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Claudia lay on her side in the hospital bed as a soft mouth begin to suckle at her left nipple. Her head swum and she was unable to tell from the sensation whether it was her baby or a man.

Keeping her eyes closed, waiting for other clues. No hands mauled her body and there was silence apart from the quiet gurgling noise. She surrendered to the sensation of the gentle sucking that pulled her nipple erect, feeling the milk start to flow.

She felt a relaxed sensuality as the liquid left her body, flowing through her sensitive, swollen nipple and into the baby at her breast. Claudia pressed her legs together, opened her eyes, before closing them again.

Except for the baby, she was alone in the room. She swung her right knee upwards, pulling the covers off her, feeling the cool fabric slide down her shin.

The little mouth was still sucking, not bothered by her movements. She put her left hand between her legs and touched herself. Her clit was swollen, and she pinched it gently, then, massaged just above it. Small circles, enjoying the sensations that flowed from her breast to her belly to her crotch and back. She fell asleep before she could make herself cum.

There was movement in the room. Claudia opened her eyes and saw three figures silhouetted in the light from the hallway. One of them reached for the baby. As he lifted the sleeping baby from the bed, Claudia rolled to her back and spread her legs wide, pulling her heels up toward her ass.

“No, not that position. I think your belly is too swollen for that,” Ja-ron said.

Obediently, she rolled over onto her side. Raising her knee, she spread her legs and opened her pussy slightly. She felt the weight of her six-month pregnant belly press against the mattress.

Ja-ron reached out his hand and rubbed her swollen belly gently. Then, he leaned over and kissed it.

“My fertile young blonde has produced another healthy baby for her black Master. Good girl.”

The smell of his sweat was strong. It had taken Claudia some time to get used to the smell of a black man’s flesh. She remembered that night where everything changed - that night she was abducted.




*    *    *
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Claudia had been out at a local bar with friends, drinking themselves silly to celebrate a birthday.  She’d just turned eighteen. The bar had closed at two in the morning, and she had staggered out, laughing, into the street.

She had been crossing an empty parking lot when an ambulance pulled up, and two men dressed in black orderly uniforms jumped out and threw her into the back, binding and gagging her with duct tape.

Being as drunk as she was, she had been completely incapable of defending herself. Alcohol won out over terror, and she passed out before she had even arrived at her destination.

When she awoke the next day, she winced and groaned at her splitting headache, and slowly opened her eyes. Alcohol was fogging her mind and for a brief moment, she forgot what had happened to her.

There was a moment of puzzlement as she found herself lying in a pitch-black room, unsure of where she was. She tried to put her hand to her forehead, but found it firmly attached to the other one, behind her back. And then it all came flooding back.

She tried to scream, but found that the strip of duct tape was still firmly covering her lips. For lack of any better ideas, she started testing her bonds, and her range of mobility.  It was limited; her wrists were crossed behind her back and tightly wrapped in duct tape.

Her legs were also bound, wrapped from ankle to knee in another half roll of tape. It didn’t take long time for her to realize that struggling was useless. With that avenue of action exhausted, she had little else to do but lay and wait. As she waited all sorts of horrible scenarios running through her mind, and she began to sob.

Hours passed. Eventually, she was too worn out to cry any more, and could do nothing but lay in the silence and blackness, waiting to find what was to become of her. She was thinking and hoping that maybe, she was just to be held for ransom, and would be released, unharmed, when her parents handed over the money.

Abruptly, the lights went on. Either they were incredibly bright, or they just seemed that way to someone with a hangover who’d just spent the last several hours in absolute darkness.  She moaned and squeezed her eyes shut against the brightness.  She heard a door open and close.

“Open your eyes and look at me,” said a man’s voice.

Claudia opened her eyes and squinted. It took her a full minute to adjust to the light enough to see anything.  She was lying in small, bare room, with white walls, ceiling, and floor. Standing in front of her were three dark-skinned men.

Two of them were almost identical - black, tall, muscular, with shaved heads, and dressed in hospital orderly uniforms. Both wore a knuckle-duster fitted with a taser. The man in the middle was different.

As the man in the middle stepped toward her, she could see how handsome he was. He was wearing what looked like a doctor’s lab coat but it was made of latex. The lab coat was so tight that she could see he wore no underwear and his nipples were as hard as rocks.

He looked Claudia right in the eye and then reached forward and smeared his finger across her lips and face. In a chilling voice, he spoke to the two orderlies, “this white slut has been brought here to be taught humility.”

“You’re probably wondering why you’re here. Rest assured, you’ll find out soon enough. There are a few matters we need to attend to first though. Get that duct tape off her and replace it with some more professional restraints.”

There was a box by the door, and one of the men went over to it. The other one walked over to Claudia. He grabbed her shoulders while the other moved around behind her.

The two holding her dragged her up to her feet. The other guard had what he needed and was walking over with it. In his hands he held a contraption made of something that looked like leather, and a knife.

When Claudia saw the knife, she immediately assumed she was going to be killed. She panicked and attempted to break free of the man’s grip. Suddenly, everything exploded. Blazing agony shot forth from the small of her back, and she lost control of her muscles.

The man behind her had used his taser. Her body sagged, but the man holding her was strong enough to support her limp weight.

“Stupid bitch,” snapped the man in the lab coat, “would I go to all this trouble to abduct you, only to kill you? Relax. The knife is just to cut the tape.”

And indeed it was. The man handed the knife to the one behind her, and soon she found her hands cut free, not that she could use them, stunned as she was. The man in front of her lifted her limp arms, one at a time, and fastened the leather straps around her wrists.

After tightening the straps around her wrists, the guard slid one such bar into each buckle. The bars were too fat to fit through the buckle’s holes at one end and had a small hole at the other.  Into each of those holes, the guard slipped a small padlock, and he clicked them closed.  The padlock thus prevented the bar from being slid out the other way, effectively keeping it in place.

The orderly then proceeded to do the same for her legs. The tape was cut and removed, and straps were fastened around her ankles. Although she was recovering from the effects of the taser, and could stand, shakily, one of the orderlies supported her.

“Raise your hands above your head,” Her captor barked.

Not wanting to get stunned again, Claudia complied. The man pulled a small remote control from his pocket and pressed. She heard a faint whir above her head and looked up to see a couple of chains descending from the ceiling.

Each had a ring at the end, similar to the rings on her wristbands, but hinged, so that it could be opened and closed. The orderlies each took a chain, while a third supported her, and the fourth stood by with stun stick at the ready, in case she was stupid enough to fight again.

Two guards with the chains snapped open the rings, slipped them through the rings on her wrists, and snapped them shut again. She noted that the mechanism that had to be operated to open the rings was complex enough to require two hands.

It would therefore be impossible for her to open them herself while restrained by them. This was unsurprising as they wouldn’t make terribly good restraints if she could.

The man pressed another button on the remote control, and the chains began to retract back into the ceiling. She worried that he meant to pull her completely off the ground, but he stopped as soon as she had to lift her heels off the floor.

He pressed the button a few more times to bring her up to standing on the balls of her feet, then, put the remote control back in his front pocket. There were similar rings set into floor by her feet that she hadn’t noticed until now. The orderlies opened them and locked them onto the rings on her ankle bands.

The man in the lab coat stepped forward, walked around Claudia, and tugged on the chains a little. He walked back around in front of her, and nodded, satisfied.

“Let me begin by telling you a little about myself. As far as you’re concerned, my name is Ja-ron. If you need to refer to me when I’m not around, you can use ‘Master.’ I get bored easily and have many hobbies. And one of my hobbies is abducting beautiful white women and turning them into black cock worshipping sluts.”

Claudia would have gasped, if she hadn’t been gagged. She shook her head violently and let out a choked sob, but she was all cried out, and no tears came. Of course, the possibility of being fucked had occurred to her, but she’d tried to force the thought out of her mind as much as possible. Now, her fear was confirmed.

“So yes, you are going to be fucked. Eventually, it’ll just be part of your daily routine. I’ve got more good news for you. I’m a sadist, so you’ll also be subjected to a variety of forms of torture, both physical and psychological.

“I can’t tell you exactly what I’ll do to you, as I don’t know yet. I like to customize my methods to my victims but you’ll find out more about that later. But now, I want to get to know you a bit. Remove the tape from her mouth. The room is soundproof, so don’t bother screaming.  And don’t speak unless I ask you a question unless you want the taser again.”

Ja-ron looked Claudia up and down, starting from her feet. She was an exceptionally attractive girl. She was tall, about 5’9”.  Her legs were very long, and her waist very thin. She was also showing off her legs, with a short, red dress.

She had a long neck and fine, delicate features. Her hair was a very light blonde, was very straight, and hung down to the middle of her breasts.

The orderly brushed her hair back from her face so Ja-ron could get a better look. Young as she was, she looked younger still. He figured that if she was still free, she’d be getting carded at bars well into her 20s.

“She doesn’t have much to hide under that dress, but let’s see it anyway.”

The orderly with the knife swaggered over to Claudia and wiggled his eyebrows at her. She flushed beet red.

“Oh look,” said Ja-ron, “she’s modest. Well, blushing won’t do you any good.”

A few cuts of the knife, and the red dress fell away. To the men’s surprise, Claudia was wearing sexy underwear: a lacy red bra and tiny matching panties.

“Well, well. Could it be that all this modesty is just an act?  No! You can’t fake a blush like that; look how red she is, it goes right down to the top of her tits. It matches her underwear. Nice underwear too. A pity to destroy it.  Guard, now the bra.”

What Claudia’s breasts lacked in quantity, they made up for in quality. They looked to be at the small end of a C cup, maybe even just a B. Firm by virtue of their small size and they had a graceful upward curve to them, like the silhouettes on strip club signs. Perfectly placed at their apex were her nipples. They were large and dark, poking out and slightly upwards.

“I take it back what I said about nothing to hide. This is quite a nice surprise. I’m sure I’ll have some fun with those. I think they’re missing something, though. Nipple rings would look great.  A couple of small, gold ones.”

Claudia gasped in horror, her eyes widening, “No... please!”

“Claudia, Claudia, Claudia... What did I say about speaking unless asked a question? Since we’re just getting started, I’ll let you off the hook this time, but please, for your own sake, shut the fuck up. As for the nipple rings, well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it, won’t we?  In the meantime, let’s have a look at your pink pussy.”

Claudia whimpered a bit and squeezed her eyes shut as the orderly began to cut off her last remaining scrap of clothing.  Ja-ron held up a hand, and the guard stopped.

“Claudia. Did I tell you to close your eyes? Open them up and look at me. Good. Keep looking into my eyes as my friend here takes away your last bit of modesty, okay?”

She bit her lip and whimpered again as the guard finished cutting off her panties. Ja-ron slowly walked forward, towards Claudia, maintaining eye contact. When he stopped, he was just inches from her face.

“Now,” he said, slowly kneeling down in front of her, “let’s see what you’ve got that’s so embarrassing.”

A couple of tears found their way out of Claudia’s spent tear ducts, and rolled down her face as she looked down at Ja-ron’s face, just a couple of inches from the most private part of her body.  She pressed her legs together as tightly as possible.

“No, no. We can’t have that. There’s no hiding anything from me.”

Ja-ron pressed a button on the remote control in his pocket, and the chains holding Claudia’s wrists went slack, her arms lowering slightly.

“Release her feet, and reattach them to the wider set of rings. She must learn that there is no such thing as modesty or privacy in my world.”

The men did as he ordered, unfastening the rings that held her ankles. She continued to hold her legs tightly together, but each guard grabbed a leg, and began to pull them outwards. She fought, but couldn’t hope to compare with the men’s strength.

Soon, her feet were spread a good three feet apart and the orderlies refastened her ankle cuffs to a new set of rings. Her body had to lower to move her legs out like that, so the chains over her head were taught again, pulling her hands high.

Ja-ron hunched lower and slid in under her, his head between her legs, just below her pussy.  Her inner lips were very small and concealed within the outer ones. Even with her legs spread as they were, the outer lips remained tightly together, not showing much of what lay within.

“I’d really like to see what her lips are hiding. You,” Ja-ron growled, gesturing at one of the orderlies, “take one of her outer lips in each hand, and spread them for me.”

“No...” whined Claudia, shaking with humiliation.

“You know,” said Ja-ron, as the orderly moved in behind her and reached between her legs to do as he’d been ordered, “I bet she’s still a virgin. I’m probably the first man outside of her family to see this sexy little cunt of hers. Well, am I right, Claudia?”

“Not going to tell us, eh? Well, I’m looking forward to examining you myself. Let’s see what you’ve got here.”

Ja-ron spent nearly five minutes meticulously examining her tiny inner pussy, her little pink clit and the scrunched up opening to her inside, making lewd comments the whole time. In reality, he saw everything he wanted to see in the first ten seconds, but loved how humiliated he was making her.

“Slaves are meant to be seen and admired, not heard, Claudia,” He said as he sat down in a chair and watched her struggle in her chains.

At first, she was angry with him. But, she noticed the huge tent in his lab coat, and how turned on it was making him. Before she knew it, she began to get tingly between her legs, as she wondered what he would do next.

What was strange was she found herself getting more and more aroused. She could feel herself getting hotter and wetter by the moment. This sexy black man had the power to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, and she couldn’t do a thing about it.

She knew that eventually, he would have his way with her and fuck her but the anticipation of when it would happen just made her more aroused. He was right; she was learning to enjoy it. In fact, she was beginning to love it.

For several minutes, he again watched her struggle. She couldn’t move much. Ja-ron was getting really turned now, for the tent in his lab coat was growing even bigger. Then he came over to her and slowly caressed her body all over. His hands felt electric and erotic, sending chills all over her body.

Her nipples were standing at attention, excited from arousal. He played with her breasts for some time, holding, caressing, squeezing, and pinching them.

“Get her down and into the examination room. You know what to do, I’ll be in soon.”

The two orderlies slowly unfastened her body, her arms as ached but she was more worried about what was to happen next. One of the orderlies opened a door and pushed her through into the next room.

This room was very similar to the one before except it looked like a real examination room. The orderly took her over to an examination table, and made her lay on her back. The head was elevated slightly, and there was a pillow for her head.

He looped a long length of rope under the table, then, with her hands at her sides, he looped the cord around her wrists, then, wrapped the rope over her body. He moved the rope around her and the table then he tied it off. Each time the rope went around; her wrists were looped, and knotted.

As she lay bound to the examination table, she heard a door open and Ja-ron appeared beside her.

“You look delicious. I’m looking forward to it.

Ja-ron then pulled down the metal leg stirrups used for examining maternity patients out from the table. He placed her feet into them, her heels through the openings, and tied her ankles to them.

Her body was held down on the table, her legs were up in the air and spread apart, and her pussy was wide open. He pulled something out of a black doctor’s bag, then came up to her, holding a wide black strap in his hand.

He showed it to her. It had a small skin colored thing on the one side that looked like a man’s penis. She wasn’t sure what it was but she soon found out. He told her it was a cock gag as he, shoved the phallus between her lips, and strapped the thing behind her head.

It felt like a cock, and instinctively she started to suck on it as if it was a hard cock between her lips, about to come.

He went and put on a surgical mask, and a pair of rubber gloves. At first, she thought he was going to operate on her or something. Then she realized, she was about to get the most erotic examination of her life.

He started with a thermometer. Instead of her mouth, he put it in her wet pussy. He held it there, while slowly playing with her pubic hair. He played it straight while he worked her hot in the process.

After her temperature was taken, he gave her a breast exam, listened to her heart beat, which was pounding a mile a minute, then her pussy, which he said was “squealing for relief.” Then finally, he decided to probe her.

First, he shoved one then two fingers up into her pussy, moving them around and fucking her with them. She started moaning like a baby and squirming around as much as she could.  He then greased up a finger, and shoved it up her ass.

Claudia felt so hot, especially when he played with her clit at the same time. She came within a minute, screaming as if she was dying. Her muffled scream seemed to please him, for he said he had found the problem.

When she finished, he pulled off the gloves. He then raised the head of the table, so she was sitting at a 45-degree angle. He played with her tits for a minute, getting her aroused all over again.

Claudia continued to suck on the plastic cock, wishing it were a real cock between her lips.   Again, he probed her clit with his fingers, to find the right spot he said.

She watched him unbutton his lab coat then grabbed his cock, and began rubbing the head of it on the outside of her pussy. “Now, here is what we’re gonna do. I’m going to put my big black cock into you, just the head of it, and tease your pussy until you beg me to really fuck you. You understand?”

Claudia nodded. “All right then, here we go!” Ja-ron slid his cock against the lips of her pussy a bit more and when it was thoroughly lubricated, he began inserting it so that just the head was engulfed in her pussy.

Ja-ron reached down with his hand and began rubbing her clit. Does that feel good?”

“Yes, it feels very good.”

“Being fucked feels even better.” Ja-ron pushed a little more. “So ask me to fuck you.”

“Please, she whimpered.

“Please what, Bitch?” he replied.

“You know.... Please.”

“No I don’t know. Say it!”

“Please...”

“Please what?  I can keep this up for a good long time. Now say it! Beg me to fuck you! Beg me to let you have some more cock in you.”

“Please... Please fuck me,” she whispered.

“What?  I can’t hear you. Speak louder!”

“PLEASE.... PLEASE FUCK ME!!!” She finally got the words out.

Ja-ron said, “That’s what I wanted to hear. You finally begged! Now you’re going to get the fucking you so badly want and need. I’m gonna have some FUN!”

Putting a hand on each of her hips, Ja-ron suddenly pushed forward and with great force shoved the entire length of his thick black cock deeply into the most personal and private place in her body.

Claudia moaned. “That’s what I want to hear, scream Claudia! Scream!”

And with that the fucking began. At first, his thrusts were slow, but hard and long and deep. And it felt with each thrust that his cock got thicker!

Tears were rolling down her face. Ja-ron paused, and took his hand off her hip to wipe the tears from her face. He put the hand to his mouth and licked the tears off.

“White virgin tears are better than any drug,” he sighed. “Very soon, you’ll be begging me to fuck you. Trust me.”

Then put his hand back on her hip, and resumed his powerful fucking of her pussy with harder thrusts than before.

“Moan! Scream! I need to hear you scream.”

Claudia couldn’t help herself, she screamed! Ja-ron began to thrust harder!  It seemed her terror and distress made him harder, her screams turned him on more and more, her tears gave him more energy.

He fucked her with hard, deep strokes but his size was becoming bearable. At first she felt as if she was being disemboweled, ripped open from the crotch inward. And, his hard body was hitting her clit so that in the midst of the punishment of her pussy she was also feeling waves of pleasure.

His thrusts into became harder, longer and slower, and she found her thighs of their own will were holding on to Ja-ron, as if to urge him to thrust deeper into. Suddenly he speeded up, and she came as he came with a series of hard, sharp thrusts into her pussy.

Ja-ron bent, and licked the tears from her face. “Oh yeah, that was good. And the night is still young, you still have a few more lessons to go and then you’ll be the perfect black cock slut,” Ja-ron said as he withdrew his now flaccid cock.

Claudia lay there and recovered as she studied his face but there was no clue there.

“This is how things will work from now on. It’s not negotiable. You will live here and I will provide you meals. You will pleasure me and you will breed for me. You will always be ready to have unprotected sex at any time you do not have my child inside your womb.”

She looked at him in amazement. It sounded as though he’d planned the entire thing out long before. The agreement covered all the bases.

“My friends do not frequent whores. They use white women like you. White slut cum dumps who enjoy it and don’t even have the decency to be paid for it. But you’ll also be servicing a completely different set of clients for money. The rich white college kids out for a night with their friends. You’ll also be servicing the ass-fuckers, the titty ropers, the handcuff set, the ass-whippers, the nipple clampers, all of the kinds of white men I won’t have for friends.”

He smiled as Claudia squirmed. “You’ll find out that most of the perverts are white boys. The limp-dicked accountants and lawyers who take off their expensive suits and ask you to diaper them.  Or the little henpecked pieces of shit who want to put clothespins on your cunt lips because their wives won’t let them touch them down there, let alone do anything that sick.”

Ja-ron smiled at Claudia, reached his hand across the examination table, and placed it on top of hers.” Once the word gets out, no doubt you’ll begin to see regular traffic...”
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Claudia was still wet with cum from the four men who had fucked her last night. She felt the warm cum ooze out as he thrust his thick, bigheaded cock into her.

“Oh baby....” She moaned.

Now, Ja-ron always made her hot and tonight was no exception. He steadied himself on her knee and started fucking her hard. As usual, she responded with enthusiasm, raising her hips to meet him, crying out.

“Fuck me... ream me... fuck me... fuck me!” Her words kept in rhythm with his fucking.  As he went deep, she started the chant again.

He didn’t take long to finish, knowing that he didn’t have to prove his masculinity with staying power. He was there to cum and she was there to accept his cum, that was it. As he shot his load into her, she clutched at the pillow and sheets, trying to grind her clit against the base of his cock and get herself off.

He withdrew before she finished.  “Oh, Ja-ron, please. I need you, I need it,” she begged.

“I know you do,” he said as he made his way up the bed.

Obediently, Claudia lifted her head and, as trained, cleaned the cum and pussy juice off his cock with her tongue. She opened wide to accept his cock head, sucked it gently, enjoying the taste of their mixed juices. Then, he withdrew and she licked his thick black shaft.

At the base, she took a mouthful of his wiry pubic hair and sucked what had dripped there. She tasted the man’s cum from last night. It must have leaked out of her stretched pussy and onto Ja-ron’s wiry pubic hairs. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the masculine smell and taste.

“OK, she’s yours.  Claudia, these are some friends. They’re going to fuck you for a while. In the meantime, I’m going to get the baby ready.”

Claudia looked up at him with desire.  “Are you going to come back for me?”

“I don’t think I’ll be back tonight. It depends. I might get a hard on. Who knows? I might want to come back and fuck you a little. You never know.”

“Is it really six months?” she asked.

“Yes. It’s six months. It’s time for me to take her away from you. You know how this works.”

She nodded. He left the room and one of the men turned on the lights.

“Mmmm...mmm...mmm...” he said appreciatively.  “No wonder Ja-ron likes his little white cum dump. Look at her face. Like the cover of a magazine.”

“Yeah. He’s got a good gene pool going,” the other man agreed.

“Open your legs, you sexy white bitch!” Al barked. “Black Daddy is here.”

She spread her legs. He pulled off his shirt, then, unzipped his pants. As soon as he pulled down his white briefs, she watched his cock unfold. It was easily as big as Ja-ron’s, though it looked a little thinner. Ja-ron’s cock was abnormally thick, though, and it didn’t surprise her.

“So, he’s taking your baby?” Joe asked her as Al knelt between her legs.

“Yes,” she said, trying not to think about it.

Ja-ron had explained everything to her a few months before the baby had been born. The little girl was the result of her first black group fuck. He liked her being used by a group of strong, potent black studs. He liked her being their white cum slut.

Now even she loved it. The feeling she had of being used and abused all night long. Their visits every few days for more of her hot pussy. Two months after the first night, she found out she was pregnant.

One night, when the newborn was about two months old, she was visited by Ja-ron. It was not unusual, but this time, he didn’t fuck her. He insisted on seeing the baby. Claudia led him upstairs where she was sleeping.

He reached for the child’s face, turned her head one way then the other, then, pulled off her diaper.  He examined both her ass and her little pussy.  Then, he put the diaper back on and walked downstairs.

“I’m taking her,” he announced.

“What do you mean?” Claudia asked, angry.

“I’m taking her. She’s mine. I was the first to fuck you that night, and the baby has certain features that make me believe she’s mine.”

Claudia was confused. “Why would you want her? She’s mine.”

“She isn’t yours, she’s mine. I sired her, and she’s mine. She’s an infant and will need too much of your time. Time is a luxury you don’t have. I or a one of my friends might want to fuck you and you can’t be unavailable because of some screaming kid.

Second, I am going to take her because she is not yours. I have the birth certificate. What you have is just a piece of paper. Third, I’m going to sell her. I already have a buyer.”

“Don’t look so shocked. When the child is six months old, she’ll be sold to a childless family.”

In the weeks that followed, more problems came up. Claudia began to become more and more interested in the black men who came by almost daily now to fuck her. When Ja-ron came around, he found that she was getting more and more drawn into the world he’d created.

And, the baby was difficult to deal with. She was up all night, she screamed and cried, wouldn’t eat, then would eat, then would vomit it all back up. And, Claudia was pregnant again.

This time, it was Ja-ron’s for sure. He had been the only one to fuck her for nearly a week straight, just at the time she was at her peak of fertility.  She could see the difficulties coming with the second child. It was only a matter of weeks before she agreed to go along with Ja-ron’s plan.

“Don’t daydream, white slut,” Al laughed.  He was fucking her slowly, waiting for her to start responding but she hadn’t.

“The slut’s dreaming about that big black cock of Ja-ron’s, isn’t she?  Once they fucked Ja-ron, they always dream about it.”

“Yeah?  We’ll I’ll give her something to dream about.”

He leaned down and started kissing her neck, then her ear. When his thick fleshy lips ran over her eyes, she closed them and felt the passion building again.  In minutes, she was fucking him back, giving him the wild ride she knew he’d heard about from Ja-ron.

She couldn’t help it, she was turned on by the feeling and the thought of being used by these black men.

“Tell me what you want, white slut,” Al said as he fucked her deep.

“Cum ...Cum...” she started whispering. The perversion of it turned her on and she started cumming. “OH fuck... Oh... yes!! Fill me with your black cum!”

Her hands grabbed his arms and tried to pull him closer as she clenched her pussy muscles, relaxed then clenched. He sniggered and shot his load of hot sticky cum into her. She screamed and fucked him harder.

“That’s it. This white hot bitch loves it.”

“Yes.  I do...!” 

When he finished, Joe took his place. He rolled her on her belly, then, raised her ass.  “On your knees, white bitch.”

Claudia obediently got up on her knees. He placed the head of his cock at her entrance.  She felt his hands reach down under her, wrapping around her firm but not big belly.

“This little half-breed pup is going to feel it, I think.  I hope it’s a girl!”

He shoved his cock into her and she felt the movement inside her. He fucked her hard for nearly fifteen minutes, as she rode on a wave of orgasm after orgasm. He kept one hand on her pregnant belly while the other worked her blood engorged clit.

Claudia tossed her head back and forth, moaning, and screaming. Al and Joe were laughing at how much noise she made, at how hot a bitch she was, about how they’d talk about her at work tomorrow, then probably send more fresh black cock for Ja-ron to check out for her.
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White Baby Mama
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Three months later, Claudia was again giving birth. When the black child’s head emerged from her body, Ja-ron clapped and walked out of the room. Late the second evening, the door to Claudia’s room opened.

“White Baby Mama!”

She turned her head and saw that one of the male orderlies had walked into the room. She recognized him immediately. He was the one who had helped her deliver. He had asked her some strange questions, all the time getting more and more excited.

Finally, he’d insisted that she be shaved and that he do the job. Claudia knew it was only because he wanted to watch her lying there on her back, feet in the stirrups, being shaved.

He turned around and locked the door. “I know you worship dark cock meat.”

Claudia looked at him. She hadn’t been fucked in over a week and, according to Ja-ron, she was able to start again as long as she took it easy. Her eyes grew wider and she pushed the bed sheets down.

He looked her up and down. She was wearing a white hospital gown. He knew it was open down the back and that it also had a slit at each breast for nursing.

“Show me your white milk-filled titties,” he said.

Candice pulled the slits open and pushed her breasts through. They were swollen with milk and the new baby hadn’t relieved her in four hours. He walked to her and started sucking on the left nipple.

It grew hard and the milk started flowing. “Fucking gross,” he complained and spat it on the bed.  “Fuck!”

Candice smiled. What did he expect?

“Pull your gown up around your waist and open up for me. Show me your pink pussy.”

He pulled down his pants as she obediently slid the flimsy material up over her hips. Her shaved pussy was exposed for him to see. “I do nice work, don’t I?” He climbed onto the bed, leaned down, and kissed her passionately.

Claudia reached up and ran her hands through his dark wiry hair, pulling him close and kissing him deep. She moved her hips up and worked his cock into her without his hands helping.  He was moaning and grinning from ear to ear.

He fucked her gently, telling her he knew she was still delicate but she kept grinding against him hard. He worked in and out, met her rhythm, and soon they were fucking hard. She reached up and grabbed the metal rails, moaning and crying out.

Ja-ron burst through the door and ran across the room. He pulled the man off of her, threw him halfway across the room. She laid there, eyes wide, legs spread, gasping. Ja-ron put his hand between her legs.

There was no blood and he nodded in satisfaction. “Boy, come here,” he said without turning.  The aide pulled up his pants and walked across the room.

“You see this white bitch?” He indicated her. “These thighs?  How strong and sturdy they are? And these hips, wide and just right for child bearing.” His hands continued to caress her body.

“This sexy white slut is going to breed many babies for me before I’m done. And that’s the problem. These babies must be mine. Her genes and mine are very strong. I want the best I can breed. If they are girls, they will be breeding sluts like their mother.”

“If they are boys, they will become strong black men like me. Independent black men, strong, and potent.  Men who are dedicated to getting what they want out of life.  Just as I’ve got her.”

Claudia lay there with her eyes closed, listening to his speech.  She felt the arousal that always came when she was reduced exclusively to her sexuality.

“Now, if you want to use her tonight, I have no objection. Just don’t get her pregnant.”

“For some friends.  Black men, ok?” The young black orderly smiled.

Ja-ron kissed Claudia on the forehead and whispered,” Show them how you treat black men’s cocks,” and left.

*    *    *
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When Claudia was permitted to return to her room, she saw it had been decorated. The walls were a deep purple and there was a new king-sized bed in the middle. There was also a small refrigerator against one wall, and a sink and toilet at a far end of the room.

“This is where we’re going to fuck you from now on,” Ja-ron announced.

Ja-ron would be the first one to fuck her on the bed. She put the baby in the cradle and stripped quickly. They fucked for an hour, and she orgasmed three times. Ja-ron enjoyed having his favorite white slut back home.

*    *    *
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Claudia stood on the stage in the crowded room. Excitement rushed through her body as she anticipated the effect she was going to have. She moved her hips slightly as Ja-ron had instructed her.

She was wearing a tight white dress, strapless, cut very low and revealing most of her breasts.  He’d insisted she spend an hour in the gym each day since returning home with the baby. Her body was firm again, her belly nearly flat, arms, and legs toned nicely.  She crossed her arms in front of her, hands on opposite hips.

The gloves she wore reached above her elbows. She slid her arms up her sides, then across her breast and back down to her sides. She looked out on the floor. Couples were kissing, one was obviously dry-fucking on the floor.

Most of the men were sneaking looks at her even while they were dancing with their own women.  None of the women seemed to object. She pressed her shoulder together just slightly, her cleavage became more obvious.

She'd been taught the trick by one of the other slaves he'd introduced her to after a practice session. Then, she touched the tip of her tongue to her upper lip and reached up to push a strand of hair out of her face.

Ja-ron looked around the room and recognized several of the men who had fucked Claudia since she’d given birth.  They smiled at him, then, turned their eyes back to his white slut.

The music faded and Claudia walked off the stage. She went directly to the bar where Ja-ron was standing with several other men.  He motioned for her to step into the middle of their small circle.

“She’s great!”

“Where did you find her?” Ja-ron smiled.  He indicated for the men to draw closer into a circle around her.  “She’s got my black baby growing in her belly.”

His hand pressed against her flat stomach. “And, being pregnant, there’s really no need to use anything when you fuck her, is there?” he asked, turning his eyes to her.

“None at all,” she replied, breathless.

He was going to let them fuck her. Ja-ron raised his hand, dangled a card key in front of one of the other men. “You have fifteen minutes until she’s on again.”

They walked her out of the room and down the hall. The man with the key card opened the door.  It led to a large storeroom.  Against one of the walls was a folding bed. The sheets indicated that it was used fairly regularly while the bar was open.

Claudia slipped the tight dress off and one of them took it, laid it gently across some boxes.  She was completely naked underneath, not even stockings. The first man didn’t waste any time, mounted her on the bed and had cum in what seemed like seconds.

The second replaced him immediately.  He took his time, working her over hard, fucking deep and fast. When he came, she felt it overflowing her pussy lips and dripping onto the mattress.  The third man pulled her legs open wider, climbed between them, and unbuttoned to show her a short but very girthy cock.

“He’s small but thick,” he said.

She felt the walls of her pussy expand to accommodate him and felt the surge of a powerful orgasm as she took him on. Something about his boasting turned her on and she loved fucking him.

When he was finished, she was dripping cum freely. Two more men used her before Ja-ron knocked on the door.

“Time!” he called.

They slipped the dress over her head. Claudia felt the thick cum inside of her moving around as she walked back toward the stage. Some of the other female slaves made loud purring noises as she walked past, then, began to touch themselves.  She knew what they were smelling.

As the next song started, she noticed she hadn’t put her gloves back on. Nor had she brushed her hair.  She stood there exposed, knowing she looked freshly fucked. She started dancing, then froze as she felt the cum dripping down the inside of her thigh.

She looked down and saw that there was a wet spot on the front of her dress. It was not a drop, it had obviously soaked through from the inside.  She was going to dance her next set while the cum of the five black men leaked out of her pussy and wet the front of her dress.

She closed her eyes and was dizzy with lust for a moment.  One of the dancers brushed his elbow against her hip. The dance floor was close enough to stage that it could have been an accident.  But to her, it felt like electricity.  He knew, he had to know!  He was playing with her!

A fresh surge of cum oozed from her pussy and ran down her leg. She felt the liquid cool as it flowed.  It was on the inside of her thigh, just below the knee. Another hand, or was it the same one ran a finger up the back of her calf, from the heel to the knee. She didn’t look down.

She moved her leg slightly and felt that the material was clinging to her thigh. The cum was soaking through and drying.

A black man walked across the dance floor and stopped directly in front of her. He unzipped his pants and grabbing his hard cock with two hands, he began to ejaculate over her. A burning ream of sticky cum landed on her cheek, just below her right eye. The man barked out “white whore.

Ja-ron walked to the stage. He put his left hand behind Claudia’s neck and wiped the cum from her cheek with a handkerchief.  “He wants to fuck you,” Ja-ron assured her. “He understands what a good breeder understands.” He took her hand. “Finish your dance.”

He stepped down, took a seat at an open table to the side of the dance floor. Tears of humiliation were welling in her eyes, but they were tempered by the fire that was building inside her pussy.

Ja-ron led her out of the bar and back downstairs to the rooms. When he gave a special knock, the door opened. Inside, she was surprised to see the man who had cum on her. Behind him was a black woman dressed in black leather pants and top, a high collar and boots.

Her hair was done up in a ponytail on top of her head. She held a riding crop and a pair of handcuffs.

“You white whore. You deserve to have your ass whipped bloody!”

Ja-ron pushed her inside and she knelt in front of the man.

“You stand there shaking your white ass, trying to get your pleasure from black men. And we see you, you’re like the whores on television and the sluts in your magazines. And we want you. You deserve to be whipped until you pass out.

“Enough,” Ja-ron said.

The black woman walked to the back of the room and sat down.

“Go fuck him.”

Claudia looked at Ja-ron, but he didn’t change his expression. She walked to the back of the trailer, opened the bedroom door. There on the bed was a huge man.  He was bigger than Ja-ron, who was 6’3 and 240 pounds.

He was all muscle, stripped completely naked except for a wide red and black ankle bracelet.  She pulled off her dress and threw it on the floor.  She climbed on top of him, enjoying the feeling of his huge black cock pushing up inside of her.

Claudia was soaking wet from the fuckings earlier that night and he didn’t need to wait for her.  He fucked her hard and she returned him grunt for grunt. Soon, they were rolling over on the bed, taking turns on top, both cumming without disconnecting.

She could tell from the way his body went stiff that he came three times while they were together.

“I’m done, white slut. Come back some other time.”

Claudia picked up her dress and staggered out of the room. The cum trail was now all the way to her ankles. As she walked, she felt the warm ooze again making its way down her leg.  She leaned against the sides of the hallway for balance. He’d really worked her over and she had difficulty staying on her feet.

“Stand up!  Don’t play games with me!” Ja-ron ordered.

She tried to steady herself. “Much nicer.” He turned to the leather-clad black woman. “Maybe next time, Roxy, maybe I’ll want her whipped sometime in the future. Something else we learned.”

She smiled at him. “In the meantime, can you clean her up for me?”

The woman nodded, walked to the sink. She ran some water until it was warm, then dipped a washrag in it. She knelt in front of Claudia and started wiping at her ankle, worked her way slowly up the inside of her right leg.

“Your little white slut is dripping all over the floor!” she announced.

“Yes, we like to keep her white cunt soaking wet like that.”

The woman wiped her from the ankle to the knees, then, did the same on the other leg.  “Let’s leave some of this, shall we?  If she’s anything like I think she is, she’ll love it.”

“Fine,” Ja-ron replied.

He walked her back to her room where six more men were waiting.  He handed her over to them and left.
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The Drug
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At ten the night before, Ja-ron had shown up at her room. As usual, Claudia pulled on the white satin robe Ja-ron insisted she wore. She was not allowed to tie it and the front hung open, revealing that she was naked beneath.

When she opened the door, she saw that he’d brought three short, wiry looking Arab men with him. They were dressed in expensive suits and she supposed they were on some sort of business trip, taking in the local entertainment.

“My friends have never seen a white woman naked, they tell me,” announced Ja-ron as he invited the men into the room. “This is going to be a rare treat for them.”

The men surrounded her, looking at her hair, her neck, and her belly.

“Come, come, don’t be shy,” Ja-ron insisted with a smile. He reached for the waist of the robe and pulled the left side open. The men understood no English, but his motion as clear enough.

One of the men raised his hand and slid it across her hip. Another pressed his thumb against her upper lip and pushed it open. She jerked her head back, but Ja-ron gave her a stern look.  She leaned forward toward the man and pulled her upper lip back.

He parted them further and inspected her teeth with his other finger. Then, he slipped his index finger along her tongue and to the back of her throat. Her gag reflex had long since come under her control and she made no response.

He smiled, pulled his finger out, slid it back in. He announced something to his friends in a language she didn’t understand and they all looked closely. He reached into his pocket and pulled out an expensive looking fountain pen.

He pushed the top of the pen along the roof of her mouth, then to the back of her throat. When she didn’t gag, the men all looked at Ja-ron with a very pleased look. One of them nodded and said a few words to Ja-ron.

“They like you. They’re going to fuck you. I don’t know his friends yet, but I know Abdul from some of the slaves I’ve provided him in the past. He will probably make you suck his cock all night.  He likes the feeling of falling asleep and waking up, falling asleep and waking up, all with a warm mouth on his cock.”

He stepped out into the hall and closed the door behind him. One of the men pointed at Claudia and said something she didn’t understand. She started to slide the robe off, but he shook his head.  He raised his hand, opened it palm down, and lowered it.  She remembered one of the slaves telling her about certain universal gestures.

Claudia dropped slowly to one knee, then the other. He smiled and nodded.  He pointed to her wrist, then, to her neck.  She raised both hands and put them behind her head, fingers clasped behind her neck.  She nodded again.

The three Arabs calmly took off their jackets and shoes, laid them carefully across the back of a chair. Two of them stripped slowly, the third pulled off his pants, shirt, and underwear quickly.  He approached her and pushed his flaccid cock into her mouth.

Using her tongue, she pushed his foreskin back and started nibbling lightly at the head of his cock. It swelled immediately and he pushed it hard into her mouth. She didn’t expect it and gagged. The men laughed.

The man took Claudia’s head in his hands and guided her speed and direction on his cock. Her ass jiggled and hair flew as the man worked his cock into her mouth. He slowed down, quickened, moving her from side to side seemingly at random.

She closed her eyes and her breathing quickened. He was wearing her out and she was not excited. As he rubbed his cock against her tongue and throat, he moaned softly “white slut, white slut.”

After a few more minutes, his spasms came on and he started shouting as he unloaded into her mouth.

“White Slut! White Slut!”

He pushed her away and stepped back. A thin string of cum followed him, snapped from the tip of his cock, and fell down onto her chin and chest. He wiped himself on a towel and retired to the sofa.

The second naked Arab held his belt in his right hand and whacked it against the palm of his left.  He indicated she was to turn around and raise her ass high. She put her forehead between her elbows and raised her ass. He reached for her, slid the robe over her ass cheeks and down her back.

Claudia knelt there with her back and ass exposed, eyes closed, waiting. She heard him walking on the carpet around her. He was looking at her from all sides. Taking in the expanse of white flesh he was about to violate.

“Will his belt land on her back? My ass? My thighs?” she wondered. She sensed him kneel in front of her. Reaching down, he lifted her chin. His fingers slid into her mouth and pulled her tongue. She pushed her tongue between her lips and he wiped his balls on them.

She understood what he wanted and started licking them. She wasn’t sure what the taste was, but it was like nothing she’d ever tasted. A sweet, cloying taste. Cloves? That wouldn’t make sense.

“Was it his sweat or was it something he’d smeared on them?” she wondered.

She inhaled again, trying to put the smell and taste together. He slipped something between her lips and pulled on her tongue and instinctively she swallowed it. There was no taste and she panicked.

“What had he given her?”

But, he gave no indication that anything had happened and neither did anyone else. And the others certainly wouldn’t.

He laid the strap across her ass cheeks and gently rested it there. Claudia felt the aroma getting stronger in her nostrils. The taste was getting more intense and she was getting losing herself in it.

It reminded her of horses, fresh back from a run. Or maybe the smell of dirt in the garden after rain. She wanted more and opened her mouth.  She tried to reach up for his cock but it didn’t seem to be there.

When she looked up, she couldn’t see anything but his balls swinging in front her nose. They looked massive.  They looked twenty inches wide, wrapped in a dark, leathery pouch with thick black wiry hair.

Claudia licked them hungrily now and instinctively knew they were filled with a delicious liquid that she needed. She couldn’t remember what it tasted like, or where she was, or even who she was.  She only knew that if she licked on those huge sweet balls in front of her nose, she would somehow become very happy.

She moaned and pressed her thighs together. Her pussy was seeping juice from earlier fucks as she pressed and released, pressed and released her cunt muscles. She was dimly aware of voices behind her saying something like, “sloot, cummm, coom sloot,” but she couldn’t focus on them. Her only focus was that need for that sensation between her legs and that taste on her tongue.

“What was happening to her pussy again? It felt so damn good, what was it?” she wondered.

She reached up, and grabbed his strong thighs and began to lick like a cat slurping milk. Long, wet passes with her tongue, then, she sucked on the skin and hairs, pulling back slowly. She could almost taste invisible droplets of cum oozing between the pores of his sac.

The room was gone, there was nothing but the feeling between her legs, the voice repeating , “coom...” and the swollen sacs of cum she was sucking right through his skin.

Claudia sensed something in the distance.  It was like a stripe of fire off behind her. Somehow, it was connected to the loud sound she’d heard but it didn’t make sense. It didn’t belong together.  Then, the sound came again and there was fire behind her, trying to catch up with her.

But the more she sucked and the more she clenched her pussy muscles, the further away the fire was. “If I can just keep going, it will never catch me,” she thought to herself.

Whack!

She heard the sound again but it seemed closer this time. The sensation moved up behind her, perhaps directly behind her shoulder blades. Then just below. Desperate to stay ahead of it, she sucked and licked at the sac.

Saliva dripped down her chin and onto the floor but she still couldn’t get a decent mouthful through those thick leathery pouches. The strip of fire was directly under her now, and she wondered if she was sitting on it.

It came repeatedly, lighting a fire under her ass. It was then she realized she was being whipped by the belt. For some reason, it didn’t register as pain, just sensation and, the balls kept swimming in front of her eyes, changing size, sometime changing shape.

Somewhere in her head was a voice saying they made you eat something' but she ignored it. Her pussy was feeling very good now and nothing else mattered.

Suddenly, something changed in front of her and the balls were gone. In their place she saw something huge and snakelike.  She recognized it immediately. It was a cock. It was glistening with pre-cum and she knew that it was attached in some magical way to those balls.  She could get all the cum she wanted out of it if she just sucked it.

So, Claudia ignored the fire underneath her and opened her mouth slightly. It seemed like she couldn’t open it any wider. The head of the snake slid between her lips, then, slid for an hour or so deeply into her mouth.

Claudia swallowed, hoping to arouse the head. Then, he was pulling out, the back in. She moved to try and meet his rhythm but the whipping across her ass cheeks and back was starting to hurt. It was starting to distract her.

She was beginning to feel it. Something was wearing off and she was recognizing normal sensations again.  She felt the belt stop hitting her and cried her relief. In only seconds, his hot sticky cum started filling up her mouth and she began swallowing.

It came in buckets, rivers, flowing so fast she couldn’t keep up with it. It started dribbling down her chin, her neck and onto the carpet. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and stepped away. She felt the pool of it remaining on her tongue, felt the slow flow of it out over her lower lip, down her chin.

Claudia swallowed hard, licked her lips, and wiped her chin with the back of her left hand.

“Did you see that slut?  It’s a shame we don’t have any more herb with us,” he said in perfect English.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

She Takes the Belt
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“I want more.”

On the sidewalk, Jim was holding his small case in one hand and pulling Claudia closer with the other. She kissed him softly and passionately. After their shaky start, she had to do everything she could tonight to make sure they would come back again.

She moaned softly and slipped her tongue between his lips. Her right hand ran down his side, tugged at his belt.

“Let’s get inside.”

Rick had already unlocked the door. He held it open and the two of them stepped through.  She heard him lock and bolt the door behind them.

“God, I want some head from you!” said Jim, unzipping his pants. “Ever since I started watching you at the gym, it’s been on my mind.  Come over here.”

She walked to him, dropped to her knees, and took the head of his cock in her mouth.  He was already starting to get hard.  She wrapped her lips lightly around the head, ran her tongue in slow circles around the tip.

He put his hands on her head, pulled her close. She resisted, kept her mouth just at the head.  She opened her mouth slightly and let out a long breath of hot air.  He moaned.  “Oh shit!” She smiled.

“I need to lie down.”

She stood up.  “Whatever you say.”

He pulled off his pants and boxers and jumped on the bed.  She knelt beside him, lowered her head to his belly, and started kissing just below his navel.

“Like this, honey?”

“Oh yeah,” he moaned.

She pressed the tip of her tongue against his skin, started moving in a slow line to the base of his cock.  He ground his hips into the mattress underneath. Claudia opened her mouth and ran it along the right side of his cock.

He felt her saliva soaking him as she moved slowly toward his cock-head. When she reached it, she immediately moved across and started licking her way down the other side of his cock. She kept at it for several minutes.

When she was finished, his cock was completely slick from her mouth.  “You want me to drink it or do you want it in my pussy?”

A wide smile broke out on his face. This was a whore who worked for her money. She’d asked in such a sweet voice, he could tell she’d love either answer.

“Milk me dry, honey.”

“You ready for this?” she asked.

Without waiting for an answer, she straddled his chest and pushed her mouth down on his cock.  He felt it go past her lips, across the roof of her mouth, and finally lodge deep in her throat.  He felt a constriction around his cockhead he'd never felt before.

She had him well into her throat.  She moved just slightly back and forth, but to his cock it felt like the long draw of a tight cunt. He lay there, staring into her wide open cunt and feeling the heavenly suction of her throat.

His eyes roamed over her ass. He raised her skirt and pulled down the waistband of her tights.  She was naked underneath. His eyes feasted on her pussy lips and ass cheeks. He noticed several wide stripes across her ass.

She’d taken a belt across it recently. He started toying with possibilities in his mind.  Claudia kneeling before the two of them, ass high and waiting for the belt. Or a coat hanger.  Or a wooden spoon. Or...

“Ahhh!!!!” He screamed as he shot his load of hot sticky cum into her throat.

She didn’t change her pace, just kept a steady milking motion. He jerked and lunged, losing control in one of the best orgasms he could remember. Finally, he was exhausted and pulled her shoulders.  She stopped and climbed off the bed.

“Rick...” he moaned in a bare whisper.

Rick laughed.  “You dead, partner?”

“Noooo, not dead.  Goddam, she’s good. Have her deep throat you! It’s so fucking good...”

“We’ll see.”

“Rick?”

“Yeah?”

“She takes the belt.”

She looked quickly at Rick to gauge his reaction. She’d taken the belt from Ja-ron’s customers last night, but didn’t want to make a regular thing of it.

“Yeah, well, we’ll see about that later,” he said, very matter-of-factly. Rick unzipped his pants and slid them off. His cock was already hard and the swollen head was bright red.

“Get out of those clothes, darling. Let’s see what you look like underneath that outfit.”

Claudia pulled the clothes off, piling them carefully on a chair. Ja-ron was very tight with his clothing budget and she couldn’t afford to lose any being careless.

“Raise your arms above your head. That’s it.  Now, on your toes.  Turn around. Slowly.”

She did as he instructed.  “I see what you mean, Jim. It isn’t just her ass either. Her back shows some signs of the belt. Come closer, dear.”

She stepped nearer to him.  “What’s this?” he asked, examining some marks on her shoulders and upper back.

“Paw prints?” She closed her eyes.  “Don’t tell me these are paw prints!?”

She couldn’t talk. She hadn’t been certain if Abdul was serious or if he was trying to scare her, but he had let two dogs loose on her. They had jumped on her and knocked her to the floor. She’d been terrified that there would be more. There hadn’t.

“I don’t think I want to know,” Rick continued.  “I just want to feel the inside of that sweet pussy of yours.”

He pushed her and she went to her knees. He walked around behind her and raised her ass with his hands. She rested her forehead on her arms and spread her knees wider. He pushed into her deep and fast.

She felt the cum ooze out along the sides of his cock and drip down her inner thighs.

“Nice.  Silky, sweet...”

Rick held her hips and started a deep, slow fuck. She went along with his rhythm. It felt good, he was being gentle, and considerate especially compared to Abdul’s friends last night.

She reached her hand down between her legs. With two fingers, she lightly tickled his balls.  With the other two, she worked her own clit. He felt her start to move underneath him and knew she was working herself.  He didn’t mind. Let her, maybe her own orgasm would make his more intense.

She started cumming before he did. He heard her breathing get erratic, started taking her on.

“Go on, little pussy. Let’s hear it. Don’t be shy, no one’s around. Finger that little cunt hole.”

As her excitement built, her pussy twitched and he felt it. He started fucking deeper. They were working in unison and he shot his load into her pussy.
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Paying Her Way
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When they were out of range of the customers in the bar, Ja-ron lifted Claudia’s skirt. He saw that they’d attached eight clothespins to her pussy lips, four on each side.

“She’s been like this for about twenty minutes.  Jim fucked her up the ass like this, and I’ve been holding off. I think she’s pretty damned sensitive by now. I’m going to pull these off, then fuck her on the stage. If you want to, she’s yours when I’m done. Just thought you might like to get in on the action.”

He reached his hand underneath her skirt and turned to Claudia.  “Am I right?  You’re pretty sensitive now?”  She nodded.  He moved his hand around, brushed against the front pair.

“OOOhhhhh,” she moaned.

Rick smiled.  He pushed a finger against her clit and started massaging it.  She closed her eyes and smiled.  “Fuck, yes...!”

“You got the key?" Rick asked Jar-ron.

Rick led her up onto the stage. Once they were on it, he pulled the clothespins off her quickly while she cried out in pain. When they were all off, he pressed her against the mirrored wall and unzipped his pants.

“Here we go. I want to feel you moving under me...”

He slid his cock into her wet pussy. She ground against him, trying to find a comfortable position but there wasn’t one. The fabric of his pants, the zipper, the hairs of his cock, all of them pressed into her raw and swollen pussy lips.

She jerked and twitched as he fucked her. He closed his eyes and rode her for nearly ten minutes like that. Finally, he braced himself and pushed deep into her while he came. He pulled his cock out of her, wiped it dry on the inside of her skirt, then, stepped back.

“La-ron,  she’s all yours. I’ll see you at the gym tomorrow...”

Rick left and Jar-ron looked at her. She’d spend most of the last 24 hours getting her pussy fucked by at least eight men. And now, she was pressed against the mirrored wall on the stage, skirt up around her waist, legs bare, cum dripping from her tender pussy.

She smiled at him.  He smiled back. She raised her arms and he stepped into them. Claudia pulled him close, kissed him lightly.

“You like me like this?”

He kissed her back. “Yes, yes, yes.” He kissed her cheek, eyebrows, forehead, then down the other side of her face. She raised her left leg, wrapped it around his back. His hard cock found her pussy and slid into her easily.

He held her face in his hands. Both of their mouths were open, they were kissing and sucking at each other’s tongues. He fucked her gently at first, but as her body motion became more intense, he matched her.

Soon, they were grunting and slamming into the wall. She screamed as she came, he held off.  When her spasms subsided, he started her up again.

He whispered to her about the black cock whose baby was inside her. Then, he told her what he’d seen yesterday with the Arabs. He whispered about Abdul and the belt across her ass. He whispered to her about the men at the gym and the way they’d looked at her matted hair and whore clothes.

She became more and more aroused as he talked. Finally, the both built to a climax together.

“Oh baby, this never needs to end!” she sighed as she fell asleep in his arms.
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She ran the brush through her hair and dusted a light blush across her cheeks, a rich, dark color for her eyelids and lips. Abdul liked that color, told her it reminded him of flowers. She’d gone to sleep wearing the outfit he preferred, a dark purple thong and a matching camisole - both made from expensive fabric that felt like satin.

“The drug you gave me the night you took me home. What was it?”

Abdul wouldn’t tell her, but said that it was available whenever she needed it. She told him she needed it. He’d been very calm and cool and told her that he would order some and have it in two days. They would meet at 4:30, they would have sex in her room, and he would give her what she wanted. Claudine agreed.

In the intervening hours, she’d thought of little else. She knew from the first time that she wanted to do it again, now that the time was near, the craving was with her all the time. She still wasn't certain what had happened that first time, only that it was wonderful.

At 4:25, she clicked off the light and walked barefoot down the stairs into the bar. There was a dim glow from the neon signs and it was enough to allow her to navigate through the darkness to the front door where he said he would meet her.

Claudine monitored the street, her body tensing with excitement at every sound of car tires or footsteps. A gust of wind kicked up and blew a piece of newspaper against the door and she almost felt it.  

Instinctively her hand slid down between her legs and touch lightly against her crotch. She was tempted to finger herself and give herself a taste of what was coming, but resisted.

At 4:30, Abdul rose from his seat at one of the tables and stepped into the bright light that came from over the pool table.

“Hello, Claudia.”

She spun around; shocked that he had been there all that time.

“How long have you been here?” she asked.

“Oh, Ja-ron gave me a key a long time ago.”

She was surprised to hear that.

“Yes. In fact, I’ve looked in on you from time to time. Watched you sleep. Watched you fuck. Once, I even watched you nursing your baby.”

She felt anger rise but her desire for the drug killed it quickly. Abdul stepped closer, reached out, and touched her hair.

She closed her eyes, listening to his words, letting the humiliation wash over her. Abdul had been studying her and knew how she would react.

“Do you have it?”

“Ah, my little slut. You have no shame left, do you? Not even an insult for me, for my watching you.” He continued to caress her cheek. “You remember what my friends and I did to your body, don’t you?”

He reached into his pocket, withdrew a small capsule. “Exploring every inch of your body.  Knowing you wouldn’t resist.” He pushed the capsule between her lips, pushed it back into her mouth with his thumb.

“And the best part was not worrying about your becoming pregnant, yes?  Knowing all the time that you are already carrying a new life inside your womb...”

She swallowed the pill and listened to his words. She let them surround her, knew that, as it was last time, his voice would be her connection to reality once the drug took effect.

“And you are wearing the outfit I bought for you?”

“Yes, I’ve been wearing it since 10 o’clock last night, as you instructed.” She felt her body lighten, knowing the feeling was just moments away.

“Then, you know what I want of you.”

She nodded, feeling his hand on her face like a thousand feathers, a thousand pins, a thousand million little fingers caressing her.

“Yes, I know what you will want.” The words were almost tangible to her as they left her mouth.  She felt them build in her throat, move across her tongue and out into the room.

“Well, then, why don’t you go ahead and tell me?” 

He was teasing her and she knew it. But, the feelings were there, she had what she needed. 

Everything else was of no consequence.

“You want me to go to the refrigerator. Take out the butter. Dip my fingers into it, put it away.  Then, I will stand before you and beg you to let me make you happy...”

She was floating away now, her body alive to any touch. Soon, she’d need to beg him for it.

“You will say, yes. Then, I will turn around pull the thong down around my knees, and smear the butter all over my fingers. I will slide my fingers up into my asshole, lubricating myself for your beautiful cock.  I will do this for several minutes, alternating fingers the way you taught me last time.”

“First the index finger, to the first knuckle, then the middle finger. Then, the index finger all the way, then the middle finger. I will do this ten times, as you instructed...”

She was getting weak in the knees now. Talking about this was making her hot. She could smell the lubrication of her puss. It was a strong, sweet smell. She knew it would grow richer and muskier later.

“...you will approach me and unzip yourself. My mouth will make your precious cock hard, then, when you are ready, you will move around behind me and fuck me up the ass. You will fuck me for a long time, holding yourself back from cumming.”

“While you fuck, I will feel your fingers on my clit. You will play with it, massaging lightly, then quicker, then lighter again. You enjoy hearing me beg and you will play me as long as you are able, which was over 30 minutes last time.”

She started moving her hips, hoping to entice him. She reached out for him but he took her hands and placed them at her sides. The drug made even those movements exquisitely pleasurable.

“...when you finally cum, you will fill me up and then allow me to finish masturbating myself.  Then, I will bring a warm rag and clean you, removing any traces of my ass and the butter from your precious cock.”

Abdul smiled. “Open your eyes, my little slut.” She looked at him. “Are you enjoying my gift to you?”

She nodded.  “It’s as I remembered it...” she mumbled, only half pronouncing the words.

“Good. Now back to bed and sleep or fuck a client or friend. I demand nothing of you tonight.” Abdul kissed her lightly on the forehead and walked toward the door.

“Abdul!  Please!  You can’t leave me like this...!” She ran toward him, wrapped her arms around his neck.

He pulled her off him and let go. “I bring you a gift and you demand more?”

“I’m not demanding...” she wrapped her arms around his knees, burying her face in his legs.  “I’m begging.  I just assumed you would want...”

“You assumed wrong. I came this time as a friend.  But, we need to talk about the future, don’t we?”

He pulled over a chair and sat down. “Come, stand beside me.”

She rose and stood to his right.  He reached for her and yanked the thong halfway down her thighs.  He pushed two fingers up inside of her and let her move around on his hand as he talked.

“You know, I’m confident that I will never pay for you again. From now on, we will have an agreement.  I will bring you the drug and you will perform favors for me. Is that satisfactory?”

She barely heard him; her entire focus was on his fingers. They felt like snakes inside of her, curling, coiling, then expanding, reaching further and deeper, then withdrawing.  She loved the image.

“Yes, that is fine,” she breathed.

“I may bring friends. You will service them also.”

“Yes, yes...  deeper.” She reached for her breasts, pulled at them, scratched the tops with her fingernails.

“You may have it every second day. Some days, we will meet at this hour. Other days, we will meet in the early evening.”

She felt the orgasm rising, approaching and roaring in her ears.  “More, three fingers, four... please...”

He forced a third then a fourth finger inside of her, she bent her knees to open wider for him.

“You will not deny me anything.”

“I will not...deny...you...anything!!!” She screamed as she started to cum.  Her hands went to her pussy and rubbed hard, quickly, slowly, quickly again as she panted and choked out her pleasure.

“Sleep well, my little white slut,” Abdul said as he left her room.
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Ja-ron was petting her forehead gently. She had her eyes closed, the back of her head rested on the inside of his left thigh. She took a deep smell of his crotch.  She loved the sweet, deep masculine smell of him.

“You’ve already begun to swell,” he said softly, reaching his free hand down for her left breast.  He was right; she’d already gained two inches and one cup size. Soon, her belly would begin showing as well. The thought brought her another tingle of arousal between her legs.

Ja-ron rolled her nipple gently between his fingers and she closed her eyes. She allowed herself to forget the four other men in the room who were watching the two of them. As usual, Ja-ron had made them wait while she serviced him.

“You see, my friends?  Did you notice what she did as soon as I began pulling on her soft, brown nipples?”

She blushed slightly but he was right. As soon as he’d cupped her breast, she’d allowed her right knee to drop back down to the bed. Now, she lay with her feet just inches from her ass, left knee still bent and high, but the right knee flat on the bed.

She knew this spread open her pussy lips and that the men were watching eagerly.

“She assumes this position for me often. It is one of the several I prefer.” He continued to massage the brown area around her nipple, she moaned slightly.

“She is my personal breeder, into which you may deposit your seed.”

She took another deep breath. His use of the term still turned her on. “As you know, it will not fertilize her.  She already carries my child.”

One of the men stepped forward. “Show off, mutha fucker!” one of the others laughed.  “Just get your cock into that white bitch’s little pussy and let’s show her how it’s done!”

“Yeah,” one of the other jeered.  “Look how hungry the white bitch is!  And she ain’t hungry for that thin little pink cock.”

The three of them all laughed as the first man kneeled on the mattress at the foot of the bed.  He rubbed his cock lightly and it grew hard.  “You like this, mama?” he asked as he moved closer.

“Give it to me!” she replied.

Ja-ron kept her head there in his lap, one hand on each side of her head now, holding her steady.

“I’m all yours.”

The man pushed raised her left knee and raised it up. He took her right knee in his other hand and put both knees over his shoulders. Then, he let her slide down slowly into place. Her ass rocked back and forth slowly as he reached between her legs.

He guided the head of his cock between her outer lips. “Ah, here we go bitch, here we go...” he repeated softly as he pushed the head into her. She moaned and relaxed her vaginal muscles.  She felt the head enter.

After all this time, she still loved the feeling of the thick head spreading her pussy lips wide. It was nothing like fucking white men. Even the ones with long cocks never seemed to have the thickness of her black lovers.

He worked his way up into her for what seemed like five, ten, twenty long minutes. She felt the walls of her pussy widen, her insides rearrange themselves to allow him maximum penetration.  Then, he was withdrawing.

She felt like her entire insides were being pulled out after him. As if her entire bowels were unloading, her entrails being pulled out through her narrow opening. Then, he was pushing them back into place. Back into place. And further. Everything compacting against her stomach, her lungs, the base of her throat.

“Oh, fucking damn, yes, oh fuck me fucccck me...” she moaned, already losing control after Ja-ron’s buildup.

She started bucking against him, forcing his cock deeper than even he had been moving. She sped up, rocked against him, throwing her head right and left between Ja-ron's thighs. She leaned her head back, smelled his asshole, the smell of his shit from earlier mixed with his sweat, his cum, her juices, her saliva from when she sucked his cock.

She pushed hard, felt the wiry hairs at the base of his cock scrubbing her nose, lips and chin. He  was losing control rapidly.  His dreams of riding Ja-ron’s white whore were vanishing in the silky pleasure she provided.

She knew how to work him, and he couldn’t resist. He came in just eight minutes. When he unloaded, it poured into her for hours, her screams of pleasure muffled by Ja-ron’s thigh, which she was again pressed tight to.

He pulled his cock out of her, wiped it clean on her pubic hairs, then, invited the next man.

“The bitch is surprisingly tight, or maybe this big horse’s cock of mine just makes it feel that way !” he laughed.

“Go Fuck yourself, nigger! If she likes that little boy’s pecker of yours, she’ll love this MAN’s cock!” They laughed and changed places.  “You hear me, white bitch? You’re gonna get a REAL fucking now.”

He rammed his cock into her sopping wet pussy, felt the head hit home somewhere around her stomach. He pulled out, slammed in, and worked her hard. She didn’t slow down, met his every move.

When he showed signs of slowing down, she tightened the grip she had on him with her thighs, pressing against the small of his back with her heels.

“What’s the matter,” she asked. “Getting a little tired?”

She knew they always took that as a challenge. He worked her harder now, pulling his head all the way to her outer pussy lips before plunging deep into her. With each stroke now, he tried to pull nearly out, ram nearly all the way through her.

She moaned and humped, pressing her crotch against him, trying to get the maximum pressure on her clit. Finally, she came, the convulsions inside her pussy taking him over the edge.  When he’d unloaded, he collapsed between her legs.

“Ja-ron, you muthafucker!” He laughed. “You’ve turned the white bitch into something special!”

Ja-ron leaned forward and pushed him of her. “Get your lazy black ass outta here and give someone else some room.”

There was a pool of cum on the sheet between her legs, the insides of her thighs were glistening and her pubic hair matted. He felt his cock get hard and a smile spread across his face.

Claudia braced herself against the shower wall with her left arm. With her right, she adjusted the water until it was as hot as she could stand it. It had been a long evening and was going to be a shorter night.

As always, Ja-ron was insatiable.  She didn’t know where he got his energy or stamina, but she was always completely exhausted after a session with him.

The hot water ran down the back of her body. She let it caress her, turned slow circles so it would warm her everywhere. Thoughts of Ja-ron wouldn’t leave her.  He’d had her do a slow dance to a track he had playing.

Now and then, he’d hang his ass off the end of the bed, cock erect. She’d dance toward him, straddle his hips, and take his cock up into her, all in time to the music. She’d sway left and right, move up and down, never allowing him to penetrate all the way.

His head entered then she withdrew. As she grew wetter, she slid a few inches of the wrist-thick black shaft into her. Then, she’d withdraw again and dance in the middle of the room. After a few of these teasing dances, he’d shake his head and point to his cock.

She knelt in front of him and took the head into her mouth. She’d suck while he made small moaning sounds, encouraging her. Then, he’d push her gently. She’d stand and dance again. Her arousal grew and grew as he teased her.

Soon, she was spreading her pussy lips open, crouching and thrusting her hips forward trying to entice him. He’d smile, put out his tongue. She danced closer, trying to get him to lick her. He would flick his tongue lightly, then, withdraw.

When he finally did fuck her, it was on his back, hands behind his head, a contented smile on his face.  She did all the work. She rocked back and forth, clenched and released her pussy muscles, rose up to her knees, held his cock with her hand, pushed herself down, rubbed herself hard against his pelvis to make certain it was all the way in. Clenched with her insides again.

He’d indicate to her when he wanted to cum. No matter how close or far she was to her own orgasm, she knew this would take her over the edge. She’d start with the slow, deep fuck he loved. Then, she’d raise herself up and take just the head.

She didn’t move, just clenched and unclenched her vaginal muscles.  Ja-ron never failed to pull his head forward with his hands and moan something obscene to her. She’d continue this ten, twenty times.

Then, she’d slide just a bit deeper and do it again. She’d repeat this until his entire cock was deep inside of her. By then, she was always nearly ready to cum. She knew the rest of his pattern.  She’d lean forward, brace herself with fists on the bed, right beside his head.

She’d lean forward and offer her nipples right wherever his mouth was. Sometimes he licked, sometimes he sucked, and sometimes he bit. Sometimes he ignored them. That turned her on, not knowing.

Once she was in this position, the real fucking started. He’d begin moving his hips up and down, fucking her at whatever speed he liked that night. She was to remain perfectly still.  He sometimes fucked shallow, sometimes deep, sometimes fast, or slow.

It was all up to him at that point. If she lost control and began fucking back, he’d leave her like that. If she allowed an elbow to bend or a nipple to drift too far from the reach of his mouth, he’d withdraw his cock and leave.

She’d learned that her excitement was too great and that this was a very real punishment. So, she obliged him in every way. Nothing he ever wanted was beyond her now. And this was little to ask - her stillness.

In their time together, Ja-ron had asked much more. The first few times she’d had to lick around his asshole had taken her some getting used to. Sometimes, she’d have to lay on the bed under him, mouth open so wide it hurt her jaws, with both of his balls in her mouth.

She’d jack him off with her hands while her tongue licked between, around, and all over his heavy sack. She’d often come away with hairs between her teeth and sore jaws. But, it was what he demanded.

The hot water of the shower caressed her and she put her hand between her legs. Ja-ron stood holding her tight against him. He kissed her and she kissed back. Sucking his big black cock had taken her somewhere else again and she didn’t know what it was exactly she was feeling.

It was something long and hot, moving around inside her mouth. Something of her own was moving with it. Sometimes they would move together, sometimes apart. She pressed against it.  It pressed back. She sucked it.  It grew longer and went down her throat.  She felt it inside her belly, moving around.

The feeling aroused her and she squeezed the muscles of her ass. Her asshole opened wider and she felt something there too. It was something long and thin. It seemed to have something very large at the end and it was probing deep inside of her. She felt her arms move around Ja-ron’s neck, tighten, loosen, tighten again.

An orgasm grew inside of her and she never mistook that feeling. It was a swelling that started at the base of her spine, right between her pussy and her asshole. It spread slowly, warming up the entire bottom half of her belly. Then it shot up her spine and came back down through her throat to her belly and intestines.

But something was there. When the electricity moved through her, she felt it encounter something stiff and huge inside of her. It was that huge probe again.  There was something very thin and long attached to it, something that protruded from her asshole.

But inside of her, it was very unusual. She opened her eyes to look at Ja-ron but couldn’t see him. She only saw a pair of eyes, no face. She closed her eyes again and surrendered to the feeling.  It was the right thing to do.

The orgasm was released almost immediately. Her body spasmed, her feet left the ground and went up somewhere around Ja-ron’s back.  She felt something supporting her and she assumed hands underneath her ass.
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There were other hands on her body. She felt something warm and scratchy pressing against her back, something similar against her belly and tits. Dimly, she remembered that she was sandwiched between Ja-ron and the strong-looking, stocky man he’d brought with him.

After giving her the drug, Abdul had invited the man to sample her asshole. She’d heard him open a bag of some sort, turned to look. He'd purchased some odd contraption that fit over his cock.

It was a series of four large metal rings, connected by a leather strap. As the drug had taken affect, she hadn’t bothered asking whether he was going to fuck her like that. She knew. And in seconds, it no longer mattered.

Her body was getting that familiar feeling and nothing could matter. That was when Abdul had inserted his long, snake of a tongue into her mouth. The men held her like that, fucking her on and off, switching places, for nearly an hour.

She was not allowed to sit or lay down. Neither of them wanted to use her pussy. They took turns, Abdul with his long, thin cock that penetrated so deep she worried he’d cause her to unload her bowels, and Abdul’s friend with the thick, mechanically enhanced rod that rammed into her with a strength she’d only known from Ja-ron.

As the drug started wearing off, she was allowed a few moments with no cock inside of her. She caught her breath. She’d long since stopped counting her orgasms and braced herself against a chair.

“I want five hundred dollars,” Abdul’s friend said to her.

She gave him a puzzled look.  “Excuse me?”

Abdul took her by the shoulders and pulled her close. “Claudia, it’s been nice fucking you for free, you have a nice silky mouth and a sweet asshole.  But, you must understand that this drug isn’t free.”

She stared into his eyes, confused.  “What the hell are you talking about?”

He gave her a wide smile as he stared directly into her eyes. “I said, the drugs aren’t free. This is the man I purchase them from.”

She turned and looked at the short, dark man. He smiled and bowed slightly.  “I’ve been talking with Abdul about you. He told me all about your asshole and he was right. I think I’ll enjoy fucking you now and then. And, when I do, you can pay me.”

“For the drugs.”

Abdul smiled. “Well, for the drugs of course. But, I’ve been thinking that you should pay me for the fucking as well.”

“You’re out of your mind.”

“No, I’m not. Think about it. You love this much more than I do. I could be fucking any of a number of whores like yourself. Some might not be as eager as you, or as pretty as you, but face it, as they say – they’re all pink on the inside?”

“You’re out of your fucking mind if you think I’m going to pay you for fucking me. That ISN’T how it works!”

“Not with most whores. But you are special. Let’s try this again. Do you know anywhere else you can get the drug you love so much?”

She shook her head.

“And certainly, you know by now that you cannot get it from either of us without fucking us?”

She shook her head again.

“Well, it’s pretty fucking simple then, isn’t it?  You can either say goodbye to me tonight forever or you can go find five hundred dollars somewhere.”

Claudia felt herself tense up. She’d never been in a situation like this before. It was impossible to justify spending money for sex, not when she had a steady stream of cocks parading through her life. But, money for the drugs, that was another story. She wasn’t sure she could do without it.

“How often?” she asked.

“When we want,” the second man answered.

“You and I will remain on our usual schedule,” Abdul said.

“This will be expensive,” she complained.

“Work harder. Perhaps I can find additional customers for you,” the new man said.  “I sell these devices to many men at my bookstore and some of them are not certain their lovers will enjoy them.  Perhaps I can charge them something to try the toys on you. You and I will split the proceeds fifty-fifty.”

“Wait a minute!  How many kinds of those things are there?”

“Not for you to worry about,” said Abdul. “Simply yes or no.”

“Oh my God, you can’t mean this...!”

“I can and do. You have ten seconds.” Abdul looked at his watch.

She walked over to her dresser and pulled out ten $50 bills.

“Here you go.”

The new man unsnapped the cock-rings and handed them to Claudia. “Here, clean these for me.”
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Ja-ron knocked at the metal door. They were in an alley, he’d had to push aside a pile of waste to clear a path to the door. Claudia was still inside the car.  Ja-ron had told her to wait there until the door was opened.

There was a yellow light in a wire cage overhead.  It turned on, throwing a sick looking glow on Ja-ron and the piles of trash around him. The metal door creaked open.

“Roxy. I have some work I need you to do,” Ja-ron said.

The light went out and the door swung open inwards. Ja-ron motioned for Claudia to follow him into the building. The two of them followed the woman through two narrow hallways, finally stepping into a room about twelve feet square.

The smell of leather was overpowering. There were large, flat pieces of leather hanging from a hook on the wall, straps of various widths hanging here and there on the others. There was a work table with a dozen or so tools hanging from a pegboard behind.

Shoved underneath was a heavy-duty sewing machine. There were also two open boxes containing a variety of buckles, snaps, and other pieces of oddly shaped metal.

“So what do you need and how much is it worth to you?”

“You’re very direct, aren’t you?” Ja-ron challenged her.

“I have to be. I don’t have time to waste. What do you need?”

“All right fine. I don’t have time to waste with chit chat either. I want you to fit a harness for her and a mouthpiece.  She’s...”

“Let me guess. She’s a disobedient whore who’s been making money on the side.”

Ja-ron smiled.  “You know me too well. I want her inaccessible, ass, cunt, and mouth. One key and one keys only. You can make this one small, just a belt and straps.  Her breasts are all right as they are.”

“And I want you to design another of those mouthpieces you made for me once before. Abdul is the one I’m most concerned about and he tends to enjoy being sucked. I want you to make another of those devices you made that sits inside and can’t be seen.”

Roxy was already rummaging through one of the boxes. She took out several pieces of metal and laid them out on the table. Claudia watched her move, then, recognized her. She was the woman who had been dressed in the leather outfit so many weeks back, the woman who had spit on her while she was dancing at Ja-ron’s club. The women who had threatened to whip her.

Claudia turned to Ja-ron with a look of fear in her eyes. Roxy held several of the pieces of metal in her hand and stepped in front of Claudia. She reached up and pushed her mouth open without saying a word.

She stuck one of the pieces of metal into Claudia’s mouth, turned it sideways, then pushed it forward and back. Claudia tasted the oil on one of the ends, felt it scraping against her tongue. She tried to pull away but felt Ja-ron’s strong hands on her shoulders.

“Stand still. It will be easier for all of us,” was all he said.

Roxy stared directly into her eyes, her face expressionless. She pushed her finger into Claudia’s mouth, pushed her chin up. Claudia closed her lips around the finger. Roxy moved her finger back and forth slowly.

Claudia instinctively tightened the grip her lips had. She assumed the woman was a lesbian who wanted to toy with her. She moved her tongue lightly over the surface of the woman’s finger.  Roxy pulled her finger out, pushed it back in slowly.

Claudia closed her eyes and started breathing deeply. She sucked on Roxy’s finger, then wrapped her tongue around it again.

“A fucking whore is what she is!” Roxy shouted to Ja-ron, pulling her finger away and slapping Claudia’s face several times.  “And she thinks I’m one of her black dyke friends!”

A tear came to Claudia’s eye as she realized how easily she’d been duped.

“So, what do you need? A strap at least, you want plugs, ass plugged up? Cunt plugged up?  You want it to scrape when she walks? Metal rings?”

Roxy fingered some of the leather straps on the wall, removed one that was about an inch-and-a-half wide. She walked toward Claudia, put the strap between her thighs, then, pulled up hard.

Claudia felt the scratching of the edges against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, just where the leg and body met. Roxy pulled upward, nearly lifting Claudia off her feet.

“I can design it so it holds her open. I can make it keep her little asshole open half an inch, an inch, two, three. Or her cunt. Or do you want me to make sure they don’t open up at all? She can be clamped. What do you want?”

Her face was inches from Claudia’s as she asked Ja-ron.

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Ja-ron replied.  Roxy released some of the tension on the strap. “I just want her protected. And no, I don’t want any chafing. Cover the edges and make it feel nice for her. In fact, the nicer the better.  I assume that will keep her wetter.  This one isn’t for pain. She’s for fucking and breeding.”

“That’s too bad,” Roxy said as she pulled the strap away.  “OK, take your clothes off.”

Claudia looked at Ja-ron, who nodded. She dropped the few clothes she’d worn and stood naked in the middle of the room.

Roxy stepped close. “Lift your left arm.” Claudia did. Roxy tied a thin leather strap around the wrist, secure the loose ends to an O bold in the ceiling.  She did the same with her other wrist.

“Just because I can,” Roxy laughed.

She went back and forth from the bench to Claudia, taking measurements, probing between Claudia’s legs with her fingers and a variety of instruments.

Claudia wondered how much of this was necessary, as she seemed to measure everything three, four times. And, her and Ja-ron kept exchanging glances.

Roxy left the tools on the bench and stepped close to Claudia again.  She ran her fingers down her neck, over her breasts, stopping to gently tug at the nipples. Claudia felt them stiffen and let her body relax in anticipation. She didn’t know what was going to happen, but it was always safer to go along.

Roxy scratched her fingernails lightly over Claudia’s belly, then went behind her and started lightly stroking her ass. She felt her knees move apart automatically, anticipating touch.  Roxy didn’t stop.  She pushed her thumb into Claudia’s damp pussy. Claudia moaned.

“I know you don’t enjoy this, Roxy,” Ja-ron said. “If you want, you can let one of the others do it.”

Claudia stiffened, eyes flashed onto Ja-ron. Ja-ron looked toward one of the walls, the one with a full-length mirror. The mirror moved toward her, it was attached to a door.  As the door swung open, Claudia saw that it was a one-way mirror and that the door opened into another room.

Inside were four women, all dressed in tight leather outfits with buckles all over them. Claudia realized that they’d been watching the entire time. She didn’t know how to react.  This wasn’t something Ja-ron had ever hinted at. What did she expect them to do?

One of the women knelt down in front of Claudia and began to lick her pussy. Claudia responded immediately, pushing her hips forward and pressing into the woman’s mouth. The tongue didn’t slow down, but worked her clit up and down in quick, short strokes.

Claudia felt something at the opening of her pussy, realized one of the other women was behind her.  She showed her left hand, wearing a leather glove smeared with lubricant. Her right hand must be between Claudia’s legs, she felt fingers sliding inside of her.

Then, the left hand vanished and she felt something at her asshole. Soon, there were fingers inside both of her openings. She couldn’t tell how many or how deep, she was only focused on the overall feeling.

It was sweeping over her and she was getting closer quickly. She started screaming, panting, and crying out for more. She felt something huge push through one of her openings, she thought it was her cunt but couldn't tell.

Then, something large slid past her sphincter and she knew that the woman’s small, thin hands had probably slid all the way inside of her. But, the tongue was working so fast at her clit, she couldn’t think of anything else.

She went over the edge to orgasm quickly, screaming, thrashing around, pulling on the straps with all her might, crying out for more.

The women brought her back down slowly, gently, lovingly. One hand was removed from her body and only a few fingers reinserted. Then the other was removed. The licking slowed, became more gently.

Claudia closed her eyes and swam on the waves of the feelings. Then, they stopped completely and withdrew. She watched as they silently left the room.

“There, finished!” Roxy announced. She showed Ja-ron the chastity belt she had fashioned.

Ja-ron nodded his approval. “Put it on her.”

Roxy nodded and went to Claudia. She pulled the strap up taut between her legs. Claudia felt something small slide into her asshole. It was only about two inches long and half an inch around, like a small piece of a pencil.

Another one entered her pussy. Then the strap was pulled tight and a wider belt wrapped around her waist. When the buckles were done, Roxy handed the key to Ja-ron.

“I’ve saved the best for last!”  Roxy held something in her hand that looked like a castanet.  She pushed Claudia’s mouth open, pushed the device between her lips and spend a few minutes adjusting it inside her mouth.

Claudia felt tension against her back teeth, then against the roof of her mouth. Roxy worked on the device a few more minutes.  Claudia couldn’t swallow while she did it. She felt her mouth getting dry, saliva pooling at the back of her throat.

“Go ahead and swallow,” Roxy said when she’d removed her fingers.

Claudia did. She felt the strange contraption inside her mouth. It seemed to be attached to her back teeth, some kind of springing device that allowed her to open and close her mouth, but kept her tongue pressed behind it.

“OK, now try and say something,” Ja-ron said.

“What do you been?” she asked, unable to say the “m.”  She felt the pressure against her tongue.

Ja-ron and Roxy smiled.  “Is that something you can adjust?” Ja-ron asked her.

Roxy pushed Claudia’s mouth open and moved some of the pieces of metal around.  “Say something.”

“OK, I’ll try an thay thumpting,” she said, unable again to articulate clearly.

“Oh, it doesn’t hurt, does it Claudia?” Ja-ron asked, turning to Roxy.

She shook her head.  “All it does is set up a barrier to make certain she doesn’t have a cock in her mouth without you knowing about it.”

Claudia tried to reach her mouth to test this out, but her wrists were still secured overhead.

Ja-ron stepped forward and put his finger into her mouth. Roxy was right, he could go no further than just behind her teeth. There was some kind of spring-loaded piece of metal that put up a barrier whenever she opened her mouth.

“Amazing,” he said. “And it doesn’t hurt?”

“Well, it duddn’t feel good!” she replied.  After a pause she said, “but it duddn’t hurt.”

“She’ll just have to learn how to speak with it in, others have,” Roxy said to Ja-ron.

“That’s true,” Ja-ron agreed.

“And you’re sure she can’t take it out?” asked Ja-ron.

“Well, you can make sure her hands are restrained somehow so they can go no further up than about her shoulders. I’ve had to do that to others,” Roxy said.  “Or, I can modify the molar clamps so they lock. Then, only you can remove it.”

“Or, the most popular method is simply to trust her. Not completely, of course. There’s a small bottle of dye attached to one of the lower molar clamps. If it’s removed without this...” she produced a weird looking tool, “the dye pack explodes and you’ll know if she removed it.”

Ja-ron held out his hand and took the tool. He put it in his pocket with the others.

“Roxy, good that I can always count on you.”

“Four hundred dollars,” Roxy announced.  Ja-ron counted out the amount in fifty dollar bills.

“Don’t get dressed,” Ja-ron told her. “Just go out to the car like that. I have somewhere I need to drop you off tonight.

The men drove her home shortly after midnight.  They left the chastity belt off during the drive, continued to finger fuck and play with her all the way back to Ja-ron’s. When the car pulled up in front of the bar, one of the men got out to see who was inside.

There were about a half-dozen customers and Ja-ron was drinking at the bar.

“We have the white slut in the car. She’s still naked and doesn’t have that leather thing on her.  What do you want us to do?”

Ja-ron followed the man out of the bar.  He looked into the back seat of the car. Claudia was there with her head buried in one man’s lap giving him a blowjob. He smiled and opened the front door.

“Let them finish.”

Ja-ron listened to the sounds her mouth was making on the man’s cock, intermittently he’d let out a moan.

“Here it comes baby, drink it all down, bitch, drink it all down...”

Ja-ron turned his head and saw the man arching in his seat, delivering his load into Claudia’s.  “Ahhh...  fuckin' ay yes...”

She sat up and wiped her lips with her fingertips. Ja-ron told the driver to pull around the back of the building.  When the car stopped just outside the back door, he got out and then told Claudia to get out.

He took the belt, the keys, and the mouthpiece from one of the passengers and waved goodbye to them.  He didn't take her inside, but made her stand naked there outside in the alley.

“Here we go, baby.  Lift up your left foot.”

Claudine steadied herself on his shoulder and raised her foot. Ja-ron guided her through the opening, then, guided her right foot. He pulled the device up between her legs, carefully guided in the two small plugs, then, wrapped the wider belt around her waist.

He brought the straps together and slid the padlock into place. Then, he squeezed the mouthpiece and slipped it between her teeth.  She accepted it without any hesitation.

“Now, let’s get back to your room,” Ja-ron said. “That’s enough for tonight, and I’m tired.”

Claudine walked naked through the back hallway, along the back wall of the bar, and up the stairs. Many of the heads turned and followed her. This was unusual even for Jar-ron’s bar and especially unusual with such a good-looking woman.

She didn’t acknowledge any of them, just walked up the stairs to her room. She got into bed but found it difficult to sleep, instead tossing, and turning.  Ja-ron’s four friends had given her a workout but she was not satisfied.

She felt something lacking and knew what it was. The drug.  It had been five days and she was getting to crave it. It wasn’t physical, she was sure. She wasn’t addicted.  But she wanted it and wanted it badly.

Sliding her legs off the side of the bed, she got up. She pulled on a knee-length clingy cotton nightshirt. There was a telephone at the end of the hall and she slid two quarters into it and dialed Abdul’s number.

“I need to see you,” she said in a desperate voice.

“Have you spoken to Ja-ron about this?” Abdul answered.

“Fuck Ja-ron. You know what I want. And, I want it now. Come down here and bring your friend.  Four-thirty as always.”

Claudine had no idea how she would deal with them when they arrived, but she knew she’d think of something.

She went downstairs, knew she couldn’t sleep. There were only a handful of men still there and they were all slouched over their drinks. None even looked her way. The bartender recognized her and smiled.  She walked over and sat down at the bar.

“Just can’t sleep,” she said. She was still having trouble adjusting to talking around the mouthpiece.

“Sure. You want coffee or something to drink?” he asked with a smile.

“Just a coke.”

He reached under the bar and picked out a clean glass.  “I hear Ja-ron’s having a little trouble.”

She shook her head. He couldn’t know about her and Abdul. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“With the purchase. There might be some trouble, you know.” He put the glass on a napkin in front of her. Claudia stared at him. He was talking about something else and she wondered what.

“What do you mean? What kind of trouble?”

He realized he’d slipped up and tried to concoct a story around the purchase of another bar. She seemed to buy his story because she didn’t ask anything else. He polished the bar top a bit, walked down to the far end, and talked with a couple of men sitting there.

She sipped her drink, watched the clock creeping toward 1 a.m. Three and a half more hours.  She had to figure something out to kill the time.

All of the other women had gone to bed. The small crowd seemed more interested in their drinks than them, and they’d given up the chase. She looked around. Two of them were regulars, in their 60’s and never interested.

Another was a tall, strong-looking man in a business suit. He had a stack of papers on the table in front of him, spread out in disarray. She imagined that he’d either been fired or had a major presentation he was dreading.

The two others were black men sitting at the end of the bar. Both were dressed in jeans and t-shirts and both wore caps of yellow, green, and black fabric. She’d seen them on many of the younger men and always wanted to ask what it meant. But she never did.  Something always stopped her.

It was 1:10 now. Time was creeping by painfully slow. She looked at the man with the papers again.  Maybe she could entice him into something. If she could get him interested, she might be able to get him to work his fingers into her pussy and play with her. That would get her off and she’d feel less stressed out and distracted.

She was certain she could use her lips and hands and get him off, she'd just have to explain to him that he couldn’t fuck her. The idea became more appealing to her as time crept on.  She could get the head of his cock into her mouth by puckering her lips and forcing them forward.

Maybe she could take his cock along the side of her teeth instead of straight in.  Let him fuck the inside of one of her cheeks. With her fingers playing with the shaft or his balls, maybe he’d get enough of the feeling to cum. Then, he’d help her get off. It was worth a try. And, if it worked, she could offer the same to Abdul in payment.

She took another drink from the cold glass then stood up.

“Excuse me, miss.”

The voice startled her. She spun around and saw that one of the men had come down from the end of the bar.

“Yes?” she asked, noticing it was getting easier to speak.

“You’ve been here for quite a while now. How long have you been living this kind of life?”

She looked at him, then, turned to look at the man at the table. He was still fumbling with a pen, jotting notes, then shaking his head and crumpling pieces of paper.

“What kind of life?” she asked.

“Making money this way. With your precious body.”

The man at the table started picking up the pieces of paper he’d balled up and putting them in a stack.

“What the hell?” she asked him. The man picked up half of the stack of papers and straightened the edges.

“Your body. Living like this,” the man repeated.

“I’m sorry, I just can’t talk to you right now," she said and walked away. She pulled out the chair opposite the table from the man.  He stopped with a handful of papers in his hands.

“Hi. I couldn’t help noticing you look a little down.”

He shook his head, threw the papers into his briefcase.  “Life’s shit. And, no, I’m not interested.  I need my money for shit like food and clothes, you know?”

She smiled. “You’re a no-bullshit guy, aren’t you? Listen, why don’t we play Let’s Make a Deal?”

He gathered up the rest of his papers and put them with the others.

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’ll bet I can get you off without taking off my clothes.  If I win, you lick me until I cum.”

“And if you can’t?”

“That isn’t really an option. You know I can, don’t you?” she teased.

He smiled. “I guess I know you can. Where do we go to do this?  I’m not spending a dime, love.”

“No need. Come upstairs,” she invited.

He closed the top of his case, clicked the locks, and stood up. She led him up the stairs her room.  When he was inside, she turned around and locked the door.

“Why the lock, what the hell is this?” he said, slightly panicked.

“Relax. I just want to make sure we have some privacy.” She walked toward him, reached for his shirt, and started unbuttoning it. He unzipped his pants and stepped out of them while she pulled the shirt off his shoulders.

“There we go. Are you a little more comfortable?”

He nodded and she led him to the bed. He lay down and put his hands behind his head. She caressed his balls in her left hand, leaned down, and started rubbing the head of his cock against her cheek.

His hand roamed along her calf, up her leg to the thigh, then up to her ass. She parted her lips and took just the tip of his cock between them. She nibbled lightly on it.  His hands encountered the leather strap between her cheeks.

His fingers traced it all the way up to the belt at her waist. “What’s this?” he asked in a quiet voice.

“Chastity belt. That’s what makes me so creative,” she bluffed, hoping he would let her continue.

“I guess you have to be, then, don’t you?” he whispered.

Claudine slid the head of his cock along her front teeth, then, let it push between her teeth and her left cheek.  It was very awkward but he didn’t flinch. She tried to drool saliva onto her left hand, wanted to lubricate it so he’d get the full feeling, as if he were inside of her.

She didn’t produce much, but cupped her hand around his shaft anyway. She felt his pre-cum helping get her hand wet.

“That’s nice, sweet. What are you doing?” he asked, not caring about her answer. His hand was gliding up and down along the edge of the leather. She felt it and it was making her hot.

“Can you work a finger inside there?” she asked.

He pushed the strap aside as far as he could, felt the stiff plug that was already in her.

“Oh, this is kinky, isn’t it?” he asked.

Claudine continued to hold the pressure of her hand steady, letting the head of his cock glide in and out between her lips, her hand trying to simulate the inside walls of her pussy. She reached down with her other hand and caressed his balls. She pressed them as flat as she could against her palm, letting the heat of her hand warm him.

She heard him moan, it was working. Jar-ron hadn’t taken everything away after all. She felt his fingers find a spot and slide inside of her. She worked her hips around so she was rubbing the leather against her clit. Both of them were building up fast.

“Oh fuck yes!” she heard him whispering.

It was getting quicker and quicker and she knew he wouldn’t last long. She panicked for a second as she realized that the mouthpiece would be soaked with cum. Would Ja-ron check it in the morning?

Then, she was cumming, feeling the pressure of the belt against her waist, ass, and pussy lips.  He started to cum too, in short spurts onto her teeth. She lost control for a second and some of it shot into her eye, some inside her let nostril.  Then, she put her mouth over the head again and sucked the rest of his orgasm.

“Oh that was just too fucking great,” he said as she slowed down and rubbed the head of his cock against her cheek again. “Just great.” He pulled his fingers away from her and licked them. He spit.  “What the hell’s that!”

Claudine smiled. He couldn’t have known about the men earlier.  She didn’t say anything and he didn’t ask. Feeling that he’d embarrassed her, he didn’t pursue the subject.

*    *    *
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She walked circles around the bar; channel surfed the television for an hour, then walked some more circles.  Time was creeping but it was moving. It was four-twenty. Ten more minutes and she’d have the drug. She straightened the chairs again, wiped down the bar again.

At four-thirty, Abdul and his friend walked through the front door. She walked to them slowly, trying to look calm. Abdul smiled and held out his hand.

“I’ve got what you want,” he said.  “But first, what do you have for me?”

Before she could object, he reached for her and pulled the t-shirt up over her breasts.

“Oh, Fuck. How in the world are we going to be able to do anything with you like that?”

“No, you don’t understand. OK, here’s the deal. I can do other things for you. Wonderful things.  I have my hands, my lips, I can put you between my breasts, look, look here,” she bargained, reaching up and pressing her breasts together.  “Right there, between them. And you’ll cum into my mouth...”

“You know what we like, don’t you?” He replied.  “And you can’t give me that, can you?”

Claudine tugged at the belt and pulled at the strap. “No, look, we can work something out! Here, I can hold this off the side, like this.  Look, you can get into me like this!” She pulled but the plugs wouldn’t slide out, there wasn’t enough give in the strap.

Abdul stepped closer. “I can’t get into you like that. And, my partner here certainly can’t.  Especially not with the new device he’s brought.”

“We can work something out. Oh please Abdul, it’s been so long.”

Claudine dropped to her knees in front of him and her hand reached for his zipper. As she fumbled with it, she said, “or maybe money? Maybe a little more money?”

He pushed her hands away and stepped back. “Don’t convince me, convince him.” He indicated his friend, who was standing with a small paper bag in his hand.

She went to him, started kissing him. “You can fuck my ass some other time. Tonight, why don’t you let me show you what else I can do? I can be very inventive. I can take you places you’ve never gone,” said as she raised her knee and rubbed it against his leg.

“Where the fuck’s your tongue?” he yelled.

Claudine stepped back. “I can’t do that either. But, I can do other things, you’ll see..”

“Fuck you! No pussy, no asshole, no tongue, what kind of slut are you?”

She tugged fiercely at the lock, at the leather strap, trying to either pull it aside or break something.  It was no good. Roxy knew her craft, and had left no room for error.  She pushed at the mouthpiece with her tongue but stopped, remembering the dye.

Claudia fell to her knees in front of the shorter man.  “Okay, look. I cup my hands like this and you slide your cock between them, and right into my mouth. I can stretch my lips with my fingers, you’ll have a nice little hole to slide into...”

The lights in the room came on and she saw that Ja-ron was sitting in one of the booths.  He had 

watched the entire exchange. She panicked, knew she was trapped.  She shot a look at Abdul.

“You phoned him, didn’t you?”

He didn’t answer. She leaped up and tried to grab him but he caught her wrists and stepped aside just as she tried to kick him.  He forced her into a chair.  “Don’t play games with me, slut.”

Claudine looked around the room and saw everyone was watching. She relaxed and he let go of her. Ja-ron rose and walked toward her.

“So, Claudia. You have chosen to defy my instructions? Even after I have gone through all the trouble of fitting you with this belt?”

He stopped when he was beside her, reached down, and stroked her hair.  “This is how you repay my trying to keep you from abusing your body?”

She closed her eyes, felt his hands on her head.

“You are very ungrateful.  But, I have inquired with Abdul as to the nature of this drug.  It turns out that it is NOT addictive.  And it is not dangerous. I was going to tell you that tomorrow.  I was going to allow you to use it occasionally.  However, you violated my orders and tried to get it yourself. This is a very serious offense.”

Her head was swimming.  The drug wasn’t addictive? It was her own desire for something new that had caused the craving . She had addicted herself.  Ja-ron was going to let her use it.  And now, all that was lost. She started to cry.

“There is a price to pay for everything, dear,” Ja-ron reassured her. “And you have just learned part of the price of disobedience.  You will learn the rest of the price upstairs.”

Ja-ron reached out his hand and she took it.  She stood up and followed him up the stairs.  He led her to a room she hadn’t been in before. All four walls were black and it was dark except for a dim red bulb in a table near the corner.

She couldn’t tell what kind of material the walls were because of the darkness. In the center of the room was a large bed.  It took up most of the space, leaving only a foot or so on either side.

Abdul stepped forward.  “This will be your new home.  It is something we have in my country for disobedient wives. Ja-ron has had to use it only once before, but it seems like an appropriate place for you.”

She looked at Ja-ron with panic in her eyes.  “What are you planning to do?”

Ja-ron leaner forward slightly toward her. “You will be monitored at all times from now on.  Every waking moment.  I cannot trust you.  You have tried to do something that was forbidden, isn’t that true?”

After a few seconds, Sandrine nodded her head.

Therefore, from now on, you will be in one of three places. With me, awake. Being fucked by someone I know and trust, or in here.”

Abdul walked her to the bed. He pulled the t-shirt over her head, threw it into the hallway outside. Then, he attached an iron shackle around each of her ankles.  There was a cold, metallic click as he locked each of them into place with a key.

“There you go. Nothing barbaric.  You have your hands free, and there is plenty of chain.  You can sleep in any position.  You simply cannot leave the room.  And, with the harness in place, you cannot fuck anyone even if they were to know about this room, enter it, and find you.”

He handed the key to Ja-ron.  “And there is more.  In order to be just that much more certain...” he reached into her mouth with the special tool and removed the spring device.  “...we have a little something else from Roxy.”

From somewhere underneath the bed, he removed a hood. He pulled it over her head. It strapped underneath her chin, and covered her mouth and nose. Her eyes and forehead were exposed.  Two straps went over the top of her head and connected behind.

“This will prevent you from doing anything creative like you tried earlier. We saw it all.  You were very good, very inventive. But, you know that it is forbidden.”

Ja-ron sat down on the bed beside her.  “You see, your hands remain free. You may play with yourself if you like. You may roll over on your back or stomach or sleep on your side, whatever is most comfortable.”

As he talked, he ran his hands over her body slowly.  He knew where to touch her to get her worked up and he was doing his best. She felt the heat rising.

Abdul knelt on the bed as well. He leaned forward and sucked on one of her nipples. She panted underneath the mask, her breath hot and moist against her own face. Ja-ron slid his hand between her legs, pressing against the leather with his thumb, just above her clit.

Claudine felt the pleasure sweeping her away again. Abdul pushed one of the tablets into her mouth.

“Oh yes, yes, thank you thank you!” she cried.

The drug took effect immediately. She felt herself a river flowing somewhere, boiling and churning, racing, felt pulsations all over her body, feelings rising and falling.

Ja-ron reached down and unlocked the belt. He pulled the straps off her and threw it on the floor.  He climbed between her legs and started fucking her. She tried to raise her knees but couldn’t because of the chains.  He listened with excitement to the clatter of the chains as she struggled to open herself wider.

The three of them fucked her until just after seven o’clock.  Then, they replaced the belt, left the room, and locked the door.  From outside, Ja-ron turned off the red light and she fell asleep in complete blackness.

In the darkness of the small room, Claudia lay with her eyes open.  She stared off into space, unable to tell whether the ceiling was one or one hundred feet above her head. She felt Len sleeping beside her.

She turned her head from side to side. The leather mask Ja-ron made her wear was still uncomfortable, she didn’t think she’d ever adjust.

“Hey!” she heard a voice call from outside the door.

There was some scuffling and she heard several pairs of feet running down the hallway.  Then, someone must have fallen against a wall because there was a loud THUD. Someone started laughing, and there were more sounds of bodies pressed against the wall.

Someone knocked loud on the door of her room.  “Little white slut. We know you’re in there!” There was more laughter and the sound of keys rattling.

“White slut. Little white pussy...”

Another voice called out, laughing. She knew there was a group of drunken friends of Ja-ron’s outside, they knew about her and were trying to get into the room. “Had he given them they key?” she wondered.

“I hear she lets you fuck her, then when you’re ready to cum, you can shove your cock into her mouth, and she’ll guzzle it all...”

They all started laughing and she heard someone fall onto the floor.

Claudine lay there thinking about all the big, hard, black cocks out in the hallway. She wondered how many of them there were. She wondered if they would make her cum. Then she heard a click and the door swung open.

There were seven men standing in the corridor in various stages of undress. Two were holding bottles of beer.

“Fuck! Look at that slut!”

“She loves cum too!”

Claudine reached down and pressed her thighs flat to the bed.  “Who’s first?” she asked them.

One of the men whose pants were already unzipped lunged and fell between her legs. His cock was hard and he drove it into her without pausing. Another leaned her face towards him and kissed her as the other man pumped and grunted.

She reached around and grabbed the man’s ass, pulling him close and hard inside of her. The others stepped into the room and pulled the door closed behind them. One flicked on the dim red bulb.  The others climbed onto the bed, as the room was too small to stand in.

Someone leaned over her face, shoved his cock into her mouth.  Eagerly, she sucked it, feeling with pleasure how wide she had to open her mouth. It didn’t take long for him to start unloading into her.

She swallowed, feeling the thick mucus-like liquid along her tongue, the top of her mouth and down her throat.

“Hey!”

They all looked up. There was a tall figure standing in the doorway. He had piercing eyes and a serious look on his face. He wore a black shirt and black leather pants and made a dramatic figure.

“Hey, Nathan!” one of the men said.

“You’re all drunk and whoring. Get the fuck out of here,” he barked.

They sheepishly bowed their heads and left the room, all avoiding eye contact with the man they’d called Nathan.

When everyone was gone, he threw the door open.  The light from the hallway beamed in and lit up the bed.

“So. You’re the white woman who’s been breeding with Ja-ron?”

Claudine pulled her knees up in front of her, covering her pussy and breasts with her arms.  “What do you know about that?”

“I know there’s someone who’s very unhappy about it. I also know that Ja-ron won’t be seen around here for a long, long time. He may never be back. I also know that you’re pregnant with another of his half-breed children. I know that you’re in trouble.”

As he spoke, he sat down on the end of the bed. Claudine thought she recognized him and had seen him in the bar from time to time in the past.

The man reached down and rested his hand on Claudia’s leg. He moved his hand to her ankle, produced a key from somewhere and unlocked her chains.

“Ja-ron isn’t going to be able to sell your baby. And, you cannot raise it, you cannot even pay your own rent.  What will you do?”

Claudia’s face tensed up. She was confused. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

He reached for her face, pressed his hand against her left cheek. “No. I’m here to ask you if you want to be released. To go back to living a normal life.”

She looked at him. There was something in his eyes that she didn’t recognize. A tenderness of some sort.

“I will pay your bills for one year if you choose to leave this life, but you must swear you are finished with ruining these men.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I want you to promise you’ll never let yourself be used by my black brothers.”

Tears welled in Claudia’s eyes. His words were having an effect she didn’t understand.

“I want you to stop whoring yourself. I want you to find a white man and swear devotion to each other.”

She leaned forward, pressed her head against his chest, and started crying. Nathan escorted her out of the room and into an office. He pointed out new clothes for her as well as a suitcase with money in it.

“You are free but you must leave immediately. I don’t have a very large window during which I can make these kinds of decisions.”

“But, I love black men,” she said. “I love...”

“You must choose and you must choose once and for all. What will it be, Claudine?”

Claudia reached for the dress and started to dress herself.

“There will be more money sent to you each month for the next year. After that, you’re on your own. Do what you want, but I insist you stick with your own race. That isn’t a request. Your life depends on it.”

“What will it be, Claudine?”

THE END

––––––––
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