those bars
in, and then jerk them back.”

“I can hardly move it!”

He fiddled with the machine and it got
easier.

“Work them biceps. Work them pecs.”

From there, panting, my arms already sore, he
dragged me over to another machine. This one had a long bench and I
lay on it, and then kind of arched back across the end to grab a
bar. It was a... uncomfortable position in more ways than one.

I mean, I'm not a small-breasted girl to
begin with. Laying there in a tank top arched back across something
with my arms back and straining to pull up only accentuated that
particular part of my anatomy to anyone watching. And he was
watching.

And he'd said he loved big breasts, hadn't
he!?

This was a variation of an exercise I knew I
should be doing. He wasn't making it up, and I couldn't really
protest. But it was absolutely impossible to ignore that this big,
scary black guy was hovering over me, watching me, watching my
body, while I arched back across the bench, pulling the bar – which
was about a foot below me, up and forward, then down and back.

Every time I did it I could feel my breasts
straining against the tank top.

“Bear down on your abs, Blondie,” he
said.

I felt his fingers pressing into my abdomen
and gulped, but squeezed down as I lifted the bar up.

Again, I knew full well this was what I ought
to do. I'd had exercises with the coach in high school and she'd
done much the same. But it was way different with a guy doing it,
especially a big, powerful, scary guy, especially a big powerful
scary black guy I was all alone with!

“Now you're working your abs and pectoralis
major,” he said.

I was grateful for his interest. Don't get me
wrong. But it was also bound up in a whirling emotional uncertainty
and anxiety about the whole man-woman thing.

He didn't do or say anything inappropriate,
but I felt a very strong sense of sexual tension, even when he
began to do his own exercises, and only occasionally paid attention
to me to shift me from one thing to another.

It was not possible to ignore it, and my mind
flittered and swirled with a lot of strange, and even wicked
thoughts. I mean, what would sex with a guy like Roberts be like,
anyway? Yikes! He was not only so big and powerfully built but so –
so scary and aggressive! Plus he was way older than I was, into his
thirties now.

And he loved big breasts!

I chided myself over the words. They were
meaningless. All guys liked big breasts, especially ones like mine.
I don't want to brag or anything, but the few guys I've slept with
who have seen them have gone ga-ga over them. My breasts are full
and round, and almost perky, with slightly upturned nipples.

The perky wasn't going to last, obviously.
Not with their size. But right now I had youth going for me, and
the fact my body was, despite his disrespect, in pretty good
shape.

But he had an incredible body! Which I got
another look at as he pulled off his shirt to exercise without it.
And he really worked his body, too! His black skin was soon
glistening with sweat! Though I tried not to look – much.

I could see where someone who put as much
effort into maintaining himself as he did would look down on a mere
human like me.

“Move those arms, Blondie. There's no charity
for white girls at college.”

I grumbled.

“My arms are ready to fall off!” I
complained.

“Ha! Because you're weak!”

“No, I'm a girl!”

“You're a lazy girl.”

He came over to me and I stood up
nervously.

“I don't have the kind of money to buy
equipment like this,” I said. “or even a gym membership!”

“You don't need equipment like this.
C'mere.”

He pulled me over to the wall.

“Stand about two feet back. Now lean
forward.”

“Uh.”

“Hands on the wall, like you're gonna be
frisked.”

Yikes!

I did as he ordered, which, incidentally,
pushed my butt out in the tight gray yoga pants.

“Now lean closer, until your forehead is
pressed to the wall. Now push back again. Now forward. Now
back.”

This was hard on the arms! But my mind was
filled with wondering if he was staring at my butt! I couldn't turn
around and look, though! I didn't dare!

“More. Faster. It's easy.”

“Easy for you to say!” I gasped.

He slapped my butt!

I yelped and jerked forward, but he was
already leaning forward against the wall, pushing himself smoothly
and easily and quickly in and out, in and out, in and out, the
muscles in his powerful arms bulging hugely.

“Women don't have as much upper body strength
as men,” I said, glowering at him.

“Then you gotta make sure what you got is
toned to perfection,” he said, not the least bit winded as he
continued to lean in and push back.

“My arms are too tired to work more. They'll
be aching tomorrow.”

“That's just a sign that you've been lazy.
I'll show you what exercises you can do tomorrow with sore
muscles.”

I bit my lower lip.

“Now hit the shower.”

I turned and headed out of the room.

“Shower in there, babe,” he said,
pointing.

I gulped.

“I didn't bring any other clothes from my
cabin,” I said.

He snorted. “Well, we can't have you
wandering around naked. What would the neighbors think.”

I flushed a little and left.

The neighbors couldn't possibly see through
all the greenery, and we both knew it.

I bet you'd be pretty happy to have me
walking around naked, Mister Roberts, I thought.

I went back outside and then to my cabin. I
stripped off and went into the bathroom, where I looked at myself
in the mirror, and thought of how Mister Roberts would love to see
me like this.

I cupped my breasts and squeezed them a
little, the nipples already hard, and imagined him squeezing them,
him going ga-ga over them like the other guys I'd shown them to.
What would a big, aggressive, older man like him be like in
bed?!

I stepped into the shower and turned on the
water, soaking myself, then turned it off and soaped up. My arms
were tired, but not so tired that when my fingers stroked across my
sex I resisted the rush of heat and sexual energy which swept
through my lower belly.

I spread my legs and rubbed harder, leaning
back against the wall, moaning softly as my other hand kneaded and
caressed my breasts. I couldn't not imagine him and me, wondering,
thinking, fantasizing.

See, I had had fantasies about Black guys
before. Maybe they were kind of racist, in a way. I mean, I had
never considered dating a Black guy in real life. Too much
potential trouble. Plus I had always resisted and kind of resented
that cliché about Black guys wanting to have sex with blonde girls.
I didn't consider myself some trophy for some black guy to hang on
the wall or show off to his friends.

Of course, Roberts wasn't one of the Black
guys I'd known in high school or college. He was a Black MAN, and a
very rich and successful one. He didn't need a blonde to show off
as his trophy chick. That didn't mean he wouldn't like one, of
course!

And in my mind I was in the shower right next
to him back at the gym, and then he walked in on me, naked,
pressing his body against me, roughly manhandling me – taking
me!

Oh wow, that was a hot fantasy! My body was
gripped by a powerful sense of sexual hunger and heat. I moaned and
rubbed harder and faster, closing my eyes, the heat swelling inside
me until it exploded!

My hips bucked frantically, my buttocks
slapping against the tiles behind me as the orgasm swept through my
system!

*

Don't get me wrong. Just because I had some
sexual fantasies about someone didn't mean I actually wanted to
have sex with them. I had all kinds of sexual fantasies, after all,
and in all likelihood almost none would ever be brought to life.
Most sexual fantasies simply weren't realistic or workable in real
life.

Sex with Roberts would be scary, probably
rough, probably painful, and it would end with me feeling like some
kind of cheap groupie, a cheap whore who had given herself to an
NBA player. That just wasn't me. He'd think I was a slut, too. And
it was important to me that people thought of me with respect.

Not that Roberts seemed to think of anyone
else with respect. Certainly his caustic comments on other NBA
players weren't very polite.

My muscles were so sore the next day I told
him I couldn't exercise.

He snorted in disdain.

“Girl, you think you get to just not work
because of sore muscles? College ball ain't like high school
ball.”

“But I – .”

“Get your blonde ass over here.”

He grabbed my arm again and half dragged me
across the room and then through the door which led to the
bathroom, shower, sauna and hot tub. It also had a kind of massage
table, and he simply lifted me up by grabbing my biceps and
dropping me on it. Then he turned and got some oil and put it into
the microwave.

“Uhm... wh-what are you gonna do?” I asked
anxiously.

“Massage your arms.”

“Oh, that's okay!” I said.

The microwave pinged and he took out the oil
and then dipped his hands into it.

“But I – .”

“You don't stop using them for days until
muscles are back to weak and flabby and normal, Blonde girl. You
exercise them more lightly, massage them, use heat, stretching is
good. Some of your yoga exercises might be useful here.”

His big hand completely encircled my upper
arm and was gently working up and down, rubbing it, fingers
kneading lightly. “Stretching will ease the pain. Kind of like
having a morning after drink when you got a hangover. Do arm curls
without any weights.”

He worked on my other arm.

“How's the chest?”

“Uh, fine!” I gulped.

He grinned.

“Don't want me to massage your chest?” he
teased.

I felt my face heating.

My arms did feel better. He had me doing
exercises with them. That made them ache, but they were slow
movements and without pressure. But he also had me working my legs,
which we hadn't done a lot of the other day. There was a stair
machine, and also a version of the same machine I'd used on the
arms which had me spreading my legs wide, then pulling them closed
against the bars, repeatedly.

The next morning I did some swimming in the
pond. It was so nice there with the waterfall spilling down the
stone! It was like a little paradise! Plus, Roberts usually swam in
the ocean.

This morning, though, he wandered around and
found me standing under the water. I didn't see him at first. I was
just enjoying how natural it was with the water pouring down on me,
and kind of wishing I dared do it naked. Because that would be even
cooler.

I was sure glad I hadn't, though, when I
turned around and saw him!

I felt my face heat, but also felt a sudden
tightness in my chest. I had worn my green bikini, which I knew
made me look very...sexy. That made me both anxious and pleased
that he was looking at me. I swam over, then climbed out of the
pool.

“Mister Roberts? Did you want something?” I
asked.

Those dark eyes looked at me and I felt my
chest tighten even more.

“You skipping out on exercise, blonde
girl?”

“I... my arms still hurt. And my legs now,” I
said. “I was... stretching in the water. I heard that cold can help
as well as heat.”

“Cold helps right after, not the next day.
And this water ain't cold. You want ice for that. Come on.”

He grabbed my wrist then and pulled me
towards the house!

“I... Mister Roberts!” I gasped.

“I'm all wet.”

He let go and I grabbed a towel, wrapping it
around myself, then raising it up and mopping up some of the water
from my hair.

That, of course, put my arms up and behind my
head, which both embarrassed and excited me as he watched. I knew
how my body must look to him, after all.

Was I being a cock tease? I can't say I was
thinking that straight. I certainly had no intention of starting
anything with him! But it... pleased me to look hot to him.

“I'll go and get a pair of shorts and a
T-shirt,” I said.

“You're fine as you are. You ain't gonna be
doing anything strenuous.”

And then he grabbed my wrist again and hauled
me after him back to the house, and in through a side door right by
the gym!

Inside, away from the pool... I began to feel
a lot more self-conscious about wearing a bikini around him! And a
lot more anxious about tempting him to do something about it!

But I still felt that tightness in my chest,
and a kind of wild fluttering of butterflies in my lower belly! I
honestly had no idea what to do or what to say! I was...
uncomfortable being in a bikini in there!

He lifted me onto the bench again and got the
oil even as I squirmed mentally.

“How are the arms?”

“They're... better!” I mean. “Not all better
by any means. They're still sore but – !”

He pulled out the bowl of hot oil, dipped his
fingers into it, then began to massage my upper arms.

I sat there, heart thumping wildly, as his
big black hands slid up and down my biceps and his fingers gently
kneaded them.

“Lay down on your belly.”

“But – !”

“Down.”

I anxiously did as he told me, and his hands
began to massage my upper legs. My pulse raced faster and faster
the higher his big hands moved! And they moved almost up to where
they'd be touching my bikini before shifting to my other leg!

I felt a wave of relief at that, but also a
strange, almost pouty sense of disappointment.

His hands worked their way up my leg again,
inside and out, and out, and I felt the tension inside me rising.
His right hand – and his hands were BIG – was massaging my inner
thigh and the edge of his hand was less than an inch from my
crotch!

And then it was half an inch!

And then, as his hand caressed my thigh, and
I lay there breathlessly, eyes wide, staring ahead of me, the curve
of his hand began to brush lightly against my pussy through the
crotch of my bikini! The hand was still rubbing my thigh, but the
edge of his index finger was brushing more and more along my
sex!

I felt completely... frozen! I stiffened, but
I didn't move or say anything! His finger rubbed against me, back
and forth, back and forth, as I stared, open-mouthed, at the far
wall, hardly even breathing!

And then his finger parted ways with my bare
thigh. It straightened, and that made it slide right up along my
crotch. Then a second finger joined it! And now both of them were
rubbing me, pressing especially firmly against where the top of my
sex was, against where my clitoris was!

I knew I had to do something! I had to
protest! I had to move! I had to... to do something!

But I was still frozen! And his fingers were
rubbing me very... skilfully! I was starting to feel a kind of warm
squishiness down there, a throbbing that was getting deeper and
deeper the more he rubbed!

Then his left hand came down against my back,
and began to smoothly rub up and down, as if massaging my back.
That hand too was slick with the massage oil, and then it slid
right down into my bikini and over my buttocks!

My jaw kind of quivered in preparation for
saying... something! My muscles tensed, as if getting ready to jump
up and run away.

And then he untied the tie at the side of my
bikini bottom! I felt the crotch of my suit slid aside, and then
his fingers were rubbing my bare pussy!

The sensation that brought me, the raw,
physical sensation, was intense! But the emotional jolt was even
more powerful!

Did I mention how BIG his hands were?! How
BIG his fingers were!

He was sliding them up and down slowly and
gently, but with enough pressure now to push aside the lips of my
sex and slide between.

I was melting! That's all I can describe it
as! Certainly my mind was! And the heat was flaring wildly in my
body too, along with sexual tension which was almost making me
tremble and shake! I felt a sense of arousal I couldn't even ever
remember having!

Then his big fingers slid further up over my
pubic bone and... lifted!

I gasped as he jerked me abruptly up onto my
knees, the already half open bikini sliding down my leg to my
knee!

He didn't say anything!

I didn't say anything!

I was too breathless to speak!

His hands massaged my buttocks, slowly,
massaged my thighs, gently, then stroked up and down along the
edges of my pussy and up along my abdomen. His whole hand slid up
and down then, with his index finger sinking between the lips of my
sex and riding back and forth over my clitoris!

I shuddered, trembled, my mind and body baked
with heat!

His big, slick hands slid down my hips, down
over my back. I felt the string of my bikini part, then the one
behind my neck.

I moaned low in my throat!

His hands massaged my back and the slid along
the sides of my ribs, along the sides of my breasts, rubbing and
massaging gently!

His right hand slid back up and over my
buttocks, down between my legs again! I felt my muscles beginning
to spasm, my nerve endings overheating. His fingers spread aside
the lips of my sex, and then a long, thick thumb pushed slowly
through, penetrating me, and dipping in and pulling back, dipping
in and pulling back, as his other fingers rubbed my clitoris.

I felt something inside me giving way, and
then the orgasm hit!

I gurgled dazedly, and my hips spasmed,
bucking me back against his thumb. And it pushed deeper faster,
thrusting suddenly deep into my spasming, overheated sex!

I cried out at the sharp, aching penetration,
but my hips continued to buck back, jerking me in and out against
his thumb as one of his other fingers rubbed from side to side
against my throbbing, swollen clitoris!

The incredible power of the orgasm
overwhelmed my senses, overwhelmed my mind! It was like a fever
heat! All I could do was thrust myself back against his hand and
gulp in air. Even when his other hand seized my damp, tangled hair
and jerked it back – which kind of stung – I didn't do anything but
tremble and jerk as the air sobbed in and out of me and the raging
flood of liquid heat coursed through my body!

“Yeah. Now that's a true blonde,” he said in
satisfaction.
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I was... dazed, breathless and the sensations
of that orgasm were still making my muscles spasm. I had no real
understanding of what he was doing when he slipped his hands out of
me, then reached beside the table and pulled a strap up and across
my body – across the back of my neck, actually, and then locked it
in to somewhere on the other side of the table.

That also pinned my arms to the padded table
since they were up next to my head.

I heard him sort of humming to himself as he
jerked my left knee to the side, and then I felt another strap
going around it. Then the same thing happened to my right.

“Perfect,” he said.

“Wha-what... what... what are you... doing!?”
I moaned.

“You just stay put. I'll be right back.”

I jerked against the strap, confused, the
realization slowly dawning on me that I was kind of pinned in
place, with my face down against the padded table, and my knees
pinned near the bottom. What was he doing!?

I began to slowly pull my right arm down,
sliding it out from under the strap. But then he returned and his
backhand slapped against my upraised bottom with a sharp, stinging
blow.

Crack!

“Ahh!” I cried. “Don't!”

He shoved my arm back, and then I heard a
sound, a buzzing. I tried to turn my head, and got a brief glimpse
of him holding some sort of plastic thing. It had a thick body, and
then a rounded thing on top. It was sort of shaped like a
microphone, only it wasn't a microphone.

I gasped as I felt it pressing against my
sex! It was very clearly a vibrator. I'd never used one, but that
was what it was. The fat round head part was rubbing firmly up and
down against the moist, slick lips of my sex, pressing hard enough
to force them a little ways apart.

It slid down over the top of my sex, over my
clitoris, and I cried out, my hips jerking back.

“Oh! Oh, please!” I gasped.

The wand moved slowly up and down, and every
time he brought it down over my clitoris my hips jerked back as my
nerve endings crackled like live electrical wires and my muscles
spasmed!

Then one of his long fingers slid into me,
deep inside the tight, elastic folds of my sex.

I moaned as I felt it turning and twisting.
It pumped slowly in and out, then was joined by a second big, long
finger!

I was... astonished to find myself strapped
down in this obscene position! It was a horrible embarrassing, not
to mention degrading position to be in no matter who was standing
behind me. But it being him, not just a guy but a MAN, and one I
hardly knew, made it far worse! My face was so hot I was sure it
was beet red!

I wanted to protest, but I didn't know how! I
mean, given I'd already let him strip me naked and finger me to an
orgasm how could I protest now!? Well, I mean, I hadn't invited him
or anything, but I hadn't exactly protested! But did that mean we
were lovers!? I didn't think so! So I should tell him to let me
up!

But that... vibrator thing was doing strange
things inside me, especially in concert with his fingers pumping in
and out. He was now focusing it against my clitoris, rubbing it
from side to side and up and down as his finger turned and twisted
inside me. And then he added a third finger!

Do you have any idea how big the fingers are
of a guy like Roberts! I was soooo stretched! I ached! But at the
same time I felt an incredible rush of sexual energy and this flood
of some kind of dark, feverish hunger and heat!

“I'm gonna make you come so much you're gonna
forget your name, white girl,” he said.

Suddenly he jammed the vibrator thing against
me harder, and kind of rubbed up hard and fast, repeatedly, always
in the same direction. Then he suddenly started jerking it back and
forth, and my hips just bucked violently up as the sensations
spiraled up and around me like a hurricane!

The orgasm hammered into me and I cried out,
convulsions wracking my body as I jerked and twisted and ground
myself frantically back against his fingers – which were now
thrusting into me hard and fast!

My hips jerked hard every time his fingers
thrust into me as my body melted under the liquid heat pouring
through it. I whimpered and moaned and trembled, overwhelmed by the
force of the eruption and helpless before it! It seemed like my
brain was shutting down as my body just spasmed and twisted in
mindless animal pleasure!

My breasts throbbed hotly beneath me, and the
motions of my body were mashing my ribs back and forth atop them as
I shuddered and trembled and writhed in the grip of the howling
storm of sensation!

It relented – finally – allowing me to gulp
in some air, and he eased back the vibrator, then slid his big
fingers out of me.

“You like that, white girl?” he asked, moving
up a little.

I gasped as he seized a handful of hair and
jerked back a bit.

“I bet you want some black cock inside you
right about now. Am I right?”

I stared at him dazedly.

He gathered up my hair into a thick mass and
tugged up. There was only so much that could do given the strap
pinning my neck down, but he was able to tilt my face forward as I
gasped in pain from the pulled hair.

He jerked down his shorts and his cock sprang
up. It was huge and black and angry looking, and pointed right at
my face!

And then as I stared at it, eyes and mouth
wide, he just pushed forward and the head slid right into my open
mouth! I gasped, moaning as it forced my lips wider, and slid
forward across my tongue. I'd never had a cock this thick in my
mouth before, and my mind was still just starting to recover from
that incredible orgasm.

“Suck. Suck it and lick it, white girl.”

I started to do that. It was not quite
instinctive but I knew that was what I should do. It didn't take a
lot of pondering, if you get my meaning.

He only had the head inside my mouth – which
was big enough! I licked at the underside as I sucked, gasping as
he kept tugging on my hair, making my scalp ache.

“That's it, baby. Suck that black Popsicle.
You know you want it all inside you,” he said.

This!? Inside me!? I felt a sense of
amazement at the thought. Surely it was too thick! Then again, the
idea of something this thick pushing into me felt darkly thrilling.
I felt a sense of hunger as I imagined this long, thick cock
pushing deep into my still-throbbing, overheated belly.

He pushed deeper, and I gurgled as the thick
shaft passed through my lips. I kept moving my tongue against it,
and trying to suck. But it was kind of big! And then he kind of
stepped forward against me, and I was stunned as the fat helmet
head pushed into my throat and kept on going!

I gurgled and gagged, but he jerked sharply
and painfully on my hair and that made me want to cry out,
distracting me as his cock slid deeper. I stared in disbelief,
cross-eyed, as the shaft pushed into my mouth, every inch of it
disappearing until my lips were wrapped around the base!

I could feel the thing way down my throat!
Like, waaay down! I trembled and shook and jerked against the
straps, but was pinned in place as he ground himself against my
lips.

“That's it, baby. You swallow every inch of
this black cock.”

It wasn't like I had a choice!

He slid backward, inch by inch by inch of
thick, hard, glistening black cock, and I gurgled and trembled and
shook as it pulled back up along my throat, and then finally popped
free.

I gasped and gulped in deep, shaky breaths of
air.

“That's it, baby. You got the hang of it,” he
said, as if I had done anything but just lay there!

I was sweating, and my eyes were tearing, and
I was gulping in air. My mind wasn't really functioning very well,
and certainly not well enough to anticipate him doing it again. But
he did. He just thrust himself smoothly into my mouth and down my
throat to the hilt!

“Nothing I like better than seeing a
beautiful blonde girl's lips wrapped around the base of my cock,”
he said, “while I feel her throat trembling and squeezing down
around me.”

He pulled back and then thrust deep again,
pulled back, then thrust deep again, grinding my face into his
crotch each time. He pulled back again, then slid all the way
out.

I coughed and gulped in ragged breaths of
air.

“You gotta got that extra mile when you've
got a Black man's cock in your mouth, white girl,” he said.

He drove himself down my throat again,
grinding my face against him, then pumped in and out with hard,
steady strokes, tugging at my hair as he did.

He pulled out and I gulped in air, my head
pounding, my chest hot.

But the weird thing was it got easier to
take. I mean, aside from the difficulty breathing. It was like he'd
battered down whatever gag reflex I had, and was soon able to
smoothly fuck my mouth and throat while I lay there dazed, eyes
glassy, jaw wide as his big cock slid in and out.

He chuckled and pulled out, releasing my
hair, and I groaned dazedly as he disappeared from view. I felt his
hands on my buttocks, then his fingers at my sex. The vibrator
began to buzz, and his fingers slid into me as he began to stroke
the vibrator across my clitoris once more.

At first, I was so light-headed from lack of
oxygen I was hardly even aware of it. Then when I was I didn't
care. All I cared about was that I could breathe steadily again, so
I enjoyed myself doing that.

As my mind started to waken I began to feel
the sensations more, along with a sense of wonderment. I had never
experienced anything like this in my life. I'd never deep-throated
a guy, which was kind of what had happened. Although realistically
I hadn't done anything except lay there as he shoved his cock down
my throat.

I felt resentful and indignant about him
doing that, but also felt a sense of amazement that he'd been able
to, that I'd been able to swallow that big, thick cock. I would
have felt amazed at taking any cock down my throat, let alone one
that size!

And I felt a sense of surging heat and
arousal as my mind returned because... although I could not have
seen what I looked like, I had seen something like it before many
times.

There was this video I had found on the
internet, you see. I had found it astonishing, the first time I'd
seen it. I had been in disbelief as I had watched a white girl
swallowing an enormous black cock. I had watched the video, taken
from the side, as inch after inch pushed into her lips and
disappeared, and marveled!

I had that very video on my computer! It was
one I had masturbated to before, fantasizing about it being me. Not
that I had actually wanted to do it, you understand! Not really! It
was just a dark, kinky, wicked fantasy!

Only now I had done it! And I felt awed at
that, even though my throat kind of ached.

I heard the legs of a chair scrape on the
floor as he pulled one over behind me. A moment later the vibrator
pulled back and I felt something else against the top of my sex
(well, the bottom in this position). And it was his tongue!

I gasped at how delicious it felt! The nerve
endings in that part of my body were always sensitive, but after
having that vibrator pressing against me they were hyper-sensitive!
Now his tongue licked hard and fast against me as his fingers
pumped inside me, and I felt my insides start to pulse like a
volcano about to go off!

And then it did. I did. The bubbling lava
inside my lower belly erupted and I cried out hoarsely as it
sprayed up through my body! The air sobbed out of my lungs as I
jerked and shook and trembled and drove myself back onto his
plunging fingers again and again!

The muscles in my abdomen spasmed so
violently they ached! My body strained against the straps, jerking
back like a mindless animal as his tongue drove me into fits of
feverish heat and convulsions!

But he was just getting started.

He eased back with his tongue, but began to
press his lips against my clitoris, rubbing them from side to side
with my clitoris between them, then sucking gently and
rhythmically.

He picked up the vibrator again, and began to
grind it heavily against my clitoris, and I came AGAIN! I cried out
dazedly, bucking and shaking as my body overheated.

There was no thinking part of me that had any
interest in anything by then other than the wild overload of
sensations flowing through me and drowning my mind.

I groaned as he gathered up my hair and
pulled my head up again. My glassy eyes rolled up towards him.

“You want my cock in your hot, buttery little
pussy, white girl?”

I just stared at him, slack-jawed.

“Tell me you want me to fuck you.”

I only moaned.

He thrust his cock into my open mouth and
then jammed it balls-deep, holding it there for a few long seconds
before pulling back.

“Beg me to fuck you, white girl.”

I coughed and gasped for breath, and he
buried himself in my throat again, then pulled back.

“Beg me to fuck you, Blondie.”

“Please!” I gasped.

He buried himself in my throat again and held
himself there for long seconds before pulling back.

“Beg me to fuck you, white girl.”

“Please... please,” I gasped dazedly.

His fingers began to rub me between the legs
and I trembled and moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered.

“Please... fuck me,” I gasped.

He buried himself in my throat again, then
pulled out.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please... fuck me!” I croaked.

He thrust himself deep into my throat
again.

“Say sir,” he said, tugging on my hair. “You
need to be polite, white girl. Say sir.”

He pulled out and I coughed and gulped in
air, gasping.

“Beg.”

“P-Please... Please fuck me... sir!” I
gasped.

He moved behind me and I felt a firm pressure
against the mouth of my sex. It wasn't the kind of feel that the
vibrator had. This was like skin, like fingers, only softer. I
could feel myself being slowly forced in, could feel myself aching
as the pressure mounted.

I moaned helplessly as his thick cock slowly
pushed through, stretching me wide open as the head slid into my
body.

And suddenly an image appeared in my mind. It
was another video I had. It was a video of an Asian girl on her
knees, with a black guy pushing his big cock into her from behind.
It had seemed so enormous against her slender body, and I had found
it fascinating as I watched, masturbating to it sometimes.

And now it was like I was that girl, and even
though I couldn't see behind me, I saw that image, that video, only
it was me instead of her. I could picture Robert's shoving his big
cock deeper and deeper into my trembling, overheated body even as I
felt it forcing aside the tight, elastic walls of my sex!

I whimpered and moaned. It ached, but...
there was also a sense of desperate heat gripping my mind. It was
like a kind of carnal hunger, a desperation to feel that giant cock
impaling me, driving so deep inside it came out my mouth! I felt
myself becoming... obsessed with the idea, imagining how high that
thing could go!

Not that I was thinking clearly, mind
you.

“Ahh,” he groaned. “Nice, tight, blonde
pussy.”

He was deep inside me, and began to pump, in
slow, determined movements. And as he did that I felt his thumb,
still slippery with that massage oil covering my body, pushing
against my wrinkled little back opening!

I felt a dark shock-wave of emotion, but
didn't say anything. Forming words was beyond me, and I could only
gurgle and moan as his big thumb slowly pushed down into my
ass!

He pumped harder, the head forcing its way
deeper into my body. Then I heard the buzzing again as he brought
the vibrator in against my clitoris. He ground it against me for
long seconds as my nervous system crackled and burned, then put it
down once more.

I felt him gathering in my hair again, then
jerked back on it.

“Beg me to fuck you, white girl.”

“Please!” I gasped.

Crack! His hand slapped my bottom.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Sir,” he said. “Say it.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I cried.

My mind wasn't operating clearly enough to
understand why he wanted me to beg for what he was already doing,
much less call him sir. I simply didn't care in the least so long
as he did it.

And he did it.

I gasped and cried out again and again as I
felt the head of his cock punching against what I thought must
surely be the back wall of my sex. Then I cried out more sharply as
he yanked back on my hair.

“Beg.”

“Please f-fuck me, Sir!” I cried.

Again he pummeled the back wall of my sex,
then stopped and yanked on my hair.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” I cried.

And then I felt his hips starting to slap
against my upraised buttocks, and felt a sense of disbelief and
awe. He had gotten every inch inside me!

I sobbed and moaned as his hips began to hit
my buttocks, the feel of his thick cock slicing back and forth
through my moist, burning sex like nothing I'd ever felt before.
Another orgasm welled up inside me and then screamed through my
nervous system as he drove himself into me even harder.

I screamed too. It was... intense. It was
overwhelming. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, until I couldn't
breathe anymore, until I felt black dots dancing before my
eyes.

I had never felt so utterly, utterly filled
with a man's cock! It was so thick and hard and hot and deep that
It was the entire focus of my mind, of my existence! All my
attention was focused on it thrusting into me again and again and
again! Everything else in the world was just a blurry
background!

His hips were battering me, his cock spearing
deep into my spasming body. My overloaded nervous system was
swamping my mind with sensations as a feverish heat took my mind to
somewhere I'd never been before.

And then, with an explosive curse, he
stopped.

I gulped in air, eyes slit, heart pounding
like a drum, moaning low in my throat as his monster cock slowly
pulled back out of me.

For long moments I just knelt there,
twitching and trembling. I felt his hands at the straps then, first
undoing the ones around my legs, then the one that went over my
arms and neck. Huge hands then lifted me off the table and set me
on the floor in much the same position.

“Not bad for a start,” he said.

I felt my hair being gathered up again, and
then gasped as it was pulled. The pain forced my arms to work,
forced my hands to push my upper body up off the floor until it
eased. Then I was on my hands and knees.

“Time for a shower, white girl,” he said.

I have moderately long hair. It hangs down
almost to the middle of my back. But now Roberts wrapped it around
his fist, and then he moved forward. I gasped at the pull to my
hair and instinctively moved forward as well, hurriedly crawling
forward alongside him.

He led me to the doorway to the shower and
then inside, where he released my hair.

The shower was, as you can imagine, quite
large and luxurious. You could have had a dozen people in it. It
had multiple shower-heads, and a big bench at one end.

Water gushed down, already pre-heated,
naturally. Rich people don't like to have to warm anything up. I
started to rise up off my hands, my mind kind of returning after
the stunning (literally) events which had just taken place.

I felt shell-shocked.

I stared up at Roberts, naked, water
splashing over him – and me, though I barely noticed, and he looked
down at me with those dark eyes, then reached down and gripped my
hair again, pulling me up to my feet.

I gasped as he sat down and then lifted me
bodily up to sit me across his lap.

“Water off,” he said.

The water stopped.

Well, sure, if you're rich you can have a
voice-activated shower. Why not?

He grinned at me, then squeezed a mass of
cream into his hand from a dispenser on the wall. He brought that
hand to my left breast, and began to squeeze my breast. The cream
oozed out around it, and he spread it over my body, where it turned
slippery and turned to lather.

My mind was coming back to life, but I didn't
say anything. I had no idea what I ought to be saying.

He soaped up my arms and shoulders, my back
and belly, and along my legs. But his soapy hands spent a lot more
time kneading and squeezing and kneading my breasts.

“You got really nice tits, baby,” he
said.

I gasped as he suddenly jerked back on my
hair, forcing my head up and back.

“And gorgeous hair.”

He let go and his big hand pushed in between
my thighs, forcing them apart. They began to soap me up there as
well. He gripped my hands and held them under the dispenser until
the cream-filled them, then he drew my hands in against his upper
chest. The message was obvious.
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I gulped, but began to rub the soap over his
powerful chest and shoulders. I felt oddly shy as I did it. I had
never touched him before. I know how weird that sounds, and it felt
even more weird! His skin was hot and slick, of course, and I ran
my hands back and forth over it, marveling at the muscles
underneath.

My hands slid down over his chest, over his
pectoral muscles, then down over those powerful abdominals. I had
never touched a man as muscular as he was, as powerfully built as
him!

He eased me off of him and onto the floor,
and had me soap up his front, including his cock and balls.
Focusing on a task seemed to help waken my mind, but it still
didn't give me any idea what to say. I felt... cowed.. and
uncharacteristically meek.

I was way out of my league here. I had never
had any sort of sex remotely like what he'd done to me, and never
experienced anything remotely like that level of heat, pleasure and
passion. I was still feeling the sensations and awe resonating
through my mind, which left me operating a little bit on remote
control.

My mind was filled with stunned amazement,
playing back the astonishing things which had happened, while my
body worked soaping him up. Then he got up, towering over me, and
turned around. I gulped, then started soaping up the backs of his
legs, working my way up.

I stood up, my hands rubbing soap over his
buttocks, then passing upward, but he reached back, forcing me to
return, to be very... thorough, then grudgingly let me rise,
sliding my hands up all the way to his shoulders.

“Water on,” he said.

The water poured down around us from multiple
directions, and he turned around to face me. I dropped my eyes,
still reeling from it all. Then his arms slid around me, his hand
digging in under my buttocks as he lifted me up against him.

My legs instinctively swept around him as I
grabbed at his shoulders, and he kissed me – hard!

I moaned into his mouth, not doing anything
at first. I was startled, taken by surprise, and just... just kind
of let him kiss me for long seconds before I wakened enough to
start kissing back.

He kissed me the way he had fucked me, hard,
passionate, unrestrained. His lips were demanding, relentless, his
tongue thrusting into my mouth, but not making the mistake of going
too deep. Still, it swept down on my own tongue, subduing it,
mastering it.

I moaned as the kiss went on and on, feeling
this weird sensation of... I don't know... having my mouth invaded
and... and surrendering, letting my lips spread, letting him have
his way with my mouth. Hadn't he already!?

He pulled back and set me on my feet. I
staggered, gasping, licking my lips as the water stopped.

“On your knees, white girl,” he growled.

I sank to my knees with hardly a thought.

He gathered in my wet hair and pulled my face
in against his groin.

“Lick.”

I licked! I licked at his balls and his
flaccid cock. I sucked on his balls. And then he pulled me higher,
directing my lips and tongue to his body just above his cock, then
up, licking my way up along his abdominal muscles, licking my way
up along his stomach

He pulled me up to my feet by the hair, and I
licked my way up along his chest, sucking on his nipples.

I had no idea what he was doing! Sex for me
had always been pretty vanilla and pretty basic. I knew I was out
of my depth, though, and was just going wherever he led.

He guided me by the hair, and I licked at his
arms, all the way down his arms to lick at his hands and suck on
his fingers! Then he jerked up on my hair and I gasped, crying out
at the pull to my scalp as I was forced up onto the balls of my
feet. My hands jerked up instinctively to grab his wrist.

“Put your fucking hands down!” he barked.

Gasping, I obeyed, moaning low in my throat,
wondering if I'd made him angry somehow!

“Tell me you're my bitch,” he said in a low
voice.

Huh!?

“Say it.”

“I-I... I'm... I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

His other hand came up and kneaded my
breast.

“Sir,” he said. “Don't forget to add
that.”

“I'm … your bitch, sir!” I gasped.

I felt something ripple through me at the
words, something dark and awed.

He eased off on my hair and guided my lips
back to his body, to his other shoulder, to lick my way down his
arm and suck on his fingers. Then he jerked up on my hair again.
Again my hands flew up to grab his wrist, then dropped as I
trembled, balanced on my toes.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered.

I felt a dark rush of emotions.

“I'm... your slut, sir!” I moaned.

Again he eased up, and now pushed down, so
that I was licking at his stomach again, then his abdominal
muscles, then sucking and licking at his cock as it started to
rise, then licking my way down along his thigh.

He released my hair, at least! I licked at
his knee, and then down further, slowing, uncertain. Should I be
stopping and rising again?

“Keep going,” he said as if reading my
mind.

I licked down around his ankle, and now felt
another dark rush of heat. He had been utterly... dominant this
entire time. But I hadn't put that together in my dazed mind with
'domination'. I hadn't put it together with some of the stuff I'd
seen on the internet, some of the sexual stuff I had read and heard
about and found both outrageous and fascinating.

Now it hit me like a hammer! I felt
breathless even as I neared his foot.

I felt a wave of almost dizzy confusion,
uncertainty, anxiety, indignation, and heat.

And then... I continued.

I licked my way down past his ankle, down
across his big black foot. I was kneeling on the fucking floor, my
breasts now pressed against it, my bottom raised high like it had
been before. Only now I was facing him, and my tongue and lips slid
along his foot to his toes!

He guided me onto the other foot, and I
licked at it, licked in dazedly, a strange sense of thrilled heat
sweeping around me at how incredibly fucking outrageous this was! I
licked at his ankles, then licked my way up his leg, up past his
knee, up to his thighs.

He was hard and I licked at him, sucked at
him. He sized my hair, wrapping it around his fist.

“Hands at your sides,” he barked.

I moaned, but obeyed as he pushed his cock
into me. I gurgled, rolling my eyes up at him, and he pulled in on
my hair, pulled me forward. My hands jerked up, but stopped as his
cock pushed deep into my throat.

He held me tightly against his groin, my face
jammed into him and every inch of cock buried in my mouth and
throat. His other big hand came down behind my head, holding me
even tighter in place.

Then he let go and I slid back off, coughing
and gasping for breath.

He pulled me to my feet, pulled me to my toes
again. My hands rose and fell as I coughed again, gulping in
air.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

“I'm... I'm... y-your... slut, sir!” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm … your whore, sir!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

He let go of my hair and I sank back to my
heels, gasping. Then he turned around.

“Continue.”

I gulped, heart pounding, and began to lick
at the back of his shoulders, then licked my way slowly down along
his back. I licked lower, dropping to my knees, and then... I
licked along his ass, along his buttocks, then down to his
thigh.

He spread his legs apart, then reached back
and gripped my hair.

He jammed my face in between his
buttocks.

“Lick!” he growled harshly.

Moaning dazedly, I licked at his ass. I
licked back and forth across it.

“Push your tongue in, bitch. Do it,” he
growled.

I obeyed, my tongue dipping into his ass,
then circling and circling as he ordered. He made me bring my arms
around him and grab his cock, pumping it, massaging his balls as I
licked his ass. Then he turned around.

I continued to pump his cock as he glared
down at me, and then he erupted, spraying thick white spurts of
come across my face. Again and again they spattered against my
forehead, my nose, my cheeks and lips as I knelt there breathlessly
pumping his cock.

“A girl who eats a man's ass, and then gets
come sprayed over her face is under no illusions, is she, white
girl, about just where she stands.”

I stared at him, blinking.

“Water on.”

The water gushed down on both of us, and he
pulled me to my feet by the hair again.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered.

“I'm – .”

I gasped, halting, startled, for his huge
black hand had slid around my neck.

“I'm your slut, sir!” I gasped.

He squeezed his fingers a little, enough to
make my eyes bulge.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, sir!”

“Tell me you're my white whore,” he said.

“I'm your white whore, sir!”

“Water off.”

He stepped out of the shower, leaving me
dazed.

I watched him towel off, then sweep his towel
up around his hair.

He gestured me forward and I moved forward
slowly, anxiously.

He grabbed another towel and swept it around
me, toweling me up casually, then toweling off my hair.

“I love white girl's hair,” he said. “You
can't do shit with a Black girl's hair. It's all full of weird-ass
grease and weaves and if you even breathe on it she goes nuts.”

I gasped as he yanked back on my hair.

“Hands down!” he barked.

I dropped my arms to my sides as he held me
there, head back, chest out, and felt another little tremor run
through me as his hand caressed and kneaded my breasts.

“Nice,” he said. “Nice tits.”

His hand moved down my body and his finger
pressed in between the lips of my sex, then rubbed slowly up and
down.

“Nice, tight little cunt,” he said. “All
ready for a big black cock.”

I flushed at the crudeness of his words and
also the... the tone... as if I was some kind of.. object!

I gasped as he abruptly bent me over the
counter.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs, white girl.”

I did, of course. My mind was still kind of
wobbly and trying to figure out how to react and what to say and
everything. I mean, it had all happened so fast, and I hadn't had a
moment to sit and consider my responses. I'd been too intimidated,
and too aroused. And I still was!

“Spread your legs wider.”

I gulped and obeyed.

“Raise up on the balls of your feet. Show me
that pussy.”

I flushed again, the heat seeping down my
chest as I obeyed.

He gripped the back of my neck and leaned
over me

“Don't move. You understand me? Say yes
sir.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped.

He let go and left the room. I had some...
peace at last, and tried to settle my mind and wonder what in the
hell I was doing and why I had let him do so much to me! I had been
obeying him as if, well, as if I had to! As if him being my boss
gave him the right to do this sexual stuff!

It wasn't just that, of course. It was that
he was so big, and powerfully built and, well, rich, older, black.
All that made me feel intimidated. On top of that the things we had
done – or at least the things he had done to me, were shocking! I
could hardly believe I'd let him!

Then that business in the shower! Wow! I
mean, okay, soaping each other up, sure. That was cool. But giving
him a tongue bath!? I had licked his feet! And... and... I could
hardly even believe it, but I had tongued his ass! My God! I could
hardly believe I'd done that!

What was the matter with me that I had done
nasty stuff like that!? And why was I bent over like this with my
legs spread and my ass in the air!? Just because he told me to!? I
never would have for any other boyfriend I'd had! Not that he was a
boyfriend, but... I wouldn't have for a lover either. Was that what
he was? Not really. I had no idea what he was!

Except scary!

But it was scary hot, scary thrilling, scary
daring, scary OMG! Licking his feet!? And making me call him sir
still!? And all that stuff he'd made me say about me being his
bitch and his slut! That was something strange and dark and I
strongly suspected it was heading in a very kinky direction!

He returned, and I gulped, my pulse
immediately going up. Especially since he threw some stuff onto the
counter next to me. It was like... a bunch of leather straps –
curled leather straps, like... like a dog collar, only it wasn't
for dogs!

I gasped as he grasped my slender wrists and
drew them back behind me.

“Hold your arms there.”

I felt my heartbeat pick up as he took one of
the leather straps and slid it around my right wrist, pulling it in
tight. He did the same to my left, and then locked them together!
He picked up the big studded leather collar and slid that around my
throat, then buckled that in back too!

I wanted to say something but... but I
couldn't bring myself to talk! This was going exactly where I had
been nervously thinking it might!

Then I felt something pressing against my
back opening and gasped.

“Oh! What... what are you doing!?”

He didn't reply. I felt the pressure growing,
as whatever it was twisted from side to side, then pushed in.

“I... M-Mister Roberts!” I exclaimed, trying
to raise my upper body.

Crack!

“When I tell you not to move, you don't
move,” he barked.

I gasped, my bottom stinging from the slap,
as the thing pushed harder and then slipped through my sphincter
and into my ass. It slid deeper, getting wider and wider, until it
abruptly narrowed, and all of it slipped inside me. Or so I thought
for a moment. I quickly realized that wasn't the case.

“I'm getting your tight little white-girl ass
ready for my cock,” he said.

Again, it amazed me the way he was talking
and acting, as if he owned me or something, and was telling me what
he was going to do to me as if what I had to say wasn't even a
consideration! That was so breathtakingly outrageous, so arrogant
it was almost beyond belief!

He gathered in my hair again and lifted my
head up and back. That automatically opened my mouth, and he
brought another big strap around to press over it. Only this one
had a big round ball attached to the inside. The ball pushed into
my mouth – not without effort, and filled it so I couldn't close my
jaws.

The thick strap pressed against my mouth,
covering it from just under my nose to well below my lower lip. The
strap went across my cheeks and then behind my head, where he
buckled it firmly in place!

I cried out as he lifted my head up and back
by the hair, lifting my body off the counter. I stared at myself in
the mirror, my eyes wide! It was a big mirror, and I could see him
standing behind me, holding my hair in a thick mass.

And I could see myself, with the gag across
my mouth, the collar around my neck! I looked like... like a
prisoner or something, like a captive!

“Always wanted a sex slave,” he said.

I felt a wild emotional jolt at the
words.

“Especially a blonde sex slave. They make the
best kind.”

I gaped at myself, and at him!

I squealed as he yanked me back from the
mirror, then, holding my hair, guided me down the hall. He brought
me outside, and around the side of the house. There was a small
yard there I had noticed before but had largely ignored. I'd had no
idea what purpose it might serve.

When I say small I mean something like ten
feet by ten feet or so, up against the side of the house, with a
waist-high wooden fence around it. Instead of grass or flowers it
just had dirt on the ground. And the only thing in it was a square
wooden post about six feet high.

Roberts opened the gate and led me inside,
then roughly put me down on my knees with my back to the post. He
squatted down next to me and then drew my feet back behind the
post, tying them loosely in place. He shoved me forward so I
sprawled on my belly in the dirt, then did something with the post.
A few seconds later he was pulling me back up.

The straps around my wrists were locked
together somehow. He undid that and then raised my wrists up above
my head, forcing my body to bow, my chest to thrust out and my
bottom to push back.

I felt something there, something soft but
hard, prodding at me. A moment later Roberts guided it up against
me and I felt the pressure against my pussy.

Understand that my mind was racing and
spinning this whole time. I was aghast, confused, wildly uncertain,
and more than a little bewildered. But I was also feeling a
breathless sense of dark, desperate hunger and arousal.

See, I'd had fantasies about this sort of
thing. You know, bondage and sexual prisoners to powerful men, and
all that. The very idea fascinated me – as a fantasy, as a kind of
dark, sexual fantasy to masturbate to. It wasn't, like, an
obsession or anything. No guy had ever tied me up before, for
example, and I'd never had a boyfriend I trusted enough to ask.

But the idea had always been very intriguing.
And so as soon as he had put those restraints around my wrists, and
the collar around my neck I had felt an incredible rush of dark,
delicious heat! Even now my pulse was racing and the sense of
arousal and anticipation were so intense I was almost
trembling!

This was so kinky and exciting! It was by far
the most sexually exciting thing I had ever done in my life, or
even imagined doing!

But I was still extremely uncertain and
anxious...

I moaned as I felt the pressure slowly
forcing something into my pussy.

“That's it, white girl. Push that hot little
cunt back,” he growled in his deep voice.

I moaned again, flinching at his words, even
as my hips pushed back, and my pussy pushed further onto whatever
he'd put behind me.

He drew my wrists back to the top of the post
and behind it, then locked them there somehow. He chuckled, then
began to spread some kind of cream not unlike the massage oil over
my body.

“Sunscreen,” he said. “Don't want my pet
white girl turning brown.”

Pet!? I gasped as his big, rough hands spread
the sunscreen over my skin, massaging my breasts, sliding down my
belly and in between my legs, rubbing around the lips of my sex
which were spread tautly around... something!

He stopped and then got up and left.
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I stared at the fence and then looked up and
back to see my wrists with studded leather restraints around them.
They had metal clips locking them together, and also locking them
to a ring set into the post.

I looked down as much as I could, and to see
some kind of black... dildo I guess, sticking into me. It was
clearly fastened to the post, angled upward. It was deep in my
pussy, and throbbing – or – no – I was throbbing around it!

This was so freaking crazy! How had I let
myself be placed in this position!? It had all happened so...
quickly! There had never been a time to stop and talk or discuss
things or... even think about it!

The sun beat down on me, and I moaned under
the heat. But the heat was inside me too. My nipples tingled and my
breasts throbbed.

My body... moved... continuously. My ankles
were bound back behind the post, and that forced my lower body in
closer to the post. My arms were above me, but not taut, and
holding them up above me was getting tiring. My knees naturally
slid further apart in the dirt, and that lowered me further – and
slid my pussy further down the thick dildo.

I also arched back a bit more, which
tightened the leather restraints. That was good since it held my
arms up in place without me having to do it.

But more and more of my attention was
focusing on the dildo, and I started to almost instinctively move
my hips in and back, or rather, up and forward and down and back,
rolling my hips back and sliding deeper onto the thing!

I moaned as I slid further down, feeling
something... solid on the underside of the otherwise smoothly
rounded cock. I pushed down further, harder, and it gave a bit, and
then there was a kind of click, and it started to buzz – to
vibrate!

I gasped, jerking my hips forward, and it
stopped.

I pushed back slowly, feeling the pressure
against the top of my sex, then pushed back a bit more and it
started to vibrate again!

It wasn't just that which vibrated, though.
The whole dildo inside me vibrated. It kind of pulsed, while the
part at the base which pressed against my clitoris throbbed.

This was so nasty and wicked and
outrageous!

But I was aroused, deeply aroused, and began
to ride my pussy up and down on the dildo, gasping and moaning,
then pushing achingly deep to trigger the vibrator part. I ground
myself against it, only really able to breath through my nose as
waves of pleasure rolled through my body. I slid up and down,
fucking myself on the dildo again, before jamming myself down once
more!

I came, crying out helplessly, swept by a
powerful wave of something so intense I could almost call it
ecstasy! I forced every inch of that thing into my body and rammed
my buttocks back against the wooden post hard and fast, grinding
myself against the vibrator as the pleasure tore through my mind
and body.

God! What was I dooing!?

Roberts was obviously a pervert! And was I
his prisoner!? His sex slave!? The idea was scary, but I didn't
really think that was the case. Roberts was a respectable man, a
well-known man in the public eye. He couldn't keep a girl against
her will!

Then again, did I even have a will!?

I slid my hips forward and the vibrations
stopped, then I knelt there, gasping for breath for long minutes,
overheated, sweating, panting around the gag.

I couldn't pull my hips far enough forward to
pull free of that black cock, though.

It lay nestled inside me, about halfway up my
moist, hot, throbbing pussy. And every time I moved my body moved
around it. Not that I could move much. I mean, I was like... a
prisoner! Tied up! Tied up naked!

It was too hot and thrilling a situation, and
I was soon riding my pussy up and down the dildo again, moaning and
gasping and grunting as I forced myself all the way down,
triggering the vibrator again!

I felt so full inside! And not just from the
dildo! There was that other thing he'd shoved up my ass! It was
solid and thick, and every time I forced myself all the way back
against the post I felt the base of it, whatever it was, against
the outside of my body, kind of clicking against the wood.

I came again, and then sagged, gasping for
breath for long minutes, then started riding the dildo again, and
came again. I was dazed and overheated. Sweat was trickling down my
body and face.

Roberts appeared and squatted next to me. He
put more sunscreen over my body, taking his time, massaging my
breasts, rolling and pinching my tingling nipples, then sliding his
fingers down between my legs, rubbing my clitoris.

I whimpered and moaned, my hips starting to
ride the dildo as he rubbed my clitoris.

“Nasty little white girl,” he said. “You just
love black cock up inside your hot little belly, don't you.”

He stood up, then reached behind my head and
undid the strap holding the gag in place. I gasped and moaned as it
pulled partly away. Then he eased it further, the ball slowly
pulling free of my mouth so I could work my aching jaws.

He gripped my hair and jerked my head roughly
back, ignoring my cry of pain.

“Tell me you're my white bitch,” he
growled.

He jerked again.

“Say it.”

“I-I... I'm... I'm...”

He slapped my face.

I gasped at the stinging jolt to my cheek,
eyes widening.

“Say it.”

“I'm your... white bitch, sir!” I gasped.

He slapped me on the other cheek.

“Tell me you're my white whore.”

I flushed, feeling my pulse and heartbeat
racing.

“I'm your white whore, sir!”

He slapped my cheek again, the other one.

“Tell me you're my white slut.”

“I'm your white slut, sir!” I cried.

Again he slapped my face, and I was even more
dazed by then.

“Tell me you're my white sex slave.”

“I'm your white sex slave, sir!” I
moaned.

He was hard again. He shoved his cock into my
mouth, then deep into my throat. He started fucking my mouth and
throat, his hand gripping my hair as his long, thick cock pumped in
full, slow strokes, using me casually but thoroughly.

He pulled out and I gasped and coughed,
drooling down my chest.

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

I moaned and he slapped my cheek, throwing my
head to the side.

“Beg me to fuck your tight white ass.”

“Please!” I gasped.

He slapped the other side of my face and I
gasped dazedly.

“Say it.”

“Please fuck my ass, sir!”

He slapped my other cheek.

“Beg me to fuck your tight white ass.”

“Please fuck my tight white ass, sir!” I
cried.

He squatted down and untied my ankles, then
removed my wrists from the ring above me, throwing me forward onto
my belly in the dirt. He gripped my hair and dragged me further
forward, then dropped behind me and yanked my hips up into the
air.

He slapped my bottom sharply, then pulled the
thing out of my ass. His cock pushed into me back there, thick and
warm and soft compared to what it replaced. I shuddered and groaned
as it slid deeper into my belly.

My chin and breasts were on the ground, my
bottom raised high, legs spread, as he drove his cock achingly deep
inside me. I began to feel cramps as he pushed too deep, but there
was nothing I could really do about it – or anything.

I felt that very deeply, that I was
completely helpless, that I had no control whatsoever, that he was
absolutely and fully in charge and could and would do anything he
wanted to me. It was a strange, almost passive feeling, like a
sense of submission and surrender.

He started fucking my ass, his thick cock
sliding in and out, in and out, as his hands held my hips and
slapped my buttocks.

It felt so... strange to feel his thick cock
so deep in my ass! I'd never done sodomy before! I was surprised,
insofar as I was capable of much thought, that it didn't hurt more.
In fact, it just ached, except when he buried himself in me then I
felt cramps deep inside.

He yanked on my hair and I cried out dazedly,
lifted up from the dirt, my upper body bowing back against him.

His other hand came up around my neck and my
eyes bulged.

“Tell me you love black cock inside you,
white girl,” he growled. “Say it.”

“I-I l-love black... cock.. inside me...
sir!” I croaked around his squeezing fingers.

He flung me forward into the dirt again,
thrusting harder.

There was something so raw and violent and...
savage about it! About the way he was treating me! It was a
controlled violence, but it produced a sense of anxiety in me. It
wasn't fear, exactly, but more an eagerness to please, to make him
happy so he wouldn't get even rougher!

And at the same time I continued to feel a
sense of awe and wonder, almost an eager sense of thrilled heat, at
how nasty and wild and carnal this all was! I had never submitted
to a man like this before, never surrendered to him. Nor had I ever
been subjected to this level of raw power and determination from a
man!

But then... he was my first man, really. The
rest had been boys.

The racial part was weird, too. I wasn't sure
if he was really talking like that because he didn't like white
girls – or white people – or just to be outrageous. Maybe the idea
of upending the traditional privilege gave him a sense of grim
satisfaction.

Now a white girl was a black man's slave!

And what a kinky, breathless idea that was to
me! Even letting a black man use my body was kind of a shock to me,
let alone letting him use me as roughly and crudely as this! It was
shockingly degrading! So why did it make my body burn?

And it did. I was moaning and letting out
continuous cries and gasps, and my hands – still locked together in
the restraints – were clawing at the dirt as he hammered himself
into my upraised buttocks. My breasts were grinding back and forth
in the dirt, and he kept alternately yanking back on my hair and
slapping my buttocks!

He yanked me back upright again, back against
his muscled body, and his hand encircled my throat.

“Tell me you're my white whore,” he
growled.

“I'm your white whore, sir!” I gasped.

I gasped as he drove his cock balls-deep in
my ass and ground himself against my buttocks.

“You love my cock buried in your ass, don't
you, white bitch?”

I only moaned, and he squeezed his hand
around my neck.

“Say it!”

“I-I love your cock buried in my ass, sir!” I
moaned.

He flung me down again, then slapped my
bottom sharply, then yanked up on my hips to raise my ass as high
as possible. Then he resumed thrusting into me. Only this time he
stretched his left foot forward and it came down on the back of my
head, jamming my chin into the dirt.

My head turned sideways, and his bare foot
slid over it, pressing down against my cheek as he hammered my
upraised buttocks with his powerful hips.

Most of my attention, though, was on that big
cock pounding into me like a black spear of flesh, driving achingly
deep into my quivering, burning belly with every stroke.

I trembled and shook, my mind dazed by wild,
surging emotions, my body trembling violently under his sexual
pounding. My arms were stretched out before me but I never tried to
pull them back, nor could I given the weight pressing down on
me.

I just... submitted. I felt this sense of
complete resignation, surrender. I was his to do with as he chose.
I had some trust that he wouldn't actually harm me, but none that
he wouldn't hurt me.

My breasts throbbed as they were ground into
the dirt. They ached, but they also burned with pleasure. Dark heat
filled my mind and body, and then the orgasm exploded out of
nowhere, screaming through my mind and body like a flash fire.

It wasn't the kind of explosive orgasm like
I'd had earlier. This was something low but intense – and lasting.
It went on and on and on as I gurgled and writhed and my mind
wallowed in the delicious sense of almost masochistic pleasure!

Then he pulled his foot off my face and head
and yanked me back upright against him. His hand circled my throat
once more, but this time his other hand drove down between my legs,
rubbing furiously at me, at my clitoris, even as he pumped his cock
into me with short, rapid thrusts.

Which was when I learned that what I had
thought was an astonishingly long orgasm – wasn't. Because my body
erupted and I cried out, screamed, again and again as my hips
bucked back, impaling myself feverishly on his big cock.

His hand closed firmly around my neck, and my
eyes bulged. My mouth opened wide to continue screaming but nothing
came out. My head throbbed and the orgasm shot up into even more
powerful, into something like... rapture!

When it was done I slumped bonelessly, only
upright because of his arms around me. He flung me forward and
continued pounding me but I was barely conscious, grunting, eyes
slit, as he continued to hammer himself against me.

He finished. Or at least, I suppose he did.
He stopped thrusting anyway, and his cock pulled back. I was in a
haze, half-conscious, hardly aware of anything as I gulped in air
and moaned weakly.

He shoved the gag with the ball back into my
mouth and strapped it there, then left me laying in the dirt.

Twitching. Trembling. Eyes glassy.

I groaned into the gag and then feebly rolled
onto my back, staring up at the wall and the sky. As my thinking
returned I marveled at what had just happened. I was once again,
shocked, amazed, more than slightly horrified, too. Not to mention
indignant. No man had ever treated me as crudely and roughly,
especially during sex!

I ached inside!

My buttocks ached just from the bruising
impact of his hips.

My breasts ached because they had been
pressed against the ground under my weight while my body was jerked
back and forth.

My scalp ached because he had yanked on my
hair repeatedly.

My throat ached from having that big cock
rammed down it so hard and fast.

I felt very much like... like a tortured
prisoner. And when I realized that he had attached a chain to the
collar, which locked it to the post, I felt another sense of
astonishment – and also dark wonder. He had chained me up like a
dog!

You have to understand that I didn't for a
moment think this was anything but some kinky sexual game he was
playing with me. I mean, I didn't think this was some sort of
permanent condition, or that he was going to keep me a prisoner or
anything like that. I didn't really consider myself to be a
prisoner. I had never even tried to oppose what he was doing to me,
after all, because it had felt so horribly good!

And nothing about him had given me the idea
he was a cruel man, exactly, much less a criminal. Though clearly
there were some dark fantasies in his mind.

As there had been in mind.

How weird that he had somehow realized
that.

It was hot. I was sweaty, and covered in
dirt. My hair was a mess. I wondered how long he'd keep me chained
up out here.

I sat up awkwardly, then tried to get to my
feet, only to find the chain too short. I lowered myself to my
knees again, then kind of sat back on my heels.

That had been so... intense!

And then there he was.

I gasped, eyes widening.

He was wearing just his bathing suit, and his
long hair was hanging down his back. He unlocked the chain from the
post and then wrapped it around his fist before leaning in and
undoing the clip which held my wrists together.

“Come,” he ordered, yanking on the chain.

I gasped as it yanked on the collar and
pulled me sprawling onto my belly. He pulled again and dragged me
across through the gate, before I managed to push myself up onto my
hands and knees. Then I was hurriedly crawling as he led me back
along the path to the rear of the house.

There he pulled up and back on the chain,
raising me upright.

“Sit on your heels. Spread your legs wide.
Arch your back. Put your hands behind your neck.”

I obeyed the harsh, staccato orders, and he
picked up a hose and sprayed cold water over me.

I gasped and trembled, but didn't move, glad,
in a way, to get the dirt off me, and also because I was so hot.
But I trembled as the cold water sprayed my head and hair and
sluiced down my body.

He threw the hose down, then combed his big
fingers through my hair before twisting the water out and then
letting it fall. He tugged on the chain again, and I gasped as I
fell forward onto my hands and knees. He led me around the house
again, crawling anxiously behind him, my eyes wide.

Crawling like a dog!

This was fucking insane! A part of me was so
indignant that I longed to jump to my feet and confront him! But
another part was … awestruck again. I mean, wow! Crawling naked on
the end of a … leash! Fuck!

We went around to where the big pond was.
There was a kind of bubbling whirlpool at one end, made to look
sort of like a natural pool. He slipped off his swimsuit, then
stepped into it, sitting down, and dragging me in by the chain,
then by the hair.

He locked the wrist restraints together
behind my back again, then settled me across his lap, his left arm
behind me. He lifted a 'rock' to reveal a weatherproof control
board, then pressed a button which caused another 'rock' off to the
side to slide open to reveal a TV monitor. He played with buttons
until a baseball game came on.

He opened another small rock, and inside was,
of course, a small fridge. I knew about this because ensuring it
was stocked with beer was one of my jobs. He pulled one out and
popped it open, then sighed and looked at the baseball game.

He set down the can and his hand cupped and
gently kneaded my breasts.

“Gorgeous tits,” he said, not for the first
time.

He looked at me and I dropped my eyes.

“What man could ask for more than a gorgeous
blonde with big tits, who doesn't get to talk?” he said in
amusement.

I raised my eyes, frowning at him, and he
laughed.

The hand behind me gripped my hair and yanked
back, not harshly, but causing me to gasp.

“You gonna give me that look, white girl?” he
asked in amusement. “Like I should treat you with respect or
something? Bitch, you ate my ass and I came in your face.”

I flushed and dropped my eyes.

“You belong to me, bitch. I fuckin' own you.
Your job is to keep me happy so I don't tie you up and whip you or
something.”

I gulped, not entirely sure if he was
serious. No way I would put up with that!

“What a fuckin' body you got on you,” he
sighed. “You know how much men would pay to own you? Hmm? Some of
those really rich fuckers like the guys who own sports teams?
They'd probably pay a hundred million or so to buy you as their sex
slave if it was legal.”

Sex slave! There was that phrase again!

“So here's how things is gonna be,” he said.
“You are gonna do and say what I tell you to, or else you're gonna
get your pretty ass whooped. You understand me?”

I hesitated, but nodded my head
anxiously.

“And if you do what you're told you're gonna
get so many orgasms you're gonna turn into a nymphomaniac.”

He reached behind my neck and undid the
strap, then worked the ball out of my mouth.

His hand gathered in my hair behind me,
though, and he held it firmly.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said.

I felt my chest tightening, then I felt him
tugging on my hair.

“I-I'm your... sex slave,” I gulped.

His other hand slapped my cheek lightly.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” I gasped.

It felt so much weirder and nastier to say it
now than it had when I was on fire with lust and heat!

“Tell me you're my dirty blonde slut,” he
demanded with a grin.

I felt my face heat, my stomach swirling.

“I'm your dirty blonde slut, sir!”

He made me say a bunch more dirty things,
like how I love to suck black cock, and how I love having black
cock up my ass and stuff like that. It was freaky saying it, and
kind of degrading, but also strangely exciting. It was like I was
abandoning all the rules of behavior which had been ingrained for
so many years.

Degrading myself.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


His hand moved casually over my body,
including between my legs. But it was fairly gentle, stroking and
caressing, rather than roughly groping. He was acting much more...
civilized now, and I nervously considered whether I dared ask any
questions, or even protest – however mildly.

“Do you... hate blondes, sir?” I asked
nervously.

He looked at me like I was crazy, and then
laughed.

“You out of your tiny blonde brain? Why would
any man hate blondes? Blondes are God's gift to men.”

He took a drink from his beer and looked at
me thoughtfully.

“When you're a young black guy growing up
poor, you don't see any beautiful blondes except on TV. You don't
see any blondes at all. Blondes are just a rumor. In every movie
the blonde is this super sexy chick that everyone wants. Not black
men, of course, and especially not poor ones. Beautiful blondes are
way out of reach for niggers. We don't even get to fuckin' see one
in person.”

“That makes us want a blonde girl. A blonde
girl is like... your sign of success. You got to have money to get
a blonde girl, lots of it. You see black men who make it, like
Tiger Woods and Charles Barkley, or 50 Cent or Diddy all grabbing
them some blonde ass. And that just makes all us want blondes even
more.”

“But we can't fuckin' have em. Not unless we
make it big. So yeah, there's some resentment there for young black
guys, envious of the guys who get to fuck all them blonde goddesses
while they can't. And resentment of the blondes for not being
willing to fuck us. Course, most men have some resentment towards
women because of that.”

I gasped as he pulled back on my hair,
forcing my head way back. I felt his lips on my breast, sucking
lightly, his tongue licking at my nipples.

“We got to work hard to get a hot blonde
bitch like you, got to smile and flatter you, got to buy you things
and treat you the way you want. Got to do it with every girl, when
all we wanna do is ram our cocks into you and drown you in
come.”

He pulled my face forward but to the side,
then his lips moved up along the nape of my neck, chewing lightly
and sucking.

“A man wants what he wants. We don't fuckin'
like waiting. We want to be able to take what we want. But there's
that old law thing, and police. So we have to wait until we can
convince you to go along with us.”

I gasped as he yanked back on my hair
again.

“But all we really want to do is put you down
on all fours and ride you like a bull!”

His fingers rubbed at my sex as he talked and
I felt a hot little shimmer of sensations rolling up through my
abdomen.

“We want you to be our fuck toys, and you
want to have brunch and then visit a fucking museum,” he growled.
“Of course men resent it!”

He laughed softly.

“You think other men don't dream of being
able to treat a beautiful blonde bitch the way I've been treating
you? They all do, baby girl. Every fuckin' guy who ever looked at
you, ever worked with you, ever went to school with you, ever saw
you across a restaurant or passed you in the street wanted to tear
your fuckin' clothes off, throw you on your back and ram himself
into your hot little pussy!”

His words were a strange mixture of the
obvious, and the shocking. I mean, yes I knew I was attractive, and
that men looked at me. It was weird to think every one of them
wanted to tear my clothes off and fuck me, though, but, I suppose
not entirely unreasonable. I just hadn't thought about it in so
many words.

He chuckled as he twisted my nipple.

“They just don't have the balls or money or
looks. Not to mention, girls like you are rare. I had to look hard
to find you.”

I blinked in surprise, wondering what he
meant.

He pulled my head forward again.

“And now that I got you, I'm fuckin' keeping
you!” he growled.

I gulped anxiously.

Then he kissed me. It was only the second
time he'd kissed me. This time it was softer, but no less
determined. It was a long kiss, and he knew what he was doing with
his lips, too! Just like he did with his fingers, which were still
gently stroking my clitoris.

He eased back, and I gulped in air.

“You know how you keep a blonde prisoner?” he
asked. “You do it by giving her so much pleasure, so many orgasms,
that she can't stand the idea of leaving. That's how you keep a
blonde as your sex slave.

That sounded... intriguing! Not to mention
exciting!

I cried out as he jerked back on my hair
again, and then felt his mouth on my breasts. He was rougher this
time, his large mouth enveloping the front of my breast, his teeth
digging in as he literally growled! I felt his tongue sweeping back
and forth over my erect nipple as he closed his lips and began to
suck.

He lifted his head and pulled mine forward
again.

“Tell me you're my fuck-doll.”

“I-I'm … I'm your fuck-doll, sir!” I
gulped.

He laughed softly, then picked up his
beer.

“Why... do you...”

He turned and gave me that dark-eyed look and
I hesitated. “Why do you want me to say... nasty things? Uhm,
sir.”

“Because I don't have to treat you like a
goddess, baby. I don't have to be polite and say flattering things
in case I insult you and you walk off in a huff. And that's
something every man dreams about doing with a beautiful woman.”

He gripped my throat again, squeezing softly,
and I felt my eyes bulge.

“Plus I want you to know what you are. I want
you to know deep inside, that I own you, that I control you, that I
can do anything I want to you, and that you're my bitch, my whore,
my fuck-toy. I don't want backtalk, or snotty looks, or sulks. I
want you to obey every order I give you and do it fucking right
away.”

I was having trouble breathing, and gasped
for breath as his fingers squeezed.

“Not because I'll harm you. I'd have to be
out of my fucking mind to harm you, after all. A man doesn't take a
hammer to his Porsche or Mercedes, for fuck's sakes. No, I want you
to do it because you don't even think about it, because the thought
of not obeying me doesn't even appear in your tiny little blonde
brain.”

He opened his fingers and I gulped in
air.

“And you'll be like that because I'm your
black god, a god who gives you pleasure and pain, and controls
everything about your life.”

I felt an instant rejection of that
outrageous idea, but didn't have a chance to voice it.

He kissed me again, hard, and I moaned as the
force of his kiss pushed my head back – until his huge hand came up
behind my head. Then I could only let my lips widen as he invaded
my mouth, as his big tongue drove deep inside and his lips slid
harshly against mine.

He pulled back with a grin.

“Thinking that's not gonna happen? Think
again, bitch. You are one responsive little slut, and I aim to push
your buttons until just the sight of me gets you so wet your juices
start trickling down your thighs. You think you'll want to leave
that? Not fucking likely.”

He lifted me up and half dropped me onto the
edge of the pool, with my buttocks on the edge. Then he turned
around, gripping my legs and roughly jerking them wide. He grinned
up the length of my body and then leaned in and began to lick
me.

He'd already given me an example of his oral
skill, and now as I lay back staring up through the trees, I gasped
to feel how strong and deft his tongue was as it pushed in between
the lips of my sex. It was long too, as it squirmed in and thrust
up inside me, driving astonishingly deep!

He pumped and twisted it around inside me,
then slid it up and over my clitoris, his fingers taking its place
as they drove up high and deep, then began to stroke steadily. His
tongue alternated, licking up and down, then from side to side
around and over my clitoris. Then he started sucking and massaging
me with his lips.

I... did nothing. There was nothing I could
do but lay back on my bound arms and stare upward, moaning, as his
tongue and fingers somehow roused me yet again!

Sex slave! I would be his sex slave!
That was so outrageous and incredibly hot!

I didn't take his confidence in how he was
going to make me his 'fuck doll' seriously, of course. If he wanted
to try and brainwash me with tons of orgasms, though, I was more
than willing to let him give it a try! He certainly had a talent
for it!

Everything he'd said was simultaneously
incredibly insulting and also amazingly flattering! Calling me a
'fuck-toy' was probably accurate too. I mean, in how he saw me. I
was his fuck-toy, to bring him sexual pleasure. Yes, that was
insulting. On the other hand, I had never aspired to be his
girlfriend or something. He was, as I said, way too old, and way
too... just not... appropriate!

He was rough, instead of gentle. He had zero
interest in what I thought about things, or what I wanted – except
sexually. We were not going to go on a date somewhere and stop for
coffee at a cafe. We were not going to go bicycling in the park or
go see a movie, or any of the other things I would do with a
boyfriend.

And that was clearly not what he was looking
for. His only interest was in my body, and persuading me to give
him unrestricted access to it. That was not something I'd ever done
even with boyfriends, but I'd never encountered someone like
Roberts!

He was so determined! He was so single-minded
in going after what he wanted – and that was me! It was easy to be
overwhelmed by that, especially given who and what he was. Not to
mention the astonishing and depraved things he'd done to me and
made me do to him.

The sensations he was rousing with his tongue
and fingers were overpowering. My hips began to roll helplessly up
every time that big, strong tongue swept up across my clitoris!

Suddenly he rose out of the water, his left
hand coming down around my throat.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
growled.

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” I gasped around
his fingers.

“Tell me you're my white slut.”

“I'm your white slut, sir!” I gurgled.

“Tell me you belong to me.”

I gurgled as he squeezed harder.

“I belong to you, sir!”

“Tell me your body belongs to me.”

“My body belongs to you, sir!” I croaked.

His fingers were deep inside me, moving in
and out hard and fast now, while his thumb stroked expertly across
my clitoris! My hips were bucking more and more violently as he
leaned into me, even though I could barely breathe.

Then the orgasm tore up through my belly and
chest and sent my mind spinning wildly! Another orgasm! Fuck! I had
never had so many orgasms in a day in my life! I had not even
suspected that was possible! Now my hips bucked and my body twisted
and thrashed as he continued to pin me down by the neck and ram his
fingers into me, and I cried out again and again – nearly silently,
as his fingers tightened around my neck.

He released me and I gasped for breath,
coughing, chest heaving.

“Remember, I'm your black god. I control the
air you breathe, the food you eat, the water you drink, when you
sleep and where and everything you do when you're awake.”

He leaned right over me, his nose an inch
from mine.

“Say it, slut. Say I'm your black god.”

“You... you... you're my... black... god!” I
gasped.

“Don't forget it, white girl.”

*

Finally, he'd had enough of my body... for a
while! But it wasn't like he just sent me away to relax and think
about things. Oh no. I still had work to do, and he ordered me to
get back to work. But first, he took me back to the house, took off
the collar and restraints, and gave me new ones.

These were made of stainless steel. They fit
perfectly around my neck, my wrists, and my ankles.

And I was to wear nothing else, except when
going out on errands.

“I'll get sunburned!” I exclaimed.

Crack!

His hand smacked stingingly against my bottom
and I yelped and jumped.

“Sir,” he growled.

“Ow! Sir!”

“You get a sunburn I'll punish you. You got
lots of sunblock. Use it. I don't even want you getting a tan. I
like that nice ivory skin. If your pretty ass starts turning brown
I'm gonna turn it red. Understand?”

I gulped anxiously. “Yes, sir,” I said.

The idea of walking around the grounds, doing
my work – like this – was already making me feel both anxious and
aroused. It was... and I hate to overuse the word but it fits –
outrageous!

Understand that I had never been a girl who
did outrageous things, or even daring things. I had thought about
doing them, but that was it.

In fact, I had never even been naked outside
until today.

“But... what about when people... like the
gardener, come over?” I asked nervously.

“You embarrassed about being seen naked? Why?
You got a hot body.”

“But... I... I can't just...”

“Maybe if you beg I might let you wear a
bikini,” he said. “A small one.”

I gulped.

“For now, get your slave ass back to work.
Oh, one more thing.”

He grabbed me and bent me over again, then
showed me a thing that looked sort of like an egg on a stick, only
wider.

“This is a butt-plug. I want your ass ready
for my cock any time I want to shove myself inside.”

He pushed the thing slowly into my ass, and I
gasped as it spread me wider and wider. Then it was all inside
except for the thin stem, and the small round base which covered my
wrinkled little opening.

Crack!

Now get to work, slave bitch.”

I yelped and leapt away, gasping, rubbing my
stinging bottom as he laughed behind me.

The first place I went, of course, was back
to my cabin to stare at myself in the mirror, and examine the
collar and shackles. They all had tiny keyholes, which meant I
couldn't take them off on my own! I shook my head in amazement.

What was I going to do about this? How far
would I let him go!? Given the things he'd already done to me;
pretty far! I had never let a guy fuck me in the ass before, or
come in my face, or slap me, or... well, I sure hadn't licked their
ass! I had never even let one treat me rudely, let alone
roughly!

Now Roberts was treating me like a whore,
like … a sex slave! And it was turning me on a lot more than it was
angering me.

Walking around naked was … weird. Also
uncomfortable. My breasts moved as I walked, and they had nothing
to restrain them. I wasn't used to that. Yes, they're quite firm,
but still, if I moved fast they'd jiggle and bounce and shake.
Maybe I could persuade him to let me wear a small bikini, at
least.

I went back to the house to get more
sunblock, but he stopped me.

“You're gonna make my dinner from now
on.”

“Uh...”

“Don't worry, slave girl. I ain't some snooty
guy from Beverly Hills wanting snails and shit. I like regular
foods.”

He told me what he wanted, and then told me
how he liked it. Then I had to make it, call him when it was ready,
and bring it out to him.

Cooking naked was weird, too. Serving it to
him naked was also weird. But it was funny weird. Like... it was
exciting weird even without my really understanding why. I'd had
the most incredible, intense, sex-filled day of my life, and it was
hard wrapping my mind around what I'd done and was doing, and who I
thought I was.

Even once I went back to my cabin I felt
weird. I was hanging around naked, except for the collar and
shackles to constantly remind me that I was supposed to be a 'sex
slave'. I wasn't sure why I stayed naked. I could have at least put
on a pair of shorts and a bra. I just didn't want to for some
reason.

I very much disapproved of that. I told
myself repeatedly to put something on, and to stop going to mirrors
and staring at myself in the collar and shackles. I told myself
this sex slave stuff was appallingly sexist and misogynistic, and
everything he'd said ought to infuriate me not flatter me.

I mean, he'd openly said he thought of me as
a fuck toy! He'd admitted that he resented having to be nice to
girls, that all he wanted to do was throw them down on the ground,
tear their clothes off, and fuck them. It was like we weren't even
people to him, just bodies to be used!

I finally argued myself into a state where I
put on a nightie. It was a short, thin one, but it was at least
something. No way could I argue myself into leaving, though. I was
too fascinated with the idea of playing his sex slave, and the
wild, nasty, outrageous sex that came with it.

And it wasn't like anyone I knew would find
out about it, right? I mean, I was fairly isolated here and could
operate under a different set of rules if I wanted to. Even rules
which were perverted and should have been so insulting I left.

I went to sleep, finally, my head still
wildly confused and uncertain about what to do and how I ought to
be reacting to all this wild, crazy sex stuff.

I got up the next morning as usual, but
aching in strange places. It all came back to me and I felt
momentarily breathless. Then I got up and had my usual cereal and
milk while I watched TV. I brushed my teeth, then remembered some
of the outrageous, insulting things Roberts had said to me
yesterday.

I almost hesitated, but squatted down and
opened the lower door of the cupboard. And sure enough, there it
was. An enema bag.

Roberts had made it clear my ass was his to
do whatever he wanted with, and that would include fucking it
often. He had ordered me – ordered me! – to keep it in shape for
him to use. I could ignore that, but it didn't seem wise.

I sighed and used it, then cleaned the
butt-plug before putting some lube on and sliding it in. I took a
shower, then, and put on my most revealing bikini (which wasn't
very revealing). I mean, there was no way I could just go over
there naked despite what had happened yesterday.

Besides, he had told me to exercise, right? I
had to have some kind of bra on for that!

I went across and then checked the schedule
for the day. It included driving into town to get his Mercedes
washed, and also picking up his laundry and doing some groceries.
He was going to have to remove the shackles and collar first, of
course.

There was an intercom system in the house,
and it buzzed. I went over to the wall and nervously pressed the
button.

“Yes, sir?” I asked.

“Get me a coffee, bitch, and come up here and
suck my cock,” he growled.

Ho-ly fuck! That was so outrageous a demand!
I mean, can you imagine how you'd treat even your boyfriend or
husband saying something like that!?

I felt my face flush and scowled at the
intercom, wondering how to suggest to him that he could at least be
somewhat polite. I mean, I got how he wanted sex on demand. All men
would. But that didn't mean he had to be so insulting and rude
about it!

From the fresh perspective of a new day I
decided I should talk to him. We were both enjoying this kinky
little game, but there had to be some kind of limits. He had
admitted girls like me were rare, and that I would be worth a
fortune if he could actually literally buy me (which made me feel
kind of weird) so that meant he wouldn't want to risk my getting
insulted and leaving, right?

I hesitated, wondering if I should get rid of
the swimsuit, but I did look cute in it, and surely he wouldn't
mind being teased a little by it. He could always remove it, after
all. Men liked taking my clothes off. I knew that much.

I made him the coffee and carried it up the
stairs, then to his door. I knocked, feeling my chest tighten as I
did, feeling my stomach starting to flutter. Then I took it into
his bedroom.

It was, as you can imagine, a huge room. It
had huge glass walls looking out at the ocean, a massive bed on a
low platform, a fireplace on its other side, and a huge TV that
came up out of a chest at the foot of the bed.

Roberts was sitting up in bed playing with
the remote for the TV when I arrived.

“Uhm, good morning, sir,” I said.

“Why you wearing clothes, slave girl?”

I felt my blush deepen.

“I... well, I was hoping to talk to you about
that... sir. I mean, it doesn't really make sense for me to be
naked when you can't even see me,” I said, handing him the coffee.
“Plus I need to wear clothes for some things, like if I'm
exercising or meeting with people, or going on errands, so I –
.

He took a sip of the coffee, then set it on
the table next to the bed as I spoke, before leaning forward,
reaching out that long arm, and grabbing my wrist. I squealed as he
yanked me bodily into bed to sprawl on my belly across his lap.
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In seconds he had torn off the suit, then
bound my wrists together behind my back.

“You being naked all the time isn't just for
my benefit, sex slave,” he said.

Crack! His hand slapped down
stingingly across my bottom!

“Ah!” I yelped.

“It's for yours.”

Crack!

“A bitch who spends all day naked – .”
Crack! “ – wearing a collar and shackles – .” Crack!
“ – starts to get the idea of what being a slave is.”

Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh, please! I can't – ,” Crack! “ –
Ow! – exercise naked!”

Crack!

“Why not?”

“Because it will hurt my breasts!”

Crack!

“Sir, slave.”

“Sir!”

Crack!

“You let me worry about your tits, baby. You
worry about pleasing me.”

“But... but sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! That hurts!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“It's supposed to hurt, bitch. And you keep
forgetting to call me sir.”

Crack! Crack!

“Sir! Please, sir!” I cried.

“Get your mouth on my cock, bitch,” he
growled.

He jerked me down by the hair and I squealed
in pain, then he threw the covers back and dragged me back, shoving
my face into his groin.

“Suck that cock, white girl. Lick it.”

Gasping, but grateful he wasn't slapping my
hot, sore bottom anymore, I began to lick at his cock, then mouth
it and his balls. He guided me in what I could do by jerking on my
hair. Which meant he guided me onto his cock when he wanted it, and
it pushed into my mouth as it forced my lips wide.

“I knew you blonde whores love nigger cock,”
he growled. “You can't get enough of it.”

I sucked and licked at his cock, or at least,
the front of it, as he held my head in place, then cried out as he
yanked me up and back.

I was on my back now, dragged so that I was
lying diagonally across his body, his right hand casually kneading,
squeezing and massaging my breasts, then sliding down between my
legs to finger me there.

“You got to get it set in your skull that
you're my sex slave, white girl,” he said.

He pulled his hand away, though he dragged me
up further with his left.

I scrambled with my feet to ease the pull on
my hair, gasping and moaning as he manhandled me.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I gasped but obeyed as he forced my head
back.

I heard the buzzing, then felt the vibrator
rubbing up and down along my sex. I moaned as it slowly penetrated
me, pumping and twisting, but always sliding deeper.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, sir!” I cried.

“You know what? I think we should change
that. Stop calling me sir.”

“Yes... sir? I mean...”

“Call me master.”

Master? I gasped as the vibrator pushed
deeper into my squirming depths.

“Say it, slut.”

“Master!” I gasped.

He dragged me up further, so I was kind of
sitting straddling him, sort of, though with my knees up and
apart.

“Say it again.”

“Master!” I gasped.

He pumped the vibrator slowly in and out, and
I gasped at how deep it was going.

“Now tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm... I'm your sex slave... Master!” I
gasped.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Again, whore.”

This was so outrageous! But the feel of the
thick vibrator pushing in and out of me, combined with the
intensity of the sensations it was rousing, was making my body
thrum with sexual tension.

Well, not on its own. I'm embarrassed to say
that the way he was treating me, the rough and degrading things he
was doing and saying to me, were turning my mind on even more. I
didn't understand it, but my nipples were so hard they ached!

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Again, bitch.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

The vibrator jammed even higher, and now I
felt some sort of branch or base jammed against the outside of my
pussy, buzzing, buzzing, buzzing!

I moaned, my hips grinding helplessly against
it as he held it against me.

“Beg to suck my cock, slave.”

“Please may I suck your cock, Master!” I
gasped.

“You love my cock, don't you, white
girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Say it. Tell me you love my black cock.”

“I love your black cock, Master!” I cried, as
he jerked on my hair.

“You want my black cock in your mouth, don't
you, white girl.”

“Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

So fucking outrageous!

“I want your black cock in my mouth, Master!”
I cried.

“You need it in your mouth, don't you, white
girl?”

“Yes, Master! I need your black cock in my
mouth, Master!”

He jerked me down and forward by the hair,
mashing my face into his groin, then jerked my head up and fed his
cock into my mouth. I sucked dazedly, my scalp aching as he drew me
in further. I gurgled and gagged weakly as he forced me down
deeper, his big cock pushing into my throat, then sliding deep.

He pulled me all the way down, jamming my
mouth against his groin, then drew his legs in around me, squeezing
my head tight so that I was locked there, with his cock filling my
mouth and throat.

“That's it, white girl. You got a big nigger
cock in your mouth and down your throat. You think I should let you
choke on it? That would be a nice item in the newspaper, wouldn't
it? She choked on a big black cock.”

My chest was burning and my head pounding. I
squirmed uselessly as he held me easily in place. Then he pulled
his legs back and dragged me back up by the hair.

I coughed and gulped in air, sweating, dazed,
eyes tearing as he roughly fondled my breasts. He yanked me in to
suck and lick his balls, then forced me down his cock again. This
time he rolled over, rolling me over with him, and coming down atop
me.

He began to fuck my mouth then, tilting my
head back as he thrust into me hard and fast. All I could do was
lay there, my mouth wide, staring, as he used my mouth and throat.
But I discovered, essentially accidentally, that I could breathe a
little, despite how thick he was.

It happened because I was light-headed, and
that was making my body more relaxed, which made my throat more
relaxed. I couldn't breathe easily, but I could breath, as he
pumped his cock into my mouth and throat.

He pulled out and I coughed, chest heaving,
sucking in deep, ragged breaths of air as he climbed to his knees.
He spread my legs wide, then shoved them back against me as I
stared up at him through glassy eyes.

Then he pulled the vibrator out of me and
pushed his cock in through the taut lips of my sex, sliding it
deeper as he bent my legs back further. He forced my ankles back
over my shoulders, which tilted my buttocks up sharply towards him,
then jammed them in together behind my head, crossing my ankles
there before locking my ankle restraints to the back of the
collar!

“Now you get what being a sex slave means,
white girl?” he demanded.

He pumped into me with long, deep strokes,
his hands kneading my breasts. Then he began to rub my clitoris
with his fingers.

This was... the whole thing was so...
nasty... so savage... so raw and carnal and... wicked and
shocking!

I could see my sex, could see his glistening
black cock as it pumped in and out, could marvel at how long and
thick it was even as I felt how deep inside me it was going! It was
such a big cock! It was so thick! So hard! So long! And so
black!

“Beg me to fuck you, slut,” he ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

My eyes were so close to it because of the
way he'd forced my legs back and how my buttocks had risen. I gaped
at it, almost transfixed by the sight of such a big, thick black
cock sliding in and out between the taut, straining lips of my
sex!

Then I raised my eyes to see him holding up a
cell phone, pointing at me. I stared dazedly, not quite
understanding. I moaned, my mouth open, gasping and grunting as he
thrust into me.

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

“I love your cock, Master!” I gasped.

“Tell me you love feeling my nigger cock
inside you, white girl.”

“I love feeling your... your nigger cock
inside me, Master!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my blonde fuck-toy.”

“I'm your blonde fuck-toy, Master!” I
moaned.

He started pumping faster and harder, and my
body began to be slammed down into the mattress, only to rise up as
he withdrew and then be slammed down once more. I gasped and moaned
as he fingered my clitoris and groped my breasts.

I could feel the sexual pressure and heat
rising, swirling and churning inside me. It was all so wild and
crazy and sick and kinky. Calling him 'master' and pretending I was
a sex slave! And then to be staring at this huge cock thrusting
into me, and feeling it so deep inside!

The orgasm tore through me with a massive
explosion of sensation, and I cried out again and again as he threw
his body atop me, crushing me, burying me under his powerful black
flesh, shutting out the rest of the world as his hips rose and
fell, pounding my buttocks, his black spear ramming deep inside me
again and again!

It was overwhelming, the power and violence
and raw animal hunger ravaging my mind and drowning it in a
feverish sexual heat as he impaled me repeatedly, crushing me
beneath him.

*

Master. I was to call him 'master' now! That
was even more outrageous! I had to admit it was in keeping with his
idea of me pretending to be his sex slave, though.

My complaint about needing to wear something
to exercise was considered, and addressed. But not by my wearing
clothes.

Instead he took some rope, soft rope, but
rope anyway, as thick as my thumb, and tied it around my breasts!
It went around my chest, and then down the outside of my right
breast, underneath, up the outside of my left, and then over the
top again no less than four times, and it squeezed my breasts in
together as well as making them kind of plump out taut and fat!

Then he tied the rope in between my breasts,
to squeeze them more, before dropping it down my body, between my
legs, then up between my buttocks. He tugged it hard so it pulled
up between the lips of my sex, with a knot right over my clitoris,
then tied it to the rope around my back.

He was such a pervert!

My nipples stuck out like hard little eraser
points, and my breasts were hard and swollen, and pointed a little
out to either side.

And he made me exercise like that!

It was exhausting, and confusing, and hot,
and he stopped me several times, to jerk back on my hair and then
suck and chew the center of my breasts!

The knot also ground against my clitoris
uncomfortably, which began to make it ache, and swell, and sweat
even more than the rest of me was sweating. It also made it more
and more sensitive the more it ground against me.

That began to fill my body with a different
kind of heat than the exercise, and I began to feel really...
ragged as I went through the exercises.

“All right, hit the shower,” he sighed.

“I... I can go to my cabin... master,” I
gasped, panting for breath.

I yelped as he gripped my hair, forcing my
head up and back.

“Drop your arms,” he growled as my hands shot
up to grab his wrists.

I moaned and obeyed.

“Sex slaves do not disagree with their
master,” he said. “Sex slaves do whatever the fuck they're told
without complaining or disagreeing.”

“Yes... Master!” I gasped.

The doorway between the room with the
exercise equipment, and the other rooms, like the sauna, shower,
and massage room, was framed by a pair of roman style pillars about
a foot thick. He shoved me against one, then untied the rope behind
my back. It dropped down and he peeled it out from between my
buttocks, then out from between the lips of my sex, before
unwinding it from my breasts.

But then he used the rope, sliding it through
the rings on the restraints to tie my wrists up and around the
pillar, before dropping the ropes low and then pulling my ankles in
to tie them in place too.

“You got to learn to obey your master, slave
girl,” he said.

He left me like that, panting and trembling a
little, filled with a dark heat.

He returned in less than a minute, and shoved
that ball gag thing into my mouth, pulling the leather strap around
behind my head.

That was when I saw the whip! I gasped, my
eyes widening, and shook my head violently.

“Slaves don't get to tell the master what
punishment they deserve,” he growled.

He swung his powerful arm and the whip flew
through the air! It was a short whip, one of those things with
dozens of slim little black laces about twenty inches long. I
screamed into the gag as they hit my back, and my breasts were
crushed against the pillar as my body instinctively threw itself
forward to get away.

But no sooner had they hit, even as I
screamed, when I realized they really didn't hurt that much. They
stung a tiny bit. Of course, there were dozens of them, so even
tiny stings produce a response when there's so many of them!

“Learn to obey your master, slave,” he
growled.

The whip cut across my back a second time,
and a third, and I gasped and moaned, my face against the pillar,
my arms stretched up and out around it, feeling a strange dark tide
beginning to rise over me.

I squealed as the whip cut sideways across my
lower back – though that didn't hurt as much. Then it swept down
across my buttocks and my hips bucked forward against the
pillar!

“A slave that doesn't obey her master gets
whipped,” he said sternly.

I felt a deep sense of relief at how little
it hurt, which in turn inspired a dark rush of excitement at being
whipped. Whipped! Like a prisoner! Like a slave girl! Whipped! That
was so fucking awesome!

I would have greeted it with less excitement
if it had hurt more, mind you, but it only hurt a little, not even
as much as his big hands slapping down on my buttocks had
earlier.

The whip swept down across my back again,
then again, then my buttocks, then my back as I squirmed and
strained and moaned and trembled. My back was beginning to ache, to
feel tender, and I flinched and gasped at each blow!

But the weird thing was the more it hurt the
more real it felt! And that in turn made it more kinky, more
perverted, and more darkly thrilling! Because I was starting to get
off on the masochism of it, on the victim mentality. I gasped and
jerked, and my soft breasts ground against the pillar, them my
groin mashed against it when the whip cut down across my
buttocks!

Then his big, powerful body was pressed
against me, squeezing me harder against the pillar.

“Learn to obey your master, you white slut,”
he said, jerking back on my hair.

I felt his cock, hard and slick, pressed up
between my buttocks as he ground himself against me.

“I own this body. I get to make all the
decisions. You just do what you're told or you get whipped.”

I felt his finger tugging at the butt-plug,
and moaned as he worked it out of me, Then his cock pushed in,
sliding slowly up into my body, pushing up higher and higher,
spreading open the narrow confines of my back passage as the head
pushed deep into my abdomen!

I felt every inch of it, felt how high the
head was pushing, and felt the dark tide of that wild, carnal heat
burning hotter!

His right arm slid around me, his hand pushed
down between my legs. My clitoris had recovered somewhat from the
knot grinding against it. It wasn't as swollen and sore. But it was
still very sensitive.

His fingers began to rub it and my hips began
to almost immediately spasm! His cock was sliding deeper and deeper
as his fingers rubbed my clitoris, and the orgasm erupted! I
screamed into the gag, screamed and screamed as he jammed his cock
into me to the balls and rubbed my clitoris furiously!

My hips jerked violently as he began to pump
his cock in my ass, and his other hand jerked back even harder on
my hair as he leaned in to chew and suck on the nape of my
neck.

“You're my white slave, bitch!” he growled.
“Remember that! You belong to me!”

He rammed himself into my ass and ground
himself against my buttocks as the orgasm tore through me with
shattering power! My whole body was convulsing, my muscles spasming
as he smashed his hips into me again and again, squashing me up
against the pillar and burying my mind int scalding heat!

It truly was like a fever! I was lost in the
pulsing heat, all the higher level functions of my brain shutting
down, overwhelmed, leaving me as nothing but an animal, a sexual
animal, wallowing in the desperate pleasure of the moment!

*

He had bought me a bathing suit for when
someone might be over. But it wasn't much of a bathing suit, and I
had to still wear the collar and shackles! That was... awkward, to
say the least!

It was a black thong bikini. I'd never worn a
thong bikini in my life. So that was bad enough. It was a very
small one, too. The crotch was a tiny thing that barely covered my
sex, with two thin strings cutting up diagonally across my abdomen
and going over my hips.

The cups were too small for my breasts. They
only covered the center third of each breast. Which meant I had to
move very carefully or my breasts would pop out!

When I complained I got spanked, and he said
it was either that or nothing!

The first person I had to deal with was the
gardener. He was a middle-aged Black man. He had a crew, three
younger Hispanic men. Roberts made me come out to meet the man and
explained to him that I would be overseeing his work from then
on.

My face was probably beet red. It certainly
felt hot.

The man made little effort to hide his
interest in my body as he looked me up and down. His crew made
NONE, staring at me like they wanted to throw me down onto the
ground and fuck me then and there, like all the men Roberts had
told me felt about me!

It was humiliating! But here's the thing.
Even though it was humiliating it was strangely arousing in a very
dark, breathless way.

Like I said, I was not used to showing off my
body to men, especially strangers. I had always thought that was
the sort of thing cheap, desperate girls with no morals did. I was
above that sort of thing!

But I wasn't above feeling a secret desire to
show off my body. I mean, I knew what it looked like and I knew how
it compared to all those models and actresses and porn stars so
many men thought were so hot and gorgeous. I had always sort of
wanted, deep inside me, to show off my body too and get some of
that adulation.

Even though it was still horribly
embarrassing!

Roberts kept sending me out with questions
for the gardener, a man named Barnes, and every time he did Barnes
ogled me and smirked at me and leered at me, but he didn't touch
me.

He did let me wear clothes when going out.
But then, I'd have been arrested otherwise. He refused to take off
the shackles and collar, though. Instead I wore knee-high suede
boots with five-inch stiletto heels, the shortest skirt I had ever
worn, and a blouse with long sleeves that had lacy, ruffled cuffs.
Then I turned the collar around to hide the big ring under my
hair.

He wouldn't let me wear any underwear beneath
it, and the blouse was – tight, which was embarrassing in its own
way. Though after having to parade around in that tiny bikini in
front of the gardener and his men I was able to do this with
relative ease.

Anyway, it was no good complaining. Any
complaint got a sharp slap to my butt that stung!
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I made him his dinner, then went to my cabin
to make myself dinner. After that I went back to clean up. I was
doing that when he called out from the other room.

“Bitch, get me a beer.”

So freaking nasty!

I got him his beer and carried it out into
the front room, where I realized he wasn't alone. There was another
black man with him – big, like him – probably another basketball
player. He grinned hugely as he looked at me, and I squealed and
ran back into the kitchen, followed by male laughter.

I grabbed a towel, then dropped it and ran
outside and back to my cabin to get some clothes, blushing
furiously. God! God! God! That man had seen me completely naked!
And wearing the collar and shackles! Aaagh! He must think I was
such a slut!

Of course, Roberts called me a slut, and made
me call myself a slut, but this was different!

I yanked on a thong, a pair of sweatpants, a
bra, and then a tank top and then a T-shirt, cringing at the
thought of going back at all. Probably I could just clean the
kitchen and then leave, and wouldn't see whoever it was again!

My cell phone went off, and it was Roberts,
promising to hang me from my writs and whip me if I didn't return
fast!

I gaped at seeing that, though I didn't,
naturally, think it was more than one of his idle threats. He had
said I was like a Mercedes, after all, and that he'd never take a
hammer to a Mercedes.

I nervously went back to the house, and in
through the kitchen entrance to continue tidying it up.

I gasped as he came out into the kitchen.

“What you mean by running away like that,
bitch?”

“I was naked!”

“You think I couldn't see that?”

“I didn't know you had company!” I
gulped.

“So what? You need to be less shy about your
body now that you're my sex slave, white girl.”

“Who was that?!”

“That was Jamal. He's gonna be joining the
team next season. I was just telling him what a hot little blonde
sex slave I got.”

I flushed and looked anxiously past him.

“Come and see him.”

“No way!”

“No? You don't say no to your master, sex
slave,” he said.

I gasped as he grabbed me by the back of the
neck, but he wasn't pulling me towards the living room, but towards
the door heading outside. So I was okay with that. I was nervous
that he was angry at me but didn't think he was likely to fire me.
That didn't mean he might not spank me, of course!

He pushed me outside, then led me along the
side of the house. He stopped at one point and turned around,
facing me.

“You know how I told you what men dream of
doing when they see a girl like you?” he growled.

I stared at him anxiously.

He grinned and released my neck. Instead he
grabbed the front of my t-shirt and tore it completely open! I
gasped and tried to grab his wrists, but of course, he ignored me,
tearing my halter open too. He ripped both of them completely off
me, stripped off my bra, then tore off my pants and panties.

I fell naked onto the ground and he wound my
hair around his wrist and fist again and dragged me a little way
before I got my hands and knees under me and hurriedly crawled
after him!

We went to the side of the house, where he
pulled me to my feet. Then he gripped my wrists and pulled them up
and back behind my head, somehow clipping the rings in the
restraints to the back of the collar.

We were back at that little side yard, with
the post and fence. But he didn't bring me inside. Instead he
lifted me and set me down straddling the fence.

I gasped in surprise. The fence was too high
for my feet to touch the ground, and the wood pushed up hard
against my pussy.

It was a solidly built fence. The top rail
was set on its corner, so that the opposite corner was facing
upward. The ones below it were on their sides, and I set my bare
feet on the lowest one to help support me, anxiously wondering what
he intended to do.

There was rope sitting around in the little
fenced in area. He'd used some earlier to tie me to the post. Now
he slipped a rope into the ring of the restraints around my ankles,
then he lifted them up and back so they were tied together under
the rail I was straddling!

He fed a line up to the rings in my wrist
restraints behind my neck and tugged so that my wrists came back
more sharply, forcing my elbows up and back and making me arch my
back.

He snorted in amusement, then pushed that gag
ball thing back into my mouth and locked the strap behind me. He
had obviously already prepared things! The next thing he produced
was the vibrator thing that I had been jammed on earlier. Only now
it was in his hand he shoved it in against the top of my sex.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said. “You got to
learn your place. You got to take pride in what a sexy blonde
fuck-toy you are and not care who sees you.”

I moaned as he let the narrow tip rub lightly
against my clitoris.

My entire groin was starting to ache, of
course, as I straddled the fence post. All my weight was on my sex
and it was getting sore and achy very rapidly!

“You're my slave girl. You don't understand
what that means? You think you have the right to object to
anything? Cuz you don't. Slave girls do what they're told. And that
includes fuckin' anyone I tell you to.”

I gasped as he said the obvious, feeling a
wild jolt to my mind even as he jerked back on my hair and began to
suck and chew and bite at my breasts!

“You're my dog! My bitch! My animal!” he
growled.

None of this scared me. Instead, his words
were simply more dark, outrageous jolts to my psyche as he
continued to taunt and tease me with the vibrator. My pussy was
aching, burning already due to my own weight pressing it down
against the fence, but that just made it more sensitive.

He chuckled and then produced a length of
duct tape. He pressed the tip of the vibrator against me, then
taped the thing in place and left me like that as the sun set.

I rolled my eyes back at his disappearing
back, then stared down between my legs, anxious, pulse racing, and
filled with wild uncertainty and dark heat. I began to feel that
sense of masochistic heat that I'd first felt when he'd whipped me
the other day. It was a dark, bubbling cauldron of churning heat as
my pussy ached more with each passing minute.

Trying to lean back brought a sharper ache
against my tailbone, though it did ease the deep, dull ache against
my pussy a little. But I couldn't stay leaning back. I had to lean
forward to ease the sharper ache against my tailbone!

I writhed in place as I sat there straddling
the post, and the vibrator buzzed. Every time I leaned a little
forward it pressed directly against me just above my clitoris, and
I found myself trying to shift my hips further forward, then kind
of raise my pussy up to grind more directly against it!

Sweat trickled down into my eyes. I shuddered and moaned,
overheated inside and out once more as I tried to cope with both
the hot, sticky weather and my own inner fires. My whole body was
trembling as my groin throbbed painfully. But I was also feeling
ragged, my mind gripped by a chaotic mix of emotions and
thoughts.

And then Robert came back.

I moaned and rolled my eyes beseechingly up
at him, then shuddered as I saw the whip in his hand. It was the
same one as before, the one with the slim long laces. And there was
only one obvious target for it given the rope pulling my wrists
down sharply behind me.

“Nice,” another male voice said.

I shuddered as the other man came on the
other side of the fence, eyeing my body appreciatively.

“She's not nearly properly trained yet,”
Roberts said. “She's got a lot of potential, though.”

“You are one lucky bastard, Mike.”

“It ain't luck, man, it's effort. You don't
stumble across a sexy blonde goddess who wants to be a slave girl,
you know.

Wants? Wants!? I didn't WANT to be a slave
girl! Not that I could protest with the gag in my mouth!

“What a fuckin' body on her,” Jamal said.

“Yeah, a body built for fuckin', Roberts
replied.”

Then he swung the flog and I cried out as the
thin laces swept down across my taut breasts!

“Bad little white slaves get punished,” he
said.

He swung it again, and again, and each time
the laces snapped down with just a kind of light stinging across my
breasts.

But there were so many!

“They get whipped,” he said, swinging
again.

“How about fucked?” Jamal asked in
amusement.

“They get that every day.”

He swept the whip down again, and then again
and again! It was obvious he wasn't swinging hard at all, but the
laces still began to sting more as my skin became more tender.

He paused in amusement, and removed the duct
tape from the vibrator.

“Point this down more,” he said.

It wasn't to me. It was to Jamal. He took the
thing, lifting the rear up so the narrow nose eased lower and
pressed directly against my clitoris.

Roberts swung the whip again a half dozen
times, and I cried out at each blow, twisting, jerking, my mind
roiled as the thin laces bit into my tender breasts.

“Nice tits on her,” Jamal said.

“Nice tasty tits,” Robert said.

They both chuckled, then they both leaned in
and began to chew and suckle and bite at my breasts at the same
time!

I was losing the ability to think straight,
or even coherently! My mind was melting in the heat, and the way
Jamal was grinding the vibrator against the top of my sex was
making it very difficult to even think at all! And now two men were
sucking and chewing and licking at my breasts and nipples!

Both were big, powerfully built, rich,
arrogant and Black. And I was helpless between them!

And my pussy was aching even as it throbbed
with pleasure!

Roberts snorted and then undid the gag,
pulling it out of my mouth.

“Are you gonna be a good girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

He slapped my breast.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Master!” I cried.

Jamal chuckled. “Love to hear that from a
white girl,” he said in delight.

“Tell me you're my fuck-toy, blonde girl,”
Robert ordered.

I shuddered at just the thought of saying it
in front of a stranger!

Roberts swept the whip down across my breasts
again, harder, and I cried out.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your fuck-toy, Master!” I cried.

“You want my black cock inside you, don't
you, slut?”

“Yes, Master!” I exclaimed dazedly. “Please
fuck me, Master!”

I wanted off that fence post! I was aching
more with every minute! I was starting to get desperate!

The fact I was very close to orgasm was quite
separate from that, except it made me even more frazzled!

Roberts untied the ropes, all the ropes, and
then lifted me off the fence post. He put me down on my belly in
the dirt, then jerked my hips up.

“Spread our legs, slave.”

I moaned, glad to. It felt so good to no
longer have the pressure against my pussy!

“Pull your belly in tighter against your
thighs, slave.”

I wriggled back obediently, flinching as
Jamal whistled and then moved around behind me to join Roberts.

Roberts moved forward, then unlinked my wrist
shackles from the back of my collar, and unlinked them from each
other, too.

“Put your arms straight out to the sides,
slave.”

I obeyed, trembling, my ass high in the air,
my legs spread.

“Now you don't have any doubt about what you
are, slave, do you? When you're belly-down, ass-up, legs spread
before a man, you don't have any doubt about what you're there for.
Do you!?

“No, Master!” I gasped.

“That's a nice, pretty little pussy,” Jamal
said.

“It's a little red and swollen,” Roberts
said. “Probably even more sensitive than usual.”

I stared across at the fence. The sun was
gone now, and the light was fading. But it was still more than
bright enough to know that the two men behind me had a perfect view
of me from behind!

And laying like this on the ground, posed for
them, my pussy throbbing and my insides swirling and churning, I
felt a sense of dark hunger, the masochism now coming not with pain
but with a deep sense of... helplessness before them.

That I had made myself helpless because of my
own arousal was irrelevant. I could not bring myself to disobey,
could not bring myself to protest or object. I was displaying my
body in the most obscene and inviting, and even submissive way
imaginable, knowing what the consequences were likely to be!

I was positioned to be mounted, to be fucked
by them, by either of them.

Did it really matter which?

A dark, glittering curtain of heat settled
around my mind as I knelt there, trembling before them. In part
because I had already decided, or more like accepted, that I was
not going to object if Jamal fucked me.

I was a slave girl!

The idea, the thought of it made me burn.

And sure enough, Jamal knelt behind me,
running his hands over my taut buttocks.

“Beg for it, slut,” Roberts ordered.

“Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped.

“Dirty white slut. Tell me you need that
nigger cock!” he growled.

“I... I... need that nigger cock, Master!” I
gasped.

Crack! Jamal slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Nasty little blonde cracker! Calling me a
nigger!” he said in mock anger.

“Beg him to bury his nigger cock in your
tight white pussy, slave,” Roberts ordered.

“Please bury your nigger cock in my tight
white pussy, Master!” I moaned.

Crack!

“She said it again,” Jamal said.

Crack!

“Nasty little white girl.”

I felt pressure against my pussy, and moaned
as it ached. But this was not the hard pressure of the fence post.
It was soft and warm and it made me shudder in pleasure as it
rubbed along my moist sex. Then it forced me slowly open and began
to slide down into my body!

Robert walked around in front of me, his foot
an inch in front of my mouth.

“Are you sorry for being such a nasty blonde
slut?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” I moaned dazedly as Jamal's
cock slid deeper.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm sorry for being a nasty blonde slut,
Master!”

“Show me how sorry you are, slave.”

He prodded my lips with his foot and I felt
another dark jolt of heat. Jamal was starting to thrust in and out
now and I began to lick Robert's toes as the other man grunted in
pleasure.

“Tight pussy!” he gasped.

“That there is a special blonde slut pussy,”
Roberts said in amusement. “Made to milk and squeeze black
cocks.”

Crack! Jamal slapped my bottom sharply
as he rammed himself into me.

“Lick harder, slut or I'll put you back on
the post when he's done.”

I licked much harder, moaning, my tongue
sliding over and between his toes and up along his foot. My body
was jerking now to the force of Jamal's hips hitting my
buttocks.

“Harder, Jamal. Fuck her brains out,” Roberts
growled.

“Blondes got brains?” Jamal laughed.

I gasped and grunted as his hips struck
harder, as his big cock drove hard and fast into my quivering
belly. It felt like... I was now in a different world from the one
I'd grown up in. This was a world of dark, carnal heat, of sex and
submission and punishment!

A place where I was a slave girl! A sex
slave!

The idea was desperately, helplessly
thrilling and hot! It was also scary, but that didn't seem to
matter much in the face of the burning fire inside me!

I licked at Roberts' foot as Jamal rode me,
as his hands slapped at my buttocks and jerked on my hips, then ran
down my body, pushing under to roughly grope my right breast.

Then Roberts knelt down in front of me. He
wrapped his fist in my hair and jerked my head up off the ground,
tugging his track pants down.

His long, thick cock sprang up, the head
hitting my chin. Then he was pushing himself into my open mouth as
I moaned dazedly.

I felt big hands gripping my wrists and
pulling them back behind me, felt the shackles locked together
again, then held in one hand as Roberts' big cock slid deep into my
throat and he ground himself against my lips.

Jamal cursed. “Holy fuck! This bitch took
that whole horse cock of yours!”

“She's a blonde sex slave,” Roberts said.

Jamal thrust harder, and the orgasm tore
through me like a flash flood, liquid heat drowning me in pleasure
as I screamed soundlessly around Roberts' cock. The two big men
mauled my body, groping and slapping me, jerking on my hair,
ramming their big cocks deep inside without hesitation, using me
like their... bitch!

It does something to your mind when you give
yourself to two men, especially when one is a stranger. When you
just surrender to their lust and hunger and wallow in the dark tide
that sweeps through you as their hands race over your body.

Because if you're going to separate yourself
that far from your inhibitions, from what society says a 'good
girl' is supposed to do, then what's left? There's a sense of
surrender, then, a sense that there was little point in pretending,
even to yourself, that you have sexual morals.

Jamal was hammering me, and I was trembling
and shaking as my mind burned! I was also light-headed because of
how Roberts was fucking my mouth and throat. I felt like I was
totally immersed in that wicked role, that nasty, outrageous idea,
that I was a sex slave! Even while knowing I wasn't!

I spent the evening in the living room, being
teased and taunted, slapped, groped, fingered, fucked, spanked,
dildoed, and ridden again and again by these two big, black men. I
crawled on the floor between them, sucking their cocks, swallowing
them, riding them. I served them beer and snacks, and called them
'master'.

It was all breathless and shocking and
thrilling, and I came again and again! It was so fucking crazy!

I didn't even get to go back to the cabin
that night. Instead, I had to crawl up the stairs beside Roberts,
and then into his bedroom. There, next to his bed, was a big dog
bed. It was a kind of padded cushion in a bamboo frame. I crawled
into it, curled up and then looked at him as he grinned down at
me.

“Bitch. Slave bitch,” he taunted me.

And that was how I slept!
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In the morning, of course, I gave him a blow
job, and he fucked me hard, making me come several times because my
pussy was so sensitive. I made him coffee, then breakfast, then had
my shower and breakfast, and got ready for 'work'.

At least I didn't have to dress for it!

Jamal came over again, early in the morning.
I flushed, but of course, had to kneel before him and suck his
cock. Then he fucked me – hard – and I came twice more! Then...
then they took pictures of me. They made me pose in all the most
pornographic poses possible!

He and Roberts hung around by the pond. They
mostly talked sports and gossiped about the people on the team, and
other teams, as well as coaches and the manager.I knelt naked with
my legs spread, waiting for them to send me for snacks or
something.

“Man, you got everything,” Jamal said,
looking out at the waterfalls, then at me.

“You can have the same thing,” Roberts said.
“Just hire the right people.”

“Where do I buy a white slave girl?”

Roberts laughed softly.

“Guy named Banks got her for me,” Roberts
said.

“How'd he do that?”

“I don't know all the details. Has to do with
personality tests and pictures, and then hacking into computers to
see what the girl's fantasies are.”

I felt a little jolt of shock.

“You find a girl who's pretty enough, has a
great body, and has a fantasy for bondage and black cocks, and
you've got your candidate,” Roberts said.

I didn't have a fantasy for bondage! Okay, I
might have had some fantasies about Black men, and maybe some
images about... submissive girls, about girls tied up...might have
seemed kind of erotic and maybe I saved them on my computer but...
Banks hacked my computer!? They had hired me specifically because
of that!?

“You didn't know that, slave?” Roberts asked
in amusement.

“No... master,” I said, frowning.

“It's a little more complicated than that.
They use some complicated personality thing to get at what kind of
person you are. The way Banks explained it, they searched for a
girl with an imagination, with fantasies, and who felt repressed
about having to conform. A girl who was proud of her body, and
wanted to show off, but never did.”

“How would he know that!?” I blurted.

He scowled.

“Master!” I gulped.

“You had some naked pictures of yourself on
your computer you took.”

I bit my lower lip.

“You were proud of them titties, of that
gorgeous ass. But all the pictures you had that were of you wearing
clothes, they never showed nothing with cleavage, nothing tight,
nothing very sexy, no short skirts. It's complicated, but Banks
hires really smart people to do this stuff. We wanted someone
submissive, someone obedient to authority, someone who would make a
good sex slave.”

“I gotta hire this Banks guy!” Jamal
said.

“All it takes is money, my man,” Roberts
said.

He turned to me, grinning. “All right, slave.
I want you to go into the house. Go to my office. Open the top
left-hand drawer to my desk, and bring me the riding crop there.
Understand?”

I stared at him, feeling a jolt of
anxiety.

“Did you hear me, slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” I gulped.

I started to rise.

“Crawl there. Crawl through the house, and
crawl back.”

I felt another jolt, and then dropped onto my
hands and knees and crawled away from the pool as Jamal
laughed.

This was... degrading! But it was darkly,
richly, breathtakingly nasty and kinky and wicked too. I thought
about what Roberts said as I made my way to the house, confused and
uncertain, as well as indignant. They had broken into my computer
to see what my sexual fantasies were! That was such a violation of
my privacy!

But it was sort of hard to worry much given
the way the last few days had run. I mean, what privacy did I even
have before Masters given what he had done to me and made me do to
him? Was anything on my computer more private than that!?

Like, the biggest secrets I had, the ones I
wouldn't want anyone knowing about, were the things I had done the
last few days with him!

A few pictures of hot black men and a few
videos of bondage sex on my computer were pretty vanilla by
comparison.

It was easy crawling on the grass, but less
so once I reached the house. Some of the floors were marble. So
once I let myself in I rose and walked through it to his office,
then opened the door. I stared at the riding crop nervously,
picking it up and kind of swinging back and forth. It made a sort
of hissing sound as it cut through the air.

Did he intend to hit me with it or just
threaten me!? I hadn't done anything yet to be punished for, had
I?

The crop was thin and flexible, with a
leather covered handle and shaft. It was about twenty inches long,
with a thin, soft leather flap at the tip. I felt a sense of
unreality that I was actually going to bring this to him, bring to
my boss a riding crop he could use to hit me with!

It made me nervous but, well, so far he'd
been careful in his 'punishments'. They stung, but none had been
really severe. I mean, none had left any welts or bruises on me. He
was not really trying to torture me or anything. That reassured me
that he understood that despite his pretending otherwise I wasn't
really a slave!

I went back to the door, then dropped to my
knees to open it and go outside. I quickly realized it was hard
crawling while carrying something. The only thing to do was to
carry it in my teeth, so I did, aware as I did so how demeaning
that would look as I arrived.

I crawled back over the grass and around the
bushes and trees to where they waited, flushed as they both watched
me. Yes, demeaning, degrading as hell, but it made something dark
burn inside me.

He took the crop from my mouth.

“Turn around. I want your belly down and ass
up. Keep your knees together.”

I gulped anxiously. Why was he punishing
me!?

I felt the crop sliding across my taut
buttocks.

“Now didn't I tell you to crawl there, crawl
through the house and crawl back?”

“Yes, Master!” I gasped.

My chin was in the grass, forcing my head up
and back. My abdomen was pulled in as close to my upright thighs as
I could, and my arms stretched out before me.

“So why didn't you obey your master?”

“I did, Master!” I protested.

There was a thin hissing sound, then the crop
cut across my bottom. It was light, but stung sharply, and I gasped
in pain.

“You're lying to your master, Slave.”

“I'm not, Master!” I cried.

Crack!

I gasped at a second blow.

“The more you lie, the more punishment you
get, Slave girl.”

“But... but I... I did!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and moaned as the crop cut across my
bottom, the sharp, stinging jolts making me flinch and jerk.

“Lying slut,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh please, Master!” I squealed, my
bottom starting to burn.

“Admit you're a lying slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Admit you got up as soon as you were at the
house and walked around!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ah! Oh! Please!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Admit it!”

“I-I did!” I cried.

“Nasty little lying slut,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Admit you're a lying slut.”

“I... I am!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Master!”

“Master!”

“Admit you're a filthy lying blonde
slut.”

Crack!

“I'm a filthy, lying blonde slut, Master!” I
cried.

Jamal chuckled.

“How many do you think she deserves for lying
to her Master?” Roberts asked.

“I dunno. How many times you hit her so far?”
Jamal asked.

“About twenty times.”

I moaned, my bottom on fire, my fingers
digging into the grass.

“Maybe fifty more,” Jamal said.

I gasped anxiously, my eyes widening.

“That's a bit much. She's already gotten
twenty. Maybe thirty more to make it an even fifty.”

“Can't let these white bitches lie to you,
man,” Jamal said.

“Maybe you're right. Maybe she needs another
fifty. Do you want another fifty, slut?”

“No, Master!” I cried.

“Then convince me not to. Turn around,
slut.”

I turned around eagerly. I definitely didn't
want another fifty blows to my burning bottom!

“Convince me you're sorry, slut,” Roberts
growled.

He thrust his right foot forward as he said
it, and I gulped, face hot as I crawled a little forward. I looked
at him anxiously, uncertainly, and then bent and began to lick his
foot as he sat there.

He reached down with the crop and began to
slap it against the side of my left breast.

“Show me more eagerness, you nasty little
white slut.”

I licked harder, and then harder still,
moaning as the crop slapped against my breast!

“Ass up, face down!”

I jerked my hips up and dropped lower still,
which at least pressed my breasts against the ground!

Crack! He swept the crop down and it
slapped against my right buttock.

“More eagerness, white girl. Show me how much
you love the taste of black skin.”

I licked harder at his toes and along his
foot and at his ankles as I felt the tip of the crop now slapping
lightly at my pussy.

“So this is what you guys get up to out
here,” a man's voice said.

A man's voice I'd never heard of before!

I gasped and jerked my head up, my face
flashing to hot fire as I saw another black man making his way down
the path from the house.

“Leon, my man,” Jamal said.

He got up and they did some kind of
complicated hand and arm thing, then Roberts put his foot against
my chest and shoved hard enough I went sprawling back onto my back
on the grass as he got up and did the same.

The new guy sat down, then, along with Jamal
and Roberts.

I had sat up, kind of curling my knees up to
hide myself, but that, of course, didn't last long.

“Come here, slave,” Roberts ordered, snapping
his fingers.

Blushing furiously, I unfolded myself and
crawled forward and he grabbed my hair and jerked me in towards
him.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he ordered, leaning
over, his eyes smoldering embers.

“I-I-I am!” I squeaked.

He jerked sharply on my hair.

“Say it!”

“I'm your slut, Master!”

The new man chuckled.

“Go over there and suck Leon's cock”

I shuddered, humiliation warring with a
desperate heat which rose like a rocket inside me. This was, of
course, even more outrageous and slave-like and slutty and kinky.
But after what I'd been doing with Jamal – and Roberts, was it
really so much worse!?

Like the others, he was a big man, probably
from another basketball team. I crawled over, then rose and
unzipped his pants while he stroked his fingers through my
hair.

I pulled him out, and found him hard already,
then set to work, sucking and bobbing, rising and falling. I felt
his hand against the top of my head and slid my lips down fully,
gurgling as I took him deep into my throat.

“Niiiice,” he said. “Got your bitch well
trained.”

“Not yet but she's getting' there,” Roberts
said.

Leon reached a big hand down and casually
groped my breast as I slid my lips slowly back up his cock and then
pulled free, gulping in air. Then I slid back down even as Jamal
got off his chair. I felt his hands on my hips, jerking them back,
then slapped my bottom.

“Spread your legs, white girl,” he
ordered.

I obeyed, moaning as I slid my lips all the
way down Leon's cock. I felt another pushing against me and then
spreading me open as it slid into my pussy.

That made me feel another dark thrill.
Fucking two guys at once was so shocking and deliciously hot!

“Hey, Leon, you ever fuck a white girl in the
ass?” Roberts asked.

“Sure.”

“Not me,” Jamal said.

“You got to do this one,” Roberts said.

But then he got up and gripped my hair,
jerking me up and back and literally dragging me out from between
the two. He threw me onto my back then drew my legs up and slowly
pushed his big cock deep into my pussy! But then he rolled over
with me atop him, straddling him!

“Ride my cock, you white slut,” he
growled.

Moaning, I obeyed, my hands on his powerful
chest as I slid myself up and down. Then I felt hands on my hips as
Jamal moved behind me. I felt him tugging at the plug and felt it
slowly pulling free. A moment later his cock pushed into my
ass!

I cried out, moaning, then gurgling as
Robert's hand encircled my throat, pulling me down.

“Keep riding, slut.”

Gasping weakly, I rode up and down his cock
as Jamal pushed his deeper into my ass. With both of them inside me
I felt an intense rush like nothing I'd ever felt! It was as though
I had ascended yet another shocking height. God, I felt as if they
might tear me apart, those two big black cocks pumping in my
abdomen!

But while Roberts continued to keep his hand
tightly against my neck he reached down with the other, rubbing my
clitoris, and my hips began to jerk as my muscles began to
spasm!

Then Leon knelt just over Roberts' left
shoulder, gripping my hair, and pulling my head forward and to the
side. He shoved his cock into my mouth and deep into my throat,
then started to pump in and out as the other two thrust into
me.

The heat fried my brain, and I screamed
around his cock as the orgasm hit. I squirmed and thrashed and
twisted as they held me easily, their big black cocks pumping
smoothly inside my thrashing body.

The orgasm left me a dazed husk, boneless,
slack-jawed and glassy-eyed, shell shocked. Yet I was still
trembling with sexual heat as they continued. I was in a sexual
fever once again, where nothing mattered, where I could think of
nothing behind this moment, beyond the pleasure and heat coursing
through me.

They continued to use me, of course, to grope
and paw and slap and squeeze and ram their cocks into my trembling
body, their strong hands easily controlling me as I spasmed and
convulsions tore through me again – and then again.

*

When they finished with me I was all wrung
out. I lay back on the grass, chest heaving, moaning, aching, still
feeling stunned by the enormity of the pleasure, passion, heat and
wickedness of what I'd just done.

They just sat there on their chairs
comfortably drinking beer and talking about basketball.

Later a fourth man showed up: Jerome. I had
to suck his cock, of course, then I straddled him as he sat there,
riding up and down on his cock as he sucked and chewed at my
breasts. After that I ran to get more snacks for them.

A fifth man arrived, and then a sixth! And I
was their bitch!

Then we all went inside, because they were
here to watch a basketball game on the big screen in the theater.
The Hornets might be done for the season, but the NBA playoffs were
still on, and this was the finals.

I crawled – on a leash. Like a fucking
animal!

It was so... overpowering!

I acted as the servant and the maid as they
watched, getting beer and chips and whatever else they wanted while
they watched the game. Then at half time, Roberts had me lay back
on a raised buttoned leather bench of some kind, right in front of
the screen, and then I had to masturbate with vibrator and
dildo.

I fucked my ass with the dildo while I pumped
the vibrator in my pussy. And they all watched from their thick,
comfortable leather chairs! It was insane! But this was all driving
me out of my mind, doing strange things to who I was, to my
self-image!

I was becoming very much a sexual
creature!

Halftime was only fifteen minutes, but I came
three times under those eyes, unable to keep from crying out as my
hips bucked violently up against the vibrator jammed inside me, and
my other hand fucked the dildo into my ass!

“This the basketball you motherfuckers said
you were gonna watch?” a female voice demanded.

I gasped dazedly as I saw a black woman come
forward, scowling at me, then at the men.

“Hey, baby,” Jamal said. “This is just Mike's
white slave girl.”

“And what's his slut got to do with the ball
game!?”

“It's halftime, baby,” Jamal said weakly.

She scowled at me and strode forward as I
tried to ease the dildo and vibrator out and then sit up. Then she
grabbed me by the hair and yanked me off the bench onto my hands
and knees.

“Fuckin' white slut!” she growled.

She yanked on my hair and I squealed,
crawling hurriedly along the floor as she led me back out of the
room.

“Please!” I gasped. “Oh! Oh!”

She stopped, and then grabbed the leash,
wrapping it around her fist.

“You want a beating, slut?”

“N-N-No!” I squeaked.

I was not a violent person at all, and she
looked more than capable of beating the crap out of me!

“So you're a slave girl, is that it?”

I squirmed mentally and my face was hot.

“I-I... that's what... what Mister Roberts
calls me!” I said meekly.

She jerked on the leash, lifting me upright
on my knees, and I gasped, grabbing at the leash.

“Put your hands down, slave!”

I dropped them almost automatically.

“So you're a slave, huh? Well slaves do what
they're fucking well told or get beat. Isn't that right?”

“Y-Y-Yes!”

“That's yes Mistress. Say it, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She shoved me down and then jerked on the
leash so I had to crawl along next to her.

My head was spinning. I was completely
mortified, of course, and also completely at a loss about what to
do! Other than what I'd been doing for the last some days – which
was obey.

I crawled up the stairs and into a spare
bedroom, then she made me lay spreadeagled on the bed while she
strapped my restraints tightly to the four corners. She stripped,
then climbed into bed between my legs, and then... she started to
lick me. She licked me like I'd never been licked before. Even
Roberts hadn't been nearly as good as her!

At first I lay there stiffly, gulping, eyes
wide, but the way her tongue and lips, and then fingers moved, my
hips were soon rolling helplessly up at her as heat pumped through
my body. Before long I was writhing and moaning, arching back,
panting for breath as the heat clouded my mind once again.

She climbed atop me, settled her pussy over
my mouth, seized my hair, and ordered me to pleasure her. So I did.
She unstrapped me, then locked my wrists behind my back and pulled
me across her lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and cried out as her hand came down
across my already sore bottom again and again.

Then it was interrupted by the door opening.
Another black woman came in. No, two of them! I gasped, my face
heating again.

“I hear you got a white slut in here been
fucking our men,” one of them said.

“That's what I got.”

“And all you're doing is spanking the
bitch?”

“I'm teaching her her place,” the woman
said.

She continued spanking me, then made me crawl
over to one of the other women, and she spanked me, then the third
woman did the same! My ass was on fire, and I was whimpering and
sobbing in pain before they started to rouse my body again.

They were experts at that.

They laughed and jeered at me as they used
their fingers, mouths, strap-on dildos and vibrators to drive me
out of my mind again and again and again. My tongue and jaw got so
tired from licking their pussies and their feet that I could hardly
move them.

Then, with them dressed again, and me dazed
and exhausted, they had me crawl back downstairs. The basketball
game was over, and they all went into the great room to relax and
drink while I acted as the slave girl, fetching and pouring.

There were almost a dozen of them there, and
I was the only naked one, as well as the only white one! That was
so bizarre, so overwhelming! I was in a different world, a
different universe!

And it lasted for seven full games.

Every game, Roberts had a group of people
over, almost all of them Black basketball players and their
girlfriends and wives. He never invited any white people over to
participate, which was just as well. The weird atmosphere of being
the only white girl, and being showered with racial sneers,
combined with being the only naked person there were wild
enough.

I fucked almost everyone every game,
sometimes twice. I also got spanked, groped and otherwise punished,
as Roberts showed them how to whip and crop me just for
entertainment purposes.

Once one of the women, thankfully a smaller
one, fingered and spanked me across her lap, then forced her whole
hand inside my pussy and fist-fucked me. It – hurt! But someone
held a vibrator against my clitoris at the same time, and my body
trembled and shook through multiple orgasms as they all watched and
jeered and laughed at her ramming her fist up and down in my aching
pussy.

Then I had to lick her shoes and beg her
forgiveness for being a filthy white whore.

After the last game they hung me from the
ceiling, wrists and ankles spread, and Roberts demonstrated how to
whip me with a real whip. This was a long, thin thing which snapped
as it cut across my back and then bit at my breasts. It even curled
down across my hip to snap at my pussy!

That really hurt! But I was gagged, and they
had already driven me half out of my mind with vibrators. By then I
had been deeply gripped by the masochism of being a sex slave, so
that despite the pain, I was burning up with passion and
arousal.

My mind was wrapped in a masochistic fantasy
fog as I hung there from my wrists, gasping and moaning into the
gag, sweating and straining as the whip snapped down across my
breasts. I cried out at every blow, but then a surge of dark
passion would flood through my system right after!

Still, I was desperately relieved when the
whipping stopped. The men started to fuck me, then, two at a time,
as I hung there spreadeagled. One thrust up into my ass from behind
while the other drove into my pussy from the front. They crushed my
slender body between them as they rammed their cocks into me, and
the orgasms tore my mind apart again.

*

With the season over, Roberts was visited by
more of his NBA friends, and I got used to fucking two or three
guys at once. Which was fine with me because it drove me half out
of my mind with lust and passion. I was totally immersed in being a
slave girl, and the freedom it gave me to show off my body and to
engage in any kind of sexual act Roberts told me to.

They also took lots of pictures, and of
course, lots of videos of me doing everything imaginable, from
eating ass to sucking cock and licking pussy, as well as me being
gang-banged. They made me say stuff, too, you know, about how much
I love cock, and how I was a filthy white slut.

But I also had to say stuff about how I hated
black men, how I hated niggers, and how they were monkeys and apes.
Then he would show those videos to black guys who came to fuck me!
Believe me, they did me hard!

This went on through the summer and into
September. It was all a strange blurry world of sex and passion and
it never really occurred to me to want to end it, like, to go back
to school. Not until September, when Roberts went back to playing,
and left me alone. In some ways that was good, because I had the
whole place to myself, and could enjoy it and pretend like I was a
rich girl and owned it.

It also let me think a little. I still didn't
really think of myself as a 'slave girl' exactly, but I had become
conditioned to instant obedience to Roberts and his friends to
avoid pain. And the pleasure and passion and heat were intoxicating
and addictive. The idea of just... leaving, and going back to my
boring life attending college and living in a tiny dorm was not at
all attractive.

Frankly, I was starting to get bored, though,
and going out for drives more often in his expensive cars. I still
had the collar and shackles on, though, as I had all summer, and
aside from when I went out it didn't really occur to me to wear
clothes. I had even stopped wearing bikinis to deal with the
gardener and pool guy and such a month earlier – under Roberts'
orders.

Sometimes Roberts called me, or I should say,
Skyped me on his laptop from wherever he was. Then he'd give me
orders and I'd masturbate in front of the camera while he, and
sometimes his friends watched. That was cool, but not really enough
for me.

I also had to update the web site he'd had
someone build for me. It was a porn site but it wasn't visible to
anyone without a special password, and he was the only one that had
it. It was full of all the most obscene pictures and videos of me,
and every now and then he would taunt me by suggesting he would
make it public!

Then at the end of September a man came into
the house. He was a big, athletic, powerfully built black man like
Roberts, and I gulped uncertainly. He certainly didn't seem to be a
burglar.

“My name is Master,” he said with a smirk.
“Mike Roberts said you needed a master, and the baseball season
just ended for Washington. You're my slave bitch until the NBA
season is done. Got that, white girl?”

I gulped and nodded helplessly.

He had an even bigger hand than Roberts, and
it closed around my throat. It squeezed a little, then he lifted me
right up off my feet to dangle there, gurgling, my feet trembling,
my arms also trembling at my sides – for I had been conditioned not
to resist this sort of thing.

“When I ask a question I want an answer,
white girl, not nodding your head.”

He lowered me to my feet and I gasped
dazedly.

“Are you my slave bitch?”

“Yes, master!” I gasped.

“On your knees, slut.”

I dropped to my knees as if my legs had
stopped functioning, almost automatically spreading them wide.

“Yeah, you look fine,” he said. “You are
going to be a good little white slave, ain't you, baby?”

“Yes, Master!” I gulped.

“Then get your slutty blonde ass over here
and start sucking my dick.”

I crawled over anxiously, and obeyed.

I was a slave girl, after all!

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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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.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes 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!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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 dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


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.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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