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Jane Redman arrived at the door of Mr. Charles Jackson's apartment at 8:58pm, two minutes before her scheduled meeting. Jane was always punctual. Standing next to her was her husband, Peter. They both shifted uncomfortably, nervous about what fate awaited them behind the door.
"Are you sure you want to go through with this?" Peter asked
Jane, looking down and not at Peter replied, whispering, "Yes, we have no choice."
Jane was 21 and Peter, 24. They were newly married and had just arrived in New York a few months ago. Peter, just out of law school, had recently joined one of Wall Street's premier law firms as a junior associate. Jane was a frustrated actress and part time model. She could not get work as a catwalk model or as a serious actress, but she had plenty of offers for glamour modeling and "alternative" films which she took correctly to mean porn. She had always refused their offers. That was until tonight.
She was 5' 5", petit figure with 36DD breasts. She had an angelic face, with short blonde hair. People had described her as a blonde Natalie Portman. She was gorgeous, talented and ambitious. However she had not worked now for 6 months and was in danger of becoming just another unemployed actress if her fortunes did not improve and improve rapidly.
Agents had, in the past, suggested she try her hand at glamour modeling but as she had ambitions on becoming a serious actress, Jane always refused their offers. That was, however, until today.
Charles Jackson, whose flat the Redmans were now standing outside, was not an acting agent, certainly not the traditional Hollywood type agent. He was, in fact, one of the senior partners at Peter's firm and his boss. He was 55, single, good looking, fabulously wealthy and one of Wall Street's most successful corporate lawyers.
There were however a couple of unusual things about Charles. Firstly, he was black. That in itself was not unusual, but Wall Street still had a strong racist element to it, especially when Charles has stared work, in the mid 1970s. It was unusual then that a black man could rise up the ranks in one of New York's most traditional white law firms. Charles had got there through sheer hard work, intelligence and a ruthless ambition to get whatever he wanted. That ruthless ambition extended not just to matters of law, but also to women.
The other unusual thing about Charles was that he was part of a small and very discreet club of rich black gentleman whose exclusive purpose was to take advantage, and enjoy the pleasure of, young white women. And they were almost always young white married women. Once the wife had been seduced into the club, members would fuck the wife any which way they liked. Often she would not initially consent to such fucking but after a while she would inevitable become addicted to black dick. Sometimes they allowed the wife's husband to watch, but never participate, other times they would never know. Each situation was valued on its own merits, each wife carefully selected and preparations for their initiation to the club were long and meticulous, no detail left unturned. If they ever felt that the wife or husband in question could in any way harm the privacy and integrity of the club, then either steps were taken to remove any such obstacle or the wife was disregarded.
The club was simply known as The Ivory Club and had been going strong now for 25 years. Tonight they were about to initiate a new member, Jane Redman.
In Jane's case, the preparations had been relatively easy and quick. Peter Redman, her husband, had 6 months ago joined Charles's firm as a junior associate and had immediately started to work for him. Charles had effectively become his boss. Spending a lot of time in Peter's company, a few things about the Redmans quickly became apparent which made Jane an ideal candidate for the Ivory Club. The first was that Jane was a gorgeous frustrated actress who was desperate for a career break. She had tried almost everything to make it but, despite her stunning looks, it seemed that there was always another stunning actress who would get the part. And it was often apparent that, in the acting department at least, they were never as talented as Jane. It was rumored that their talents lay in the bedroom, and they would sleep with the casting director(s) in order to get the part. That was something that Jane's conservative upbringing would never tolerate. Perhaps until today that is.
The second crucial factor was that the Redmans were financially hard up. Despite making an almost 6 figure salary, they barely broke even. Peter was currently the sole earner, after paying the enormous student loans that both he and Jane and accumulated, the rent for their tiny Soho studio and the numerous acting classes, photos, clothes that Jane required for her auditions, there was just enough to eat. Jane had so far resisted the temptation to take up the numerous lucrative offers of glamour modeling that had come her way. Her body was ideal for it. She had a beautiful slim arse with lovely slender legs. And it almost seemed impossible that such a slim frame could support such large breasts. Put together with her beautiful face, agents were prepared to pay a small fortune to get her to appear in front of camera, partly also in the hope that this would eventually tempt her to do porno, where the serious money lay.
Armed with this information, Charles, after meeting Jane at a work party, had floated the idea to Peter that she audition for the part of a stripper in a forthcoming film by a director and producer he knew. For once, Charles was not lying. The director and producer in question were Jake Jackman and Randy Sobers, two of Hollywood's most famous and notorious black film makers. They were indeed making a film and it was about how a group of black men who were able to entice young rich white housewives into a web of black sex and porn. The angle being the taboo of black sex in the white suburbs. They were looking for some supporting actresses and Jane would be perfect. Both Jake and Randy were, of course, members of The Ivory Club.
After a month of gentle persuasion, which had come to nothing, the Redman's conservative religious upbringing made it hard for them to countenance appearing in such a dark film, Charles resorted to some tried and trusted tactics to push them in the right direction: money and blackmail. He summoned Peter for a meeting one morning and offered him $20,000 for a photo shoot. Apparently she would only need to pose in some revealing lingerie and the shoot would also be used as an audition for the film. The pictures, he said, would only be used in some tasteful publication. He also pointed out gently to Peter the career implications to him if he caused him displeasure. Desperate for money, and also desperate to hold on to his job, Peter knew they had little option but to accept.
To allay any fears Peter had, Charles could not be 100% sure that Peter would accept, he assured Peter that at all times he would be in the room with him and Jane. However that was on the condition that he expected Jane and Peter to comply with his orders. Also, he would be calling Jane to give her strict instructions on what to wear. Failure by either of them to comply exactly with his orders or if Peter in any way interfered with proceedings, the shoot would be over and they would not get a penny.
This was, he assured Peter, the way the movie business worked, a director had to know that his actress was capable of taking orders and that her husband would not get jealous by the fact that role involved nudity and acts of sex, with black men.
On his arrival home that night, he immediately told Jane what happened, leaving out no detail and in particular emphasizing that in all probability, she would have to strip naked in front of her boss and obey his directions, without question.
Expecting Jane at the very least to be shocked by this, Peter was somewhat taken aback when Jane's immediate reaction was not one of shock, but what looked like calm acceptance. For Jane taking her clothes off in front of Charles Jackson was infinitely preferable than taking them off for the many random photographers that were constantly offering her money. But what made Jane seem so calm was that having already met Charles, she was strangely attracted to him.
Charles was still very good looking for his age, he was 6 ft 6, regularly worked out so his body was still as muscular as from his college school days. He had a hansom face which was chiseled in a Hollywood movie star type of way and stunning blue eyes which at first seemed kind, but could turn menacing in a second. When she met him at the firm party, the way he towered over her and so obviously mentally undressed her made her shiver with desire at the time. He spent a lot of time talking to her and the whole time she got the feeling that he wanted a lot more than conversation. Of course Peter had never noticed this, but it was clear that Charles sexually found her attractive. And for some inexplicable reason, that made her feel excited.
Posing nude for a man she found attractive for a part on film, well not only was it a potential great career move, but Jane felt very turned on by the prospect. The thought of standing almost naked in from of such a large black man was strangely appealing. And this made her embarrassed. She loved her husband and despite, since her meeting with Charles, secretly fantasizing at what it would be like to fuck this black man, she wanted to be faithful.
Rapidly going pink, she turned to Peter, "I don't think it should be an issue. It is a fabulous opportunity and since you will be with me, there should be no problem". And with that she got up and went over to the kitchen to finish off dinner.
Peter sat there, slightly stunned but accepting that Jane was, right, with him there the whole time, if things got out of hand he could step in, even if it did mean missing out on money and the part for Jane.
The rest of the week went quickly. Peter was kept very busy by Charles and, after informing him of Jane's acceptance, the matter was not discussed any further. Jane meanwhile seemed to increasingly get nervous as the day approached. She barely spoke about the matter, always becoming embarrassed and shy whenever Peter mentioned it. She was also, deep down, very excited about stripping off for this man, and it was this, more then anything, that was making her feel nervous. Why was she having these feelings? She came from a typical conservative, white middle class family which had very little to do with blacks. Her father had always been a little racist and as such she had been brought her up with the prejudice that blacks should not be trusted. And here she was fantasizing about having sex with Charles Jackson, her husband's boss. It did not seem right, she loved her husband so why was she thinking about being fucked by someone else?
On the Friday, Charles made sure that Peter was busy. He did not want him returning home interfering with Jane whom he had called and given strict instructions on what to wear. She agreed, not complaining once at the exact requests made.
When they arrived, Jane was waiting for him. She was wearing a grey coat, which came two inches above her knee. Peter could not tell what type of skirt she had on underneath since it was covered by her coat. Nor could he tell was she was wearing up top since the coat was tightly buttoned up and tied tightly with a belt. She has on 4 inch pink high heels.
Peter enquired whether she wanted to go through with this, saying that they could get the money some other way. Jane said it was too late now to back down and it was a great offer, what harm could come modeling in front of an old man...
The door was answered by someone who introduced himself simply as Charles's butler, Smith. Smith was the blackest man Jane and Peter had ever seen. He looked around 40 years old, similar height size and build to Charles but there the similarities ended. Whereas Charles was strikingly good looking, Smith was positively ugly. He was completely bald and had a scar running down the left side of his face. When he smiled, two gold teeth flashed, one on the top one on the bottom. He looked immensely strong and clearly he had not always been a butler. He was dressed impeccably, in a well fitted designer black suit with a black knot tie.
"Good evening Mrs. Redman, do come in, Charles is expecting you." Smith said, in a deep voice, never once taking his eyes off her and completely ignoring Peter as he ushered them in.
"May I take your coat?" Smith asked. Jane now for the first time began to have doubts, and clearly looked nervous. She starred at Peter, hoping that he would help. Peter said nothing, what was he supposed to do next to this black thug? He felt that the time to change ones mind had passed once they had entered into the flat.
Jane began to undo her coat and as she opened it, it soon became apparent what Charles had ordered her to wear. She was wearing a short, flared light brown skirt which came to three inches above her knee. It was noticeable that she was wearing stocking since as she moved to take her coat off her skirt rose a little displaying the topes of her flesh colored stocking. If she bent any way forward, her suspenders and arse would clearly be on display. Up top, she wore a neat crisp white blouse which appeared to be at least one size too small, since it was very tight and it seemed her tits were ready to burst through any moment. She had kept the first two buttons undone, leaving an awful lot of cleavage on display. She looked like a girl who could be a stripper. And yet she still looked stunning.
As Smith took her coat, he blatantly eyed Jane up, looking up and down at her and mentally undressed her, lingering at her enormous chest, smiling at her as he did so. Peter felt powerless to stop this brute.
"This way please. Charles is waiting for you in the study." The apartment was enormous and judging by the corridor alone, luxurious. Expensive pictures were hung on the wall and there were opulent console tables with antique vases on them. Most contained fresh flowers. They walked down the corridor, passing a number of doors until they got to the study door.
Smith knocked and then opening the door, ushering the Redmans in.
In the study, Charles was sitting behind a large rose wood desk. Opposite the desk was a large red leather chair and to the right a smaller black leather chair. Behind him were numerous book shelves. The room was dark, lit by a solitary lamp on the desk but clearly as luxurious a study as you could find. As they entered, Charles was reading a book, and was wearing his reading glasses. He was dressed impeccably, wearing dark brown trousers, blue short, brown waistcoat and a light brown jacket. On the desk was a glass of brandy.
He took off his glasses and looked up at Jane, ignoring Peter. He slowly got up, went over to her and greeted her by shaking her hand. He easily towered over her, and the physical disparity between the two was striking. Even in her 4 inch high heels, Charles was easily a good 9 inches taller. The fact that he was well built and Jane very slim, made the situation all the more intimidating. Jane starred up at him, looking into his beautiful brown eyes. Charles could tell that she was aroused by the situation, the way she looked at him and in her whispering voice greeted him. This bitch was going to be so easy to tame.
"Do come in, my dear. That will be all for now, Smith.
"Now, my dear, why don't you sit here". Charles pointed to the red chair in front of the desk.
Giving Peter a cursory glance, "You may sit over there" pointing at the black chair, to the right of the desk. It was far away but close enough for Peter to see everything.
Jane slowly walked to the chair and sat down, but as she sank into the deep chair, her skirt rose up her lovely legs, and the tops of her stocking and flesh were now clearly on display. As were her white suspenders. She frantically tried to push her skirt down to cover herself up but to no avail. It quickly became apparent that whatever she did, whilst sitting, her legs and suspenders would be on display. All she could do was fold her hands in her lap and then looked up at Charles. He was making no pretence that he was just starring at her stocking clad legs, enjoying her discomfort. Everything was proceeding to plan. He looked up at her, she still had that same nervous aroused look, he knew she was now feeling excited about stripping off in front of him. He in turn was getting very hard at the thought of shoving his giant black cock down those luscious lips. Judging by how conservative she was, he would bet that she had never sucked cock before in her life. Tonight, all that was going to change.
Charles began to talk to Jane alone, there was no recognition that Peter was even in the room. He went on to explain how the evening would proceed. Jane merely nodded, offering an occasional whisper to the odd question Charles asked about her previous experience.
After a few minutes or so, Charles ordered Jane to stand up.
"Now, to begin with, I think it might help if you just walked up and down the room for me, this will give me a good idea of your pose and how as a stripper you would walk on a catwalk".
Jane started to walk up and down the room. As she did, her flared skirt would rise up, especially when she turned around, thus showing Charles her suspenders and flesh. Charles was delighted. She had followed his orders on what to the wear to the letter. He took particular delight at looking at her arse, beautifully raised up by her high heels. Her tits were also bouncing ever so slightly when she walked towards him, straining to be releases from the one size too small shirt he had ordered her to wear.
Jane felt acutely embarrassed by the way Charles looked at her, but she continued to walk up and down the room. And soon her walk had gained a confident swagger. She started to sway her hips more and would exaggerate the way she turned, allowing a skirt a little twirl and almost showing her knickers as a result. She had also become increasingly aroused by this and panties were getting slowly damp. She also had feelings of guilt, she had almost forgotten about her darling husband, who was also sitting in the room watching everything.
After a few minutes, Charles broke the silence. He had watched with delight the why in which Jane's walk had gone from a slow, deliberate walk to one of a confident swagger. More importantly, he had noticed her look of submission and desire. He had seen that look so many times before in a woman and knew that despite the presence of her husband, despite any feigned reluctance, she would do his bidding.
"Jane, that was lovely. Now please come and stand in front of me."
Jane walked over to Charles and stood a few feet in front of him. All the time she looked down at the floor, her big tits rising up and down, clearly nervous. Charles believed he could see the outline of her erect nipples. He smiled.
Looking at her directly, "I am pleased to see that you have followed my instructions on what to wear. That is very important in the film industry, following direct orders."
"Thank you", she whispered, and this time she rose her head to briefly look at Charles, all the time ignoring her husband.
"However, I need to be sure you followed my orders completely. In particular I need to know whether you are wearing the correct underwear. I think I got a glimpse" Charles mischievously said, "but I do need to be sure. This is a fairly provocative part and looking desirable is key. So please raise your skirt to your waist".
Jane's earlier confidence was now giving way to nerves. She wanted to display everything to this man, she needed the role and she could not stop the feelings in her now wet pussy. But what about Peter? She had not looked at Peter since she had entered the study and now she looked at him, hoping he would give a sign. However Peter's eyes said nothing. It was the look of defeat. She was on her own. She could either walk out now and lose a once in a lifetime opportunity and possibly risk her husband's career. Or she could raise her skirt. After all, it is just a few pictures, and with Peter in the room, despite her feeling, nothing could happen...



Jane slowly lifted up her skirt, allowing her stockings and white suspenders to fully come into view. She stopped at her panties, not sure whether she could display them.
Seeing her obvious reluctance, Charles smiled, "Raise them all the way my dear, I need to see everything".
She then raised her skirt up to her waist, allowing Charles to see what he wanted. He could tell that she had, as instructed, worn a white see through thong. He leaned forward to get a better look and could clearly tell that this had become damp. Leaning back, he spent a minute or so just staring at her young married pussy. This was effectively the first time that any man had seen it, other than her husband, who was also staring at the damp pussy on display.
"Now turn around, I would like to inspect your bottom", Charles ordered.
Without hesitation, Jane turned around. Peter openly gasped at what he saw. Whilst it cams as no surprise to Charles, Peter now realized for the first time that Jane was wearing a thong. Indeed, she may as well have not worn anything since it just amounted to a piece of string that disappeared between her buttock cheeks leaving her entire arse on display.
And what an arse it was. It was, Charles thought, possibly the finest he had ever seen. It was beautifully proportioned, small as he liked it, and the skin was perfect, not a blemish on it. He leant forward to get a better look and this time he could not resist touching the goods. He gently placed his hand on her right buttock and slowly stroked it.
Jane gasped at the unexpected touch. She was now thoroughly turned on with what was happening. Her tits were heaving and she could feel her nipples were about to burst through her bra and shirt. Her pussy was now soaking wet.
Charles continued to gently stroke her bottom, marveling at its perfection. His big black hand almost covered the entire cheek, it was so small and perfect. Whilst he was stroking Peter's young wife's arse, he noted that Peter had said nothing. He too was obeying him. He would dismiss him shortly but first he wanted to continue to inspect the merchandise, turning the innocent young wife on in the process.
"Tell me my dear, have you ever had your bottom spanked?"
Jane was shocked by this question, "N-no, never". She replied firmly. Good white middle class house wives go not get their bottom spanked. Do they?
Without warning, Charles removed his hand from her bottom and taking it back, he brought it back down viciously on to her right cheek, spanking her hard. Jane let out a scream, this was entirely unexpected. Charles rapidly repeated the process on the left cheek, Jane screamed again.
Then whispering, so Peter could not hear, he said, "All women need a good spanking, my dear".
Jane gently groaned at this, pussy getting even wetter.
Charles then sat back to admire his work. Each cheek clearly had a big red imprint of his hand on it. Charles always preferred women whose arse would red easily after a spanking. When fucking a woman from behind, he often thought that the subservient bitch should be spanked hard, to remind her who was master. And bouncing red cheeks were a sign of that domination.
Jane had been shocked by the spanking she had just received, but now the warm afterglow seemed to be spreading through her loins. This kind of domination was something she had always secretly craved, but knew Peter could never provide. He had always been a strictly missionary position man in the bedroom, and not someone who could dominate her as the bitch whore she secretly desired to become.
Was Charles the man to dominate her? God she thought so. But what about her husband, sitting just a few feet away. She could never be unfaithful, could she?
"Turn around" Charles ordered.
Jane slowly turned back to face Charles, still holding her skirt up, showing her now soaking wet pussy, something which did not go unnoticed by both Charles and Peter.
"You may lower your skirt my dear. Now I think there is only area left that I have not yet inspected. I think you know what it is?"
Jane did. It was her tits. Her very large tits. Slowly she unbuttoned her shirt. The buttons seemed to pop open on their own accord, such was the pressure exerted on them by her massive breasts.
She then opened the folds of her shirt to reveal her tits which were encased in what seemed an impossibly small, half cut, black see through bra. They barely covered her nipples which in any event were clearly visible, as they were now fully erect and pointing though. The bra was indeed a size too small, Charles had ordered this, it was designed to make her breasts spill out and to make them seem even bigger then they were.
Jane's breast rose up and down. She was both nervous and turned on. Charles leaned back and spent a full minute just starring at her tits, thinking what it would be like to have them wrapped around his now throbbing cock. He was amazed that such a slim girl could have such large breasts.
"What size are your breasts, my dear?"
"36"
"Just 36?"
Jane whispered, "No, 36 DD".
"Excellent. Excellent.
"Well cover yourself up, we have lots to be getting through and it is getting late." Charles had all of a sudden reverted to the professional manner of a lawyer.
Jane did her shirt up but as she sat down, Peter noticed there was now a big difference in her demeanor. Instead if trying to push her skirt down to cover herself up when she sat, she instead crossed her legs, allowing her suspenders and legs to be on display. She had now left four buttons on her short undone, leaving a lot of her tits on show. She was still ignoring Peter, instead just focused on Charles, who was going on about the money and writing out a cheque for half the $20,000. Peter barely listened to a word.
After a minute or so, Charles had finished discussing finances, and again just looking at Jane, "Now my dear, we should adjourn to my studio where we can finish off with a few photos."
For the first time all evening, he then looked at Peter and said, in a manner which made it clear there would be no room for argument, "I think your presence is no longer required this evening, we can take it from here. The studio is not really big enough for three, and as you can see Jane feels more than comfortable in my presence. Don't worry about her getting back, I will see to it that Smith drops her off."
He pointed to Jane. She said nothing, refused to look at Peter and stared in to her lap, breathing heavily. With her suspenders and bra openly on display to Charles, he clearly had a point.
When Peter was too stunned to reply, Charles got up and taking Jane's hand led her to a door behind his desk, a door that Peter and Jane had not come in and one that Peter had not noticed before. Charles's hand was on the small of her back and just before they went out of Peter's sight, he saw the hand leave her back and rest on her arse, giving it a light squeeze.
For several minutes, Peter sat in disbelief, not quite sure what had just happened. His wife was alone with a man who obviously wanted more than just photos. And she had, without even a whimper of protest, allowed it to happen. But he could have stopped it. He could have raised his objections to the obvious tactics Charles was using to seduce his wife. Why didn't't he then try and stop him? Was it the threat of physical violence that may have come his way from Smith? Or was it, that on some deep level, he wanted this to happen?
Before he could come up with an answer, Smith came in to the room. Looking down at Peter and as menacing as ever said "Mr. Jackson has informed me that, despite telling you to leave, on reflection he feels it might be best of you observed proceedings with Jane and himself".
Peter could barely hide his relief. Jane, when they got to the studio, must have realized the danger of the situation, being left alone with a men who wanted to sleep with her, and insisted ohm her husband joining her. She would now never be unfaithful in front of him.
Smith now led Charles out of the same door that Charles and Jane been through and down another long corridor. They finally stopped at one of the doors, Smith opened it and ushered Peter in.
Peter entered the room, it was pitch black, he was about to turn around to see what was going go, but Smith gently shoved him forward, and them slammed the door shut. When he tried to open it, he realised Smith had locked him in. What was going on? He was about to slam on the door when the lights came on. He was in a small room that just had a desk and chair. On the desk there were 4 flat screen monitors, all currently turned off. Above the desk there was a large window which made up the entire wall and which looked directly into a photograph studio.
The studio was huge, there were a number of lights which shone over a large double bed which was pushed up tight up against the window. There were a number of video cameras, high in stands posted in every corner of the room. At the back of the room, there was a desk, similar to the one in the study and a number of dark brown chesterfield leather chairs, but this time they faced the bed. And in the studio there were of course Charles and Jane who had clearly already started the main work of the evening. Charles, had removed his jacket and Jane had already removed her skirt. She was now just dressed in high heels, stockings, suspenders, g-string, shirt and bra.
Charles was fiddling with the camera, changing the setting, and Jane was standing near the bed and it looked like to Charles she was staring right at him, through the window. When Peter looked at her and shouted "What's going on?" She merely starred at him, with a blank expression, like he was not even there. She them began to adjust her hair, and check if enough cleavage was on show. She undid one more button and opened her shirt out so more of her tits were on view. Peter then started shouting frantically, banging on the window, but still nothing. It was as if she was just looking at a mirror. Then the full horror of what was happening dawned on him, she was just looking at a mirror, but it was not any normal mirror, the bastard had installed a two way mirror. Peter could see everything whilst poor Jane merely thought that there was a large mirror above the bed. Banging on it did not help either, it was clearly several inches think. Charles's depraved brain had thought of everything.
There was nothing Peter could do. Charles had of course deliberately planned this with Smith. He was now at his mercy and had to stay here and watch whatever he decided to do with his wife and there was nothing he could do to stop it. And of course Jane had no idea that her husband was just a few feet away watching everything. She thought he was now on his way back to the flat. Whatever she did tonight, she thought Peter would never know. Feeling sick to the stomach, Peter sat down to watch the horror unfold.
Charles had finished with the camera settings and spoke to Jane "Now I want you to come to the end of the bed place your hands on it and spread your legs". Peter could hear everything since the room had been wired for sound.
Jane complied, bending forward and spreading her legs. She proudly thrust her bottom out and looked directly into what she thought was a mirror but was in fact, unbeknown to her, looking through a window at her husband.
Peter looked at her, transfixed, her eyes were glazed over and she had her lustful look like he had never seen before. Her tits hung heavily down, almost spilling out of her shirt. Charles was taking pictures just of her arse.
And then all the screens in Peter's room that hitherto had been switched off suddenly came on. They all showed various parts of the studio, and one camera had zoomed in on to Jane's arse. The video cameras in the room seemed to be remotely operated as they moved in the direction of Jane. Charles wanted to take a film of this and somewhere, Peter assumed, Smith was director.
Her arse was framed by white suspenders and her g-string had disappeared between her buttocks, leaving her entire bottom on display. It was still a shade pink after her earlier spanking. Between taking pictures Charles gentry stroked her arse, for no reason other than for his personal gratification. Peter noted that Jane never once objected or flinched when his hand came to rest on her bottom. Indeed she thrust her arse ever further out to Charles, as if asking him to molest her.
"Now turn around and take off your shirt." Charles ordered after a couple of minutes.
Jane got up and turned around so Peter from the window could only see from behind. Thankfully Smith's direction enabled him to see everything on the TV screen.
For a moment Jane did nothing, she thought about objecting, she would now be just down to her underwear, but her hands quickly started to unbutton the remaining buttons on her shirt. She wanted Charles to see how sexy she looked in the lingerie had ordered her to wear. Earlier in the day he had called to give her express instructions on what to wear. He had sounded so demanding then and made clear failure to comply would mean that she would not get the part. When he had told her to wear a half cut bra one size to small, she almost came there and then, knowing how huge her breasts would look to him. She handed him the shirt and he carefully placed it on a chair over her skirt, careful not to crease it.
"Beautiful my dear." Charles said, admiring her body. She stood upright so Charles could get a good look at her.
She was now dressed just in her underwear and heels and Charles was beginning to breath heavily as his eyes devoured her body. Jane stood impassively as Charles, towering over her, took in her almost naked body. He had now got a massive hard on which Jane had noticed and was doing nothing to disguise. He loved women in stocking and suspenders and heels. Indeed he ordered his secretary to always dress like this for him. She of course had been initiated into the Ivory Club and been fucked by Charles and friends for six months now, exactly the same time as she had been married.
"You have a fantastic body" he said, all the time taking pictures.
"Thank you."
"Your husband is a very lucky man. Has anyone else seen you like this, dressed just in your lingerie?"
"Er n-no. No one".
"Good, so I am the first.
"Now I want you to put your hands behind your head and thrust your tits out to me. No need to be shy now, that's it, my girl, you are a natural. It's not cold in here, but I see that your nipples are rock hard. Jake and Randy are going to love you."
Her tits were now bursting in the small half cut bra to the point she thought they would burst through. Jane could not explain why it was happening but she was increasingly getting turned on by being ordered around by this black man. She noticed the video cameras in the corner of the room were now focusing on her and were electronically operated by someone else. Oh my God, Charles was recording this and Smith, the butler, must be the one who was operating the camera from another room God, what had she got herself in to?
Charles continued to order her to pose in various ways, all the time taking pictures, often he blatantly adjusted his hard on, which was clearly straining his pants. She obeyed, without question.
After a few minutes, Charles wanted more. It was clear to him that she enjoyed taking orders. Posing in heels, stocking, suspenders and bra was one thing, but it was time to get to the main event.
"Now my dear, I want you to take your bra off, and show me your tits". Charles ordered in a harsh tone.
This was the moment, Jane recognised. She was going to allow the only other man, other then her husband, to see her breasts. There were going to be pictures of this and a video recording. But if she took her bra off she did not know where it would end? She already felt under the control of this domineering man, what else would she make her do? Her pussy was soaking at the prospect of this, being ordered about and giving herself to this cruel beautiful man. But she loved Peter... She hesitated for a moment, since this was the first time since she had given Peter any thought since she had left him in the study.
Charles noticed that Jane did not move for a few moments, and sought to put her at ease, "Don't worry, Peter need not know. We can show him the delightful shots of you just in your lingerie, and say we left it that. He need not know that you showed me your tits."
"But what about the pictures, and you seem to be recording this?", Jane said, pointing towards the video cameras.
"Peter only needs to see what we want him to see. He smiled, looking at the mirror. "These pictures and video are just for me and my friends, men who want to appreciate and enjoy your body.
"Now do as I tell you and show me your tits. After all, it is what you want, isn't it Jane, you want to show me your big tits?"
His friends were going to enjoy them? Not just Randy and Jake? She shuddered at the prospect but rather than being appalled at the prospect, whispered "Yes", to Charles. God, she did want to show Charles her tits, and Peter need never know...
And with that, she reached back and unclipped her bra and for the first time in her young life, a man other than her husband got to see her enormous tits.
They were huge and perfect with no tan marks, Jane had always seen to that, they were pert with no hint of sag, with one inch erect nipples pointing out at Charles.
They were some of the most beautiful tits Charles had ever seen, and he has seen plenty in his life. It was not only the fact that they were huge and perfect, it was also the body they were on. Such a slim body rarely had such big tits. They seemed to be disproportionate to her delicate frame and out of place with her angelic look.
"36 DD, these are the finest pair of tits I've ever seen, Jane. They are marvelous. Are they real?"
"Yes"
"I must check, such perfect natural tits on a girl is rare indeed. And Jake and Randy insist that all their girls have natural tits. "
And with that, without even asking Jane, he went over to her and placed both hands on her breasts. Jane gasped at this. His big hands could barely contain them, they were so big. He roughly squeezed them and Jane moaned, loudly. He roughly flicked her nipples and shook her tits up and down.
"Put your hand behind your head and thrust them forward". He barked.
Jane complied, he let go and admired them. They looked even bigger. He now gently slapped her tits. Jane continued to moan.
This molestation obviously had nothing to do with her audition, but Jane still did not object or even contemplate walking out, she just continued to thrust her tits out to this cruel man,
He now could wait no longer, he needed to have this bitch and it was clear that she was willing to do whatever he wanted. With her tits slightly red from the slapping, Charles took a few more pictures.
"Turn around. Now, without bending your legs, I want you to remove your thong."
She turned around so she was facing what she thought was a mirror but was in fact a two way mirror with her husband on the other side. What she saw, and what her husband saw, was a wanton slut. Her huge red tits were heaving up and down, her face was pink with excitement. Her thong was soaked through as her pussy was gushing with excitement. She was about to reveal her pussy to this man. After that, she knew he would not be just content with pictures. Thank God Peter had left...
Her fingers went into her thong and slowly she edged it down, never once bending her knees giving Charles a great view of her arse. She continued to look into the "mirror" to see what Charles was doing, and he was happily taking snaps, marveling at her stocking clad legs and arse. Finally her young pussy was fully on display and it was dripping wet.



Once her thongs had reached her feet she stood up and stepped very gracefully out of it so it lay on the floor.
"Now, lean forward so your hands are on the bed and spread your legs, stick you're arse out so that your pussy and arse are all on display"
She again obeyed, although his requests and language were getting more and more obscene, her pussy was telling her to obey this black man,. Could she really allow pictures and a video of her like this to be taken? Could she really allow herself to be talked like this by any other man than her husband? But Peter would never talk like this. And he was not here, and would never know...
But Charles no longer wanted to take pictures. Smith would be recording everything, in any event. He wanted to fuck this bitch. Any young wife, who agreed to dress like a slut, ditch her husband so she could strip off for a strange black man only wanted to be fucked.
He walked over and without warning started to spank her arse, lightly at first and then much harder. He loved the way her red arse contrasted with her flesh colored stockings, pretty white suspenders and frilly garters.
Charles marveled at how much of a slut she had become in such a short space of time. She had clearly wanted this type of rough treatment for a very long time. And boy, it was about to get a whole lot rougher...
Jane gasped and then openly started to groan. She was shocked by the abrupt change in proceedings. But she did nothing, other then shove her arse further out at Charles, almost wanting him to spank her. Her breasts hung heavily down, gently swaying with each spank. Her mouth was slightly open and she was licking her lips. This was the way she had always wanted to be treated: roughly, no regard for her feelings and utterly dominated.
"You are quite the whore, Jane"
"Oh please, stop", pleaded Jane as the spanking became harder. She was of course lying, she wanted it to continue, she wanted everything to get a lot harder and a lot dirtier.
"I am not a whore. Oh G-God, p-please..."
"Of course you are. How else do you describe a wife who leaves her husband, allows herself to be stripped naked to just her shoes, stockings and suspenders and then spanked by a black man she hardly knows?"
"Ohh, please, stop..."
"Do you do this often?"
"Do what?"
"Strip naked in front of someone other then your husband, and thrust your arse out to be spanked"
Jane closed her eyes and licked her lips. The whole situation was driving her crazy. "Oh no, please, don't. This is the first time. I never meant it to go so far..."
"And why did you do it for me?"
"Ohhh"
"Why Jane?" There then followed a minute or so of nothing but hard, crisp firm spanks. Nothing was said and all you could hear was the sound of spanking and Jane's groans, which grew louder and louder.
Charles, broke the silence, but still spanking her, "You want to be dominated. You have fantasized about stripping off in public ever since you started to get offers from all those porn studios Peter told me about haven't you? You fantacised about what it would be like to be fucked by those black men they said would be on stage with you. I bet you would have allowed those rough niggers to gang bang you given half the chance?"
Jane licked her lips, inwardly she knew he was right. "And when I came along you knew this was inevitable. You wanted to feel what it was like to be under the control of a black man. Properly dominated, unlike the way your white wimp husband deals with you."
"N-no, I am a good wife..."
"Shut up bitch".
Jane almost came, the crude talk and spanking had made her as horny as hell.
"You don't want me to stop, do you?"
"Please..." She continued to keep her bottom upright and thrust forward.
Charles then did the unexpected, and actually stopped spanking her. Instead, he gently caressed her bum. He then started to gently caress her soaking pussy. Jane was now on the brink of a climax.
"What do you think Peter would say if he knew your pussy had become so wet after being ordered to strip naked and then allowed a man to spank you?" As he said this, he grinned and starred into the mirror, with an evil smile, knowing that as he spoke and caressed Jane's pussy, he was starring at her husband.
"Oh please. I d-don't think, ohhhh, he would be too happy. Oh god per-lease, I am married, I can't be unfaithful..."
Charles ignored her and instead brought her off. Jane closed her eyes, mouth open, tongue hanging out, came with almighty groan and slumped forward on the bed.
Charles moved away from her, grinning at the mirror and giving her a few moments to recover.
"Now then, come and kneel in front of me. You have been brought up correctly. You know it is rude not to give after you have received".
Jane got up, turned around and faced Charles. He was right. She got to her knees and her face was now next to his crotch. Charles was now standing facing the mirror and Jane, was kneeling so Peter could only see her bright red arse through the window. He could of course see everything else courtesy of Smith filming events.
Kneeling in front of him made Jane's petit frame look even smaller in front of his huge 6ft 6 frame. Charles looked down at her.
"Take my cock out, bitch".
Jane nervously unzipped his trousers and fished for his penis. Once she had it sprung out, almost slapping her face. She gasped with shock, the only cock she had ever seen before was her husband's. This was no normal cock, the weapon she held, was very black and at least 12 inches long and 3 inches wide. Her mouth fell open at the ugly weapon that sprung menacingly up at her face. She never realized that cocks should be so big. She thought that this monster could never fit in her, even if she were to be unfaithful (she was still clinging to the belief that she could somehow prevent this man from fucking her) her body could not handle such a cock.
Instinctively, in an almost dream like state, both her small hands held Charles's dick, she wanted to feel what it was like. It was so big ,in her small hands could not fully close around it. Her beautiful engagement and wedding ring, bought by her loving husband when she had promised to always be faithful, shone brightly, in stark contrast to the ugly black weapon she now held.
She had never seen anything like it before. Unconsciously she started to run her hands up and down, marveling at its size and the way it looked so big and black in her tiny hands. Already his cock had released copious amounts of pre-cum so that there was a loud slapping noise as her hands started to gently wank Charles.
Charles groaned, loudly. He was impressed with the way she has immediately started to caress him without prompting. Jane was proving to be the perfect slut.
Licking her hips, she looked up at him, her submissive eyes meeting his. He smiled down at her.
"How many cocks have you seen in your life before this one, Jane?"
"Only one my husband's"
"And how does it compare?"
"Oh this is so much bigger. I never knew they could be so big. It is incredible" Jane continued to look at it awe, running it up and down. "W-what do you want me to do?" She asked, looking up at him with those sweet eyes.
"I want you to suck my cock".
"I have never done that before", she replied all the while rubbing his cock. Peter had pleaded with her to give it a try, but she had always said no, thinking it disgusting and somehow going against her strict conservative upbringing.
A virgin mouth, Charles thought, this time it was his turn to groan loudly.
"Well you are going to suck mine."
"No no, I can't I must not. I must not be unfaithful to my husband. I am a good wife...".
It took all of Charles's self discipline not to laugh. Did she not realize the absurdity of the situation? Here she was, stripped down to her heels, stockings and suspenders, her arse red after the spanking it had received. Her tits heaving up and down, nipples massively erect. And now she was kneeling in front of him, both of her tiny hands wrapped around his cock, slowly wanking him. The tip was only a couple of inches away from her open mouth, which hung open in disbelief at the size of the monster she was expected to handle.
Charles now reverted to the kind old caring man, a concerned citizen just trying to help Jane along with her career, "My dear, everyone knows that sucking a man's cock is not being unfaithful. I would never allow you to do anything you did not want. This will help you get the part, after all Randy and Jake will see a film of this, they will want to know that you are a good girl. Peter will never know, we do not need to tell him."
She had forgotten that she was being filmed. There was going to be a video of her sucking another man's cock. And a black cock at that. Other men were going to be jerking off at her, prim and proper little Jane, giving head to this black monster. This did not repulse her, in fact it turned her on.
"Now, why don't you be a good girl and just start by giving it a nice lick".
Yes, Peter will never know. And God she did want to see what it was like, to have this monster down her throat, after all her pussy was again dripping wet at the prospect. So without further ado, Jane started to lick it all over. She started with the head, licking off some of his pre-cum and giving it tiny delicate kisses. She then proceeded to lick it all over, all the while wanking it. This throbbing rod of man steel seemed to become even harder and stronger as a result of her delicate ministrations. More pre-cum oozed out covering her hands as she rubbed his cock up and down, a loud slapping noise could also be heard.
Jane thought that this was not so bad after all, maybe she should have done this with Peter? Or may be it was the brute of a man's dick that made it nice"
"Now lick my balls"
They were huge, the size of a large plum. Still rubbing his dick, she gently licked his sack. Without asking, she took one hand off his dick and squeezed his balls.
Charles was now groaning ever loudly and was on the brink of cuming. Just looking down at this beautiful, innocent wife serving his enormous ugly dick and balls was almost too much. The whole evening had been something else, stripping this gorgeous bitch and then spanking her, all in front of her husband, had brought him to the brink of climax. But Charles was a patient man, he could hold back, unlike most white men, and he wanted to break in this bitch's virgin mouth.
"Now bitch,, suck my cock."
Jane obeyed immediately. She realised that she loved to be ordered around by this man and be told what to do. Her pussy throbbed at the prospect of sucking this monstrous cock. She obediently opened her lovely tiny mouth and allowed, for the first time, a cock to enter it.
"That's it nice and gently. Take more in than that, you need to take in more then a few inches. That's it, my dear. Now look up at me. Always look up at me when you sick my cock, you need to know who your Master is".
Jane could not believe she was doing this but she had almost cum again, following his orders. God how she loved sucking this man's giant cock. All the while her big white tits bobbed up and down as she frantically sucked his dick, trying to please him. She instinctively used one hand to caress his balls, holding his giant dick with the other.
Charles, whilst appreciating the sterling effort Jane was making, wanted something a little rougher. When he fucked a young wife's mouth in the company of her husband, he wanted her to do it properly and put on a good show. He grabbed her head and shoved even more of his cock down her throat so her nose now pressed up into the hairs of his balls. Jane's eyes watered up as she was now sucking almost his entire cock. She looked up at him, pleading to be gentle, but he just smiled and fucked her face even harder, his balls now banging up against her chin.
For a few minutes he continued fucking her face in this violent fashion, not caring one iota that this may be causing her discomfort. However, after a while he noticed that she started to move her head of her own accord. Jane was now moving her mouth up and down his dick without any persuasion. He stopped forcing her and merely placed his hands gently behind her head.
All that could be heard for the next 5 minutes was the sound of cock slurping and Charles's groans, which were getting louder and louder.
"That's it, my cocksucking slut, take that dick it all the way down your throat. Oh God, that's great. Yes, use your hands to play with my balls."
He started to feel that he could not hold out much longer. For a virgin cock sucker, she was doing an amazing job. Most girls struggled the first time to take it all the way down, but Jane seemed to master it at the first attempt.
"God you were born to suck cock, you filthy slut. I can't believe you have not done this before. When I cum I want you to swallow every drop".
Jane, redoubled her efforts. She was proud that she was doing such a good job, making this brute happy in the process. She gently squeezed his balls which elicited an animal like groan. He was clearly close. As was Jane. Sucking cock clearly appealed to her, she was ready to cum again. She started to moan loudly, one hand continued to play with his balls and the other went down to play with her dripping pussy.
Charles looked down and as ordered she was dutifully starring up at him. When he saw those delicious breast bobbing up and down and the fact that she was now playing with her pussy, wanting to cum because she was sacking black cock, Charles could hold back no more. Head cranked back, neck muscles straining and with an animal shout, he emptied his copious seed down her virgin mouth. She gratefully swallowed all she could and came in the process, her moans muffled by the still huge cock in her mouth.
Charles kept his cock in her mouth for a minute or so, allowing her to suck every last drop of sperm. He was amazed how this blow job virgin managed to drink all of his cum and the way she continued to suck his semi hard cock, wanting to pay homage to it.
When he finally took it out, he gently slapped it across her face, smearing her with cum. She said nothing, but continued to look up at him. She was the most submissive bitch he had ever met.
Whilst Charles was enjoying humiliating Jane by slapping her face with his semi erect dick, Peter was sitting in the room next door holding his now limp dick, having jerked himself off. He had seen everything and had, humiliatingly for himself, become aroused at watching his wife first spanked by Charles and then having her face fucked. He had wanted to do that for so long but had never had the guts to force her. She had always been so conservative and prudish with him. He had admired the way Charles had so effortlessly made her his bitch, first by forcing her to strip to her lingerie, then spanking her arse until it was bright red and finally the way he viscously fucked her face without any mercy. His wife was clearly secretly a whore or who enjoyed being abused by this black monster. She had shown her real self when she thought her husband was not watching. And now Peter knew what she was really like, he could not help but get turned on.
He had always wanted her to be a whore in the bedroom but thought she too conservative. Now he knew that she would, at the very least be a whore for another man, and a black man at that, he did not know what he would ultimately do? Would he leave her or allow her to pursue her fantasy provided he could watch?
Meanwhile in the film studio, although Charles was clearly enjoying slapping Jane's beautiful face with his cock, he still wanted more.
"Now, get back on to the bed, but this time I want you on all fours. Spread your legs so that your pussy is on display and arch your back so I can see your anus."
Jane complied to the letter, spreading her legs and arching her back so that she could feel air on her anus. She looked into the mirror and unknowingly straight at her husband who, behind the hidden mirror, was once again furiously masturbating. She looked absolutely gorgeous, despite everything. Her angelic face starred into the mirror, her eyes clearly still glazed over with lust, her mouth open and her tongue licking those full luscious red lips, licking off the last few drops of Charles's spunk that she had been unable to swallow. Her massive tits hung heavily down with her erect nipples clearly showing that despite already cuming twice.
Charles in turn had discreetly popped a pill of Viagra. At his age whilst he was still confident of getting erect again, he wanted to ensure his cock was as hard as steel for what was about to follow. He also started to strip off. Despite his age he still retained an impressive physique thanks to his almost daily work outs. He had the six pack stomach, the massive arms and broad shoulders. He admired his body in the mirror as he walked over to Jane, holding as tube of oil he had picked up off his desk.
As he stood over, once again his impressive physique towered over the diminutive Jane. And now that he was naked, the contrast between her small white body and his massive black muscular physique made a powerful impression.
He noticed that her arse was no longer as red as it had been, he could quickly rectify that. He started to spank her, and spank her hardly. No need no be gentle. He spanked each cheek in turn coloring it a fiery red.
Jane groaned. And instead of trying to crawl away, she proudly thrust her bottom out, almost begging to be spanked. She so enjoyed being this man's bitch, she would do all she could to please him. She loved the feeling of being spanked, the way the warm glow would alight her pussy. She groaned even louder, closed her eyes and licked her lips.
For a few minutes nothing was heard except the noise of hand on buttock. And then Charles stopped for a few seconds, squeezed some oil on to his hands and inserted one finger up Jane's arse.
Jane screamed at this unexpected intrusion. Charles silenced her protests by reigning down a few vicious spanks.
"Silence bitch".
"Oh p-please, what are you doing? I can't do this, I am a happily married woman...."
Charles smiled at the mirror at the obvious lie and inserted another finger up her arse whilst continuing to spank her.
"You like being spanked, don't you?"
"Ohhh"
"Admit it, you liked to be spanked and more particularly, you liked to be spanked by this black man"
"N-no"
"I want you to tell me how you like to be spanked by black men. Say it, bitch"
Jane now opened her eyes and looking at Charles in the mirror, and, also in effect her husband, said:
"I love being spanked by black men. Oooh God yes, spank my bottom. Spank it harder.
So Charles did but now with three greased up fingers up her arse.
Jane groaned louder and wagged her arse as the combination of arse finger fucking and spanking made her cum again, for the third time this evening. Peter could barely bring her off once during sex and now this black man had brought her off three times. And he had not yet finished.
Charles stopped spanking and started to apply oil all over his now fully erect 12 inch cock.
"Have you ever been fucked in the arse, my dear?"
"Oh God no. P-please don't do that. It is too big and it would never fit. You promised that I did not need to be unfaithful. I don't want to be fucked. Please..."
"You are lying, you want to be fucked. If you don't, you are free to leave".
Jane did not move, her red arse remained thrust out, pussy and anus fully on display.
"I thought so. Every girl should be fucked in the arse. You will love it."
"No please. It is too big, what about Peter..."
"Forget Peter. You are my bitch whore. Say it, "I am your bitch whore".



Jane groaned, it was true, she was his whore. Saying it would be the final admission that she was fully subjugated to his evil will. That she would do whatever she told him. Fuck him wherever and whenever he wanted. Up until now, by not admitting it, she had somehow convinced herself that she had not become his slut and could, despite sucking his cock, remain "faithful" to Peter - i.e. not fuck Charles.
But at the same time she wanted be his whore, wanted to feel his cock in her, be treated roughly with no thought for her feelings. The more abuse he meted out, the more Jane liked it. She felt utterly helpless in the presence of this black man.
"Yes, I am your bitch whore" she finally admitted. It was her destiny to serve this black man, and Peter does now know, does he?"
"Now ask me kindly to fuck you in arse with my big black cock".
The young wife did not say a thing, instead she just moaned. She desperately wanted him to fuck him her pussy but she knew that he wanted to humiliate her by taking her white married arse.
Charles resumed his spanking.
Wanting to please this man, Jane looked at Charles in the mirror and licking her lips said, "P-please fuck me in my bottom with your big black cock".
"Well, now that you have asked, I will have to oblige.
Reach back with your hand and guide my cock to your arse".
Jane reached back and felt for his cock. Her tiny hand grasped it, once again it was rock hard, and if anything it felt harder and wider than it did when she had had her face fucked. Indeed, Charles could not remember the last time he had felt so hard. The sight of her perfect pretty arse, a dark shade of red from his spanking and all lovingly set off by her innocent lingerie, about to be fucked by his giant cock was too much. He genuinely wondered whether she could take it all, few women could but he was confident that he could fully break this slut.
She nervously placed his cock at the entrance of her anus and then withdrew her hand. Charles took over, marveling at the way his black cock contrasted with the redness of her bottom.
Slowly and gently at first he pushed his cock up against her anal opening. She resisted at first, but with increased force her sphincter yielded and Charles was able to insert the head of his cock in to her bottom. She screamed out load with pain, desperately trying to crawl away but Charles held on to her waist firmly, preventing her from moving away from his dick, his big black hands almost circling her tiny white waist.
"No p-please don't. It's too big. Way to big. Can't. Won't fit in". Was all she cried.
"Shut up, bitch"
And with that he slowly inserted several more inches so that now half his cock was buried up her bum. God she was tight, he thought. He decided to give her a few moments to get used to the size.
Jane was still desperately trying to get away, screaming out load for him to stop. All the while her he held on to her tightly.
"Please don't, it hurts too much. Fuck my pussy, my mouth anything. Ohhhhh..." She cried, her hands now clutched the sheets so tightly her knuckles had gone white. But still she kept her arse raised high up for him.
"Slut, you will take my cock all the way up you arse, whether you like it or not."
Just a few feet away, Peter watched, furiously wanking himself off as he looked in on the amazing scene ahead. Jane's face was contorted with agony, whilst Charles face was screwed up in determination. The absolute determination to bugger his young wife. Peter had no feelings of stopping the obscene events ahead of him, even if he could. Instead he felt the bizarre desire to see his small wife buggered by this giant man. To see whether her tiny frame could really accommodate such a giant cock in her bottom. Silently, he willed Charles on to finish the job and fuck his wife up the bum.
And that's what Charles did. He decided the best way forward, amidst all the howls of protest was to go deeper, and he pushed a further 10 inches in, leaving just 2 inches out. He decided if he went any more she may faint. Ignoring her screams of protests, he now slowly moved his cock in and out, but only removed and reinserted a few inches. Charles for the first time this evening, whilst sodomising the young wife, decided to be considerate, and not immediately be too rough.
After a while, Jane's resistance began to subside and the protests stopped. Leaning back Charles began to slide more and more of his cock in and out of her, all the while gently slapping her buttocks. Jane looked up, she saw her mouth open in shock, her large tits swaying back and forth and this huge black man behind her with an evil grin, dick up her virgin ass and his hand coming down on her upturned ass cheeks.
"How does it feel to have a black man's cock up your married white arse?"
"Oh please, stop, it is way too big"
"Admit it, you love having this giant cock up your ass".
It was true, she did. The initial feelings of pain were beginning to subside and were being replaced by ones of arousal. Her pussy once more was dripping wet.
"How do you think you husband would feel if he knew you like to be buggered?"
"Oh please stop, you are b-buggering my poor bottom"
Not for the first time she lied to cover up her how she felt. But unfortunately for Jane her body had already started to betray how she truly felt. Without knowing it, she had started to push her bum back on to Charles's dick so that he was able to slide at least 6 inches comfortably in and out, always leaving 4 inches permanently in. As with the fucking of her mouth, Jane responded well to the rough treatment meted out, be it the spanking or his crude domineering language. She loved to be treated and talked to like a whore.
Charles now grabbed hold of her hair, jerking her head back and started to fuck her mercilessly. Within no time he was able to slide all 12 inches in to her.
"Beg me to fuck your ass, bitch"
"Oh God yes, please fuck my married white ass with you big black cock. Oh God, yes. So fucking good. Fuck me harder with that big black cock".
The slut learnt well.
And with that Charles started to hammer into her, all the while he holding on to her blonde hair, pulling her head back, telling what a naughty slutty wife she was, did her husband know that she liked it up the arse and how he enjoyed fucking her. His other hand reached under her to grab her swaying tits. Kneading them roughly, leaving big red marks.
Unsurprisingly Jane came several times in response to this rough treatment and the way it looked to her in the mirror ahead - this giant black man behind her, up her arse, fucking her roughly. She hoped Smith was capturing everything, she wanted Charles and his friends to enjoy her performance on film also. As she came she pleaded for him to fuck her harder, to treat her like his bitch.
And he did. He now let go of her hair and started to fuck her violently for at least 10 minutes. Jane's tits shook in response to the assault and Jane came again and again, all the time managing to keep her arse high up in the air for him.
Sweat now covered all of Charles's body. He was close to cuming. His muscles and neck began to tense up. But before he came, he held back, he had one last obscene act to perform on this young wife. He pulled his dick out of her bum.
"Kneel on the floor, bitch".
Jane was confused, she was convinced he would take pleasure in her bowels. But she did what she was told and knelt on the floor, in front of him.
His dick was now hovering directly in front of her mouth.
"Suck it", he ordered.
Peter was shocked. Surely his young conservative wife would never place that thing in her mouth after it had been up her bum? He was wrong.
Without hesitation, she opened her mouth and Charles slid all 12 inches effortlessly down her throat. So willing was she to serve this man, she was quite happy to allow him to fuck her mouth straight after it had been up her arse.
He now fucked her face and, feeling exhausted, he allowed Jane to do all the work. Her merely stared down at her eyes as she looked up at him and watched in appreciation as she moved her head up and down his cock, loudly slurping in the process.
He was very impressed that he had not needed to use any force to persuade Jane to take his cock in her mouth after it had been up her arse. Charles had often found girls a little reluctant to do so but Jane was quite special. For a good few minutes she blew him off furiously.
And then, as his sweat covered muscled body all tensed up, he threw his neck back and emitting sound that you would normally hear in the jungle, groaned loudly as he came, emitting copious amounts of spunk down the throat of this young innocent wife.
Jane, as a dutiful slut, swallowed every last drop, determined not to displeasure Charles. She had not, even for a second, questioned the order to put his cock in her mouth after it had been up her bum. Indeed, the thought had spurred her on and she had eagerly bobbed her head up and down the monster, taking it all in, kneading his balls so that he could relieve himself once more down her mouth. It was the least she could do, after the glorious way he had treated her tonight.
After a minute or so of Jane milking his cock for every last drop of cum, Charles withdrew his now rapidly deflating penis from her mouth. He was exhausted. If he was a few years younger, he would have had the stamina to fuck her young pussy, but not tonight. He was done for the evening.
And for the first time since they had left the study, Charles spoke in a gentle, kind manner, "Thank you my dear. That was quite wonderful. You are a very talented young lady, and I will have no hesitation in recommending to my friends that they meet with you.
But it is now getting late and I must rest. And that delightful husband of yours must be wondering where you are. Why don't you freshen up in the bathroom over there and I will get Smith to drive you home. I will be in touch".
And with that Charles left the room, leaving Jane kneeling on the floor happy in the knowledge that he had initiated one of the finest sluts he had met into The Ivory Club.
She was a little taken aback with his change in manner. She had hoped that he would have been able to fuck her pussy, it was ready for him after the ass to mouth episode. She had not expected a return to the gentlemanly old lawyer routine so quickly after she had seen this man viciously fucked both her mouth and arse.
Reluctantly she got up and, collecting her clothes, made her way to a door in the far corner of the room which Charles had pointed out to her as the bathroom.
Meanwhile, in the adjoining room, sat, completely unbeknown to Jane, her husband, Peter, who had been forced to watch everything, from every angle, thanks to the video that Smith was recording. He had seen his once prim conservative wife, change to a rampant slut who loved being spanked, having her arse and mouth fucked. And in the process Peter had jacked off three times. Whilst initially a reluctant voyeur, he had surprised himself by how much he had willed his boss on to fuck his wife and bring out the slut in her.
He zipped himself up and waited to be released from this room. Within a few minutes the door was unlocked and Smith, whose expression was blank despite obviously gaining much pleasure from watching the young wife get mouth and ass fucked, politely ushered Peter out and led him towards the front door.
"Mr Jackson asked me to express his gratitude to you for allowing Mrs Redman to participate in today's interview. I think we call all say it went very well".
Peter looked down at the floor in complete humiliation. It was awful, allowing this black brute to openly talk about the way that had all enjoyed watching Jane get fucked.
"Mr Jackson also asked me whether you would like a lift home, it is late?"
"Err...". The last thing Peter wanted was a lift home with this brute of a man. "But what about Jane, I thought you were going to drop her off..."
"I have ordered a taxi for Mrs Redman. Now let's head to the car shall we?"
It was of course a rhetorical question and Smith walked Peter out of the flat, to the lift and down to the car park where Charles's large black limo waited. It was a very large limo, one where at the back you had two large seats facing one another, with room for drinks and a TV etc. All the windows were blacked, out making it impossible to see who was in the car. Charles opened the front passenger seat for Peter, he was not going to be allowed to sit in the back in comfort, as he had hoped, but rather sit next to the driver, Smith, who would no doubt talk all the way through, winding him up about what had just gone on.
Peter got in. Smith went around to the driver's door, opened it and said "Would you believe it I have forgotten something, wait there, I will be back in a minute". And with that, he left Peter sitting in the car and went back upstairs.
"Dumb nigger", Peter thought. With the odd exception, such as Charles, they were all a waste of space. Good for very little, other than fucking, perhaps?
Five minutes later, Peter heard footsteps and, to his horror, there was Smith and Jane! What was he doing? Now she would know that he had seen everything. That was never part of the deal. He shifted down so she could not see him.
Smith opened the back passenger door for Jane and she got in. She did not know that Peter was in the front since separating the back seats from the driver was a black window which allowed no visibility from the back whatsoever. Of course from the driver's side, you could clearly see in. Charles's penchant for two way mirrors extended to cars as well as studies.
Smith got in, seeing Peter almost sitting on the floor he could not help but laugh.
"Don't worry, she can't see a thing, the window only allows us to see through."
Peter got up and nervously looked back, he was right, she again had no idea. He was there.
Peter noted how Jane looked, once more she looked like a prim and proper conservative wife. Her grey coat was done up tightly so as not to reveal her short flared skirt that could barely cover her bum, or her tight shirt which could barely contain her tits. She had managed to tidy up hair, clean her face of any remnants of Charles's spunk and reapplied her red lipstick. She looked like she had just been to one of those WASP ladies dinners that happen all the time in down town Manhattan, instead of just coming out of an apartment where she had been violently fucked by a black man.
She put her small hands in her lap and with a contented look starred out of the window.
Smith set off, not a word was spoken between the two men.
As they drove Jane thought through what had happened. My God there was no denying it, she had loved it. The way he brutally treated her, spanked her bottom, which was still sore, brutally fucked her mouth, twice, and then without mercy, ignoring her pleas, took her arse. Few men could pull it off. Few men could bring out the submissive nature in her. But she now knew what she had always secretly suspected. She wanted to be dominated by big black men.
But what about Peter, dutifully waiting for her at home, she supposed? She loved him and decided she needed to be strong and, for the sake of their marriage, despite her desire to be fucked again by Charles and other black men, she would now always be faithful. She could resist the temptation of black cock, couldn't she? The fact that her pussy was again dripping wet having relived the events told its own story...
After a few minutes of trying to negotiate the downtown NY traffic, Smith decided to go through the back roads. Peter assumed it was to find a short cut. God it was desperately run down in some parts of the neighborhood. And why were we going down such a narrow dark street Charles wondered? Smith had taken them to the back streets of Manhattan, to one of the less desirable parts of town. He knew this area well, since this is where he was from. The alley he was in now was very narrow, there were large buildings on either side and rubbish carts everywhere. It was also deserted, no one these days, other then tramps, visited here. It used to be occupied by thugs and criminals, like Smith, but Giuliani had got rid of all those people years ago.
Smith stopped the car and looking at Smith, in a menacing tone said, "Stay here and don't move".
And with that he got out of the car and walked over to the rear passenger door opened it and got in next to Jane.
Jane, who like Peter, had become concerned at the detour and with the car coming to a stop, moved over and allowed Smith in. Smith was huge, similar height, to Charles, but was if anything even more muscular and more intimidating. That was helped by his sheer ugliness, his 3 inch scar don the side of his face and two front gold teeth which now flashed at Jane as he smiled at her. Saying nothing, his hand went to her coat belt and undid it, opening it out revealed her slutty outfit. He helped her take her coat off. Once again her tits heaved up and down at this completely unexpected turn of events. Still not saying a word and just smiling at her, he roughly grabbed one of her tits and started to maul it. He then placed one of his hands on her legs, which had remained crossed, and moved it up so it came to lie on the flesh above her stockings.
Peter was, of course, watching everything. Like Jane, he had not been prepared for this. He was utterly transfixed with what was going on. Jane was groaning as Smith molested her still covered breasts, but it was the contrast between the two, which was even more striking than it had been with Charles, which made this particular tableau so fascinating. Not only did Smith's massive frame make Jane look even more tiny, it was his ugliness compare to her stunning angelic beauty which made it so absurd.
Jane was beginning to find the whole situation a turn on, being, she thought alone, with this ugly giant black man, a man who was obviously not afraid of violence and who would not hesitate to rape her, if she refused whatever he wanted. And being in this seedy part of town, where a vagrant or violent criminal could watch them. She moaned loudly at the prospect...
But she was determined to be faithful. But maybe she could have one last go, after all she really did have no choice this time, did she? Smith was no Charles. If need be, she knew he would violently rape her.
"W-what do you want?" she whispered.
His ugly scar face smiled down on Jane, "Do you think I would spend all that time making that fuck fest video for Jackson and his ponsy friends if I was not able to sample the goods?
"I want to fuck you too, and fuck you hard. You cant get enough of black dick, can you bitch?".
"Oh p-please. I want to go home, to my husband. I can't..." she really knew that she had no choice but to fuck this ugly man. And she actually wanted to, despite the obvious concern that he could be too rough.
"Of course you can. Now kneel in front of me and get my dick out."
She hesitated.
"Do it, bitch, don't make me force you."
And with that, Jane obeyed. She crawled off her seat to kneel between Smith's legs, which he had now spread, placed her hands on his lap and started to unzip him. Smith meanwhile reached back to flip up her small flared mini skirt on to her back and told her to spread her legs and stick her aarse out. When she did he gave it a few slaps.
Peter now had a wonderful view of his wife's arse being spanked. He noted that she was not wearing knickers, just her stockings and suspenders, Charles must have kept her thong. He could also already see that her pussy was looking wet.
When his cock sprung out, Smith sat back and, starring at Jane, said, "That's it girl, rub it up and down like that. Good girl, you are a real natural at this..."



Jane looked at his cock. Unbelievably, it was bigger and uglier than Charles's. It was at least 13 inches long and a little wider. Her tiny hands could not close round it and she used both of them to gently wank him. Massive amounts of precum had already been released, covering her small hands, and making a squealchy noise as she wanked him off.
After a while, he gently placed one hand behind her head and pushed her mouth towards his cock. Smith did not need to be rough, he knew that the threat of violence and force was all pervading, she would do what he said.
And true enough, without saying a word, Jane's beautiful face and mouth came right up to this ugly dick and she started to give it little loving kisses. Kisses you would normally associate when kissing a child, were now being applied to this huge cock. She started on the head and then kissed it all over, worshipping it.
After a minute or so she started to lick it, enjoying the taste of his pre-cum. And when she had licked it once, she opened her mouth as wide as she could and allowed, for only the second time in her life but the second time tonight, a cock to enter her mouth. And both had been big and black. She could barely fit it in and Smith swore he heard her jaw muscles crack as she stretched her jaw to allow more in. Soon, without any prompting from Smith, she had established a rhythm and was able to take almost all of it.
As she started to fuck him with her mouth, there were muffled sounds of moaning from Jane. As with Charles, sucking black cock turned her on and she was getting close to her climax. As she caressed his balls, she looked up, her beautiful eyes looking pleadingly and almost lovingly into his ugly face, looking for approval. Smith merely smiled.
"Now, bitch I want you to suck each of my balls".
Jane ceased sucking his cock and bent down to take one giant plum size ball in to her mouth whilst one hand remained on his cock, wanking it. Peter now, for the first time, had a good view at Smith's cock. Like Jane he was stunned at its size. Jane's tiny hand made it look even bigger. He noticed her engagement and wedding ring sparkled brightly up against the black dick. She was going to be unfaithful again, twice in one night. Both times she was forced but ultimately it was what she wanted. Peter unzipped himself and took out his small cock.
After she had sucked both balls, Smith said, "Now come up here, I want to play with those big white tities of yours. She straightened up and shuffled forward so she was kneeling right next to him, up against his groin.
Smith started to kneed her tits through her shirt and then, all of a sudden, and without warning, he ripped her shirt open, buttons flying off in all direction. Jane screamed. She was no longer wearing her bra and her tits bounced up and down in shock. He took one in each hand and squeezed. He then started to suck them, Jane moaned as a result. Surprisingly gentle, he spent a few minutes sacking and playing with her tits. Jane was on the brink of an orgasm as a result, watching this ugly brute play with her as he pleased had released those similar feelings. She loved being dominated and abused. The rougher and dirtier the better.
"Bitch, wrap those white t!tties around my big black cock"
She had never done this before, her tits were essentially cock virgins. Taking both her tits in her hand, she wrapped them around his cock, and rubbed them up and down.
"That's it, fuck my black cock with those big tities of yours. Tell me how much you love my cock".
"I love your black cock. It is so big and powerful"
His cock looked so black up against her white tits. Every time she rubbed it and the head came up to her mouth, without asking she would lick the head or give it a kiss. After a few minutes of this, Smith was ready to cum.
"Bitch, that's it I am going to cum. Oh God you delightful bitch I am going to cum!!!" Smith roared
And with that, Jane opened her mouth and took all of his cock in and swallowed. And boy did she need to swallow. Smith came and came. Remarkably she was able to swallow every last drop.
Once she removed her mouth from his cock she noted that his dick had not deflated one bit and remained as hard as ever. She continued to rub it.
"Now then, that was nice as a starter, now we come to the main course. Get on all fours and stick your ass in the air".
As was her wont these days, she was a slut for black cock so she obeyed. She got on all fours, her lovely face only a matter of a feet or so away from her husband who was watching intently from behind the black screen. Her shirt hung down as did her t"ts. Smith crawled over to her and flipped her skirt on to her back, revealing her arse framed by suspenders.
"Now then, I believe there is one hole that has still to be satisfied. Now which one is it?"
"M-my vagina", she whispered.
"Your what?"
"Sorry, m-my pussy"
"Yes, your married white pussy." Smith started to gently caress it, Jane closed her eyes, licked her lips and moaned, all the time thrusting her bottom back at Smith.
"I can either fuck your married pussy, or I can fuck your arse again. The choice is yours?"
"P-please, do not f-fuck my poor bottom. Your cock is too big."
"So ask me what you want?"
Closing her eyes, and accepting the inevitability of the situation, the young wife replied, "Please fuck my married white pussy". She could now barely get the words out, she was that close to her umpteenth orgasm of the night.
"As you wish, bitch".
And with that, he placed the giant head of his cock up against her pussy lips and slowly tried to push it in. At first his cock seemed too big for her tight cunt, and he could not make any headway. But after exerting a lot more pressure, he managed to get the head in.
"Oh my God!" screamed Jane. "Take it out, please. Way too big. It will never go in, it hurts too much".
Smith silenced her howls or protests with a good few spanks. Jane shut up. Smith needed few words to get his point across.
He pushed more in.
"God you are fucking tight". He finally spoke. "You have never been fucked there by a real man's cock, have you bitch?"
"G-God no. I have never been fucked by a black cock".
Peter, if possible, was even more humiliated.
With that Smith slammed all 13 inches up her young pussy.
"Ohhh God no" Jane screamed. "Too big please take it out". Jane had never felt so full in her life before. She now knew that what she had experienced with Peter was actually not fucking. This was fucking.
Smith grabbed hold of her hair and yanked her head back. She was now looking right into the black window partition and could see the reflection of her face. Behind it, Peter looked straight back in awe, amazed that his wife could accommodate such a cock. He wanked furiously, now totally consumed by the spectacle just a few feet away. The massive ugly black figure of Smith was now hammering furiously in to the beautiful petite Jane, all the while holding on to her blonde hair, as if he was riding a horse. His other hand was cruelly spanking her buttock cheeks. Her tits were shaking up and down, nipples erect. Jane's mouth was wide open and she was no longer complaining, instead she was cuming and cuming.
"Tell me how you like my cock in your married pussy, bitch"
"Ohh God, it is so big and wonderful. Please fuck my married white pussy with your big black cock. Oh yes, please fuck me hard. Like that. Ooohhh sooo deep, fuck me like the bitch whore I am."
Smith now let go of her, and grabbing her tiny waist with his huge hands, spent the next few minutes fucking her pussy like it had never been fucked before. She must have come half a dozen times in the process. Her tits were shacking wildly and every now again Smith would grab them.
"You like it don't you bitch. Tell me how much you like black cock, I bet it is better than your husband's".
"Oh God, yes. So much bigger. So much better. Your cock is so much bigger than my husband's Please fuck me, don't stop. Oh yes, fuck me harder with that big black cock. Fuck my married white pussy"
Peter was shocked and humiliated. Seeing it was one thing, hearing it was very painful. He was also shocked by her crude language. She had always been so proper before, barely swearing. Now as she turned into a black man's slut, her language had become whore like too.
"Are you my slut, bitch? Will you let me fuck you when I want?"
"Oh yes. I am your slut. You can fuck me with that big black cock whenever you want."
"What about your husband, do you not mind that you now prefer nigger cock".
"Oh God no, please, I need your black cock". She replied in all honesty.
Smith's face was now contorted with anger. He was close to cuming and, if possible looked even uglier. He gritted his teeth, showing off his gold insertions. His eyes were almost shut. He then threw his head back and his neck muscles were all contorted as he came up her young pussy. The volume of spunk was considerable and Jane could feel it gushing in her. She came too.
After a minute of so of calming himself down after his orgasm, Smith withdrew from Jane, sat back in his seat, exhausted. He was covered in sweat from his exertions. He took off his jacket and tie, undid a few buttons on his shirt to cool down.
Jane remained on all fours, too tired to move, her arse up in the air, and head resting on the opposite seat. She was utterly spent after being thoroughly fucked by Smith and Charles. She had never been treated so roughly in her life before. She had loved every moment. She knew what a slut for black cock she had become.
Smith looked at her abused red arse cheeks, admiring the way she still remained on all fours, waiting for his order. He had cum so much a lot of spunk had dribbled out of her pussy on to her leg. Her pretty innocent lingerie looked so inappropriate up against her abused pussy and red spanked arse. But at the same time it looked so good. Smith started to play with hic cock again. He was getting hard. He had had her mouth and pussy and there was now only one place left to try. Her arse.
"Take off your clothes but leave on your shoes, stockings and suspenders. I have not finished with you yet".
Jane did what she was told. And whilst she was getting undressed, so did Smith, revealing his massive black muscular frame. His bulging forearms were covered in tattoos that had been done when he had served time in county. He looked ugly and terrifying.
Once she was dressed appropriately, Smith ordered her to suck his cock. She crawled over and kneed between his spread legs. For the fourth time this evening, she started to suck a black cock. Smith just leaned back, once more admiring the way she could take all of it down, moaning all the time, taking herself to the brink of yet another orgasm.
"Suck it good bitch, this cock is going down your arse next, and I aint got no grease to make it easy."
She groaned at the prospect and redoubled her efforts.
After five minutes he withdrew his cock from her mouth and, picking her up, sat her down on the seat. Getting up he spread her stocking clad legs and placed his dick up against her arse and pushed. Jane looked down in utter fear at the monstrous cock that was about to invade her most private of parts. Her beautiful face then looked up at Smith, looking for some respite. His ugly face was just grinning down at her. He looked terrifying and she knew better to resist such a man's will.
Despite the anal reaming she had suffered earlier with Charles, she was still tight down there and Smith was finding it difficult. God how he wished he had some lubricant to grease this bitch up. But life had taught him to never give in and with an almighty effort he managed to get the head of his cock in.
"Ahhhh!!!. Please no, your cock is too big. God look at it, it is going up my arse. Too big. Too god damm big..."
Smith ignoring her pleas, managed to get 9 inches in. And now, without showing her any mercy, he started to pound her with all his considerable force.
"Take that dick up your arse. God damm your fucking ass is so tight. Bitch, look up at me when I fuck you".
Jane's beautiful, sweet angelic face looked up at the evil ugly muscular brute of man who was fucking her arse. Her mouth was open in pain and fear, and all that came out of her were little screams. Her tiny white hands were pushing his taught black muscular stomach, trying in vain to stop the thrusting. Smith just grinned at her, loving the way her massive tits bounced up and down with his fucking, like two big blobs of vanilla jelly.
Not entirely unexpectedly, Jane's pain was replaced with one of arousal and pleasure. She started to push up to meet his brutal thrusts, tits bobbing wildly.
"Fuck my married white ass with your black cock. Ohh fuck me. God I love this cock up my ass. Fuck me harder."
And Smith did. Mercilessly for at least 10 minutes. He kept her legs spread with his arms, her beautiful high heel shoes sticking up in the air, almost in surrender at the brutal fucking she was getting. Smith looked down at her, always ordering her to look at him. He wanted her to know that she was being arse fucked by such a brutal black man, that a snotty posh white bitch could come again and again because of a black man.
As he came close to cuming, saliva dripped down from his mouth on to Jane.
"I am going to cum bitch, tell me how much you want it".
"Come in my ass. Come in my married white ass. Your cock is so big, so good, I could fuck it all day. You can fuck my ass whenever you want..."
"Is this the biggest cock you ever had?"
"Oh yes. Much bigger than my husband's, bigger then Charles's. Fuck my ass harder, oh please..."
And with that, all his muscles tensed up and he came, flooding her bowels with his cum. And she came too.
And so did Peter.
As both Smith and her got ready, she contemplated on what had happened these past couple of hours. Jane had become a true slut for black cock. She had been thoroughly abused by two black men. One a supposedly conservative lawyer, the other a convicted thug. Both had been just as rough and uncompromising and both times she had loved it. She now prepared herself for going home and meeting the man she still loved, her husband. The man she thought did not know about how much of a whore she really was...
To be continued...
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When Jane arrived home that night having been fucked by Charles and Smith, she was surprised to find her husband, Peter, not at home. He must have gone out with friends, she supposed. What she did not know was that having dropped her off at her apartment, Smith had then dropped Peter off a few blocks away and advised him to have a drink, calm himself down and go home after an hour or so. And that is what he did. When he returned home he found Jane soaking in a hot bath, obviously cleaning herself up after being viciously fucked by two large black men.
Peter, still not sure yet whether he should disclose to his wife that he had witnesses her being fucked by another man, merely asked her how the evening had gone. As suspected, Jane lied to save her marriage, and went on about how the shoot was actually fine, yes she had to strip to her lingerie but that was all quite usual for a model shot, Charles behaved like a gentleman for the whole evening...blah blah blah.
Peter listened but decided he loved Jane too much to tell her he knew what a slut she really was. And as a result, no more was said on the matter for the whole weekend when Peter did all he could to avoid her.
On Monday morning at around 9.30am Charles was in his office on the phone to Jake and Randy. And as was usual for most mornings, he was having his cock serviced by his young gorgeous secretary, Sally.
Sally Jones was 19 years old and 6 months married to Frank, a paralegal employed in Charles's law firm. Sally was a teen bride having married her childhood sweetheart. They had met while both at school in New Jersey. Frank was 2 years her senior and it was one of those classic school marriages where both parties married the first person they slept with. They came from a fiercely white religious community and felt it only right that they got married after they had had sex, it was also what their parents would have demanded. However, invariably in such a marriage, one, if not both parties eventually find out that choosing your life partner at such a young age is a mistake. In Frank and Sally's case, Sally very quickly realised that perhaps their marriage could have been an error. After all, she soon discovered that she was a slut for black cock.
Charles first met Sally at one of those godforsaken work parties that all the attorneys, staff and their partners were forced to attend. Frank, whom he had always chatted to now and again, mainly about sports, had introduced Charles to his then drop dead gorgeous fiancé. She was blonde, 5ft 6, curvaceous figure which supported a pair of lovely large 38 D breasts. She was the image Kim Bauer, the daughter of Jack Bauer from the TV show, "24".
He quickly found out that they were to get married in a month's time, they were planning on buying a small house outside the city and crucially she was looking for work as a legal secretary. Well as luck would have it, Charles told her, he had a vacancy. Would she like to interview?
She started work the day after their honeymoon in Florida. It all went well until late on Friday evening of the first week, after she had been forced to work late by Charles, Sally was summoned into his office. She was told that they were going to have to let Frank go, for some undisclosed irregularities. There was nothing they could do, could they?
In tears Sally pleaded for her darling man. Well Charles thought, may be his wife could take the punishment instead? Sally was told that to save her husband's job, she would need to be spanked on her bare arse. The alternative was that both would lose their jobs. And before Sally knew what was happening, the poor naive teenage wife was over Charles's lap, delicious bottom raised up the air in surrender and his hand coming down on it, spanking her cruelly. And after a few minutes of this, Charles ordered her to strip naked, and told to just leave her 3 inch high heels on. Charles loved to see how her arse would look in heels. Once stripped, she was on her knees, sucking the great man's cock.
Since that fateful night, she had been regularly fucked by Charles and his friends, being one of The Ivory Club's favourite victims. And Charles had insisted she always dressed the part. After that first night when she had blown him, she was the following week sent to one of Charles's favourite women's clothes stores and dressed appropriately, everything of course paid for by Charles. She now was only allowed to wear 4 inch high heels, short skirts which never came to more than 3 inches above the knee, tight tops of various description, always stockings and perhaps suspenders (her choice), tights were strictly forbidden as were bras. She could wear a g-string but no other type of knickers.
And today she was kneeling between Charles's legs, sucking on his giant 12 inch black cock, just like a girl would lovingly suck on a lollipop. She had been ordered to strip to her heels and underwear. Her enormous tits were bobbing up and down as she tried to suck all of his giant black cock.
One of the many great things about Sally was her apparent reluctance to be fucked by Charles and his friends. Although she always came when fucked, unlike when she now made love to her husband, it was obvious how much she enjoyed it, especially when fucked up the arse. However, she was still desperately in love with Frank and so very much wanted to be faithful.
Each time she would come into Charles's office, she would nervously stand in front of him, hands sweetly clasped in front of her, dressed sexily – today it was a short blue mini skirt, 4 inch spiky brown boots, light brown stockings and white suspenders, g-string and a tight brown polo neck jumper which showed off her braless tits splendidly. As she came in to the room, Charles was always impressed with the way in which her tits bounced and the way her nipples seemed to be always erect obviously excited at the though of the violent fucking she was about to submit to.
Having ordered her to strip and suck his big black cock, she as always feigned reluctance and pleaded her ever dying love to her husband. Charles would follow the now regular routine and point out to her that they were one phone call from both being fired, thus losing all their money and having their new marital home repossessed. It was a tiresome act for Charles, but one he performed since he knew it added to the sexual pleasure for both Sally and himself, the idea that each time she was being forced was something that appealed to them both.
And so that was how it came to be that young Sally was on her knees, just in knee high boots, light brown stockings and white suspenders and g-string, pretending to not enjoy sucking on Charles's giant cock.
Charles meanwhile was on the phone to both Jake and Randy, producers of a new film on black sex in a white neighbourhood and they were discussing the audition of very attractive actress, Jane Redman.
"Yes, yes, it went about as well as it could" Charles said
"I take it you initialled her in to the Club? Randy replied.
"Oh yes. That's it bitch, suck my cock all the way down, oh yes..."
"You cheeky fucker, are you having your cock sucked by your secretary, Sally, whilst we discuss business?" enquired Randy, laughing down the phone. He knew what a horny bastard Charles was, and to be honest, could not blame him. He had fucked Sally on a few occasions when he was in New York and was she a fine piece of ass. He had double fucked her with one of his basketball buddies and on another occasion, Charles and he had picked her up, taken her down town to some seedy part of Manhattan, and watched her get gang raped by 3 violent thugs Smith knew. She came so much they thought she'd faint.
"That's right. God damm she's good. Almost as good as Jane."
Sally redoubled her efforts to please him.
"Fuck me with your tits, I need to talk for a few minutes and don't want to cum too quickly. That's it, bitch..."
Sally leaned up and slid his wet 12 inch black cock into the valley of her big white teenage breasts, marvelling at its size and the way his black cock contrasted with her married white tits. She began to move her breasts up and down, proud of the way her body so pleased her black boss. And deep down she loved being forced to serve black men. The size of their cocks had made her into such a slut. Frank could never please her or treat her the way she now craved to be treated. Nothing now pleased her more than being forced to fuck a black dick.
Charles proceeded to spend the next 10 minutes telling Jake and Randy what had happened the Friday before.
"So, it sounds as if she is perfect for the part." Randy said, "Not only is she gorgeous but she loves black dick. I need a bitch who can entertain me and some of the crew. The A list actresses no longer need to, although it's clear some of them would like to if there was no risk of disclosure. Jane would have no choice and is not famous enough to give a shit.
I am flying in on Thursday, why don't I meet her then? Jake, you gonna be in town?"
"For a piece of married white pussy as good as Charles says, you damm right I will be".
And with that the meeting was confirmed and they all hung up.
Sally continued to fuck Charles with her tits. He was now very close. She looked up at him with her innocent blue eyes.
"That's it, my loving whore, fuck me with those big tits of yours. That's it. Ahhh...." Charles could hold back no longer and came all over them. A lot of his spunk hit her face. Sally knew the routine, she spread his cum all over her breasts, licking what she could off her face, using her fingers to clean up the rest and licking them too.
Charles then ordered her to go and stand at his desk, place her hands on it, spread her legs and push her arse out. He still had 30 minutes or so before he actually had to do any work, enough time to spank her lovely bottom and then fuck her arse.
He walked over and, acting out her fantasy of a reluctant slut, asked her how naughty she was for some minor misdemeanour last week – a typo in one of his docs.
"Do you think you should be punished?"
"N-no please don't. I am a good girl, I am married, this must stop."
"But naughty girls need to be punished. And how do we punish naughty girls, Sally?"
"P-please no. No more, I am a good faithful wife..."
"How do they get punished, Sally" Charles asked once more, in a much harsher tone this time.
"They have their bottoms spanked, Sir" She whispered, groaning at the fate that awaited her. She loved to be arse spanked and then arse fucked. But in honour to her husband, who worked just a few floors below this very office, she needed to appear to me a reluctant victim. It was the only way she could justify the way she felt, the way she enjoyed being abused and "forced" into acts of degrading sex with big black men.
Her fondest memory of being "forced" fucked was that night when she was taken to a deserted warehouse by Smith, Charles and Randy. She thought the three of them were going to fuck her. Instead, in walked in three of the biggest, roughest blackest men she had ever seen. She screamed and started to run away. She was grabbed by one of them and thrown on to a dirty mattress on the floor.
She had dressed up nicely for the evening, wearing a lovely blue wrap around dress which was tied together at the front, black hold ups and 4 inch black heels. She wore her hair up and a set of diamond earrings given to her by her husband on her wedding night. She was suppose to be going out with her husband that night and looked every bit the respectful middle class white wife out on a romantic evening with the man she loved. Instead, Charles had arranged for Frank to be busy and he had forced Sally to accompany Randy, Smith and himself out for a little entertainment that they had arranged earlier.
She was soon on the floor and with no finesse or ceremony, her stocking clad legs were spread wide, g-string ripped off, her hands pinned behind her head and she was fucked without mercy. Her flimsy dress was soon open with her bra less tits bouncing vigorously as a result of the violence of the assault.
When the first black dick entered her, she was already soaking wet. A few seconds later she had her first of what would be many orgasms that night. Her dress had been ripped off so she was just in her heels and black hold ups and she was subject to a vicious fucking that she would always remember. She was fucked in every hole, sometimes two at a time, others three. All the time she pleaded with her captors, claimed she was being raped and at the same time took pleasure over and over again. It was a wonderful spectacle that Charles and Randy thoroughly appreciated. After which the pair of them went over to her and jacked off in her beautiful face.
Back in Charles's office, Charles was gently spanking Sally's delicious teenage arse.
"Please don't spank my poor bottom", she pleaded. She still kept it thrust out despite her lame protests.
"Naughty girls need to be disciplined and have their bottoms spanked. How else will they learn? And you want to be a good girl, don't you Sally?"
"Oh yes" She said, moaning now at his treatment.
"Well, just a few more spanks and then I think a little bottom sex, don't you?"
"Oh please, not my poor b-bottom. Don't fuck me there, Sir".
"Shut up, bitch".
After a few minutes of aggressive spanking, Charles was ready. Taking out some lubrication from his desk, he greased up his dick and pushed slowly in to her married teenage arse. Even after six months of being fucked there, her arse was still as tight as a virgin's pussy. That was another thing Charles liked about Sally, she was durable and elastic. Just one week after her honeymoon her arse had been taken for the first time by Charles and he reflected how much tighter she had been when she was an anal virgin and he had fucked her their for the first time. At first she had screamed so much but after a while she had grown to love it. After that he had forbidden her from ever giving her bottom to her husband, much to the frustration of Frank who had desperately tried, after they were married, to breach that final frontier. Her arse was the preserve of black cock
"Oh p-please, you are raping my poor bottom. Stop, I am married...", but all the time Sally thrust her young married arse back up to meet Charles's thrusts.
"You love it bitch. Take it all the way in your married white arse. How do you think your pathetic husband would feel of he walked into my office and saw me now as your bitch?"
"Oh p-please don't. Stop, I am a good wife..."
"Good wife who loves black dick up her arse."
And with that he fucked her vigorously for 10 minutes. He leaned over grabbed her swaying tits, and whispered into her ear what a naughty wife she was, how bad she was letting a big black man fuck her young married arse. Despite her denials she came time and time again, little mewing noises coming from her lovely lips.
Charles eventually leant came back and came, flooding her bowels with his copious cum. He withdrew from her arse and then made Sally lick his cock clean, which she did, without protest. He then sat back ordered her to bring him a coffee and started the days work...
Sometime in the afternoon, Charles decided to confront the Peter situation. He had not spoken to him since he had fucked his wife the previous Friday. He had watched everything from an anonymous distance and as far as Charles was aware, had not confronted his wife.
He decided the best way was not to humiliate the poor chap any further, after all, he still had a lot of use for Jane. So he dropped him an email, letting him know politely that he was grateful for the audition, so far there was no news on whether there would be a second – he would tell Peter directly – and that he was going to be working a new high profile matter with another senior lawyer in the firm. Now that Charles had his wife, he had no real interest with working with Peter any more. He had served his purpose.
After sending the email to Peter, he decided to call Jane. He may have told Peter that he would be dealing with him directly but that was an obvious lie. Luckily for Charles, she happened to be in.
"Mrs Redman?"
"Yes?"
"You don't recognise me?"
Jane froze. She was at home reading a book, trying to put the events of last Friday out of her mind. She had decided that, despite having the best sex of her life and spending pretty much all of the weekend fantasising about black dick, she was determined, henceforth, to remain Peter's loyal, loving wife. It was a one off. She still thought Peter did not know and that was the way it was going to remain.
However, when she heard Charles's domineering voice – he had not raised it but it was one of quiet authority – the speech she had prepared, the one where she told Charles she no longer wanted to see him, just seemed to evaporate.
"Jane my dear, are you there?"
"Err, yes, Charles I am here?"
"Good, good, and how are you?"
"I am fine. Look, I am a little busy..."
"Well I promise not to keep you for too long"
"Look I don't think I can speak to you or see you any more. I am married and..."
Charles ignored this and carried on.
"Jane, Randy and Jake are going to be over this Thursday, the film director and producer we spoke about last week, and they want to meet you for another audition..."
"Charles I can't, I am married and last Friday was just a one off. I can't see you again. I love my husband and I won't be unfaithful again. Please don't call me again..."
Charles was now finding this all a bit tiresome.
"Well, maybe you should have thought about your "darling husband" when you allowed me to spank and fuck your bottom. Were you thinking of him then when I inserted my dick in to your mouth after it had been in your bum?
Perhaps we should ask him what he thinks. I could always call him and show him the delightful video Smith shot..."
"N-no please, no." Jane realised that she was in a corner. When she was being fucked the other night she knew that Smith, Charles's brute of a butler, had been taping everything. The cock sucking and the anal fucking was all on film. At the time she could have refused and left. Why didn't she? The only answer was that she was a slut for black cock. Jane now had no choice but to whatever Charles ordered her to do.
"What do you want?"
"Good girl. Now as I was saying before I was rudely interrupted, Jake and Randy, are in town on Sunday and I would very muck like it if you could meet with them. As I said, you will be auditioning for the part of a frustrated married housewife. You are married to some nice rich white guy and seem to be happy living in the suburbs. That is until of course you get a taste of some black dick.
I think you will be a natural, don't you?"
"Please, I don't want to do this."
"Quiet, my dear, now how should you dress for the part? Well, since you are playing yourself, you should not have too much to worry about. However, I have a strict dress code and I will require you always to dress appropriately. You will at all times, in my presence, wear only the shortest of skirts or dresses. Never trousers. Skirts should be as short as possible but in any event no lower then 4 inches above the knee. No tights. You will wear stockings, hold ups or suspenders, I leave you to decide. And no knickers, other than g-string and at no time will you be allowed to wear a bra. I always want those big white married tits accessible.
Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes", Jane whispered. The thought of being made to dress like a slut for this man was already making her feel wet with desire.
"The audition will be on Thursday, 2pm at my apartment, dress appropriately and I think you could win this part. Do not bring your husband this time nor should you tell him about this, his presence will only be a distraction".



Charles then hung up and Jane burst into tears. She was upset that she was in effect being blackmailed into being a slut for this man and upset that the thought turned her on. She wanted to be faithful but at the same time she craved the feeling of big black dick. The way Charles and Smith had fucked her, she knew she could never get that feeling from Peter or any other white man. Resigned to her fate, she went over to her bed, stripped off and masturbated to the thought of being gang raped by a bunch of black thugs...
The next few days were fairly uneventful for the Redmans. Peter was working all hours at work, happy that if kept busy he would not be thinking of Jane. Jane spent most of the week unsuccessfully auditioning for other parts in the forlorn belief that if she got one, Charles would leave her alone.
Come Thursday, as usual Peter went to work, he did not know about the audition, Charles having decided to fuck her without her husband this time.
Early that afternoon, Jane dressed. She would of course obey Charles's instructions. She had bought for the occasion a tight light pink dress. It buttoned up at the front and flared out at the bottom. It was very short, coming to 5 inches above her knee and was a size 6, maybe one size too small. She also wore white stockings with matching suspender and g-string. To complete the outfit she wore a pearl necklace.
She at looked at herself in the mirror, she looked stunning and a slut at the same time. With the 4 inch strap on white high heels, her skirt was raised up even more so you could, every time she moved, see where her stockings ended and flesh began. Her 36DD tits were bursting out at the front, the dress buttons seemed like they could pop at any moment. She had instinctively bought the dress because of the way it showed off her fabulous breasts and, as it was light cotton, you could clearly see her erect nipples. The beautiful pearl necklace together with her angelic face added a classy look, but the tightness and shortness of her dress made her look like a slut. It was the perfect combination.
Covering herself up with a coat she took a cab to Charles's penthouse apartment in downtown Manhattan.
On her arrival, she was greeted by Smith, Charles's butler, who had fucked her in the limo when he was driving her back home. His ugly face smiled at her.
"Good afternoon, Mrs Redman. Please, allow me to take your coat".
She would rather have not shown her outfit to Smith but he left her no choice. Taking it off, she handed it to him. Smith eyed her up, "Very nice" was all he said. Jane went a light shade of pink.
As she was ushered to the room where Charles and guests were waiting, Smith nonchalantly placed his big hand on her bum, under her small dress and on her bare flesh, giving it s firm squeeze.
"Did you enjoy me fucking you that, night?"
"P-please, don't"
Smith stopped walking and spun Jane around so she was now facing him. He placed his big hands on her tits and roughly started to maul them through her delicate pink dress. Her nipples were already erect, just seeing this brute of a man had brought back memories of how he had cruelly fucked her the other night and it stirred the familiar feelings of arousal in her.
"You know you've never had dick as good as mine before. I bet you none of those rich old fuckers will ever fuck you today as good as I can. Afterwards, if you want some proper black loving let me know".
"N-no please stop"
Smith desperately wanted to continue. She looked fantastic in her slutty outfit, but he knew that he had to the bidding of his employer, for now at least. Maybe he would get a chance to have a go at her later in the day. He ceased mauling her breasts, and once more placed his hand on her bare arse and guided Jane on.
And with that they arrived at the designated door and Smith knocked before opening the door and allowed Jane to enter. Once she entered Smith remained outside and closed the door. She had been brought to Charles's lounge, and what a lounge it was. Beautifully furnished by old antiques, Charles was sitting in an old deep red chesterfield chair. In a two seat leather couch next to him, Jane recognised Randy and Jake from the TV. Randy and Jake were slightly smaller than Charles, at 6ft 3 but no less black and no less muscular, both worked out on a daily basis. They were handsome men in their late 50s. Both slightly greying, Jake had a grey goatie beard and Randy had a full black beard. He looked similar to Barry White. They were all dressed in dark suits, it looked as if they had just returned from a business meeting.
"Do come in Jane".
Jane nervously entered the room, conscience of her appearance. As she walked she could feel her skirt rise up, displaying to the eager black audience her stockings and suspenders. Her tits wobbled deliciously, nipples already erect, clearly poking out of her thin pink cotton dress.
Jane stopped a few feet in front of Charles.
"Good afternoon my dear, so glad you could make it. I don't believe you have met Randy or Jake"
Charles proceeded to introduce Jane to the film director and producer. She gently shook their hand.
Jane could feel the charged sexual atmosphere in the room. Here she was, a stunning young white wife aged only 21, dressed very provocatively alone in a room with 3 of the biggest black men she had ever seen. These men were powerful, uncompromising, brutish sexual predators who always got what they wanted. They were all in their mid-50s and were old enough to be her father. And here was poor young innocent Jane, alone with these black men, dressed in a way that would only provoke and arouse them and was now subject to their perverted sexual wishes. She knew she would have no choice but to obey and for Jane the feelings of arousal were only just beginning.
Randy and Charles were impressed. She was stunning. A blonde Natalie Portman was the correct description. She was beautiful and classy but also had a filthy way about her. Part of it was the way she dressed. She could not have looked any better. The dress barely covered her bottom, revealing her suspenders. If she was going to church, the dress could also have done with being a size bigger since it was immensely tight around her bust and small around the bottom, but for their purposes, it was just fine. And her breasts were the other thing that made Jane look dirtier then she might. Despite her angelic face and slim figure, her tits seemed totally out of place. But yet she was as stacked as any bitch could hope.
Charles began to explain the part she was "auditioning" for.
"Now my dear, as you know you are currently auditioning for the part of a frustrated housewife who becomes entangled in a world of black sex. In the film you are persuaded, one day, by the owner of a strip club to make an appearance on stage – you are frustrated with your marriage since your husband only seems interested in work and your sex life has taken a dive of late.
"Reluctant at first, you agree to strip for him, eager to find out whether you can go through with it and secretly harbouring a fantasy of stripping in public.
"When you do strip, you quickly discover the club is mainly populated by black men, it being located in one of the town's more seedy parts. This becomes quite a turn on for you, displaying your lovely white body for all those horny black men. Soon however the club owner wants more, private shows with some lap dancing and tit fondling. You initially balk at this but, when told by the owner that they will show your husband videos of you stripping, you have no choice.
The lap dances soon degenerate into something more extreme, you are forced to perform acts of filthy sex with numerous black men. Of course these can't all be shown on film but it will be clear that you have to give oral sex and are once or twice gang banged."
This was not so much a role for Jane but a fantasy. All the while Charles was explaining it, she looked down, careful not to look at any of the black men, tits heaving up and down, pussy becoming damper and damper.
Charles continued, "I think this role would be ideal for you Jane, don't you?"
Barely looking up, she whispered "Yes"
"And why is that, Jane?"
"Why is what?" She gently replied"
"Why is it ideal for you?"
"I don't know what you mean? I am an actress, I could play a variety of roles..."
"Yes I am sure you are an excellent actress but you showed on Friday night why you would be particularly good for this role. What happened on Friday, Jane. Come on look at us and tell us what happened"
This was humiliating for Jane. She was being forced to describe to these black men how she was fucked. She looked up at them, her face a light shade of pink
"P-please, I don't want to" she cried
"Now come on Jane, no need to be shy. You will be doing a lot more them just talking this afternoon, so be a good girl and tell us all what happened."
After pausing for a few seconds, she looked at Charles and replied, "You fucked me".
"Yes, I fucked you and where did I fuck you?"
"You fucked me in my mouth".
"And where else?"
Again she paused, utterly humiliated by the line of questioning but also getting that familiar feeling of arousal that she associated with being dominated by black men. The way he was mentally torturing her and dominating her in the process was impressive stuff.
"You, you fucked me in my bottom".
"And what did you do after I fucked your bottom?"
"I sucked your cock".
"And did you cum, Jane?"
"Y-yes".
"More than once?"
"Yes"
It was clear to everyone in the room that this line of questioning was having the desired effect on Jane. She was looking more and more flustered. Her eyes seemed to be glazed over and she was licking her full red lips.
"Did anyone else fuck you that night?" Charles enquired? He did not yet know for sure whether Smith had fucked her that night but he suspected as much. Smith was not an official member of The Ivory Club and as such had to ask permission from other members before he fucked one of their girls.
"I don't know what you mean?"
"Did Smith or your husband fuck you that night?"
Jane was now embarrassed at she recalled how Smith had fucked her. He had been even more dominating than Charles. His dick was bigger and he had, hard as it was to believe, fucked her even more mercilessly.
"Yes, yes Smith did fuck me"
Charles now looked at the corner of the room and spoke into what Jane correctly assumed was a hidden camera. "Smith, you know the rules. I will deal with you later".
Charles was again recording what was happening, Jane thought. She was sure she was going to be fucked by all three men and Charles wanted a recording for his collection.
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes", she whispered, acutely embarrassed that she had fucked this man without Charles's permission. Forget that she had fucked him without her husband's permission, she was more embarrassed that she had done it without Charles knowing.
"And did he fuck you in your pussy?"
"Yes"
"You are a bad girl Jane. You are not permitted to fuck another man without my express permission, do I make myself clear?"
Jane nodded.
"You will need to be punished and during the course of today's proceedings your bottom will be thoroughly spanked."
Jane merely nodded, quietly accepting her fate and inside quite turned on by the fact that her bottom was to be punished. Naughty wives needed to be punished and she was a naughty wife.
Charles continued: "Now turning to today's proceeding, Jake, Randy, what do you think of her?"
Jake and Randy nodded in approval.
"Very nice", Jake, the film director uttered.
"Yes, she will certainly be able to play the part of white slut wife."
Jake and Randy were eyeing her up, admiring her body. Their dicks were already getting They were eager to sample her delicious charms so Randy took over from Charles and started to ask Jane some more uncomfortable questions.
"Now tell, me do you prefer fucking black men to your husband? After all, all of the white slut wives in our forthcoming film learn to love black cock".
Jane said nothing, looking to Charles for some sort of get out. Of course there was none.
"I-I don't know. It was different..."
"Yes, different how? Different good or different bad? Come on now girl, speak up, we have not got all day. If you are going to be all shy that is no good for our film..."
Seeing that a potential film role was on the line, Jane straightened up and spoke up. "Yes, I prefer black cock".
"Good, good." Randy replied. "Now, I understand Charles has had a chance to look and sample the goods. I think it is only fair that you allow us the same privilege. Please turn around so we can see your bottom".
Jane immediately complied and turned around to the black gentlemen could see her arse, it was barely covered by her small pink dress. With her high heels it was beautifully raised and the tops of her stockings and suspenders were clearly on display.
Jane then did something which no one expected, she raised her skirt so that the men could see all if her young bottom. It was lovingly framed by white suspenders which were connected to a pretty frilly white garter belt. She had worn a white g-string which fitted perfectly between her buttocks, revealing each delicious cheek.
The black men were impressed, firstly with her almost perfect bottom and secondly she was volunteering to display her body to them. She was a true slut.
"Please lower your skirt and turn around", Jake said, after spending several moments admiring her rear.
"Now, I think we will also get a good look at your tits. Unbutton the top of your dress and pull them out. I see that you have dressed as Charles instructed for the occasion, which is good."
Jane's hands went to the top of her dress and started to unbutton it, there was a sequence of buttons at the top of the dress which stopped half way down and they popped open as she undid them, her tits were straining to be released. Once she had unbuttoned the last button, without instruction she opened the folds of her dress, revealing her enormous bra less tits to her captive audience. Indeed she scooped them out so her eager audience could get a proper look.
Jake, Randy and Charles all set back in awe. They were lovely. They had seen many a pair of fine white tits in their time but these were up there with the very best. They were massive and seemed to defy gravity since they were so fully raised and pert.

Randy interrupted the silence. "Now, walk up and down the room"
Jane complied. She was used to obeying black men by now and had realised the futility of even thinking of disobeying them. With a little difficulty, she was after all wearing 4 inch high heels, she began to walk up and down the room. The fact that she was wearing such high heels and was not wearing a bra inevitably made her tits shake up and down as she walked, delighting the watching gentlemen. Her arse was also on display as her little flared pink skirt rose with each step,
"Damm she had a fine body" Randy said turning to Jake. She would make a mighty fine stripper for our film. I think we should also cast her in the rape scene, you know the one when a gang of drug dealers gang rape one of the wives. Her innocent look would be ideal".
The men were now ready to progress things. Although both Jake and Randy had children older than Jane, their unscrupulous morals meant that they would stop at nothing to get inside the body of the young innocent Jane.
"Stop walking, turn around and take off your g-string without bending your legs. You can leave it on the floor" Jake said.
Again Jane obeyed. She stopped any a few feet in front of them and turned around. As she bent they all got a good look at her arse and pussy, her tits hung down, heavy with nipples fully erect. She stepped out of her g-string and remained standing with her arse facing the black men. Her skirt and fallen back over her bum, but after a few seconds, knowing that it was her duty to please these gentleman, she raised it so they could all see her naked arse once again.
She stood like that for a minute or so before Jake gave her another order:
"Turn around but keep your skirt raised. Now, I want you to come over to each of us and introduce us to your married white pussy. Do I make myself clear?"
Jane nodded, no order was too unusual for her. Keeping her dress raised she slowly walked over to Jake who was sitting to the left of Randy. Standing only a foot away she just stood there, skirt raised and her young pussy now only inches away from Jake's face.
"Aren't you going to introduce me to your pussy, Jane?" Jake enquired.
Jane looked down in utter embarrassment. She was once again being mentally dominated by these black men. They had not laid a finger on her yet but she was utterly consumed by their domineering presence. She seemed to be in a dream like trance, obeying their every word and yet she knew this would lead to the inevitable fucking and once more being unfaithful to her darling husband. But like last time, her pussy was telling her to obey without question.
"P-please meet my married white pussy."
"I would be delighted to, Jane". And with that he leaned forward and placed his finger on her pussy. It was already soaking wet. Jane started to groan.
"Jane, place your leg on the arm of the chair so I can get a good look at your pussy"
Jane delicately lifted her right leg on to the chair, conscience that she did not lose her balance. Her pussy was now completely open and Jake shoved a couple of fingers in. She screamed, surprised by this unexpected intrusion to her most private parts. As Jake finger fucked her, Jane was now groaning loudly, her big tits were gently rising up and down, her mouth was open and her tongue was licking her lips. Just as she was about to cum, Jake withdrew his fingers. He did not want this bitch to take pleasure just yet.
"Move on to Randy now, you horny bitch".
She obeyed.
"Please meet my married white pussy, Randy".
Randy said nothing and smiled.
"Fuck yourself with your fingers, bitch"
"Oh I can't, it is too naughty."
"Do it bitch. Shove as many of your fingers in your young pussy as you can, and bring yourself off. And whilst you're doing it, tell us all what a naughty married slut you are".
"Oh p-please, no..."
But while Jane feigned reluctance, she had already shoved three of her small fingers up her young cunt and was bringing herself off. She had slightly spread her legs, thrust her pussy out to the watching men and was loudly panting as she masturbated furiously.
Jake and Randy were impressed by how much of a slut Jane was. Most women did not behave so wantonly so quickly, this one was a real natural. A real whore.
"Tell us what a whore you are, Jane".
"Oh yes" panted, "I am whore. A whore for black cock. Oh yes, I love big black cock".
She had now all five fingers up her dripping cunt. Her other hand was now playing with her tits, squeezing them.
"And where do you like black cock, Jane?"
"Oh, in my married white pussy and oooh, in my married white arse, ahhhhh...."
She was now oblivious to everything other than the sensation of her hand in her pussy and the questions coming from the black men. It felt so good to publicly display herself and masturbate in front of these older powerful men. Up until last week it was something she could never imagine herself doing, but now it seemed to so natural.
"Will you allow us to fuck you? Will you allow you us to fuck you all at the same time?"
The thought of being gangbanged was too much for her she came. She moaned loudly and shuddered, she felt for a moment like her legs would give way but she recovered and remained standing.



After a few moments she withdrew her hand from soaking her pussy and looked up rather embarrassingly.
Her watching audience were now all sporting massive hard-ons which they did nothing to try and conceal. They were poking out of their smart tailor made suits, straining to be released and straining to be pleasured by the beautiful slut standing in front of them.
They gave her a few moments to recover.
"Now", continued Randy. "I want you to introduce us all to your lovely married white arse. I want you come to each of us, lift up your skirt bend forward so we call inspect that delicious bottom of yours."
This time Jane did not hesitate. She was there to serve, to be a black cock slut for these gentlemen. She confidently walked over to Randy and turned around and raised her skirt. She then spread her legs and thrust her bottom forward so her anus was on display.
"Please meet my married white arse, Sir."
Randy leaned forward to get a closer look. Charles had not lied, it was possibly the finest piece of ass he had ever seen. He started to stroke it, marvelling at it smoothness and how flawless her skin was. He then gently started to caress her anus. Jane again started to moan. Then, without any warning, he spanked her very hard and very quickly on each cheek.
"You are a naughty bitch" He said all the time spanking her. "You will be punished and fucked later but for now, please continue".
Jane shuddered at his uncompromising attitude.
She walked over to Jake and repeated the process.
"P-please meet my married white arse, Sir".
Jake also too great delight in caressing and spanking her young bottom.
"Are you thinking of your husband when you are submitting to us, bitch?" Jake enquired, enjoying humiliating her.
"Oh, n-no"
"What do you think he would make of all of this, I wonder? You showing yourself off like these in font of all these strange black men? Men that are old enough to be your daddy. I bet he would not be impressed that he has married such a slut?" Jake was spanking her all the while, her bottom now turning a deep shade of red. "I bet he would be disappointed at what a slut for black cock you have become?"
Jane said nothing, she just groaned, thrusting her bottom out making sure it was available to be spanked by her black Master. She was, inexplicably, getting that warm feeling again, a feeling which only ever seemed to come when she was being dominated by big black men. It was a feeling she had never experienced with her husband.
Jake could sense that she got off from this humiliating treatment and as such pushed home his advantage.
"I want you to tell us all that you are a naughty wife and that you deserve to be punished".
"I am a naughty wife and I deserve to have my bottom spanked". Jane replied, without hesitation, believing every word she had just spoken. "Spank my bottom. Ooh, spank it harder..."
"Tell us that you are a black man's slut and that you will always submit to our wishes".
"I am a slut for black cock and I will always submit to your wishes. Ohh..."
Jane was getting close, the spanking was bringing her close to the edge. Just as she was about to cum, Jake suddenly stopped. He decided that before she came for the second time, he wanted a bit of loving also.
"Turn around, bitch".
Reluctantly, Jane stood up and turned around. Her skirt fell back down but it barely covering her inflamed buttocks, her tits still on display, heaving with arousal and her nipples pointing out to their maximum.
"I want you to pleasure me, any which way you see fit", Jake said.
"What do you mean?" Jane was unsure what to do? She had never, since she had become a black cock slut, been given any choice in what she was meant to do.
"I want you to decide how to pleasure me. I want to use that married white body of yours but I am giving you the honour of first deciding what to do. You can choose any method you please but you are not to use your hands. Do you understand?"
Lowering her head in shy submissiveness, she nodded her head. Giving it a few moments thought she looked up at him and said, "I will use my mouth, sir".
She then, without any further instruction, walked over, tits bobbling, and kneeled between Jake's spread legs. She then unzipped him and fished out his monstrous black cock.
It was of similar length and girth to Charles's dick. And just as black and ugly. Jane was fast coming to the realisation that all black men had big ugly cocks. And it was her duty to serve them. Instinctively she placed the large cock between the valley of her large tits and rubbed her tits up against his cock.
This was unexpected and Randy groaned in appreciation. She was a fast learner and realised the pleasure a black man got by being tit fucked. It was a bit of nice foreplay before receiving a blow job. The contrast of her beautiful pure milky white tits and his ugly black cock was striking. For a few minutes she tit fucked Jake , the only noise was his groaning, which got loader and louder.
She then ceased the tit fucking and started to place delicate little kisses all over the black dick whilst rubbing it with both of her tiny hands. She was unable to hold it completely, it was so big.
Jake had had enough of this foreplay and wanted to fuck her mouth. "Suck it, bitch. And suck it good".
Jane obeyed and opened her mouth and took the head in. She was now getting wet herself. Blowing black men turned her on. She could not help it.
She soon established a rhythm, able to take six inches in, she bobbed her head up and down. One hand caressed his big balls whilst the other rubbed the remaining six inches of his dick.
"God, this bitch sucks cock good." Jake said, turning to Charles. "Oh yeah, that's it, look up at me and take in more of my big cock, you fucking whore".
Jane obeyed and her innocent blue eyes looked up into Jake's face, which had now taken on more of a menacing manner. Jake, now grabbed on to Jane's head and shoved more of his big dick down her throat so in the end she had taken in all 12 inches. Jane started to choke and her eyes began to water at this violent action. For a few seconds she thought that she may pass out with so much cock down her throat. However, with impressive determination, she started to adjust to the size and began to fuck Jake with her small mouth. She placed her hands on each of Jake's legs and started to bob her head up and down. Soon she had a nice rhythm established and was able to take down all of Jake's impressive cock without too much difficulty.
Her big tits started to shake up and down as she blew Jake, and noticing this, Jake removed his hands from Jane's head and started to maul her tits. They were so big that he could not grab all of the tit flesh on offer, but he mauled them roughly nevertheless. She groaned at this and the fact that she was obviously able to pleasure her black Master with her delicate mouth. To think that just a few days ago her mouth was a virgin to any cock and now she was becoming an expert at blowing black cock. She swore that her mouth and arse would only ever serve black cock.
All the time Jane was blowing Jake, Randy was watching, getting turned on by the events taking place only a couple of feet away. He too wanted to sample Jane's charms and could not wait for the bitch to finish blowing his friend. He got up and walked over to stand behind Jane. She was still on her knees blowing Jake and a lot of her lovely arse could be seen sticking out clearly from under her delicate pink dress. It was still a dark shade of red from her recent spanking and all lovingly set off by her innocent white suspenders.
Randy knelt behind Jane and flipped up her tiny skirt on to the small of her back.
"Spread your legs more and thrust out your arse. You are going to get fucked in your white pussy. Don't stop sucking Jake. That's it, you are going to be double fucked, you naughty bitch. It is what you want." Jane groaned at this. The thought of being double fucked by these huge black men was driving her to the brink of a huge orgasm. All the while she furiously sucked Jake who was now sitting back in his chair, panting out load. He was getting close.
Randy unzipped his impressive 12 inch member and placed it at the entrance of her young pussy.
"Jane, look back at me and ask me to fuck your married white pussy".
To the obvious annoyance of Jake, Jane stopped sucking his cock and looked back at Randy, who was towering over her petit frame. Her beautiful face looked up at this brute of a black man whose big black bearded face was smiling cruelly down on her, and in her sweet voice said:
"Please Sir, please fuck my married white pussy with your big black cock".
Randy smiled at her and pushed the enormous head at her tiny pussy. At first it would not yield but after much effort, he was able to get the head of his cock in.
"Oh God, it is too big. Oh please it hurts, ohhhhh stop..." Jane pleaded, still looking at Randy. Her pussy was being ripped apart by his enormous cock and she felt that her delicate body would not be able withstand the pounding she was sure would follow.

Randy just smiled at her and, showing her no mercy, pushed another 6 inches up her married tight white cunt.
"Take it you bitch, it is what you need, big black cock in that pussy of yours. You are such a married white slut. ".
"Ohhhhhh god, too big. P-please take it out. It hurts".
"Shut up and start sucking", Jake said, keen for her to again resume her ministrations on his dick, despite the obvious pain she was in. Grabbing her head he put his cock in her mouth and started to move her head up and down. "That's it bitch, suck on my cock like the slut you are. It is what you want. That's it, take it all..."
It was true, she was a slut for black cock and, although she was in some pain with the big black cock up her tight pussy, she was born to serve black men and as such she again started to, of her own accord, blow Jake. Her pussy would just have to accommodate Randy.
And so it did. Randy started to move his cock in and out of her cunt, allowing it to get used to his considerable girth. Soon, her dripping pussy had lubricated the cock enough for Randy to get another 3 inches it, making it 9 in total. He started to fuck her and fuck her well. Her big tits started to sway with the brutal onslaught on her tender body.
"God her fucking pussy is tight. It is ripping my skin off. That's it, bitch, take this big black cock up your married pussy. How does it feel to have another man's cock up your cunt. How do you think your husband would feel?"
And with that, Jane came. Her groans were muffled as she still had Jake's cock in her mouth. Being brutally fucked at the same time by two black men was too much for her. And when Randy mentioned her husband, the thought of being unfaithful, again, make her cum.
The scene now in Charles's sitting room was quite striking and would have shocked any of the other white rich middle age residents of this exclusive apartment block: on the floor on all fours was the young Jane serving two massive old black men, men who were old enough to be her father, who were, nevertheless, giving her a pounding that any young jock would have been proud of. They were all still dress, Randy, still in his black pinstripe business suit, his massive frame towering over Jane's petit frame with his massive 12 inch cock stuffed up her tight pussy; Jane, still in her white stockings and suspenders, delicate pink dress but with her large tits hanging out and rocking back and forth with each of Randy's powerful thrusts, was in turn sucking on Jake's 12 inch cock, bobbing her head up and down, desperate to please the man; he too was dressed in a conservative black suit, leaning back, eyes closes on the bring of an orgasm.
She was happily sucking all of Jake's 12 inch cock, one of her hands was now gently caressing his balls, which were the size of large plums, and the other was playing with her clit all the while she thrust back on to Jake's cock.
She was serving 24 inches of black cock and loved it.
Charles meanwhile was just observing events, happy to allow his friends to sample the delicious charms of the beautiful Jane.
The fucking continued apace. Both Randy and Jake were getting ever closer to their ultimate release. Jane, who was gladly blowing Jake, seemed to be cumming constantly. The combination of serving 24 inches of black cock and the rough treatment meted out – Jake, as he got closer to his climax, had grabbed Jane's head and was roughly guiding it up and down his cock and Randy was cruelly spanking Jane's buttocks whilst he vigorously fucked her pussy – had brought her to a constant state of orgasm.
"God this bitch's pussy is good. You have got to sample this" Randy said to both Jake and Charles as he both fucked and spanked her.
"Abso-fucking-lutely" Jake replied. "Oh God, I am close, that's it bitch, take all of my big black cock down your fucking throat."
The two men now started to fuck her even more fiercely, taking no consideration of her feelings or the pain she may be in as she serviced both their dicks. She was merely a receptacle for their pleasure, a whore whose sole duty was to serve her black Masters. Her feelings were no longer material. Her main priority was to pleasure them. However like with most whores in The Ivory Club, they all loved the cruel treatment inflicted on them and Jane was no different.
"That's it bitch, I am going to come in your tight white pussy. Push back on my dick. That's it my girl. Ohhhh fucking hell yes..."
"Fuck yes I am coming too. Swallow every drop of my cum you naughty bitch..." Jake responded, he could no longer hold out with the prospect that his friend was about to cum in this naughty wife.
And with that, they both came, their vigorous sexual appetite finally sated by the beautiful diminutive Jane. They both threw their heads back and simultaneously released their copious spunk, one up her young pussy and the other down her mouth. Jane made sure she swallowed every drop and clenched her pussy around the massive dick inside her, determined to pleasure these men to the full. And of courser she came, it was her most intense orgasm of her life and bigger than anything she had experienced before with Charles or Smith. Just thinking about the fact that she had serviced two giant black cocks at once was good enough. She had never realised that fucking, and in particular being gangbanged, could be so fulfilling.
Charles meanwhile had masturbated himself to completion just watching the erotic tableau taking place in front of him. It was a marvellous display, watching Jane service two giant cocks at once, she had handled it so well. The beauty of watching big black men service beautiful, sweet, innocent white wives was, for Charles, one of the great pleasures in life. Jane was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen be gangbanged and he was delighted she took to it so well.
As Charles cleaned himself up with his handkerchief, he discreetly popped a pill of Viagra. Jane's ordeal was not over, far from it. She had previously serviced one black dick, she had just managed two black dicks, three black dicks was the obvious next step. One big black dick for every one of her married white holes. In time, with the use of her hands, she would manage five, but for today's purposes, three was sufficient.
He got up and went over to the two seat couch that Jake had just vacated. He had gone over to the drinks cabinet to refresh himself after his exertions and he too needed some Viagra. Randy swiftly followed Jake.
Jane remained on all fours, her big tits hanging out of her delicate pink dress, her arse still on display as her little dress remained flipped over her back, it was a deep shade of red after being violently spanked and fucked from behind. Her mouth was open, she was licking off the remaining drops of Jake's spunk, determined to savour every last drop of his precious fluid. She was exhausted from the double fucking and had thought that would be it for today. But as Charles took Jake's place on the couch and his monstrous cock came into view, just a few inches away from her wide open mouth, she knew that she was about to be called upon on to service more black cock. She groaned at the prospect.
Charles was rubbing his cock back to its monstrous length. As he sat down he looked at Jane and just smiled. No words were needed. She knew what to do. She moved her head forward, opened her mouth and allowed the enormous plum size head of his cock to enter her mouth. Charles stopped rubbing his cock and instead allowed Jane to suck his cock.
Jane, as she had been taught, looked up at Charles. Her beautiful innocent blue eyes met his cruel blue eyes. Charles was just smiling, deriving obvious pleasure from her sweet actions. Delighted that no words were needed, she just naturally knew her role was to please black men, to give them pleasure any which way they wanted. She was a born slut.
Jane, in turn, knew she always wanted to impress these domineering, uncompromising black men, sucking Charles's cock would have been an anathema to her just a few days ago, but now it seemed like the most perfectly natural thing in the world to do.
Whilst Charles loved the way Jane was able to suck all of his 12 inch cock, he wanted something different today. Grabbing her hair roughly he removed her mouth from his throbbing cock.
"I don't want your mouth today, instead I want to try the one hole that I have never been in before. You know which one it is. Pleasure me with it, bitch"
Jane knew that it was her pussy. Her pussy was the one place that Charles had never been in. He had had, the other night, her arse and mouth. She had wanted him to have her pussy but understandably he was content just fucking her mouth and bottom. However, today she would be delighted to allow him to fuck her tight married cunt. A cunt that was meant to be the preserve of her white husband but which in reality had become the property of black dick.
She stood up, her large breasts and nipples thrusting out proudly from her pink dress. Her face a look of wanton submission. She knew what she had to do since Charles just remained seated on his couch, legs spread wide, massive dick erect, waiting for her to please him. And that's exactly what she did. She straddled his large legs and placed her small white pussy over his large ugly black cock. Gently, ever so gently, she lowered herself on him, Charles being content for her to do all the work at this stage. At first she would only allow the tip of his mighty cock to enter her. The feeling of being split open was again all consuming.
"Oh my God, your cock is sooo big. I don't think I can take it all". Jane muttered as another black cock threatened to split her tender pussy.
"Of course you can, you were born to serve black cock. Lower yourself down and take a few more inches in. That's it, you are such a naughty slut wife"
Jane had again happily obeyed Charles. She also loved being told how naughty she was, being told what a whore she was and that she was married and committing the ultimate act of sin; allowing another man to fuck her and a black man at that. Lowering herself down, she took another 6 inches in.
"Oh it is wonderful. I do so love your black cock in me. It feels so big, so powerful..."
And with that Jane, placed her hands on Charles's chest and started to move herself up and down his black pole, just taking 6 inches in for now, loving how his cock stretched her pussy. Charles was amused by her reluctance to take all of his cock, clearly serving Smith and Randy had not yet stretched her pussy sufficiently for her to feel confident to take in all of his weapon.
Jane in turn looked down at Charles and felt something special for this man, something she did not feel for any of the other black men that had fucked her. She wanted to please him and his dick more than those other black brutes. She quickly concluded that this must be because it was Charles who had first introduced her to black cock; it was Charles who had first dominated her, spanked her, taught her that she was a slut wife. a slut for black cock and it was his cock that was the first to give her any true pleasure. Therefore he was the man she most wanted to please.



With this in mind she endeavoured to take more of his black cock in. However, before she could do anything about this, Charles had decide to take things into hand and had decided that all of this delicate half way house fucking may be suitable for white boys, but for black men, it was they who called the shots. It was they who decided how much cock a bitch could handle and it was they who would dictate the pace of any fucking. So, without any warning, he slammed all of his 12 inch boner up her small delicate white married pussy.
"Take all of my cock, you fucking bitch". Charles shouted, as he proceeded to slam her with his mighty dick. "You married white sluts need to be taught how to handle big black cock. We do not make love to you, we fuck you and you need to be fucked properly. That's it bitch, take it all..."
"Ahhhhh, it is so big. Oh my God, your cock feels so big in my small pussy. Ohhh please. Don't. Take it out, it is going to split me..."
Jane had been taken aback by Charles's sudden assault, she felt a little weak at having another giant cock fuck her. And Charles was fucking her and fucking her hard. He was sliding all 12 inches in and out of her now soaking wet pussy. And naturally, while he fucked her, he was also vigorously spanking her small bottom with both hands on both of her lovely cheeks, making them red and sore as any white bitches bottom should be as they served their black Master.
"That's it, take my cock in your pussy. You know you love it. Tell me how much you love to have a big black dick serve your married pussy."
"Oh God yes, it is wonderful. Fuck my married pussy with your big black cock. It is so much bigger than my husband's. I love fucking it. I love serving it. Oh don't stop, it's soooo big..."
Jane had now removed her hands from Charles's chest and had sat up and, of her on accord, was riding the cock herself, rapidly moving herself up and down on it, causing her big tits to jump and down. She was screaming with pleasure, deriving great delight from the cruel fucking and spanking she was being forced to endure.
Charles, noting her change in attitude and, more importantly, the way her big lovely breasts were giggling every time she moved on his pole, stopped spanking her and instead roughly mauled her tits, marvelling at their size and their firmness.
Whilst Jane was being forced to serve Charles, both Randy and Jake had been happily observing proceedings, taking a few moments out to recover, pop a pill of Viagra and to prepare themselves for round 2 with the lovely wife placed at their disposal. They had enjoyed seeing Jane's delightful little derriere rise and fall on a big black cock. Its beauty and redness were in marked contrast to the big ugly black dick that was brutally fucking her. Now that they were sufficiently recovered, they walked over to Jane, black dicks fully erect at 12 inches and sticking menacingly out of their conservative suits.
Randy, who had previously enjoyed Jane's pussy, waked behind the couch and stood directly in front of Jane who was still panting in delight.
"Suck my big black dick, bitch." Randy ordered.
Jane, who was a little surprised at Randy's appearance, but delighted that she was again being allowed to serve two big black cocks, placed her hands on Charles's chest and, leaning forward, opened her lovely mouth to the full and accepted Randy's giant dick. Randy in turn grabbed her head and started to mercilessly fuck her mouth, once again he had no regard for her feelings, he just wanted to enjoy the delicious sensation of Jane's beautiful mouth sucking his dick.
In no time at all he had managed to get all 12 inches down her tight throat and his big balls were banging up against her chin. She was also gently squeezing his balls with one of her tiny hands. She noticed the way her diamond engagement ring sparkled against his ugly black balls and hairy sack. For a brief moment she thought about the man she had married. The man she loved. But she also realised that she loved being fucked by big black cock...
Whilst Jane happily went about serving Charles in her pussy and Randy in her mouth, it did occur to her that one of her black Masters was missing out. One cock was not being served. She assumed that Jake was merely waiting for one of his friends to take their pleasure and he would assume their place. She was wrong.
Jake had been standing behind Jane lubricating his dick with some cream Charles and thoughtfully left out. As he watched her spanked arse rise up and down he looked at her anal opening which was now on full display, the bitch needed an anal fucking to complete things off. She needed to be gangbanged properly, to know what it was like to serve three black men at once.
Having fully greased up his dick, Jake moved over to Jane and, kneeling behind her, placed his dick at the entrance to her arse.
Feeling Jake's big dick at her anal opening, Jane went in to panic mode. What were they doing? Surely they could not expect her to have a cock in her pussy and in her arse at the same time? Not only was it unnatural, it would tear her into two. Frantically she removed Randy's dick from her mouth.
"No, p-please not there." Jane said, turning back to look at Jake, panic clearly in her voice. Her beautiful sweet eyes pleading for mercy that she deep down knew would not be forthcoming. "You can't fuck me in my arse as well as my pussy, it will be too much. There will be too much black dick. I won't be able to take it all..."
Jake just smiled at her. Taking one of his big hands, he brought it down viciously on one of her tender white cheeks.
"You know now not to dispute one of your black Masters, bitch. You are here to serve us". And to emphasise the point he laid a few firm spanks on each of her buttock cheeks.
"Ohhhh, please no. Stop...." was all Jane could muster.
"Don't worry, you will learn to love being double reamed by big black dick. All bitches like it, you will be no different. I will even go slowly, at first at least.
"However, before I do fuck your arse, I want you to ask me nicely, Jane. I want you to ask me to fuck your married white arse". To emphasise his position of utter dominance over her, he continued to harshly spank her tender bottom.
Jane, realising that she was fighting a lost cause, was once again being asked to debase herself, to plead to be gangbanged, to be plead to be anally fucked. She knew it was all part of the act, all part of their sexual prowess over her.
"P-please will you fuck my married white arse with your big black cock, Sir".
"Of course I will, Jane. Now, I want you to reach back and place my dick at your anus. That's it. You are such a natural. Such a good little married whore. Now, I am going to push, gently at first, it will probably hurt but you will have to learn to take it. Here we go..."
And with that, the giant plum of his dick breached through her tight anal opening. His dick was a good three inches wide and as such caused her arse to fully open up for him. And of course it caused Jane to scream out loud.
"Ahhhhhhhhh fuck no. Please take it out. Please take your big dick out of my arse. It is too big. Not with a big dick in my small pussy. Ohhhhhhhhh, God, no, way to big. Please, I beg of you, I can't cope. You are tearing me apart with so much black dick..."
Jake was not listening and instead, with brutal determination and a considerable amount of force, managed to get half of his monstrous dick up her tight ass.
"Oh God bitch, take that big cock up your married arse. It is so fucking tight. Fuck I swear your arse is going to rip my skin off it's so tight. Oh God that's fucking good.
"I wish your husband could you see you now, with one dick up your tight ass and another in your pussy. Tell us all what a slut you are. Tell us, bitch"
"Oh I am a slut but this is too much. Way too much..."
Jane collapsed forward on to Charles, she was feeling faint. She felt she would pass out with so much black dick in her. She no longer had the energy to scream or to protest. She had never been so full in all her life. Jake meanwhile pushed more of his dick in, and, with a little more force, managed to get all 12 inches in.
With 24 inches of black meat in her petit delicate frame, both Charles and Jake decided to give Jane a few moments to get used to the feeling. They realised that if they went too quickly, Jane was in danger of passing out.
"Good. Good, bitch. Tell us how that feels". Jake asked after a minute or so, as the full length of his dick remained in her tight arse.
"Oh it feels too much. It is tearing me apart. So full. Too much black dick..." Jane muttered, almost incomprehensively she was now so delirious with the violence of the fucking she was being forced to submit to.
"You will get used to it". Jake replied, showing her zero sympathy.
Jake and Charles started to slowly move their dicks in and out of Jane's fragile body. They could almost feel their dicks rubbing together since they were only separated by a thin membrane. For a few minutes they gently fucked her, only using 6 inches of their dicks.
And true enough, Jane began to get used to the double reaming. "Oh, oh, oh, oh..." was all she could say as the feeling of pain was replaced by the now familiar feeling of being a satisfied black cock whore.
Noticing the change, Jake and Charles picked up their pace and started to use more and more of their considerable dicks to fuck their lovely victim. Charles also started to maul her big tits and Jake resumed spanking her naughty bottom.
"Oh god, yes, that it so good" Jane was now in the full throws of passion and delight. She was being double fucked and she loved it. "Fuck me with your big black cocks. Fuck me. Spank my naughty bottom, that's it, spank me hard. I am such a naughty slut. I am a naughty married white slut who loves black dick. Oh fuck yes..."
Although Jane was now talking a good game, this was not necessarily to the satisfaction of everyone, in particular Randy, who had been patiently waiting for her to get used to being double fucked before he could finally impose some three way fucking on her beautiful body.
As such, he guided the back of her head towards the direction of his fully erect black monster.
"You have forgotten that you have one more hole. Open that mouth and suck on my dick, bitch".
Jane obeyed.
She was now satisfying three big black dicks. The feeling was truly incredible and she seemed to be in a constant sate of orgasmic bliss. Being the victim of a rough gangbang surpassed anything she had previously experienced. Jake and Charles were now fucking her, with all their force and with the full lengths of their 12 inch dicks. Her bottom, in addition to being fucked, was being cruelly spanked and her big tits, which were on display out of her flimsy little dress, were also receiving a rough going over. Her nipples were being pinched and her tits were red from being harshly mauled. Randy meanwhile was quite happy to guide her head up and down the full length of his cock, she played with her balls and looked up at him, like the dutiful slut she was.
Soon all three men were getting close. They were grunting out and shouting out obscenities as they got closer and closer to her climax.
"God I am fucking close. This bitch knows how to suck a man dry."
"Her fucking pussy is like a vice. It is almost like a virgin's. Her husband has obviously never been able to fuck her properly."
"This is the best piece of ass I have ever had. Oh God, it is too much, I am going to cum in this bitch's married arse..."
And with that all three men simultaneously came and emptied their copious spunk into the sweet fragile Jane who also came for the umpteenth time that day. In unison they roared out in pleasure, all of the men quietly impressed with the way such a small petit body could contain and satisfy so many big black cocks all at once.
Jane felt a huge amount of spunk enter her arse, pussy and mouth at the same time. She greedily swallowed down Randy's dose and was secretly proud that she was again able to serve all her black Masters, and this time all at once.
When they had finished, they remained inside her for a minute or, still savouring her tight young body, then they removed their dicks, sated for now.
Jane staggered up and tried to make and immediately tried to make herself look half decent. She started to button up her dress and cover up her abused tits. She assumed that surely now, for today at least, she was finished serving black dick and could go home.
She was wrong.
The three men had enjoyed abusing their young victim so much they did not want things to end, just yet. As they watched their young slut hide her breasts away and try and cover her arse with her tiny dress, they just smiled at one another.
It was Charles who decided to break the news to Jane.
"My dear, that was lovely, you have truly become, in such a small space of time, a wonderful slut."
"Err, thank you"
"However, my friends and I do desire your company for a little while longer, I am afraid. This way please"
And with that, the stunned Jane was led by Charles and his friends out of the lounge and into the corridor. Jane was not sure whether she could cope with any more fucking. She was exhausted with all the black dick she had been made to serve, not to mention being in an almost constant state of orgasmic bliss. But she knew she was there to question her orders. She was there to obey.
She was ushered into what appeared to be Charles's bedroom. Like the rest of the apartment it was fabulously furnished and in the centre was a huge king size double bed, with a black iron bed frame.
"Strip, but leave your shoes and underwear on." Charles ordered.
Once she had removed her dress, she was ordered to lie on the bed. Randy then proceeded to tie her hands to the iron bed railings with a pair of handcuffs provided by Charles. Once restrained, she was completely at their mercy.
She looked around in utter fear, her big tits rising up and down as she watched the three men strip off,. Despite them all being old men, they still had impressive black muscular physiques. They all popped some Viagra to ensure that their dicks remained hard, although they probably did not need to such was the beauty that was on offer to them on the bed. Charles then picked up a video camera from the dresser, Jane noted that there were probably no hidden cameras in the sanctuary of Charles's bedroom but he still wanted a film of her being fucked.
Jake, the only one who was yet to sample her pussy, climbed on to the bed and, without any ceremony, spread her stocking clad legs and shoved his giant cock up her pussy. No words were spoken and none were needed. Jane knew she was there to serve these men and to be fucked. After initially screaming out at the violence of the assault, she merely spread her legs as wide as possible and allowed this brute of a man to sate his lust in her wet cunt. The fucking went on for a good 10-15 minutes and once Jake had taken his pleasure the process was repeated by each man. They all took turns fucking her tight white pussy all the while one of the men recorded the events for their posterity. It was the basest form of fucking. No words spoken, no attempt at foreplay, just brutal, uncompromising fucking by three big black dicks. Jane merely spread her legs as wide as possible and allowed each much to satisfy their lust in her body, not that she was unable to cum herself, many times.
When they had finished she was ordered to get on all fours and they started to double fuck her. At first, it was Randy who fucked her pussy and Charles who took her mouth whilst Jake had the video.
It was a beautiful sight, Jane was just dressed in her white shoes, stockings and suspenders and had a massive black men behind her fucking her, his black muscular frame towering over her petit frame, leaning forward to grab on to her large swaying tits whilst she happily blew off another black dick.
After a while they decided to swap things around. As Jake came forward to put his dick in Jane's mouth, Charles came around to her rear to fuck her from behind. As he did, an idea occurred to him. Although he had decided it was too much trouble to invite Jane's husband, Peter, there was still a way for him to be involved in the proceedings.
Charles took the cordless phone from one of the bedside cabinets and started to ring Peter up at the office as he placed his massive dick at the entrance of her anus. Jane, at first, resisted but after a few spanks she relented and three inches of Charles's cock entered her sweet little arse.
"Hello, is that Peter?" Charles enquired
Jane screamed out at hearing the name of her husband. Fortunately her screams were muffled because she was sucking on Jake's cock. She frantically tried to free herself so she could see what was going on, to discover why Charles was speaking to her husband while he had his dick up her arse.
Aware of the little game Charles was playing, Jake grabbed her head and shoved all 12 inches of his black dick down her throat to shut her up.
Meanwhile back in downtown Manhattan, Peter was unnerved by the call from Charles. He had not spoken to him since that fateful meeting in his study late last week, when he had brought his wife along for what he thought were some harmless cover shots for a film, but instead it was just a ploy for Charles to brutally fuck his wife.
He had been dreading this. Since the events of last week, he had assumed that at some point Charles would call him to arrange another "interview" with Jane and this time he would have to tell him "no". So with a due sense of nervousness and dread, Peter replied "Yes this is Peter. Charles, how can I be of assistance?"
"Peter my boy, I just wanted to let you know some good news. Jake and Randy flew in from LA this morning and we have had another "interview" with your delightful wife. And with some justification I think I can safely say it went grrrr-eat". And with that last word, Charles shoved the entire length of his formidable weapon up Peter's wife's tight delicate white arse.
Jane could not believe this, she was being sodomised by Charles all the while he talked to her loving husband on the phone. This could not be happening. What if he found out? She wanted to appeal to Charles to stop but Randy was holding her head firmly, guiding it up and down his cock.
"W-what do mean by an "interview""? Peter nervously enquired. He could not believe that Charles had arranged this behind his back, the least he could have done was inform him. And what of his wife? Going along to an interview without telling him. She knew she was going to be fucked and did not want to alert him, the fucking whore. Oh my God, Charles was probably fucking Jane as they spoke, he swore he could hear the sound of smacking flesh. Peter was right. At that moment Charles was happily fucking his wife's bottom.
"I mean that Randy, Jake and myself have all thoroughly interviewed Jane and I can happily inform you that we believe that she is suitable for the part." And with that Charles spanked Jane's bottom, almost confirming to her the good news.
"W-what is going on?" Peter asked, he had heard the sound of spanking and the sound of smacking flesh. That bastard Charles was phoning him whilst he was fucking his wife. And unbelievably, as with last week, the thought of this was making Peter's little dick hard.
"Yes it is wonderful news." Charles had no intention of replying to Peter's question and giving the game away to Jane. Jane, who was once more being brutally sodomised by Charles's giant cock, was finding this all as a remarkable turn on. She was being double fucked by two black men, being dominated as a slut wife and at the same time one of the men was talking to her husband who Jane believed had no idea what was going on.



The thought of this was bringing her close to yet another orgasm. She began to greedily suck on Jake's cock, willing him to empty more of his precious black cum down her throat. She also pushed back on to Charles's cock, eager to aid him in his arse fucking.
Charles was now brutally fucking and spanking Peter's wife and trying to hold down a conversation with him all at the same time. He was quite aware that Peter knew he was fucking his wife. The unmistakable sound of flesh on flesh was the giveaway, but Charles did not care. He had already seen him sodomise his wife and had not done a thing. And that thought alone was bringing him close to his long earned climax.
"I have to go now Peter, why don't you call me back in 5 minutes and I will put Jane on. I have to go someone is cummming...." And as he hung up he violently came up Jane's arse, flooding her bowels with his copious seed.
Back in the office, Peter could not believe what was happening. Jane was being fucked by his boss whilst his boss had been on the phone to him. She had almost certainly fucked Randy and Jake. His wife, in the space of just a few days had become a whore. His once innocent delicate wife was now a slut for black cock. And this thought did not fill him with any anger. Instead it turned him on. For what unfathomable reason, he did not know. All he did know was that his dick was once again hard and he wanted to call up Charles again to see whether she was still being fucked.
After spending 5 minutes or so thinking things through, he got up and went over and locked his office door. Returning to his desk, he opened his fly and took out his fully erect 5 inch cock and started to wank himself off furiously. He then picked up the phone and called Charles's number. He expected to get Charles but instead he got Jane.
Upon hearing her voice, initially Peter froze but quickly decided to speak to her. "J-Jane, hi, it is Peter."
"H-hi P-Peter, h-how are you?"
Back at Charles's apartment, the positions had again all changed in the 5 minutes since Charles had hung up on Peter and cum in Jane's arse. Jane was now sitting on top of Jake, his cock in her tight white young married pussy whilst Randy was behind Jane, cock up her arse, hands kneading her big white tities. Jane was being remorselessly double fucked. When the phone had rung, Charles handed it straight to Jane and in no uncertain terms ordered her to answer it.
"Yes Jane. How did the interview go?"
"Oh oh it w-went fine. I am here with Jake and Randy now and they are going though one or two more things with me. Oh yes..."
"That's good" Peter replied. He knew that Jane was being fucked by at least one black cock, possibly two. He could hear the unmistakable sound of fucking and the his wife's tone suggested she was close to an orgasm. He too was close to cumming. The thought of being on the phone and talking to his wife whilst she was being fucked by two other men, and black men at that, was almost too much.
It was also too much for Jane. The sound of her husband's voice and the fact that she believed he did not know that inside her was a total of 24 inches of black dick was a joyous feeling. She loved being a slut wife, and the fact that she was being one whilst on the phone to her husband just merely emphasised what a wanton whore she had become.
"P-Peter. I am sorry, I have to go. Randy and Charles have not finished with me. They still have things they want to do with me..."
"Y-yes I have to go to" Peter replied. And with that Peter came all over his expensive suit.
Jane also hung up, threw the phone on to the bed and arched her back up to meet Randy's thrusts up her tight young arse, this also allowed him to get a firmer grip on her white tits. Jane was happy to be yet again at the centre another gangbang, her beautiful delicate beauty being abused by these big black brutes, their huge cocks mercilessly fucking her.
Jake and Randy could hold out no longer, the tightness of her young nubile body was causing them to cum for the final time. They started to roar out loud as they climaxed. Hearing and feeling the others cum in her body, Jane threw her head back and screamed and all three of them simultaneously came...
To be continued...



        The Ivory Club Ch. 03

        Jane confesses her sins to a priest.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-ivory-club-ch-03

Title: The Ivory Club Ch. 03

Author: LordRamsay

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Jane confesses her sins to a priest.

Tags: interracial, voyeur, rough, spanking

Series: The Ivory Club


After the brutal gangbang that poor Jane had suffered at the hands of Charles and his friends, she was at a loss as to what to do next. She still very much wanted her marriage and relationship with her husband Peter to continue; but how could she hold down a marriage when she was constantly being fucked by very large, very powerful and uncompromising black men? And as a true slut, she loved every minute of it And now the sad fact was she needed black dick to satisfy her insatiable appetite for rough black sex. She knew that her husband could no longer satisfy her and it was the dominating masterful behaviour of black men that she desired more then anything. Possibly even more then her marriage, well that was the issue.
And on top of all that, there was her successful audition. Following her virtuoso performance as a slut when she was the main star of a vicious gangbang, she was now due to appear in a film, produced and directed by Randy and Jake, two of the men who had fucked her that day, where she would be acting the part of a frustrated housewife who becomes a stripper and is forced to perform for a bunch of thuggish black men. It did not take a genius to work out what would follow, both on and off film. And she was in no position to resist, given that she had become such a black cock loving whore.
It was this very dilemma that Jane wrestled with on the immediate Sunday following her gangbang. She and her husband were at church, Jane preying for forgiveness and guidance -- black cock or her husband? - and Peter was just preying for guidance -- he after all had witnessed two of her fuckings and had been on the phone to her whilst she was being double fucked. Both times Jane did not have a clue that her husband knew what a slut she was nor did she know that Peter had cum each time, thoroughly turned on by seeing and hearing his wife get a rough fucking.
As the priest babbled on about some sort of religious nonsense, an idea struck both Jane and Peter at almost exactly the same time. Maybe the answer to all their problems was starring them right in the face? Or starring them from the pew box, to be precise. There stood the priest, a nice looking old white man who both Peter and Jane knew well ever since they moved to New York. They were regular church goers and had made a real effort to get to know their priest. He was a kind wise man and maybe Father Jones was the answer. They would try and seek guidance from him and, since they were both Catholics, they could confess their sins to him, ask to be absolved and ask for guidance. As a man of God, surely a priest of all people could guide them through this moral maze?
As they were leaving, both checked to see what time confessional was open. 10am on Monday -- excellent thought Jane, she could go when Peter was at work -- and 7pm in the evening -- Peter too was content, he could go after work.
And so the next day at 9.55am there was the beautiful Jane in church waiting by the confessional box, all ready to confess her sins to the kind Father Jones. She was understandably nervous, she was about to tell this dear old man that rather than being a dutiful wife that the church and society demanded, she was actually a slut for black cock. It wasn't surprising therefore that she felt a little flushed. As such she took off her coat to cool herself down.
Underneath her coat, she was wearing a small pleated red Burberry dress which showed off her bottom to the full and with that she wore a tight white shirt and 4 inch knee high black boots. Underneath she had on black stockings, garters, garter belt and a g-string. She was not wearing a bra. In her tight shirt her 36-DD tits looked magnificent and when she sat down you could see glimpses of flesh above her stockings.
Although she was not seeing Charles today, for some reason she felt compelled to dress in a way that Charles had ordered. He had earlier ordered her to dress like a slut whenever she was going to be in his presence. And it would appear that even when Jane was not due to be with Charles, she felt obliged to dress in a way that she knew would please him. It was as if she always had to be dutiful to her ultimate black Master. Also, she had begun to enjoy the looks she got. She always did get appreciative looks from men since she was stunningly beautiful -- often confused for a blonde Natalie Portman. But now the stares were different, especially from the black men, they were one of pure unadulterated lust. They gave her looks like they were all wanted to fuck her there and then and to show her no mercy. Jane loved it. It was perhaps not the appropriate way to look when you were going to confess your sins to Father Jones but since her initiation into black cock, Jane loved looking like a whore, even in God's house.
At this time the church seemed completely empty. There was no one in the cue for the confessional box and she would be the first that morning. She entered, closed the door and sat down and waited for Father Jones.
The confessional box was large and surprisingly quite comfortable. Inside was a bench to sit on but there were also nice plush red cushions to make the parishioners, and the good Fathers comfortable during confession. Sometimes these things could last a while. There was a wooden partition with a small window at the top to allow the priest and his confessor to adequately communicate. Unlike other confessional booths, there was no realistic way for either party to see one another.
Jane made herself comfortable but as she sat back her small dress rose up to display her lovely white flesh above her black stockings. Her black garters were also on display. Jane began to regret dressing like a slut for her confession, she tried to push her skirt down but to no avail. Giving up, she crossed her legs and allowed her skirt to rise up to her waist, this allowed pretty much all of her lovely legs to be on display.
A few minutes later, she should could hear, but not see, someone enter into the booth next to her. After giving the Father a few seconds she began:
"Forgive me Father, for I have sinned. It has been one week since my last confession..."
"Go on, my child?"
Jane froze. This was not the kind voice of Father Jones that she was so familiar with, this was rather a harsh deep voice, the deep voice of Father Ambrose, the black priest of the district...
Father Ambrose was a black priest in his late 40s. He had become a priest relatively late in life, just 5 years ago at the grand old age of 45. He had previously been a drug dealer but after he has seen his partner, his brother, gunned down after a feud with another dealer, Ambrose decided to turn to God for forgiveness. And indeed Father Ambrose was a sort of mini celebratory, he had helped a lot of kids off drugs and encouraged them to focus on education rather than mix in the drug culture that was prevalent in parts of New York. When he started out he had the best intentions also to be a celibate priest. However after a few months, he realised this was impossible. However, rather than turn his back on the good work he was doing, he decided combine his penchant for perverted sex with help for the community (the two were not always necessarily mutually exclusive!).
Father Ambrose was a tall black man, last time he measured himself he was 6ft 4. He was built like your stereotypical TV drug dealer, massive chest, shoulders and forearms. Not particularly good looking, he was now bald, slim face, big lips and an ugly out of shape nose, it had been broken many times.
His first foray into what was now forbidden pussy, was only 3 months after he had taken the sacred vows to become a priest. He had taken confession from a young schoolgirl, aged 18, who had confessed to giving her boyfriend a blow job. She was a delightful little thing, the image of Britney in her prime. The good Father could not resist and it was not long before he had instructed her to allow him to come to her house for some private counselling. Naturally her parents were not at home.
It did not take long for the little bitch to be tied up to her bed, her school blouse ripped open, her lovely small tits heaving up and down. Her school tie, which she still wore lay between the valley of her breasts and was a constant reminder that the old priest was fucking a young schoolgirl. Her pleated skirt had been flipped up to display her naked pussy (Father Ambrose had taken the liberty to rip of her knickers).
It had been a little bit of a struggle to get the delightful girl into this position, but once achieved Father Ambrose wasted little time in inserting his monstrous 13 inch dick into her virgin tender pussy. Oh how she had screamed when he had broken through. There were the inevitable cries of rape but her pussy soon told a different story. Once she had got used to its immense size and power, the bitch came again and again. That afternoon Father Ambrose must have fucked her at least five times and in every hole. Each time she came like a whore. He had ended proceedings by ordering her to kneel on all fours, just in her flat shoes, white ankle socks and school tie, and then proceeded to take a belt to her arse until it was a bright shade of red. He had then cruelly fucked her arse. It was a delightful scene.
Father Ambrose had come back to the house may times to fuck the young schoolgirl and it was not long before he had managed to fuck her mother. He had met her by mistake after one of their vigorous fuck sessions. He had just finished receiving a blow job after his dick had been up the young girl's arse, when her mother unexpectedly returned home. Luckily they had not been caught and he was able to pretend he was there on official church business. It was apparent that the mother had been very young when she had given birth, a teenage pregnancy she was only 30 years old and an older version of her beautiful daughter.
After persuading her to come to confession, where she confessed to secretly harbouring fantasies of sleeping with her husband's brother, the good Father soon had her in his vestry, over his knee and she received a sound spanking for having such wicked thoughts. The inevitable arse whipping and fucking followed shortly thereafter.
It was a quite a story and one that may be told in full another day...
Back to the present day, Jane was shocked to hear the deep commanding voice of Father Ambrose. She had hoped to confess to the more gentle, kinder Father Jones. She was about to make her excuses and leave when she decided that maybe confessing to a black priest was the way forward, after all, he would understand her predicament and situation better than most, and the advice and action suggested may be more helpful then Father Jones's inevitable kind words of forgiveness.
Jane was a whore for black cock but she wanted to save her marriage. With steely determination she decided to stay and confess her sins to the big black priest in the belief that what he said would lead her down the righteous path.
She was wrong.
Father Ambrose, having seen the delightful Jane arrive and wait at the confessional box, was eager to discover what sins this delightful bitch had to confess to. They may be the standard mundane ones that he was subjected to everyday. But they could be more interesting...
Certainly his interest had been aroused when he saw what she was wearing under her coat. Anyone with a body like that and the desire to flaunt it off so spectacularly, and in the house of God at that, was worthy of the corrupt priest's time.
With haste he suggested to Father Jones that he take the rest of the day off, he could take care of things. Father Jones was delighted, he was an old man and got tired very easily. As such, he left the poor Jane alone with the sinister Father Ambrose.
It had been thirty seconds since Father Ambrose had spoke, so he decided to help her along.
"Please go on my child, there is no reason to be afraid, you are in God's house and I am here to hear your sins".
"F-Father, I am not too sure if I can. I have been a bad girl..." Jane was genuinely scarred of confessing to the big black priest. Whenever she had been at church functions, he had looked at her in a way that, at the time, she had not really understood; but since being brutally fucked by Charles and his friends, she had realised that Father Ambrose's looks could be interpreted as being one of lust.
But then in an attempt to reassure herself, she realised how utterly silly she actually was. Father Ambrose was one of the most respected priests in New York, he regularly appeared on the news and was a rising star in the church. There was even talk of the Vatican promoting him to become a Bishop and then who knows? He was the perfect man to confess her wicked sins to. Despite being big and black, he was a man of God and could be of no threat...
"My child" Father Ambrose went on in a kind but firm manner, "God and I are here to forgive you, but how can we forgive you if you do not confess? How can I help you if you do not tell me what it is that has made you a "bad girl""?
It wad the last bit of this that made Jane shudder. She indeed was a bad girl and she desperately needed to confess.
"Y-yes Father, you are right. I need to confess. I need to tell you. I need you to help me"
"Well then go on my child, what is it that had made you bad?"
"F-Father I have slept with a man who is not my husband".
This was exactly the news Father Ambrose had hoped for. He had a slut on his hands and a gorgeous slut at that. Hopefully Jane had been very bad, they were always the best and the most likely to be corruptible. Father Ambrose's massive cock began to stir under his cassock.
"Go on my child."
"I slept with this man because he promised me a part in a film."
"Go on my child."
"He made me do all sorts of wicked things and oh Father, I agreed to do them all. And I enjoyed them Father. Father, I enjoyed being unfaithful to my darling husband.
"I love my husband, I don't want to be unfaithful but it is like a drug, I need to sleep with other men".
Jana had been careful not to mention that she was actually indicted to black cock and it was not just any man's cock that she needed. She now hoped that the good Father would forgive her and maybe offer her some advice on her future conduct. Conduct she would hope make her a good girl rather than the wanton slut she currently was.
Unfortunately for Jane it was never going to be that simple.
Father Ambrose sensed there was more and wanted more details. After allowing her a few moments to recover from confessing that she was an adulterous slut, Father Ambrose spoke.
"My child, your sins are terrible and indeed you have been a very bad girl. But before I forgive you, I need to know more. There is little point in the Lord offering you forgiveness if He does not understand fully what He is being asked to forgive.
"Now you mentioned that this man offered you a part in a film for the exchange of sexual services?."
"Yes Father, that is correct."
"Who was this man?"
"A man at my husband's office, his name is Charles Jackson". As soon as she mentioned his name, she regretted it. There was really no need to go into that much detail.
And, she had unwittingly made a fatal error in giving the priest Charles's full name since Father Ambrose knew Charles Jackson. He had met him a number of times at various social functions and had noted then how easily the distinguished black man seemed to charm the young white wives. He had always suspected that he might be a bit of a player and it turned out his suspicions were on the money.
But what was of more interest was that Jane was a slut for black cock. This young seemingly conservative innocent white wife was actually open to fuck big black men. Understandably it was this that interested Father Ambrose more than anything.
Here was a stunning young white wife, making a confession that she was craved black cock to a black priest who specialised in the seduction of white women. What a great day, Father Ambrose thought.
"Charles Jackson, the leading lawyer? The leading black lawyer?", Father Ambrose mischievously enquired.
Jane was horrified that Father Ambrose knew who Charles was and, as a result, now knew that it was not any old man that Jane had slept with, but a black man! If she was forced to confess fully, it was only a matter of time before the good Father found out that, as well as being an adulterous bitch, she was also a whore for black cock. What would a black priest make of that, she wondered?
"Yes, I mean no, oh..." Jane replied, floundering in her desperate attempt to prevent the truth from coming out.
"No need to be embarrassed, my child, I cannot repeat anything that you say in the confessional box. It is between me, you and the Lord. Charles is a good man, if he did anything wrong, he will have to make peace with the Lord himself." He did nothing wrong, thought Father Ambrose, any man would have fucked this delicious bitch.
"For this confession to have any value, you need to confess your sins properly. And for this you need to go into a lot more detail as to what happened. You need to answer all my questions thoroughly and truthfully. If I suspect you are holding anything back or are not being honest, you will not be absolved and I will not be able to help.
"Do I make myself clear, Jane?"
And there it was, another direct powerful order from a big black man. Jane swore that she would resist the next time a black man ordered her around. But this man was different, this man was a man of God and surely could be trusted, Jane thought? Of all people, this man should be obeyed, indeed not only was right, as a religious person she was always thought to follow the orders of church.
But then why was she also getting those familiar feeling of arousal, the ones she only ever got when she was being dominated by black men? Why was that familiar itch coming to her pussy and why did she want to spread her legs and play with herself? She quickly tried to put those feelings aside. This man was a priest and needed to be obeyed.
"Yes Father, you make yourself quite clear. I will tell you everything, I will answer all your questions. I so very much want to be forgiven."
"Good my child. Now let's start at the beginning shall we".
Jane then proceeded to explain to the good Father how they came to know Charles and how she ended up in his flat, the way he initially auditioned her in the presence of her husband, Peter. When she got to the bit about having to expose her pussy and breasts to Charles, Father Ambrose interrupted her for the first time:
"So my child, you displayed your underwear to another man in the presence of your husband?" Father Ambrose was impressed with Charles's work. The humiliation of the husband and the complete control over his wife was impressive stuff.
"Yes, Father, it was wrong of me."
"And what underwear were you wearing?"
Jane was initially a little taken aback by the line of questioning, but then remembering that she had promised the good Father to be truthful in all things, she answered honestly.
"I had on flesh coloured stockings with white garters and garter belt and knickers, Father. No, that's not quite right, I was not wearing knickers, I had on a thong. I was also wearing a black bra which was a couple of sizes too small."
She swore she could hear a groan next door, but said to herself that she must have been mistaken.
"Father, I did not wear these things by choice, I was told to wear these things by Charles. He told me if I did not I would not get the part and my husband's job could be in danger! I obeyed Father. Oh Father, it is so wrong of me I know..."
"My child, do not worry, provided you are truthful and honest with me, you have nothing to fear". As Father Ambrose spoke he had removed his 13 inch cock from his cassock and was now furiously rubbing it. The thought of her dressed in such underwear and a bra which would have made her tits seem larger than they already were was too much for him.



"Go on my child".
"Well Father, he made me display everything including my breasts. Oh Father, he made me unbutton my shirt so he could see my bra. I think he asked me to wear a bra that was too small so everything would look a lot bigger?"
"What would look bigger, my child?"
"My breasts Father, it would make my breast look bigger".
"And you said you agreed to wear these under garments. How did this make you feel, to be told what to wear?"
"Well, at first it felt odd, Father, but then..."
Jane stopped in mid sentence. She was reluctant to tell him they she enjoyed dressing like a common whore for Charles.
"But then what, my child? You need to be honest, I will know if you are holding anything back."
Jane said nothing, but after a few moments, whispered, "I suppose I liked the idea of being told what to wear. I liked the idea that a stranger was seeing me dressed like this. And I suppose I liked the idea that a stranger was seeing my breasts. And I especially liked the idea that they looked big to him."
"And did you mind that your husband was in the room whilst you were displaying yourself to another man?"
"No, I did not care. All I wanted to do was please this man. Peter's presence was immaterial to me."
"And after you displayed your breasts, what happened then?"
"He asked me to display my bottom".
"Jane, did he call it your "bottom""?
"No, he did not"
"What did he call it then?"
"My arse, he called it my arse. ", Jane replied in a whisper.
"Well then, I want you to call it your "arse" also. Using the terminology that Charles used will help you come to terms with this "terrible" episode. Do go on."
"Well, he asked me to display my arse and then he did something I can't say, I am so embarrassed."
"Jane you must".
"I can't. This is too much..."
Father Ambrose needed to be a lot firmer with Jane. His patience was now wearing thin, he needed to hear this story and Jane's shyness was not helping.
"Jane if you feel that you can't confess properly, you will not be absolved and you will not be forgiven. I do not want you to refuse me again. If you think you can't follow my orders then we should end this now."
Jane had heard that type of dominating voice before and she knew that she had to obey. Her feelings of arousal had returned and she noticed that her legs were now spread widely. Her skirt was high up on her legs and the flesh above her black stockings was clearly on display. Her pussy was damp and instinctively one hand went down there and she started to play with herself.
"Yes Father, I understand.
"He spanked my arse, Father. He very quickly spanked my arse in front of my husband and called me a naughty wife. Oh Father it was so humiliating, all in front of my husband. I stood there and took it as this man spanked my poor bottom, sorry I mean arse, and the worse thing was that I enjoyed the treatment I got. I enjoyed displaying my body to another man. I enjoyed being spanked"
Father Ambrose said nothing, this was truly a remarkable story and slut he had on his hand. He was going to enjoy this.
Jane then went on to describe how they left Peter and how she thought she was alone with Charles in the film studio. She still did not know that her husband actually stayed and was in the room next door, watching events unfold.
"So my child, you were now in the room alone with this man who was not your husband and you say he ordered you to strip to just your underwear?"
"Yes, Father, oh yes that is what he did".
Jane was now masturbating furiously, the thought of what had happened and that she was being forced, in a church, to confess her sins to an uncompromising black priest was the stuff of fantasies. She had inserted two fingers up her tight pussy and with the other hand, had unbuttoned her shirt, displaying her braless tits and was playing with one of them. She could not help it. She needed release and did not care that she was abusing herself in a church.
Without realising it, Jane also began to moan and pant, and this noise could just about be heard by Father Ambrose. He now suspected that Jane was getting turned on by the situation and that she could be playing with herself. He was eager to press home his advantage and not allow the momentum to change. He therefore continued with proceedings.
"Describe exactly what you were wearing, I need to know"
"I had on flesh coloured stockings and white garters which were connected to my frilly white garter belt. I still had on by very small black bra, g-string and high heels."
"Excellent my dear", It took all of Father Ambrose's considerable willpower not to groan at the thought of Jane dressed as such a wanton slut in front of this black man.
"And then what happened?"
"He started to take pictures of me and ordered me to pose in various positions. I also could tell that his butler was recording everything since they were cameras all over the room. Oh Father, I enjoyed being recorded. I enjoyed committing adultery and having it filmed for the pleasure of other man. Oh I am such a bad wife."
"Yes, you are a bad wife, but do go on". Father Ambrose was in a state of bliss hearing the erotic confession of this slut wife. At first she had seemed so reluctant to talk, but after his first words with her, she seemed to lose all her inhibitions and now seemed eager to tell him everything. She was some slut. He was also convinced that he could hear the sound of fingers being inserted in and out of a wet, tight pussy.
What a bitch she was.
"Well at first he started to take pictures of me just in my lingerie. He then ordered me to take my bra and my knickers off so that all my private parts were on display"
"And what did he call your private parts? He must have called them something?"
"He called them my tits and oh I can't say Father..."
"I warned you about this..."
"Oh F-Father, he called it my pussy, my married white pussy".
"Good. Good. In which case, I want you to use these names. The only way I can properly absolve you is if you tell me exactly how degrading Charles was. How much he humiliated you and how much you responded to it."
"Yes Father, I understand. Well at first he was just content to take pictures of my tits and pussy but then he wanted more.
"He soon had me thrusting my arse out to him and then, because he said I was a naughty girl, he started to spank my bottom, Father. He spanked it hard and all I wanted to do was thrust my bottom out to him so he could spank it harder. So he could punish me."
"And what names was he calling you at this time, Jane? Was it your name or was it anything else?
"He called me his slut, Father, he called me his bitch".
"Well you shall also have to use these names, my child".
"Yes, Father. He said that I was a naughty slut and that I deserved to be spanked."
"Do you think you deserved to be spanked?"
"Yes, Father I do. After being spanked, he forced me on to my knees and asked me to take his cock out. I obeyed. Oh Father, his cock was so big and black. It was at least 12 inches long and a few inches wide. I could not get my little hands around it Father, it was so big."
Father Ambrose could now clearly hear the sounds of panting and masturbating pussy. He closed his eyes and rubbed his own cock more furiously.
"Father, he then ordered me to suck it. He ordered me to take his big black cock down my throat, to be unfaithful to my husband. And rather than run out of room there and then, Father, I obeyed. For the first time in my life I sucked a man's cock and it did not even belong to my husband. And when I started so suck his big cock, I loved it. Oh Father, I loved to suck his big black cock. I loved how powerful it felt down my throat. All the time he was calling me a "slut" and a "bitch" and I loved that too, I loved to be dominated by big black dick., to be their slut, to be their bitch
"Soon I had all of his cock down my throat and he had grabbed my face and started to fuck me and all the time I was caressing his big balls. I loved serving this man so much that I came Father. I came because I was sucking another man's cock..."
Jane now had all five fingers up her pussy, both of her massive tits were on display, bouncing up and down as she furiously tried to bring herself off. Meanwhile, next door to her in the confessional booth, Father Ambrose was leaning back, eyes closed, hand wrapped round his dick, masturbating to the wonderful story Jane was telling.
"And then Father, he did something I did not expect at the time. He came down my throat and I swallowed everything. I had been truly unfaithful to my darling husband because I had swallowed another man's spunk. Oh Father, I need forgiveness for what I have done, I need to advice on how I can be a good wife?"
There were a few moments of silence as Father Ambrose recovered from hearing Jane's story. He had almost cum when she described how she swallowed Charles's spunk. He had held back because he sensed there was more. A man like Charles would not be content with merely fucking this bitch's mouth when there was so much more on offer.
"Yes, my child." Father Ambrose said in his most forgiving voice, "You indeed do need to be taught how to travel down the path of righteousness. You have done very well, so far, my child. You have accurately told me the story and you don't seem to be shy anymore, which is important. However, I do sense there may be more to tell? Am a right?"
"Oh yes, Father, you are right, there is more to tell."
"Good". Father Ambrose was pleased. She was being honest and he correctly sensed that she was getting turned by what she was revealing to the good Father. Soon he too would be pleasuring himself inside the body of this delectable slut, but in the meantime he was delighted just hearing about her escapades.
"Go on my child, what did Charles do to you after you had serviced him with his mouth?"
Jane was now very close to bringing herself off. Next door her displayed tits were heaving with desire. Her legs were spread as far as she could manage and she was fucking herself with her hand. Confessing her sins to a big black priest was an unexpected turn on. The filthy story told in the most holy of places was an inconsistency almost as pleasurable as allowing a brute of a black men to fuck her delicate white body. And at this present moment, she desperately craved big black cock.
She decided to continue her story, and to be as explicable and as honest as possible. The good Father did not seem to mind and she felt it was the best way to save herself, in the long run.
"Well, Father, he ordered me to kneel on the bed on all fours so that my arse was raised ready for him. He then stripped himself and spanked my bottom. He called me all sorts of names such as a "filthy slut" and a "whore" whilst he punished my poor bottom.
"All I could so was to make sure my bottom was fully raised and spread for him. To please him I knew I had to make sure everything was on display, my anus and my pussy and allow him to punish my poor bottom. It was, after all, what I deserved.
"Father, the humiliating thing was that I enjoyed it. I enjoyed submitting myself to the whims of this evil man. I enjoyed the way he could spank my bottom at his will. Call me all sorts of filthy things and all it would do was turn me on, when it should have in fact repulsed me."
"Yes my child, you do deserve to be punished." Father Ambrose could barely get the words out he was now so close to cumming. He desperately wanted to go next door and violently fuck the naughty bitch, but circumstances dictated he heard out her confession and then plan his next move.
"Before I decide on the level of your punishment for your wanton sins, I do need to know what Charles did next. You say you allowed him to spank your bottom. Now what else did you allow this man, this man who was not your husband do to your body?"
"Oh Father, it is so difficult to tell but I know I must. I know I must tell all if I want to be absolved. Well, Father, he then placed his big dick up against, oh it is so naughty, he placed his big black dick up against my arse. Ohhh Father..."
And with that both Jane and Father Ambrose came. Jane came just at the thought of being sodomised by Charles's big black cock and Father Ambrose, knowing that this beautiful fragile wife had allowed a massive black cock to enter her arse, could hold back no longer and copious amounts of spunk spurted out of his cock and on to his cassock.
Their orgasmic groans were loud enough for each other to hear and for each other to correctly deduce that the story was turning all parties on.
For a few moments there was calm as both Jane and Father Ambrose recovered from their intense orgasm. It was Father Ambrose who first decided to break the silence. His dick was still rock hard as he eagerly awaited to hear how Charles fucked her arse.
"My child, do go on. I need to hear every detail".
Jane recovered from her first orgasm and carried on with her wicked story, fingers still up her tight cunt. She now knew that Father Ambrose was taking pleasure from her confession. Rather than being concerned by this, she eagerly pressed on, wanting to share every detail.
"Well, Father, at first he just pushed half his dick up in my arse. Oh Father, it felt so big. And it hurt so much. I had never thought my bum could accommodate such a cock. It felt like it was going to tear me apart. I begged him to take it out. I begged him not to fuck my arse, but to fuck my pussy instead. But he just ignored me Father, he just spanked my bottom hard and told me I was his bitch and that I was to do whatever he told me to do.
"And Father, I agreed. I agreed that I was his bitch and I agreed that I would be unfaithful to my darling husband. And not just be unfaithful, Father, but to allow another man to fuck my bottom. No man had ever fucked me there Father, it is not right. It is not what God would want.
"But Father, I so enjoyed it. You see, after a while the pain subsided and what replaced it was a delicious feeling of submission. Of submitting to black men and their dicks. To fuck them wherever they wanted, however they wanted and whenever they wanted. And Father, it felt so wonderful. All thoughts of my husband had vanished and the only thought was how to pleasure this man.
"Soon he had all of his massive dick up my poor arse and he was fucking me without mercy. I was on all fours and in front of me was a big mirror so I could see everything. I could see how big and black he looked next to my small white body. I could see how his muscles tensed as he fucked me, how he would derive great pleasure from spanking my arse. I also could see my reaction. It was one of pure lust as I begged him to fuck me harder, to show me no kindness and to be as brutal as possible.
"And that is how he fucked me. Without regard for my feelings, he just thought how much pleasure he could take and how violent he could be in the process. I could see how my big tits shook with the violence of his assault. And I came again and again. I came so much I thought I would faint. He made me feel like a different woman, a way that my poor husband could never make me feel. Not only was it due to the size of his dick, but also the way he treated me, not like his lover but like his bitch. It was the way I always wanted to be treated.
"As he approached his climax, instead of taking his pleasure inside my bum, as I had expected, he withdrew his cock from my arse and he ordered me to suck it.
"I know you must find this all repulsive Father, but I understood what he wanted. Making me suck his dick after it had been up my arse was the ultimate act of submission. And I obeyed without hesitation. And to be honest Father, I loved it. I loved the fact that I was degrading myself to such a degree. I loved the fact that I was being forced to such off a dick that had been up my own arse. It was showing him that I was his slut and that I would do anything to please him.
"And with such thoughts in my mind and how he so obviously took so much pleasure in abusing me, I came and I came because he was abusing my young body and I loved it. And when he came I made sure, as his dutiful whore that I sucked every last drop of his precious spunk.
Jane finished and stopped talking. Father Ambrose, initially said nothing, he was genuinely taken aback with how much of a slut this lovely girl was. His big hand was still masturbating his even bigger cock, he had, to his regret, not managed to cum a second time. Still, she had told some story. He was about to speak when Jane said something to please him no end.
"Father, there is more".
"More, my child, Charles had not finished with you?" Father Ambrose enquired.
"Charles had finished with me. After I had finished drinking his spunk, he dismissed me for the evening and said he would be in touch."
"But Father there is still more, much more"
"You mean you have been unfaithful with another man?"
"Yes Father. I have been unfaithful more than once, with more than one man..."
Father Ambrose's dick once more became fully erect.
"You must tell me everything, my child. Spare me no detail. You need to be as explicit as you possibly can. I need to fully understand how you were abused, what part you played in tempting these man to so abuse and take advantage of your body and how you felt being unfaithful. Child I need to hear everything..."
Jane's suspicion that Father Ambrose was deriving great pleasure was reinforced by what he had just said. There could, in her mind, now be no doubt that her story was a big turn on for this Holy man. The thought that she was apparently corrupting one of God's servants was once more making her pussy dripping wet. The way he was now asking her to be explicit was, in one way, a form of abuse and exploitation by a man in a privileged position. Would Jane allow a man who is supposed to be incorruptible to so obviously take advantage of her in this way? The way her pussy dripped with desire, the answer was obvious. Of course she would.
"Oh yes, Father. I will tell you everything." And with that, she once more inserted five fingers up her soaking wet cunt, and used her other hand to play with her tits, happy in the knowledge that her story was satisfying the priest's unholy desires.
"Well, Father, after I left Charles's apartment, his butler Smith drove me home. Well that is before he had also fucked me. He drove me to a part of New York that I had never been to before. A very rough part, I think mostly blacks and tramps live there. Parking the car he got out and joined me in the back of the seat and ordered me to fuck him.
"Father, I had no choice. At first I wanted to run out and get away from this man. Smith was one of the most terrifying men I had ever met. He was huge and muscular and very ugly, he had a massive scar on his face and it was clear to me that he was a thug. A criminal. And here I was alone with him in the back of a car in a seedy part of town.
"However, even if I was brave enough to jump out and make a run for it, where would I go? I was lost and if I did break free, it was possible that I would run into people more dangerous than Smith. As such I had no choice. I was going to have to do what this brute told me. I was going to be forced to fuck him."
The good Father Ambrose was in his perverse idea of heaven. Here was delicate innocent Jane alone with a man who would probably not hesitate to brutally rape her if she did not obey him. He had met men like Smith before -- indeed at one time he had been a Smith. He was eager to hear how such a man would treat such a sweet little flower like Jane, and how she would react to such treatment. Being fucked by Charles was one thing, he was urbane and, despite his rough treatment of Jane, Father Ambrose doubted there would really have been much fear that she was under any real danger when in his company.



Smith was different. He was your stereotype black thug. A man who white parents would warn their daughters to stay away from, as Jane's parents no doubt did.
Masturbating furiously, close to orgasm, Father Ambrose now spoke no longer caring how he would come across, this bitch was going to be fucked by him and he did not care if she suspected it.
"How did you feel to be fucked by this man? Was this something that you enjoyed? Did you like the idea of being abused by such a rough man?" Father Ambrose said, struggling to get his words out.
Jane too was close and was also struggling to speak. "Father, he frightened, he was so scary and he intimidated me like no one has ever done before. And Father, yes, this did turn me on. I know it is wrong but I loved the idea that I was being forced to fuck a black man. The idea that I had no choice but to serve his big black dick".
"Good my child. Good. Tell me how you fucked his big black dick."
Father Ambrose now felt totally comfortable using filthy language with Jane. He knew that she was playing with herself and thought, correctly, that talking dirty would add to her feelings of arousal, rather then make her alarmed.
"I fucked him every possible way, Father. First he ordered me to suck his dick. It was very big and wide, so much so I thought my jaw would break. I think it was even bigger then Charles's. I sucked him as well as I could as I was eager to please my mew black Master. He showed me no mercy and despite its size, he grabbed my head and aggressively fucked my mouth. I was sucking only my second cock in my life and I loved it. And once more I came as a result.
"He then showed me how much of a thug he was, Father. He ordered me to stop sucking his cock and then he ripped open my shirt to display my naked tits. I had not put my bra back on after being fucked by Charles, somehow I did not think it was appropriate. I think he liked my tits. I think he liked them because they are big. Father, I think a lot of men like my tits. I was happy that Smith liked them. He played with them and then he ordered me to fuck his dick with my big tits.
"I had never done that before but I was happy to allow my lovely white tits to be wrapped around a dick for the first time, and a huge ugly black dick at that. It was a lovely feeling and I could tell that I was pleasing Smith by the animal sounds he was making. After a few minutes of tit fucking him he came all over my tits. There was so much spunk it went everywhere. Instinctively I rubbed it all over my tits and sucked whatever was left on my fingers.
"Smith then ordered me to me to strip to just my heels, stockings and garters and to get on all fours so that I was ready for him. First, he spanked my bottom so that it was nice and red for him. I now liked to have my bottom spanked. It was a satisfying feeling to allow black men to punish me. It made me feel more of a submissive bitch.
"Once my bottom was a nice shade of red, he fucked me in the one place that Charles had not been in, in my pussy. My betrayal of my husband was now complete; I had allowed a black man in my mouth, my arse and around my tits and here I was allowing a black cock in my married white pussy."
"And how did it feel to be fucked in your pussy by a black cock? Did you like it? Did you enjoy, once more, being unfaithful?"
"Father, his cock was so big I genuinely thought he was going to split me; but despite my initial protests, Smith was firm with me, told me I was a naughty bitch who needed to be fucked in my pussy by a big black cock. And of course, he was right. I am a naughty bitch who needs black dick. It felt so good to feel so stuffed. And all thoughts of my loving husband had long since passed and the only thought I had was to please this man, to satisfy his monstrous cock, to allow him to satisfy his lust in my tight young body.
"And Father, that's exactly what he did. It was the basest, brutal, primeval sort of fucking you could possibly imagine. Smith had no regard for my feelings, his sole purpose was to satisfy himself. My body was merely a receptacle for his rough treatment
"After 10 minutes or so, he was satisfied and came. I must admit, so did I, more than once. Again, being roughly treated had brought out the slut in me, a side which until that night had lain dormant, but now had been awoken by big black cock."
Nothing was spoken for a few seconds. In the booth both Father Ambrose and Jane were immersed in their own world. Jane was semi naked, pussy and tits on display, hand up her cunt, the other playing with her nipples; Father Ambrose, leaning back, eyes closed cassock spread so his 13 inch boner could break free masturbated with fury to Jane's story.
Jane continued, "After, my pussy the only place left to take was my arse. He withdrew from my pussy, dick almost fully erect despite having just cum, and he stripped to display his magnificent physique, which was covered in tattoos. He ordered me to lie on the seat and he cruelly entered my arse. And then he fucked me there Father. He fucked me without mercy as he tore my arse open with his big black cock. Oh Father, it felt sooo gooood..."
And with that she came. Father Ambrose heard Jane cumming and realising what was happening just a couple of feet away, he also came, once more ejaculating copious amounts of spunk all over his cassock.
Father Ambrose was now exhausted. Jane's stories and been beyond anything he had expected. When he first took her confession, he had expected maybe an infatuation with a man other than her husband, or maybe she had been unfaithful, just once, with one man; but here in his booth was one of the most wanton sluts he had ever come across. And he suspected that there might be more. Exhausted, but dick still semi erect, he wanted to know if there had been more men.
"Jane, you are indeed a naughty girl who will need all my powers if we are to help you. Your lust for flesh other than your husband's seems to have consumed you. But I suspect there is more to tell? Did Smith fuck you again, or have you allowed even more men to fuck your body?"
"Oh Father you are right. There is more. I am so naughty, please help me..."
Jane suspected correctly that Father Ambrose's "help" may be different from anything offered by Father Jones. But to obsessed had she become with black men and all that they did for her, she was willing to allow herself to be controlled by a priest with suspect intentions.
"Go on my child spare me no detail. A girl as naughty as you needs to be punished and telling me everything will help me decide how to best punish you."
"Oh yes Father, I need to be punished, I want to be punished. I have been a naughty girl..."
"Go on then."
"Well, Father, Smith had finished with me after he had fucked me in my arse. He dropped me home and I genuinely hoped that my days of being unfaithful were over. I was determined to stay loyal to Peter and to stay clear of all black men.
"However, this did not last long. Within a few days, Charles had called me and ordered me to meet with him and his friends, the film producer and director, Randy and Jake. I had no choice as he threatened to show the video of me fucking him to Peter if I did not obey him.
"He ordered me to meet up with him and he gave me strict instructions on how I was, in the future, to dress for him. He wanted me t dress in a way that would please him."
"And how were you to dress, Jane. How were you going to please him?"
"I was to dress like a slut. I was to always wear short skirts, stockings, garters, thongs. I was told that I could never wear a bra or tights I was to always look like a slut in his presence and it is a look that I am starting to love."
"Describe exactly what you wore for him that day."
"Well, Father, I decided that I did not have a dress which could satisfy and please Charles. I did have short skirts but I needed something extra for him and something which my husband had not seen. I went out and purchased the shortest, tightest dress I could find. It was a pink dress that was one size too small. I bought it so it would show off my big tits and so it would leave most of my legs on display. I knew it would please him, turn him on, want him to fuck me. I did not want my husband to see it because I really only wanted to turn Charles on and to have his and other black dicks. I am no longer interested in small white penises.
"With it I wore a pair of four inch high heels, white stocking and garters and a thong. Father, I love the feel of a thong in my arse. It is so nice to know that most of your arse is uncovered, at the disposal of your Master to spank or to fuck. And of course my tits were not covered by a bra. I can now appreciate the value of them being free since I have such big sensitive nipples they always poke through whatever I wear. And since I was wearing such a thin light dress, my nipples and tits could be clearly seen through my dress. It also makes them more accessible to my black Masters.
"Father, It was an outfit worn with the sole purpose of pleasing my black Masters. I wanted to give the appearance of an available whore. Oh God Father, you really do need to punish me any way you see fit. Make me stop behaving like such a slut..."
"Yes yes my child, I will. All in good time. Tell me my dear what are you wearing today?"
"Oh Father, why do you need to know that? I am here to confess my sins to you, to find out a way of becoming a good wife. Does it matter what I am wearing?"
Every day Jane now dressed according to the strict rules set out by Charles, despite the fact that, since being gangbanged by Charles and his friends, she had not met with him. She now voluntarily wanted to dress like a slut and had, secretly from her husband, acquired a whole new wardrobe. Its sole purpose was to satisfy her black Masters, not her husband.
As a result of this change, she was now constantly wearing skirts that were too short, tops that were too tight which showed off her braless tits to the full and stockings and thongs. She loved the feel of a piece of string up her arse. Other knickers may have been more comfortable, but a thong's main purpose was to please men. And Jane felt her role in life was now just to please men, provided of course they were black.
And that was why Jane was here today, in church. By confessing her sins she was looking for a way out of the predicament she found herself in. However by doing this she was inadvertently doing the one thing she was trying to stop: satisfying black men. She was convinced that her stories had aroused in the good Father unholy thoughts and feelings. She was also very conscience of the way she had dressed, i.e. to please her black masters, and perhaps it was not entirely appropriate on for a visit to the house of God.
"Please Father, I don't want to admit how I dressed today" Jane replies, embarrassed that she would have to admit that, despite coming her to be forgiven, she still wanted to dress ready for adulterous black sex.
Of course Father Ambrose had seen how Jane had dressed, he had had a good look at her outfit just before she entered the confessional booth; but he wanted her to admit it to him.
"Don't disobey me child!" Father Ambrose now decided to get firm with her. He needed to start making it clear that, in addition to being a man of God, a man she could turn to for guidance in the times of crisis, as she was doing now, he was also going to become another one of her black Masters. A man who she would eventually have to submit to and of course fuck.
"I am getting increasingly tired of you disobeying and questioning me. Your punishment will need to be severe and I will no loner tolerate your petulance. Do I make myself clear?"
"Oh y-yes Father., quite clear." Father Ambrose's strong words and talk of punishment had awoken her submissive nature. She knew she would be punished by the good Father, and she only hoped the punishment would befit a naughty girl such as herself.
"Good, what are you wearing today? Are you dressed as a slut? Did you come here, to the house of God, dressed in a way to please your black Masters?"
"Yes, Father that is exactly what I did."
"You are a wanton slut my child, you will need my strict guidance if we are to save you."
"Yes, Father, you are right. I need your firm punishment. I need to obey you at all times. I will make sure it will not happen again.
"Father, I am wearing boots, with four inch heels, black stockings and black garters, I have on a tiny black thong. It barely covers my pussy or my arse. I sometimes think I should not bother wearing anything but I think black men like thongs..."
"They do, my child. They do." Father Ambrose said, once more masturbating.
"I have on a small pleated mini skirt. I bought it because when I wear my high boots, it barely covers my bottom. When I move I know that the tops of my stocking and garters are on display. I now like my body to be on display."
"Good, my child".
"I also have on a small tight white shirt. It is too tight for me and as such my large tits seem as if they want to burst through at any moment. You can clearly see my nipples when they erect."
"Are your nipples erect now, my child?"
Jane hesitated for a moment before replying, they were now going beyond the realms of any confessional to the downright perverse. However, remembering how firm Father Ambrose had earlier been about the need for total compliance, Jane thought better of disobeying her new black Master...
"Yes, Father they are erect."
"Do you want to release your tits from your shirt, let them be free and relaxed whilst your finish your story? I don't want you to be uncomfortable or in any pain whilst you confess to me. And you need not worry about revealing yourself in a confessional booth, it is quite private. Only God is a witness and he sees everything anyway..."
"Father, I have to confess, I have already done that, I opened my shirt a while ago. I needed them out because I was afraid my shirt would burst open. Please forgive me for this wanton behaviour. Please forgive me for displaying my big tits without your permission."
"You are a naughty child. You will need to be punished. And what about your pussy, is that wet? Is your pussy wet from confessing your sins to a black priest?"
"Oh yes Father, it is dripping wet."
"And how do you know?"
"Oh because Father, I have fingers up my pussy. I have had five fingers up my pussy pretty much since I started confessing my sins. I did not mean to behave like this Father, it is just that confessing to a man such as yourself..."
"I understand my child. Describe exactly what you are doing now". Father Ambrose was tempted to open the divider between the two booths, but he did not yet want to alarm the poor girl. In time the bitch's body would be at his disposal, but for now he was content to derive his pleasure from her words alone.
"Father, my legs are spread as far as possible, I have pushed my small g-string to one side so that I can insert my fingers up my pussy. I am now masturbating. My shirt is unbuttoned so that both my big white tits are on display. My other hand is playing with them, flicking my big nipples."
"Excellent, my child, excellent. You are truly a wanton slut who needs to be vigorously punished. A man such as myself, a holy man, who is familiar with such a situation is best placed for this arduous and important task.
"Tell me, how do you think we should best punish you? What kind pf punishment would befit a slut who masturbates whist she confesses her sins to a good Father?"
Jane knew exactly what type of punishment a black Master meters out to a submissive white bitch. And she loved it.
"I should have my bottom spanked. I should have my bottom spanked very hard".
"Yes my child, some sort of punishment on that wilful bottom would be in order. However, we will come to that later. Since you have already taken the sinful liberty of satisfying yourself whilst confessing, I want you to carry on whilst you tell me what happened with Charles and his friends. Do continue."
"Oh thank you Father, I so need to play with myself. Well, as I was saying, I dressed in a way that I knew would please these men. And when I arrived at Charles's apartment, I could tell that they were impressed with how I was dressed and with my body. They first asked me to display my tits, arse and pussy, then they asked me to play with myself and present my bottom for a spanking, which I did without question and with pleasure.
" dt question and with us they all fucked me. ussy, which i Charles and his friends. Do continue."od Father?" Then they fucked me Father, they all fucked me. I was subjected to a ferocious gangbang at the hands of these old black men. They were old enough to be my father but I allowed them all to fuck me any which way they saw fit. I was their bitch, they my Masters and they fucked me without any compassion or tenderness, not that I deserved any."
Father Ambrose was once more leaning back masturbating.
"You were gangbanged, my child. Does this mean you serviced more then one black dick at a time? You allowed your beautiful married white body to be abused simultaneously?"
"Yes Father, that is exactly what I allowed them to do."
"Go on my sweet child..."
"Oh Father, they were so rough with me. First, they made me suck on one of their cocks whilst another entered my pussy from behind. Their cocks were so big. They were all at least 12 inches long and they were so wide I could not get my hand around them. The one in my pussy felt like it was splitting me in two but I quickly accepted that I had no choice but to accommodate it and serve it. The man fucking me from behind would of course cruelly spank my bottom whilst he fucked me.
"I don't know why black men derive so much pleasure from spanking girl's bottoms? Father, I assume it is because they want to dominate a woman, to make sure the girl knows she is his bitch?
"Yes my child, that is correct. Black men like to spank white girl's bottoms because invariably they should not be fucking black men, it is a taboo that goes back centuries, and largely still exists today. By spanking your bottom it shows that, despite white peoples' apparent superiority in society, it is black men who truly dominate in the bedroom. It is only black men who can truly tame a white bitch and bring her true pleasure.
"And also, from a purely sexual point of view, it is quite delightful to see a white arse red when you fuck it. It so nicely contrasts with the rest of your body. And admit it, you liked to be spanked, didn't you?"
"Yes Father, I did. It is wrong of me but I like black men to spank me. My husband is too weak to dominate me and I need to be dominated."
"Excellent, my child, you do need to be dominated and soon you will be dominated by a man of God."
"Thank you, Father"
"Now tell me, how did it feel to be gangbanged for the first time? How did it feel to be unfaithful many times, and all at once?"
"Father, it was magnificent. To know that a young married white girl such as myself, who was previously naïve in the ways of sex, could satisfy two cruel old black men at once made me feel, well some how special. It made me feel like I was a true whore. A whore for black cock who could happily be the main subject of a vicious and relentless gangbang.
"And Father, once I had satisfied two men at once, it was only logical that I was forced to satisfy three men at once. And that is what I did. I was made to take a big black cock in each of my pussy, arse and mouth and was forced to pleasure all these men.
"They fucked me so violently and again they had no consideration for my feelings. They just wanted to sate their pleasure in my young body. The dicks in my pussy and arse were tearing me apart, I could almost feel them rubbing together they were so wide.



"They were so rough with me there was clearly a sadistic element to their fucking, Father, they just pounded into me mercilessly, commenting on how much of a slut I was, how my body was built to handle big black cock, taunting me all the while that I was married and I was cheating on the man I loved with men I barely knew and how much I loved it all.
"Father, their taunting should have repulsed me but I just came again and again. Oh Father it felt so good, to be treated like a bitch. Oh please help me..."
"Oh I will my child, I will."
Both the good father and Jane were close to cumming. But Father Ambrose desperately wanted to delay his release as long as possible, realising it was quite likely to be his last orgasm of this particular session.
"Tell me Jane, what are you doing now? Are you playing with yourself like the naughty slut we now know you to be?"
"Oh yes Father, I am playing with myself. I have my hand up my pussy and another one playing with my tits." Jane replied, now delirious with pleasure, not a care in the world with what she was telling the good Father.
"Good, my child. Now, I want you to remove your hand from your tits and place it in your ass. I want you to have one hand up your pussy and another one up you ass. Do you understand me, you naughty sinful bitch?"
"Oh Father, it is so naughty but I will of course do whatever you tell me. Oooh Father, I have managed to put one finger in my bottom. It hurts so much. Please allow me to take it out."
"You must cope with the pain, Jane. Take your finger out and lick it, I want you to taste your ass."
Father Ambrose heard the sound of sucking as Jane, without hesitation, complied with his filthy request.
"Now Jane, I want you suck two more fingers, and then I want you to insert them all up your ass. Three fingers up your married white ass and 5 fingers in your pussy will suffice for today."
Next door Jane complied. She was now used to be ordered around my black men, although this situation, even by her own debauched standards, was bizarre.
"Oh Father, it is so tight." Jane cried, as she inserted three fingers up her young tight bottom. "Oh Father, please allow me to stop. It is sooo naughty..."
"My child, be quiet and comply with my wishes. Now, go on with your story."
"Oh yes, Father. Well, as I was saying, these three men fucked me without mercy, in every hole and most of the time I had to service more them one cock at a time. They must have fucked me like this for at least an hour.
"And whilst I was being double fucked by Randy and Jake, one was in my arse and the other in my pussy, they made me speak to my husband on the phone. Oh Father, they made me talk to my husband whilst I was being double fucked. It was so wicked of me but I loved it. I loved to be on the phone to the man I loved whilst I had two big black men fucking me. Ohhh Father..."
And with that Jane and Father Ambrose both came.
After a minute or so, Father Ambrose enquired from Jane whether her story was complete. Although it was one of the most remarkable stories he had ever heard from a slut wife, he was not sure physically he was able to hear more about Jane's exploits.
"Yes Father, I have finished my confession."
"Good my child, good. You have been very honest and explicit with your story, and that has pleased me enormously. However, you must recognize that you have been the worst type of wanton slut and that I cannot just simply forgive you."
"Yes, I understand that, Father".
"As such, I will need to have another session with you child. I will need to undertake a form of one on one counseling with you."
Jane had suspected as much. She had thought the good Father would want to see her again. She had her fears about what he might expect from her and what he might want to do to her. However, she told herself that whatever had happened today in the confessional booth, however turned on Father Ambrose might have been, he had so far really done nothing wrong, other than perhaps force her to be a little explicit with her story. And she was sure that were she to meet with him again, his methods may still be unusual, but Father Ambrose would never do anything which went against the strict teachings of the Church. Would he?
Of course he would.
Father Ambrose continued. "When you return, I need to see how you dressed. I need to see how you enticed all those men to commit such depraved acts of sexual abuse on your young body. I need to know what is it about you that makes black men want to misuse you so much.
"So, I would appreciate it if you could wear exactly the same outfit, including the lingerie that you wore when you went to see Charles and his friends and got gangbanged. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Father". Jane whispered, conscience of how much of a slut she would look in front of a man of the cloth.
"Also, I need you to purchase a couple of things for our meeting. The first is a leather tawse. Do you know what one is?"
"No, Father I don't."
"I didn't think you would. It is an old Scottish instrument used to punish naughty girls like yourself. It is leather with straps at the end. It punished girls bottoms most well. It is clear to me that spanking is insufficient for a slut like yourself. Don't you think?"
"Y-yes, Father, I think I deserve to be punished, and to be punished hard."
"Good. Also I need you to buy a dildo. I take it you know what that is?"
"Yes, Father, but I have never used one..." Jane pleaded, telling Father Ambrose the truth.
"No to worry, but you may need to use one now if you are going to wean yourself off black men. I want you to purchase the biggest, blackest dildo you can find. You should be able to buy both these items in one of the specialist sex shops in the city.
"I will see you here, back at the Church, this Friday at 6pm. You may leave now."
Following her curt dismissal, Jane scurried away from the church, her high heels making a loud noise on the stone floor as she looked to make a quick exit, anxious not to come face to face with her new black Master.
The rest of the day passed off quite uneventfully for the good Father, it was a case of the usual tedious church matters and then finally there were the evening confessions to contend with. Most of them were the usual dull nonsense that Father Ambrose heard every day; little old women confessing because they had had a sinful thought or two over George Clooney.
However, the very last confession proved to be very interesting. Very interesting indeed.
It was from none other then Jane's husband, Peter. Peter had, unbeknown to Jane, been a forced witness to the first two of her fuckings, with Charles and then with Smith. He had also been on the phone to her whilst she was being gangbanged and had known what was going on.
Each time he has been a witness to her brutal fuckings, he had done nothing to intervene but instead had masturbated himself off. He was, to his lasting regret, turned on by seeing his wife being fucked by other men. He also believed it was also down to the fact that it was black men, with their enormous dicks, and their uncompromising attitudes which also lay at the route of his arousal.
And it was because of this that he was here to confess these sins to the good Father Ambrose.
"Forgive me Father for I have sinned. It has been two weeks since my last confession."
"Go on, my son."
"Father, I have been a terrible husband. I have witnessed my wife commit adultery and I have done nothing to stop it."
Father Ambrose's interest peaked up. This was a nice sordid little tale to round the day off. At this time he was still not aware that it was Jane's husband in the booth with him.
"Go on, my son."
Peter then proceeded to go on to explain the whole story. It did not take very long for the evil Father to put two and two together and realize that the delightful Jane's husband had actually been a witness to her infidelity. And that rather then making him repulsed and angry, it had actually turned him on.
Father Ambrose proceeded to hatch up an evil plan, one which would add to the debauched evening he was planning with the lovely Jane.
At the end of Peter's sorry tale, Father Ambrose proceeded to console Peter and offered him some practical help.
"My son, what you have been through is terrible but as you are no doubt aware, the church does offer couples marriage counseling.
"Now I do appreciate that your problems are a little more unusual than most. However, I do think with the appropriate amount of care and skill, we may be able to resolve the terrible situation you find yourself in.
"As such, I think you should attend counseling, initially at least, by yourself, and you should, under no circumstance mention this little chat to your wife. I do have a session free, this Friday at 5.45pm..."
Peter, after a little more persuasion, agreed to counseling with the good Father Ambrose. Little did he know he was being set up that evening since his delightful wife was also scheduled to visit the evil Father. And the counseling she was likely to receive from Father Ambrose, and which he was going to be forced to watch, was going to be very different from anything the church officially recommended...
To be continued...
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It was 5.40 pm on Friday and, as agreed, Peter Redman arrived at church to meet Father Ambrose. Peter believed it was to receive marriage guidance from Father Ambrose, but the evil Father had other ideas. Degenerate ideas which involved Peter helplessly watching his wife get fucked by the Holy man's giant cock.
When Peter arrived, the church was empty. He had, as instructed, come alone. Father Ambrose suggesting that the first session should be without Jane as they devised a "strategy" on how they should confront Jane.
Peter spent a few minutes looking for Father Ambrose but the only people he came across were two cleaners. They were male, black and enormous and Smith like in their thuggish appearance. Couldn't Peter escape these people? Or was it since his wife had been fucked by Charles and Smith, he had just become more aware of blacks, and their size? Either way, he was tired of these people, Father Ambrose, was different, he was a man of God, a good man, but these men were mostly criminals. Anyway, cleaning jobs was the best thing for them.
"Where is Father Ambrose?" Peter enquired, to one of them in a condescending manner. It would have been like how a slave master would have spoken to one of his slaves centuries before.
The men stopped mopping the floor, stood up and looked up at him. They towered over him, one of them, who was unshaven and had a couple of gold teeth at the front of his mouth, merely grunted and pointed him towards a door in the far corner of the church.
Peter headed off in that direction. The two black thugs just watched him leave, smiling, and thinking to themselves that the little prick will hopefully soon be suffering at the hands of Father Ambrose.
Peter knocked on the door. A few seconds later Father Ambrose opened it and ushered Peter in to what was his private quarters.
He led him to a plush lounge and offered him a seat in a plush red leather armchair. Father Ambrose sat opposite him and started to speak:
"Peter, my son, I am so glad you could make it. I am hoping that together we will be able to offer you a way out of to the awful predicament you have found yourself in. Finding out that your wife has committed adultery is an awful thing. But to have been witnessed it, and to have found it so arousing, well..."
Father Ambrose left this last bit to hang in the air, to remind Peter of the humiliation that he had suffered when he enjoyed seeing his wife get fucked by another man. And a black man at that.
Father Ambrose continued. "This is no normal marriage guidance that I find myself in. It is just not that your wife has been unfaithful, that is one thing, and, in many circumstances, quite resolvable. However, it appears to me that your wife is addicted to black men and that is something that clearly you yourself can't do anything about."
Peter nodded in agreement. He knew what Father Ambrose was getting it, it is not that he can't be "black" it is just that he did not have a cock big enough to satisfy his wife.
"Well, what are we going to do, Father? I don't want to lose my wife, but I don't think I can stay with her if I know that she needs to be satisfied by other black men. With the greatest respect Father, I don't mean to offend but..."
"No need to apologise, my son. I understand completely."
What Father Ambrose understood was that this poor white boy was having great difficulty in accepting that his wife had become a whore for black cock. This was understandable, even the depraved Father Ambrose could recognise this. But was this Father Ambrose's problem? He thought not. In his depraved mind, he would not be doing God's work if he allowed this gorgeous bitch to be deprived the joys of black dick, and in particular his black dick, and spend the rest of her life on a diet of limp white dick.

"My son, I now have a confession to make to you."
"What is it, Father?"
"I have led you here on a small false pretence. I just hope the Lord can forgive me..." And Father Ambrose, looked up towards the sky, in mock concern. "You see, my son, I have also asked Jane if she could join us."
"Jane!" exclaimed Peter, genuinely horrified that is wife would be joining them. He had thought it would have been just the two of them having a preliminary chat on what was the best way forward. Now he was going to have to confront his wife! And more to the point, how had Father Ambrose got to meet his wife?
"Yes my son, Jane. You see after your confession, a day later, Jane came to church to confess she confessed her terrible sins to me." This was another lie, Jane had been into confession but it had been before Peter.
"Jane confessed? Does this mean she wants forgiveness, does this mean she wants to change? Is she sorry for what she has, done, the bitch..."
Father Ambrose put his hand to stop the stream of questions being fired at him.
"My son, I believe she is truly sorry for what she has done. She came to me for forgiveness and for guidance because she wants to save her marriage. She loves you Peter. She has only ever loved you. But..."
Again Father Ambrose stopped, allowing this "but.." to hang in the air a little, so Peter would know this would not all be plain sailing, that there was still some work to do.
"But what Father?"
"But I think she is still craves the kind of illicit and forbidden acts she has recently experienced; but it is our job to show her that there is an alternative way, that perhaps she and your marriage can be saved."
"And how are we supposed to do that, Father?"
"With my help, and with my strict guidance. It would appear that her, how should we call it, fetish for black men seems to be at the route of her problem and, as a black priest, I sense that she feels that I am best placed to help her, to help lead her down the righteous path of forgiveness and saviour.
"As such she has agreed to come here tonight, and to follow my strict instructions. I warned her that only complete obedience to the word of God can save her now. I have been in a similar situation before and only after the couple in question followed my orders to the letter was the young girl saved.
"As I said she is coming here tonight and will be here shortly. She does not know you are here and I will not let her know either. I have arranged for you to hide in a room off here. You will be able to see and hear everything. It is a little cruder than the arrangement Charles had for you, but this time I hope you will see different results."
Peter said nothing. He was amazed at what was transpiring. He looked to Father Ambrose for some help, sensing Peter's confusion, the good Father continued.
"You see, it is my intention that she confesses to me again, and I will ask her some more questions about her feelings for you and the sinful acts she has committed. I will also, depending on her mood, maybe ask her to carry out some religious acts, such as to pray and to worship."
"Yes, Father, this would I suppose be the best way forward..." Peter replied, genuinely confused and a little concerned. The last time he was forced to secretly watch his wife, she ended up taking a giant black cock down her throat and ass. He was not sure he wanted to go thought that again. But Father Ambrose was a priest...
Sensing that Peter was not too convinced, Father Ambrose spent the next few minutes explaining how his non-conventional methods had been a success, both in the spheres of marriage guidance and in some more public arenas such as drug rehabilitation. Father Ambrose correctly sensed that with regards to the drug rehabilitation work, since it had been widely publicised in the media this should provide a degree of comfort for Peter.
"And of course, if you are ever feeling uncomfortable with my methods, you can just walk in and confront us. Unlike in Charles's apartment, you will not be locked in.
Peter agreed, he was in a church, with a good and famous priest who was famous for his methods of rehabilitation. What could go wrong?
With that Father Ambrose showed him to his room. It was more of closet than a room, big enough only for a chair. On the door there was a grilled window which allowed Peter to see everything. Father Ambrose explained that it would be almost impossible for Jane to know someone was in there since he had placed a bright lamp nearby. This would have the effect of making it harder for Jane to see beyond the light but at the same time not impair Peter's vision. The priest had thought of everything.
And with that, Father Ambrose left Peter seated in the closet and went to collect Jane.
Jane had been waiting a couple of minutes for Father Ambrose in the church. As instructed, she was dressed as instructed. She wore a little pink dress, which barely covered her bottom and showed off her tits magnificently, along with white stockings, garters and g-string. Of course she did not wear a bra, she never did now. It was the same outfit she had worn the day she was gangbanged by Charles and his friends. Over the outfit she wore a small tight grey coat which was closed with a belt. It did nothing to hide her gorgeous figure since her massive tits were still proudly thrusting out they were so big, and most of her stocking clad legs were on display. She was holding a large purse in which contained the items she had been ordered to purchase.
As she waited, she felt uncomfortable since she was constantly being starred at by the two thuggish black men who were still in the main body of the church. They blatantly eyed up her slutty body, making no attempt to disguise their animalistic looks.
Jane had that familiar feeling of arousal whenever she was around such thugs. She could not help it. However, her own wicked thoughts were interrupted by the emergence of Father Ambrose. He was as good looking, and as big as his numerous appearances on TV had suggested.
Confidently he walked over to her.
"Jane, I am so glad you could make it", he said, towering over her. Jane felt that he was undressing her, just like the two cleaners had done earlier. Indeed, Father Ambrose unashamedly eyed up the delicious bitch. He of course had some doubts as to whether she would turn up or not, he could not be 100% sure; but thankfully, here she was and as lovely as he had remembered.
"This way, my child, we will take this into my private quarters."
And with that they headed towards Father Ambrose's apartment, walking past the two thugs who had stopped cleaning and were just eyeing up the beautiful Jane. Protectively, Father Ambrose placed his had on the small of her back to guide her along, although Jane thought it need not rest as close to her arse as it did.
Once inside Father Ambrose's plush apartment, he locked the door and guided Jane towards a large two seater leather couch.
Jane nervously sat down, conscience that her coat and dress offered the priest a wonderful view of her stocking clad legs.
"Jane, have you dressed as I instructed?"
"Yes, Father, I have."
"Good, my child. Good. Show me." Father Ambrose ordered, in the commanding tone Jane had heard Charles use many times before. It was a tone that white bitches such as Jane rarely disobeyed.
Charles sat down in the chair closes to the closet. It meant that when Jane sat down, she would be starring right at Peter who would have an unobstructed view of her, although she would be unable to see him.
Jane unbuttoned her coat and placed it on the chair behind her. Since she had not been ordered to sit, she remained standing, hands shyly clasped in front of her, awaiting the good Father's next command.
Father Ambrose said nothing and merely started at Jane. It was no wonder that Charles and his friends and fucked this bitch, she was stunning. She was one of those girls's who did not need to dress up like a slut to attract men, she was that beautiful; but when she did, the effect was nothing short of amazing.
With her 4 inch high heels on, her little pink dress barely covered her ass and you could see where her stockings ended and flesh began and her legs were beautiful, they were perfectly shaped; Father Ambrose could clearly tell that she was not wearing a bra since her nipples were visible through her light dress;.
"Did you bring the items I asked?" Father Ambrose enquired.
"Y-yes Father , I did." Jane was very embarrassed by this. Father Ambrose had asked her to bring a tawse, which was an old fashioned leather spanking instrument, and a dildo. Jane knew exactly what type of evening this was going to be.
"Good, please sit and we will proceed."
Father Ambrose pointed Jane towards a luxurious armchair which was positioned not only in front of Father Ambrose, but was also directly in line with Peter. He now had an uninterrupted view of his young wife.
They both sat down. Father Ambrose noticed how Jane's delightful dress rose right up her legs, leaving most of her legs and on display. As a result he got an excellent view of her garters and flesh. It was a beautiful sight.
Jane tried to pull her skirt down to cover herself up but to no avail. It simply was not long enough. It was a dress that should only really be worn in the privacy of your own home, with your husband. Not in public in front of a lecherous black priest who was making no attempt to disguise the fact that he was mentally undressing her. She crossed her legs and placed her hands demurely on her lap, conscience that much of her body was on display to this holy man.
"Now, my child, you are, as you know, here because you have been a naughty girl and been unfaithful to your husband..."
"Father there is something you need to know..." Jane's unexpected interruption surprised Father Ambrose. The bitch needed to know that he was never to be interrupted and she should only speak when asked to. He was about to admonish her when she said:
"I am sorry Father but I need to confess to you again. I think I should before we go on any further. I need to"
This was an interesting development. Father Ambrose would allow her interruption to pass, for now.
"My child, you say you want to confess again, is it really necessary? Is there something specific you need to confess? Is this something which could have a bearing on today's proceedings?"
"Yes, Father, I believe it will". Jane whispered.
"What is it, my child, what is it you need to confess?"
"Father, I have been unfaithful again."
"Unfaithful again? You mean you have unfaithful since we last spoke?"
"Yes, Father, I have."
Both Father Ambrose and Peter were very interested by this. Father Ambrose was truly in awe by this slut's ability to find new cock to fuck. Peter was just horrified that his wife had once more been unfaithful. However, both were turned on.
Father Ambrose, leant back in his chair, ready to hear this delightful slut's new confession, eager to know what new sexual depravity she had been subjected to. After all, Jane no longer just did vanilla sex.
"Go on, my child. Do not leave out any detail. I need you to be as explicit as you were the other day."
"Well Father, it all started when I went out to purchase those items you asked me to buy. I had a look on the internet to see where would be the best place to buy such things and where would be the most discreet. You see, I did not want anyone to see me entering such an establishment."
Father Ambrose nodded his head in agreement. Even though Jane was a whore, she had to keep up appearances. Good middle class white women did not, as a rule, visit seedy sex shops. And if they did, they were very discreet about it.
"Well Father I finally found a shop which stocked the kind of goods I was looking for and it was also in a neighbourhood where I knew no one I knew visited – it was located in one of the meat packing districts back streets.
"So, a couple of days ago, I took a cab there to make the necessary purchases..."
"And tell me child, what were you wearing when you went to this sex shop? Did you dress in a way that would have pleased your black Masters? Did you dress in a way that said to men, "Here I am, please fuck me?""
This last question made poor Jane squirm in her chair. It was of course true. Jane now always dressed like a slut. Yet even she recognised that there must be something fundamentally at issue if she was willing to dress in such a way when forced to visit a seedy sex shop. And, furthermore, she was now getting a little embarrassed by this line of questioning and the nature of this supposed "confession". Confessing one's sins in the confines of a confessional booth was one thing, but to confess them face to face, in front of this intimidating black priest, dressed the way she was when she knew that a lot of her body was on display, was quite another. And she swore she could see the outlines of a massive hard on emerging in Father Ambrose's crotch...
"Yes Father, I dressed like a slut. I dressed the way I have been told to dress. I dressed like I was ready to be fucked by some big black cock." Jane replied, once again her eyes avoided Father Ambrose's. She resolutely refused to look up at him, if she had, she would have seen him smile.
"Describe what you were wearing?"
"Well, Father, I had on a small, tight, pink flowery dress. It was tight at the top bit then flared out at the bottom. It was very short, it came to a good few inches above my knee. It had buttons at the front which stopped mid way down. I think it was a size too small since my breast seemed to want to burst out. It was very low cut which also meant I showed off an awful lot of cleavage.
"With it, I wore flesh coloured stockings with white garters and garter belt. I had on a white g-string and of course, no bra. I also had on a pair of 4 inch pink high heels. I was aware that with the high heels, every time I walked, my skirt would rise up and the flesh above my stockings was visible. And my big tits would also wobble. They really do need to be in a bra but I know that my Masters like to have them free and available"
"Jane, did you not think about the effect this would have on the patrons of a seedy sex shop? I mean, you are quite stunning and here you are, dressed up all proactively, in one of the cities most seedy parts. What was your thinking behind your outfit? It is one thing, dressing as you have today, for me, which I must say I greatly appreciate, but it is quite another thing to dress up in a way to draw attention to yourself in a sex shop?"
Jane closed her eyes at this question. It was true. When she had decided to go out and buy the items that Father Ambrose had ordered her to buy, she had initially dressed low key, she did not want to draw attention to herself. However, it did not take long before the new slut in her came out. Going to a sex shop meant that invariably there would be plenty of men present. Plenty of perverted old men who would like nothing better than to ogle her gorgeous young body. Her gorgeous young married body. Jane now took great pleasure in wearing outfits for the sole purpose of flaunting her body off, preferably to black men. Her husband, Peter, of course knew nothing about these outfits. They were not for his viewing pleasure.
As Jane closed her eyes, she leant back into the deep leather chair. Her dress rose even higher up her lovely tender thighs, revealing more of her delicate white flesh to the evil black priest.
"Yes, Father, it is true. I did realise the effect I would have; but it turned me on knowing that I would be flaunting my body off to bunch of old perverted men in a seedy shop.
"Father I have to confess, it seems the dirtier the situation, the more it turns me on. Father, please help me."
"Don't worry, my child, I will thoroughly deal with you later, but first I need to hear the remainder of your confession. I sense once more that you have behaved like a wicked slut. That you have been unfaithful to your poor husband".



Jane's poor husband, who secretly from Jane was sitting a mere few feet away, squirmed in his chair. He was embarrassed not only by the mention of his wife's infidelity, but that once more he was getting turned on by his wife's story. He was almost as anxious as Father Ambrose was to hear her story.
"Yes, Father, I have once more been a wicked slut.
"Well, as I was saying, I headed off to the sex shop. I took a taxi there. The driver was an old Pakistani driver. He kept on looking at me through his rear mirror. I could tell he was impressed with what he saw. My dress, like now, had ridden up my legs so he got a good view of my naked flesh above my stockings. My garters were also on display.
"At first I thought the shop was in a respectable part of Soho, but it was not too long before we were driving down some very narrow streets off the main road. Soon we had come to a dark dingy street which merely had a couple of sex shops. The rest of the road seemed to be made up of warehouses. I could see a few old men walking out of them clutching brown bags.
"We stopped outside the shop I needed to visit. The disgusting looking Pakistani driver asked me if I was sure I wanted to be dropped of in such a seedy part of town? I said nothing and just handed over my money. He just looked at my big tits and licked his lips.
"I got out of the car and now I was alone in this street and I must admit, I felt a little uneasy being alone in such a part of town. I noticed how the men in the street were eyeing up my body. A few of them were white or Mexican looking men, but the majority were black. They seemed to be working in the adjoining warehouses, and they were blatantly eyeing up my body. They were all young, big black men and they all looked like they wanted to fuck me hard.
"At that point I panicked. I wanted to get back into the cab so I could get back home as quickly as possible. However, the Pakistani driver had already driven off. He probably did not want to hang around this neighbourhood for too long.
"I was now alone in a part of town that I had never been in before, a part of town which seemed to be mainly populated by blacks. I now regretted dressing in a way which would turn on black men. I wanted to go home but had little alternative but to get off the street and enter into the sex shop. I figured I could make my purchases and ask the shop owner to order me a taxi.
"So for the first time in my life I entered a sex shop and as I looked around it was even more seedier than I had imagined. At one part of the store there were rows and rows of DVDs which seemed to cater for every possible type of sexual fantasy. Near to that was the magazine shelf. My eyes were immediately drawn to a publication entitled "Racks and Blacks". On the cover was a picture of a pretty young white girl, she had a pair of enormous tits and she was wrapping them around an enormous black cock. I made a mental note to purchase the magazine once I had acquired all the items for my new black Master. My own personal gratification should always come second to my Master's wishes."
Father Ambrose smiled at this. The bitch had learnt well.
"I then focussed on the front of the shop. Above the counter there was a big plasma TV screen hanging on the wall. On it they were showing a DVD film. The film was showing the vigorous fucking of a young white girl by several black men. She could not have been any older than sixteen, was dressed in a school girls uniform and was being gangbanged on the floor of what looked like a men's locker room. I noticed on the counter that there was a DVD cover with the title "Schoolgirls like it black and rough". The girl on the film was acting like she did not want to be fucked. She was screaming out for them men to stop, that she was a virgin and she wanted to stay that way until she was married. The men just laughed and carried on fucking her. She pleaded for mercy. I hoped it was just acting...
"As I stood mesmerised by the schoolgirl gangbang taking place on the TV in front of me, I very quickly became conscience of the shop coming to a standstill. Initially I had not realty taken note of who was in there, so it was only when I stopped surveying the shops perverted content did I notice that who was actually in the shop with me.
"There were only four people, two white, two black. The two white men were customers, were middle aged, short and overweight. They were in their mid 40s and were dressed in business suits. They were your typical Wall Street type who were taking time out of work to indulge in a spot of porn shopping. The other two men were also old, must have been in their late 60s, were also overweight but they were big and they were black.
"These men were clearly the owners of the store since one was seating behind the counter, under the TV, and the other was stocking the DVD shelves. These men were well over six feet tall and at one time I imagine would have been lean and fit. However age and a poor diet had meant that their bodies were not what they once were. They sported massive bellies. The one behind the counter was going bald and had a goatie beard whilst the other had a full set of grey hair but had a full trimmed grey beard. No matter which angle you looked at them from, they were ugly.
"I then noticed that not only had then all stopped whatever they were doing but they were instead just starring at me. It was obvious that they did not get many attractive women in such a store and if they did, I doubted whether they got women who were dressed in such a provocative way.
"The white men were starring at me it that preppy manner I had got used to with Peter's friends – when you caught their eye, instead of being a man and looking straight back at you, they shifted embarrassingly and looked elsewhere.
"With the black men, however, it was very different. As I looked at both of these men they just starred back and smiled. They blatantly eyed me up, lingering on my large tits. The man behind the counter licked his lips, leaned back in his chair and spread his legs slightly as if to say "You want some of this?"
"I became very nervous of the situation and wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible. I think the idea of coming to this seedy part of town all dressed up to turn on old black men had backfired somewhat. Just looking at these old men made me feel a little uncomfortable and scarred. They were different from the black men that had previously fucked me. They had been lean and relatively young. These men were old, fat and ugly. At that time I was not convinced I wanted such men looking at me, let alone touching me.
"As such, I stopped watching the film – I noticed that the young teenager had a cock up her arse and another one up her pussy, her shirt was ripped open and her small tits were dark red from the mauling that they were receiving. She was still protesting but the howls of protest had died down considerably and the look of pleasure, the look of a satisfied slut, was all too prevalent.
"I frantically looked for what I had come for – a dildo and a leather strap. I noticed that in the far corner of the shop, there was what must have been the BDSM section since there were number of devises which could have been used on a naughty girl's bottom. Without further ado, I headed off in that direction.
"When I got there I was amazed to see what kind of items they had on sale. There were a variety of spanking instruments and a number of canes, handcuffs and outfits. All things I thought my black masters would be able to use to discipline me. As I started to examine the items in more detail, I sensed a flurry of activity going on behind me, so I looked back to see exactly what was going on.
"The two black shop owners seemed to be hurrying on the other two shoppers in the shop. The one standing seemed to be having a word with one of them whilst the other was quickly paying for his goods. Once he had paid he was shown quickly to the door, the other man quickly followed. It seemed he had been told to leave and left without buying anything.
"I was now alone with these two black men, in a seedy part of town and in a sex shop. I decided to linger no more, buy my goods and leave immediately. I had already decided on the leather strap to purchase, a twase I believe you called it, and was about to pick it up when one of the men came up to stand right next to me.
"It was the man who had previously been behind the counter. He was very tall, and very fat. His big fat face looked down at me, grinning and for the first time he spoke to me, "Can I be of any assistance, my dear? He enquired
"I did not know what to say. I was embarrassed and afraid. All I did was meekly shake my head. But the man ignored me and carried on speaking to me, "I see you are interested in instruments that discipline young a girl's bottom. I think this instrument is very good and very effective."
"Father, he then picked up the twase that I was going to buy. It was made out of soft black leather, was very long and had number of tails on it. Holding it, he gently smacked it against the palm of his hand. It made a gentle smacking noise. Then, looking down at me, he must have noticed my engagement and wedding rings because he then asked me whether my husband was going to the one doing the disciplining.
"I know I should have lied and said yes but I was at that point terrified by the situation. So I just looked down and shook my head.
"The man just laughed and said "Good. Very Good. In which case, your Master would love applying this twase to your naughty bottom. However, I would not be doing my job properly if I did not make sure that your bottom was of the right size and firmness to be able to receive such a strong instrument. You see, not all bottoms would be able to withstand such an instrument. Now let me just check."
"And then, without even asking and with the confidence and assuredness that I had come to expect from black men, he placed his big hand on my bottom and started to squeeze it.
"I let out a big scream of surprise. Not only was this unexpected but totally unwarranted. However, although I was initially repulsed by this big, fat ugly man molesting my bottom, I was too terrified to move. Where would I go, I thought? I knew his friend was somewhere behind me, no doubt enjoying what was going on, so I could hardly just run out. So Father, I just stood there and allowed this awful man to grope my beautiful young bottom
"And boy did he grope me. At first his actions were gentle, but then they became firm and rough. And all the while he was looking down at me, his big ugly face starring at me saying "Good, very good." And all I could do was plead with him by staying "Stop. Please, stop."
"But Father, as expected, he just ignored my howls of protest. And rather then cease his actions, he took it one step further. Realising that I was not going to resist, that he was in complete control over me, he lightly spanked my still barely covered bottom.
""Good, your bottom seems firm enough to be able to withstand this instrument. I am sure your Master would be pleased". He said, as he continued to spank me. And now, his friend had come to stand by me also. I now had two big black men standing very close to me on either side.
"To say I was terrified was an understatement. But Father, I was also beginning to get turned on. Here I was, surrounded and being abused by two old black men who I had never met before, in a sex shop in one of the cities most dangerous parts and there was nothing I could do to stop it. Essentially, they could do whatever they wanted to do to me, I was at their mercy.
"In response to this dangerous situation I found myself in, I could sense that my nipples were becoming fully erect and were aggressively pushing up against my thin cotton dress. My tits were also heaving up and down. This was down both to nerves and desire. Both men were now openly just starring down my cleavage. I thought at any moment they would ask me to reveal my tits to them. And I would have had no choice but to obey them.
"However, instead the man who had been lightly spanking my bottom turned to his friend and said, "I think you should also check this arse out. We need to be sure that whatever she buys for her Master, it is suitable for her ass. I don't believe we would be doing our job otherwise.
"And of course the other man obliged. He placed his big black hand on one cheek and started to squeeze it, whilst the other man placed his hand on the other cheek and also squeezed. I now had two black men molesting my poor bottom. I merely closed my eyes and enjoyed the familiar situation of being dominated and abused by big black men. "
All the while Jane was telling her story to Father Ambrose, she had leant nicely back into the deep leather chair and had closed her eyes. Her legs and remained crossed all this time, but her white stockings and garters were on display since her small little pink skirt had risen up to her waist. She had made no attempt to cover herself up. Content that she displayed her body to her new Master. But at the mention of the two men simultaneously abusing her, Jane, unconsciously, uncrossed her legs. She was getting aroused at the story she was being forced to tell and had a familiar itch in her now damp pussy. She wanted to play with herself but had momentarily forgotten that she was in the presence of a priest.
She slowly spread her legs so that Father Ambrose got a clear look up her skirt. For the first time he saw her damp white g-string.
Jane now became aware that her current pose afforded Father Ambrose a view that she may not be quite ready to give. She opened her eyes and for the first time during the "confession" looked directly at the good Father.
Father Ambrose knew what poor Jane was thinking and he immediately reassured her by holding up his hand and smiling at her.
"Do not worry my child. I know what you feel. A slut like you must be getting turned on by telling me such a story. I sense that you want to play with yourself. You want to play with your pussy, don't you?"
Jane looked at the good Father. Her beautiful eyes were all dreamy with desire. Her massive tits were heaving up and down, nipples clearly erect. Licking her lip, she replied, "Yes, Father, please allow me to play with my pussy."
"I will child but I don't want you to use your hands to play with your pussy. I want you to use the dildo that you bought. The dildo may be a good substitute for black cock, although for a slut such as yourself, I have my doubts. I take it you have it?"
"Yes, Father , I do."
"Good my child, well use it."
Jane leaned over to her bag and took out an enormous black dildo.
Without any prompting from Father Ambrose, Jane spread her legs as far as they would go and pushed the gusset of her tiny g-string to one side so her naked young pussy was now on full display to the evil Father. Then, she started to rub her pussy with the big black dildo and started to moan with desire.
Father Ambrose's mighty cock was now fully erect. He was not yet sure whether he should display it to the young wife. That would come later, he decided. First, he wanted to verbally humiliate her husband a little more.
"You are a naughty bitch, aren't you Jane? How do you think your husband would feel if he knew that you were alone in a church, with a big black priest, legs spread open and openly fucking yourself with a dildo?"
"Oh Father, please don't ask me such questions, I love my husband..."
"You say you love him but you are willing to wantonly display your body to a man of God. What does that make you, my child?"
Peter looked on, utterly humiliated but also utterly aroused by the situation. His wife was being abused by a man with whom people should have the ultimate trust in. And he, her husband, should have really burst in and put an end to proceedings, regardless of the physical damage the massive Father Ambrose could inflict on him.
Of course, Peter had no intention of carrying out such a bold strategy.
Jane still had not answered Father Ambrose's question.
"Answer my question, Jane. What does it make me?"
"Oh Father, it makes me a slut. It makes me a bitch. It makes me a whore."
"You are right, Jane, it does make you all those things.
"And tell me, you are not just content to show me your young married white pussy, are you? What else are you desperate for me to see?"
"My tits, Father. I want you to see my big married white tits. And in time I want you to see my arse. I want you to see everything, Father..."
"All in good time, but for now, show me you big white tities, bitch."
It was the first time that day that Father Ambrose had called her a "bitch". It was a further sign, if any were needed, that he was her Master and she his bitch.
Without further ado, Jane undid a few of the buttons on her tight pink dress and spreading it wide, reached in and pulled out her massive tits. Even Father Ambrose, who had seen many a pair of white tities in his time, gasped at their beauty and size. Once they were both on display, Jane resumed playing with her pussy with the dildo.
"Continue with your story."
"Well Father, as I was saying, I had two men fondling my bottom, they were starring down at my still covered tits and openly commenting that my arse and body was built for punishment.
"Then one of the men began to lift up my small dress. They were going to reveal my bottom. Still I did nothing to stop them. However, as my dress came to the top of my stockings, the shop door opened. Immediately the man stopped lifting up my skirt, although both of them kept their hands firmly on my arse.
"I opened my eyes and came out of the dream like trance that I had been. I then looked behind me, as did both of the men. At the door was a small old white man who, I assume, had come to the shop as a customer. He just stopped at the door, and, mouth open, starred with amazement at the scene in front of him. Here, in a seedy downtown sex shop was a young white married girl, dressed in a small innocent dress with two black men openly fondling her arse.
""Get out, the store is closed" , shouted one of the men. The poor man just ran out of the shop.
"This, however, also brought me back to my senses. I needed to make my purchases and get out. I said to them that I just wanted to pay for my goods and leave.
"I tried to move towards the till but one of the men just stopped me by gently grabbing my waist. He told me that there was no need to be leaving so quickly and then he asked me whether I wanted to try out the leather strap, to ensure that my Master was going to be happy with it."
Jane had now inserted the tip of her massive dildo into her soaking wet pussy. Her other hand was playing with one of her big tits. With her eyes closed she was thrusting her groin to Father Ambrose as she fucked herself.
She continued.
"Father, I must say I thought they had a point. I did not want to displease you by buying something that did not punish my bottom adequately. I knew I needed to be punished properly and I did not want to disappoint you."
"Yes, you are a good bitch. Do go on."
"Well it was clearly madness to think that I could allow myself to be punished by these old fat black men whom I did not know until a few minutes ago. But at the same time, having sampled the joys of big black dick, I was curious to know what it would be liked to be abused and fucked by these old men. I was under no delusion that a spanking and whipping at these men's hands would inevitably lead to another gangbang.
"Unfortunately my initial hesitancy was interpreted as my acceptance, and the balding man, who had his hand around my waist started to lead me towards a door.
"I did nothing to stop him and let myself be guided by him. When he got to the door he opened it and his hand move from my waist to my barely covered bottom. He gave it a good smack and told me to go downstairs since it was nice and private down there and no one could disturb us.



"I looked down at the stairs to the dimly lit basement. I was now genuinely terrified as to what lay down there. Behind me I could hear the other man locking the door. I was trapped.
""I don't think I ought to go down there with you both. I am a happily married woman. This is not right." Was all I could say.
"The fat balding man, with his hand aggressively molesting my poor arse laughed and said "You know you want me to try this instrument out on your young married bottom. You know you want to make sure it will please your Master. Why else would you come to such a rough neighbourhood, dressed so pretty if you were not trying to entice some old black men? I bet your husband don't know you here..."
"No, this is not the case, really..." I replied feebly.
""Listen, Joe and I don't want to force you to anything you don't want. If you don't want to try this strap, if you don't want us to spank your naughty little bottom, if you don't want to be roughly treated by some old big black men, then you can walk on outta here".
"And the man emphasised his point my using his other hand to grope one of my big tits. When he did I merely closed my eyes, licked my lips and groaned. It was true, I wanted to be disciplined and fucked by these old, disgusting men."
Jane now had at least half the dildo up her pussy and was violently fucking herself with it. Her big tits were bouncing up and down in response. It took all of Father Ambrose's will power not to fuck the bitch there and then.
""You see Joe, old Sam is right, this bitch is prime fucking material". Again my silence was taken as acceptance. The fat balding man, who I now knew as Sam, led me down the narrow stairs. I walked very carefully down them since I had on 4 inch heels. Sam and Joe followed me and I was led into a room.
"I expected to walk in to some horrific torture chamber but instead I was surprisingly disappointed as to what I found. It seemed to be their office. In the middle was a desk, with a few papers on it. And around the room were a number of desks with computers and video making equipment. I noted a DVD cover on one of the desks, it was called, "White bitches submit to black men". On the cover a poor woman was being canned whilst she was blowing off a huge fat black man. His face was cut out of the picture but it could well have been one of the men with me. When I looked at them they just smiled.
""You can take that DVD home with you afterwards. Make a nice souvenir.". I nodded, it would. Sam, who seemed to be the leader of the operation continued, "Now what I want you to do is to place your hands on the desk, spread your legs and lean forward."
"Well of course, Father, I had no choice but to obey. The ludicrous situation was all of my own making – here I was, a young white wife in a rough neighbourhood, alone with two old black men who were each old enough to my grandfather, let alone my father. And now I was in the basement of a sex shop, alone with these men dressed in a skimpy outfit, worn with the sole purpose of arousing such depraved men. I had it coming and I deserved it.
"As instructed, I placed my hands on the desk, spread my legs and pushed my arse out as far as I could. As I did, I became aware of my little flared dress rising up my bottom displaying, to the perverted old men, the tops of my stockings and the beginnings of my arse. I heard the men grunt with approval. They liked what they saw.
"However I was not yet revealing enough and one of them came up and, without asking, flipped my little skirt up so they had, for the first time, a full unimpeded view of my young married white bottom. It was lovingly framed by pretty white garters and a frilly garter belt. My g-string disappeared in my bottom so all of my arse cheeks were on display to them. Available for them to do anything they wanted.
"I heard the men grunt with approval and then Sam came over and placed his big hand on my arse and gently stroked it. They then began to taunt me by asking what such a pretty little thing was doing, without her husband, in such a rough black neighbourhood all dressed up? Clearly I was looking for it? Clearly I was looking for some big black cock. I of course tried to deny it but whenever I said "No, it's not true" they would cruelly spank my poor defenceless bottom, call me a "whore" and a "bitch".
"They would then ask me why I had agreed to come down to a basement all alone with them? Clearly I wanted to be punished and fucked. Of course I tried to deny it all.
"They then asked me whether my husband knew that I had a Master. I replied that he did not know. This was met with more spanks.
""So you fuck around, is that what you are saying? You fuck other men and come to seedy sex shops, dressed like a whore, without your husband knowing." They asked.
"I agreed with them and they carried on spanking me. My groans were getting louder and louder. The firm spanks on my bottom were bringing me close to my first climax of the day. The men could sense that their actions were turning me on.
"They asked me whether I wanted to be punished properly. Whether I wanted to be punished with the leather strap? To have my arse whipped just like a bitch whore deserved. I replied "yes" to all their questions. I was ready to be punished.
"It was Joe who now took over. He picked up the strap and gently caressed my bottom with the thin leather tails. He asked me whether I was ready for this. I replied that I was. He then warned me that it was going to hurt and that in all likelihood I will be in pain but I must, at all times, make sure that my legs were spread and that my arse was pushed out. Failure to comply with these instructions would mean that I would be punished even more severely.
"I of course agreed. I waited for the first stroke on my bottom but it did not come straight away. Instead the men just carried on stroking my arse with the tails of the strap and both commented on how delicious my arse was and what a slut I must be to get myself in to such a position.
"And then, without warning, Joe lifted his arm back and, with some considerable force, applied the strap on my arse. I screamed out. It hurt so much. Joe then applied several vicious strokes to my poor bottom. Each one seemed harder than the next. But I still did not flinch. I still made sure my arse was dutifully thrust out for them.
"Joe carried on whipping me for a few minutes and all the while they both commented on how pretty my bottom looked, and how the redness of my bottom contrasted nicely with my pretty innocent lingerie
"After a few minutes of this, Joe stopped and came over and started to stroke my bottom with his hand. He commented on how hot and red it looked and how I had done well, so far. He then asked me whether I thought I had displayed enough of my body to them and whether I thought there was anything else that they would like to see?
"I of course I knew what he meant. He wanted to see by big tits. Initially I said I did not know what he meant. He replied with a volley of vicious spanks on my bottom and told me that I was a "bitch who knew exactly what it took to satisfy a black man." To stop these spanks and taunts, I quickly asked him whether he wanted to see my tits. He stopped spanking me and grunted in approval.
"He then ordered me to remain where I was and he came around the table to stand in front of me. He then without asking put his hands down my flimsy dress and pulled out my big tits and started to play with them."
Jane had now managed to get all of the big black dildo up her pussy and was masturbating away, unashamedly in front of the priest. She was close to cumming and was panting furiously. Father Ambrose, despite the enormous temptation to do so, had still not yet revealed his big black dick to poor Jane and was, for now, content just to listen.
"As he started to play with my big tits, I could see the outlines of an enormous erection. He was clearly aroused by events and I knew it would not be too long before I was forced to serve these man. To satisfy them however they wanted me to.
"Behind me, Sam and picked up the strap and was now applying it to my bottom with some force. I started to scream. Seeing my mouth open, Joe decided he could hold back no longer and he unzipped himself and fished out his 12 inch black cock. It looked huge, Father. With my mouth open, he effortlessly slid his big dick down my throat. Without hesitation, I accepted and started to suck on it. Once more I was being unfaithful to my husband by satisfying another black man.
"Joe began to grunt with approval. Calling me a "whore" and a "good bitch". I could tell he was close. Very soon Sam got tired of punishing my bottom, which was now very sore from the whipping. From behind me I heard the now all too familiar sound of a man's fly being unzipped and a big black cock being taken out. I knew I was about to be fucked.
"Sam placed the enormous head of his big black cock and the entrance of my small pussy and pushed hard. Despite being fucked there by many a big cock, my pussy is still tight and it took a lot of effort for him to lodge his enormous 12 inch cock up my tight cunt. Once he had, he grunted with approval and I moaned with desire. My moans were of course muffled because I was still sucking on Joe's cock.
"Now that the two old black men had their cocks in my small tight body, they began to fuck me mercilessly and without any regard to my feelings. My big tits swung back and forth with the violence of their assault."
Jane then looked up at the good Father who was now unashamedly sporting a massive erection. It was still uncovered but to the young wife his weapon looked scarily big. She suspected correctly that her "confession" was none of the sort. Instead it was a way to pleasure another perverted black man, and a priest at that. She realised that in all probability she would very soon be forced to fuck and satisfy this brute of a priest, a man who was cruelly taking advantage of his privileged position to seduce and to fuck this poor young wife. Jane, who was still fucking herself with her massive dildo and playing with her tits, loudly groaned at the prospect and, looking directly for the first time at Father Ambrose, licked her luscious lips.
Father Ambrose, always a shrewd judge of character, sensed that Jane was now ready for the next stage of the proceedings. Everything had proceeded as he had planned, she had returned to see him after their first "confession", when it must have been clear to Jane that it had been no normal confession; she had agreed to dress like a slut for his pleasure and, more importantly, she had agreed to display all her charms and masturbate for him. She was now ready to see the cock she would be forced to serve and Father Ambrose suspected that she would do nothing to stop him from forcing the issue.
Spreading his legs widely, he opened his black cassock revealing his massive black dick to Jane.
"Oh my God, Father, what are you doing?" Jane screamed. Whilst she knew deep down that she was going to fuck this man, she was still truly terrified at what she was being forced to watch and to do. Father Ambrose's weapon was the largest she had ever seen. It must have been at least 14 inches long and as wide as a Coke can.
Father Ambrose merely smiled and started to rub his cock. "Do not worry, my child, please continue with your story and do not relent in debasing yourself with the dildo you have bought. I want you to fuck yourself until you have cum, you naughty bitch"
"Oh, Father, but I am a married woman. You should not be showing me your..." Jane replied, all the while she continued to force the dildo in and out of her soaking wet pussy.
"Don't disobey me, bitch, you will do exactly what I tell you to do. Is that clear?"
"Oh yes Father." Jane's natural submissive instincts came to the fore and she happily agreed to obey this powerful black priest.
"Good, now continue."
Peter, in the small ante room off Father Ambrose's quarters, was watching everything unfold and, although he could not see what Father Ambrose had just done, he suspected that the good Father had just revealed his dick to his wife. Unzipping himself, he took out his small 6 inch penis and started to wank himself off. His secret fetish of watching his wife being fucked by big black men had forced him, humiliatingly, to this state of affairs, despite his better judgment.
What he really wanted to do was to barge in to the room next door and confront his unfaithful wife. But, to his lasting regret, he was turned on by seeing her fuck other men, and he felt it was all the more special because it was big black men who were always doing the fucking. And in his white upper middle class world, that was the ultimate taboo.
"Well Father." Jane continued. "As I said, I had a cock in by pussy and one in my mouth. I was happy to be serving these men and they were taking great delight from the fucking they were giving me. Joe, who was roughly forcing his cock down my throat was also playing with my tits and Sam was spanking my arse as he pounded me from behind.
"I could tell they were getting close as their grunts got louder and louder. And they kept on calling me obscene names such as "filthy whore", "slut" and "white bitch" and asked me what my husband would make if it all. Of course this kind of crude language and rough treatment just turned me on even more, as did the perverted dangerous situation I had willingly placed myself in.
"As their fucking got rougher and rougher, I inevitably came and although my groans were muffled by the big cock in my mouth, it was clear to the men that the fucking they were forcing on me was turning me on. As a result, Joe emitted his copious seed down my throat and Sam spunked up in my tight young pussy, all the while he cruelly spanked my arse calling me a "naughty little bitch"".
Jane had now closed her eyes, leant her head back, mouth open and she was licking her lips. She looked very much like the satisfied slut that she was. She was enjoying telling the evil priest her perverted tales, letting him share in the knowledge of her dangerous carnal exploits. Father Ambrose in turn was enjoying the story and the beautiful sight Jane offered him. Her tits were truly spectacular and he was amazed that such a young tight pussy could take such a big dildo. He looked forward to putting his dick in there. All in good time he thought.
"Is that all, my beautiful perverted child? Is that the only fucking you have to "confess" or is there more?"
Both Father Ambrose and Peter very much hoped that there was more. There usually was with Jane and they were not to be disappointed.
"Yes Father, there is more. Much more..."
"Excellent, my lovely little whore. Do go on." Father Ambrose still had not cum himself, and he wanted to bring himself off before he started to gorge himself on Jane's young body.
"Well Father, after they had fucked me, they told me that they had not finished with me and they still required my body. I of course protested but they explained to me that I had no choice and had to do what they wanted. They were of course right, alone in their basement I was at their mercy and in no position to protest or to escape. And Father, I was quite happy to be at the mercy of these perverted men. I wanted to continue to be their slut and to pleasure their big black cocks.
"I thought they were going to fuck me again, maybe take me in my arse, double fuck me or abuse me with one of the cruel instruments they had in the room, but instead Sam led me from the room down a dingy badly lit corridor to another room. Meanwhile, Joe stayed behind and started dialling a number on his phone. I would later realise that he calling his friends, who worked in the next door warehouse, and was offering my body to them. I was about to become a slut who was available to whoever these men desired.
"However, at that time I did not realise what was going on. I was naturally a little scared at being led down this dingy bad lit corridor to a different room but I merely thought that they wanted to fuck me on a bed, I still had no idea that they in fact wanted me to service several other cocks.
"As I walked, my big tits were still uncovered, they were red from the mauling they had just received, they were heaving up and down in fear and in anticipation and I don't think my nipples had ever been so hard. I was incredibly turned on by the whole situation - – here I was, a young white wife, alone in a rough black neighbourhood and had willingly allowed myself to be led down into a basement of a sex shop with two old black men, who I did not know, and who could, and in fact were, doing anything they wanted. It was an unbelievable situation that I had placed myself in.
"We finally got to the designated room and on the door there was a sign headed "Glory Hole". I did not then know what it meant, but I was very quickly about to find out. Sam placed his big meaty hand on my delicate arse and, giving it a rough squeeze, he led me in.
"Inside was a large well lit room and at one end there were was no furniture, just empty space, whilst at the other end there were merely two chairs and a video camera set up on a tripod clearly ready to film. It was clear that I was going to be filmed performing some sort of degrading sex act, I assumed I would be fucking either Sam or Joe. I did not yet know how perverted things were going to get.
"As I was led in, I noticed that at the end with no furniture, there was on the on one of the walls, a hole a few feet off the ground. The hole was a good six inches wide. Initially I did not thing anything of it. Sam led me over and ordered me to wait. He then went over to the other side of the room and started to play with the video camera.
"A minute or so later, Joe returned and he walked over to Sam and whispered something to him. Joe then turned on the camera and then both men sat down and starred at me. I was submissively standing in front of them, hands demurely clasped in front of me, looking down, naked tits heaving up and down, waiting for instructions from my Masters.
"They then informed me what this room was for and what was expected of me. The hole at the back of the room, I was informed, was built to allow men to place their cocks in and be serviced, in anonymity, by a willing slut such as myself, using her tits and her mouth. Apparently the room had been originally built to provide an extra service to some of their more discerning clients.
"I was told that today I was to be that willing slut for several black workers in the meat packing warehouse next door. Sam and Joe owed them some money and me blowing them off would go someway service their debt.
"Father I should have protested or raised even a token protest at this new depraved act that I was being asked to perform. But instead I merely nodded my head in acceptance, inside I was delighted that I was being asked to service even more black cock.
"They then ordered me to remove my dress. They claimed they did not want to get it ruined by the spunk that was sure to follow. I think they just wanted to get a better look at my body. In any event, I obeyed. I removed my dress and handed it over to Sam. I was now just dressed in my heels, stockings, garters, garter belt and g-string. I then waited for my first black cock."
Father Ambrose and Peter were both understandably very close. Peter's wife was displaying a new and unbelievable level of debauchery. Neither man was clear how low Jane would go to satisfy her craving for black cock, they were just both glad that her story had not yet ended.
Jane continued.
"After a few seconds I heard something next door. It was the sound of a man arriving then the unmistakeable sound of a man unzipping his fly. Then, through one of the holes, a blackcock emerged. It was still flaccid but even in that state it was at least 8 inches long. I was ordered by Joe to get on to my knees and suck it like a good whore. I obeyed.



"As I knelt down, I noticed that the hideous brown carpeted floor was covered in white stains which must have been caused by spunk. There was also an overriding smell of man's jism. This was truly a disgusting place. But I was still turned on by it. As ordered, I opened my mouth and started to suck this man's cock. The man, whose face I had not seen, immediately started to groan. Soon it was fully erect at 13 inches. It was a marvellous feeling to suck a cock when I did not know who the owner was.
"The hidden man groaned and told me to suck it all the way down like good bitch. I obeyed and somehow I managed to get all of his giant cock down my throat. I then began to vigorously bob my head up and down his pole, fucking him with my delicate mouth. From the sounds emitted from behind the wall, I knew the man appreciated the efforts I was making to serve him.
"After a few minutes of this Sam then ordered me to tit fuck the man. As ordered, I placed his ugly cock between the valley of my beautiful breasts and fucked him there.
Sam then asked me whether I liked to fuck men other than my husband. I knew this was for the benefit of the camera but I answered honestly and replied "Yes".
He then asked me what type of men I liked to fuck. I replied that I only liked to fuck big black men.
He then asked me whether my husband knew what I was doing. I replied that he did not.
He then asked me whether this made me a naughty slut. I replied that it did.
It then did not take long before my actions caused the man to cum and he was exploding his copious seed over my big married white tits. As I rubbed the spunk all over my tits, I realised that I had serviced yet another big black cock and I knew there was plenty more to follow.
"Indeed, over the next half an hour or so, I was forced to suck and tit fuck half a dozen big black cocks whose anonymous owners shoved them through the designated hole. The hidden men called me all sorts of nasty things but that just spurred me on. They were, after all, right, I am a filthy white married whore. All the while, Sam and Joe filmed me offering me words of encouragement.
"As I sucked off all these men, Sam and Joe would keep on taunting me by asking me questions in order to humiliate me further. They would ask me whether I preferred black cock to my husband's small white dick, whether I enjoyed being unfaithful and whether naughty white wives deserved to have their bottoms spanked. To all of these questions I of course replied in the affirmative.
"They insisted that each man would cum over my tits or my face and each time a man came, they would ask me to look into the camera, rub the spunk over my massive tits and tell them how much of a naughty white married slut I was and how much I loved to suck black cock. It was not long before I was covered in spunk.
"And of course all this sucking and tit fucking had made Sam and Joe's dicks hard once more and it was not too long before they wanted to fuck me again. I think I was sucking my seventh black cock when Joe got up and ordered me to stand up and spread my legs as I sucked the man off. He then spent a minute or so viciously spanking my poor bottom and calling me a "naughty slut".
"It seems to me that black men like to prepare their white woman for a fucking by spanking them and reminding them how naughty they are. I always like it. It reminds me what a submissive bitch I am and that my arse is always available to them.
"Once Joe was happy that my bottom was red enough, he placed his cock at the entrance of my pussy and slammed all 12 inches in one almighty thrust. The violence of the assault caused me to experience the most amazing orgasm and I nearly fainted as a result. I stopped sucking the man and cried out in pain and relief. I then pleaded with my attacker to be gentle with me. He replied with a volley of cruel spanks and ordered me to carry on sucking the man's cock like a good bitch whore. I naturally complied with his wishes.
"After fucking and spanking me for a few minutes, which caused me to cum a good few times, Joe withdrew his cock from my soaking wet pussy and told me that he was going to fuck me in the one place that had not been fucked in that day. My arse. I groaned at the prospect.
"The man next door, who heard that I was about to arse fucked, thrust all 12 inches down my throat and ordered me to suck him even harder. I think he found the whole situation as perverse and enthralling as I did. I did not even protest at the bottom fucking like I have done in the past. I knew it was futile as I knew such men did what they wanted and had no regard for my feelings. I am merely a toy for their perverted pleasure.
"As such, I relaxed my bottom as much as I could as Joe placed the massive head of his lubricated cock up against my delicate anus. Showing me no mercy, he then thrust 6 inches up my bowels. I cried out, sounds muffled by the black weapon that was thrusting in and out of my mouth. Tears welled up in my eyes as he then thrust the remaining 6 inches up my poor bottom and in no time my married arse had accommodated another massive black cock.
"He then started to vigorously fuck me and of course I came as a result. Many times. I think he also enjoyed it as he said he had never felt such a tight arse before and that I was "going to rip his dick off" my arse was so tight.
"I enjoyed being arse fucked and unfaithful with a man old enough to be my grand father. The fact that such a young girl could bring such pleasure to an old perverted man gave me a strange glow of achievement.
"After about ten minutes of hard arse fucking, he started to howl that he was about to cum. The spanks on my bottom got harder and harder and as he roared out, I felt the warm sensation of spunk in my bottom. As he came, the man in my mouth also orgasmed, emitting copious amounts of spunk in my mouth which I dutifully swallowed. I came also.
"This arse fucking and cock sucking was repeated once more, this time it was Sam who could not resist the charms of my married white arse. I was in no position to resist and dutifully spread my legs and presented my bottom to my Master.
"Sam also seemed to thoroughly enjoy the charms of my married bottom. He was as rough and uncompromising as Joe had been but rather than spank my bottom as he fucked me, he roughly mauled my tits, commenting on how big and succulent they were. He also taunted me for being a married white slut who could not get enough black cock. This only turned me on even more and I came again and again.
"Once Sam had finished fucking me in my arse, an event which had taken a good 15 minutes and which had left my arse feeling abused and sore, they informed me that the fucking had finished for the day and I was free to leave. However, looking at me, they said I was a filthy whore covered in all that spunk and could not leave like that. They must have been right since so many men had spunked over my face and tits I must have been covered with the stuff. I thought they were going to offer me a wet towel to wipe my self down. I could not have been more wrong.
"They ordered me to kneel in the middle of the room, in front of the camera, and to place my hands behind my back and to stick my big tits out. The men then stood on either side of me and they then took their now limp dicks out of their pants, and pointed them at my face. I did not know they were doing but then they both unleashed a torrent of warm piss which sprayed all over my face and on to my tits. I screamed out, which meant some of it went into my mouth.
"I could not believe it Father, not only had I allowed these men to fuck me in every hole, I was allowing them to urinate all over me. They were washing the spunk off with their piss and as they were doing so, they laughed at me and called me a filthy nigger loving whore. Oh Father..."
And with that Jane, who had been constantly thrusting the dildo in and out of her pussy, came. She had been waiting for this part of the story to cum since not only had she finished, it was also the most humiliating and degrading part, and as such the part which turned her on the most.
There were similar feelings for Father Ambrose and Peter who also both orgasmed along with Jane. They too could not believe this new act of degradation that Jane had been forced to endure and both found her humiliation thoroughly arousing. For Peter, his loving wife and reached new depths and he did not know what he now was going to do.
However Peter's dilemma would have to be put on hold for a little while yet for as Father Ambrose's spunk flew high up in to the air and landed all over his cassock, Father Ambrose knew that the time had come for Jane to be experience some of the Holy Man's mighty cock. Jane was about to be unfaithful again and once more she would, unbeknown to her, be fucked in front of her husband, the one man she truly loved...
To be continued...
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After finishing her "confession", Jane opened her eyes to see the last remnants of spunk bursting out of Father Ambrose's mighty cock. He looked at her and smiled. Taking a hanky, he cleaned himself up and covered up his still erect cock with his cassock.
The time had come to fuck the living daylights out of this bitch, Father Ambrose thought. He knew it and so did poor Jane. She removed the dildo out of her abused pussy and, looking at him, nervously licked her lips. She realised that they had now reached the climax of the "confessions", the time the priest would punish her and take out his fierce retribution out on her poor defenceless married body.
Jane was just thankful that her poor husband was not here to be witness to these events, or to hear her confession and realise what a dirty black cock loving whore she had become...
Of course unbeknown to Jane, her husband sat hidden in a small closet just a few feet away from her. He could see and hear everything whilst she could not see him. Peter had listened and watched intently and had furiously masturbated himself off.
The stories of her submitting to all those black men had rekindled in him his deepest and darkest fantasies. He began to realise that, with some horror, he now loved to watch and hear his wife commit adultery with black men. He loved the fact that her delicate innocent body could accommodate and withstand so much abuse at the hands of those monstrous black dicks; that she was able to submit to those thugs wishes and to be so willingly fucked and abused. He also realised that it was a treatment that he could not possibly provide for her. Maybe he could live with her illicit adultery since it seemed to suit all parties...?
Meanwhile, back in Father Ambrose's quarters, the good priest was readying himself for the next part of the evening's proceedings.
"Jane, you are indeed a filthy whore who needs to be punished for her wicked sins." Father Ambrose began. "Your sins are wicked and you have shown no respect to your loving husband, or to God who was a witness to your shameful marriage when you vowed to be faithful". Although Jane appreciated that there was a huge amount of hypocrisy in what the good Father was saying – here she was taking lectures from a corrupt priest who had abused his position by wanking himself off whilst she confessed and then forced her to fuck herself with a giant black dildo – she did recognise that she had been unfaithful to her loving husband and had to somehow repent for her wicked sins.
So Jane, eyes averted downwards, nodded in agreement. "You have become a filthy slut, Jane and you need to be punished in a way that only I and God will understand". Jane knew what that punishment would be and again nodded.
"Do you have anything to say before we begin?" Father Ambrose asked.
Jane was silent and just shook her head.
"Good, now get up and give me the leather strap you bought."
Jane stood up. Her big 36DD tits were still uncovered and she made no attempt to cover them up. She realised that Father Ambrose would want them exposed and if she was honest with herself, she wanted to expose them to him. Her little pink dress fell down as she stood up but it barely covered her arse which was raised high due to the 4 inch heels she was wearing. As she turned around and bent down to take the strap out of her bag, her arse, lovingly framed by her frilly white garters and set off with a minuscule g-string, was, for the first time, on full display to Father Ambrose. Again she made no attempt to cover herself, indeed she thrust her bottom out and took her time finding the strap in order that Father Ambrose could get a good look at her married white arse. This did not go unnoticed by Father Ambrose. She was a good and special slut. He was going to enjoy this.
When she found the leather strap, she turned around and walked over to Father Ambrose, her big proud breasts bouncing with each step. She then handed over the strap to him and dutifully waited for his next command.
Father Ambrose, taking the strap, started to smack it loudly against the palm of his left hand. He looked up at her, said nothing but smiled. Words were not needed. It was clear how the instrument of punishment was going to be used. He then stood up and walked over to a big leather foot stool, which lay in the corner of the room, and brought it over to the deep dark red leather armchair that he had been sitting in.
Placing it next to the chair he turned to Jane and said "Kneel on the stool and place your hands on top of the chair. Spread your legs and thrust your bottom out."
Jane followed his orders to the letter. She was used to and loved obeying big black men. As Jane knelt for her Master, her big married tits hung heavily down and as she thrust her arse out, her dress was too small to prevent her arse from being on full display. Her body was now available to the evil priest to do as he pleased. Father Ambrose walked behind her and started to gently stroke the buttocks of his beautiful victim.
The position was not only perfect for Father Ambrose to administer an arse whipping, it also had one other benefit. Father Ambrose had earlier in the day deliberately placed the chair in such a way that when Jane was kneeling on it, her face would be directly facing the door that Peter was sitting behind. Because of the grills on the door and the lighting, Peter could clearly see Jane's face but she could not see Peter. As far as she was still aware, her poor husband was still blissfully unaware of her infidelities.
As Father Ambrose stroked her lovely young bottom, his formidable dick began to regain its strength and as it did, he picked up the strap and gently ran its tails across her bottom.
"My child, you need to be whipped so that your feel pain for the terrible sins you have committed. Do you have anything to say, my child?"
Jane appreciated that it was not in the official teachings of the church to whip a young wife's poor bottom just because she had been unfaithful. However, she was totally aroused by the situation. She now loved to offer her body, and in particular her bottom, to the sexual whims of big black men. Without knowing, she looked directly at her husband and said "Please whip my arse, Father. I have been a naughty wife and I deserve to be punished. I deserve to have my bottom whipped."
"Good, my child. Prepare yourself".
Jane licked her lips in anticipation and thrust her bottom out and waited for the leather strap. Father Ambrose meanwhile drew one of his powerful arms back and then brought the strap down viciously on her poor defenceless bottom. Jane screamed out as the unmistakeable sound of leather on bottom flesh reverberated around the room.
"Be quiet bitch, we do not want the whole neighbourhood to know what a naughty slut you are."
"Yes Father."
And with that he brought the strap down again, but this time on to a different buttock cheek. Jane did not cry out this time but instead bit her lip, both in pain and in arousal. Father Ambrose noticed this and that she also maintained her arse in the thrust out position as he had directed. She was a good bitch.
"Are you pleased that you are finally being punished?"
"Yes Father, I am. I am a wilful slut who deserves to have her naughty bottom thrashed."
"Good my child, you have learnt well. Tell me, have you enjoyed being unfaithful? Have you enjoyed committing acts of wicket sin by allowing your beautiful young body to be abused?" Father Ambrose emphasised his point by giving her bottom a view vicious whacks with the strap. "Oh Father, please. I do not want to answer these questions." "Well you are going to. I want you to tell me exactly how you feel being an adulterous whore", Father Ambrose replied, knowing full well that Jane's reply was for Peter, just as much as it was for him. "Yes, Father, I have enjoyed allowing my married body to be fucked by other men, I have enjoyed allowing it to be abused my big black dicks. Ooh Father, please be gentle with my poor bottom..." "Silence bitch. Continue..." Father Ambrose said, now applying the strap with considerable force. Her bottom was now a deep shade of red. Just as it should be for her black masters. "Well Father, I love the feeling of allowing another man's giant cock in to my married pussy, a pussy which I swore to God would only be available to my husband. It is the feeling of illicit and filthy sex that turns me on. Filthy sex with big black men that want to dominate me, do what they want with me and who have little or no regard for my feelings. It is that feeling of being raped by black cock, in every possible hole that I find most fulfilling. Ohh Father, punish me, I am such a slut..." And that was exactly the good Father did, however the site of her deep red bottom and her swaying tits meant that he could hold back no longer. He needed to have her. "You need to be fucked by a man of God, my child. You need to experience a cock given to this world to punish and to fuck wanton sluts such as yourself." "Oh yes, Father, fuck me, fuck me hard. Wherever you want to..." "I will my child. Marvelling at the redness of her cheeks, and the submissive way Jane made sure that her bottom was raised for him, he threw the leather strap down on the floor and opened up his cassock displaying his monstrous 14 inch cock.
Jane's husband, Peter, sitting just a few feet away in closet, for the first time saw the cock belonging to the man who was about to fuck his wife. He gasped in horror and admiration at what he saw. Admiration at the man's length and girth, it was even bigger than Smith and Charles's weapons, but in horror because he was, for the third time, going to allow another man to fuck his wife. And there was nothing he could do about it. He was a victim not only of circumstance, he felt he was too physically weak to challenge Father Ambrose if it came to it, but also of desire. Desire to see his beautiful petite wife impaled on such a mighty weapon; to see her viciously fucked at the hands of this evil powerful man; to see her beg for mercy as he rammed all 14 inches up her delicate pussy, arse and mouth and to see her completely subjugated to the priest's sexual desire.
In short, he wanted to see her sexually molested by as many black men as possible. His perversion had reached a new level and his marriage had become a sham, a way for both husband and wife to satisfy their own perverted desires. And, as they would both soon discover, Father Ambrose was only too happy to oblige.
Father Ambrose now approached Jane, who was still kneeling on the chair, legs spread, arse thrust up and tits hanging out of her delicate pink dress. He began to stroke her inflamed arse, enjoying the warmth of her beaten cheeks and the way they contrasted with her delicate virginal white stockings and garters. The time had come.
"Jane, where do you think I should fuck you? Where, in your married white body, do you think I should insert my holy cock and inflict upon you the reaming you so deserve?"
"Oooh, Father, I am married and you are a man of the cloth. A priest. a man I should be able to trust. This is wrong, we should not do this..."
"Silence, bitch, how dare you question me". And the good Father reined down a volley of hard spanks on her tender cheeks.
"Oooh Father..." Jane closed her eyes and licked her lips. She loved this brutal treatment, having her arse punished by big black men and being humiliated. The treatment, at the hands of this evil priest, was bringing her close to another huge orgasm. Although she had protested at the priest's line of questioning, the thought of being fucked by a man of the cloth, by a black man at that, was so wicked, it was turning her on insanely. She of course could not admit this, it was, after all, part of her fantasy of being dominated and raped by big black men. Thank God her husband was not aware of any of this...
"Please, Father Ambrose, this is sooo naughty. We should not be doing this, in a church. I came to you for help..." Jane's reply was an obvious lie. She wanted to be fucked just as much as Father Ambrose did but she could not admit it, at least not yet.
"And I am helping you, my child." Father Ambrose replied, continually spanking her delicious white bottom, which was still dutifully raised for him. "You need to be punished. To feel the might of God's wrath in your gorgeous married white body. To feel what it is liked to be fucked by God's mighty staff, to feel what is liked to be punished by the Lord himself...
All hogwash of course. But hogwash that Jane lapped up.
Licking her lips and effectively looking straight at her husband, Jane replied, "Oh Father, you are right. I do need to be punished by God. To be fucked by one of his teachers. Ooh Father, spank me harder. spank my bottom harder and punish me..."
Father Ambrose happily obliged.
"And where do you want me to fuck you, bitch?"
"Oh Father, I think I need to be fucked properly and feel pain. To be fucked in a way that is most forbidden and will teach me that I am a naughty slut who needs to be punished." Jane replied, really getting into the role of a wanton slut. "Father, please fuck in my arse. Please put your mighty black cock in to my married white arse and fuck me hard!"
"Oh Jane, you are some slut." Father Ambrose was delighted, she was such a delightful little slut who wanted to be arse fucked more than anything else. "How do you think your husband would feel if he could see and hear you now. Asking another man to fuck you in your married bottom. Has he ever fucked you there?"
"Oh no Father, I would never let him fuck me in my bottom. My bottom is the preserve of black men. And, in any event, his dick is too small, I need a big black man to fuck me there, so I can feel like I am properly being fucked and owned by them. Ooh father, spank my naughty bottom harder..."
Father Ambrose could not hold out for much longer. The talk from this young slutty wife was making him wild with passion and he was happily taking it out on her poor bottom by spanking her harder and harder.
He now stopped and placed the head of his massive dick at the entrance of her anus.
"Jane, are you ready to get ass fucked? Are you ready to fuck my massive cock with your sinful bottom?"
"Oooh yes, Father. I am ready. I have wanted you to fuck me there the moment I started our confession today. I want to know what it is like to be fucked by a powerful priest and to be fucked in the house of God. Sodomise me Father, and do it hard and do it rough."
"You are quite the whore Jane. Now, this is going to hurt you at first but you must always keep your bottom raised for me. Now, here goes."
Jane licked her lips in fervent anticipation. She was panting with desire. It was true, the moment she had arrived today and set eyes on Father Ambrose, she knew that he was going to fuck her. The way she was ordered to dress for him and the crude instruments she had bought could have only meant one thing.
And having seen Father Ambrose's massive dick, she had immediately wanted him to fuck her in her married white arse. The shameful thing was that, since her introduction to big black cock, she obtained her most heightened sexual gratification from being sodomised. The feeling of a massive cock, not belonging to her husband, in her most private parts, committing the most perverted act of sex, was, for Jane, her very own idea of sexual heaven.
Father Ambrose looked down on her small little bottom and contrasted that with his massive black cock. He then pushed, with some considerable force, the massive head up her tight ass.
"That's it bitch, take my cock up your tight married ass. My God, it is like you have never been fucked up there before, it is so God damm tight!". It was true, Father Ambrose had never felt such a tight ass in all of his long experience of fucking white women. It was possible that Jane's was the finest piece of ass he had ever taken. Slowly, but surely, he managed to get seven inches in her bottom.
He was truly amazed that she was able to take even half his dick up her petite frame. Most women could not even manage this and many would have passed out by now.
He marvelled at the contrast between the darkness of his cock – it was almost coal black – and the whiteness of her body. He loved this. Not only was he fucking a white woman, but he was fucking a white wife, the ultimate in forbidden flesh.
Meanwhile, Jane screwed up her eyes in pain and her panting had become heavier and heavier. Despite the feeling of being split in to two, she was determined not to complain or protest as she had done so in the past. Instead, she maintained to keep her bottom raised for her Master's pleasure. After all, she was not there to question, but to submit and to please.
Father Ambrose took her silence as acquiescence and, grabbing her hair, he pulled her head roughly back and, with an almighty thrust, he rammed the remaining seven inches in to her delicate arse.
"That's it bitch, take all of my cock up your ass. Tell me how it feels."
"Ooooh Father, it is so b-big. I have never felt so full in my life. Oh it hurts, it hurts... please, Father, be gentle, it is going to split me in to two, your cock is soooo big..."
"Deal with it, bitch. It is a size that your sinful body deserves. There, take that..." And he now removed almost all of his dick from her ass and, showing her no mercy, with one mighty thrust, rammed it back in.
"Oh God Father, that hurts. Please be gentle, my ass is going to split..."
Father Ambrose ignored her pitiful pleas and started to fuck her remorselessly. It was, after all, what she deserved. Holding her hair with one hand and kneading her massive luscious tits with the other, Father Ambrose began to give Jane the fucking of her life.
Peter could see everything clearly and it was some tableau that was being presented to him. Father Ambrose was still fully dressed in his holy clothes, and still had his dog collar on. He was standing behind the subservient Jane who was kneeling on a chair, bottom raised, dressed in a small pink dress which was undone at the front so that her braless tits were hanging heavily down, swinging back and forth in rhythm to the fucking she was dutifully receiving. Her white stockings and garters contrasted sharply with the black outfit and man. Behind her, his 6ft 6 frame towering over her petite body, was a priest who was taking great delight in fucking one of his parishioners up her married arse. This was not the way of the Church. This was not the way of society. It was utterly forbidden and perverse and the husband of the victim, who was being abused by this big priest, was loving every moment of it.
Jane was starring directly in to the room Peter was hidden in. He had seen how much she wanted this, how much of a wanton slut she had become. She was licking her lips and screaming with desire, pleading with Father Ambrose to be rougher with her, to pinch her nipples harder and to fuck her arse badly, like the bitch whore she was. The site of this had made his small d!cjk hard again and he was playing with it furiously. He willed the priest to be as rough and cruel with his delicate little wife as was physically possible.
"Father, that's it, fuck me hard. Oooh like that. Treat me like a bitch, I need to feel like I am being fucked hard. Be nasty with me Father, I know you want to be. Oh yes Father, that's it..."
Father Ambrose had not come across a slut like Jane before. Sure he had had his share or married white pussy in his time, but he could not remember coming across a girl who so like to be treated like a bitch whore.
Looking at the door and at Peter, Father Ambrose asked, "Is it better than your husband's cock. Does it feel better to receive some nigger cock you white whore?"



"Oh yes, Father", Jane replied, also looking, inadvertently, at her hidden husband "your cock is so much bigger than my husband's. Ooooh, that's it, harder..."
"Do you still fuck your husband?"
"No father, not since I was introduced to black dick. Black cook feels soooo good. He could never satisfy me the way you do. He could never be rough with me, fuck me the way you can. Oooh Father, do it harder, I am cumming, it is sooo gooood...."
And Jane came.
Father Ambrose now, for a few minutes, fucked her with even more vigour. He grabbed her tiny waist and rammed into her tight ass like he wanted to kill her. Her big tits flayed around with the violence of the assault. He had screwed up his face in determination and his big neck muscles tightened as sweat poured down as he fucked her. He felt like his dick could be ripped off her tight small ass it clenched him so tightly in its vice like grip. Clearly he was the biggest, and meanest man, to have ever fucked this bitch.
Jane in turn had closed her eyes, and was now cumming constantly. It was true, Father Ambrose was the biggest man who had ever fucked her, and his massive size was causing to her to enter into a constant state of orgasmic bliss. She too was amazed that her small body could handle such a large cock, and wondered how it would look to an innocent onlooker– a small petite white wife being fucked doggie style at the hands of a giant nigger priest. Unfortunately for her, her husband was currently experiencing that particular pleasure.
Father Ambrose started to feel that he could not hold out for much longer. Her small tight bottom was having the desired effect, as was the thought that Jane's pathetic husband was only sitting a few feet away, a witness to his wife's infidelity.
"Take it bitch, take that mighty cock up your tight married white ass. How would your husband feel to know that he has married such a slut? How would he feel to know that his wife is a whore fore black cock. Answer me, bitch!!!"
And with that, a volley of cruel spanks rained down on her defenceless ass.
"Oh Father, he would not be happy that I allow myself to be fucked by big black men, but it feels sooo good, I cant stop. Oh please, fuck me harder and cum in married bottom. Oh Father, that it so good...."
Father Ambrose could hold back no longer. He threw his head back and his whole body tensed up as he came inside Jane. Jane thrust her bottom back on to the giant cock, determined that her small petite body would do everything it could to satisfy the massive priest who was fucking her from behind. She could feel the copious amount of black holy spunk enter her bowels and she also came as a result.
Father Ambrose experienced one of the most intense orgasms of his life. Not only had the small bottom of Jane's proved to be one of the nicest and tightest ass's he had experienced. The whole debauched situation was one that appealed to his sick instincts. Seducing one of his parishioners when he should have been helping her and doing it all in front of her husband in order to humiliate him, well, life did not get better.
He withdrew his still erect cock from her abused arse. Her anus remained open, gaping in defeat at the attack it had just suffered and spunk dribbled out of it, down on to her stocking clad legs. Jane panted, trying to recover from her brutal assault, her tits hung down like heavy ripe fruit, red from being mauled and slapped. Jane was one well fucked wife.
Father Ambrose took in the sight and decided that he was far from finished with the bitch. He walked around and stood in front of her, his massive smelly cock now directly in front of her beautiful face, just inches away from her open panting mouth. Jane looked up and saw the evil face of the priest who had just cruelly fucked her, he was looking down and giving her one his evil smiles. She felt that the whiteness of his dog collar and his holy outfit seemed completely out of place with the situation – it was obvious that he now wanted her to suck his cock after it had been up her ass. Ass to mouth did not unduly bother her, indeed it was something that she enjoyed – she felt that it was another act which confirmed her as a submissive slut for her black Master. A whore who would happily perform any sexual act if it meant pleasing her Master.
No words were necessary, Jane knew what was expected of her and she leaned forward, opened her mouth as wide as possible and allowed Father Ambrose to effortlessly shove half his cock in.
"That's it bitch, clean my cock off after it has been up your ass. That's it, suck it good. Play with my balls you cock loving whore... Ahhh that's so fucking good..."
He then grabbed her head and started to fuck her face, she looked up at him, tears welling in her eyes, pleading with him to be gentle, he had managed to get all of his cock down and she feared she would pass out. The good Father looked down, noting her discomfort and pain but that only drove him on to be even rougher and harder with the poor girl.
"You like sucking my cock, don't you. You like the feel of my big black cock down your throat, especially after it has been up you ass".
Of course Jane could not reply, but all that Father Ambrose said was true, she did like to suck cock and she did like the taste of her own ass. To confirm this, she started to move her head of her own accord and squeezed his balls harder, almost trying to get the spunk out for him.
Father Ambrose looked down in glowing approval as this bitch started to fuck him with her mouth. She was a true whore and it appeared that she would do anything to please him. Taking his hands off the back of her head, he started to play with her massive tits, roughly pinching her nipples which caused her to groan with desire. Jane was now also close to cumming. She had not stopped looking up at the good Father, she had been taught that all dutiful sluts looked at their master whilst they were blowing him, it gave the correct subservient impression, and seeing him look angry with desire only fuelled her own passion.
The face fucking continued for some minutes. Poor Peter, who had already cum several times that day, had his view of Jane obstructed by the priest. All he could see was Father Ambrose thrusting his buttocks in to the face of his poor wife and all he could hear was the unmistakeable sound of a bitch gagging on a giant cock.
It was not long before Jane's lovely sucking and squeezing was having its desired effect on the holy man. Removing his hands from her tits, he once more placed them on her head and started to violently rock her back and forth as he approached another glorious orgasm. Jane in turn, looked up submissively at the priest, he had closes his eyes and was roaring out in delight.
"Ahhhh that's it bitch, suck me harder. I am going to cum down your glorious throat, you fucking whore!" he roared out. And, muscles tensed, he emitted his copious spunk down her little mouth "That's it bitch, suck every last drop you glorious married slut..."
And of course, Jane obeyed, greedily swallowing every last drop of the holy man's emission, cuming herself in the process and grateful that he would choose to blow his load down her mouth.
Jane continued to suck Father Ambrose for a minute or so, allowing him to emit every last drop of his precious fluid down her throat. She constantly squeezed his balls, in the hope that if she did, he would cum even more. Father Ambrose appreciated all her efforts. She was doing all she could to please him, her desires were subordinated to his own perverted needs.
Once he had finished with her, he removed his now deflated cock from her abused mouth and covered himself up. Jane carried on looking up at him, her eyes met his and she looked at him pathetically, as if she wanted some sort of praise for sucking him off. None would be forthcoming from this evil man, he merely glared at her, like she was a filthy whore, which of course she was.
No words for spoken, and Jane took this to mean that her "confession" was at an end and her body was no longer required. She stood up and started to readjust her clothing, buttoning up her dress so that her breasts were no longer on display and trying, with very little luck, to push her little dress down so it would cover up her abused and reddened arse. She then picked up her coat and started to put it on.
Meanwhile Father Ambrose had gone over to the door and opened it. Jane assumed the priest was doing this to let her out. She was sadly mistaken. Instead, Father Ambrose looked out into the church and called out to the two black cleaners Jane and Peter had earlier passed.
"Hey, Tyrone and Jerome" he yelled "you can come in here now. You can have some of that pussy I promised you..."
He then turned to Jane, who had just finished tying up her coat. She was frozen at the spot, stunned and horrified at what Father Ambrose had just said.
"Bitch, you can take that coat off, I have not quite yet finished with that pussy of yours..."
To be continued
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The two giant black cleaners entered the priest's vestry. Jane, the young wife, who had moments before been violently sodomised by the cruel priest, stood frozen to the spot, terrified at how events were spiralling out of control.
Meanwhile, unbeknown to her, her husband sat hidden where Father Ambrose had left him, in a closet just a few feet away, a witness to his wife's infidelity. He was equally horrified at the introduction of these two black thugs to the proceedings. He had willingly allowed his wife to be fucked by the priest, but this was something he had not envisaged. These men were going to take what they wanted, regardless of what his poor wife had to say. Too terrified to do anything to prevent the inevitable rape of his young wife, he watched intently as events unfolded. His dick rising in response.
Tyrone and Jerome now entered the room and Father Ambrose locked the door. They were both in their late 30s, of similar build and height to Father Ambrose, around 6ft 6 tall and were built like a shed. Their muscles rippled through their tight overalls. It could have been a basket ball team reunion, Peter mused to himself, such were their size and build. They were also unshaven and their hair had been closely cut. They looked like thugs. They were in fact convicted violent criminals.
Without any prompting, they both swaggered their way towards poor Jane, eyeing her up, looking at her tight petit married body, wondering whether such a small delicate thing could handle their cocks and the gang bang they were about to inflict upon her. However, they did not care if she could, she was going to get it regardless.
Jane, seeing her predators walk towards her, took a few tentative steps backwards in response. Her legs felt weak and she thought she could collapse. These men looked like they were going to be rough with her in a way that she had never experienced before. Her heart was pounding sway, her massive tits were heaving up and down, although she was not 100% sure whether her feelings were one of fear or excitement of being raped. Her body however betrayed her true feelings since her nipples were already fully erect and pussy was soaking wet.
As one of them approached, without asking he undid her coat and pushed it off. It landed in a puddle on the floor by her feet. Jane continued to step back but she bumped in to the other thug, Jerome, who had swiftly moved behind her. He grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back. She was trapped, surrounded by her black rapists. And by pinning her arms back, her tits were pushed out even more and were bursting for release from her little pink dress. They looked even bigger than their 36DD size and you could clearly see her large erect nipples aggressively pushing out.
"P-please stop." Was all she could say.
Tyrone, who was standing in front of her, towering over her little body, looked down, and smiled. Without warning, and with impressive speed, he ripped open the front of her dress, causing the buttons to fly across the room. Her beautiful naked married white tities delightfully jiggled up and down in response and were now revealed, in all their glory, to her delighted audience. Jane let out a big scream. She was about to be raped...
"Oh please, stop. What are you doing? This must stop, I never asked for this. I don't want this to happen. P-please, I don't want to be raped. Father, help me, please..."
Father Ambrose merely smiled at her, and, with great calmness, walked over and sat down in his chair, he opened up the folds of his cassock and removed his semi erect cock. Looking over to at Jane, whose massive breasts were now being fondled by Tyrone, he started to rub his dick.
"Jane, I want you to meet Tyrone and Jerome. I have invited them here as part of their rehabilitation process."
"W-what do you mean. Ohh please, be gentle with my tits and my bottom". Whilst Tyrone was roughly squeezing her tits, Jerome was using one hand to pin her arm back and the other to squeeze and spank her arse.
"Well, Jerome and Tyrone here have been in jail for the past 10 years, haven't you boys."
They grunted and nodded their heads. Jerome had now managed to get three fingers up Jane's tight pussy and she was lightly moaning as a result.
"And you see, the Church regularly employs such offenders when they have been released on parole, gives them meaningful work and an honest wage in an attempt to try and help them to re-build their lives.
"However, on some occasions, that is not the only help we give and we try and offer them other "support". And that is where you come in Jane, we need your help. We need you to help these men."
"H-how do you mean? Ohh please..." The rough abuse by these men was having its usual effect and she had, as a result, parted her legs to allow more room for Jerome to fuck her with his hand. Her tits had also started to respond to being roughly mauled, her red nipples were now fully erect and were being cruelly flicked by Tyrone.
"Well, you see, we need you to try and help these men not to convict again. Tyrone, tell the lovely Jane why you went to jail"
Tyrone laughed. "Well, you see Jane, we went to jail because we robbed some poor man's house and after we finished robbing it, we tied him up and we gang raped his poor wife right in front of him."
At this Jane gasped in fear and came over Jerome's hand. Her assailants were rapists. There was now no doubt in her mind that they wanted to rape her also. Any protests would just spur them on.
"Yes, you gang raped the poor man's wife. You see Jane, as part of their rehabilitation, I think it is important that they release some of their pent up sexual frustration, you see, these men have not had any pussy since they went inside, all of 10 years ago. And I am afraid that if they don't fuck again soon, they will rape again. And we would not want that would we?
"And that is where you come in, Jane. You see, I want them to release their frustration with you, by fucking you. Call it, the practical part of their rehabilitation...
"Oh please, Father no. This is not right I don't want to be raped by these men. Please, let me go home to my husband..."
"Don't be silly Jane, you know you want to feel what it is like to be gang banged by these convicts. Remember how much you enjoyed being fucked by Smith. That was very similar to this, only now you have two cocks to satisy..."
"Oh but that was different..."
"Nonsense, Jane, and you know what I think, after I tell you what really happened that night, after you hear the truth about what these men did, you will want to help."
And with that, Father Ambrose leant back in to his chair, still rubbing his dick and started to tell the story of Tyrone and Jerome's infamous gang rape...
Back in 1997, Jerome and Tyrone both worked for one of Manhattan's most exclusive hotels. Ostensibly they worked as barmen, but in reality that job was just a cover for their more lucrative career – burglary. They would use their job to gain information, you see at the bar they would often hear when a couple might be going away for the weekend or on vacation, and having ascertained their name from their credit card, it was not too difficult to find out where they lived. Then, when the couple were away, the pair of them would commit their crime. Simple, but brilliant.
That is of course until that fateful night when they decided to rob David and Lucy's apartment. David and Lucy were a young white couple, very much in love and had just tied the knot. They were also from some of New York's finest families and the wedding was a big event even for Manhattan.
Jerome and Tyrone had been on bar duty the night of David and Lucy's wedding. They had noted the splendour of the occasion and the beauty of the bride. On the night of her wedding, Lucy was aged just 21 and looked stunning in her white Channel wedding dress. Many people said that Lucy was the image of Jennifer Love Hewitt. She was about 5ft 4 and slim in all the right places, apart from one. Her tits. For such a small slim women they were abnormally big, at around 34DD, and her tight dress showed them off splendidly. The bodice had, in hindsight, probably been designed a little too tight and this had resulted in her tits bulging at the seam making them look even bigger than usual. To her embarrassment, every man in the room had difficulty taking their eyes off them. Not that her tits were the only part of her body that the men were ogling at. She had a perfectly formed pert little arse and lovely slender legs. Like Jennifer, she had long flowing brown hair and an angelic beautiful face.
She was every bit the gushing bride. And, she was a virgin. Lucy was a rarity in modern America, she had saved herself for her husband. Tonight was going to be her first time...
The Groom, David, noted the envious looks that the other men gave his bride and he gushed with pride. At 28 years old, he had waited for the perfect virgin bride and he was a very lucky man.
Jerome and Tyrone, whilst noting with interest the bride's stunning beauty, were actually more interested to hear that the couple were off on their honeymoon, to Italy, for a fortnight. Their plush Park Lane apartment would be empty and that would be easy meat for two such experience thieves.
And it was not that they were disinterested in pussy, as good looking bar men, they got their fair share of frustrated housewives. But business was business.
And so the following weekend, seven says after the wedding, Jerome and Tyrone found themselves breaking in to David and Lucy's apartment, confident in the knowledge that the bride and groom would be away in Italy, blissfully unaware of what was going on back home...
At that moment, Lucy was actually readying herself for bed, not in Italy but back home in their apartment in Manhattan. Her poor husband had unfortunately been called back to the office – his was such a demanding and pressurised job, Lucy thought. Maybe that was why the sex had, so far, been a little disappointing, to say the least. Sure, David had been kind and gentle with her, she had been a virgin after all, but Lucy had hoped that things would have spiced up a little, especially after the first time. That there would be more passion and maybe things had got perhaps a little rougher.
Like most women, Lucy possessed hidden dark fantasies of being dominated and abused. Her husband was naturally unaware of these, but she had hoped that he may have gone some way to fulfilling her needs by maybe tying her up, spanking her or maybe even a little naughty role play.
Lucy tried to put these dark thoughts to one side as she brushed her long beautiful brown hair in their dressing room, which adjoined the main bedroom. Things would get better, she was sure, David needed a little time and he was very stressed with work at the moment. Although he was back in the office tomorrow, Lucy wanted to make love to him tonight, and give him something special. It was after all, technically still their honeymoon.
With that in mind, Lucy had put on a special outfit for David, in the hope that it may provoke him. She wore a low cut see-through pink baby doll night dress, matching pink g-string and white hold up stockings. To finish off the outfit she put on a pair of 4 inch pink heels.
As she looked at herself in the mirror, she saw a stunning beautiful woman who was dressed like a whore. The perfect combination, she thought. She stood up in her 4 inch heels and made her way into the bedroom where David was waiting, her delicious large breasts wobbling up and down as she made her way.
As Lucy was seducing her husband, Jerome and Tyrone entered the apartment. At first, it seemed that it was empty since it appeared that every room was dark (the main bedroom was located far down the corridor and to the right, well away from the entrance) so the men proceeded to their search. They were looking for wedding gifts, jewellery and cash. Quickly ascertaining that none could be found in the living room, they made their way down the corridor, getting ever closer to the newly weds enjoying the last night of their honeymoon...
Meanwhile in the bridal room, as Lucy had entered she had disturbed David who had been reading some papers for work. He had looked up at the vision of beauty entering his room. His small 6 inch dick had stirred and, as Lucy crawled on to the bed, they started to gently make love, with Lucy sitting on him, riding him to an inevitable orgasm. Again she was not a little disappointed with his efforts, she had hoped that he may have put her on all fours and taken her roughly from behind.
Jerome and Tyrone were now making their way to the bedroom, they had first stopped to check the guest room but that had been empty. And as they got to the door, for the first time they noticed the light coming from it. They merely assumed it had been left on by mistake, they also could not at first hear anything, so quiet and gentle were the couple's love making. They therefore entered.
As they did, the first thing they saw was Lucy's pretty bottom rising up and down on David's small penis. David had been close to cuming but any feelings of arousal were put on hold as he immediately noticed the door of his bedroom being opened and two black thugs entering.
He screamed and pulled Lucy off and as he did, she also looked back and screamed. This was every couple's worst nightmare – being attacked by a couple of big black thugs.
Jerome and Tyrone were initially taken aback at what they had seen – they had not expected the apartment to have been occupied. But they reacted quickly. David was frantically leaning over to the bedside table trying to open one of the draws, Jerome and Tyrone correctly deduced that he was going for a gun. Moving with impressive speed, Jerome dived over to David just as he was about to put his hand on the gun. Wrenching it from his hand, he took the gun and hit David over the head with it. He let out an almighty scream.
With David in pain, Jerome and Tyrone quickly tied him up on a chair opposite the bed, using some rope they had brought with them. The robbery was not exactly proceeding to plan but at least they had disarmed their main threat.
Once more in control of the situation, they began to survey the room to see if there were any treasures worth plundering. One immediately came to view, Lucy, the young bride. She was kneeling on the bed, panting with fear. Her little baby doll nightie did nothing to hide her luscious creamy tits which were rising up and down. As the two black men started to eye her up her gorgeous petite body, familiar feelings of aggressive arousal stirred in their formidable loins. These men were violent criminals and they thought nothing of raping this gorgeous bitch. They had come for the money, but a bit of married pussy would not go amiss either. And this was some of the finest married pussy either of them had ever seen.
Frozen with fear, Lucy was awoken by Jerome asking whether they had a safe. She nodded. He then told her that if she wanted to see her husband alive again, she would open it for them. She agreed. As she stood up in her 4 inch heels, her body was now on display to the leering thugs. Her little nightie barely covered her lovely arse. And since it was completely transparent, they had a perfect view of her splendid pert tits, (they noticed that her nipples were fully erect) and of her lovely little arse. She was still wearing her g-string but this covered nothing and revealed everything.
As she walked to a picture on the wall, her massive tits bounced splendidly. She opened the safe and handed over a considerable amount of money and jewellery to her captors. She pleaded with them to leave her and her husband alone since they had what they came for.
The men, looking at her body, both had other ideas. They had far from finished with the bitch.
As Father Ambrose was telling the story, Jane was getting turned on hearing about how another poor bitch was attacked at the hands of these black thugs. She was now thrusing her wet pussy into Jerome's hand and imploring Tyrone to maul her tits.
Father Ambrose continued.
Jerome and Tyrone could not leave without trying this porn queen of a wife's body out. Jerome, who was still holding David's gun informed poor Lucy that if she did not sexually satisfy both of them, she would be very soon cleaning her husband's brains from off her lovely cream carpet. She looked at her poor husband for guidance who, although unable to speak since he had been gagged with what looked like a pair of his own briefs, made it clear through the terrified look in his eyes that she had no option but to satisfy these thugs. David knew that however painful it was for both of them, in their predicament, they had no choice.
Jerome, who was sitting near David, menacingly holding a gun near his head smiled as Jane nodded her head and informed them that she would so whatever they wanted provided they did not harm David or her.
Tyrone came over and stood in front of her and looked down at his beautiful victim. His 6ft 6 frame towered over her petit body. At 5ft 4 and even wearing her 4 inch heels, she looked tiny in comparison to the ape. She was now facing away from her husband so he could now only see the back of her. He noticed that her lovely long brown hair flowed down her back, just reaching the beginnings of her lovely buttocks. These were fully on display to David since her baby doll nightie was see-through and her g-string was snugly resting between the valley of her unblemished white married buttocks. Soon these were to become very blemished and abused white married buttocks. And there was nothing Lucy's husband could do to stop it.
"Suck my cock, bitch." Tyrone ordered. Poor Lucy just looked up at him, her eyes watering with fear and replied "Please, no, I have never done that before".
"Well, bitch, you are going to suck mine, virgin or no virgin. Now, get on your knees, take my cock out and suck it like a good married white whore."
He then placed his strong rough hands on her pretty shoulders and roughly pushed Lucy to her knees. Lucy had no choice other then to obey and she found herself on her knees, her face directly in line with Tyrone's crotch. She could already see the outline in his pants of his massive 14 inch dick.
As Charles got to this point in the story, Jerome and Tyrone had ceased molesting Jane and had pushed her on to her knees. It seemed like they wanted Jane to follow the story and do whatever Lucy did that fateful night. They ordered her to take out both their cocks and play with them.
"Oh please Father, this is wrong of you. You should not make me do this." Jane pleaded.
"Jane, you love black cock. You can't get enough. Now, do as they say and get their cocks out".
Jane, of course, obeyed and fished out two massive 14 inch black cocks. She was forced to hold one in each hand. They were so big she could not get all of her small hand around it. Instinctively she started to rub their meat, she was now rubbing 28 inches of hard black cock meat. That was a lot of black cock for anyone to handle, especially for a petite white wife such as Jane. However, her initial reluctance was, unsurprisingly, passing and all she could think about was pleasing these brutes in whatever perverted way they desired.
In that, she had no choice.
"That's it, you are a good slut, rub my cock. Feel its length and power. Feel the weapon that is going to fuck you hard, whether you like it or not." Jerome said, looking down menacingly at his victim. Jane looked up in fear and anticipation. Once more she was about to be unfaithful with some big hard black cock. This time it would be forced, but as had found when she was forced to fuck Smith, the rougher the better.
For both Jerome and Tyrone, this was the first time they had been with a woman since their release from Albany County Jail in New York 10 days ago. And this was some woman. She was even prettier than Lucy, the last woman they had fucked. The thought of raping this bitch, in front of her husband, just as they had done with Lucy that fateful night all those years ago, made their dicks feel as hard as they had ever felt. Being locked up for all those years meant they had a lot of pent up sexual frustration that needed to be released. And poor Jane was going to be the victim of their violent aggression, she had to sate the sexual desires of these brutes and they had an awful lot of desire having not fucked a bitch for so long.



Jane, as instructed, began to rub their cocks and, licking her lips, looked up at them, dutifully awaiting their next command. It was her natural instinct to play the act of a reluctant and subservient wife and she knew this was what all the men in the room liked and required.
Jerome and Tyrone groaned and Father Ambrose continued with his story.
Back 10 years ago, Lucy had also been ordered to take out Tyrone's cock, and, with great reluctance she had done so. Her husband's life was on the line, she had no choice but to obey these men and hope for the best. Her hand, trembling with fear, reached to the brute's zipper and she slowly unzipped his fly. Then she reached in and brought out the man's cock.
As she did, she gasped in horror at what she saw. What sprang in front of her was not a man's cock, she thought, this belonged on a horse. Previously, the only man's cock she had ever seen was her husband's. His had been an unimpressive 6 inches in length and the girth was equally disappointing. This however was something quite different.
The first thing she noticed was that her little hand could not close all the way around it, it was so big. Also, the whiteness of her hand made a sharp contrast with the blackness of the cock, and her massive shiny engagement rink sparkled up against it. A reminder, if any were needed, of her marriage, her husband and the fact that she was about to be forced to be unfaithful, when they were still on their honeymoon.
All this was all about to happen in front of her loving husband, it was the ultimate act of humiliation for any man, to see his wife abused at the hands of others. Lucy felt terrified, but yet there was also something else that she was feeling...
Tyrone ordered the bitch to place her hands behind her back. When she sucked his giant cock, he wanted her to look as much like a submissive bitch as possible. As she obeyed, her massive tits bulged up against her transparent baby doll and since it was cut so low, her nipples popped out. Her massive tits were now on full display for her masters. Lucy looked down at them and wondered why her nipples were so erect? She had never seen them looking so big...
Then, holding her head, he ordered her to open her mouth and he placed the head of his fully erect 14 inch weapon into her virgin mouth. Lucy, for the first time, was going to suck a man's cock, and it was not even her husband's.
She had always wanted to blow David but he had refused, he thought it too dirty for his wife to suck his cock and taste his sperm. Eventually, he wanted those lips to be kissing his children and how could he allow that if they had been wrapped around his cock? Such ridiculous prudish thoughts had never entered Lucy's head, and, although she was aware that her mouth was being raped, it was with some curiosity that she opened wide and allowed the massive cock to enter.
As she did, Tyrone effortlessly slid his black rod of steel down the virgin's mouth and, looking triumphantly at her husband, gloated "Look at the whore you married, she is sucking cock for the first time. Don't worry, I will break her in properly for you. When I am finished with her, she will suck you good too."
He then looked down and ordered Lucy to look up at him whilst she sucked him off. She instinctively obeyed. Then, grabbing her head and with no regard to his victim's feelings, he began to vigorously fuck her mouth. The only sound that could be heard for the next few minutes was the unmistakeable sound of a dutiful whore gagging as she tried to accommodate a black man's cock and of Tyrone groaning ever louder.
Lucy, who was constantly looking up at the beast as he raped her, was going through a whole myriad of emotions. On the one hand there was the general feeling of disgust and fear at being raped, of having this vile man's cock shoved mercilessly down her throat. Then there was that other feeling, the one which was growing in intensity and the one that she felt so ashamed of, one of enjoyment at being raped, of being forced to commit vile sexual acts. That could not be true, could it?
The fact was that Lucy had always secretly wanted to be treated roughly and, if truth be told, it had always been her fantasy to be raped. Indeed, ever since she had been 13 she had fantasised about what it would be like to be roughly taken, no questions asked, her permission neither sought nor required as she was brutally taken in every hole. And, like many white women, she had fantasised that her assailant would be black. A big black man who would take her like no white man could.
As a child growing up on her parent's estate, she had often wondered what it would be like to be taken by their black gardener, Joe, or their chauffer, Sam. Both these old black men did not hide their lecherous looks as Lucy developed from a girl into a woman. Often she would flirt with them by wearing next-to-nothing bikinis and skimpy skirts, but alas nothing happened. She married as a virgin, and, until that fateful night, her fantasy had yet to be fulfilled.
But now it was happening and in the most brutal of fashions. Whereas her fantasies had always involved being taken in the back of a car or in her parent's private gardens, by the riverbed near her favourite bushes, she had never envisaged being taken on her honeymoon, in front of her husband by a couple of robbers.
However, the roughness of the situation, the fact that it was so brutal and vicious was, to her surprise, a huge turn on. To her everlasting shame, she was beginning to enjoy sucking this man's cock, being raped and doing this in front of her husband. And the big cock in her mouth felt so good, despite Tyrone's rough treatment. She loved the way this massive rod of man flesh stretched her jaws to the maximum, the bones in her mouth had cracked as she had opened her jaw wide enough to accommodate his cock. Inwardly she was proud that in her first experience of sucking cock, she had managed to take all 14 inches in. clearly, she was a born cock sucking slut.
Meanwhile, back in the priest's vestry, Tyrone and Jerome were doing their best to recreate Lucy's rape. They had forced their new victim on to the floor. She was now in front of Tyrone's crotch whilst still holding his big ugly black cock in her dainty little hand and was using the other to squeeze on his plum size balls.
"I want you to suck my cock, you little whore. I want you to suck it like you mean it. You know you want to."
Jane, looking subserviently up at her Master, continued to play the role of the poor innocent victim, when everyone knew she was anything but. "Oh please, don't make me do it. I don't want to be raped. I don't want to suck your big black cock. I am married..."
Tyrone, looking directly into the room where her poor husband was hidden, laughed, the situation was more terrible for the poor whore wife than she could possibly imagine. Not only was she going to be raped, she was going to be willingly raped in front of her pitiful husband. "Well, you are going to suck my cock, bitch, and you are going to enjoy it, like the black cock loving whore you have become. Now open your mouth and pay homage to your Master. You know you want to be unfaithful to your husband again..."
Tyrone was right, Jane did want to be unfaithful to her husband again and she wanted to be unfaithful with this cock, with this brutal rapists big black cock. And with that, Jane, who had not stopped dutifully looking up at Tyrone, opened her mouth as wide as possible, jaws cracking, and allowed Tyrone to shove his giant member down her throat. It was the second cock she was being forced to suck that day and the second time her husband was being forced to watch her commit these disgusting acts of infidelity. Not that Peter's little penis wasn't erect as a result.
Jane started to blow Tyrone, loving the feel of a big black cock abusing her little mouth. She loved the way black men would use her mouth as they would use a pussy – sliding in and out without regard to the pain of their victim.
"Put your hands behind your back, bitch", Tyrone ordered. Jane complied, aware how submissive such a pose made her look. Her lovely tits were now fully out of her pink dress, thrust out and up, raised up to their master, available to be mauled and molested at his will. Her nipples were fully erect and as she longingly looked up at her attacker, she wished that her husband could be so domineering, so sexually uncompromising in his wishes – take what he wanted and have no regard for her feelings. But Peter was different, he provided a home and middle class respectability – people like Tyrone provided raw sexual animalism – something that little white housewives needed.
As Jane allowed her mouth to be fucked, Tyrone in turn could not hold out for much longer. It had been so long since he had even seen a woman naked, let alone have one's lips wrapped around his cock, that he was in real danger of cuming. He put his hands behind his back and looked down as his willing victim who was moving her head up and down his great pole. "That's it bitch, fuck me with your mouth. Satisfy your rapist with that married mouth of yours. I bet you don't fuck your husband like you fuck me, you little slut."
If truth be told, Jane had never allowed Peter to fuck her mouth before. Like her arse, it had become the preserve of big black men, for them to do as they wished. Jane sucked him harder, eager to satisfy him and to taste his precious seed.
"Oh that's it bitch, oh fucking hell, I am going to cum down your throat..."
And with that Tyrone erupted, his copious creamy seed exploded down Jane's throat and she swallowed every last drop, eager that none would be wasted.
Once Tyrone had allowed Jane to suck him dry, he was immediately replaced by Jerome. Hands still behind her back, her head was grabbed and, without any ceremony, he stuffed his 14 inch cock down her pretty throat.
"Now such my cock, bitch" was all that he said.
Jane eagerly began to suck his cock, glad she was being forced to satisfy him also. With great vigour and determination, she bobbed her head up and down, her luscious tits wobbling in the process, Jerome groaning. Another great Jane blow job was in process.
Father Ambrose, happily watching events unfold, delighted that the slut was once again being forced to perform in front of her husband, continued with Lucy's story...
Lucy had Tyrone's cock down her throat. Like Jane, she had been ordered to place her hands behind her back, and like Jane, she was enjoying the sensation of a massive rod of black steel being forced down her pretty throat. Her husband, David, who was tied up behind her looked on with horror and disgust, all he could see was the back of Jane, her lovely head going back and forth on Tyrone's pole. The evil rapist was smiling at him, enjoying his wife's delicate ministrations on his giant weapon.
Looking down at poor Lucy, he smiled as she looked up. At that moment her nose was up against the hair around his balls, tears were swelling in her eyes, and she looked utterly helpless. As he withdrew his cock, he immediately shoved it back in. He was showing her no mercy. He noticed that her tits had burst out of her babydoll. He reached down and started to play with them, roughly pinching her nipples which caused her to groan. This was the first time that a man, other than her husband and a couple of college weeds, had touched her breasts. And this touch was different. They were being roughly squeezed, handled by a man who meant business, not by a boy who did not want to disappoint.
For Tyrone, a bitch's tits were for his pleasure alone, they were to be played with or wrapped around his dick. A woman's role was to reveal them at his call and use them how he wanted.
Looking at David, Tyrone smiled, "God damm your wife sucks cock good. I can't believe you never got her to suck you off. You must be some dumm mother fucker. Don't worry, I may let her blow you later if you are a good boy. That is, of course, after my friend and take the bitch in every hole"
As soon as Lucy heard this, she groaned. She was going to be fucked by these men, both in her married white pussy and arse and there was nothing either her or her husband could do about it. She was about to be gang raped. The thought should have repulsed her but why was her pussy soaking wet as a result? And why was she blowing this man even harder? The sad fact was that, notwithstanding the situation, she wanted to please her Master. And it seemed the harder she blew, the wetter she became. God, at this rate, she was going to have an orgasm as a result of having her mouth raped.
Her husband noted the effort his wife was putting into blowing the rapist. He assumed it was because Lucy was trying to save his life. Well, this was certainly part of it, but he still has no idea that his wife was a closet whore and she too was deriving a great amount of pleasure from the attack.
It did not take long for Lucy's actions to cause Tyrone to approach his crisis. He could feel the sperm rising up and his cock was about to explode. He grabbed her head and started to ruthlessly fuck her mouth. In response, Lucy arched her neck back so that his cock could easily make its way down her throat. He looked down at her, panting, calling Lucy all sorts of names, bitch, whore, slut etc. He admired the effort she was putting in, clearly she would do anything to save her husband. He loved the way her tits jiggled with response to his actions. He swore her nipples were getting hard as a result...
"That's it, you cock loving whore. Take all my spunk, you bitch and swallow it!" Tyrone screamed, as he emptied his sack down the bride's throat and, for the first time in Lucy's young life, she fulfilled one of her fantasies and got to finally swallow another man's seed. She had always assumed it would have been her husband's rather than some black rapists, but in a perverse way, she thought, this was so much better. And sadly for Lucy, she came as a result. The attack and sparked a fire in her that her husband could never light. Her lifetime fantasy was being fulfilled and she just could not help herself. Thankfully for her, the cries of her orgasm were muted by the giant cock in her mouth and by the roar of Tyrone cuming. Her attackers and husband did not know yet what a whore she really was.
And Lucy had no doubt that she was a whore, she thought to herself, as she frantically swallowed Tyrone's copious thick creamy spunk. Good white middle class wives do not, as a rule, get turned on by being forced to suck a black dick in front of their tied up husband. And this was some dick since, for what seemed like an eternity, but in reality was no more than a minute, it continuously exploded down her throat. She tried as best she could to swallow it all, it tasted so good, but unfortunately she could not quite manage it and some dribbled out of her mouth. She hoped her Master would not be disappointed. Luckily for her, he was not.
He removed his dick from her mouth and started to slap it across her face, running it over her beautiful features and depositing the last remnants of his spunk. She was then ordered to clean herself up, which she did by removing the spunk with her fingers and licking them clean...
Back in the Church, Jerome had also cum down Jane's throat. He too did not take long and removed his still erect cock from her mouth. Jane licked her lips, making sure she captured and drops of spunk that she might have missed.
"Good my child. Good." Father Ambrose uttered "You have helped to satisfy these men. As you can tell, it has been some time since either of them have been able to enjoy being serviced by a white whore such as yourself. And clearly you have done a good job. In such a short space of time, you have become an expert cock sucker"
Jane, now standing up, hands clasped in front of her, naked breasts heaving up and down, red nipples pointing to the heavens could merely nod and say "Thank you".
"But I am afraid, Jane, as you can imagine we are not yet finished with that lovely body of yours. You will, as you will discover, be required to service these men just as poor Lucy did that night. You see, I want you to help these men sate their need to go out and rape some poor woman on the street. Can you do that for me, Jane?"
"Oh please, don't..." Jane replied, playing the unwilling slut wife to perfection.
"Nonsense, Jane, you are a whore and you will do as you are told".
Tyrone then came and stood menacingly in front of her. Whilst she had been sucking Jerome and talking to Father Ambrose, he had stripped off so his naked body was now revealed in all its glory. He was huge and very muscular and looked even more intimidating naked, with his powerful arms and chest revealed. He had a spider web tattooed across his chest, something done in prison.
Jane screamed when she saw him, he merely responded by grabbing her dress and ripping it off her body. It lay in a puddle by her feat. A flag of surrender. Jane screamed again and tried to back away. There was no where left to hide. She was genuinely terrified. She did not want to fuck this man, not like this anyway. Tyrone did not care, he grabbed her and flung her on to a nearby table. He then spread her legs and stood in between them, his monster cock only inches away from her married white pussy.
Nearby Peter sat hidden, terrified how events were spiralling out of control. He could not quite believe that Father Ambrose, a supposed man of God, had organised the rape of his wife. He should get up, be a man and go out there and stop it. But something prevented this from happening. It wasn't just that there were three men in there, indeed only one of them was sufficient to physically threaten him, it was the fact that he was enjoying this. He was enjoying seeing his wife get gang raped. Indeed could you technically call it a "rape" since his wife was, like Lucy in the story, so obviously turned on by events?
Jane was panting, looking up at her attacker. Her pert big naked breasts were heaving with fear and desire. She looked down at the enormous weapon that was about to split her into two. "Please, please don't fuck my tight white pussy with your big black cock" she pleaded, a little disingenuously since she had already had her arse and mouth fucked that day by big black dick so why not her pussy?
Well the answer was that it was all a little game, she knew that this is what her attackers wanted to hear – they wanted to fuck a reluctant bitch, and, although deep down she wanted to feel that big cock ripping up her tight white married pussy, she wanted to say something not only to satisfy her attackers, but to satisfy herself that she was doing all she could to stop being unfaithful. Again.
Tyrone was, of course, having none of it. This bitch was born to handle his cock. Rarely had he come across a woman of such beauty and who was such a slut with it. He was looking forward to fucking the living daylights out of her.
"Bitch, you are going to fuck my big black cock in that little married pussy of yours. You are gonna make your husband so proud that you can take such a dick. I bet his dick is nowhere near as big as mine, is it?"
"Oh no, your dick is so much bigger. I just don't think I can handle it. Please be gentle..." Jane answered demurely, in that submissive sweet way that came so naturally to her. Like Tyrone was ever going to be gentle with her...
"Reach down, my little slut, take my cock and put it in your pussy. I want you to feel the weapon that is about to fuck you.
"That's it, good girl, hold it in that pretty little hand of yours, it looks so lovely up against your engagement ring. If only your husband could see you now, grabbing on to some old convicts black dick, putting it in your pussy, asking to be fucked."



Tyrone was openly taunting the pitiful Peter who was watching in fear and humiliation as his wife readied herself to be raped by this convict.
Jane had grabbed Tyrone's cock and, instinctively as any black cocking loving whore would do, she placed the head up against the entrance to her pussy. Tyrone then pushed in, growling in determination to get in as much of his cock as possible.
"Oh yes, that's it. Your pussy feels so god damm good. Take my cock bitch, you know you want to..."
"Ahhhhh, it is too big. Take it out. It hurts. It hurts..." was all Jane could mutter, as her hands came up on to Tyrone's taught muscular stomach and tried, with no luck, to push him off.
"That's it bitch, take my cock in you pussy, you gorgeous whore." Half of his cock entered. "My God you are tight, your husband clearly aint been fucking you properly."
"Oh Lord, it is so big, it feels like it is splitting me into two. Please be gentle I don't think my poor pussy can handle it, it is so big. Oh god..."
Jane looked down and saw half of Tyrone's black cock sticking out her pussy. The contrast between her white body could not have been sharper. A white woman and a black man. A small petit white wife and a big black rapist. The comparisons could go on and on. All of this was so wrong, it should not have been happening. She wanted to be a good wife but there was something that drew her to the forbidden black fruit. True, this time she had no choice, even if she had wanted to escape. Just as she had been with Smith in the back of the limo, she was effectively being raped. The fact that she enjoyed the attack was irrelevant, this was forced sex. She had wanted to be fucked by Father Ambrose, however she had never budgeted on satisfying two black rapists.
For Tyrone and the others, such considerations were insignificant as he spread her stocking clad legs wider with his muscular arms. He wanted her as wide as possible for the final assault on her pussy.
Then, with one brutal push, the remaining seven inches were forced up her tight cunt. Jane screamed. She had accommodated 14 inches of black cock, she felt like the tip was at her throat.
Leaving her no time to get used to his size, Tyrone started to pound her. There was no finesse, just brutal primeval fucking. Tyrone would withdraw almost the entire length of his member then brutally thrust it all the way back in.
"Ohh, ohh, too big, it hurts... Oh please be gentle, it is tearing me apart. Oh God, you are raping my pussy. I am married, oh oh oh ..."
Tyrone responded by pounding her even more fiercely, marvelling at the way her big breasts jiggled up and down in response. For Jane, Tyrone's size, and the fact that she was being raped and thus fulfilling one of her fantasies, familiar feelings of arousal and desire were emerging. Her slutty body was responding to the attack. She was a whore that needed the power that black cock offered.
"Oh p-please, be gentle, yes, yes, that is good..."
Tyrone smiled and carried on fucking her hard, noting the way she now began to thrust up at him
"Oh yes, fuck me harder, rape my married white pussy with that big black cock of yours. Oh God, show me no mercy. I want to feel it..."
And Tyrone did just that, fucking her like the whore she had become.
Jerome walked over to her, not wanting to feel left out of the proceedings, went over to the other side of the table, and without any warning, shoved his cock down her mouth. He too was naked and there were now two big black muscular rapists on either side of Jane. They both wanted her to service their big dicks.
"Suck my cock, bitch."
And she did, she was now satisfying two giant black cocks and for the first time she was being gang raped. And she was loving it.
Father Ambrose now stood up and he also got naked and, dick waving in the air, walked over to the Jane. He started to maul her tits, enjoying the spectacle of the gangbang. The rapists were going at full speed, eager to take as much pleasure out of her tight body as possible. Instinctively Jane reached out and grabbed Father Ambrose's cock in her hand and started to rub it. It was her duty to satisfy him. To bring him pleasure.
Father Ambrose smiled, this was a good opportunity to continue with Lucy's story...
After Tyrone had finished with Lucy's mouth, Jerome wanted his fill of married white pussy. Lucy's special night on her honeymoon was far from finished.
Lucy very quickly found herself tied up on her bed, hands behind her head tied to the bed frame. She was now helpless and at the mercy of these thugs. And her pussy, to her everlasting shame, was soaking wet as a result.
She was still dressed in her silky transparent pink babydoll nightie, white stockings and heels. Her tits had spilled out and they were heaving in anticipation. She knew what was about to come. She was about to be raped. They had ordered her to spread her legs as wide as possible in order for her to be ready for the forthcoming attack. She had obeyed without hesitation. As she did, she noticed that her pussy was soaking wet. All you could hear was her breathing as Jerome stripped off. She was terrified at what she saw. She had never seen a body so black and muscular. He could have been a boxer he was so big. His cock was at least as big as Tyrone's. She did not think she could handle such a cock, despite her pussy having got wetter and wetter at the prospect.
Jerome crawled up to her spread legs and looked down – she was one fine bitch. She was still wearing her g-string – well, not for long. He grabbed and ripped it offer pussy. Lucy screamed. The rape was about to begin. He placed the head of his enormous cock at the entrance of her tiny cunt– just seven days ago she had been virgin, now she was about to take her first black cock. Looking up at this ape of a man, the beautiful Lucy panted with fear, it was her worst nightmare coming true, as well as her darkest fantasy...
Jerome managed to get his the head in. "Ahhh, no take it out, it is too big. Please, help..." she screamed, looking at her husband, who was helpless, tied up.
Jerome then managed to get seven inches on. "God damm, this bitch is so tight, it's like she's never been fucked before. That's it bitch, take my cock in your married white pussy. Don't worry I am going to stretch it good. You will enjoy it soon..."
He then thrust all 14 inched in.
"Ahhhhhh.....please, no. it is too big. P-please, stop. Stop raping my poor pussy with that big black cock. It hurts. I am married. Oh p-please, be gentle. Oh oh oh..."
Lucy was babbling and much of it was incoherent, she was stuffed like never before and Jerome had started to pound her. He needed to take his pleasure in her tight white body and her feelings were obviously irrelevant.
"Take that cock bitch, you know you can handle it. It is what you want. It is what all you white bitches want, to be fucked hard by some big black dick. That's it, take it". He then, with his powerful arms, lifted her legs in the air so that her feet, which still had on her white heels were pointing upwards. This allowed him to penetrate her pussy even deeper.
He was still kneeling up so that he could have a good look at his victim's face, which was still one of shock and awe at the vicious pounding she was being forced to endure. Her massive tits were shaking up and down in response to the assault and the frame of the bed started to bang up against the wall. It had never done that when David had fucked her, Lucy noted.
Jerome now pounded her vigorously for a few minutes. Nothing was heard other then the bed banging up against the wall, Jerome's grunts and poor little Lucy's delicate little screams.
However, it wasn't long before the violent rape started to have an effect on poor Lucy's body. Her pussy was beginning to respond, as she knew it would. It had been wet before, now it was positively dripping. And instead of the screams of protest, little mewing noises of appreciation were coming out of her lovely mouth. "Ohh, ohh, ohh..." was all you could hear from Lucy now. Jerome noted this. He had noted that her pussy was wet when he entered, but now was positively dripping with desire. The bitch was beginning to enjoy the attack. Jerome drove his advantage home.
"Tell your husband what is happening, look at him and describe what I am doing to you."
"Oh no, p-please. Oh God please be gentle. You are fucking my married pussy too hard. Oh oh oh , it is good. Deeper, fuck my married pussy deeper..."
"Tell him bitch! Tell him what it is liked to be fucked by some big nigger cock."
Lucy turned her head to look at David who was now horrified at the change in demeanour of his bride. No longer merely the victim, she was beginning to enjoy the attack.
"Oh David, he is fucking my married white pussy with his giant black cock. Oh he is fucking me hard, like I have never been fucked before. Oh oh oh... it feels sooo good, oh David, he is so big, I think he is going to split me into two. Oh oh, fuck me harder. Ohhhh...."
Jane came. She came because she was being raped. More importantly, she was being raped by some big black dick. She should have felt ashamed, but she didn't. She had never had an orgasm like that before, it felt wonderful. She had always wanted to be taken roughly, but this had been better than anything she could have possibly imagined. And it confirmed to her what she had always secretly feared: she was a slut. And she was a slut for black dick.
Of course it was humiliating for her poor husband who was being forced to watch his wife get properly fucked and in a way that he could never possibly manage. But never in his wildest nightmares could he have imagined that being raped by two black men would provoke her to feel aroused. And for her to cum! It was disgusting. It was wrong. It was not possible. Unless of course, instead of marrying the sweet innocent woman he thought he had married, he had actually instead married a whore. A whore for black cock. And that could only be the possible explanation as the cries from his whore of his wife got louder and louder and she seemed to be in a constant state of orgasmic bliss.
Lucy was indeed in a state of constant orgasmic bliss. She was now totally oblivious to her husband and the only thing she was aware of was the wonderful big black cock that was pounding away in her once tight cunt. "Oh God, that's it, fuck me hard, rape me with your big black cock. Oh God, that feels so fucking good." Was what you could hear from the once shy bride.
Jerome was of course delighted. He now dropped her legs and leaning up started to hammer away for all he was worth. Lucy in turn spread her legs for her attacker, determined that he should derive as much pleasure from her tight married body as possible. She also thrust up to meet his lunges, determined to drain the considerable spunk that she knew his cock would provide.
"That's it bitch, take all of my cock. You love it, don't you? You love the fact that you are being fucked for the first time. Your pussy was so tight, but my good old cock has stretched it out good for you. Tell me bitch, is it better than your husband's?"
Without thinking, Jane answered, "Oh y-yes, it is so much better. Your black cock is so much b-bigger than my husband's. It feels sooo good. I didn't know fucking could be so good. Ooh, harder, please, fuck my married pussy harder. Oh that's it, rape me..."
And as Jerome did, he came, he could not hold out for any longer. Her tight white pussy was some of the finest he had ever had. Sweat was now pouring over his face and body, the exertions and the situation had made him tense with desire. As his considerable muscles tensed, this giant of a black man released torrents of spunk up the young bride's petite tight white body...
Back in the church, Tyrone had cum in Jane and now the roles were being reversed. Jane was now placed face down over the table so her delicious arse was facing up and out. Her legs were spread and she was servicing Jerome's great member who was fucking her from behind, slapping her up turned cheeks as he did. Father Ambrose had moved over to Jane's head and stuffed his cock down her mouth and ordered her to suck it.
With Jane servicing two giant black dicks, Father Ambrose continued with the story...
Lucy was untied and ordered to get on all fours on her marital bed and to face her husband. She was now looking directly at David, she tried not to catch his eyes, so ashamed was she that she had cum many times in response to Jerome's attack on her pussy. She was ordered to spread her legs and arch her back so that her anus could be on display. Tyrone wanted to break in the bitch's married virgin arse.
He walked behind her, lubricating his dick with some of Lucy's expensive hand cream – David had bought it for her during their honeymoon only a day or so ago. Now it was being used to lubricate a rapist's dick as he readied himself to sodomise his poor wife; bad luck or what, hey?
Tyrone looked down at her creamy white buttocks and her innocent white stockings. The bitch was some whore, cumng like that in response to being raped. He started to spank her arse and her cheeks rapidly turned a deep shade of red. Lucy responded by thrusting her arse out to meet the spanks and groaned. She liked to be treated rough. In fact, the rougher the better.
Tyrone then looked at David and said, "I am now going to fuck you wife in her arse. Her virgin arse, I assume. I am sure you won't mind."
On hearing this Lucy groaned, it was true, she had never been fucked in her arse before. It was something she had wanted to try, David of course had never been interested – he was too prudish to try such a thing. He told her it was sinful! Well, she did not care, although she was not a little concerned with having such a big dick break her tight ass.
She looked back at Tyrone and tried to plead with him, "P-please don't fuck me in my ass, your dick is too big. Please fuck my pussy instead."
"Shut up bitch, you are in no position to argue. You will take my dick up your pretty little ass, whether you like it or not."
Tyrone then placed the lubricated head of his mighty weapon at the entrance of his young victim's arse and pushed. At first it seemed that it would not yield, so tight was Lucy's bottom. But, with great determination, he managed to get the head in.
"Oh God, take it out. P-please, you are hurting me. You are raping my poor bottom. It hurts, stop...
Tyrone said nothing and instead spanked her arse cruelly. He then pushed seven inches of his fourteen inch cock up her virgin arse. Lucy screamed and she lost her strength and her head fell on to the bed. She could not believe the pain in her behind. It was like nothing she had felt before. She was being ripped in to two by this cruel rapist. It was not natural for a man of such size to take such a small woman's bottom. But he was doing it in any event, without asking her and taking what he thought was rightfully his.
David in turn looked at the filthy erotic tableau taking place just a couple of feet away. It was frightening to watch this enormous 6ft 6 brute of a man take his wife's arse from behind. She looked to small next to him, and him, so big and ruthless. He could not believe his wife had enjoyed having her pussy raped by these brutes. Surely she would not enjoy this...
Tyrone had now managed to get all 14 inches of his weapon up Lucy's tender arse. It was so tight it felt like a vice was gripping his cock and that it would rip his skin off if he tried to move it. Lucy had for now stopped screaming and was instead breathing heavily, trying to get used to the great length in her tender married bottom.
Tyrone leant forward and grabbed her hair to yank her head up. Her body was still sagging forward, however, Tyrone wanted her to be looking directly at her husband when he raped her bottom. Indeed he wanted to humiliate the man further, as if raping his poor wife's arse was not humiliation enough.
"Tell your husband what is happening, bitch", he yelled "Tell him exactly what I am doing to you."
Lucy, who was in an immense amount of pain with so much cock up her tender bottom, had no choice. Her attackers were ruthless and she had no choice but to obey. And yet a strange feeling was beginning to develop. The deplorable attack in her most private of parts was beginning to generate now familiar feelings or arousal – these seem to be generated by the complete domination and subjugation of her body at the hands of big black men and their big black cocks. For sluts like Lucy, it was a perfectly natural feeling and, as she would discover, it was futile to resist such a feeling.
Looking directly at her poor husband, Lucy licked her lips, "Oh David, he has got his big black cock up my poor bottom. Oh David, it feels so big. He is going to rape my bottom with me his big black cock. Oh David, he is doing it, he is fucking my bottom with his giant black dick. Oh oh oh, my bottom is so tight, and he is fucking it so hard. Oh oh oh..."
Tyrone had started to move his cock in and out of Lucy's virgin arse and he was not doing it gently. Far from it. He wanted to stretch the bitch's arse and the only way he could do that was by being rough with her. And he correctly suspected that the whore would respond to such treatment. As such, he started to spank her bottom, which elicited all too familiar sounds of groaning from the whore of a wife.
"That's it bitch, take my cock up your arse. Take it all, you can handle it. That's it you black cock loving whore, you are doing great. Fuck my cock with that tight married bottom of yours. Show your husband what a whore he has married. Make him proud, you fucking bitch..."
Lucy had actually become oblivious to her poor husband, despite David sitting only a couple of feet away and Lucy looking straight at him. The only thing on her mind was that great cock up her tight bottom and the way it was fucking her. She had been amazed that such her small body could take a big cock up her tight pussy, but in her ass also? The fact that she could do this made her feel like such a satisfied slut.
As such, her mouth was now open and there was a continual sound of groaning coming from it. Her eyes were also wide open in astonishment at the attach and her massive tits, which we hanging out fully from her delicate babydoll, swung back and forth with each of Tyrone's violent thrusts.
"Oh oh oh, it is so big. You are fucking my bottom. You are raping my poor bottom. Oh oh oh..." Lucy screamed. "Oh p-please, go harder. Fuck me harder. I am your whore. Fuck my bottom like the bitch whore I am. Oh that's it, fuck my ass harder..."
Lucy began to thrust her bottom back to meet Tyrone's thrusts. She was loving being arse fucked and could not get enough of his bog black dick.
David's shock and sadness at seeing hearing this was only matched by Tyrone's joy. The bitch well and truly liked to be raped in whichever hole they chose. He now started to fuck her with even more ferocity. His massive muscular body tensed up in determination to fuck this bitch hard. He looked so big compared to the tiny Lucy and her tight married body was causing him to get close to his climax.
Lucy in turn was already cuming. The viciousness of the attack was causing her to cum even more intensely than when Jerome had fucked her pussy.
"Oh God, that's it, rape me harder. I am cuming. Rape my tight bottom with that big black cock, I love it, I love it..."
Tyrone could not hold out much longer. With one great lunge, and looking directly at Lucy's husband, he let out a torrent of warm spunk up the hot bitch's arse. He screamed out loudd in utter satisfaction at successfully raping this young wife's virgin arse.
Once he had satisfied himself, he removed his still erect cock from her tender arse. Lucy remained subserviently on all fours, waiting for her attackers next command. She sensed that Jerome would also want to fuck her ass, but Tyrone also wanted to be fulfilled at the same time.



He came around and stood in front of her. His smelly dick was inches away from her open mouth. It had been up her ass and now he wanted her to suck it, so that she could taste her own ass. It was disgusting. It was perverted. It was something Lucy knew she had to do.
While looking up at Tyrone, mouth still open, him smiling down at her, holding his dick right close to her mouth, Jerome had knelt behind Lucy and placed the head of his dick at the entrance of her ass. Without warning, he shoved a good ten inches up her well stretched hole. Lucy screamed at this invasion and as she did, Tyrone forced his cock down her mouth. For the first time in her young life, Lucy was being forced to satisfy two cocks, one in her arse and one in her mouth. And to think she had been a virgin just seven days ago, now she was being gang raped at the hands of two big black thugs and it was clear that she was loving it...
Back in church, the roles had changed again. This time Father Ambrose was fucking Jane from behind, taking her arse and Tyrone was fucking her mouth. The depraved acts of debauchery were finally taking their toll on poor Peter. He had his head in his hands and was unable to watch. Occasionally he would look up and see what else they were doing to his young wife. Jane on the other hand seemed to be loving every minute if it. The more black cock, the better, seemed to be her thinking. She thrust back up to meet Father Ambrose's thrusts and greedily gobbled on Tyrone's member. Her arse had been well stretched that evening and she had little difficulty in taking all 14 inches of the good Father's holy cock. She loves being arse fucked, the disgusting nature of the sexual act made it all the more appealing,
Once Father Ambrose had taken his pleasure in Jane's tight married arse, they proceeded to the finale of the gangbang where all three men would take their satisfaction simultaneously in Jane's beautiful little body. First, she was placed on Father Ambrose's cock, who was sitting in the nearby couch and who attacked her young pussy. Jerome meanwhile took her arse whilst Tyrone placed his cock in her mouth. As they gangbanged their poor victim, Father Ambrose took the opportunity to finish Lucy's story...
It had become quite clear to Lucy's attackers that she was reveling in being raped. This fact spurred them on to greater acts of depravity. Having spent a good fifteen minutes double fucking the slut, when one was in her arse and the other in her mouth and when Lucy must have cum half a dozen times, they decided to step things up once they had blown their loads.
Tyrone proceeded to tie Lucy's hands behind her back, this was to further emphasise that although Lucy was enjoying the attack, this was still technically a rape and that she was at her attackers mercy. Lucy had no objection at being restrained, it further fuelled her fantasy. Tyrone then sat on the end of the bed and she was forced to sit her pussy down on his 14 inch cock. She managed this in one motion. As she did, the men were convinced she came. Jerome then entered her arse from behind grabbing her long brown and arching her back causing her bit tits to thrust out even more. Tyrone grabbed them roughly, squeezing them and cruelly flicking her big tender nipples.
Lucy meanwhile was screaming in pain and delight. Pain because she thought they would rip her apart. She had 28 inches of black meat in her and, as they moved, she felt they would rip through the tiny membrane separating them to form one big hole. Delight because this was another disgusting debauched attack on her once innocent body. It was still their honeymoon and on it she was being fucked in the rough and vicious manner that she had secretly craved. The fact that it was a gang rape at the hands of two black thugs and in front of her poor husband now mattered little to the slut. She needed big black cock and she was delighted to be finally getting it.
"Oh yes, fuck my body with your big black cocks. Fuck me hard, take your pleasure in my married white body. That's it, rape me. Rape me hard..." were just some of the things that Lucy muttered as the two thugs violently took their pleasure. Over the next fifteen minutes, Jane came again and again until finally the two rapists exploded in her young white body. Their lust had finally been sated and their rape was at an end. Well for that evening at least...
David never immediately pressed charges against Tyrone and Jerome. David, quite naturally, was disgusted and horrified with Lucy. She had enjoyed being raped and had shown herself to be the worst type of slut – the black cock loving whore type. Lucy, whilst inwardly accepting that she was a slut for black cock, pleaded with David for forgiveness. She claimed that it was all an act, an act designed to save the life of her husband and that she had never really enjoyed the attack. David, desperate for his marriage to succeed and to avoid the kind of social humiliation that would follow any trial, initially believed her and for a short while he tried to give his marriage a go.
That was until he came home early one night to find Jerome and Tyrone fucking his wife, on his bed, with a few more of their friends. He had been deceived. The reality was that just a couple of days after the attack, Lucy had willingly allowed Tyrone and Jerome back in to their flat where she had become their fuck toy, to be used whenever and wherever they wanted. And she had happily obliged, fucking them and their friends on numerous joyous occasions.
She had, as they wanted, always made out that she was the reluctant victim, but the reality was that she was a happy fuck slut. Indeed, when David walked in on them, she was face down, tied to the bed, her bottom raised by a few pillows and her arse was a deep shade of red. She had been spanked and now each of the five men were taking it in turns to fuck her arse.
Well after that, there was little Lucy could do to stop the inevitable. The police were eventually called, Tyrone and Jerome arrested and they were jailed, for a minimum of ten years. Not for rape, the prosecution could never prove rape since it was clear that Lucy had enjoyed the attack and invited her attackers back for more. No, they went down for violent burglary. Lucy and David separated. Lucy became a whore for some prominent black figure in the city and David, to this day, is still in rehab.
Back in the Church, the other attack was also reaching its climax. All three men had withdrawn their cocks from Jane's body. They had ordered her to kneel on the floor, arms behind her back, tits thrust out as they jacked off. They then came all over her body, drenching her face and tits with their copious cum. Jane dutifully accepted their offering. She was a slut for black cock, after all.
After this, Father Ambrose placed his hand on her head and said, "You are forgiven, my child..."
EPILOGUE
After this, of course, it was difficult for Jane and Peter's marriage to continue in any meaningful way. Peter never confronted Jane with what he knew. Deep down he knew his marriage was a sham but he did not want it to end. He never wanted to discount the possibility of seeing his wife fuck another black cock. Instead, he encouraged her to take the film role in LA. He would stay in New York and they would see each other in weekends.
The arrangement actually worked out very well for both parties. Whilst in LA, Jane was able to pursue her film career, playing the part of a white wife who becomes a stripper for black men – suffice to say she got her fill of black cock off camera. Peter could carry on with his career as an attorney in New York and every time she came home to visit, she invariably had a "meeting" that she had to attend to alone. It was of course either to see Charles or Father Ambrose who would regularly summon her. Peter was always given advanced warning and he saw to it that he was always invited. Secretly hidden, he was able to fulfill his terrible fantasy – that of watching his wife being fucked by big black cock.
THE END
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James Carter was fucking his beautiful blonde wife, Victoria, from behind. She was on all fours, taking it doggie style. It was Sunday evening and they were making love in their bedroom. On their dresser, at the end of their bed, was a flat screen LCD TV. It was directly in front of them as they fucked and they were, for the umpteenth time that weekend, watching a DVD that had been given to them by James's lawyer, Charles Jackson. The DVD was an explicit pornographic film showing a poor innocent white schoolgirl being forced to fuck a couple of huge black policeman. It was explicit and showed scenes of rough anal sex, DP and spanking.
Both James and Victoria found the DVD utterly compelling. James, because he was turned on by seeing a young white girl being abused at the hands of big black men and their enormous cocks. He loved to see them dominated and fucked in a way that he could not manage, at least not with his six inch white dick. Victoria, because she imagined that she was the school girl being gangbanged. She wanted to feel what it was like to be fucked by such a big black cock both in her ass and tight pussy and to be dominated and abused at the hands of these cruel big black men.
It must have been the sixth time that weekend that they had had sex. James had never before been so prolific before. Normally he could only manage it once a night. But the explicit film had changed everything. As he fucked his wife, he started to talk to her. He never normally did that but he was getting close and he wanted to try something new.
"Oh yes, Victoria, my love. That is so nice. Oh that feels so good. Do you like it? Do you like me fucking you from behind?"
Victoria's feelings of arousal resulted almost exclusively from the explicit porn and from using her own hand to massage her clit, not from anything that James was doing. Having seen on screen how black men fucked, whatever her husband did now could not possibly be the same as what those thugs were doing to that poor girl on the screen. The story may have been fake, but the screams and tears looked every bit real. But she played the game anyway, eager not to disappoint her husband. He did not need to know how she truly felt.
"Oh yes, that's it big boy, fuck me harder, oh, you are so big..."
"Do you like it, oh do you like it?"
Victoria was now getting close, her favourite bit of the film was coming, it was the bit when the schoolgirl had a cock in her pussy and her arse. The poor thing was satisfying two great big black dicks all at once. She was screaming out loud, no doubt in pleasure and in pain.
"Oh yes, I do and I am so close, James. I am so close..."
James was close too, and then he asked that fateful question. "Oh, do you wish it was those black men fucking you instead of me?"
It was not the first time that James had asked that question this weekend. He had feared what the answer would be, so he had always asked it to confirm that, despite the enjoyment they both derived from the film, he was still her main man. He had always been confident that the answer would be "no" and his confidence had always been borne out since she had always given him the correct reply. However, for the first time that weekend, his confidence would be misplaced. And it was a mistake he was going to repeat many times in the coming days.
She had of course never meant to answer the question honestly. She was, as always, ready to lie to her husband and claim he was the only man for her; but as she opened her mouth to reply by saying, "Oh, no James, you are the only man for me" she happened to be at the beginning of a very intense orgasm and Victoria was now in her own little world, a world where she was the schoolgirl being gangbanged. A world where instead of her husband making gentle love to her from behind, it was some brute of a black man taking her violently, without regard for her feelings and fucking her like a whore.
So instead, her shattering orgasm caused her to be honest with her husband and, for the first time that weekend, she answered the question truthfully.
"Oh yes, James, I wish it was a big black man fucking me instead of you. Oh yes, I wish I could feel what it's like to be fucked by a real cock, by a big black cock... Oh I need it James, I need to feel what it is like to fucked really hard, in my tight pussy by some big black dick.... Ohhh....."
On hearing this, James was horrified at what his wife had just admitted to, but perversely he also came as a result of it. And he came big, bigger than anything he had experienced this weekend. Was this because of the sex or because of what she said? He feared the latter since all weekend he had wondered what it would be like to see his wife being fucked by another man, and a black man at that. And these thoughts had not repulsed him, as they would any other normal husband, but had made his dick hard at the prospect. However, as his pleasure subsided, the potential enormity of what she had just said dawned on him - she wanted to be unfaithful with some big black dick. No amount of excuse of being in throws of passion could disguise what she truly felt, what she truly fantasised about.
James had married a wannabe whore for black cock.
Just how had this respectable white married couple come to this? To be seduced by this kind of porn so that a young wife would confess to her husband that she wanted to commit adultery with some black cock? Well, to get the answer, you had to go back a little in time to the previous Thursday...
On that Thursday night, James was out partying with his long time lawyer-friend, Charles Jackson. Charles Jackson was a 6ft 2 50 something year old black man, [for a more detailed description of Charles, please read The Ivory Club, Ch.1] They were celebrating the completion of a major transaction. James was a senior director for an internet firm and they had just purchased one of their competitors via a hostile takeover. Charles had been their attorney and they were out that night to celebrate. The evening had started civilised enough with dinner at one of New York's premier restaurants. But after that, with the drink flowing, the evening degenerated into a boys out night and they found themselves at a strip joint. Charles actually co-owned the club and it was not too long before they were in a private room, there must have been eight guys, three from Charles's law firm and the remainder from James's company. They were all smoking big fat Cuban cigars and were admiring the bitch's who were stripping for their pleasure.
Charles, out of all the men, he had been the most sober. He wanted to be sure that his big black dick was hard enough to be able to fuck one of the strippers. This was a benefit available to the owner.
As the drink flowed, the banter became more and more explicit. They were asking the girls to do more and more. Happily, they obliged. One of them, who was blonde and of eastern European descent, came on sat on James lap and started to thrust down on his groin. She was only dressed in a skimpy g-string and he started to play with her tits.
"Way hey, would you look at what Mr. Boss Man is doing" yelled one of the men. "I bet your gorgeous wife would not be pleased if she could see you now."
"Ahh, she would do what she was told", James replied, enjoying the fine breasts of this Euro slut.
"Yeah right, your wife is fucking gorgeous, she should be a fucking stripper"
"Easy Eddie, that's my wife you are talking about."
Eddie was completely drunk and he mumbled into his drink, "Yeah, God I could fuck her, she is such a babe..."
James smiled. He was so proud of the young wife he had just married. He turned to Charles, who was sitting next to him and, smiling said, "You know he is right, my wife is fucking gorgeous."
Charles smiled back politely. He had heard this many times before. Many of these pathetic white men thought that their wife was gorgeous. But he, the great Charles Jackson, only ever fucked white bitches of the highest quality. It was rare that any of these men would have a wife worthy of his mighty black dick.
James was a bright boy and astute enough to know when he was being humored. He indicated that the stripper on his lap should move on to the next guy. When she did, he reached for his wallet.
"No, Charles, I am being serious. I only got married six months ago to this absolute babe. She is only 21, I know that makes me a little bit of a cradle snatcher, what me being 15 years older, but she could be a fucking model she is so God damm hot." And with that he took a photo out of his wallet and showed Charles a picture of his wife.
Charles took the picture. Initially he had planned on just looking it and further humoring his host. He was a nice man, a good client and not a man he wanted to offend. But when he looked at it, his mouth opened in surprise at what he saw. James was showing him a picture of his wife in a very skimpy bathing costume. Most men would shy away from showing such a picture to another man, but as Charles would find out very soon, James was not most men. And James was right, his wife was fucking hot and could have easily been a stripper. No, she was too hot to just be a stripper, she was so fine she could easily have been a model. She was slim, with long blonde hair, a fine pair of big tits on her which seemed to be bursting out of her little white bikini top. He could make out her nipples since it was quite transparent. She seemed to be tall, around 5ft 8 and, whilst he could not see her arse, her slim figure made it clear that it would be fine. She was also, thought Charles, the spitting image of the Romanian porn queen, Jasmine Rouge. Charles had only recently Googled her and had spent a fine evening jerking off over her pictures and videos.
In short, she was another ideal candidate for initiation into The Ivory Club.
[For a detailed description of Charles Jackson and to find out what The Ivory Club is, please read "The Ivory Club" series of stories also available on this site].
"Yes, she is quite stunning" Charles said as, with some reluctance, he handed the picture back to James.
James sat back in satisfaction. He was so proud of his wife. He had met her in San Francisco six months ago at an internet convention. She had been one of the pretty young girls in one of the corporate tents, the ones used to lure middle age men in for a conversation before a proper representative came out to talk real business. She was actually a model hired for the occasion but, to James's ever lasting regret, she did not want to continue modeling, she wanted to pursue a career in fashion instead. It was something that she had trained for. Modeling was all well and good to pay the bills, but fashion was what she really wanted.
As such, when she married the millionaire James, she gave up modeling. James was not a little upset, he loved to tell his friends that his wife was a model. He hoped she would go back to it and he was trying to go everything to convince her. So far he had zero luck.
"Oh yes, she is quite something. Did you know she used to be a model?" And James turned to Charles to explain Victoria's modeling career, why she gave it up, what she now wanted to do and why James desperately wanted her to resume her modeling career.
As James babbled on, Charles's devious mind was in overdrive working out a way to begin the seduction of this glorious bitch. Having just finished with Jane [please see The Ivory Club for more details on Jane] he needed another challenge, another young innocent white wife to seduce and to fuck. Victoria seemed to be the perfect candidate for evil Charles's next lovely victim.
So James wanted his wife to be a model, thought Charles. Most rich men, such as James, would have been quite happy for their wife to remain as a former model, to attend dull charity functions and to raise their bratty kids. James, however, was clearly different. He did not want to show her off that way, oh no, he wanted to show her off by having her model her lovely body in lingerie and sexy swim suits. He told Charles that nothing would please him more than for other men to see her body dressed in a sexy provocative way, and for them to want to fuck her but know that they couldn't since she was all his.
Charles correctly deduced that James had voyeuristic and cuckholding instincts -- perhaps he did not appreciate them yet himself -- but he was not quite sure how far James would be prepared to go to realize what he actually was?
James was rich and powerful enough not to be intimidated by being bribed by Charles. If he went in too aggressively that could result in James backing off. He could also cause him no end of trouble by withdrawing his profitable account from Charles's law firm -- Charles had not gotten out of the ghetto without appreciating the value of the dollar. So Charles decided to take a softly softly approach. If James was, as Charles suspected, a cuckhold in the making, he would have to play on that.
"You know James, maybe I could be of help to you?"
"How do you mean?"
"Well, you probably don't know this but I happen to be a significant shareholder in a modeling agency. We specialise in very select, lucrative assignments for some very discerning clients."
"Go on."
"Well, whilst we do provide models for catwalk assignments and magazine shoots, we have established ourselves specifically to provide models to some very wealthy individuals who want them to model a specific outfit for them, or to model a specific scenario. We are a very exclusive, high end modeling agency. Most of our models have appeared in Vogue at one time or the other and are on the books of some of the mainstream agencies. However, they will use us for some of their more profitable and exclusive assignments.
"If Victoria feels that everyday modeling is beneath her, well, this might be a way to convince her otherwise. She can model for some of the richest people in the world, wearing some of the finest clothes and it could also please you since sometimes the outfits are, how can I put it, of a more revealing nature. You could even commission her for your own assignment..."
James looked at him, he was interested. He was very interested. He could pay the agency to take pictures of her in a bathing suit, or better still, in some skimpy lingerie. However, as James mulled over this, little did he know that the trap had been laid by Charles and he was walking right into it.
Charles was not actually being entirely disingenuous with James, indeed he did own a modeling agency and some Vogue models were on his book. However, the reason why their assignments were so exclusive was because the pictures inevitably involved them being forced to fuck some big black cock. This was an agency owned wholly by The Ivory Club. Its sole purpose was to satisfy the perverted wishes of some very rich old black men.
"Well, it might be a good way to persuade her to get back into modeling. She hated the catwalk side of things, but didn't mind doing the private shoots. Do you think, well I could help decide what she models? I can pay for it, you know I could be her first client?" James replied.
"Of course you can and then naturally you can decide what she models. It is all professionally done. She can model haute couture or something else..."
James leaned over, he was quite drunk but still knew what he was saying, "Could she model some lingerie and swimsuits for me? You know she looks so fucking hot in those things. I would pay for the first batch and then we can sell them to some of your foreign clients. I want them all to see what a fucking hot wife I have".
Charles smiled, he was hooked, line and sinker. Well, certainly on the modeling side of things, but whether he could get her to participate in the other activities on offer, that was another thing. Charles quickly decided that the leverage he had with James was minimal. Unlike with Jane and her pitiful husband, he could not bribe them with the promise of money, a job and a lucrative acting career. James was even richer and more powerful than he was. No, blackmail would not work, he would need to reel them in another way. Charles saw James's desire to see his wife on display and be the fantasy of others as his weak spot. It needed to be exploited, gently at first...
"I tell you what I will do James, I will email you some pictures of what we do. If you like what you see, I can send you some more."
"That sounds like a great idea. I am so fucking going to enjoy this..."
Charles decided not to push his idea much more, he felt that James was not too drunk to carry this on in any meaningful way. He did not want to scare him off. After staying for another few minutes, he made his excuse and left for the evening and wondered whether James would be tempted.
Fortunately for Charles, he did not have to wait for too long.
The next morning Charles was surprised to see an email from James in his inbox. It was 9am and he was quite taken aback to hear from him so soon, he had assumed he would have been too hung over to have given his proposal much thought. Clearly the prospect of his wife modeling like a slut had woken him up sufficiently to contact Charles.
Charles happened to be working from home that day and had logged on from his study. At that precise moment he was sitting in his study, his red gown was open and some poor eastern European teenager was kneeling between his legs sucking on his giant 12 inch black cock. He had picked her up from the strip joint. He had left shortly after speaking to James, leaving there for him and his other white friends to leer after women that they could never have. Charles on the other hand had spotted some poor gorgeous white girl working behind the bar. He had ordered the owner to send her home with him.
Her name was Katrina, she was eighteen from Albania and new in America. She was a poor student who had taken a bar job in a strip joint to help pay her college fees. She was in desperate need of money, and she found that this job paid very well due to the large tips. She was of course ordered to dress the part. When serving drinks she could only wear black fishnet stockings, suspenders, g-string, and a flimsy half cut lacy bra which did very little to cover her 34DD breasts. Indeed the largeness of her tips was actually in direct relation to the size of her huge tits. Her lovely long black hair and slim 5ft 8 body, which looked significantly taller in the four inch heels she was ordered to wear, made her an instant hit with the customers.
Katrina was the image of the porn star Angel Dark. Tips were often placed in her bra in return for a fondle of her luscious breasts or a spank of her bottom. Katrina told herself that she hated all this and that the only reason why she did all this was because she desperately needed the money. Of course her pussy told her something completely different.
When Charles saw her, he knew she was the bitch that he wanted to fuck. He informed the manager who told the poor girl that she had to go home with Charles and do as he ordered. If she did not, he would see to it that her visa would be revoked and she would be sent back to Albania. She wanted to stay in America and make a future here for her husband and for her future children, so reluctantly she obeyed. She had phoned her Albanian boyfriend and fiancé, who was delivering pizza, and informed him that she would be working all night and not to worry about her. And boy did she work. Charles fucked her 4 times, twice in her virgin and once in her mouth and pussy. She had screamed for mercy but Charles had shown her none. He told her she was a whore who would love being fucked by some big black cock. And sure enough, eventually she did. Her poor fiancé, who was so tired after his 18 hour day, could never satisfy her like this brute could. After Charles had finished with her, he wanted to sleep, so she was ordered to sleep in Smith's room where he fucked her a further three times. [For more information on Smith, please read The Ivory Club]



When he woke up, he instructed Smith that for breakfast he wanted some orange juice, eggs and a blow job from the European teenage slut. Katrina on the other hand wanted to go home to her fiancé to try and save their relationship -- by now he must have known something was amiss - but instead she was still being forced to serve these black men. Naked, kneeling subserviently between the legs of her Master, she greedily sucked on his giant cock. Charles looked down at the poor girl as she looked up at him. She was good. He would keep her for the weekend. And with that in mind, he clicked on James's email.
"Dear Charles,
Thanks for a great evening last night. I speak for everyone when I say what a fantastic time we had in the club. Feeling a little sore, but let's do that again sometime soon.
Also, was not too drunk to forget about our little chat re modeling and pictures. Would be great if you could send some over? Am planning on speaking to Victoria tonight about it and would love to show her some of your work.
Al the best.
J"
Excellent, thought Charles. James was tempted and everything was proceeding to plan. Seducing Victoria would be his greatest challenge, but also his greatest achievement. Charles replied:
"Dear James,
Great evening, sorry I had to leave so early, I am not as young as you and I need my beauty sleep!
Will be delighted to send you some pictures, need to find an appropriate portfolio so probably will send them later tonight, at around 9pm."
Regards,
Charles.
James's reply was almost immediate.
"Charles,
Many thanks. Looking forward to it. Will log on at 9pm.
J"
James was delighted. He was planning on telling his young wife later that evening that he wanted her to return into modeling and all about Charles's "exclusive" modeling agencies. But first, he needed some sleep. He was still so hung over...
Charles meanwhile had far superior stamina than James. As he came into the young bitch's mouth, he ordered her to go and clean up. Smith would give her something to wear and she should probably call her fiancé, she was going to be staying with them for the rest of the weekend. On hearing this she cried. She feared she would lose her man. But why was her pussy soaking wet at the prospect of being a fuck toy for these evil men?
Charles had work to do, he had to put together an appropriate portfolio for the unsuspecting couple. He clicked on a file called "Horny White Wives" and began to scan the folders contained therein. The Ivory Club often took photos and videos of their conquests -- sometimes they could be used for blackmail and other times they were for each member's personal gratification. There were specific scenarios that a member may have wanted acted out -- schoolgirl, nurse etc, or there could be videos/pictures of plain old fucking. It was the former genre that Charles was most interested in and thought would be more suitable.
He scanned his files looking for something appropriate. Each file was named after one if his victims. There were hundreds of them. But then, after a few minutes of scanning, he then came across a file and a wife he immediately knew would be ideal. In it contained pictures of a horny white slut he had recently initiated into the Ivory Club. She was a lovely petite housewife, in her late 20s, two kids and in a seemingly happy marriage. That was until he had blackmailed her into becoming his fuck toy. She of course had resisted at first, but he and his friends had now fucked her on numerous occasions. She was now a true whore for black cock. The picture scenario was actually based on real life events. This one will definitely do and he clicked on a file called "Debbie"...
It was 8.45 pm and James and Victoria had just finished making love. James's love making was more frantic than usual, he was eager to tell Victoria about the modeling opportunity. Victoria, as usual, had not cum. When they finished, James checked the time and explained everything to Victoria. When he had finished, Victoria did not look overly keen.
"Darling, I am not sure. You know I am not keen on modeling. All those men ogling me and I find it all so demeaning. I want to concentrate on getting my career as a fashion designer off the ground. I thought you would be keen to help and try to get me a job? Why can't you do that?"
It was true, James could have helped Victoria get a job as a fashion designer, he was after all rich and powerful enough to do so. However, he had no interest in doing that. He could not care about her career, what he was interested in was her modeling sexy outfits so other man could ogle her body and fantasise about sleeping with her. That thought was making him hard again.
"Look, I have tried". That was a lie. "But it is hard without any relevant experience."
"But you can't get experience without..."
"Look, this is no ordinary modeling job for a start there will be no catwalk, no trashy presentations, just exclusive modeling for select clients. And this does not have to be full time. You can do this part time whilst still looking for a career in fashion. I promise you I will help you with that. But you know what the best part of this is?"
Victoria sighed, she saw there was little point arguing with James when he was in this mood. She would humour him, for now. She shook her head, "No, what is the best part in all this?"
"Well, you could get to model your own designs. Some of Charles's clients want to see a girl model so they can decide whether they can use them in future campaigns. What is to stop you from modeling your own designs?"
James did not know whether this was true but it did the trick. Victoria was tempted.
On seeing this, James pressed his advantage, "Look, Charles is due to send me some sample pictures. Why don't we take a look? If you don't like them, we can forget about this. Ok?"
"Ok."
They got out of bed. James slipped on his bathrobe whilst Victoria slipped on a little white nightdress. James insisted she wore this in bed. She did not mind, but why did these things have to be so short? It barely covered her arse and left much of her huge tits exposed. James walked over to a desk at the end of the bedroom and logged on. Victoria came over and sat on his lap. She noted his erection, her modeling clearly appealed to him. And she suspected she knew the reason why.
At that moment, Charles had poor Katrina leaning over her desk face down and he was fucking her from behind in her tight pussy. She was dressed in what Smith had given her. A short black mini, black hold up stockings, heels and ridiculously tight white shirt, which was now ripped open to reveal her flapping big white tities. She had not wanted to wear the outfit, it made her look like a schoolgirl. But Smith could be very persuasive when he needed to be, and she obeyed.
She had to wait all day and it was the evening before Charles ordered to see her. At first, Charles and taken a belt to her wilful little arse since she had had the temerity to ask to go home and be with her fiancé, who was now worried that she had been out for so long. She belonged to him for the weekend, did she not understand this? She was, therefore punished. Once her arse was a deep shade of red, without asking, he fucked her in her ridiculously tight teenage pussy. At first she screamed in pain. But then she screamed in delight as she came again and again. Soon, her fiancé was but a distant memory, all that mattered was serving Charles and his cock. She never knew sex could be so good, but that was because prior to meeting Charles, she had never had sex with a black man. How could she go back to having sex with her fiancé after experiencing the joys of black cock, she wondered? Surely there was a way to get both...
It had taken so long before Charles had managed to fuck Katrina because he had been busy putting together the necessary portfolio for Victoria's seduction. He needed to get this spot on if he had any chance of success. And, if truth be told, he did not hold out much hope that it could work -- he had very little leverage here and was relying on what he suspected were James's hidden cuckholding instincts -- instincts which even James may have not yet appreciate - and the willingness of his wife to go along with what he had in mind.
It was a long shot, but there was plenty more pussy in the sea. Maybe they would not be all as fine as Victoria, but plenty to be getting on with.
It was 9:02 pm. He sat down at his desk and ordered Katrina to suck his cock clean, telling her to get a good taste of her own pussy juices. He thought he would next take her arse and perhaps let Smith fuck her mouth at the same time. She had never been double fucked before, well tonight would be a first. He then logged on and sent the email he had prepared earlier to James.
As James logged on, Charles's email arrived. The games were about to begin...
"Dear James,
As discussed, please find attached a file containing some pictures of one of our models. As you will see, she is quite stunning. Her name is Debbie. She had originally wanted to be a glamour model but her husband had, understandably, resisted this. Playboy were interested, and so was she, but he forbade her from pursuing her modeling career and instead he came to me (he is a good friend). Since then, I have arranged much work for her.
Her specialty is to do more of the risqué type of work. Lingerie, bathing costumes, uniforms, specific client driven scenarios etc. You mentioned last night that it was this type of work that you were most interested in seeing you wife do. I suggest you try and view these without your wife to decide if this is the way you want to go. If not, then I can send you a much more vanilla batch. If you are intereted, then I can send you further pictures.
These were specifically taken for a certain Middle Eastern prince, he wanted something seductive. Hope you enjoy them and let me know what you think.
Regards,
Charles."
Charles was taking a calculated risk -- he wanted James to show the pictures to Victoria -- his natural cuckholding instinct would be to have her see them and then to gauge her reaction -- but Charles had to come across as wanting James to be discreet. If he came across as overly, things could easily backfire.
However, Charles could never have envisaged how well his plan would go. For at that moment, Victoria happened to be on James's lap in her skimpy baby doll nightie, when Charles's email hit James's inbox. They both read it.
"What does he mean by "this type of work that you were most interested in seeing you wife do""? she asked, half angry but half pleased. She was happy that her husband liked her body and that he was happy enough to want to want to flaunt it in public. He was always asking her to wear short tight clothes., essentially, the sluttier the better for him. She would often indulge him but she felt a little uncomfortable doing it. Not because she was overly shy, but because of the way she would feel when men would eye her up. And, on the rare occasion they happened to be at parties with black men, sporting events or charities, the look of pure violent lust by these men had made her pussy tingle igniting in her hidden dark fantasies of being fucked by a black man, something which she had felt since she was a young teenager and something which her privileged white middle class life prevented her from taking any further. Of course she had never admitted any of this to James. Sadly for Victoria, in the coming days, she would be admitting to an awful lot more than just her secret fantasies...
"Well, you know I like you to look sexy, but I promise you, I never said that I wanted you to model just lingerie and swim suits. I was a little drunk when I spoke to Charles and I know I said you would also want to do haute couture and your own designs."
"I am sure you did..." Victoria replied and she playfully slapped him across the chest and snuggled in. He was a lovely man, she thought, wanting her to model to please his own little secret desires. And you know what, she probably would, just for him.
"And any way, Charles probably misunderstood, you know how these black men are, always getting confused..."
"Charles is black!" Victoria had never met Charles. She had always assumed he was white.
"Yes, is that a problem?"
"N-no, no problem at all. I just assumed he was white, that's all. It is wrong of me, I am sorry. Just that he's a corporate lawyer and..."
"Yeah, I know. But the boy is good. He's a ruthless bastad and he always gets what he wants."
That was true, as they were both about to find out to their cost.
"Well look, let's open this file and see what he has got to offer us."
They clicked on the file called "Debbie -- Pictures 1 -- "The Secretary"". There must have been at least 50 pictures on file and they immediately elected the slide show option. Both James and Victoria were excited at what they would see. They weren't to be disappointed.
[Debbie is actually a real white housewife -- not a professional model -- who is tricked into becoming one of Charles' fuck toys. She is married, with children and was happy until Charles managed to get his dirty black hands on to her. She was forced to participate in the photo shoot because Charles had promised a "Subservient Secretary" story to one of his friends. Her story will be told in more detail in further chapters.]
The chosen model Debbie was quite stunning. She was a little older than Victoria, in her late 20s, was very petit, only 5ft 3 tall and had a stunning figure hourglass figure. She was in her late 20s -- but looked a lot younger, had blonde hair but this was dyed, naturally her hair was hazel but she dyed it at least once a month. She took great care in her appearance -- went to the gym regularly and as such, despite her two children, had a perfect body. In fact, she was the splitting image of the Character "Amanda" (played by actress Becki Newton) from the hit show "Ugly Betty".
In the first picture, she was walking towards the camera and was dressed in what was supposed to be a professional work suit. It was naturally a very revealing suit which did nothing to hide her gorgeous curvaceous body. Her black skirt was very tight and very short, too short for the workplace. It was at least 4 inches above the knee. She had on a tight white blouse and three of the top buttons were undone leaving a vast amount of cleavage on display. It was a classic tight fitted white shirt, which was probably a size too small, since her massive tits seemed to be ready to burst out. It was also made of thin cotton since you could clearly see her half cut lacy black bra. Her nipples were clearly erect. She also wore a lovely pearl necklace, had on 4 inch heels, black stockings and garters (although these were yet to be revealed). In one hand she held a note pad and a pen. She was married as you could see her big engagement ring and wedding band.
There were a few more pictures of her walking over to a seat by a large rosewood desk. This was set in a plush office. It happened to be Charles's office, but you could not see Charles. The next picture of her was of her sitting down in a plush leather chair. She was looking straight ahead at the camera, but one could assume that she was supposed to be looking at her boss.
She had adopted a shy but sultry pose. She had both her hands on her lap and was looking straight at her boss/the camera in a nervous way. Then, in another picture she was chewing nervously at her pen, it was all still very seductive and was in that come fuck my mouth way. She had crossed her legs which had caused her skirt to rise up her delicious thighs. The flesh above her stocking was clearly on display as were her black suspenders. There were a few more pictures of her like this, of her looking shy, sultry and sexy. The ultimate office whore.
"My God, she is stunning", uttered a mesmerised Victoria. She was transfixed at the kind of pictures they were looking at. She had never really been into porn. But she so hoped Debbie would reveal more.
As did James. "Yes, she is quite a looker. But not as pretty as you, my dear" He quickly added. Actually, he was not quite sure, but he did not want his wife to know this. His dick started to stir.
The slide show continued.
She put the pen and paper on the desk and looked at the camera in a way that suggested that she had been told off for some misdemeanor. Then, another picture showed her standing up, hands clasped in front of her, head down and looking very sorry for herself, like a child would when being scolded by her parents.
After a few more pictures she turned around so her back and gorgeous arse were now facing the camera. She then started to raise her small skirt, clearly she had been ordered by her boss to do so. Each picture tantalizingly showed a little bit more of her raising her skirt up her perfectly formed bottom until the tops of her stockings, suspenders, garters and arse came into view. Debbie was wearing a white thong which essentially consisted of a piece of string up her delicious bottom. This meant that all of her lovely white arse was on display. his was, so far, classis soft porn stuff and it had not gone unnoticed by the married couple.
"This is just porn!" Victoria screamed. "I thought you said this man did proper modeling?"
"Well yes, but he did say that these pictures were going to be on the risqué side of things. Look, do you want to stop. We don't have to look at them anymore? I think they are quite good..." James separately wanted Victoria to agree to continue looking at them.
Victoria's brain was telling her to stop, but her pussy was telling her something different. It was soaking wet. For some reason, she wanted to be the girl raising her skirt. To be the one revealing her arse and having men such as James look at it and get all horny. It had not gone unnoticed that James's dick was now rock hard.
"N-no, let's carry on watching. I mean, I am not obliged to do this myself, am I?" Although she wished she was. "And, you seem to be enjoying it." And with that Victoria placed her hand on his 6 inch pecker and started to rub it.
"Oh yes, I am. And look, you don't seem to be suffering." James had placed his fingers in her pussy and noticed how wet she was. Also her nipples were thrusting out up against her white transparent baby doll. His other hand pulled the straps down to reveal her big tits. He flicked her nipples which elicited deep groans from his wife.
"Y-yes, it is surprisingly sexy. Debbie does look lovely. Let's continue and see what happens."
James was delighted. His wife was showing a penchant for porn, if he had known this before he would have introduced her to it a long time ago. Maybe she might even be into the hardcore gangbang stuff that he liked so much and watched all the time on the net. All in good time, he thought. For now, he continued with the slide show.
Debbie, having raised her skirt, turned around once more to face the camera. You now had a clear view of her still covered pussy. Her head was bowed but she looked straight at the camera. Her mouth was open and she was licking her lips. Her nipples seemed to have got even bigger as they pressed up against her flimsy bra and shirt. She looked like such a slut, standing there, waiting for her next command.
Her next command clearly was to undo her shirt. The pictures showed her popping open each button of her white blouse until you could see her bra. Her tits looked huge in that small lacy black bra. She could have done with a size bigger.
"God, her tits are huge. They look gorgeous." Victoria said, her voice was now quite low, she was very turned on at what she was seeing. James noticed this and shoved a couple more fingers up her pussy and pinched her nipples hard. "Ohhh, yes...", was all she could say.



"You like it, don't you?"
"Y-yes I do. I didn't think I would but it is strangely arousing.
"Let's continue. I want to see what her tits look outside her bra."
As predicted, Debbie, very slowly and, over a number of pictures, peeled the cups of her bra down to reveal her big white tits. At 36D they were huge and looked marvelous. They were pert and her nipples were a good inch erect.
"My God, her tits are huge." Victoria exclaimed. "They are massive..."
"Yours are just as big." James replied, not wanting his wife to feel inadequate. Although, looking at Debbie's marvelous jugs, he was not sure. Victoria's were very big at 34D but Debbie's may have had the edge in terms of size. James grabbed a handful of Victoria's tit flesh and started to jiggle them up and down.
"Oh yes, that is nice. Oh, and play with my pussy. C-come on, let's see the rest of the picture. I think I am close"
As James continued with the slide show, there were more pictures of Debbie displaying her tits to the cameraman. This time the pictures were much closer, so rather than Debbie appearing to be showing her body off to someone sitting behind a desk, that person was now standing a lot closer. As such, you got a close up of her face and tits. She had spread her shirt very wide and was thrusting her breasts out. And then, with what happened to be the final picture, and the one that sent Victoria over the edge, a big black hand emerged and cupped one of Debbie's big white tits.
Victoria came. The black hand on white tit flesh was totally unexpected and its emergence on this beautiful woman awoke in Victoria her deepest darkest fantasies -- that of a white woman submitting her body to the will and power of a black man. Her cumming had very little to do with James's hand in her pussy -- it was solely down to that black hand.
"Oh my God, a black man is the man who is taking the pictures? Do you suppose it is Charles?" Victoria said after she had recovered from her orgasm.
James, who was equally shocked, by the hands emergence merely shrugged his shoulders. He thought his wife had cum because of him, but what was of more concern, and interest, was what this hand was doing and where this photo shoot was going? Mild erotic pictures was one thing, but this could be leading to something altogether more explicit. James was not sure whether he wanted to go down that road. Unfortunately for him, Victoria almost certainly did want to go down that road.
"Do you think there could be some more pictures? I mean, do you think this story continues?" Victoria enquired, doing very little to hide the desperation in her voice. Despite cumming, she was still oh so horny. She desperately wanted to see what else Debbie got up to with the black man in the photo, whose face they were yet to see.
"Well I suppose there could be. I would have to ask Charles. Are you sure you want to see these? I mean this is not exactly what I was expecting. It is of course very good but..." James was now a little concerned, and not a little surprised at his wife's attitude. He had not expected her to be so keen to see what Debbie would do with another man. And a black man at that! But at the same time, she was aroused. Maybe he could persuade her that erotic modeling was the way forward...
"Ok. I tell you what, I will email him and see what happens."
James, keen not to waste a moment of time, frantically typed away.
"Dear Charles,
Many thanks for your pictures. They were a little more risqué then we had imagined -- although Victoria and I enjoyed them considerably. Debbie is one hot girl, she looked great. We particularly enjoyed the way the photos allowed her to reveal her stunning body in a very slow seductive way. It really added to the whole experience and made it thoroughly enjoyable.
We did have one query though -- the last picture -- the one where a hand comes to rest on her breast, was this supposed to be part of the portfolio? If so, does this particular picture scenario continue? Victoria and I would very much like to see the rest of it, if possible?
Kind regards,
James
PS -- Victoria might be keen to model for your agency."
When James typed the last sentence, he was not too sure whether his wife would protest, and insist on its deletion, or do nothing. To his delight, she did and said nothing. Indeed, when Victoria read it, as it was being typed, she was initially going to protest; but then she thought to herself, why do that when she might actually be interested? She did not know whether it was the erotic nature of the pictures, the fact that a black man was involved or just the whole weird situation of watching porn with her husband. All she knew was that she wanted to see more Debbie and this black man. However, what she feared the most was that the reason why her pussy was still so wet was because a black man was involved. Had the hand been white, maybe she would have felt differently?
As James's email hit Charles's box, poor Katrina, the Albanian sex slave , was still sucking on Charles's giant member. When he saw that he had a new message from James, he realized that he would now discover whether his plan had any mileage or if James was fuming with him and all the repercussions that would follow. Charles had of course deliberately kept in the last picture in order to test the ground. If they had reacted negatively and got all high and mighty, well he could apologise, claim it was a dreadful mistake, one which he was not aware of since the portfolio had come directly from the agency and hope no lasting damage was done. If it was positive, well then it was very much game on!
When he read James's email, he was delighted. He grabbed on to Kaltrina's head and began to fuck her mouth even harder. Soon, he hoped to be doing that to the delicious Victoria. Kaltrina, looked up at him, tears in her eyes, desperate for some recognition for all the work she was putting in, but all she found was that the evil man was looking at the computer and, having removed his hands from her head, was typing away. She redoubled her efforts.
Charles's reply read:
"Dearest James,
Please could you and your wife accept my sincere apologies for the last picture, this should not have been in the portfolio that was sent. I will have to have a word with the agency.
As I mentioned, each portfolio is specifically designed for each of our clients. This particular client had a certain scenario that he wanted acted out. I had only wanted to send you the first stage of pictures so you could see the style and genre that we offer. However, I do not think it is appropriate for me to send you more pictures. These do get more explicit and I am not too sure whether you and your wife would want to see them.
Once again, sincere apologies,
Charles"
On reading this email, Victoria almost typed out the response herself. Of course they wanted to see the rest of the pictures. How could he possibly leave her hanging like this? Thankfully, the desperate rantings of a horny white wife were avoided, and James managed to type a reasoned response.
"Charles,
Many thanks for your email. No need to apologies. Victoria and I aren't as conservative as you think. We would, subject to your approval, still be very interested to see the remaining pictures. We found the whole thing very arousal and I know my wife would be very disappointed if she could not see what happens to the delightful Debbie.
Yours,
James"
As soon as he read that Victoria would be disappointed not to see the remaining pictures, he started to cum down the delightful Katrina's mouth. Little did the naïve wife know that the hand that she saw was none other than his. He was the black model in this series, although you would never know. In the POV style of porn, where the male's face is never visible as he fucks his victim, so was the case in the scenario. As the happy couple were about to discover, things were about to get an awful lot more explicit.
"Dear James,
Ok, if you and your wife are happy, I enclose some further pictures of the Boss/Secretary scenario. These are batch 2 of 3. If you enjoy these, please let me know and I will send you the final batch
Yours,
Charles"
Charles then sat back and ordered Smith into his room. He wanted to watch him fuck Katrina doggie style. And whilst she was taking Smith's giant 13 inch cock, he ordered her to call her fiancé and explain to him that she would not be home until Monday. She desperately tried to sound normal on the phone and offer a plausible explanation, but the sound of a big black man pounding her from behind, spanking her upturned buttocks and her cumming was just a slight give away. She had some work to do to save her relationship.
Meanwhile, back with James and Victoria, their marriage was still going strong and entering a new strange phase, thanks to the evil machinations of the great Charles Jackson.
They clicked on the file headed "Debbie -- Pictures 2 --A Secretary Gets Punished"
With great eagerness, and both feeling as horny as they ever had, they began the slide show.
The first picture showed Debbie, sitting back in her chair, legs folded, revealing the flesh above her stockings, and she was holding a piece of paper and reading it. Her blouse was still open displaying her tits, which were still out of her flimsy bra.
And there was also another big difference. Under the picture there was now some writing explaining the photo story. As James and Victoria would discover, it was not included in every picture but periodically when an explanation was required. Under this picture was written:
"Samuel, the boss, handed over to Debbie incontrovertible evidence that she had indeed been stealing from the company. If she wanted to keep her job, stop the police and her husband from finding our, she would have to do more than merely show her boss her tits and ass. Samuel wanted a whole lot more. First, he ordered her to strip. Debbie had no choice but to obey"
They read this in silence. For Victoria, this was one of her secret fantasies -- to be at the complete whim of a dominant powerful black man, to be subjugated to his evil will, with no ability to resist or to prevent being cruelly fucked.
It was Victoria who first broke the silence.
"Why do you think we get words now, not in the previous pictured?" Victoria enquired
"Well, Charles is clearly a clever bastard. Had he included the story in the first set of pictures, well that may have put us off. Now he knows we are game, he is confident of giving is the whole bang." James was no fool, he was spot on in his thinking. Charles's overriding concern in all this was to ensure that he did not scare the happy couple off too soon. Having ascertained that they were turned on by what they saw, he decided to ratchet things up a little by including the story. He was hoping that it would add to things and lure young Victoria in to the trap he was setting. As in most things, Charles would not be disappointed.
"Well, I am not bothered, are you? I think it spices things up." Victoria was almost in her own little world, a world where her husband was not there and she was alone with this picture story. She was now masturbating herself off and had two of her own fingers up her pussy. Her legs were spread as wide as possible and both of her tits were out of her baby doll. She felt as horny as she had ever felt, largely because she wished that it was her rather than Debbie who was being blackmailed. The only thing that was a constant reminder of her husband was the fact that she was being forced to rub his dick. She would rather use her other hand to play with her tits, but though this was a tad unfair to the poor chap. God, was she really this much of a whore, she wondered? The coming days would answer that question for her in the affirmative.
James, not to be outdone by his horny wife, was also turned on by this. Not only by the story, but also at the obvious affect it was having on his hitherto conservative wife. The transformation was remarkable. "No, I am not bothered, let's crack on. God yes, rub my cock..."
There then followed a series of very seductive pictures as young Debbie was forced to undress in front of her boss. First, she removed her jacket. She then turned around so her back was facing the camera. Her skirt was still raised showing the tops of her stockings and garters.
Slowly she removed her skirt. She bent forward so her arse, framed by her black garters and g-string, was now facing out in front of the camera. There were several pictures of this delightful pose.
Both Victoria and James were breathing heavily, immersed in their own private world.
Debbie then stood up and turned around to face the camera/her boss. She was still wearing her shirt, which, other than the last button, was unbuttoned and was spread open to reveal her tits, which were still hanging out of her half cut black bra. She still had on her heels, stockings, suspenders and g-string. She looked every bit like a subservient slut.
The next picture showed her looking back at the desk where her boss would have been sitting and was again holding the same piece of paper and was looking down at it.
"The Evidence was damming. Debbie had no choice but to obey. If she did not want to lose her job, the generous money and benefits that came with it, she would have to do what her boss ordered. Next, the bra and the g-string had to come off. For the first time, Debbie would be displaying her pussy to a man other than her husband."
The next picture showed Debbie turning around so her arse was once more facing the camera and then, she very slowly removed her g-string. All the time she kept her legs straight (as no doubt as she was ordered) thus revealing her shaved pussy. Then she turned around and removed her bra. It seemed to burst open so big were her tits and so flimsy her bra. They were magnificent - at least 36D -- with large brown nipples which unashamedly pointed out.
The story then moved quickly on with the next picture which showed poor Debbie kneeling between the legs of her blackmailer and further pictures showed her unzipping the man's pants. As she did, she had a look of shock and bewilderment at what she was being forced to do. Whilst her pretty face may have had a look of fear, her nipples on her enormous white tits betrayed the excitement she undeniably felt at being forced to become a black man's slut.
And then finally they got to the part that Victoria was craving to see, the part where Debbie took out her Master's enormous 12 inch black cock. A picture showed the fully erect cock out of Charles's black pinstripe pants. Debbie's left hand held it at the base, she was unable to hold it fully it was so big. Her dainty little hand made it look even bigger (if that was possible), and her big diamond engagement ring, no doubt given to her by some poor fool of a husband, shone brightly up against the coal black dick that she was being forced to hold. Her other hand was up against her mouth, that was open in shock. She genuinely looked terrified at what she was looking at.
Under the picture, there was another caption:
"Debbie was then told by her boss to suck his big black cock and if she did not suck him dry and swallow his spunk, she would be sacked and the police called. Despite pleading with him that she was a faithful wife, a mother of two children, and someone who had never sucked a cock in her life before. Her boss informed her that this was all irrelevant to him. She was now going to become his fuck toy and she would learn how to suck cock and to suck it properly. The alternative was jail.
"Debbie had no choice. She removed her boss's cock from his pants and was shocked at its length and girth. She had never seen such a big cock in her life before. The only cock she had ever seen was her husband's and his was a pitiful 5 inches in length. What she realized was that finally she was holding a real cock."
Victoria silently wondered what it would be like to hold a real cock. The only one she had ever held was her husband's and his was also small -- it maxed out at 6 inches. In disgust at what life had forced her to miss out on, she removed her hand from his cock. She felt that whilst she was paying homage to the power of black dick, she should not pleasure a small white penis. Instead, she grabbed a hair brush from the nearby dresser and plunged it into sopping wet pussy. She spread her legs as wide as possible in order to gain maximum entry. Both her beautiful big tits were now out of her flimsy babydoll nightie and her other hand was playing with them, flicking her big sensitive nipples. .
Indeed she now no longer even acknowledged that her husband was even in the same room as her, so immersed was she in her own perverted world. a world where she was the poor abused wife in the story and where it was Victoria who was being forced to become a fuck toy for her black master.
James noticing the change in his wife said and did nothing. Instead he masturbated himself, aware that his wife was ignoring him.
The story continued.
It now showed Debbie with her mouth open as wide as possible, hovering over the top of the head Charles's cock. Her innocent blue eyes were looking up at him, in submission and in fear. You then saw her take the head into her mouth and there then followed a series of pictures where Debbie took more and more of Charles's cock into her mouth. His hands also emerged into the frame, one went behind her head to push it further down his cock whilst the other played with her big tits. It was not long before Debbie had 12 inches forced down her throat. As she dutifully looked up at Charles, tears were swelling up in her eyes.
"G-god she is sucking his cock. She is really sucking all of his big black cock." Victoria screamed out, and she was not screaming out to her husband, but rather to herself. She was screaming out in pleasure at seeing her darkest fantasies being played out in front of her very own eyes.
"God it is so big. I did not realise they ever got to be so big. And she is sucking it all, the filthy whore. Oh God, yes..."
James was shocked at this and looked over at his wife. She ignored him and carried on looking at the computer screen which was showing more pictures of Debbie moving her head up and down the giant cock. Charles's hands were no longer in the frame and Debbie was clearly sucking of her own accord and one of her hands could be seen massaging his giant balls.
James had never heard his prim proper wife use such language before, nor had he ever seen her look so aroused, well not when he had sex with her at least. Her legs were wide open and she was vigorously thrusting the brush in and out of her pussy. Her eyes were glazed over and she was licking her lips.
She was clearly turned on by seeing such a big black cock and by the fact that a poor wife was being forced to suck it.
James should have felt angry at this. Angry that his wife could be turned on by such disgusting porn, angry with himself that it was he who had been tricked into bringing such filth in to their hitherto dull suburban lives. But he did not feel this, instead he felt similar to how his wife felt - utterly turned on. However, he was not turned on by the porn per se, although that was undeniably arousing, he was more turned on by the reaction of his wife: he found it a complete turn on that she was aroused by black men and their big black cocks. He was also smart enough to realize that what was driving his wife wild was her imagining that it was her instead of Debbie being fucked in the mouth by a giant black cock. That should have disgusted him. Instead all he could imagine was his wife being pounded by big black dick and him loving it. Before he could dwell on this forbidden fantasy, which caused him great unease, his wife was screaming out again.



"Oh my god look, he is cumming. Oh my God, he is cumming all over her face".
James looked at the computer - on it was a picture of Charles's cock ejaculating copious amounts of spunk all over Debbie's beautiful face. He was defacing her hitherto innocent beauty with his corrupt black spunk.
Both Victoria and James came as a result.
For a couple of minutes they both sat on the bed in silence recovering. James had paused the slide show, not sure whether he should continue playing it. The reaction of his wife and his resulting feelings were a cause of enormous concern to him. Did he really want his wife to fuck another man, and a black man at that? Was that really his fantasy? If it was, what kind of sick cuckhold did this make him? Whatever happened, he could never let on to Victoria.
Victoria was also a little embarrassed at so obviously getting turned on by pictures of a young white wife supposedly being forced to suck a giant black cock. But perhaps it should not have come as a complete surprise to her, after all she had always found black men attractive. She would rarely come across them in her lily white world -- there were no blacks in the country clubs and social gatherings that James and she attended. She would however come across them when she was shopping. Whenever she saw them in a mall, she would notice how they would eye her body up, making no pretence that they were checking her out. This was in contrast to white men, who would turn away as soon as eye contact was made. They would tend to shuffle away nervously, whereas black men would stare back, in complete confidence of their ability to seduce and handle a woman of such beauty. Victoria often found herself starring back, before she too would look away in embarrassment and because she found their stares intimidating. It was clear what these men wanted from her, but society and her marriage forbade it, despite her pussy telling her something different.
However, in the comfort of her own bedroom it was different. She was happy to indulge in a little fantasy, even to the obvious embarrassment of her husband. This did cause her a little concern but it was not enough to prevent her from continuing with the show.
"God, that was something, huh?" Victoria said, breaking the silence that had become increasingly uncomfortable.
"Yes, yes, I suppose it was." James replied, still in a daze at what had just happened. "I didn't think, I mean I didn't know that it would provoke such a reaction in you. I never realized you liked porn? I mean you never said anything..."
Victoria, for the first time since the show started, looked up at her husband. She was no longer playing with her breasts, which were still hanging out of her babydoll night dress, however she was still gently thrusting the handle of the hairbrush in and out of her pussy. This was keeping her aroused and despite her intense orgasm of just a few minutes ago, she could sense that she was ready to cum again quickly and to cum again hard.
"Well, no, I did not realize myself, until now. I mean it was so arousing seeing another woman naked, doing all those things." She concluded that it was best not to tell him that the reason why she was turned on was firstly because of the big black cock and secondly the way she was forced to suck it off. She hoped that by telling James that it was the sight of another naked woman that caused her to cum, it would appeal to his desire (as with all men) to see their wives with another naked woman.
Victoria did go a little way to convincing James that this was the real reason. However James was a shrewd judge of people and could tell that there was more to it than that. "Well, yes I suppose so..." James replied. But before he could continue, Victoria interrupted him, "And in any event, it looks like someone else was a little turned on too!" and with that she pointed at his now limp dick which he was still holding but was now covered in a fair amount of spunk caused by his own orgasm.
"Err, yes, I suppose so", James replied, rather sheepishly, and he reached over to the table where there was a box of tissues and started to clean himself up. This was a difficult one to get out of, he thought and he desperately wanted to avoid admitting it was seeing a black man fucking a white woman which had caused him to cum too. Instead he moved quickly on, eager to avoid any more awkward questioning.
"Well let's see if there is anymore on this show. I must say, Charles is a sly old bastard having all this porn and then being willing to show us. You wouldn't know if you were to meet him, he is such a conservative lawyer. Well here goes..." And with that, James clicked on the play button and the slideshow continued. Victoria leaned back in anticipation and started to masturbate herself with the hair brush and played with her tits. James also started to rub his cock once more. The story continued...
The next picture showed Debbie leaning over the desk. Her legs were spread and her bottom was thrust out. You could clearly see her pussy lips and anus. She was still wearing her heels, stockings, suspenders and garter belt. Her big naked tits hung heavily down and she was looking back at the camera, her face was no longer covered in spunk but her mouth was open and she had that look of fear and dread again.
Under the picture was a caption and it read:
"Debbie was informed that sucking her boss's cock was insufficient punishment to get her out of her predicament. She needed to be fucked and to be fucked by a real cock for a change. As such, she was ordered to place her hands on the desk, spread her legs and to thrust her bottom out. Reluctantly she obeyed. And as she did she looked back in fear at her boss who was standing behind her, removing his leather belt from his pants. He then informed her that before he fucked her married white pussy with his big black cock, she needed to have her arse whipped for being such a willful bitch. Debbie pleaded with her attacker to stop and not to hurt her in this way. She would obey him and wasn't fucking her enough? Her boss laughed and told her that in future it would be he who decided when it was enough and when she could not handle any more of his cock. They were currently nowhere near that stage."
There then followed a series of pictures focusing solely on Debbie's lovely perfectly formed arse. Each one showed the leather belt being applied to it and the pictures did not look fake to either Victoria or James (they were not) since her arse got redder and redder with each picture. Then another picture showed her face with her mouth was open and she looked like she was screaming out for mercy. Tears, not seemingly fake, ran down here cheeks.
"My God, he is actually whipping her, he's whipping that poor bitch's arse", Victoria said. She was once more in her own perverted world, without her husband, where she was the one being arse whipped.
"Yes, yes. The bitch is really getting it good." James replied. He too was enjoying the story, and ashamedly willed the black man on to punish the white slut. She deserved it and it seemed like he was a man who knew how to punish a bitch.
There were a few more pictures of Debbie being punished and then there was a picture of Debbie's reddened arse and a huge black cock hovering over it. The arse was a defeated punished arse and the cavalry in the shape of a black man's cock had arrived to claim its victory. The prize was some tight white married pussy. Under the picture there was another caption:
"Debbie's boss was now ready to fuck her. Debbie panted with fear and again pleaded for mercy, telling him she was a happily married woman who wanted to be faithful to her husband. Her boss laughed at this and told her that in a few minutes she would be begging to be fucked hard by his big black cock."
The next picture showed the massive head splitting open Debbie's tender white pussy. Another showed Debbie screaming out and you could see behind her the towering frame of the huge black man (face still hidden) that was forcefully fucking her. He was stilly fully clothed in his business suit, a nice contrast to the partially naked woman who was being forced to serve him. He had grabbed hold of her long blonde hair and was pulling it back. It was clear that this was going to be a hard fuck.
A series of pictures showed more and more of his cock invading the once pure innocent pussy of this white wife until all 12 inches were in and his taught muscular stomach rested up nicely against her tender red arse.
"Good God, he has managed to get all of his big cock up her cunt", Victoria yelled. "There must be at least a foot of cock up there. How did she manage it? That can't be natural?" Victoria was now a blubbering hysterical mess, so consumed was she by the pictures. Her husband had become even more concerned by her reaction. This was not normal. He was meant to be trying to seduce his wife into becoming a model for his pleasure, not a slut for black cock. This was not right!
There then followed a series of pictures showing the cock entering and withdrawing from Debbie's tender pussy. Each time it was withdrawn the cock looked wetter and wetter until was covered with a think film of white liquid which could only have been the bitch's cum. She was clearly enjoying it.
You then saw a picture of her face. It was one of agony and ecstasy, the expression that only a woman who was being properly fucked could give. Her hair was being pulled back, her mouth was wide open and she was clearly screaming. Her screams could have been of pleasure or pain, it was not entirely clear. In reality, it was likely to be a mixture of both.
Finally, the picture show came to the last series of pictures, the ones where Charles withdraw his mighty cock from the abused pussy and ejaculated over poor Debbie's red cheeks.
At this, the wannabe black slut, Victoria, came. Seeing the reddened arse of this white bitch being defecated by the copious amounts of spunk being emitted from the huge black cock had been all too much for her. She had another earth shattering orgasm and made no attempt to hide it from her husband.
James, looking over at the horny bitch, unfortunately had not yet found his own release and as he looked at her, seeing her legs spread wide open, hairbrush still in her pussy screaming out in delight, a sense of anger and injustice came over him. This was meant to be his plan, his way to derive pleasure from his young wife's luscious body by persuading her to become a model, to model slutty outfits for his pleasure. Not some way for her to become hooked on black porn. That bastard Charles had tricked him. But he was also turned on by what was happening. That too could not be right. However, instead of dwelling on this disturbing development he decided to take his anger out on his wife.
Before Victoria could properly recover, he grabbed her and forced her on all fours so that she was now in the doggie position. She was also facing the computer, which was positioned a short distance away from her.
James moved behind her and marveled at his wife's perfect bottom. She may have been turned on my some anonymous nigger's cock, but her ass was still his (for now) and he was entitled to what was his. Grabbing the hairbrush, he yanked it out of her pussy, causing Victoria to scream, ever so slightly. He then inserted his 6 inch white cock into his wife's cunt. Victoria was smart enough to groan out loud, although this was entirely a fake reaction, she realized that she had to at the very least pretend that James's cock could still satisfy her. Although having just seen the monster dick on her computer screen, she now knew what a real cock looked like. If only she could try one...
James started to pound away. "Oh yes, that is good. That is so good. Do you like it? Tell me how much you like it..."
"Yes that is good, your cock feels so big and strong. Ooh I do like it..." Victoria replied, totally dishonestly. If truth be told, she felt nothing. Just by seeing some black porn had made her turn off white dick. What a complete slut she was. She realized that to have any feelings of arousal she would need to see some black dick. Well, some was right in front of her, at least on her computer screen. Reaching over she clicked on the play bottom and Debbie's story started from the beginning with the first picture showed Debbie, sitting back in her chair, legs folded, revealing the flesh above her stockings...
As Debbie's story was retold, the horny couple proceeded to have the best sex of their marriage, although for slightly different reasons. For James he was able to, for the first time, fuck his wife whilst watching porn. He found it utterly compelling that he could slide his cock in and out of his wife's pussy whilst enjoying seeing how poor Debbie was dealt with my the masterful black. Deep down, he wondered how he would react to seeing his wife being fucked by a giant black man. The strength of his erection and the way he pounded his wife like never before gave its own disturbing answer.
Victoria, on the other hand, did nothing but fantasise about what it would be like to fucked by a black man, to be dominated, spanked and abused by a brute of a man who knew how to handle a bitch. A bitch like herself, to be more precise. So, as the picture story progressed and she became more and more immersed in Debbie's seduction, she fucked back hard by thrusting her lovely arse back on to her husband's pounding dick. And whilst she fucked her husband, she imagined that rather than being fucked by her white husband, it was the evil black boss in the story that was force fucking her, forcing her to serve his gigantic cock. Of course she would have reluctantly fucked him at first, maybe she would have been raped, but after a while, once her pussy had accommodated his length and girth, she had no doubt that she would have loved it and become his slave.
It was these illicit perverted reasons that cause Victoria to have another earth shattering orgasm.
A few minutes later, as they both recovered, James decided that he would have to ask the obvious question, did his wife want to see more of what Charles had to offer? For the sake of their marriage, he hoped the answer would be no, but for the sake of his dick, he secretly hoped the answer would be yes.
Sadly for their marriage, the answer was yes...
The next morning, Victoria woke up still feeling a little strange with what had happened to her the night before. She had cum again and again in response to the porn she and her husband had watched. Despite it being, in reality, quite softcore interracial stuff, she had still cum as hard as she had ever cum in her young life. And now, as she woke up on this Saturday morning, rather than looking forward to spending the weekend with her loving husband and doing whatever young rich white middleclass people did, she instead keenly awaited the delivery of some more porn from their "friend" Chares Jackson.
Late last night, James has emailed Charles requesting some more of his work, Charles had offered them something more explicit and they had accepted. It was to be delivered at around 5pm. For the young horny Victoria, at 8am, that felt like an eternity.
As James woke up, and looked over at his loving wife, his feelings were rather different. They were one of fear. Fear for the monster he had inadvertently woken in his wife. Fear for where his wife's apparent fixation with big black cock could end.
At that very moment, the other principal character in this sordid tale, Chares Jackson, also happened to wake up. Next to him lay the poor bitch, Katrina. Charles looked over at the gorgeous slut, she was still asleep, no doubt exhausted from being violently fucked by her Master the night before. Charles removed the sheet that covered her naked body and looked at her massive naked tits which were heaving up and down as she slept. Soon they would be once more wrapped around his massive cock, Charles thought, but first he had business to attend to. Thoughts immediately went to Victoria, the innocent housewife he was desperate to seduce and fuck. He knew exactly which film he was going to send the poor couple in order to continue their seduction.
Charles got out of bed, put on a silk red robe and made his way into his study. One inside, he went over to a mahogany book case. Ostensibly this was for his law journals and articles, but there was also a cabinet at the bottom which was locked. Only he had the key since inside were many of the The Ivory Club's secrets. Even his trusted lieutenant Smith was not allowed access. He opened the door and looked inside. His eyes were immediately drawn to a DVD that had been recently cut for one of the older members of, indeed one of the founding members. The individual in question was now well into his 80s, having helped establish The Ivory Club during the 1960s, a time of the civil rights movement and the time of Martin Luther King. It was also the time when a young aspiring doctor wanted to take his anger out on young white wives. To fuck them in a way that could satisfy his thirst for revenge on the white man.
Now, as an old man, his anger had someone sated but his desire for black on white sex had not diminished in the slightest. However, the arthritis in his joints meant that he could no longer perform as much sex (even with the aid if Viagra) as he had in his youth. So, with the aid of the other members, he commissioned the making of a number of porn films to watch in his retirement. These films were specific fantasies of this great man and Charles thought that one he had recently commissioned for his old friend would be ideal for his evil purposes.
He picked out a DVD case with "Schoolgirl Gets Gangbanged By Big Black Cock" written on it. Charles smiled, this film was perfect. Picking it up, he took it back to his bedroom.
When he entered his bedroom, he saw that Katrina had woken up and was out of the bed. She was naked but for her high heel shoes. She was looking for the rest of her clothes. Her heels accentuated her arse and legs. Her massive breasts thrust proudly out.
"What are you looking for, bitch?"
"Oh please, I am looking for my clothes. I need to leave. I need to go back to my fiancé, he will be worrying about me." She replied, in a hushed eastern European accent.
Charles merely smiled and said nothing. God he found her body and accent sexy, he thought. He went over to his DVD player and inserted the film he had just taken from his study into the player. Then, picking up the remote, he walked over to his bed and as he did he passed Katrina who had remained standing, waiting what she hoped was the permission that would allow her to leave.
Charles said nothing, instead he sat at the end of the bed and pressed play on his remote. The DVD began and immediately showed a beautiful schoolgirl who was no doubt about to get gangbanged on film. Charles then spread his legs and opened his robe displaying his massive 12 inch black cock to the poor young girl. Katrina looked down at his cock and then looked up at her Master. Charles just smiled at her, no words were needed. Katrina sighed, she knew that a reunion with her fiancé would have to wait. She walked over to her Master, tits bouncing up and down, pussy getting wet, and knelt down between his legs and, looking up at her Master, obediently opened her mouth and started to suck him off...
Back home with the Carters, Victoria started to get ready, she decided that she would go out shopping before the evening's events began. James meanwhile tried to put to the events of last night, and what his wife was going through, to the back of his mind.
Some eight and a half hours later, and $1,000 spent, Victoria returned from her shopping trip. James was upstairs doing some work. Taking her bags with her, she went to find him.



"Hi honey, I am home."
"Hi there, how was your shopping trip? Did you get anything nice?"
"Yes, I gone one or two things for this evening."
"What do you mean, "things for this evening?""
"Well I thought it might make it an more interesting night if I spiced things up even more. You have to admit that the sex yesterday was fantastic."
"Well yes, but..."
"No buts, darling, all I have bought are one or two sexy items which will help make the evening even more of a turn on, for the both of us". And with that Victoria walked over to where James was sitting and gave him a gentle peck on the cheek. Then, with a confident swagger, she walked out. As she did, she looked back at her husband, who was mesmerised by her arse, tightly encased in a small mini, smiling at him she said, "I am going to get ready, Charles said he would be here at 5pm and it is 4.30pm already. Don't be late now."
James, for the first time in his marriage, realised that his wife was fully in control of events. He was to find out to his cost in the coming days that it was not to be the last time.
A few minutes later, after James finished his work, he followed Victoria into his bedroom. She was already in the ensuite bathroom taking a shower. On the bed were a number of shopping bags. James walked over to take a look at what she had bought. In one of the bags was a box of shoes. He opened it and took out a pair of 4 inch white strap on high heels. Very nice, very slutty, he thought. It was going to get better. In the next bag he found a pink see though baby doll night dress, white stockings, suspenders, suspender belt and a g-string. This was the perfect outfit to turn on James, he thought. It had all the makings of what would, in normal circumstances, be an incredibly horny evening. However this was going to be no normal evening. And the final bag confirmed as much. It was a dark black bag and in it was a large blue box. James removed it and looked in horror at what he was holding. The box contained what must have been a 9 inch black dildo. He was horrified. His wife must have visited a sex shop to buy an instrument to mimic the black cocks they were going to watch on film. It also dawned on him that his own cock was now no longer sufficient to satisfy his wife.
At that moment his wife came out of the shower, drying her hair and looked over at James who was looking down at all the shopping bags. "I see you have found what I bought. I hope you like it? I know you like me dressed all sexy when we have sex. I think you should like what I have bought?"
"Yes, yes it is lovely. Thanks. I also see you have bought something that should satisfy you?" And James then picked up the blue box containing the dildo. "Why did you buy this?"
"Oh James, it is nothing" Victoria, replied, laughing. She then came over to James and took the box off him and threw it on to the bed. She then cuddled him and looked up into his face, "I bought that as a bit of a laugh, you know. I thought we could have some fun with it. You know we should perhaps be a little more kinky and try out some new things in our sex life..."
James wondered just how kinky Victoria wanted to get. "Yes, I suppose it can't hurt..."
"Of course it can't. Now hurry up and get ready. You should take a shower too. You know how much I like you clean before sex. And it will be 5pm soon. Come on get ready". Victoria said enthusiastically as she skipped over to her purchases to prepare herself for the evening's events.
As ordered, James made his way to the bathroom to get ready. She was now in total control of the situation and she intended to shape the day however she wanted. Victoria looked down at her new purchases and started to get herself ready. First she slid her white silk stockings up her lovely long legs, marveling how smooth they felt on her flawless skin. Then she put on her suspender belt and attached her stockings to it. Her g-string was next. Normally Victoria would never wear a g-string, despite the repeated requests of her husband, but after seeing how sexy Debbie looked in it, and how much it would have appealed to any black master she was lucky to have, she felt that she ought to start to wearing them. Then the see through pink baby doll night dress was put on.
Finally, to complete the outfit she put on her four inch strap on Jimmy Choo high. She looked at herself in the mirror. Standing in front of her was a beautiful slut, a slut who was dying to be released from the confines of her conservative middle class existence and be free to fuck whoever she wanted, whenever she wanted. Alas her marriage and society forbade her from seeking the big black cock she was now so desperate to try. Whilst she had always had a natural inkling for black men, nothing concrete had formed in her mind. But now, just by seeing that picture story of Debbie being fucked by a big back cock, it had made her desperate for, at the very least, some more explicit black porn.
In reality the reason why she was feeling so horny was because she wanted to try out some black dick for herself. Dressing like a slut had nothing to do with pleasing her husband or even making her feel more sexy. She was dressing to please a black man who was yet to enter into her life. She was dressing like a BMW (a black man's woman).
Victoria saw that her little pink baby doll did nothing to cover her pussy and arse, it flared out at the bottom. It was incredibly low cut so that most of her breasts were also on display. Not that it made any difference since it was see through. Her impossibly high heels toned her legs and raised her buttocks to make them look even more perfectly formed. All of the flesh above her stockings was on display as were the white suspender tabs which were fastened to her suspender bet.
Perfect, she thought. The outfit was perfect. Whilst she knew her husband would appreciate it, she knew that its real purpose was to dress how a black man would expect her to dress. As a slut. The whiteness of the stockings and the pinkish baby doll might have portrayed an air of innocence, but that would appeal to a black man, she correctly thought. They would enjoy fucking a slut who dressed in an innocent way. Especially if she also behaved in a filthy manner, prepared to do whatever they ordered her to do.
Her only regret was that there was not a black man in sight to appreciate how she looked. Her husband would, but he was too sweet to fuck her in way that she now knew she needed. Hard and violently, without mercy and with a dick could split her into two. Pain and pleasure were twins, after all. As she turned around so she could look at her arse in the mirror, it was effectively naked since the g-string disappeared entirely up the crack of her perfectly formed bottom, she pondered her dilemma. However before she could dwell on it for too long, the door bell Victoria was suddenly disturbed by the doorbell.
"Sh!t" she thought, it was already 5pm and Charles's courier had arrived with their DVD and James was still in the shower. Should she go and get James and get him to go down, with the risk that by the time he came out of the shower, dried off, the courier may have gone? Or should she go herself, dressed up like a whore and collect the DVD herself? The risk of not getting the DVD far outweighed any temporary embarrassment she may feel opening the door to a courier not fully dressed. Anyway, she would put on a bathrobe and the courier was likely to be some harmless student.
Frantically she looked around the room for a bathrobe. She could not see one. They were all in the bathroom and the bathroom door was locked. With the shower on, James could not hear her frantic knocks. She then looked in the closet, nothing. And then the doorbell went again. Shit, the courier would leave if she did not do something quickly. Panicking, she picked up the first thing that she could find, one of her shirts. That would at least cover up her tits and most of her pussy. True, her suspender tabs and all of her flesh above her stockings would still be on display, but a mild dose of embarrassment was still far better than missing out on an evening of black porn, especially after she had gone to so much trouble with her purchases.
As she tottered down the stairs in her four inch heels, she frantically put on her shirt, trying to do the buttons up as quickly as possible. "Coming, coming!" she screamed, determined that the courier should not leave. As she got to the front door, she had just finished buttoning up the shirt and she looked down and realised that the shirt she had chosen was in fact one of her low cut tight fitted shirts. Most of her tits were on display. It was one of those shirts where a bra was essential. Not to worry, she would be very quick. She opened the door, expecting to see a small white courier boy. Instead, starring down at her was a giant 6 ft 6 black man. It was Smith.
Smith had been sent by Charles to deliver the package because he would never entrust such sensitive material with a third party. He needed someone he knew would not let him down.
When the door opened Smith looked down with surprise and delight at the half naked bitch who was standing in front of him. He had expected her pathetic husband to open the door, but this was so much better. Victoria froze when she saw Smith, she was visibly shocked. This was not the normal pathetic looking courier man she had expected -- this was a huge muscular black man the type of which a good white middle class wife would only come across on TV, or on a sports field. And yet here was this thug, standing in front of her blatantly eyeing her up.
And why not. Her flimsy shirt did little to hide her luscious breasts, which had spilled out of her baby doll and were straining against her white blouse. Most of her tits were on display, other than her nipples, but that did not matter since they were clearly visible, pointing up against the thin white cotton. Her shirt just about covered her pussy, but all of her legs, beautifully raised in her heels, were on display, suspenders and flesh all revealed. Smith looked down and then slowly looked up, making sure every bit of her body was devoured by his hungry eyes. When his eyes finally met Victoria's, he smiled and very slowly licked his lips.
Victoria's mouth was open in fear. Smith was every good white wife's nightmare -- a black sexual predator of the worst possible kind. However he had also become Victoria's fantasy, a black thug who could sate her new sexual needs. As he looked at her and licked his lips, Victoria's pussy became wet with desire and fear. Instinctively, she also licked her lips. She could not help it. She was standing in front of the enemy -- the social enemy of the white wife -- but she wanted to be attacked by this black hoodlum.
Smith looked at her and knew what she was thinking. Despite society and her upbringing telling her to reject the black man, her pussy was telling her something quite different. He saw in her the same needs and desires he saw in many a white bitch -- the need for some big black cock to satisfy her in a way her pathetic husband couldn't.
However circumstances dictated that Smith could not yet try out Victoria and make her his bitch. Charles had first refusal, and he had strict instructions just to deliver the DVD and return home. In any event, Katrina was in the car. Charles had finally agreed to send her back to her fiancé and Smith had been ordered to make sure she was returned safely home. Sadly for Katrina, she would just have to be fucked one more time before she was back with her loved one. The sight of Victoria all dressed up had made Smith's 13 inch dick painfully hard and he needed relief.
So, to his lasting regret, Victoria would, for now, escape having so serve his monstrous dick. "Sorry to disturb you, ma'am Charles Jackson asked me to give this to your husband." Smith said, in his most polite, yet assured, voice.
This broke Victoria out of her trance and back to reality. "Err, yes, thank you, I will pass it on to him." Victoria replied, and as she did she went to take the DVD off Smith. When she tried, Smith initially did not let go but allowed one of his big black fingers to gently stroke one of her white fingers as she held on to the DVD. He happened to stroke the finger which had on her engagement ring and wedding band. As he touched the rings that symbolised her love and loyalty to her husband, he looked down at her and said "I am sure you and your husband will enjoy the show. Make sure you are here next Sunday as I will be back to collect the DVD...". He then let go and turned to leave, leaving Victoria standing there shaking with fear.
After a few seconds, when she realised that she was standing in the doorway half naked for all to see, she quickly closed the door and made her way back upstairs to her bedroom. The way Smith had touched and spoken to her had provoked in her a number of emotions. One of fear but the other more overwhelming one was one of desire, desire to be fucked by such a man. A man of power and a man who would not show any tenderness or love to such a horny bitch. Of course she was a happily married woman and would never be unfaithful. But if she did want to, he did say he would back next Sunday...
When she returned to her room, James was out of the shower and was drying himself off.
"Where have you been?"
"Just to get the DVD"
"Dressed like that?"
"Well, the courier came when you were in the shower. I did not want to wait for you to get out and risk him leaving. Any way, enough talking, here you put this on and let's get ourselves ready."
Victoria handed over the DVD to James who was just standing in shock. What was happening to his wife? She was willing to answer the door to strangers dressed like a whore, this transformation was merely a result of watching some fairly tame black porn. What in God's name would happen to her if she got turned one by something more explicit?
James looked down at what Victoria had just handed him. The DVD was in a plain black case with no writing on it. When he opened it, there was a label on the DVD with "Schoolgirl gets Gangbanged By Big Black Cock." James could not believe it, it was like that bastard Charles was in Victoria's head. He knew, from a few drunken nights with his wife, that she had a fantasy of being fucked whilst dressed like a schoolgirl. She was still only 21 and memories of being in school were, for her, still relatively fresh. And James was never man enough to get his wife to dress up, so her fantasy had largely gone unfulfilled. But now they were about to watch a schoolgirl get gangbanged by numerous black cocks. This was not good. This was not good at all.
He looked over at his wife to see if there was any way out of this dreadful predicament he had placed them in, but Victoria did not look like a woman who would be interested in stopping herself from going down the road of hardcore black porn. Indeed, she had already removed her shirt to display her little baby doll night dress. Her tits had spilled out, the baby doll was too flimsy to contain such large thrusting breasts and he had never seen her nipples so erect. She was climbing on to the bed and already had the big black dildo in one hand. When she got to the end of the bed, she leant black on the pillows and spread her legs as wide as possible, she was now ready to fuck herself with that giant black instrument. Clearly nothing, certainly not her husband, could prevent her from getting her fill of porn and dildo.
"What are you waiting for, darling? Put the DVD into the player and come join me." She said, patting the empty space next to her.
Despite James's better instincts, he put the DVD in, grabbed the remote and made his way over to his wife. As he did, he noticed that his six inch pecker was already hard. His wife noticed too. "Oh darling, are you finding this as much of a turn on as me? Oh honey, we are going to enjoy ourselves so much. There sit yourself down next to me, play with yourself as we watch, I promise you can fuck me afterwards. I hope you don't mind, but I want to try this out first..."
James would of course do what his wife said. This was the new state of things in their marriage. She was running matters in the bedroom. He looked over at his wife, she was sucking her dildo and playing with one of her tits. What a slut, he thought. But he rubbed his dick and hit play on the remote in response.
"Schoolgirl gets Gangbanged" immediately flashed up on the screen. Victoria moaned in response, sucked hard on the dildo and flicked one of her nipples. Her darkest hidden fantasy was about to be played out to her on TV...
The film began...
The first scene showed a beautiful girl walking towards the camera. She was dressed in a schoolgirl outfit -- she had on a tight white blouse, which did nothing to hide her enormous 36DD tits, a school tie, a small pleated red and black check mini which barely covered her bottom, black stockings and 4 inch black high heels. Her heels meant that her arse was beautifully raised and her mini became even shorter than usual. Her face was beautiful, oval angelic shaped, she had wonderful baby blue eyes and her blonde hair was in two pigtails. Despite the size of her tits, her face looked every bit the eighteen year old she was playing since she had lovely full rosy cheeks.
[Indeed the actress was in real life a eighteen year old schoolgirl and she will appear in later chapters when readers will learn how she becomes a teen whore for black cock]
For a few moments she just walked towards the camera, thus allowing the audience to appreciate the teenagers wonderful body. As she walked, and her little mini skirt rose up her legs to reveal that she was also wearing black suspenders.
The young girl then walked over to a man who was sitting on the couch. He was a white man who looked to be in his mid to late 20s. She sat down next to him, crossed her legs to display her beautiful stocking clad legs, her skirt was too short and when she crossed her legs, her flesh and suspenders were clearly on display to the audience. She started to kiss him.
After a few seconds they broke off their kiss. "Oh Kevin, I am so looking forward to finally getting married to you. I still can't believe my parents gave consent..."
"I know Jessica, I know. But we are all part of the same church and although I am your teacher at school, I always knew your parents would want you to marry someone who was part of our religious community".
They kissed again.
"Yes, darling, you are right. Although I am only eighteen I do feel as if I am ready to make a lifelong commitment and make official our love..."
Having said that, Kevin did something unexpected, he removed his 5 inch little white cock from his pants.
"Oh yes darling, and talking about our love, let's make love like we did the other night. I know we promised your parents we would wait until we were married, and we promised ourselves after we did it for the first time we would wait, but I don't think I can wait. I need you. Especially after you dressed all sexy, the way I like it...
"Oh darling yes, let us make love. It did hurt a little the last time, but your willy is so big, and strong. But I would like to give it another go".
Jessica then placed her little hand on Kevin's penis and gave it a gentle squeeze. Despite her hand being small, it still covered most of his dick. They then started to make out, ever go gently. After a while, Kevin's hands went to Jessica's blouse and slowly started to unbutton it.
"And Kevin, as a special treat for you, I have not worn a bra..."
"Oh darling..."
And in response, Kevin started to unbutton Jessica's blouse. The buttons seemed to burst open, so tight was her shirt and so big were her breasts. However, Kevin was only able to unbutton two buttons before the doorbell went, infuriatingly for him since he was just about to get to see her breasts, naked in all their glory.



"Who could that be? My parents aren't home until tomorrow morning?" Jessica uttered.
"Don't worry, it is probably just a neighbor, or someone looking to sell something. Honey, do you mind dealing with it, not sure if I am in a state to...". And by that he meant that his penis was still hard and would be sticking out of his cotton pants when he stood up.
Jessica, always the dutiful fiancé, agreed. So, buttoning up her shirt again, she got up to open the door.
As she walked over, the camera focused on her behind. Her arse really was deliciously small. Her skirt was so short, it could almost be described as a belt, so poor a job it did of covering her up her arse. As she walked in her 4 inch black heels, the micro mini flapped up and down, tantalisingly revealing her buttocks. Then the camera man panned down so you could see up her skirt and finally get a proper view of her bottom. Initially you thought that she was not wearing any knickers, but then you could make out that she was wearing a tiny white g-string. The schoolgirl was pure filth.
When she got to the door she opened it. Standing there were two huge black men dressed as policemen and one of then was clearly Smith...
On seeing Smith, Debbie let out a gasp. "Oh my God!" she uttered, so shocked was she at seeing the man who had just delivered her the DVD appear in this porno flick. No wonder he had smiled at her and told her that she would enjoy the film. She was going to witness how this man fucked another white whore. And the way he had touched her and spoken to her, there was a clear implied message in that: enjoy what I do and you could get some of the same treatment...
James looked over at his wife. He paused the film. "Everything ok?"
"Yes, yes, I just got startled at seeing the black policemen."
James looked at her, somewhat confused. Why would you get surprised at seeing a black man in a black porno film? He did not have too much time to dwell on it as his wife started to rub her big black dildo against her clit and ordered him to hit play on the remote.
James did what she asked and the film resumed...
"Can I help you?" asked the startled schoolgirl. She looked up and the policemen. They were both huge, and, at around 6ft6 they, looked a good foot taller than poor Jessica. They were both dressed in the blue uniform of the NYPD. Smith was an ugly looking and the cop next to him did not look much better. They would look better as gangsters than law enforcers. But for the purposes of the film, they looked as scary a cop as you could find.
Smith spoke first: "Yes. I am Sergeant Smith and this is Sergeant Big. We have had reports that there could be some illegal activities going on in this house..."
"What do you mean by illegal activities, officers? Nothing is going on here that is illegal, officers..."
"Well, we will be the judge of that, and if you don't mind..."
And with that, the two officers forced their way past Jessica. As they did, they blatantly eyed up her gorgeous slutty body. They walked over to where Kevin was sitting who got up to greet them. There was a noticeable difference in their respective sizes. The black cops were built like Greek Gods whereas Kevin was Mr Average (in every way).
"What seems to be the problem, officers?"
Sergeant Big spoke first: "What is your name?"
"Kevin Smith, officer. Why?"
"I understand you are this young lady's maths teacher, is that correct?"
"Er, yes, that is correct."
"Are you teaching her maths now?" Sergeant Smith asked, somewhat sarcastically. Clearly the way Jessica was dressed suggested that if anything was being taught at that precise moment, it certainly was not maths.
Kevin looked nervously over at his fiancé who herself was fidgeting nervously, her hands clasped in front of her, her huge tits heaved up and down.
This was porn of the highest quality.
"Well, no, you see officer, I am actually engaged to Jessica, you see I was..."
"Engaged to this girl?" roared out Smith, genuinely looking shocked that such a fine slut could be engaged to such a dweaby looking loser.
Turning to Jessica, he once more looked her up and down, and then licked his big ugly black lips. "How old are you?"
For a few moments Jessica said nothing.
Jessica said nothing.
"I asked you a question, now I want ask you again. How old are you?"
"Eighteen".
"Address me as "Sir" whenever you speak to me, do you not know you are in the presence of the law?"
"Sorry, Sir. I am eighteen years old, Sir."
"Eighteen, huh?" Sergeant Smith replied as he started to slowly walk around her, always eyeing up her gorgeous slutty body. He took a long hard look at her arse, which her tiny mini skirt did such a poor job in hiding. You could also clearly see the end of her stockings and the beginnings of her arse flesh.
As the camera focussed on her body, it was clear that she had the body of a young woman, rather than that of a teenager, that was evidenced by the size of her tits and the firmness and roundness of her arse. The only thing that betrayed her age (and innocence) was her face, a cute angelic face, with firm round cheeks and lovely blonde hair really did only belong to a girl who was in her teens (as she was).
"And look how you are all dressed up." Sergeant Smith growled, "I bet your daddy does not know that when he is away, his little girl is dressing up like a whore for her maths teacher"
No reply from Jessica. So Sergeant Smith walled over and stood directly in front of her. He was now just inches away from her. His huge body towered over her petit frame.
Jessica looked up at him. "Sir, no Sir, bit you see..."
Kevin, in his infinite wisdom, decided to interrupt, "Maybe I could explain, you see..."
"I did not ask you a God damm thing, did I?" Sergeant Smith shouted back at Kevin. Kevin looked noticeably surprised at this. "Now, you are in enough trouble as it is, if I were you, I would not say another word..."
Kevin stood there, mouth open and shocked.
"Now Jessica, you were saying, before we were rather rudely interrupted?"
"Well, you see officer, Kevin is my maths teacher, but he is also my fiancé, we are engaged and are going to get married during the summer vacation!" she proudly exclaimed to Sergeant Smith, sure her reply would alleviate of any perceived difficulties she and her loved were in. And to emphasise the point she proudly showed Sergeant Smith her engagement ring, which consisted of one small diamond.
Smith held her hand and looked at her ring and . "Well would you look at that, Sergeant Big, Jessica has only got herself engaged to this fine chap. Isn't that nice?"
Sergeant Big merely grunted and looked rather dismissively at Kevin, you could tell that he was wondering how such a pathetic excuse for a man could land such a honey. Kevin said nothing.
"So you are engaged. Nothing illegal in that. But have you fucked him?"
"What?" Jessica replied, looking horrified at the question.
"Have you fucked him?"
Kevin could no longer hold back. "Now look here officer, I don't think you have any right to ask..." Unfortunately for Kevin, he was unable to finish his sentence because Sergeant Big quickly walked over to Kevin and, to stop him from interfering any more, he viciously punched him in the stomach. Kevin keeled over the chair, screaming in obvious agony.
Jessica also screamed started to make her way over to Kevin, no doubt in order to comfort him, however Sergeant Smith was having none of it.
"Girl stay where you are, he will be fine. Cleary your fiancé does not understand instructions and needs to be restrained, for his own good. Now, I do not like having to repeat myself too often, so please answer what is a very simple question. Has he fucked you? And to help you, if you do not answer the question, I will make sure your fiancé feels the full wrath of my displeasure, if you know what I mean?"
It was obvious what this threat meant. Jessica, who was standing next to Kevin, looked down at him. He was still groaning and looked like he was in some pain. It therefore seemed that, for his own protection, she would have to answer the question and to answer the question honestly. Once more she clasped her hands in front of her and looked downwards. Her face had gone a bright shade or red, she looking every bit the shy schoolgirl.
"Sir, yes sir, I have made love to Kevin?"
"I am sorry, "made love"? what do you mean? I asked you if you fucked him? I will not warn you again..."
"Yes Sir, I have fucked him..." Jessica replied quickly, eager to avoid any unnecessary retribution on her poor fiancé.
"Good. Good. Well, as you may or may not be aware, here in the state of New York, the age of consent is 17 years old, unless of course you have the consent of your parents?
"Do you have the consent of your parents?"
Silence from the couple.
"I thought not. Sergeant Big, we have a clear case of a crime being committed here, we need to take this couple in for further questioning..."
Sergeant Big immediately went over to Jessica, who had remained motionless. Standing behind her he grabbed her arms and roughly pinned them behind her back. He then took his pair of handcuffs and fastened them to her wrists. She was now properly secured.
Of course this position of restraint meant that her enormous teenage breasts were now thrusting up against her thin white cotton shirt. Even without having her arms pinned behind her back, her tits had been bursting up against her tight shirt. But now it seemed like it could burst open, such was now the pressure of her massive tits up against the flimsy material. Also, her shirt was unusually transparent so you could clearly see her erect nipples bursting up against the white material.
The camera spent a good few seconds focusing on her young breasts, allowing the audience to savour their size, lusciousness and firmness. The buttons looked like they could pop open with the slightest exertion of pressure. It then slowly panned up to her face. Rather then it being one of distress, she had the look of pure submissive slut. Her mouth was open and she was licking her full red lips.
"Oh please, officer. You do not need to do this..." Jessica said, rather unconvincingly..
"Yes we do bitch, you have committed a felon and you need to feel the full force of the law.
"Sergeant Big, we should search the premises to make sure there are no drugs. Often in these situations drugs are involved. I believe that Jessica should accompany us whilst we carry out our search. Is the teacher properly secured?"
Sergeant Big, said nothing, instead he walked over to Kevin and, picking his head up with his hair, he punched him in the face, on his nose. Kevin screamed and blood starting to ooze out. To the viewer it did not look like the punch, or the blood, were fake. He slumped into his chair, unconscious
"He want be bothering us, now."
"Good, not come on Jessica, I thought we will start with your bedroom..."
"Oh please, officers..."
Ignoring her half hearted appeals, Sergeant Big started to lead Jessica towards and up the stairs. The camera once more focussed on her behind. Her hands were now cuffed and they rested on her delicious bottom. The tops of her stocking were on display as her little skirt flapped with each step. As she walked upstairs the camera made sure you had a good view up her skirt, and her almost naked buttocks came into view, as did the tiny piece of string resting inside the valley of her buttocks.
They then entered what must have been her bedroom, since inside was all the furniture and items you would expect in any teenage girl's room. On the big double bed, there was a pink duvet, up against the iron railing were numerous teddy bears and on the wall were pictures of the leading boy band of the day...
Back in the Carter's house, the obvious turn in events in the film was also having the desired effect on the horny housewife. Her legs were now spread as wide as possible, she had removed both her big tits from her flimsy night dress. She felt that she needed to be as naked as possible in honour of the black fucking that was about to be inflicted on the poor schoolgirl. How she wished she could be the girl on the film. How she wished she could be the one with her hands tied behind her, restrained and being forced into her bedroom to be gangbanged by a couple of enormous black thugs. It had been her secret fantasy for a number of years now, as it was for many a white wife.
To help alleviate her obvious need for some big black dick, the wannabe whore was frantically sucking on her big black dildo. Very soon she intended to fuck herself with it, she would wait for the film to show the schoolgirl first being forced to serve her new black Masters...
Jessica and the evil cops entered the bedroom.
"So, is this where you fucked little Kevin?" Sergeant Smith asked, in a rather condescending manner.
"Yes, Sir, it is Sir. But Sir, there are no drugs here, I can assure you of that. Please Sir, please, we love each other, by making love, surely we have done nothing wrong..."
"I will be the judge of that, bitch.
"Sergeant Big, since the bitch has already confessed to her crime, most criminals are prone to concealing drugs or weapons on their person. I think it would be prudent if we first carried out a proper and full body search of the bitch".
"Oh please Sir, no Sir..."
"Quiet, bitch"
Quite clearly Jessica was not concealing anything on her person. Her outfit was impossibly tight, too short and too transparent to conceal anything. Indeed her outfit did an exceedingly good job of concealing very little, to the obvious delight of the audience.
But the story of the porn flick was an obvious and quick way for the delicious teenager to display her body to the audience.
The film now showed poor Jessica standing, hands tied behind her, nervously licking her lips, awaiting the molesting that was about to happen. Then Sergeant Smith emerged to stand behind her, he towered over the poor girl. His huge black hands then started to search the girl by running them up her taught tight tummy until they inevitably reached her tits. They were still covered by her flimsy blouse, which despite its ridiculous size, had not yet burst open. Very quickly both hands had covered both of her teenage breasts and he started to viciously squeeze them through her short.
"Oooh, please, officers, is this really necessary?"
"Yes, it is bitch, we need to search you properly" replied Sergeant Big
After a few seconds of mauling her covered tits, the inevitable followed. Grabbing on to her shirt, Sergeant Big ripped it open, her buttons pinging to all sides of the room and her naked teenage white breasts were finally on display to the cops, and, more importantly, to the audience.
"Oh please, no, you should not be doing this, I am just a schoolgirl..."
Ignoring her, Sergeant Big continued to roughly maul her naked breasts. "Bitch, we need to be sure there is nothing concealed, there is an awful lot of tit flesh, you may have hidden something under these marvellous udders..."
"Oh yes, but do you need to be so rough with me, officer, Sir, oh please..."
"Quiet bitch, you will do whatever we say, you are in no position to argue"
"Oh yes, Sir, I will do what you tell me."
In response, Jessica leant back into Sergeant Big and thrust her tits out. Her school tie still lay in the valley of her tits, which accentuated her innocence and her nipples, erect and firm, could be seen though Big's big ugly black fingers. He then started to pinch them.
"Oh p-please sir, don't, oh God Sir, this is very naughty, you are being very rough with me..."
Sergeant Smith then homed into view, by standing in front of Jessica and, for a moment, interrupting the wonderful view of the schoolgirl being abused by the black cop. The cameraman, obligingly moved to an angle to give the audience a profile view of Jessica.
"Sergeant Big, I think we need to continue our search of Jessica's person. I think it is time you inspected her arse, I will continue the search of her tits. I agree that they are abnormally big for am eighteen year old. I am suspicious and I need to check..."
Back to the Carter's...
Cheesy porn it may have been but it was hitting the spot. Victoria had not moved aside the gusset of her g-string from her filthy white married pussy and was now rubbing her big black dildo over her throbbing clit.
"Oh this is good, this is very good, don't you think?"
For the first time since the film started, she was acknowledging her husband. James, was actually almost as transfixed by the film as his wife. To his surprise, he found the idea of a poor schoolgirl being abused by these black policeman as huge turn on. Black man abusing and fucking white women had unleashed in James a hidden taboo that should have been an anathema to any red blooded white American man. Shouldn't it?
He looked over at his beautiful horny wife, who was rubbing the black dildo all over her cnut and wondered what it would be like it instead of her holding an imitation black cock, she held the real thing. To his lasting shame, his dick erupted a torrent of spunk in response. Luckily for him, his wife did not notice, and his dick remained hard. His dark secret would remain just that, for now at least.
Back to the film...
Sergeant Big now pushed Jessica forward, she would have toppled over had it not been for Sergeant Smith supporting her by grabbing on to her and mauling her tits. Jessica was now at a 90 degree right angle, her legs were still perfectly straight and her hands stilled pinned behind her back. Her face was now just inches away from Sergeant Smith's crotch. His tight pants did nothing to hide his enormous erection.
The pose that Jessica was forced to strike allowed her short skirt to rise up even more so that her stocking framed bottom was now fully on display to Sergeant Big. Sergeant Big also forced her to spread her legs wider, which she only managed to do in her high heels because Sergeant Smith was still kindly supporting her through holding her abused tits.
The film now focussed on her perfectly formed bottom. Her red and black check pleated skirt had risen sufficiently to give the audience an unobstructed view of her arse. Indeed, her skirt was so shirt, and the angle of Jessica's body so severe, that Sergeant Big had to do nothing to her skirt in order to reveal her arse, which was lovingly framed by her black suspenders.
Sergeant Big's hand then began to stroke her behind.
"Bitch, are you hiding anything?"
"Oh no, of course no.."
"Bitch, we told you earlier that you will always address us as "Sir" when you speak to us". And to emphasise his point, he firmly spanked each cheek of her arse, leaving a clear red print of his big hand on her tender white flesh."
"Oh stop, that hurts..."
"Bitch, I warned you to always address me as "Sir""...
Sergeant Big then started to cruelly spank Jessica's wilful little arse, causing her cheeks to get redder and redder.
"Oh Sir, please Sir, stop spanking my bottom. It hurts, oh it hurts..."
"Silence bitch. You are a suspected arrested on suspicion for committing a serious offence. You will do whatever we tell you. Now, if I want to spank your bottom, you will allow me to spank your bottom. Do I make myself clear?"
"Oh Sir, yes Sir."
There then followed a volley of crisp firm spanks on the schoolgirl's innocent white bottom.
Once her bottom was a deep shade of red, Sergeant Big stopped and then started to rub his hand in the valley of her buttocks and also began to caress her covered pussy..
"Oh please Sir, oh please, oh please..." wailed Jessica. Clearly the molesting of her tits and her pussy by a big black man was having the usual effect on a white slut



"Are you hiding anything in your pussy, bitch?"
"Oh no Sir, no Sir, ooh Sir..."
"Sergeant Smith, do you want me to carry out a through body search on this bitch's body?
Sergeant Smith who was still roughly mauling the poor teenager white tits merely grinned and replied, "Well, we will have to check that more thoroughly later, but for now, we have other business to attend to."
Surprisingly he stopped mauling her tits and forced her to once more stand up straight. Sergeant Smith moved in front of her and just stood inches away. "Bitch, you are in a world of trouble. Your fiancé down there could be charged with statutory rape. Now there are one of two ways we can continue this, either down the station, or we can continue our discussions here, when you will do your very best to persuade us that we need not take this matter any further.
"I do warn you, however, that if you choose the latter, you will have to do exactly what we say, any deviation from that will lead to lover boy down there on charges, and that would be the last you see of him for ten years."
Jessica said nothing, and instead just looked down. Sergeant Big had moved behind her and started to maul her tits. Sergeant Smith in turn raised her little red pleated skirt and ran his finger over her pussy.
"Come on, bitch, your knickers are soaking wet, that should tell you what you should do. Do not deny what your body so desperately craves."
"Oh Sir, yes Sir, I will do my best to persuade you. Just p-please be gentle with me. I only turned eighteen last week..."
"Shut up bitch, you will get the kind of rough treatment you deserve. Now, on your knees and get ready to suck our cocks."
Jessica was forced roughly on to her knees by Sergeant Big, who moved over to stand to on one side of her, with Sergeant Smith on the other. She was still handcuffed and her tits were thrusting out. With her school tie and hair in pigtails, she looked like the schoolgirl, other than the fact that she was about to be violently fucked.
Both men simultaneously unzipped their pants and pulled out thier massive hard black dicks. Both men had abnormally large cocks. Sergeant Big's was, as his name suggested, big. 14 inches big. Sergeant Smith's was slightly smaller, at 13inches. There was a total of 27 inches of hard black meat ready to attack the poor 18 year old...
Back with the Carter's...
"Oh my God, look at the size of their cocks, they are huge. They are even bigger than the ones we saw yesterday. They can't fuck her with those, they are too big, they will kill her. Oh God they are too big..." Victoria wailed as she thrust the big black dildo in and out of her wet pussy. She was of course imagining what it would be like to be presented with such an offering of black meat herself, and how she would cope. It was a dilemma she was desperate to face one day. For now though, the film would have to do.
"Oh God, they are going to force her to suck them, but they are sooo big..." was the last thing she said before she had what would be the first of many orgasms that night. James also came, seeing the size of the cock's and what the poor teenager was being forced to endure was too much for him also.
Back to the film...
"Bitch, you are going to suck our cocks and you are going to suck them well. We will cum in your mouth and we expect you to swallow every last drop, do I make myself clear?"
"B-but Sir, I have never sucked a cock before, please don't make me do this, Sir. It is dirty, it is not right."
"Bitch, I warned you about disobeying us. Sergeant Big, let's take the bitch and the chump downstairs into custody..."
"No Sir, please Sir, no, I will do what you say. I will suck your cocks."
"Good, do not disobey me again. Now, open wide and get ready to suck, bitch."
Jessica obeyed and she opened her mouth as wide as possible and allowed Sergeant Smith to slide his cock down her beautiful mouth. She immediately was forced to suck 6 inches. It was only the beginning of her ordeal that day but it still caused tears to swell in her eyes at the violence of the intrusion. Sergeant Smith began to fuck her mouth.
"Oh that's it bitch, such my cock with you little girlie mouth. That's it, suck it well, you fucking white whore. Oh yes..."
Sergeant Smith began to fuck her mouth with vigorous uncompromising strokes. He clearly did not care about her feelings, such was the force with which he fucked her mouth. Jessica of course could do nothing about it since her hands were still tied behind her back. As she was forced to move her head up and down his giant pole, her delicious tits bobbled in response.
After fucking Sergeant Smith's cock, Sergeant Big directed her head towards his cock and she was forced to repeat her actions. She was being forced to fuck, with her mouth, two giant black cocks and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
"Oh yes, that feels so fucking damm good, you bitch. Look up at me whenever you suck me. Always look at your Master when you are paying homage to his cock. That's right, bitch, you are doing good.
"Tell me, does it hurt to be have 13 inches of cock down your pretty mouth? Does it hurt that you are sucking my huge cock when your fiancé is downstairs. Would he like it if he knew that you are a black cock sucking whore?"
Jessica couldn't say anything since she was being gagged with a monster cock. However her actions spoke louder than any words. In response to the cruel taunting, she sucked Sergeant Big's cock even harder and moaned through her nose. Clearly being unfaithful was not such a bad thing for the young slut.
The camera then moved under Sergeant Big's cock so you could see clearly his big hairy balls slamming up against Jessica's chin and you could see that the huge cock was causing the poor girl to dribble down on to her breasts.
The two policemen then each took it in turns to fuck the young girl's poor mouth. Each tried to be rougher than the other. They grabbed on to her head and forced her to swallow all of their cock. This caused her to gag and saliva dribbled out of her mouth. They grabbed on to her firm pert tits and roughly squeezed her nipples, which caused her to groan, both in pain and in desire.
Then they came, the inevitable sucking causing the men to emit their copious evil spunk don the poor schoolgirl's mouth. Sergeant Smith was the first one to cum. He removed his cock from the girls mouth and ordered her to open her mouth wide.
"That's it bitch, keep your mouth open, I am going to shoot my cum down your throat and I want you to swallow every last drop."
Sergeant Smith's cock was now held a couple of inches away from Jessica's open mouth and he rubbed it furiously, desperate to defecate the poor girl's mouth.
It did not take long for a torrent of thick creamy white spunk to shoot out of the great cock and land on Jessica's tongue. Jessica's mouth remained open for a good 30 seconds as Sergeant Smith's cock continued to empty its load down her mouth.
"That's it you bitch, agggh, take all of my fucking juice, you filthy whore. I bet your fiancé would love to see you now..."
Finally, Sergeant Smith finished and Jessica calmly closed her mouth and dutifully swallowed all that had been provided for her. She was a good slut.
The same process was repeated with Sergeant Big. Jessica swallowed everything that he provided also.
Back at the Carter's...
Victoria was finding the film all a little too much -- such filth invading her hitherto lily white clean world was having an extreme effect on the poor wife. Not in her wildest dreams could she have ever imagined men being so rough and uncompromising with a woman. She has never in her life seen such porn before. She had of course seen the mild Playboy stuff, white men making gentle love to another broad. But this was evil black fucking of a poor young white girl, the sort of thing that your mother and father would warn you about. And for good reason, being treated like a complete and utter whore by a race of man that most middle class white Americans had nothing but contempt for was not required learning for moral upstanding families, such as the one Victoria had been raised in.
But clearly this was a cruel conspiracy since every white woman should be treated like Jessica, Victoria thought to herself. It would be cruel to deny any woman the opportunity to be treated like a bitch, to be fucked like a whore and be made to beg to be treated with a modicum of finesse and kindness.
Middle class white fucking was not the way forward. If only she could get hold of some big black dick...
For now, the dildo would have to do.
"Oh look at her, she is being fucked in the mouth, the slut. Oh look how she is taking all that spunk..." Victoria screamed, once more oblivious to her husband, who was quietly masturbating in the corner.
Victoria's seduction into the evil world of Charles Jackson was progressing very nicely.
Back to the film...
After the two policemen had finished fucking the poor girl's defenseless mouth, they ordered her to stand up. Their dicks were clearly still hard and were not deflated one iota following their first orgasm. It took more than a blow job to sate such black men. They still had unfinished business with the poor schoolgirl.
Sergeant Big released Jessica from her handcuffs. Unfortunately for her, the relief was to be short lived. She was unceremoniously marched, towards her bed. Her bed was made like any typical schoolgirl's bed, there was a pretty pink duvet, with nice fluffy pillows covered with light salmon pink covers and was finished off with numerous fluffy teddy bears. What was about to follow on that bed was not going to be typical of an American schoolgirl's bedroom.
Jessica was ordered to lie down and then her hands were tied to the metal railings using two pairs of handcuffs -- one for each hand. In this position her hands were held securely behind her head, her shirt was still open with her tits heaving up and down in fear. Despite her position they still looked absolutely huge, her tie was placed nicely between them, a reminder, if any was needed, that this was a schoolgirl who about to be attacked. A girl who should have been protected by society but who was about to be abused by the very people who had sworn to protect her. Instinctively she had drawn her legs up and spread them, so the audience had a wonderful view up her skirt. You could now see all of her stocking clad legs, suspenders and creamy white flesh above the stockings. She still had on her white g-string.
After spending a minute or so focusing on Jessica, when she spent some time struggled against her restraints and pleaded to her captors for some mercy, on to the bed emerged Sergeant Smith, still fully clothed in his policeman's outfit, other than for his enormous cock which protruded proudly out of his black tight pants. He positioned himself between his victim's legs.
"Bitch, are you ready to be fucked by your Master? Are you ready to be finally fucked by a real cock, not that imitation cock that your pathetic excuse of a fiancé possesses?"
"Oh Sir, no Sir, please don't. I am just a schoolgirl, and your cock is too big, it will split me. P-please don't, I love Kevin and I don't want to be fucked by your big black cock. It is too big..."
"Bitch, you are in no position to argue with me. Now spread your legs. That's right, spread them as far as you can. Now I am just going to rip off these little white panties, I don't think we will we will be needing these any more."
"Aggh, please don't, I am only eighteen, your cock is too big..."
Sergeant Smith continued to ignore the sweet pleas of the young girl and, having cruelly ripped off her panties, the last vestige of protection for the young girl's cunt, he placed the head of his enormous cock at its entrance.
"Are you ready for your teenage white pussy to get fucked by some big black cock?" Sergeant Smith asked as he began to push away at her tender pussy.
"No please don't. Aggggh, oh my God, you are splitting me, p-please stop, don't go any further, it's sooo big, you will split me into two. Oh Sir, your black cock is so fucking big..." Jessica screamed out as Sergeant Smith started to fuck his poor victim. In no time he had managed to get half his cock up the schoolgirl's tight white cunt.
"There you go, bitch, you were born to handle my cock. You were born to handle black cock. Now I am going to fuck you like the whore you are."
Sergeant Smith then began to pound away at the innocent looking schoolgirl. Soon he had managed to get all 13 inches in and he hammered away at her mercilessly. This caused the metal frame of the bed to bang loudly against the wall and for poor Jessica to scream out. Initially her cries were ones for mercy and tenderness (none of which were ever going to be forthcoming from a black man).
"Please stop, it is too big. Please, Sir, be gentle with me, oh please my poor teenage pussy is being ripped apart by your giant black cock, oh god, you are hurting me, please be gentle..."
Back at the Carter's...
"Oh my God, look at her, she is taking all of that big black cock. God yes, he is fucking the bitch hard. Yes, yes, fuck the bitch hard, fuck her hard with that big black cock. Oh yes, oh yes, give it to her oh yes..." These were the incredible words of the horny Victoria. She was willing the evil policeman to give it hard to the poor schoolgirl. She wanted her to be fucked as hard as possible, for her to feel pain. Although it was a film, the acting, if indeed the young girl was acting, looked remarkably realistic with Jessica's cries for help looking and sounding remarkably realistic.
Victoria has lost count of the number of times she had cum. She just continually fucked herself with her black dildo, imagining that it was Sergeant Smith's black cock fucking her instead. Despite her cumming so much, her husband, who was masturbating next to her, was also cumming like a trooper and this had not gone unnoticed by Victoria. The perverted bastard was finding this as much of a turn on as she was. What could this mean???
Back to the film...
Sergeant Smith was still fucking his poor victim. He was just pounding away at her, having no regard for her feelings, this was fucking purely for the enjoyment of the man. The violence of his actions caused Jessica tits to wobble up and down like delicious mounds of vanilla jelly. However, this sort of primeval black fucking was having the usual effect on subservient white bitches. It did not take long for Jessica's cries of anguish to turn to cries of pleasure.
"Oh yes, fuck me hard. Fuck me harder with your big black cock. Oh God yes, that feels so good, oh fuck my teenage white pussy with your big black cock. I need it so bad, oh god I am cumming..."
Sergeant Smith then withdrew his dick from Jessica's pussy and moved his way up her body. Pointing his mighty weapon at her tits, he proceeded to spray his copious cum over her beautiful teenage breasts. Breasts that had once been innocent and pure, that had only been for her young white fiancé, were now the preserve of the black man and they took great delight in abusing them by cumming all over them.
"That's it bitch, look how much of cum has covered those pretty big tities of yours. Every time your fiancé touches them, he will know that I have cum all over them. That's it bitch, you know you want my cum..."
"Oh yes, please cum over my teenage white tities. They belong to you. They belong to your big black cock..."
Once Sergeant Smith had finished taking his pleasure with the white bitch, Sergeant Big immdeitalty clambered on the bed to take his pleasure in the young girl's body. She was not even give a moments rest to recover from her first proper fuck.
"Oh God, another big black cock. P-please be gentle..."
"Quiet Bitch, you know you need it hard and you need it rough"
"Oh Sir, you are right, please be rough with me. Please fuck my white pussy as hard as you can. Oh God, your cock is even bigger than Sergeant Smith's, oh God, it is too much, oh God, that is so big that is so big. Yes, yes, yes, so big, so hard, fuck me hard, fuck me like the bitch that I am! Oh yes I am cumming, that is so good..."
As with the previous fucking, Sergeant Big fucked her mercilessly and when he was finished, he too came over her big white tits. The schoolgirl's tits had now been defecated by two big black cocks.
She was then untied and, on her on volition, she knelt on her bed and started to rub the spunk all over her breasts. It made quite a scene. The hitherto innocent schoolgirl, dressed in her schoolgirl outfit consisting of black stockings and suspenders, tiny black and red check mini, white school blouse which had been ripped open to reveal her spunk covered tits, was kneeling on her girlie bed, rubbing her massive teenage breast making sure all of the precious white cream was rubbed in.
The film then moved quickly on to the next fucking scene. It showed Jessica kneeling on the bed on all fours. She had been stripped down to just her heels, stockings and suspenders. She still also wore her school tie. Sergeant Bog then emerged to stand behind her bottom. He was stripped off, his black body was impressive, as muscular and defined as a well toned athlete. The contrast between his black muscular frame and the teenager's skinny, petit white body was frightening, to say the least. His fully erect 13 inch black cock was once more proudly erect and it hung menacingly over the young girl's defenceless arse.
Sergeant Smith then climbed on to the bed, also naked and just as muscularly intimidating. He knelt in front of Jessica's beautiful face, his dick just inches away from her panting mouth.
"Have you ever had your arse fucked, bitch?" Sergeant Big enquired?
"Oh no Sir! Please don't fuck me in the arse with your big black cock. It will hurt too much. Please fuck my pussy instead. Oh it needs it, Sir, please don't fuck my ass..."
Ignoring her pleas, Sergeant Big's cock rested up against her anus and he pushed home..."
"Oh God, please take it out! You're splitting my ass. It's too painful! Oooooh no, stop!!!"
"The Bitch needs to learn some manners. Sergeant Smith please silence the bitch whilst I fuck her in her ass."
"With pleasure." Grabbing the bitch by her pretty blonde pigtails, Sergeant Smith forced her mouth on to his enormous dick. She had no choice but to open her mouth and accept the giant cock.
Sergeant Big began to spank her bottom as he steadily inserted his monstrous cock up her arse. Her cries of pain were now muffled by Sergeant Smith's cock. He had grabbed on to her ponytail and was forcing her head up and down his dick. "That's it bitch, suck my cock."
After a minute or so, Sergeant Big managed to get all 14 inches of back meat up the young girl's rectum and Sergeant Big all 13inches of her cock down her throat. The young schoolgirl was being forced to serve 27 inches of hard black meat...
Back at the Carter's...
"Just look at that! He has managed to get all of his cock up her bottom. I did not think such a thing was possible? How can such a young tight arse take so much big black cock? It is not natural, it is not normal." Victoria asked, truly amazed that the young girl could accommodate such a cock in her rectum. Taking on a big black cock in her pussy was one thing, but this was something quite different.
Victoria also marveled at the obscene contrast between the delicate small figure of Jessica and the giant frame of the policemen. They seemed to tower over her and she looked tiny in between these two black Gods. Their muscular coal black bodies contrasting sharply with the whiteness and fragility of the teenager and, as they began to double fuck her, she could only be impressed with the girl's stamina. Would she be able to accommodate and serve two such giant black men and their cocks, she wondered in awe and jealously? Especially in the ass, the ultimate hole for a black cock to dominate?



She needed to find out.
In honour of Jessica, Victoria, got on to all fours herself, to mimic her heroine on the screen, and she starred directly at the TV. She kept the black dildo in her pussy and she reached back and started to fuck herself with it. James looked over, and starred in disbelief at his wife, who was still steadfastly ignoring him, the only thing that interested her was the black dicks on the screen. He was now largely an irrelevance.
James however could not deny that his wife looked as lovely as he had ever looked. Dressed in her little pink baby doll, stockings and suspenders, she now had a black dildo sticking out from her rear. Her tits had spilled out of her night dress and they hung heavily down, her mouth was wide open and she was panting loudly. She was close, he correctly surmised.
"Oh God, oh God, look what she is going to do now..."
James reluctantly turned away from his wife and once more watched the film...
Sergeant Big, after fucking his victim for a few minutes in the ass, now withdrew his cock from her abused anus and proceeded to swap places with his accomplice. It was Sergeant Smith's turn to fuck the bitch in her arse. Jessica had remained on all fours, dutifully keeping her arse raised in the air, as she had been ordered to do so. Her face had the look of a satisfied slut, clearly the arse fucking she had been forced to endure had moved on from the painful to the pleasurable experience that bitch's who fucked black cock regularly experienced.
Indeed, so relaxed and open was her arse, when Sergeant Smith came to insert his gigantic 13 inch dick in, it entered effortlessly and he was able to slide all of it in in one effortless motion.
"Oh yes, that feels so good, fuck my teenage ass with you giant black cock. That's right, fuck it hard, fuck it good. Oh yes, don't be gentle with me, that feels so fucking good..."
"You like it bitch, don't you? You like to have a cock up your ass, you like to have a black cock up your ass, don't you, you dirty bitch?"
"Oh God yes, I love the feel of a big black cock in my dirty ass..."
Before she could say much more, Sergeant Big, who had got into the same position as Sergeant Smith had, grabbed hold of Jessica's pigtails.
"Bitch, I want you to suck my cock. I want you to taste your own ass, I want you to clean my cock good. That's a good girl..."
Jessica, who some might have thought would have balked at such a disgusting request, thought nothing of it. She was there to serve her captors, no request was too disgusting for her. She immediately opened her mouth and allowed Sergeant Big to slide his cock in. She greedily sucked on it, happily cleaning it up after it had been in her arse...
Back at the Carter's
It was this, more than anything else that she had seen so far, that caused Victoria to cum as hard as she had ever had in her young life. The bitch was happy to suck a cock after it had been in her arse. Victoria had always refused to suck James's little penis after it been in her pussy (she had never allowed him near her arse) but Jessica, as a proper whore for black cock, was happily prepared to suck her Master's cock even though she would, as a result, taste her own ass. It was disgusting. It was amoral. It was the dutiful act of a proper whore. Jessica came because such actions made her realise, beyond any previous doubts that she may have harbored, that she wanted to be such a whore, to be the one to be forced to commit such disgusting depraved acts and be unable to do anything to prevent it.
As she came, James had had enough. He decided that his bitch of a wife needed to serve him. He got up and moved behind her upturned buttocks. Looking down at the perfect cheeks, he yanked the black dildo out of her pussy. Victoria screamed, it was a scream of frustration. She knew what was to follow: his small dick.
And sure enough, James began to fuck his wife. Whilst he found the porn arousing, too arousing for his own comfort, ultimately he wanted to take satisfaction in his wife. To remind her that she still belonged to him (or so he thought). Victoria, exactly aware of what was going on, was quite prepared to play along, to keep him happy.
Back to the film...
Sergeant Smith and Big both started to cum simultaneously in the teenage bitch's mouth. Both their black muscular bodies tensed up as they emitted their copious spunk at either end of her body. She took it all, both in her ass and in her pretty mouth.
The film then surprisingly cut to Kevin, Jessica's useless fiancé. He was regaining consciousness after being knocked out by Sergeant Smith. Slowly, but surely, he regained his bearings and started to look for his fiancé. Initially he thought the house was empty, the cops must have taken her away, but then, from upstairs he heard cries. At first they sounded like the cries of pain, the bastards must have been beating her.
Bravely, but foolishly, he made his way upstairs, to try and rescue his loved one from the evil cops. Despite each cop being twice his size, he loved Jessica and would do anything to protect her.
However, as he made his way up the stairs, the noises emanating from one of the bedrooms became clearer, these were not the sounds of a girl in distress, quite the contrary, these were the unmistakable sounds of a girl being fucked.
"Oh God, that's it, fuck me hard, fuck me harder. Give it to me, let me have all your big black cock in my tight white body. Oh God, that feels sooo good..."
Kevin genuinely looked horrified and slowly he made his way to the room where the noise was coming from. Surely these could not be the sounds of his fiancé, the girl he loved, the girl who went to church every Sunday, the girl who promised him that she would always be faithful and would happily bear him all the children he wanted? Fortunately for him, the door was open and, very carefully, her looked inside to see what was going on.
In Jessica's bedroom, a horrified site awaited the poor chap. Jessica, still naked but for her heels, stockings, suspenders and school tie, was sitting on Sergeant Smith's cock. He had pulled her forward on to his chest so that Sergeant Big could get his cock up her arse. She was being double fucked and both black men were pounding away in her delicate petit body.
"Oh God yes, give it to me, fuck me hard. Fuck my white body with your big black cocks. Oh yes, that is it, fuck me in my tight white pussy, fuck me in my tight white ass. Oh oh oh, that is so big, you are both so big, that feels go good, oh god I am cumming, I am cumming..."
Kevin remained routed to the spot, naturally shocked at seeing his fiancé being gangbanged by these brutes and by the fact that the bitch was enjoying it.
The other parties did not notice Kevin, so immersed were they in their gangbang. Sergeants Smith and Big had yet to take their pleasure, and they were still hard at it, fucking the poor girl. Jessica meanwhile was readying herself for another long orgasm. She was pushing back hard, either at the dick in her arse or the one in her pussy, eager to fulfill her duties as a whore and satisfy her black Masters. Her tits were bouncing up and down, and were being mauled by both brutes.
Kevin just stood there for a couple of minutes watching in awe. The bitch had betrayed him. And yet the most unexpected thing happened next. He unzipped his pants, and took out his hard 6 inch pecker and starred to wank himself off. The little boy was turned on by seeing his fiancé get gangbanged by some big hard black cock and as the other brutes took their pleasure in his girl, Kevin's little dick erupted and his spunk dribbled, in defeat, on to Jessica's bedroom floor...
Back at the Carter's
Although it was a film, Kevin's appearance was an unexpected twist. But for James, somehow, he understood the reaction. It was more plausible to him, than it was to his wife, for a white chap to cum because his wife was being gangbanged by a couple of big black men. And, like Kevin, seeing his wife scream out in delight at the gangbang, he also came, and came hard in his wife's pussy.
For the next couple of days and nights, Victoria and James made love almost continuously to the porn flick. James came again and again, always thinking what it would be like to watch his wife get fucked by some black cock. Victoria came again and again wondering what it would be like to be fucked by some black cock. Neither admitted to the other their perverted fantasy, both claiming it was the "situation" that made it so arousing.
That was of course until James asked that fateful question: "Do you wish it was those black men fucking you instead of me?"
And when Victoria replied with: "Oh yes, James, I wish it was a big black man fucking me instead of you. Oh yes, I wish I could feel what it's like to be fucked by a real cock, by a big black cock... Oh I need it James, I need to feel what it is like to fucked really hard, in my tight pussy by some big black dick.... Ohhh....." James knew he was in trouble. James was in serious trouble.
Of course, it would be a few days before James realized just how much trouble he was in...
To be continued...
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It was Friday 12pm and James arrived at LaGuardia airport all ready to board his Delta Airways flight to Boston. He was due to go away for the weekend on business and he was not happy about it. He was not happy about it at all. And the cause for his unhappiness was solely down to one person: his beautiful young wife, Victoria. Victoria, his 21 year old blonde trophy wife (she happened to be the image of the Romanian porn queen, Jasmine Rouge, and fucked just like her also) had told him that, regrettably, she had to stay behind because she was required to help out at church -- serving teas and teaching at the Sunday school. James and Victoria were both deeply religious people and attended church regularly and James had reluctantly agreed that this should come first.
In normal circumstances James could cope with being away from his wife for one weekend, however these were not normal circumstances. The last week had been the most amazing for James, and this was exclusively down to what had gone on in the bedroom. James, at 41 years old, had experienced the most amazing week of sex in his life. His wife had been insatiable in the bedroom, wanting to be constantly fucked and becoming something of a whore in the sack. He had put it all down to the explicit black porn that his lawyer, Charles Jackson, had given to them.
The previous weekend Charles had sent over a pornographic film of a poor white schoolgirl being gangbanged by a couple of corrupt black cops. The film was explicit, hardcore and utterly compelling and it had sent him and his wife over the edge in excitement. As a result they had fucked like rabbits all week. Even Victoria's sinful admission, in a moment of passion, of wanting to be fucked by some big black cock, could not prevent James from banging and enjoying his wife. Whilst she had admitted to finding the sight of a couple of huge blacks dominating and abusing a poor eighteen year old a turn on -- who wouldn't? -- she had convinced him that it didn't necessarily mean that she actually wanted be unfaithful.
Each day during that week they had fucked and fucked and it seemed that each day his wife got hornier and hornier and dirtier and dirtier. James could not explain it but as the week had progressed, his wife wanted things to go up level on the filth stakes. Monday: he walked in after work and she got on her knees and gave him a blow job; Tuesday: dressed in her skimpy bikini outfit, she had fucked him in the kitchen; Wednesday: dressed in her little tennis outfit, with Charles's porno film playing in the lounge, she had leant over a chair and allowed him to fuck her from behind and, when he was about to cum, she had got on to her knees and allowed him to ejaculate into her mouth (she had never before allowed him to insert his cock into her mouth after it had been in her pussy); and finally, yesterday, when he came home, Victoria was just dressed in her heels and black hold up stockings, was sitting in the lounge watching the porno film, legs spread open and she was fucking herself with the black dildo that she had bought the previous weekend. She got up, leant over a chair so her arse was raised, spread her legs and implored her husband to fuck her from behind. He duly obliged, but then she asked him to spank her, to call her a naughty bitch. This had caused James to immediately cum but the thought of spanking his wife for the first time had kept his six inch dick hard. He duly spanked her. She then asked to be spanked harder.
She had clearly become a horny bitch who wanted to be fucked harder and harder. James had hoped this daily progression into filth could have continued on into the weekend in a plush five star hotel in Boston. Alas the church had intervened and James would have to wait until Monday. Victoria had consoled him by saying that after a whole weekend without sex, imagine how horny she would be? This had, to some extent consoled him. So it was not with a little reluctance that James proceeded to check in.
Two hours later, James still had not boarded his plane. Bad weather in Boston had delayed the flight. Reports suggested that it would not be until late that evening before they would be able to take off. James had little desire in hanging around the airport for much longer, not when he had a horny wife at home waiting to fuck him silly. Picking up his phone, he called his secretary to tell her about his change of plans, Boston could wait until next week.
He hailed a cab to take him home. He was only 30 minutes away and dialled his wife to tell her the good news. There was no answer, she was probably out or more likely in the swimming pool. No problem, he would surprise her. On the way back, he ordered the driver to stop at a store, flowers and a bottle of champagne were required, a nice romantic evening was on the cards.
In no time the cab pulled up at his house. Being rich, the house was naturally big, with a long drive way leading up to the entrance. He told the driver to stop at the road, no need to go all the way up the drive and incur more cost. The rich did not stay rich by being frivolous with their money. He paid the driver, collected his flowers and champagne and made his way up.
Once he got to the top of the drive he noticed that, along with his wife's car, there was a large white van parked. Initially he was surprised but then he remembered that they were having work done in the garden and he had hired a couple of gardeners. He had not yet himself met them in person, he left for the office too early and came back too late, but Victoria had assured him that they were doing a great job. He had spoken to them on the phone yesterday about a couple of issues but he did need to talk to them again. He had noticed that, having made a good start at the beginning of the week, the progress in the garden had tapered off. So much so he was sure that nothing had really been achieved since Tuesday. Now was a good opportunity to have a word, either they bucked up or they would be replaced. James had no time for slackers.
So, rather than going through the front door, he walked around the house to the back garden. When he got there, he saw that no one was around. Where the fuck were they? He was paying thee guys a lot of money not for them to slack off. They were probably inside, chatting to Victoria. She was too soft, they were paying these guys by the hour not to chat about rose bushes, but to plant them. James would sort this out. With the determination that many a foe in the boardroom had come to experience, James entered the house through the back door and made his way to the lounge where he assumed his wife and the gardeners were.
The entrance to the lounge could be found off a long corridor and as James stormed his way down to the lounge, he saw that the door was half open. He did not even get to the door before he heard voices. The voice was that of a man, James assumed it was one of the gardeners. He could not make out what he was saying but he seemed to be speaking in quite a harsh tone to his wife. Well this would not do, he was a gardener and his wife was married to a multi millionaire. He would have to learn a little respect. James decided that he would need to be fired.
As James was about to burst open the door, he froze. He froze because he could now clearly hear what the gardener was saying. And he was not talking about roses.
"That's it bitch, suck my cock. Good girl, you need to suck more of my cock. Good, suck it all, you managed to suck it all yesterday. That's it, your nose is right up against my balls, take it all down. You love my cock, don't you, you dirty bitch?"
Muffled sounds followed.
James walked slowly up to the half open door and, very carefully, he peered around to take a look at what was going on.
The sight that was presented to him was, quite simply, the most distressing thing he had ever seen in his life. In the middle of the room was his wife, she was kneeling on the floor and standing in front of her was a huge old black man. He looked like he was at was at least 65 years old. His hair was still black -- although that was probably down to hair dye since he also had a grey goatie beard. He was at least 6ft 4, and, as a man who did manual labour for a living, was well built. He was looking down at his wife with an evil grin because, at that very moment, she was sucking on his cock and, since her nose was pressed up right up against his hairy scrotum, it was clear to James that his wife was sucking on all of his cock. She appeared to be looking up at him and was holding on to him by clenching on to his tight buttock cheeks.
The sight was made more disgusting (from James's perspective) because Victoria's big 36DD tits were hanging out of her flimsy light blue cotton summer dress. They were red, no doubt because they had been roughly fondled and it was clear that she had not bothered to wear a bra. The dress seemed very tight and seemed to be very short, he had never seen her wear it before. She also had on five inch blue heels and what looked like flesh coloured stockings.
James felt like he had been stabbed through the heart with a dagger. The woman he loved and who had sworn on the bible to be faithful to him was committing a disgusting act of sexual infidelity with another man. And to make it worse, a black man! He felt like this act of betrayal could kill him.
He then realised that he had as yet not been spotted by the couple since, from James's perspective, he got a view of the couple in profile and neither of them were looking at him. He also noticed that there was another man in the room. He was sitting in a big leather arm chair, his back to James, and was starring directly at the couple. By the movements of his arm, it looked like he was wanking himself off.
James was about to burst in to confront the group when his wife started to remove her mouth, ever so slowly, from the man's cock. There gradually emerged, to James's horror, the biggest, blackest cock he had ever seen. It was huge. By the time she reached the plumb, it must have been at least 13 inches in length -- on a par with Sergeant Smith's cock in the porno flick - and it was as wide as a beer can. It was a monstrous dick that his wife was being forced to serve.
For some reason this stopped James in his tracks. Did he want to see more?
"That's it, my dear, suck ole Jessie's cock nice and slowly. Oh yes, you are learning how to be a real good cock sucker. Now I want you to reach down and gently massage my old balls. That's it, oh yes, give them a nice gentle squeeze. Feel how big they are, feel how much spunk there is for you. You will be swallowing all of it very soon..."
Jessica was now using one hand to gently massage Jessie's big hairy black sack whilst she carried on sucking the great big cock. All the while she looked up at him, in a dutiful, slave like fashion. She then started to move her head up and down his great black pole, causing her big tits to wobble deliciously and she made muffled gagging noises as the cock slid effortlessly in and out of her throat.
James's mind was telling him to storm into the room, confront his wife and the men and be dammed with the consequences. The men may have been able to kick the shit out of him, if it came to that, but there was more at stake than a possible beating -- there was pride, honour and dignity for starters. No man should tolerate his wife being unfaithful to him, especially to an old black peasant. Why in the good old days he would have had him, and his family, lynched!
However James's body was not moving, it was not responding to the sensible instructions coming from his brain -- he was being betrayed by his wife, action needed to be taken. He needed to avenge this slur on his honour. But then why was his dick rock hard? My God, was he turned on by what he was watching? Was he really a sick old cuckhold who got off on watching his wife fuck other men? This could not be true, could it?
To contemplate this dilemma, instead of storming in and seeking out a confrontation, James, moved very slowly away from the entrance of the door and stood behind it. This way, unless anyone came into the room he was in, it would be almost impossible for anyone to see him. Also, since this was a very old house, the door was antique and there were large cracks in it. James could look through and get a clear view of proceedings without ever being spotted. James had decided that he needed a few seconds to decide how he was going to take things forward. And it would give him another opportunity to see his wife suck on some big black cock. Sadly for him, he was thinking with his cock, not his brain.
And this was clearly good news for Jessie since it was clear by his loud groans that he was revelling in the situation. Victoria was blowing the old man as if her life depended on it. She moved her head up and down his dick, always making sure she took in all of his length. Jessie, was gently stroking her head, willing her on, willing her on to be a good cock sucker.
"Oh my dear, you are a good bitch, you are making good old Jessie real happy by satisfying his big old black cock. Tell me how much you like it, tell me how much you like to suck my cock."
Victoria, at first, did not say anything, she merely slowly removed Jessie's cock from her mouth, and instead started to rub it with one of her small hands and play with his big black balls. She looked up at him in that subservient white bitch fashion and replied, "Please do not make me answer that question, I love my husband, you know how much I hate doing this..."
James was transfixed by the unfolding events. If the bitch loved him and hated sucking black cock, why was she on her god damm fucking knees, with her tits hanging out of her dress, rubbing and sucking a black man's cock and looking like she was loving every minute of it? Was this act of a reluctant whore designed for both the man and the woman's pleasure? Did this brute enjoy the act of fucking a reluctant bitch, raping her almost, forcing his sexual pleasure on a woman who has no choice but to submit? And did she want to be the subservient whore who, despite deep down enjoyed being unfaithful, wanted to come across as a reluctant participant so, in some perverse way, it would make her acts of infidelity more easy to bear?
James was to discover that the answer to those both questions was a resounding "yes".
"Bitch, you love it. You did not need much persuasion today to suck my cock, did you? And you knew after yesterday that if you came here, dressed like a whore, this was inevitable, didn't you?"
Victoria still did not answer and was instead planting sweet little kisses all over Jessie's giant black cock and paid homage to the monster she was being forced to serve. She looked up at him and, in a hushed tone that was barely audible to her hidden husband, replied, "P-please, don't make me admit it, I don't really want to do this, I can't help myself, it is just that your cock is sooo big..."
Jessie laughed, "Admit it bitch, tell me how much you like to suck my cock tell me how much bigger it is than your husband's." Jessie wanted to press home his advantage and to truly humiliate and dominate this slut.
But still Victoria would not answer. She merely continued to kiss and lick his cock. Her actions in many ways spoke louder than words, but this was clearly not enough for her attacker. He wanted her to admit that she was a whore for black cock. Only that way would her humiliation be complete. So, Jessie grabbed her long blonder hair and yanked her head back, "Answer me, bitch. You answer your Master when spoken to me, do I make myself clear?"
This act of violence made Victoria scream, and she very quickly replied. "Y-yes, Sir. I love to suck big black cock. It is so much bigger than my husband's, indeed my husband's is not worthy of comparison, or can be called a cock when compared to what you posses. Please, Sir, allow me to continue to serve you. Please allow me to be your slut..."
"Good, good, now, suck me off until I cum, and like yesterday, I want you to drink every last drop of my precious juice. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, Master..." And with that, Victoria once more opened her mouth and allowed Jessie to fuck her there.
James still could not believe what was happening to him, or to his wife. His wife, despite the lame act of reluctance, was happily allowing another man to brutally fuck her mouth, and it was clear that the bitch had been unfaithful to him before.
And yesterday after she had sucked these men's cocks, she had made love, passionate love, to him and he had thought that her libido had been down to him and the black porn. But no, she had taken it one step further and her being attitude was down to the fact that she had been receiving a good seeing to by the black gardeners. And not only that, he had kissed her black spunk infested mouth. The thought made him feel sick. But at the same time, his cock had never felt as hard.
Looking back through the door at his wife sucking of another man's cock, he decided to carry on being a voyeur...
Victoria once more had all of Jessie's cock down her throat, but Jessie had now leant over her head and was pulling up her skirt to reveal her perfectly formed arse. Naturally the bitch had on stockings and suspenders, she was dressed like a good slut. Even from the angle that the couple offered, James could now see that her arse was a deep shade of red. Clearly she had already been punished by these men before he had arrived. He then noticed that on the table next to the couple, there were a couple of devices that he assumed were for the punishment of a wilful wife's little bottom. The first looked like a table tennis bat but was in fact a paddle. The other was a man's belt. He correctly surmised that these instruments had been used on his wife to punish her, to make her scream and to make her arse red for her captors. And she had clearly let them.
This fact was too much for the poor voyeur and as such, James removed his dick from his pants and started to rub himself off.
As he did, Jessie began to spank his wife's arse.
"You may be my whore, but you are still a fucking dirty white whore. You need to be regularly punished, don't you? You like to be punished. You like to feel my hand on your arse. Admit it, admit how naughty you are and how you like the feel of a big black hand on that young white bottom of yours."
Victoria said nothing but continued to vigorously suck Jessie's cock and gently play with his plum size balls. Her groans made it clear to all that she derived great pleasure from having her bottom spanked. As a result, Jessie spanked her harder, he too was groaning and he was getting close,
Once more Victoria removed the cock and, as she replied, started to lick his balls "Ooooh, that hurts, you are really hurting my poor white bottom. Oooh you are making it red, Master, you are making my bottom all red and sore by spanking it hard. Master, be gentle..."
"Shut up bitch, and suck my cock until I cum down your fucking throat. Ahhh that's it, bitch, suck all of it..."
Jessie then grabbed the bitch's head and started to fuck her mouth, there was no finesse or tenderness. He just brutally took his pleasure in her mouth. All that could be heard were Jessie's groans and the gagging noises coming out of Victoria's mouth. His big black balls started to bang up again her chin and saliva dribbled out of her mouth on to her bouncing tits.
James watched, transfixed, through the next door. His wife was allowing a black man to fuck her mouth and she loved it. She had allowed a man to spank her bottom, and she clearly loved that also. He should go and stop this, try and save his marriage, instead, he furiously rubbed his penis. His head may be telling him to save his marriage but his dick was telling him to watch his wife accept another man's spunk in her mouth.



"Oooh bitch, that is good. I am close. I am close. I am close. Suck me hard, oh fuck yes I am cumming, oooh bitch, take my fucking spunk you dirty whore..."
Jessie threw his head back and held on to Victoria's head as he thrust her head on to his cock and came.
"Oh yes my dear, oh yes, you are a good bitch. You are a good cock sucker."
As Jessie emptied his load down the young wife's mouth, Victoria swallowed all that was offered and continued to suck. This went on for a good minute, long after Jessie had finished ejaculating. Victoria seemed to be paying further homage to the great man's cock and only once she was sure there was no spunk left and her Master was fully sated did she allowed his cock to fall away from her mouth.
Victoria looked up at him and, in a childish pleading sort of way asked, "Master, I hope I satisfied you? I hope I sucked your cock well?"
Jessie, like you would do to a young child, kindly patted her head. "Yes, yes my dear, you sucked my cock well. Oh yes, you are very good at that. Ohh my..." Jessie replied in a fatherly way, he seemed to be a little exhausted from all the events and was no longer as intimidating as he had been a few seconds before. He then took out from his overalls a hanky and mopped his brow, all this fucking had causes him to sweat a little. Victoria remained dutifully on her knees, clearly she was waiting for the next command.
James, who was still wanking himself off, thought that this was surely the time to burst in on his wife and confront her unfaithfulness and specifically being a black cock sucking whore. She was a bitch, and he would tell her.
Disturbingly for James, his legs still did not move although his hand did since it was still rubbing his dick. That sadly told him everything -- he was a cuckhold and wanted to watch his wife fuck another man, especially a black man. He secretly knew he wanted this when he had watched all that porn -- watching all those big black cocks cruelly fuck that schoolgirl had made him wonder how his wife would take to such a fucking. He was now finding out, as his wife remained on her knees in the room next door, awaiting the next round of abuse. He knew that the men had just got going with Victoria and they were far from finished with abusing that once poor young innocent white body.
James once more looked through the door to see what else his slut of a wife would do...
Victoria had remained on her knees and the man who was still sitting in the couch, playing with himself, spoke for the first time.
"My dear, now come over here and ask me nicely if you can suck on Amos's big old black cock. The way you sucked off old Jessie makes me think that you like sucking big black cocks, which we all know you do".
He spoke well, much better than Jessie. James then remembered that it was Amos with whom he had always spoken to on the phone. He was the owner of the gardening company, the man who would be supervising the work. Told him he was an ex-corporate banker who got tired of the Wall St. life and had instead gone into gardening.
Victoria slowly got up and, as ordered, tottered over to the seated gentleman. She did not lower her skirt or make any attempt to cover up her exposed breasts. Bearing in mind she was now fully displaying her arse, pvvsy, and tits to these old men, she was effectively naked.
James noted how difficult she found it to walk, at first he put it down to her tight dress gathered at her waist, but then he saw that she had on the highest pair of heels he had ever seen. The heels at least 5 inches high and he had never seen his wife wear such a pair of shoes. So along with the slutty tight dress, she had clearly, in the last few days, gone out and bought an outfit purely for the pleasure of these black men. James was also convinced that she would have had no intention of allowing him to view such an outfit. This was purely a black man's fuck outfit. Bitch, he thought.
The heels toned her legs and raised her buttocks up even higher than usual. They looked fantastic. She understandably found it very difficult to walk in her heels and she very carefully made her way over to Amos.
James could also tell that her dress was tight, possibly too tight considering the way it clung to her tiny waist. It seemed to button up at the front, from her midriff up to what would have been her low plunging neckline. But it was now completely unbuttoned, allowing her big tits to be fully on display to her audience. James wondered how she could have possibly managed to button it up considering that her tits, at 36DD, would have been bursting for release. He concluded that the dress must have been a size too small, at least, and she must have worn it at the behest of these men. And yet she would never have worm such an outfit if he, her husband, had have asked her to. Bitch.
Once she was standing in front of Amos, she clasped her hands in front of her and demurely looked down and said nothing. James noticed that his wife was adopting the exact same pose that Jessica had adopted in the p0rmo film that both he and his wife had watched a hundred or so times. She was imitating the submissive schoolgirl. Like her, she wanted to serve and fuck black men. Bitch.
"Victoria, my darling, please ask me nicely if you can suck my big black cock." Amos said, in a sweet but firm voice. Clearly he was playing the nice old uncle type, no doubt when she started to suck him, he would become the domineering black bastard.
Victoria said nothing.
"Come on my dear, you know you want to..."
"P-please Sir, I am married, I don't want to do this anymore, I don't want to have to suck your big black cock. They are so big. They stretch my mouth. You promised me that I would only have to suck Jessie and then you would let me go. Oh please Sir, please don't make me do this..."
The bitch was once more playing the role of a reluctant white whore, despite all the evidence to the contrary that she wanted to be a sex slave for these men. It was also apparent to all the men in the house that she needed to act out this little charade in order to satisfy her conscience that she was a reluctant participant and was doing all she could to be faithful. Of course the reality was totally different. As James would discover (not only now but from past events), she desperately wanted to be a whore for these black gentlemen.
Amos laughed, he was quite happy to play along with Victoria's little game, aware that it added to the sexual tension for all those involved. He liked to fuck a reluctant bitch, and she liked to play the poor little victim. It was perfect for everyone. Apart from James, of course.
"That did not stop you from sucking our cocks yesterday, did it now Victoria? You were married yesterday, were you not?" Amos said in response to Victoria's pathetic pleas.
"Oh but Sir, you tricked me, you forced me Sir, I did not want to..."
"Nonsense, my dear, we did no such thing. You could forgive a girl for making a mistake once, and then regretting it, but you went on to suck our cocks for a further four times in total! And you allowed us to spank your bottom, yesterday and today. You loved it. You can't get enough, you dirty little t@rt..."
"Oh, but Sir..."
"No my dear, I do not want hear another word. I mean just look at how you have dressed for us, not just today but all week. Admit it, you have dressed to please us, to please your new black Masters."
"No..."
"Of course you have, you silly girl. When I told you yesterday that I wanted you to wear something tighter, and to always wear suspenders with your stockings, look what you did. You went out especially to buy an outfit to please me, didn't you?"
Amos paused and waited for a response. Victoria was still looking downwards. A few seconds passed, she was clearly mulling over whether to answer the question truthfully. Then, raising her head she replied, "Yes, Sir, I did, Sir."
"What did you do, Victoria?"
"I went out and bought an outfit to please my black Masters."
"Good. And admit you spent all week dressing to please your black Masters in the hope we would seduce and fuck you."
Again Victoria paused for a few seconds before replying, "Yes, Sir, it is true, SirI spent all week thinking about you, and dressing in a way that I knew would appeal to you and Jessie. I wanted you to seduce me..."
"Exactly my dear, and that is why you did not travel with your husband James to Boston because you wanted to stay here and be fucked by some big black cock and to be fucked properly for the first time in your life. Admit it, bitch!"
"Yes, Sir, I mean no Sir, oh Sir I don't think I want this anymore. I love my husband. I want to be faithful to my husband. I don't think I want to be unfaithful with your big black cocks. They are so big, and this is so wrong..."
"Nonsense, my dear! You love it. Now, I won't ask you again, but I want you to ask me, ever so nicely, if you can suck on my big black cock. If you do not, Jessie and I will walk out of here, and you will never have the chance to feel what it is like to be fucked properly, to feel what it is like to have your pussy stretched like you deserve it to be stretched."
The tension in the room was mounting and next door, James waited with baited breath. Was this the moment that his wife would extricate herself from this nightmare, when she would regain her senses and realise that her marriage was the most important thing? Was this the moment when she would come back to her husband, call him up, beg him to return from his trip so they could make wild passionate love and she would forget all about these horrible men?
James's brain willed her to make such a decision, he would of course forgive her, would not even have to tell her that he knew she sucked these black men off. He would put it down to a one off.
So James desperately looked through the crack in the door, willing his wife to make the correct decision and thus resolve his dilemma over what he should do in such awful circumstances.
Victoria had remained motionless, she just stood in the room, her naked tits were heaving up and down as she pondered the dilemma. As she did, she continued to look downwards, but then James realised that she was not looking at the floor, as he first thought, but was looking into Amos's lap. She was eyeing up his great cock as she decided what to do next.
Jessie and meanwhile gone and sat down in a chair to the side of Amos and was starring at the delightful Victoria. His cock was still hanging out of his pants, relatively limp and was putting it back into his pants, and then zipped him self up. He was finished, for now.
Victoria then looked up at Amos and, licking her full luscious red lips, replied in a soft, sweet tone, "Sir, please Sir, may I suck your big black cock? May I suck on until you cum down my married white mouth?"
"Of course you may, you naughty bitch. Now kneel before your Master and do as you are told ..."
Victoria once more dutifully obliged and, getting down on her knees, she knelt between Amos's spread legs, placed her hands on each one and, without any further question or hesitation, opened her mouth and allowed his huge black cock to enter.
James felt that this had been his wife's last chance to save herself and her last chance to preserve for them, some sort of dignified marriage. Instead all that was left was a sham where she preferred big black dick and he, for his sins, preferred to watch her suck big black dick. Bitch.
Regrettably, all he could see now was her head bobbing up and down since Amos was sitting with his back to him. Amos had placed his hands on the back of her head and was gently guiding her, not that it looked like she needed much guidance, she had become such a black cock sucking whore.
"Oh yes, suck that big black cock, you fucking bitch. The moment we met, I knew you wanted to suck my cock. Once you go black, you never go back. Didn't you know that, my beautiful sweet cock sucking whore? Look up at me, that's it, always look up at me when you suck me off. You may not have done that with your husband but you will always look up at your black Master when you suck his cock. Oh yes..."
Amos now leant back and put his hands behind his head as he allowed Victoria to dp all the work. All you could hear now were Amos's groans of pleasure and the unmistakable gagging noise of a bitch who had too much black cock in her mouth.
James, who was still looking through the door, could not yet bring himself to burst in and stop his wife from committing these disgusting acts of sexual infidelity with another man, and a black man at that. He was still too busy rubbing himself off, and he was disgusted by this. Despite his best efforts, he found the whole thing so unbelievably arousing. His wife may be a disgusting whore, but he somehow derived a certain sick pleasure from it. Bitch.
Amos started to groan louder.
"Oh that's it bitch, suck my cock hard, take it all the way down. Oh good girl, play with my balls, that's it, squeeze them nice and gently. Oh God, I am close, oh you fucking whore, I am close, you are going to suck me dry. Oh you fucking whore, that is so good. That is so good. Agggh, that's it, bitch, take all of my spunk you dirty fucking whore ..."
And as Amos came down young Victoria's throat, her husband, who unbeknown to her was hidden next door and was watching her being unfaithful, also came. He came as the man who was fucking his wife's mouth came. However, whereas James came all over his hand and his expensive Armani suit, Amos was in the privileged position of cumming down his wife's young tight mouth and she made sure that he would not suffer the indignity of having any of his cum over his clothes since she swallowed every last drop.
And as with Jessie, long after Amos had finished cumming, Victoria continued to suck off Amos, making sure that if there was any spunk left, it would end up in her mouth.
"Oh, my dear, that was delightful, you may stop now and take a rest. Oh yes..." After a few seconds, Victoria, seemingly reluctantly, let Amos's great 12 inch black cock slip out of her mouth. As she did she licked her lips.
James, having cum all over his hands and suit, frantically used his silk handkerchief to clean up the mess. His wife had caused some of his spunk to stain his $5000 suit. Bitch.
He quickly decided that now was the time to storm in and put a stop to all of this. The debauched proceedings had clearly come to an end and everyone, including himself, had taken their pleasure. But he was now ready to put a stop to all this, to confront his wife and see if there was a way forward.
As he readied himself for the attack, he took a deep breath, grabbed hold of the door and was all set to burst in and be the big man when he heard his whore of a wife speak...
"Oh my what, have I done..."
This made him stop. Maybe he should hang back for a few seconds and hear what the bitch had to say for herself. Some sort of regret may help him reconcile things. So once more, he did nothing but look through the door...
"It is alright my dear, you are just fulfilling your destiny. Your destiny has always been to become a whore for black cock. You may not have known it before, but you certainly know it now." Amos spoke once more in a reassuring kind manner and in a way that was easy for Victoria to become comfortable with whatever this evil man had to say. "You know you want to serve these black dicks, to dress in a way that will please your black Masters and to be unfaithful to your poor loving husband. Don't you?"
"Oh Sir, p-please Sir..."
"Listen my dear, why don't you stand up, your must be getting a little sore, having been on your knees for the past half hour, sucking both our cocks. There, stand up in front of me."
Victoria obediently began to rise up so she was standing in front of him. James once more had a full view of his semi naked wife. As she got up, he could see her wiping her lips with her fingers, he assumed (correctly) that she was cleaning off remnants of Amos's ejaculation. She then put her fingers in her mouth and sucked them off. He noted that she clearly preferred the taste of black spunk to his. Bitch.
Once she was standing upright she made a movement to pull her skirt down, to cover up her beautiful fully shaved white pussy but Amos put his hand up in an indication for her to stop.
"My dear, what do you think you are doing?"
"Well, I thought that since I had sucked off both your cocks, you were finished with me and I could cover myself up?"
"My dear, never assume anything when you are in our presence. You may have had a free mind in the presence of your pitiful husband, but in the presence of your Masters, you will always do what we tell you. Do I make myself clear, bitch?"
Victoria, going red and looking down, replied in a faint whisper, barely audible to James, "Yes, Sir."
"Good, now did I give you an order to cover up your naked married white pussy?"
"No, Sir, you did not."
"Then, do you think I want you to cover up your naked married white pussy, or your beautiful big married white breasts, for that matter?"
"No Sir, I don't. I think you still want to look at them. I am sorry Sir, I will never disobey you again."
James was getting a hard on once more. Any ideas he had of storming in were put to one side. His dick had again taken over.
"Good, I may need to punish you later for you insolence. Now, put your hands behind your back and look at me when I talk to you."
Victoria obeyed and this naturally caused her big tits to thrust out aggressively. James thought he had never seen them look so big, but maybe that was because he had never ordered her to put her hands behind her back and become a submissive bitch for him. He also noted that her nipples looked like pink missiles, they had become so erect. She was so obviously in a heightened state of arousal and, at a level, that James could not possibly cause. Bitch.
"Now, where were we? Oh yes, we were discussing your destiny to become a whore and a white slave for black cock. Now, I don't want to go into detail on what has gone on here in the past few days, but it has been clear to both Jessie and I, since the moment we arrived on Monday, that you had the makings of a submissive slut and you have clearly done nothing to dissuade us of that fact, have you? Indeed, in the past week you have dressed more and more provocatively, you have allowed us to first molest your pussy and tits, to spank your bottom, you then sucked our cocks. Then you allowed me, without any question on your part, to force you over that table and for me to whip your bottom. And then you once more sucked both our big black cocks in total disregard to the vows you took when you got married.
"In addition to all of this wanton behaviour, which I will tell you my dear, I would never countenance my wife committing, you have sent your poor loving husband off on a business trip, alone, when any half decent wife would have wanted to join him. And you did this with the sole purpose of serving big black dick.
"Now, Victoria, what does that make you?"
Victoria said nothing. Amos was clearly taking great delight in humiliating her by making reference to the disgraceful way she had behaved as a supposedly loving white wife, notwithstanding the fact that her disgraceful behaviour was at the behest and direction of these two ruthless black men. If only Amos knew that his devastating analysis of Victoria was also being heard by her poor husband who, in utter humiliation and defeat, hid behind the door just a few feet away.
James was rapidly losing the strength for any confrontation. What could he do? He realised that the battle was all but lost. Even if he stormed in and threw these bastards out of his house, nothing could now possibly change since Victoria would always be lured by the power of big black dick. He and his little six inch pecker could never possibly compete with what black men had to offer.



Routed to the spot in utter despondency, James continued to watch the death of his marriage.
Victoria had still not uttered a single word in response to Amos's devastating critique of her whorish behaviour, she looked over at Jessie who said nothing but just cruelly starred back. There was no sympathy for her from any quarter.
Finally, with no escape offered, she gave the only answer that her wanton behaviour justified. "Sir, it makes me a whore."
"Ha ha, yes, it does make you a whore, but what type of whore does it make you, Victoria?"
Once more in a faint whisper, "It makes me a black cock loving whore, Sir."
"Yes, Victoria, that is exactly what it makes you. And you want to become a black cock loving whore, don't you? You want to go down a path where Jessie and I are your black Masters, where you will do what we say, fuck us when we want, dress for us as we want, come and visit us when we want and if we so desire, fuck our friends."
Victoria shook her head. "I don't know, I don't know if this is what I want? I want to be a good wife, I love James, but your cocks. They are so big. They are so powerful. They make my pussy so wet. Oh, please, I don't know what I want..."
James saw that in response to his wife's almost incoherent babbling, Amos turned his head towards Jessie and just nodded. No words were spoken and yet Jessie seemed to know exactly what to do. Jessie stood up and James could see that his dick was straining at his pants. He was once more ready. He walked over to the table which was just behind Victoria and where the paddle, belt and Victoria's thong lay and picked up something else, something that James had missed. It was a pair of metal handcuffs.
"My dear, I feel your pain. It must be difficult to come to terms with your destiny, to come to terms with the fact that you were born to serve black men, to serve their giant cocks and to worship at their feet. But you will understand this better once we have finally managed to fuck that tight married white pussy of yours. Once you have the feeling of a giant black cock fucking you properly for the first time, you will belong to us and you will love it.
"After all, we did warn you yesterday that if you came back for more, more of the rough treatment you so obviously crave and need, we would have no choice but to fuck you and to fuck you hard. You were warned that this would be your fate. You had the choice to run off to James, to be in his loving arms, to make gentle love to him as you always have. And yet you did not do this.
"Instead, as we ordered, you went out shopping and purchased an outfit just for us. We told you that the outfit had to be short and tight. It had to be tighter and shorter than anything your husband had seen. We wanted you in heels that were the highest you possessed and we always wanted you in stockings and suspenders. Yesterday you just wore hold ups, that was not good enough for me and we note, with approval, that you heeded my advice. We also told you that when you dressed for us we did not want to see you in clothes that your husband had seen before. You had to learn how to dress in order to please a black man.
"And today, dressed exactly how I ordered, and I thank you for that, you came and offered your married white body to us, to do as we pleased knowing full well that your mouth would be insufficient for our needs. You knew full well that by staying here with us, that we would need to fuck your pussy, to go where no man has gone before and to make you truly a whore for black cock. And there is nothing you can do to stop this, is there Victoria?"
Victoria sadly shook her head in agreement. Clearly, in the presence of two such dominating big black men, there was nothing Victoria could do, James thought. She was at their mercy, and would have no choice but to serve their big black cocks.
But there was something James could do, he could put an end to this right now. He could storm in, make his way to the dresser over in the corner where he kept his gun and force them out. He would have no hesitation in using it either. The police favoured the whites and they would believe him when he said it was all in self defence, he had to kill these two men because they were about to rape his wife. He was well connected and there is no way he would go down. Fuck, the Republican Party and NIRA would probably give him a God damm medal for putting away another two niggers!
But despite all of this, his legs did not move. His brain was being overpowered by that burning sensation in his dick, that burning sensation to keep quiet and to see his wife get fucked by these black men. To see and hear her being dominated and fucked in a brutal way, a way that she wanted to be fucked. And in a way that he wanted her to be fucked. It was, after all, what sick voyeurs/cuckholds craved to see. And he had to accept that Victoria had, somehow, with the silent collaboration of Charles Jackson, made him become like this. Bitch. But God damm, what a horny fucking slut of a Bitch she was!
Meanwhile Jessie had now picked up the handcuffs and was making his way over to Victoria. Once he got there, he stood behind her and waited. She remained motionless, aware that he was behind her, his intimidating presence making her feel scared, but she did not do anything since she had not been given permission to move.
Amos continued to lecture the poor wife. "Dear dear Victoria. My poor bitch. The transformation from loving wife to black cock loving whore can sometimes be a trying experience, even for the biggest of sluts. But as I said, once you have experienced our cocks, you will not go back. Now, I think we will fuck you."
Jessie took this a cue to fully restrain their poor victim. He took the handcuffs and, quickly and smoothly, put them on Victoria's wrist and clicked them secure.
"Oh, p-please, this is not right. I so want to be a good wife, but..."
"But you want to be fucked by some big bad black cock. It is ok, my dear, it is understandable that you are feeling some fear. You have never serviced such big weapons before so your apprehension is entirely understandable. I wish I could say that we would be gentle with you, but I think you need it rough and you need it hard. In essence, you need to be fucked like a whore.
"Now, as you did when you sucked me off, I want you to ask us both, very nicely, if we will do you the honour of fucking you with our big black cocks."
Victoria, hands tied behind her back, dress raised to reveal her stockings, suspenders and shaved. pussy, dress unbuttoned at the front to allow her tits to hang out in all their glory, was a picture of a defeated submissive bitch. And she knew it. Licking her lips, she looked down at her Master and replied, "Sirs, please fuck me with your big black cocks. Please fuck me hard. Please fuck me like the bitch whore that I am and make me your sex slave. It is true, my married pussy needs your big black cocks. I need to be dominated and fucked in a way that my husband can't possibly manage. I am yours to do with as you please."
It was an unconditional victory for the black man and an unconditional defeat for her white husband who, cowering behind the door, had given up on trying to reverse the inevitable victory for these thugs.
In surrender, he rubbed his cock. Bitch...
Amos now stood up. James saw that he was another huge black thug. He was the same height as Jessie, but was slightly broader and more muscular. Like Jessie he was wearing a blue workman's overall and his massive muscular arms were bear. He was bald but had a greying goatie beard. He looked to be the same age -- at around 65. He had a terrifying air about him and was also probably not afraid to use violence if necessary. James was glad he had not stormed in and confronted these men, men who had taken ownership of his wife.
Both men towered over Victoria, notwithstanding her five inch heels. Amos looked down and, licking his lips, said "My dear, I think we will take you upstairs where you will have the honour of fucking us in your bedroom and in the bed where you and your pathetic husband make love."
"Oh please, stop being cruel to poor James. I will fuck you, but please do not be rude to the man I love..."
Amos cruelly laughed. "My dear, how else do you describe a man who cannot satisfy his woman? Do you think any of our wives have played around? Of course not, because we have satisfied them at home. They know what they get they will not find elsewhere. Mind you, my wife is not worth fucking these days, so old and tired she has become. Today, it is prime young white meat that I eat -- women whose little husbands are not able to please them.
"Now, I am sure you love James, and will always love him. But, despite your love you want to fuck us, don't you?
"Yes." Victoria whispered.
"And it is right that we fuck you in your marital bed, the bed you share with the man you love. Just so you appreciate the extent of your betrayal and, as you lie there, taking our massive cocks in your tight pussy, you will be able to smell and see James and you will then know what a complete and utter whore you have become. Now come on, let's get moving."
Amos then grabbed Victoria by one of her pinned arms and led her towards the front of the house where the stairs were. Luckily for James he was hidden at the back of the house and would not be detected. He was humiliated by the exchange, how could his bitch of a wife be worried about Amos offending James when she was about to accept his dick in her married pussy? Bitch.
James watched her being led out, Amos held on to her arm whilst Jessie placed his hand on her arse and gently squeezed it. It was clear that she was their property now and they were taking her up to his bedroom to do whatever they wanted to do with her and there was nothing he could do to stop it.
However, he could go upstairs and see if he could find out what happened! It was a risk. He could easily get caught. And then what? His brain told him to get out and hire the best divorce lawyer in town. His dick told him to go upstairs, take the risk, and watch his wife get fucked by some big black cock.
Of course, his dick won the day.
He waited for a minute or so, that should give them plenty of time to make it upstairs to his bedroom. Zipping up his still erect six inch penis, he grabbed his bag and flowers and, ever so quietly, made his way upstairs to his bedroom. His mansion had a long winding wooden stairs and it took him a while to climb up, all the time he made sure no one could hear him.
Once he approached the landing, he needed to take a right to his bedroom, which was the last one down the corridor. He would have to be careful, if the door was open they might see him and that would probably put an end to his wife's fucking. And he did not want that. He wanted to find out if she could submit her body to such a fucking. He knew that what she was about to experience would be rough, violent and vicious -- ie everything that he could not give.
As he peered around the corner, he saw that his bedroom door was closed. That was good and bad -- good because there was less chance of being caught -- and bad because he would not be able to see anything. Unlike the door downstairs, there were no cracks or even a door key to peer into. Still, at least he could hear what happened. So, with that in mind, he carefully made his way to his bedroom where normally he and his wife would make love. Now it was being used for an entirely different purpose. As he approached he could hear Amos's voice...
"That's it bitch, slowly suck my cock, get it nice and ready for your pussy. I want it nice and hard so I can stretch that hole of yours. Oh God, that is good. You have become such a good cock sucker. Who would have thought that in so little time you would be able to take in all of my cock, you little slut..."
James got to the door, he put his bag and flowers down and, putting his ear to the door so he would not miss a sound, he listened in. He could only hear the sound of his wife gagging on a big black cock and Amos's groans.
"Lick my balls, bitch. I know your hands are still tied and you normally like to massage my sack, but lick and suck on my plumbs. Oh yes, I bet your husband's balls are like peanuts in comparison to mine?"
"Yes, Sir, your balls, your cock, in fact everything about you is bigger and superior than my husband's. I love licking your balls, it is so dirty. James asked me, but I always refused him. But I could never refuse you. You are my Master and I am your bitch. Hmm, they taste so nice..."
"You are a good bitch, that's it suck one of my balls. Oh yes, you are such a dirty whore."
James had already removed his dick and was frantically wanking himself off. Being humiliated was having a perverse effect on him. He imagined his wife kneeling in front of Amos, her hands behind her back, big tits thrusting out whilst she orally pleasured her captor.
"Oh that's good, that's good, oh yes, you have made me all hard again, you dirty little slut. Stop sucking me now and get up, I am ready to fuck you, my darling little whore. You would like that, wouldn't you?"
James heard movement, Victoria was clearly getting up, getting ready to be fucked.
"Yes Sir, I would like that."
"Then ask me nicely, bitch. Not every woman gets the honour of being fucked by a big black man."
"P-please fuck me Sir, please fuck me like a whore and make me truly your bitch. I need to know what it is like for a white whore to be fucked by a big black cock, Sir."
"Do you want to fuck me hard, or do you want me to make gentle love to you, like your husband would, and like I would to my wife?"
"No Sir, I want you to fuck me hard. I want you to abuse and to fuck me in any way that you see fit. I want you to pound into my married white pussy like James has never done before. Oh Sir, my married white body belongs to you, Sir, it belongs to your big black dick.
"Please dominate my married white pussy and make me your white whore slave..."
Victoria was now revelling in her role as a submissive slut. Any reluctance, real or feigned, had been replaced by a clear willingness to serve these black men. James could tell that she was utterly mesmerised and turned on by being abused and ordered around by these men. And as she spoke, she was panting with desire and finding it difficult to make herself sound coherent. It seemed that just being verbally abused was enough to take her to the brink of another orgasm. Bitch.
"Very well, my dear, since you are clearly begging for it, I will fuck you. Now, I am just going to take these off..."
James could hear the sound of the handcuffs being released. However any relief that Victoria might have experienced at being freed was going to be short lived.
"There we go. I am afraid your release is only temporary as I would like to fuck you tied up. You need to know that you are at my mercy and I can do with you as I please.
"So, if you could please get on to the bed, put your hands behind your head, spread your legs as wide as possible for me and I will tie you up to the bed frame.
"That's it, my delightful bitch, on to the bed we go, spread your legs so your delightful little pussy is ready and waiting for me. That's perfect, yes put your hands over your head, by the railings and I am just going to use these handcuffs to make sure you are so secure.
"There we go. Perfect. Have you ever been tied up like this before?"
"No Sir, I haven't."
"Of course you haven't. No man has ever treated you like a bitch before, have they?
"No Sir, they haven't."
"Well, my darling, it is what you need. And I must say, you do look delightful all tied up, your breasts still look enormous, sticking out of that tight little dress of yours. It is a miracle that you were able to get into such a tight little thing, the wonders of female fashion, hey? It never ceases to amaze me how they will dress to please their Masters.
"Now, I am just going to crawl between your legs. Make sure they are spread nice and wide for me, that's it, that pussy needs to be as open as possible if I am going to get my big cock in. I doubt it has ever taken a cock as big as mine. That's a good girl, don't be afraid, you will get fucked hard, it is likely to hurt at first but this is what you want."
"Ooh Sir, yes, it is what I want, but p-please try and be gentle with me. My body is so small, and you are so big..."
"Quiet bitch, you will be fucked hard, just as you need to be..."
James could just see his wife lying on the bed, hands tied up to the iron bed frame, her big tits pointing up to the sky, her lovely stocking clad legs spread wide and the evil Amos kneeling between them, his big black dick pointing out, ready to attack his wife's pussy, a pussy that, prior to today, had belonged to him and to him alone. He was now about to lose it to these black thugs. He knew that once his whore of a wife's pussy had been stretched by a big black cock, it would never belong to him again.
But the great tragedy of it all was that he wanted her pussy to be fucked by these black men. That is why he had done nothing to prevent these debauched events from taking place. He loved the thought of his wife was being cruelly fucked by a nigger. He was obviously a sick pervert. He was after all, a cuckhold...
His only regret was that he could not see what was going on, but at least he had the privilege of listening in as his beloved wife took a big black cock for the first time in her life. Somehow he doubted it would be the last.
"Ok, bitch, I am now going to put my big black dick into your little white pussy. This will hurt but you will just have to take it.
"Aggh, take that you whore! Oh my God, that's fucking tight..."
"Oh God, stop, take it out, it is too big, oh God, you are splitting me into two, that feels so big..."
"Shut up bitch, I have not even got started yet. I have just about managed to get the head in. There you go, take some more of my big black cock in that little white pussy of yours. Oh yes, it is so fucking wet and tight. My God, that is the tightest pussy I have ever been in. It is like a virgin's. That husband of yours never once fucked you properly, did he?"
"Oh God! Stop! Stop, it is too big, I can't take it! P-please, my little pussy can't take such a big black cock! Oh! Oh! Oh! Stop! Oh my God, you are pushing more in, p-please, I don't want this anymore. I don't want to be a black cock whore, your cock is too big for my little pussy..."
Victoria's pleas sounded genuine, James thought, but still James did nothing to help. She was a bitch who deserved this treatment.
There was then the sounds of more growls, the bed creaked, and more screams from Victoria.
"There you go, bitch. Agggh, take all my cock up your married white pussy, you dirty whore."
"Aggggggh, please, take it out, you are splitting me..."
"Don't be silly, bitch, the fun has just started..."
James then heard the bed rattle against the wall. Amos was clearly ignoring his wife and had just started to fuck her, and, judging by the noise the frame was making as it hit the wall, he was fucking her hard. Very hard.
"Take it you bitch, take all 12 inches of my big black cock up your married white pussy. That's it bitch, you can take it. Your body was born to fuck big black cock. Such a body was never built for white boys, it was built for black men and their dicks..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Nothing was then heard for a minute or so as Amos went about his business of fucking poor Victoria. James was now leaning up against the door, legs spread wide open as he m@sturbated away to the sound of a black man fucking his sweet innocent little wife. His dick had never felt so hard before and it was down purely to his wife agreeing to become a whore for black cock. Bitch.



"Oh God, it is so big. I can feel it in my stomach, your big black cock is sooo fucking big. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Yes, my cock is so big and your pussy so tight. My God, it feels like it is going to rip off my skin. There, take that you fucking bitch..."
"Oh p-please, p-please be gentle. My pussy is so small you cock is go big, p-please not so hard. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
James thought that his wife was a babbling mess. The fucking was clearly hard and rough and was taking its toll on her. He could only imagine how tiny she would look in comparison to the massive Amos. He would be towering over her petit white body, his massive muscular black frame would be in striking contrast to her delicate white body. Her big tits would be shaking up and down in response to his violent thrusts. He imagined her mouth would be open in a constant state of shock as he fucked her, her lovely innocent eyes would have pleaded with him to go easy on her. The sounds emanating from his bedroom suggested that, if anything, her pleas were having the opposite effect and he was fucking her even harder.
For a minute or so, all he could hear was the sound of the bed hitting the wall, Amos grunting as he pounded away at his wife, and little mewing noises coming from Victoria in response.
"Bitch, take all of my cock in your pussy. Take that, you dirty slut. Take that!"
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Was all she could say in response.
It was not long before it became clear that the mewing noises coming from Victoria were not ones of pain or anguish but ones of pleasure and desire. It was clear that Amos's big cock was having the desired effect on his slut of a wife.
"Oh God, bitch, that's good, that's so fucking good. I don't think I have ever fucked a pussy that is so tight. Oh take that you bitch, take all of my cock. God, you are loving this, aren't you. Your pussy is so wet, it's fucking dripping, you lovely bitch. I bet your husband never made you so wet, or so full?"
"Oh no, no, he never did. It is so good! It is so big! Don't stop, don't stop fucking my little pussy with that big black cock of yours. Oh! Oh! Oh! So good. So big..."
The noises next door began to get more and more urgent. It sounded like Amos was fucking Victoria with all his strength and consequently the animal groans were getting louder and louder. It was clear that he was close.
"Oh yes, bitch, come on, I am nearly there. Tell me how much you want it, tell me how much you need it."
"Oh yes, cum in my married white pussy, fuck my married white pussy with that big black cock of yours. Make me your whore. Make me your slave...
"Oh I need it. I need it. It is so much bigger than my husband's.
"Oh yes, that's it. Harder! Harder! Oh you are splitting me, that's so good, oh yes, I am cumming..."
"Oh yes. bitch, take that, take all of my black spunk. Aggggghhhhhh!!!!"
As James heard another man empty his spunk into his wife's pussy, in honour of Amos's triumph in turning his wife into a whore and for fucking her properly for the first time in her young life, he closed his eyes and allowed his cock to shoot spunk up in the air. Victoria fucking another man had caused him to cum. Again. Bitch.
But, whereas Amos had the undeniable privilege of empting his copious seed in the warm confines of his wife's hot cunt, James had to settle for cumming over his hand. Bitch.
After a minute or so, when everyone took a little time to recover and James cleaned himself off with his handkerchief, movements could once more be heard from next door. Things were not yet over. Amos might have used his wife's pussy, but that still left Jessie...
He heard Amos get off the bed, the sound of a zipper being done up, and the movement of people. He assumed Jessie would be climbing on to the bed to replace Amos between his wife's spread legs. Instead, and rather surprisingly, he heard the sound of some clicks, it sounded like his wife's handcuffs were being removed. For a few seconds James thought that that was it, they had finished with his wife and maybe Jessie had cum watching Amos fuck her? My God, finally his ordeal could be finished!
Alas James quickly discovered his hopes were to be dashed. Again.
"Get on to all fours, bitch, make sure that sweet @ss of yours is nicely raised for your Master."
"Yes, Sir."
Jessie had spoken and it was clear that he was far from finished with Victoria. He wanted to fuck the bitch from behind, to savour the delicious cheeks of her young arse, to no doubt spank her and to maul her hanging breasts. James could not blame him, he could imagine how lovely she would look, on all fours, her dress bunched up around her waist, her bottom lovingly framed by her stockings and suspenders, her tits hanging down. It was a lovely, subservient position for a bitch to be in and one that was entirely appropriate for Victoria.
"That's it bitch, arch your back a little and spread your legs. Good, good. You look delightful, are you ready, to be fucked again, bitch?"
"Oh, Sir, my pussy is so sore, but I think I am ready. Just please be gentle with me, Sir..."
"Quiet, bitch, you know you need it rough."
There was then the unmistakable sound of a firm black hand on innocent white flesh. Victoria's lovely innocent white bottom was being spanked. Again.
As James had predicted, by ordering his wife to get on to all fours, it allowed Jessie to easily punish his whore of a wife. And quite rightly so, James thought.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! It hurts, it hurts. Ooooh...."
"Bitch, you love your bottom being spanked. Admit, it, these past few days, you have loved us punishing your arse."
"Oh Sir, ooh gentle, please, yes, it is true. I am a whore who loves to be spanked. Oh that's it, spank my married white bottom hard. Punish your slave. Oooh..."
Of course, she would never let her husband treat her this way, James mused. It was obviously only at the hands of a black man when she would permit herself to be treated in such a degrading fashion. Bitch.
The sound of hand on bottom flesh went on for a few minutes. Victoria screamed out, but she never once complained. Indeed her screams were not really ones of anguish, indeed they were more like groans. The groans of a bitch in heat.
James, in response to this, sank to the floor, put his head in his hands and leant back against the bedroom door. He no longer cared whether one of the black thugs came out and found him sitting in utter defeat at what was transpiring in his bedroom. He had married a whore. It was as simple as that. And rather than being repulsed by this, his fucking stupid dick refused to remain in anything but a constant state of erection. A condition he had not found himself in since he was a teenager. And what did that make him, other than a sick cvukhold who took perverse pleasure in other men abusing his wife?
James looked down at his small white dick. It was as hard as it had ever been. Leaning back, eyes closed, he once more started to rub himself off. If this was defeat, it was still a glorious one...
"Ok, bitch, that will do for now. Your arse is red enough for me to fuck." Jessie said, after a few minutes of administering, what sounded to James, some pretty vigorous spanks. He imagined that her arse would indeed be a bright shade of red and it would have made a lovely contrast to her innocent lingerie. He could hear the sound of her panting. She was ready.
"Yes, Sir, I am ready for your cock. I am ready for you to fuck me in my little white pussy.
"Ouch, oh Sir, that is so big. Please go gently. Oh my God, your big black cock feels so big in my little white pussy. Oh please, Sir, oh, please, it feels like it is in my stomach. Oh my God, there is more, oh p-please your cock is sooo fucking big..."
"Bitch, there you go, you have got all 13 inches in you fucking whore. My God, Amos, her pussy is so tight, when you fucked it, she must have been as tight as a virgin!"
"Yes, she was tight, virgin tight. Clearly her husband does not have the dick to fuck the bitch properly. And, bearing in mind she has only ever been fucked by small white cock, for us, she is effectively still a virgin. Isn't that right, my dear?"
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" was all Victoria could utter in response to Amos's question. Jessie was clearly fucking the bitch hard and she was in such a state of delirium that she could no longer form a coherent response to a simple question.
"That's quite alright my dear, it must be difficult to talk when you have so much dick in you. My word, Jessie, that is some sight on offer. She looks so small and such a sweet little bitch up against you. My word, are those tears in your eyes? Jessie, you are clearly fucking the bitch too hard!" Amos laughed as he spoke.
"Hey, man, you know you can never fuck a bitch too hard. There, take that, you whore..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Jessie, be careful, she may never be able to fuck again the way you are fucking her."
Both men laughed.
"She certainly won't be able to fuck her husband again. His dick will never be able to satisfy her now she has tasted some real cock."
"Yes, that is correct. I must say, I am impressed with the way she has been able to handle us both. You know how some women just can't seem to be able to accommodate us, but you've got to hand it to the bitch, she has certainly met the challenge well."
"Yes, she has complied with every one of our wishes, however much she pretended not to want to at first. And her pussy is so fine, even after you stretched it, it is some of the best I have ever had."
The way Amos and Jessie were talking, they could have been talking about a champion horse, rather then his wife.
"Oh, there you go bitch, you like it hard, don't you? Take my cock, you dirty whore"
"That's it Jessie, fuck the bitch like she deserves to be. Give it to her hard, grab her hair and ride her like the whore she is..."
"Ooh, ouch"
It sounded like Jessie had indeed grabbed her hair and yanked her head back.
"Oh, yes, you dirty bitch, tell me how much you like it".
"Oh! Oh! Oh please be gentle. You are f-fucking me too hard. Oh be gentle with me. Be gentle with me. Oh! Oh..."
"Tell me bitch, tell me you love Jessie's big old black cock." And to emphasise the point, the sound of spanking could be heard.
"Oh I love it. I love your b-big black cock in my tight white married pussy. Oh please, it is so big, you are so hard, you are fucking me so hard... Oh it is sooo good."
It sounded like Victoria had just cum.
Nothing was said for a few minutes and all James could hear was the sound of Jessie's groin smacking up against his wife's upturned reddened cheeks and her screaming in orgasmic delight. It seemed like she was in a constant state of orgasmic bliss since he reckoned that, in a spate of a few minutes, she must have cum several times. Bitch.
James could just imagine the scene taking place in his bedroom -- his wife would be on all fours, kneeling on his bed presenting her spanked red bottom to her black Master. Her dress would still be on but unbuttoned so her big white tits would be hanging out, shaking back in forth in response to the fucking. It would also be bunched up at her waist and Jessie would be standing behind her, aggressively fucking her small white married pussy with his big black dick. He would be grabbing on to her long blond hair, and would be spanking her bottom to emphasise the different roles -- one of Master and the other of sex slave.
Amos was probably standing nearby, taking the fucking in, revelling in how the poor wife was being forced to submit to their every sexual whim. It did not sound like she was being double fucked since her constant screams suggested that she was not being forced to suck on Amos's cock. But perhaps Amos was molesting her ti!ts as his friend reamed her.
It did not take long before the young wife's delicious pussy caused Jessie to reach his crisis point.
"That's it bitch, I am going to cum. Are you ready to take your Master's spunk?"
"Oh yes Sir. Fuck me, empty your spunk in your bitch's married white pussy. Ooooh, I can feel it. I can feel you cumming in me. So much spunk. Oooh God, I am cumming too..."
"Oh you fucking dirty whore, that is so good. Take all my spunk you naughty little bitch..."
For the second time that day\, James's wife allowed another man to emit his spunk in the holiest of holes. In total, including the blow jobs she had been forced to commit, this was the fourth time today that a black man's copious thick spunk had been forced into her once innocent body.
A few minutes subsided after Jessie had cum before any meaningful sound could be heard from the bedroom. James naturally had also cum, timing his pleasure to perfectly coincide with Jessie's. As this thug took pleasure in his wife, so of course it was perfectly natural for the husband to follow suit. James then wondered whether they would fuck his wife again. From the conversation next door, it did not appear that was going to be the case.
It was Amos who was speaking. "Thank you so much for today and I think that will be it, for now at least. Unfortunately, Jessie and I have other business to attend to and as much as we would like to stay and fuck you again, business is business.
"Now, as for tomorrow..."
James did not bother hanging around to hear anymore. By this time he had well and truly had had enough. If the debauched proceedings were over, he needed to escape, gather his thoughts and determine exactly what he was going to do. So, without making a sound, he stood up, put his cock back into his pants, grabbed his case and flowers and made his way towards the staircase and down towards the front door. Once outside he ran as fast as he could, away from the hell he had just been in...
Three hours later...
James decided that he would return home. He had spent the intervening hours walking the streets, coming to terms with what he had just witnessed and what he knew it meant, both in terms of who he was and what their marriage had become. In terms of the latter, he recognised that his marriage was now a sham. His wife was a whore for black cock, he appreciated that he would never be able to satisfy her again and, as such, what was left of their marriage?
Sure, they got on, but if he could no longer satisfy her sexually, was there really any point in continuing? Could he stay married to a woman if he knew that she would regularly be getting her fix of big black dick? In terms of the former, he knew what he had become but he did not yet fully want to recognise this awful truth. Being a cuckhold is not something a man takes easy.
As he entered his house, he made his way into the lounge where he heard the TV on and assumed his wife would be.
In any normal house, a housewife would have been watching some dreadful drama on HBO. But this was no normal house and the sight that greeted James was not one you would find in a typical white American home.
Victoria was sitting down on the sofa, her legs were spread wide and she had her big black dildo inserted up her tight pussy. She was still wearing the same outfit that she had worn when the two old black gardeners had fucked her earlier that day. Her big breasts were sill hanging out of her light blue dress, her legs were spread wide. She still had on her flesh coloured stockings, white suspenders and blue heels. She was panting in delight, licking her lips and avidly watching some hardcore black porn.
James quickly noticed that this was not a film that he had seen before. The images were grainy, it looked like a home video. The film showed a beautiful white woman, her hands were pinned behind her back and her big tits were straining her thin white cotton blouse. A black man entered the picture. She pleaded with him to stop, she was married, her husband would be upset. He just laughed and ripped her shirt open to reveal her luscious tits. The film them panned to the man. It was Amos, he was laughing and licking his lips...
Victoria was so engrossed by the film that she did not initially notice her husband enter the room. However, after a few seconds she finally saw him and, when she did, she screamed and withdrew the black dildo from her pussy, closed her legs and tried to cover herself up.
"Darling, I did not expect you home today! I-I thought you were coming home on Sunday. I was just...well as you can see I was just watching one of those films. It is a new one, I managed to rent from the store, maybe we can watch it together... Er, just let me turn it off..."
She was scrambling round for the remote, desperate to turn off what was clearly anything but a regular porno flick. James looked at the screen, the woman was being forced on to her knees, in preparation no doubt to suck Amos's cock. At that moment, Victoria found the remote and turned the film off.
She got up and tried in vain to make herself look decent. Her outfit was too tight and slutty for that. She buttoned herself up, which did cover up some of her tits but due to the low cut of her dress, an enormous amount of cleavage was still on display. She pulled her dress down, but this barely covered her arse, the tops of her stockings could clearly be seen.
She then made her way towards her husband, kissed him on the mouth with lips that, only a few hours ago, had been happily around a big black cock. She took the flowers that he still had and sweetly smelled them.
"Are these for me? You shouldn't have they are lovely. Look, sit down, I will get you a drink and some dinner. What happened anyway? Was your meeting cancelled? You should have called? I would have had something prepared..."
James all the while had said nothing and had remained motionless, watching his whore of a wife potter around him. He was barely listening to a word she said. He quickly wanted to end this pointless charade, so he spoke:
"I saw you fucking the gardeners."
Victoria froze and stopped talking. She turned around and looked at him.
"What?"
"You heard what I said, I saw you fucking the gardeners. I saw you blow them off and then I heard you fucking them in our bedroom. You are a whore."
And with that James calmly left the room and Victoria and made his way to his study. He had meant to say that the marriage was over, that he wanted a divorce, but something in him and prevented him from doing so. Maybe it was seeing his wife again, his beautiful wife, dressed like a whore committing another disgusting sexual act? He knew if he ended it, he would never get to see that body again, or see it being abused by another black cock.
He entered his study, sat down at his desk and poured himself a long drink.
Five minutes and one drink later, Victoria sheepishly entered the study. She looked at her husband, who said nothing as she entered. She saw that his eyes were red, he had probably been crying. She had caused that and she was not proud of the fact.
Since he had not told her to get out, she sat herself down in the chair opposite the desk. She crossed her legs which caused her dress to rise up her delicious legs, James could clearly see the flesh above her stockings and her suspenders. She placed her hands on her lap and demurely looked down. Her big tits were heaving up and down, she was clearly in fear of what might happen to her.
James noted how much of a horny bitch she looked, how utterly alluring and fuckable she was. And he was going to lose her, wasn't he?
Meanwhile Victoria knew the chances of saving her marriage were slim to non-existent but she needed to confront him, to come clean, it was the only way she thought she could possibly have a chance of saving her marriage. Indeed there was no point in trying to deny what had happened, he had seen and heard everything.
James looked at her. "Nothing you can say can make any difference to me, now. You are a whore. A whore for black cock. We can't to go on..."



"Before you end it all, before you throw away what we have, don't you want to hear how it happened, perhaps it would make a difference?
"After all, it was you who brought the porn into our lives, so you are partly to blame..."
"Me! I was not the one who fucked those black men..."
"No but it was you who showed me the power of black dick. Admit it, you were turned on by seeing what those black men could do to that poor white girl. I am not saying what I did was right, but I think you should hear how this happened..."
James was stunned. He had expected to lash out at his wife and tell her to go hang, but what she said was true, to a certain extent. He said nothing. Deep down he wanted to hear how his wife became a whore for black cock.
James's silence was taken by Victoria as acquiescence to hearing her confession. So, without any further ado, she embarked upon her story, which began a few days ago, on the Monday...
To be continued...
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Monday.
On Monday morning, as per usual, James left for the office at 7am and his wife, the beautiful Victoria, stayed in bed for another hour. She, after all, needed her beauty sleep, even more so after the weekend she had just had. She and her husband had fucked like rabbits all as a result of the explicit black porn sent to them by James' friend and attorney, Charles Jackson.
Victoria had found the sight of well hung black men fucking a white whore the biggest turn on possibly imaginable. She of course would never herself countenance committing such degrading acts of sex with a black man. She was part of the rich, white upper middle class community whose contact with the blacks was minimal at best. Sure, they could wait on her, clean her house, wash her clothes, but sexually fraternise with them? Well that was just not in her make up, was it?
As Victoria finally got out of bed, she thought about what she had to do that morning: firstly she had to go to the local church to help out with the garden party the church was hosting this weekend; secondly she had to make sure she was back home in time to let in a firm of gardeners they had hired to do some work for them.
Naturally spending time at church and helping then organise the party was the part Victoria was most looking forward to. The party was an annual event and all the housewives in the area would get together to see how they could help. Whilst the gathering was ostensibly to help the community, it was more of a social event for the wives. They would get together, gossip and bitch about everyone. It was also very competitive. Each wife would see how well the other's husband was doing, and, more importantly, how they were looking. Victoria, at 21, with the body of a p0rm queen (she was the image of the porn goddess Jasmine Rouge) and just married to a multi millionaire, was quite safe on both accounts. She was quite aware that she was one of the hottest wives in the local community, and one of the richest, as such she was not overly intimidated by the crowd.
The meeting at the church went as predicted, all the wives looked enviously at Victoria, admiring her perfect body and wished they could look as good as her. Victoria was as charming as ever, the perfect little housewife helping out the local community. She carried her looks with dignity, never one overplaying her hand. On her return home, Victoria reflected on how well the morning went, and how the Bishop spent most of the time slobbering over her. She was used to it, and did not mind. In no time she drove up to her house and noticed that a big white van was parked in their drive way, it must be the gardeners. She checked the time, it was 11:05am, they were due at 11am so she was not that late.
As she parked the car and got out, she looked at herself in the car window. God she looked good. She was wearing a light pink flowery summer little number, it was short, tight, looked sexy but not out of place in a church gathering. The perfect combination for any horny housewife. She would keep the outfit on and fuck her husband in it when he returned, she thought.
She walked towards the van in order to meet the gardeners, as she did, the door on each side opened and out stepped two very big and very black men. Victoria stopped. This was a little unexpected, you so rarely got to see black men in her neighbourhood. She should however have expected it since most of the help in this part of the world came from the black or Hispanic communities. But what made it a little different today was that after the weekend's antics, the very sight of a black man made her pussy instantly wet.
Both men made their way towards the young wife, who was still routed to the spot. They were huge, both 6 ft 6 and well built, despite their age. They looked to be in their mid 60s but manual labour had clearly kept them in good shape. The man who had come out of the driver's seat confidently walked over and offered Victoria his hand. Ever so gently she accepted it. She noted the firm manly grip, and, without letting go, he looked down at her, "You must be Victoria, James's wife. I trust he told you that we would be coming today?"
"Er, yes, yes, he did mention it..."
"Good. I am Amos and this is my partner, Jessie."
Amos finally let go of Victoria's hand. She then meekly offered it to Jessie who greedily took it. His big black mauler engulfed her petit, delicate white hand and, like Amos, shook it firmly, "Pleased to meet you." And like the priest before, Jessie appeared to be talking to her breasts, but whereas Victoria had been in complete control of that episode of harmless flirtation, this was very different. As Jessie licked his big lips and starred at her breasts, Victoria, quite naturally, felt intimidated by the presence of two big black men who were so obviously eyeing up her body and which her tight dress left little to the imagination. In response to this blatant intimidation, Victoria's pussy responded like any normal whore, it got wetter and wetter.
"James has told us what he needs doing, perhaps you could show us to the garden?"
"Yes, yes, of course. Why don't you come this way?"
As Victoria led the two men to their garden, she felt that, so far, they had been nothing but courteous and polite. Whilst she felt a little awkward being in the presence of black men (she always did), there was nothing to fear here, was there? After all, these men were old enough to be her grandfather, they had probably lost all desire to have sex and could not possibly bother her.
She could not be more wrong.
As she led the two men to the garden, both men looked down at her perfectly formed arse, they then looked at each other and winked. The hunt was on! Amos and Jessie had previous in seducing young white housewives and Victoria was one of the finest they had ever seen. Her small perfectly formed arse and slim figure which supported impossibly large 36DD tits would be a fine catch. They would have to tread carefully and slowly though. Experience had taught them that a gradual approach often met with the best results. Rush in too quickly, and your prey could run off into the arms of her pathetic husband.
As they got to the garden, Victoria explained what needed to be done. As she babbled away about her roses, she was conscience that the men seemed to be paying more attention to her lovely young body than to her garden. They seemed to be eyeing her up, looking down at her slim legs and then up to her huge tits. And whenever she turned around to point something out, she noticed that their eyes would divert downwards on to her perfectly formed bottom. It seemed like they were sizing her up, eying their prey and in response to this, she felt her nipples starting to become erect and, in her thin Channel dress and lacy bra, she knew that they would be poking though for all to see.
As such, Victoria decided to cut the explanation short, if they needed any further clarification, they could get it from James. She needed to remove herself from these men. The itch in her pussy was all consuming. She needed to go upstairs and quickly relieve herself with her big black dildo. But Amos had other ideas and decided to discuss in great length what he proposed to do and to offer, what turned out to be, some very useful suggestions. He was so polite and courteous that Victoria found it difficult to be rude and just walk off. Even Jessie got involved and started to suggest where they should put their Chrysanthemums.
Victoria desperately tried to pay attention but the itch in her pussy was getting more and more severe. She could not help but wonder what it would be like to be fucked by such two big powerful black men, to feel their cocks punish her innocent white body, to make her scream like the schoolgirl in her porno film screamed. She wondered just how big their cocks would be? If they were in proportion to the rest of their massive bodies, they would be huge, much bigger then her husband's. Inwardly she groaned at the thought.
Her thoughts on being gangbanged by these men were interrupted when, out of the blue, Amos put his arm on the small of her back and gently started to push her. "So come this way and I will show you what I am talking about..." Victoria had no idea what he was talking about. She had not listened to a word he said but now this brute of a man was leading her down the garden path and going on and on about her Chrysanthemums and Lisianthus. My God, she thought, she could not give two hoots about her flowers. All that mattered was getting away from these men and relieving the desperate itch in her pussy. And why was her pussy getting wet just as a result of this man touching me. His firm hand was resting on her back, she felt it ever so slightly start to move down to the tops of her buttocks. Perhaps these men were not as gentle and sweet as she had hoped? "And we could plant some over here, and here..." God, would he just please let me go, she thought. She nodded her head meekly, agreeing to whatever he was saying.
Finally, after a couple of minutes of listening, she decided enough is enough. "Well, yes, that is all very interesting and I will discuss it with James when he gets back and let you know tomorrow.
"I just have to pop inside and make a couple of calls so please feel free to start. Also, please help yourself to any refreshments..."
And with that, Victoria turned and rushed off back into the house, aware that the men were probably ogling her fine arse as she did.
Once she got inside, she was about to rush off upstairs to fuck herself with her dildo when the phone went. Shit. She did not need this. She went into the kitchen and picked the phone up. It was James asking whether the gardeners had arrived and what they were doing. She answered as quickly and politely as possible. But James would not get off the phone. He needed something from the kitchen. There was a number in a laptop on the kitchen table. Would she mind getting it for him? Of course she wouldn't, what else could she possibly be doing? She went over to the table. There were plies and piles of James's work papers carefully lying on the table. The laptop was at the far end of the table. If she moved it, it could mess up the papers and James hated nothing more than having his papers disturbed, so instead she leaned over the table and began to log in.
To make herself feel a little more comfortable as she typed away, she leaned on her elbows, this had the effect of lowering her back and raising her arse. Also, she spread her legs her little and this caused her little dress to ride up to the top of her thighs. He bottom was now almost on display. Not that any of this mattered since she was alone...
"Yes, yes, I have found the number, it is..."
The conversation continued for another minute or so. Victoria was trying everything to get her husband off the phone, but to no avail. But then Victoria heard movement behind her. She craned her neck to see what it was -- standing, just inches away from her bottom, was Amos, he was smiling and looking down at her. How long had he been there, Victoria thought? How long had he been there looking at her in this undignified position, with her bottom and skirt raised, like she was waiting to be fucked?
Amos started to mouth something to Victoria and made hand movement to suggest he wanted a drink.
"Err honey, I gotta go. One of the gardeners wants to ask me a question. Look I will call you back. Love you..."
And with that, Victoria ended the call. She then began to get up from her bent over position but as she did, her bottom inadvertently grazed Amos's groin and she felt something very hard and something very big. It could only possibly have been Amos's cock. His big black erect cock and it was hard because of Victoria's body. Of that there could be no doubt. Even this casual graze, which only lasted a second or so, told Victoria everything she needed to know: these men were not past it, in a sexual way as she had previously thought and her worst fears about them starring at her lovely body were confirmed. They found her horny and fuckable. And she was alone with them, in her house. She needed to escape...
As she rose and turned around, she was only inches away from Amos, who was still smiling at her in that sweet paternal way. But there was nothing sweet about this man, Victoria's bottom could give testimony to that. His dick had told her everything she needed to know. "Er, w-what can I do to help?" Victoria babbled as she walked past Amos, to some form of safety.
"I am so sorry to disturb you when you were on the phone there. It is just that Jessie and I would love a glass of water. Do you mind if we help ourselves?"
"Sure. Sure, please help yourself to anything..." Victoria replied as she made her way to the door and out of kitchen.
"Hmm, I will help myself to anything. Including you, my dear." Amos said to himself, under his breath. Contact had been made. The game was on.
Victoria meanwhile rushed upstairs to the relative safety of her bedroom. Once inside, she locked the door, took out her dildo from her bedside table, turned on her porno film and settled down to an afternoon of masturbating. Her thoughts were not however really on the film, but on the two gardeners downstairs, and what they could do to her innocent white body...
Tuesday
The day started off as usual, with James heading off to work at 7am and with Victoria getting up at around 8am. She had been told by the gardeners that they would be arriving at around 9am today. Yesterday, as they had left for the day, they had shouted up to her as she lay in her bedroom, naked, legs spread fucking herself, for the umpteenth time, with her big black dildo.
However, today was a different day and she was determined to avoid placing herself in a similar situation. As such, she was going to get out of the house before the black gardeners arrived and stay out. She wanted to make sure she was out of harms way. So quickly, she got dressed and headed out to do a day's shopping.
At around 1pm, she received a SMS message from her husband, apparently the gardeners had left for the day, did she know anything about this? They had left him a voice message and he was wondering if she knew what was going on?
Victoria replied that she did not and she was out shopping. However, she would go home to see what had happened. She felt that she was quite comfortable returning home now that it was a black man free zone.
On her return, she found a message, apparently they needed to go out and buy some paving slabs, it was unlikely that they will be able to get them today and return so they will return first thing. Excellent, thought Victoria, she had the house to herself. She did not want to be in the presence of these men because she feared what might happen.
Victoria was now at a loss as to what to do. She had the house to herself and nothing much planned. She had finished shopping for the day and did not have plans to meet any of her girlfriends. Maybe she should work on her tan, she thought to herself? After all, she prided herself on her all over body tan. No bikini lined for her young gorgeous body her tits, pussy, arse were all one beautiful colour of light brown. It was the way she and her husband liked it.
To get that perfect tan, they naturally had a tanning machine in the basement and she would often use this, especially when the weather was bad. But today the weather was good. It was a perfect day to go outside and get naturally tanned, just as God had intended her to do. But she could not do that, the gardeners could come back and then they would get a good look at her luscious young white body. She did not want to expose herself to these black men, did she?
She would use the machine, she thought. But it was her house, why should she be restricted as to what she could do? She was a confident women who could handle two old black men, couldn't she? Why should she, a rich white housewife, be intimidated by the hired help? This was ridiculous. She was paying them, she could do what she damn well wanted!
So with confidence, Victoria started to get herself ready to sun bathe outside. As she did, her confidence in herself was rising. She decided that not only would she bathe outside, with the risk of these black men seeing her, she would wear the skimpiest bikini she could find, in order to prove to herself that she was not intimidated and that she could control events. She may have made these men feel horny and hard. But that was usual, she made most men feel horny and hard. Had it been white men she was turning on, there would have been no issue. She would have confidently flirted with them, in the full knowledge that she was in control. Just because these men were black, why should it be any different?
So with this in mind, she chose a tiny little white bikini. The bottom consisted of a tiny g-string with the front barely covering her shaved little pussy. Her bottom would be almost 100% exposed since the piece of string slipped snugly into the cheeks of her ass. The top tied at the back and the front just about covered her nipples, although since it was made of a transparent material, these were pretty much on display.
Normally she would have worn a pair of sandals with her bikini but she wanted something more confident to go with how she was feeling. She walked over to her closet and took out a pair of strap on white heels. The heel was at least four inches high, these would do, she thought. When she put them on, she looked at herself in the mirror. Perfect. With her legs toned and ass raised, and her next-to-nothing bikini on, she looked like such a confident horny white bitch.
Deep down she hoped Amos and Jessie would see her dressed like this. She would then confidently flaunt her body to them, happy in the knowledge that all they could do was look, but they could not touch. They could get hard, but their dicks would never come into contact with her pure married white body. She had preserved that for her husband and had made such an oath, on the bible, when she got married. Amos and Jessie would have to learn their place, just as the blacks had done for centuries before.
She headed off downstairs, on her way she decided to make herself a martini. She felt good, so why not? Once she had made her drink, she took it, along with a magazine to read, outside and sat herself on the sun lounger.
At first she was a little nervous. She was alone in the garden, wearing virtually next to nothing, and with the prospect of two black men coming in at any moment. This was madness. But something in her made her not move. Something in her made her wait for the possible return of Amos and Jessie. Maybe it was the dampness in her pussy ...
As such, she reclined into her lounger, opened her magazine and started to drink away at her martini. As the martini went down, she began to relax more. This was nice. This was very nice. Confidence still high, Victoria decided that her tits needed a little sun. So, rather than moving her bikini top, she was feeling a little lazy, she decided to just lower the cups of her top which allowed her big tits to spill out and become exposed. That was nice, she thought, more of her body was now on display. She was in control. She feared no one...
The next thing she knew was Amos standing over at her, licking her lips and looking down. She must have fallen asleep, the martini had made her drowsy and she must have drifted off. As such, she had not heard the black men returning to her home. And there she was, almost naked but for the tiny g-string and a black man was taking great pleasure in ogling her young body.
For a few moments nether of them spoke. Victoria just froze and starred up at this giant of a beast who was looking down at her, taking in her body, lingering over her massive married white tits. All of Victoria's confidence immediately evaporated and she regretted ever dressing like this. She may have been in control when she was with white boys. But these were animals. These were black men. How did she ever hope to control such a situation?



She looked down at Amos's crotch, it was clear that he had a massive hard on, judging by the size of the bulge in his pants. And he was making no pretence to hide it. Indeed he looked like he was entirely proud of his achievement. And what an achievement it was, judging by the bulge. Victoria feared what kind of size of manhood this animal possessed.
Her tits were fully on display to this man, a man who was not her husband, a man who no doubt wanted to posses her young innocent body. This could not happen, of that she was sure.
Amos was first to break the deafening silence. "Ma'am, so sorry to disturb you when you are asleep, but your husband is on the phone, he says it is urgent..."
Victoria still could not speak. She was in the presence of a sexual beast and all of her body, other than her pussy, was failing to respond. She had never felt like this before. She had never felt so exposed and helpless. These men would undoubtedly find her body a turn on -- who wouldn't? -- and they could take her anytime they wanted. And there was nothing she could do to stop them. Dressed like this, she was at their terrible mercy.
After several moments, her brain gradually began to get into gear. She had to escape. She had to get out of here. But her stupid husband was on the phone, first she had to deal with him. "Err yes, yes, that is ok." was all Victoria could mumble when she was in such a state of undress. She was no longer the confident bitch of an hour ago. She was reverting back to the subservient timid bitch of yesterday. She and her pussy knew it.
Frantically she covered up her tits with her tiny transparent bikini top and got up. Mustering all the dignity she could, she quick stepped it towards the house, with a view to taking the call in her bedroom, away from the preying eyes of these predators. As she did, Amos stared at her from behind, watching her delicious naked arse hurry away from his greedy eyes. He knew it was only a matter of time before he possessed it, dominated it and fucked it. He licked his lips at the prospect and as he did, Victoria looked back. She knew she was in trouble.
She quickly entered the kitchen with a view to heading upstairs were she could take the call in privacy. She then planned on remaining in her bedroom, with the door locked where she would spend the afternoon relieving her sexual needs with her dildo and porn. However, in the kitchen, blocking the entrance into the hall stood Jessie, smiling, obviously enjoying her body and her embarrassment.
This massive black hoodlum's towering presence blocked her only escape. The only way out was back into the garden, where Amos waited. However Jessie did not plan on physically intimidating the poor young housewife, he merely wanted to enjoy her for a little while longer. And for that, he could count on her husband for support. For Jessie was holding the phone, clearly James was on the line.
Looking at her cruelly, he licked his lips and said "Ma'am, your husband says he needs to speak to you urgently, says he needs you to get some information from the computer in the kitchen. It might make sense if you took the call down here..." Victoria's brain was all over the place. Had she been thinking clearly she would have told Jessie, and her husband, to wait a couple of minutes, she could have gone upstairs, changed and then taken the call. Two minutes would not hurt anyone. But she was not thinking clearly. Her pussy was taking over. For some reason it made sense for her to listen to what Jessie said, remain downstairs, in the presence of these black men, half naked with her body on display to them. "Err, yes, I will take the call down here." And with that, Victoria pottered towards Jessie, who held the phone out to her. As she did, her tits bounced up and down, her nipples were thrusting out towards Jessie, who blatantly starred at them. Marvelling at their, beauty, size and firmness, he longed to place his massive black cock in their valley and force the bitch to fuck him. With that wonderful thought in mind, his 13 inch weapon rose to its maximum potential and was bursting for release from his overalls.
As Victoria collected the phone, she could not fail to notice Jessie sporting an enormous erection. She knew her body had caused it and it caused her pussy to become damp with anticipation. Her forbidden fantasy was just a few moves away, if she wanted it. But she wanted to be faithful to her husband, she did not want to be unfaithful and become a dirty slut for black cock. Did she?
She could not spend too much time dwelling on that because as she took the phone, her husband began barking down frantic orders to her. Unfortunately once again she had to log on to the computer in the kitchen. And once more it was positioned on the other side of the table. The only way to access it was to lean over and her arse was once more raised up in the air, as if she was presenting it to be fucked. But this time it was slightly different, other than a tiny piece of string lying between the valley of her delicious cheeks, her arse was fully on display and Jessie was waiting, ready to enjoy himself.
However, there was another subtle difference between today and yesterday. Despite the overwhelming fear cursing through Victoria's young body, intermixed with that was also the undeniable warm sensation in her pussy which told her that she wanted to display her body to these old lecherous black men, to allow them to savour her innocent beauty and quite possibly to abuse it.
As this thought entered her mind, and as she listened to the blabbering instructions of her husband, she very slowly leant over the table, raised her arse and spread her legs. Her pussy was taking over her body and she was determined to present herself to these black men in a way she knew they would appreciate. Deep down, she realised that she was taking the first steps down the path to becoming a true slut for black cock...
And once she went down the path, she knew her destiny would forever be changed. All of this did not go unnoticed to a seasoned campaigner like Jessie. Despite his presence in the kitchen, had she wanted to, she could have easily escaped. She had not even made an attempt and had she, he would not have stopped her. But she had chosen to remain in the kitchen, alone with him when he was so obviously aroused by her body. And then the way she leant over the kitchen table and so obviously raised her arse and spread her legs when he was standing behind her, meant only on thing -- the bitch was ready.
Jessie and Amos had earlier figured that it would take them at least three days before they could make their move. But events had unexpectedly taken a turn for the better and there was no doubt in Jessie mind that things could be accelerated without their prey being unnecessarily scared off.
So, with the confidence and assuredness that came so easily to black men, Jessie swaggered over to where Victoria was leaning and stood right behind her. He was now just inches away from her raised arse. He looked down and smiled. Victoria immediately felt the presence of Jessie behind her. There was no obvious need for him to come and stand so close to her other than for him to want to intimidate and enjoy her further. She had provoked this by the way she had spread her legs and raised her bottom. Indeed she had wanted a reaction from the black man and instantaneously had got one. There was now nothing she could do other than to wait for Jessie's next move. He was in control and she would have no choice but to submit.
Her heart pounded away at this, and she tried desperately to concentrate on what her husband was saying. But the presence of this black man, so close to her, and the obvious reason why he was standing there, made this very difficult. "So I need you to go into the client file and find me the mandate letter for Moore Capital..."
"Err ok, just give me a second..."
Victoria moved her mouse to the client file and, as she did, Jessie ever so slowly moved his groin up against her arse and pressed his dick, still covered in his blue overalls, between the valley of her buttocks and on to her wet pussy. The only thing protecting her pussy was the thin piece of transparent white material of her bikini bottom. Hardly much of a defence to a big black cock. Jessie pushed away.
"Ohh. Oh..." Victoria screamed out down the phone to her husband, in obvious horror at what was happening.
"What's wrong?" James asked, slightly concerned by the change in his wife's tone. Victoria said nothing but instead looked behind her to see what her attacker was doing. When she did, all she could see was Jessie's big black face smiling down at her. It was the look of a man who was Master of all he surveyed. He knew that there was nothing she could say to stop him whilst she was on the phone to her husband. Instead her eyes looked up at him and pleaded with him to stop. Instead Jessie pushed his dick even harder up against her defenceless pussy.
"Ohh p-please" she pleaded, as for a second she forgot she was on the phone to her husband.
Jessie just smiled and pushed away.
"What's wrong, Victoria, what is going on?" James innocently enquired, now a little more curious as to his wife's sudden change in behaviour. James's question suddenly made Victoria turn away from Jessie and focus on the phone and on her husband who was on the line. She could not possibly tell him that the reason she was acting this way was because the big black gardener was sexually assaulting her.
"Oh, it is nothing. I was merely asking you to slow down, all these instructions, oooh". Jessie pushed even harder. "And since I am kneeling on my elbows, it is quite sore. Now where were we, the Moore file..."
"Well I am sorry for barking orders down at you, but this is urgent. Yes, if you go into the Moore file..."
As James blabbered away, Victoria desperately tried to concentrate on what he was saying, but this was difficult with a great big black cock pressed up against her married white pussy. Her pussy was now soaking wet and the exertions of this mighty black beast was close to making her cum. She started to pant down the phone, stunned that these relatively small manipulations by a black man could make her come so close to cumming. Her white husband could not do this. But a brute of a black man could. God she was a slut, she thought.
"Are you alright, you sound out of breath?"
"Look, I ran to get the phone, p-please would you get on with this!" Victoria desperately wanted to get her husband off the phone and for her to extricate herself from this dreadful position she had put herself in.
"OK, calm down, now find me the mandate letter..."
Victoria tried to concentrate on what James was saying, realising it was the quickest way to end the call. But as she did, events took another unexpected turn. As Jessie pressed his dick up against her pussy, he then unexpectedly raised his black hand and brought it firmly down on to one of her upturned white cheeks. The black bastard was spanking her whilst she was on the phone to her husband.
"Oh God!" Victoria screamed.
"What's wrong now?"
Victoria once more looked back at her assailant. This time Jessie had an evil look on his face. It was the look of a man who was determined to punish the bottom of a naughty white wife. Without any look of remorse, Jessie spanked Victoria's other cheek, leaving a lovely big red hand print. This was the way all white wives bottoms should look, he thought.
"Ouch!"
"Victoria, are you ok. What's going on?"
Victoria could still not speak, Jessie had just spanked her again.
"N-no, it is nothing. I just stood on something, must be some glass. Oooh, that hurts. Oooh..."
Jessie was now spanking her at regular intervals. And they were clean crisp firm spanks, just the type needed for a white wife's wilful little bottom. The noise of a black man's hand on innocent white flesh now reverberated throughout the kitchen -- the unmistakeable sound of a black man's victory - and they did not go unnoticed by the wife's husband on the phone. "What is that noise, it sounds like someone is clapping?"
"Uh, n-no it is the gardeners. They are doing some work outside, that's all that noise is. Ohh, ouch,, it hurts, oh it hurts."
"Oh well, I need another file and then you can go, I don't want you to be in pain unnecessarily. It is in..."
As James spoke to his darling wife, she carried on thrusting her bottom out towards Jessie. Her brain was telling her to stand up, hang up on her husband and tell Jessie to leave her house immediately. But of course her pvvsy was telling her something completely different. It was telling her to obediently present her bottom to her black Master, to allow him to punish it and to abuse it at will.
Not the first time today, Victoria allowed her pussy to dictate events. As she would find out later in the week, it was to be a fateful error.
Victoria's panting was now getting louder and louder. Her stupid husband believed it was because she was out of breath, or panting in frustration at what he was asking her to do. If only he knew it was due to the manipulations of a black man on her body. And that bitch's body was in heat. She was close to cumming. She could still hear her husband and she frantically tried to attach all the relevant docs to the email and end this godforsaken call.
But her stupid husband would not let up. There was more to attach. More to send. And more time for Jessie to sexually abuse his wife. Jessie then decided to take it a step further. She was clearly in no position to resist. He stopped spanking her, satisfied that her bottom was a nice shade of red -- not the deep red he normally liked but it was a nice shade nevertheless. He then took his big black hands and slowly rubbed them up against her back and, when he reached the bottom of her breasts, which were hanging heavily down, he moved to cup them in his big black hands and started to maul them.
"Oh God, p-please stop..." Victoria muttered. James did manage to hear that and, stupidly, thought she was talking to him, asking him to stop attaching docs to his email. "Look, I am sorry, I almost finished. I just need another couple of files..." Victoria desperately tried to ignore the hands that were molesting her big married white tits. Tits that, until today, were the preserve of her husband. They now belonged to this black man who was happily taking what he wanted and who did not need to ask her permission. She was gradually becoming a black man's toy, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
Jessie had now removed the bikini cups from her tits and was molesting them freely. He began to roughly tweak her nipples and pressed his still covered black cock up against her pussy and began to grind away. He could, through his overalls, feel how wet the bitch had become and the groans, from this virtual fucking, was indication, if any was needed, of how horny she had become.
A few more seconds of this assault caused the inevitable reaction in poor Victoria's young body. She had never been spanked before, or dominated in such a way, and as a result it opened up the Pandora's box of forbidden lust that she had, for most of her young life, desperately tried to keep hidden.
However the clever manipulations of this old black man had, in just a few minutes, caused all this pent up sexual tension to be released with devastating consequences for her and, eventually, her husband.
She had completely stopped listening to the ramblings of her husband. She had instead closed her eyes, opened up her lovely mouth, and was just focussing on the clever manipulations of Jessie who was still roughly mauling her tits and grinding his mighty cock up against her pussy. Oh how she wished that his cock was actually in her pussy and he was fucking her like the bitch she wanted to be. And as she imagined being on all fours with Jessie pounding away at her, the inevitable started to happen. She started to experience the strongest orgasm of her young life. And as she did, her panting became louder and louder, and then, oblivious to who she was talking to down the phone, she screamed, "Oh, I am cumming, I am cumming..." Fortunately for Victoria, as she was screaming out her orgasmic delights, James was shouting down more instructions and did not quite get what she was saying. All he managed to get was the last word, "cumming".
This naturally caused him to stop. "What did you just say? Who's coming?" This caused Victoria to immediately come back to her senses. Earth shattering orgasm or not, she needed to save herself and she gave the only answer she could. "Oh, the gardeners were just asking whether I could come to the garden, they want to ask me a question." She desperately hoped that her poor husband would be convinced by this. Fortunately for her, James was too involved in his work and could not possibly imagine that his wife was playing around, so why else would she chant out the word "coming"? He needed the email sent and that was all he was focussed on.
For Victoria, having just cum, she too could now focus on getting rid of her husband. Jessie had stopped abusing her and was just standing behind her. His work was done. It was clear that she was ready and available.
It did not take long now for the call to end. The email was sent and now Victoria was available for Jessie. But Victoria wanted out. She needed some time away to think things through. Everything had happened so quickly that she could not take it all in. Did she want to become a whore for black cock and allow these men to fuck her? Or did she want to try and remain faithful to her husband and deny her pussy the satisfaction it so obviously craved and needed. She needed to escape and to think with a clear head and that was impossible when she was in the presence of black men and their all powerful dicks.
She rose from her leaning position and turned around to face her tormentor. As she did, she was standing just a few inches away from him. She noticed that her body looked tiny in comparison to the towering black monster. Things were not helped by the fact that although he was fully dressed, she was effectively naked. Her tits were still hanging out of her bikini top and the bottoms, well she might as well have not bothered.
Jessie looked down at her and licked his fat ugly lips. He wanted to posses her and he wanted to posses her now. But at this stage, he still did not want to force the issue. He had achieved more today then he could have possibly hoped for. It was clear that it was only a matter of time before he would fuck the bitch.
Victoria however had no intention of being fucked by the black monster, for today at least. The orgasm had given her some temporary relief and she was, for now, thinking clearly. Escape was the only course of action she could think of. So she deftly sidestepped away from her attacker and ran, as quickly a she could, away from Jessie and to the safety of her bedroom...
Jessie merely looked on, in amusement. She was his and there would be no escape for the poor girl.
Wednesday
It was 9am and Victoria was getting herself dressed. Her mind was still in turmoil over the events of yesterday. She had still not resolved what to do. She had made love to her husband the previous night, hoping that would help convince her that she did not need black cock. Of course that strategy had failed miserably. Her husband's pathetic attempts to satisfy her had failed. Indeed to gain the satisfaction she craved, she had to wait for her husband to fall asleep and while he was snoring loudly, she had crept downstairs with her big black dildo and porno film, and masturbated herself to many a glorious orgasm. Watching those black cocks fuck and abuse that poor teenager had made her wonder what it would be like to be on the receiving end of such a fucking. In particular, what would it be like to be on the receiving end of a fucking by Amos and Jessie...



As Victoria dressed, she noticed that the outfit she chose was remarkably slutty for a Wednesday morning. Was she subconsciously dressing to please these black men who were about to enter her house. And what was she going to do when these black thugs arrived? Should she sack them and tell them that their behaviour was totally unacceptable? Well, that was the most obvious and sensible course of action. Os should she allow herself to be fucked and attacked like a common whore.
Well, she, Victoria, was going to take the former course of action. She was after all part of the WASP elite of America and was not some common white whore who could be abused at will by a couple of niggers. What would her father or granddaddy have to say about that? So with a renewed sense of confidence and vigour, she began to get dressed.
Fifteen minutes later she was looking at herself in the mirror. What she was the confident proud wife of James. A woman who would maintain the social segregation which had existed for centuries and a woman who would not be intimidated by men who, only a few decades ago, were being lynched by her grandfather. But she also saw a horny slut for Victoria had elected to confront the gardeners dressed in what could only be described as a revealing outfit. She was wearing a tiny pleated red and black check mini skirt. It barely covered her arse. Up top she wore the tightest white shirt that she possessed -- in all probability it was a size too small. She had not bothered to wear a bra, for some reason she thought that her tits were better off without one (or did she think that black men would prefer it if they out of a bra?). Naturally she had chosen to wear a g-string rather than the normal high cut French panties that were her usual preference. She felt more comfortable in a g-tring-- a piece of string up the valley of her buttocks was how all women should dress (or should dress for their black Masters?). To complete the outfit she wore four inch black heels. Victoria wondered why she had chosen to dress this way. Surely she should wear something more conservative? But this was the way she wanted to dress, since she had stared to watch all this black p0rm and had been in contact with these black gardeners, she felt an urge to dress like a slut. And why should she change now when she was happy with the way she looked and felt, notwithstanding the fact that she intended to confront these black men and fire their sorry asses?
And at that moment she heard Jessie and Amos arrive. They had a key to the house and had let themselves in. She froze with fear. These men wanted to fuck her. They were in the house with her alone. She knew if they wanted to take her, to rape her, there was nothing she could do to stop it from happening. She was at their mercy. And her pussy, as it did yesterday, predictably responded in the only way it could. It stared to get nicely warm and moist.
Despite this, she was determined to go downstairs to confront her enemies. She was determined that she would respond in a way that would lead to victory for her and her marriage. In a few moments, these men would be packing their bags and be out of her house and out of her life. She could easily explain the sackings to James. If he complained, she would fuck him to keep him happy. So, with a determination that she felt was lacking yesterday, she made her way downstairs.
When she got downstairs, she noticed that the men had already gone outside into the garden. When she got outside, Amos and Jessie had, unbelievably, sat themselves at Victoria's pretty white round garden table, drinking coffee and happily chatting away, oblivious to Victoria's sudden arrival. How dare they! She thought. These men were the hired help, they could not just sit themselves down on her expensive garden furniture and while away the time drinking her expensive Jamaican coffee. Somewhat angered by this obvious disregard to how things were supposed to be, Victoria strode purposefully towards the men. As she did, both men stopped talking and looked towards her. Her four inch heels made quite a noise on the newly laid paving stones and they looked over to see what was going on. The sight presented to them made both men's dicks stir in their pants. The flared pleated mini skirt was flapping up and down with each step and the men could see virtually all of her luscious, slim white legs. Her tits, although snugly encased in her white cotton shirt, could not help but deliciously jiggle up and down with each step. And since her shirt was made out of very thin cotton, it was blatantly apparent to the watching men that she was not wearing a bra. Indeed, they could clearly make out the outlines of her married white breasts and nipples.
No bitch would dress like that unless she wanted to be fucked, the men correctly surmised.
As Victoria approached them, she felt assured and confident in herself. She was convinced that she could carry out her threat and sack these men. She was the boss. They the hired help. She the wife of a multi millionaire businessman. They the manual help who should be lucky to even talk to her, let alone touch her! In no time they would be out and she would be heading towards Fifth Avenue for a spot of retail therapy.
However, all that confidence and assuredness evaporated the moment she approached the men for, as she arrived, she immediately noticed that on the table they were sitting around stood, upright in all its glory, her big black dildo! How did they manage to get hold of that, she thought? Then it hit her, last night when she was downstairs watching her p0ron movie and fucking herself with it, she must have forgotten to take it back with her. She must have left it on the couch and the men must have noticed it when they arrived. By leaving it out they were playing with her, trying to intimidate and humiliate her. Would she be the one to blink first and submit to these evil men's whims? Or would she be the one who stood up and dismissed these men out of her house?
Victoria desperately tried for the latter. She walked over to where Amos was sitting, and looking down at him started to try and sack the men. "Err, I think we need to t-talk..." She muttered out in a nervous, sweet tone. "I-I am not sure this is working out..."
Amos looked up at her and smiled. He was not remotely concerned. "What, do you mean, not working out? I think Jessie and I are doing a great job. On the garden. And on you, don't you think?"
"Err, I don't, don't know what you mean? I am sorry, but I think you will both have to leave, I am married, and I can't allow this to happen."
Both men said nothing, they just spent their time lingering over her luscious white body. They just eyed her up and down, savouring the way she had dressed for them, the way she was so obviously flirting with them, desperate for the men to posses her body, despite her feigned reluctance.
The silence was making Victoria feel very uncomfortable. It was not supposed to go like this. They should have accepted what she said, rather than just stay sitting in her chairs eyeing her up. And the way they were looking at her was making her pussy and tits tingle with delight. She could feel her g-string become damp with desire and her nipples starting to thrust out against her thin white shirt. They would be clearly visible to these men and that made her feel even more horny.
How she wished she had worn her bra. How she wished she had stayed hidden in her bedroom. But most of all, how she wished her body would not betray her like this. Her carefully laid out plans of saving her marriage were disintegrating before her eyes. She knew now that there was nothing she could do to stop these men from taking what they wanted and from becoming a whore for black cock. She was truly fulfilling her destiny...
But before she could, the phone went which caused everyone to come out of their respective perverse world. The phone happened to be on the garden table and, instinctively, Victoria leant over and picked it up to answer. Anything to take her away from the dreadful situation she had placed herself in, she thought.
"Hello."
"Darling, hi, it is me."
It was her husband. She now potentially had an excuse to excuse herself from this debacle and scamper to the safety of her locked bedroom. She could even now ask her husband to do the firing, even if he found out from these thugs about yesterday, she could always deny it. There was still time to save her marriage.
But her legs would not move. It was not just because she was frozen with fear, she knew that, as with Jessie and the molesting she had submitted to yesterday, her pussy was taking over. She was moving over to the dark side, the side where black men would rule her life. And her body was responding in a way that the sensible side of her brain was telling her not to. Her pussy was telling her to remain standing where she was, so that these men could continue to admire her body, to stare at her barely covered tits and pussy. She knew that in reality she had dressed with the sole objective of pleasuring these old lecherous black men. There could be no reason why she would have chosen such an outfit. She never dressed like that for her husband. Despite trying to convince herself that she had dressed in such a revealing outfit in order to display her confidence and to show that she was not intimidated by black men, nothing could in fact be further from the truth. She had dressed in order to please these men and she knew it. She had dressed on order for these men to enjoy her body and these were men that were old enough to be her grandfather but who, nevertheless, could fuck her like she had never been fucked before.
As such, she remained standing when her brain was telling her to run. She remained standing at the pleasure of her new black Masters...
"Oh, hi darling, how's it going?" Victoria mumbled, her brain all mushy at what was happening, barely able to form a coherent thought as she slipped, effortlessly, to the dark side.
"Oh you know, same shit different day. Just thought I would give you a quick call to thank you for last night. God, you were amazing! I have never made love like that before..." Last night they had fucked like they had never fucked before. Victoria, so horny after what had happened with Jessie, had fucked her husband silly all the while imagining that her husband was Jessie and that the cock inside her was not six inches but something a lot, lot bigger. "Yes, yes it was good." She lied. The sex had been poor. The dildo and the black porn had been good.
"Good? It was fucking amazing, I can't wait for tonight..."
At that moment, Amos, who was sitting right next to the standing Victoria, placed his big black hand on one of her legs and, very slowly, started to move it upwards. He figured correctly that Victoria was not in a position to protest and nor would she move away. That moment had passed. She was staying because she wanted this to happen. She stayed because she wanted to be abused by black men. Victory was theirs and they would take her while she was talking to the man who thought that he owned her. He did, but not anymore.
"Oh God!" Victoria screamed at this sudden invasion of her person. It had begun. She knew it would but had hoped it could have started after the call had ended. "What's wrong?"
"Oh, I was about to say "Oh God yes, I am really looking forward to tonight. God, yes it will be sooo good." Victoria had closed her eyes and was panting with desire. Just the feel of this old black man's hand on her innocent white flesh had rekindled all those forbidden, perverse feelings that she felt yesterday when Jessie had assaulted her. Amos had now moved his hand up to the top of her thighs and was feeling her firm white flesh. She had wonderfully toned legs and Amos savoured how young and smooth her flesh felt.
"Yes, yes it will. Where are you now?"
"Oh, I am in my bedroom..." Amos had now reached the top of her legs and had moved his hand around so that he could move it on to her arse. In no time his hand had confidently moved under her tiny flared skirt and he started to molest her naked young bottom.
"Are you alone? Where are the gardeners?"
"I am alone. The gardeners are outside working."
"Are you alright, you are panting again, you sound so turned on. Are you being a naughty girl and watching that dirty film?"
Victoria figured that this was a useful way out from her predicament. "Yes, yes, I am sorry, I am watching our porno film. I felt so horny after the way you fucked me last night, I am sorry, I need some release..."
"You naughty little tart, tell me what you are doing?"
Victoria started to pant out loud and she could barely speak while Amos felt up her married white bottom. It was a blatant act of sexual aggression and Victoria knew that her only response would, and should, be one of absolute submission. This man was taking what he wanted in total disregard to the fact that she was married and on the phone to her husband. She thought that such a man deserved total respect, a white boy could not be so confident. She figured that only a black man could steal another man's wife in such a brazen and arrogant fashion. She almost came as a result.
Amos was clearly only interested in taking his own pleasure, regardless of the difficulty this placed her in. And when he heard the conversation, this only emboldened him to be more brazen. So, looking at her he whispered, "Bitch, reach back and lift your skirt up for me." Victoria, looking at him in horror, was obviously terrified that her husband could hear, but instinctively she obeyed. If he could hear, then she would have to pay the consequences. Serving her black Masters now came first... So, with her free hand she reached back and lifted up her skirt. It did not take too much effort as it was so small and, in no time, she was voluntarily displaying her married white bottom to a man who was not her husband.
Amos smiled in delight. Although he had already seen most of her arse yesterday, he was still delighted to get another look at those perfectly formed orbs of white flesh. He gently stroked each cheek, savouring their firmness. Rarely does a man get to see, or feel, such flawless beauty, Amos thought. And, rarely does a man get to punish such beauty. So, with a cruelness that he so obviously possessed, Amos began to spank Victoria's arse.
"Oooh" was all that Victoria could mutter.
"What's going on?" James enquired. "I can hear what sounds like spanking? Have you got to the bit where they spank the schoolgirl's bottom?"
Victoria suddenly realised that her husband had, inadvertently, offered her a way out of her predicament. When Amos had started spanking her bottom, she feared that the game could be up. Having lied and told James that she was in her bedroom, she could not have used the excuse of yesterday of a black man's hand on her innocent white flesh actually being the sound of work being done in the garden. "Yes, yes, I am watching the bit where they spank her bottom. Oh yes, they are spanking it real hard. Ooh, that must hurt. Ooh, just look at the way they punish that naughty little bitch. Ooh James, they are spanking her, they are spanking her..."
"God, you sound so horny. We must get some more porn in. Do you like to watch girl's having their bottoms spanked? Would you like to have your bottom spanked, my naughty little wife?"
"Oh yes, I would love to have my bottom spanked, I would love to have it spanked hard..."
Amos and Jessie could not believe what they were hearing. Victoria and James were having phone sex in front of them where Victoria was relaying to her poor husband what they were doing to her. This was a happy development in their desire to get as much perverse satisfaction as possible out of this innocent white wife. Not only was she acquiescing to their every dirty whim, she was prepared to relay this, in a roundabout way, to her poor stupid husband. It was also quite likely that being a whore in front of her husband was part of the turn on for the bitch and they were more than happy to oblige.
It was an unbelievable turn of events where the supposedly prim and proper conservative white wife, who had come down with the purpose of firing these black men was, in a matter of minutes, once more allowing herself to be abused by them. And this time there could be no doubt to anyone that she was setting herself down a path of destruction, one where she would destroy her marriage and any semblance of sexual dignity that she had left. She was about to become a whore for black cock. A toy for these men and one to be abused at will.
In her utter and complete submission to this sad fact, she ever so slightly thrust her bottom out to better meet the spanks that were reining down on her defenceless cheeks. For her it spoke of her acceptance of the spanking and for whatever was about to happen. The men took it as such.
"Oooh, yes, spank it harder, spank that bitch's bottom harder. Ooh, she needs it, she needs it bad..." Victoria was clearly revelling in her role as a submissive bitch and, rather then talking to her husband, she was of course really pleading with her Masters to spank her harder, which they duly did. "Ooh James, her bottom is being spanked hard, her bottom is being spanked by two big black men. Ooh, James she is defenceless, she is defenceless, she loves it, she loves it..."
"Oh, God, Victoria, you are so naughty, I have never heard you speak like this before. Tell me, what are you doing?"
Victoria did not want to answer this question, she just wanted to revel in her bottom being spanked and enjoy the feel of this old black hand on her young white flesh. But the game had to be played. "I am lying on my bed, my legs are spread..."
On hearing this, Amos thought that this was a useful opportunity to change tact. He stopped spanking her bottom and instead thrust his hands between the valley of her buttocks and started to molest her young pussy. Naturally it was soaking wet. In no time he had easily thrust three of his fingers up hr tight wet cvnt.
"Oooh, God yes, that feels good. Oh that feels so gooood..."
"What feels good, what feels good, Victoria?"
"Oh, I have thrust three fingers up my pussy, oooh, now I have managed to get four fingers up my tight pussy." Amos had inserted in another finger. He knew the bitch could take this, and a whole lot more. "I am fucking myself James, I am fucking myself with my hand as I watch these two black men fuck this poor innocent white schoolgirl. Oh James, my pussy is so wet. Do we want me to insert another finger, James, do you want me to fuck me with all of my hand?"
"Oh yes, my dear, put all five fingers in your pussy and fuck yourself!" James cried out, as he inadvertently gave the order for a black man to fuck her with all of his hand. James had whipped out his penis and had started to furiously wank himself off. The thought of his wife getting turned on by that filthy black porno movie had caused him to experience an almighty six inch erection.
Victoria, looking down at Amos, with her lust filled submissive eyes, mouth open panting with desire, screamed out "Yes, yes, I am going to put another finger in my hot wet cunt." It was of course in fact a request for Amos to do so who, on hearing his bitch's request, shoved all five fingers up her soaking wet hole. "Oooh, God, James, I have five fingers in my pussy. Ooh James, it hurts. It hurts. Can I take them out, please let me take them out..." Victoria was of course pleading with Amos, rather than James, however both, for differing reasons, gave her a negative response. Amos merely shook his head whilst James, who thought he was forcing his wife to fuck herself, and was deriving great pleasure from the fact, did not want his fantasy to end. "No, no you mustn't. Fuck yourself. Fuck yourself hard, you naughty girl!" Victoria looked down at her black Master and screamed out "Ok, Master, I will fuck myself hard. Yes that's it, I am fucking myself hard, ooh, it hurts but I am doing it, do it, do it..." Amos started to thrust his fingers in and out of her cunt. Victoria meanwhile had started to thrust her bottom down on the big black hand that had cruelly invaded, and taken control, of her married white pussy. "Oh James, I am fucking myself hard. It is so good, it is sooo good..."



James had never been called "Master" by his wife before and he instantly took to the idea of his wife becoming a submissive slut for him. "Yes, yes call me Master, my horny wife and tell me, are you enjoying it, are you enjoying fucking yourself?" As Victoria incoherently blabbered out how much she loved fucking herself, James could not believe how much of a turned on little tart his wife had become and how much his marriage had changed. Only just a few days ago, they, America's archetypal white upper middle class Republican voting married couple, would never have dreamt of having phone sex. But now, in response to seeing on film a couple of huge black niggers fuck a poor schoolgirl, they were turning into nymphomaniacs. . Black dick was indeed powerful, he mused. Little did he know how powerful it actually was.
Victoria looked down at her real Master, Amos. Any idea that James had of being her dominant were merely his illusions of grandeur. Her white husband could not possibly have the wherewithal to Master her like she needed to be. Only a black Master could and she was now communicating with him alone. Her husband may have been on the line listening in, deluding himself into thinking that it was he to whom all the cries and pleas were being directed to, but for all intents and purposes, Victoria was alone with her black conquers. Men she knew would dominant her like the whore she so desperately wanted, and needed, to become. As such, looking submissively down at Amos, she cried out in delight, "Oh yes, Master I am enjoying it, I am enjoying fucking myself. But it hurts Master, it hurts having so many fingers up my pussy. Master, be gentle with me, be gentle..."
"No, you must fuck yourself hard. Ram those fingers up your pussy, my delightful randy little wife!"
"Yes, Master, I am fucking myself hard. Oh God, yes." Amos responded by aggressively thrusting all of his five fingers in and out of her pussy and it was so wet that the squelching noises were audible to James on the phone.
"God, you are such a naughty tart. Do you like watching those black man fuck that poor schoolgirl? Be honest with me, you naughty little tart, you like it, you fantasise about it yourself, don't you?" James closed his eyes and imagined watching his wife being fucked by two big black man, just as the schoolgirl was had been fucked on film. He did not really care for the response since he already knew what the answer was when he asked the question.
"Oh yes, James, I wish I was the schoolgirl in the video being raped by those two big black cocks. Ooh James, to be honest, it has always been my fantasy to be a schoolgirl and dominated by two old black men..." For the first time that day she spoke the truth and, as she did, she looked down at Amos, the old black man, who was actually dominating her.
Amos smiled at the naughty bitch. Her transformation from faithful loving wife to obedient slut was proceeding better than he had expected. Talking to him via her husband had told him how filthy this white bitch was (in his experience, all white women were fundamentally filthy whores who craved nothing more than a good fucking at the hands of a black man. Some of them would not admit it or carry out their fantasies, but the lucky few who did, never looked back).
Amos decided he wanted to change things slightly so, to Victoria's regret, he took his hand out of her pussy. "Oh!" Victoria exclaimed, in obvious disappointment. "What's happened?" James asked. All he could hear was panting down the phone. For a moment he wondered why he could not hear the film, sounds of schoolgirl cries as she was being gangbanged should have been ringing out. But then he realised that his wife would have put the film on mute in order for the gardeners not to hear what was going on. She was such a considerate wife, he thought. God he loved her so much.
His supposed loving wife was, at that very moment, not thinking about how much she loved her husband, she was thinking about how much she loved being abused by old black men and why Amos had stopped? The answer was quick in coming. Amos picked up her black dildo off the garden table, looking at it, smiled. There could be no doubt what was coming next, Victoria thought. Amos was going to fuck her with her dildo.
"What's happening? What are you doing?" James once more asked, desperate for news on what his horny wife was up to. "I am going to get fucked by my big black dildo. I am going to get my dildo and fuck myself with it."
"Oh, that is so naughty. What are you doing now? Tell me, quickly"
"I am getting myself into the correct position." Victoria had correctly deduced that standing next to Amos was not the most desirable position for him. If she moved in front of him, not only would he get a better view of her gorgeous young bottom, he could better shove that mighty dildo up her pussy. So, without any prompting from her Master, Victoria walked over from where she was standing and stood in front of Amos. She looked down at him, making sure he approved of her actions, conscience that she had not been ordered to do anything and she was taking the initiative. Even at this early stage of her life a whore for these men, she knew that she was there to do whatever they bid, discretion on her part was not the better path.
Amos looked up at her, he was expressionless. The bitch would learn in due course, but he was happy that she was making herself more available for him. Realising what she was trying to, he merely nodded his head in approval.
"What position are you getting yourself in? Talk to me!"
Victoria had turned around so she presented her bottom to Amos. She had then instinctively, without any prompting from her Masters, moved her legs apart so they were in a V position and leant forward, ever so slightly as she was wearing four inch heels and did not want to lose balance, and thrust her bottom towards her Master. This naturally caused her small pleated skirt to move further up legs, revealing almost all of her married white bottom. She correctly felt that this is what her Masters would want her to do. She was learning well.
She was now looking straight at Jessie, who was just smiling and stroking his cock which, although still covered in his overalls, looked huge. She had still not seen it, despite feeling its power yesterday, but judging by the impressive bulge in his pant, it was clearly beyond anything she had seen or experienced before. She licked her lips and panted with fear. These men were going, at some point, to hurt her, of that, there could be no doubt.
Not wanting to exclude her husband from the debauched proceedings, Victoria spoke once more: "First, I am going to spread my legs."
Amos then placed his hand on her bottom and started to feel it, it was so smooth and perfect. He slowly moved his hand up towards her the band of her g-string and started to drag it down her bottom and her legs. He wanted her pussy fully exposed. "Oh, and now I am removing my g-string, I want to expose my pussy. Ooh, it feels so wet, I am so turned on by these black men, their big black cocks and what they can do with them. How they can make that bitch scream..."
Amos had taken her g-string but had not removed it completely, because of her spread legs, it could only be taken down to the top of her thighs and there it remained, a fitting symbol of her defeat and these men's victory.
James, several miles away from his wife, alone in his office, closed his eyes and submerged himself into the most forbidden of fantasies -- that of his wife being fucked by some big black cock. In his dark fantasy, they would be on their wedding might and, as they entered their honeymoon sweet, they would be attacked by a couple of the black waiters who had served the, on their wedding table. They would have eyed his bride up during the night of the wedding and had decided to rape her. They would overpower him, tie him up in the bedroom and she would be raped right in front of him.
She would be stripped down to the pretty lingerie she had chosen for their special night, an outfit that was supposed to be for his eyes only. It would consist of white stockings, suspenders which were attached to a tight white teddy. Her big tits were too big for the teddy and they would have spilt out. They would have made her keep on her white veil as they fucked her, to emphasise that she was a bride being raped on her wedding night.
At first, of course, she would resist, but in not time, their massive 12 inch cocks would have taught her all about the power of black dick and she would be screaming out in pleasure, pleading for her attackers to fuck her harder. In one particular moment of the fantasy that James liked, she would be on all fours, staring right in front of her husband, and one of the rapists would be behind her fucking her. Her tits would be hanging down heavily, swinging to each thrust of her attacker. And as she was being raped, she would shout out to her husband over and over again, "So big! So hard! Fuck me! Fuck me hard..."
James was combining this fantasy with what was going on back home and he wanted to find out what his wife was doing as she too fantasised about being fucked by a couple of niggers. "Now what are you doing with the dildo, have you started fucking yourself with is?" he urgently enquired?
Victoria looked around to see what Amos was doing. He had picked the dildo up and was moving it towards her pussy. "I am about to put into my pussy but James, I am imagining that a black man is with me and he is going to put the dildo up my wet white married pussy. Oh James, I imagine that he is going to fuck me with it for being a naughty wife. Oh James, do you want your naughty wife to be fucked with this dildo. Do you want your wife to let this black man fuck me with our dildo? Tell me James, tell me..."
James was so immersed in the phone sex and the fact that his wife was acting out her fantasy which chimed so nicely with his, he could not do anything but play along, not suspecting for a second that she was relaying to him actual events.
"Yes, I want you to allow this black man to fuck you with our dildo".
"Ooh James, he is, he is putting the dildo into my pussy and it feels so big, ooh, be gentle" Victoria screamed, as she looked down at Amos who had roughly inserted half of the dildo up her tight wet cunt. Amos delighted that this slut of a wife had somehow managed to contrive a situation whereby she could explain to her unsuspecting husband exactly the events that were taking place, planned not to disappoint him and he started to shove as much of the 10 inch dildo into her pussy as he could. "Oh, my God, he has managed to get all of the dildo into my pussy. Oh James, he is now fucking me with it. He is fucking me hard..." Victoria thrust her bottom out to meet her thrusts and, looking straight at Jessie began to scream down the phone, "Fuck me, fuck me with that big black dildo. Oh I deserve it. I need it. Be rough with this naughty white wife!"
"Oh yes, my dear, you are so naughty. Tell me, what are you wearing as you allow these "black men" to abuse your body?"
"Oh James...harder harder... I have on the tightest slutiest outfit... oh that feels so good, so big...I am wearing that small red and black mini skirt, you know the one that I bought but never wore because it is too short. And I have on a tight white shirt and no bra." James knew exactly which skirt she was referring to, it was indeed very very short. He had persuaded her to buy it and had fucked her in it once, the day they had bought it. But after that she had, despite his numerous requests, refused to wear it, always maintaining that it was too short for her to wear in public. True, it barely covered her bottom, but God did she look great in it. As such, James doubted very much whether she was actually wearing the outfit, bearing in mind the gardeners were (supposedly) downstairs. As far as he was concerned, she could have been wearing a sackcloth, but the description of the outfit had served its purpose.
"Oh Victoria, that is naughty. You know how much I like that skirt, did you wear it because you wanted to impress those "black men" who are abusing you now?" James enquired, playing along with her fantasy, trying to throw more oil onto the considerable flames of their passion.
"Oh yes, James, I wore this outfit to please my black Masters. I wore it to seduce them, to allow them to savour my young body. I would never wear it for you, but I would wear it for them... oh harder harder..." Victoria responded truthfully. Amos and Jessie were now not sure whether her husband was actually aware of what was going on, so devilishly honest was Victoria. She was playing a risky game but they, however, could not risk anything, they were so close to their conquest and they did not want her husband to find out (yet) and possibly put an end to their wicked endeavours. Instead, Amos continues to slide the dildo in and out of her pussy, causing her to get close to her climax. He marvelled how big and black it looked up against her petite white bottom.
"Oh that is naughty. Yes, you are a naughty wife for wearing such an outfit for your "black friends". Have "they" taken your tits out of your shirt? If not, take them out, and let "them" play with them".
"No, James, my tits are still in my shirt. Do you want to me to ask one of the black men here to take them out and maul them, to slap them and to treat them roughly as they do in the film?"
"Yes! Yes, my dear. Ask them! Ask them!" James was getting close. The supposed imaginary story was getting all too much for him.
Victoria looked at Jessie, she was panting out loud as a result of his friend's actions, she was thrusting her bottom down on the dildo, anxious to get as much of it in her as possible. She now wanted him to abuse her big white tits. "Yes, I am going to ask one of the men to take out my tits" Jessie smiled, calmly got up and walked over to where Victoria was standing. "Oh God, James, he is coming over to me, he is going to take out my tits! Are you sure you want this? You are the only man who has played with them. You are going to allow another man, a black man to posses my big married white tities!" God, this phone sex was unbelievable, James thought. And she sounds so plausible, it is almost as if she does have a couple of black men with her... "Yes, yes, I want another man to posses your big white tits. I want this "black man" to maul them and to abuse them! Oh Victoria, you are so naughty..."
Jessie was now standing just inches away from his panting victim. He towered over her and looked down as she dutifully looked up, mouth open, pleading with him to take her tits out and to posses them. Then, without warning, he grabbed the folds of her tight white shirt and ripped it open, causing the buttons to scatter across the garden and her tits to deliciously wobble as they were violently set free. "Oh my God!" Victoria screamed, taken aback by the violence of his actions. She had expected him to gently unbutton her shirt and remove her breasts, but she was fast learning that, with black men, she should expect the unexpected, especially if the option was one of roughness over tenderness.
James had heard the sound of ripping and wondered what was going on. "What did you just do, my dear?"
"Oh, I just ripped my shirt open in passion, darling. I mean of course this black man ripped open my shirt. Oh James, he is taking out my tits. Oh James he is playing with them. Ooh, be gentle, don't squeeze them so hard. Oh James, he is pinching my nipples, oh he is pinching them hard. Oooh, James I have one black man playing with my tits and I have another one raping me with my dildo. Oh James, his big black hands can almost cover all of my big married white tits. He is mauling tits that were once yours and I can't do anything to stop them James! They are attacking me, James. They are attacking me. What shall I do, shall I allow them to attack me, to posses my body? A body that I swore in church I would keep only for you?" "Oh yes, you wicked tart. Yes! This is so good, you are so good at this. I could almost believe that someone was actually with you! Yes, my dear, allow your "friends" to posses your body..."
Victoria was just panting out loud, she could not respond, such was the state that these men had forced her in. She was now just stationary, she could barely move and if it wasn't for the support of Jessie by holding on to her jugs, she feared that she would have fallen over. She looked down at her mauled tits and the contrast with her delicate young white flesh and his big, black, ugly old hands could not be more striking. But it was this roughness and the fact that she was being forced into these degrading acts by such old men that was the cause of so much pleasure. Meanwhile, behind her, as Amos fucked her aggressively with her dildo, he had, with his other hand, taken to spanking her defenceless bottom. It was this, more than anything else that was the trigger for her orgasm.
"Oh James, it is too much, I am going to cum. Cum with me as these black men abuse your darling wife..."
On hearing this, James could do nothing else other than follow his wife's instructions and cum all over his expensive Armani pants. "Oh, yes, my gorgeous wife, I am cumming, I am cumming!" He screamed, in triumph at his wife's supposed fantasy being played out on the phone. If only he knew the truth...
A minute or so passed as both parties recovered from their intense orgasms. James's penis had remained hard. This did not happen too often, he thought. Clearly perverted phone sex with his wife being abused by imaginary black men was the way forward. Indeed, he had time for another orgasm, if his wife was willing to oblige him.
"My darling that was amazing. That was fucking amazing. Do you know for a second or two, I actually believed that there were a couple of niggers with you, you were so God damn believable!"
"Don't be silly, my darling. You know my body is only for you." She lied, as Amos removed the dildo from her pussy. Amos then got up and moved over to where Jessie was standing. She now had two big black men towering over her and she knew that this time, unlike yesterday, there would be no escape. These men would want her to pleasure them and there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop it from happening. Her journey down the path to becoming a whore for black cock would start properly now. All previous events had been mere foreplay to whatever was to transpire now. She was meant to serve these men, to give them pleasure, it was not supposed to be the other way around. The fact that she may derive pleasure from her abuse and domination was all secondary to the pleasure that she was being forced to give these black men.
Of course her husband did not know any of this and instead babbled on about how wonderful things were. "Yes, yes, of course I know you would always be faithful to me. I trust you implicitly. It was just so wonderful..." And on and on he went. And this time Victoria was not listening to a word he said, so terrified was she about what was going to happen to her next.
Amos, who could overhear James's incessant babbling, decided to take things into his own hands. He grabbed the phone from Victoria, who initially thought, with horror, that he was going to speak to her husband, but instead he put the phone on to mute. He then barked what would the first of many orders to the innocent white wife. "Strip bitch, but leave the heels on." He then put the phone down on the table and put it on speaker. "And deal with your wimp of a husband. If you can't get rid of him, sort him out but regardless, you will pleasure us now, bitch."
James was still babbling away as his wife followed her new Master's orders and, without hesitation or protest, she very slowly removed her skirt and g-string, allowing them to fall on the floor by her feat. With as much dignity as she could muster, she picked them up and placed them on the nearby chair. All was left was her shirt, which was still open after being ripped apart by Jessie. With little difficulty that too was removed and placed on the chair.



For the first time since she met James, she was proudly displaying her young body to a man other than her husband. And what a body it was. Despite the four inch heels, she still looked petite, especially in comparison to her attackers. She had the body of a porn queen and the comparisons to Jasmine Rogue, the Romanian porn Goddess, did not go unnoticed by the men, both porn connoisseurs themselves. She stood proudly upright, happy that her body was on view to her Masters. Her enormous tits stood proudly to attention, they were so pert they seemed to defy gravity in the way they were raised. Her nipples were bullet like in their stiffness and her closely trimmed pussy was still soaking wet with desire. She was panting and licking her lips, eager to find out what she would be ordered to do.
But her husband was still in the picture. He would not get off the phone, go quietly and leave his wife to her fate. On speaker, so everyone could hear James was, unintentionally humiliating himself by revealing to his wife and her attackers exactly what he was feeling. "Oh my darling, I am still hard. The way you described being attacked by those black men, it was such a turn on. I am so embarrassed, but I just can't help myself. It is not like I want you to be fucked by black guys or anything [he lied] it is just that the thought of you being dominated by other men, especially a race of people who we do not mix with, you know forbidden sex and all that, well it is such a turn on..."
Amos and Jessie laughed. The irony of it all. The poor fool had no idea that his sick fantasy was, in reality, being played out on his wife at that very moment. Amos went over to the phone and, looking at Victoria said, "Deal with the fool. Normally I would prefer it if you got rid of the idiot, but in this case, I think we can make an exception. Since he is deriving so much pleasure out of your supposed "fantasy", I see little reason why we should end the poor deluded fool's pleasure now." "No please, I can get rid of him. Let me pleasure you without James on the phone. Please..." Victoria was anxious to spare the man, she so desperately loved, any further humiliation. Her perverse needs did not necessarily mean that her husband had to be humiliated at the same time. If she could keep them quiet, somehow separate them from her normal lily white upper middle class existence, then that would be ideal.
But Amos was never going to be that kind. Even before Victoria had finished her sentence he put his hand up to stop her from going any further. He wanted her husband humiliated, not least because it added to the sexual tension here. He knew that deep down, Victoria wanted to be abused in the presence, however remote, of the man she loved. She was a whore, after all.
"Bitch, do not ever question my order again. In due course you will be punished, but we do not have much time. We have a delivery of stones due here in any minute but, before then, you need to satisfy your black Masters.
"Now, I want you to come over here and rub our black cocks until we cum. You will then allow us to cum all over you. We will of course avail ourselves of other parts of your body, but that will have to wait. For now, bitch, come over here, rub our cocks and talk to that poor fool of a husband of yours."
Victoria walked over to where Amos and Jessie were both standing and, as she did, Amos turned off the mute button on the phone. "Victoria, what's going on, are you still there?" James had realised that he had been going on and on for the last few minutes and his wife had not uttered a single word. "Yes, yes, I am still here, my darling. I have just put the phone on mute as I had to get undressed. I have been ordered to do so by my black Masters. Oh James, they are still here, they are ordering me about, they want me to do some wicked things with them. Tell me my dear, is your cock hard at the thought of me being naked for a couple of black men? Shall I do what they tell me to do? Shall I obey there every wish? I don't think I have much choice..."
James groaned with desire, his wife was still willing to continue with the dirty call and indulge his fantasy. God he was so lucky to have married such an understanding wife, a wife who willing to role play for him and to satisfy what he recognised to be his disgusting needs.
"Yes, yes, do what they tell you to do. What have they told you to do? What are they doing to you?"
"James, they have ordered to me to play with their big black cocks. They want me to rub them until they cum. They have told me that they are going to cum all over me. I know you have wanted to do that to me, to cum over my face, and I have never let you because it is disgusting. But I am going to let these black men do it because they are forcing me James. Oh James, they are forcing me to be a whore for black cock. Save me, James, save me..."
"Oh my darling, I can't. I can't. You must do whatever they tell you to do, my naughty wife!"
"Oh James, they are now playing with my tits. They are playing with my big white married tits. Each man has grabbed hold of one. Oh James..." As Victoria had moved over to Amos and Jessie, they in turn each moved to her side and grabbed hold of some succulent titie flesh and started to abuse it. Victoria, anxious to please, instinctively put her arms behind her head and thrust her chest out towards her Masters. This naturally had the affect of making her tits look even bigger. It did not go unappreciated and each man decided that her tits, like her arse deserved to be slapped. So there then followed some titie slapping, with each man cruelly slapping a tit which caused her tender white flesh to turn red. Victoria screamed out in pleasure. Her pleasure was one of pain being inflicted on her at the hands of black men. Perverse in the extreme, she reflected.
"James, they are slapping my tits, they are slapping them hard. I think they want to hurt me. I think they want to make me their whore. Oh James, what should I do, it hurts, oh it hurts..."
James heard the sound of slapping on the phone and naively assumed it was Victoria slapping her own tits. Poor deluded fool. Once more he closed his eyes, started to play with his penis and imagined that his wife was actually in the hands of two big black men, at their mercy, unable to stop them from doing whatever they wanted to do with her. If only he knew the truth... "My dear you must let them, let them do what they want. You are at their mercy."
Amos and Jessie could not believe the poor fool was inadvertently directing his wife to do their bidding. Not wanting to disappoint him, they unzipped their pants and took out their massive black cocks. Jessie's was 13 inches in length and at least 2 ½ inches in girth. Amos's was slightly smaller at 12 inches. Both were as black as coal and the scariest things that poor Victoria had ever seen. They took her hands from behind her head and placed then on their dicks. She was now standing between these two huge black men, naked but for her heels, which raised her body to perfection, holding on to two of the biggest dicks she was ever likely to see. Then men continued to play with her tits, harshly flicking her nipples and aggressively mauling them. "What's going on?" James was keen for his wife to continue with her story. She had not spoken now for 30 seconds. Victoria was of course speechless. As the men had unzipped themselves, she looked down in fear. That fear was only compounded when they wrenched out their horse like cocks from their overalls. She thought she was dreaming when she saw them. Sure she had seen similar cocks in her porno film. But it was one thing seeing them on screen, another thing entirely seeing them in the flesh, especially when she was expected to serve them.
And it was only when she was forced to hold on to them did she start to truly understand the power of black dick and how it was going to change her life. The first thing that became apparent was that she could not fully get her hand around them, so big were they. The second thing that dawned on her was that some day, not today clearly, but soon enough, those cocks would, whether she liked it or not, be invading her mouth, pussy and, most likely, her arse. And that thought made her shiver with fear and delight. Then, thoughts quickly turned to the poor schoolgirl on screen and how she had been made to serve cocks of a similar size and power and of her screams of pleasure and pain as she was taken again and again and again. That would be her and even if she wanted to stop her Masters, there was nothing she could do. She was now a whore for black cock. She was born to serve these men and other black cock that they ordered her to serve.
Sadly thoughts also returned to her pathetic husband, a man who, from a sexual perspective was rapidly diminishing in importance. A man who was wanking himself off to his wife's supposed "fantasy". A man who, with his penchant for p0rm and desire for his wife to dress more like a slut, had thrown her into the hands of the black man. And they were both about to discover that once you go black, you never go back.
"James, they are making me rub their cocks. They are making me rub their big black cocks. Oh my God they are so big, so powerful. I have never seen anything like it before.
"James, they are now forcing me down on to my knees, they want me to rub their cocks. They want me to rub their big black cocks. Oh James, I am on my knees now and I am rubbing their cocks. They are so big James. They are so big. Much bigger than your cock, James. I don't think I could ever handle such a cock in my pussy, James, what if they force me, what of they rape me..."
"Oh Victoria, rub their cocks. Do what they tell you to do. If they rape you, submit, you naughty girl..."
"Oh James I will, they are my Masters. Tell me James, are you rubbing your cock? Are you rubbing your small cock white cock whilst I rub my Masters big black cock? Does it turn you on that your wife is being forced to rub another man's cock. Does it turn you on that it is a couple of black men who are forcing your wife to become their sex slave?"
"Yes, yes it does turn me on. I have always wanted you to be a slut. A whore. And yes, I am rubbing my cock whilst you are rubbing those black cocks. Oh Victoria I am close..." It was actually a good thing that James was close, had he not been he may have noticed the unmistakeable sound of two black cocks being rubbed. So much pre-cum had been released by both man on to their dicks that the sound of a cock being rubbed off was clearly audible down the phone.
Victoria looked up at her Master and noticed that both men had a look of cruel determination and, like her husband, they were close. It was not just Victoria's sweet ministrations on their big ugly cocks that was the cause of their impending climax. The sound of her husband and the fact that his wife was being forced to humiliate him was also a cause of much of their evil pleasure. "Oh James, they are close, my Masters are close to cumming all over your innocent wife's white body. Oh James, they are close to releasing their black spunk all over the body that once belonged to you. James, are you close, cum with them James, cum with them as these men defecate your wife's body..."
"Yes, yes I am going to cum. Tell me when to cum. Tell me when your "black Masters" come over you."
"Oh James, they are close. Their dicks seem to be getting harder, and their balls look so big, I imaging they will shower me with spunk." It was all true. Their dicks seemed to Victoria to grown in strength and in size. They felt like rods of black steel in her delicate white hands. Both men were now panting out load. Victoria, conscience of not allowing her husband to hear these sounds (could be difficult to explain), was ever more anxious for these man to cum, and for her husband to cum, so that these debauched proceedings could come to a happy end. As a result, she rubbed their cocks even more furiously. This had the desired affect. They both simultaneously rocked their hands back and opened their mouths. Normally they would scream out loud but instead they made muffled noises of delight. And, in any event, these sounds were drowned out by Victoria yelling down the phone "They are cumming. James, they are cumming. Cum, my darling husband, cum as my black Masters, cum on my body. Oh God, they are cumming. So much spunk..."
And boy did her Masters cum. They had directed their cocks at her face and they sprayed it with copious amounts of thick white creamy spunk, amounts which only a black man could produce. In the space of a few seconds, Victoria's once innocent white face was covered all over with the spunk of two black men. She naturally screamed out in horror at this abuse. "Oh God, my face is covered in spunk. Oh James, they have cum all over me and they have so much spunk. Oh James, I am covered with another man's spunk. There's so much. Some of it is on my tits..." "Oh darling that is good, that is so good, I am cumming also, I am cumming, aggghhhh..." and James came as his wife's body was being covered by another man's spunk.
A minute or so subsided before anyone spoke. And thankfully it was James and he was ending the call. "Darling that was a great story! You are so good at that, we should have phone sex more often. You and your imaginary "black Masters" are always invited. Look we will talk this evening, I have to go now and clean myself up. I have a meeting in five. Chao, darling." And with that he hung up, he had not even waited for her to speak.
Victoria had just stayed kneeling on the floor, face and tits covered with spunk. She was finally alone with her Masters. Them and their impossibly big black dicks. Dicks which, although she still held in her hand, were rapidly deflating. It was Amos who broke the silence. "Well, that was not bad, for starters. But we would normally expect so much more from our whores than a mere hand job. In normal circumstances we would ask you suck us off, but our delivery will be here any minute and we need to make some progress if we are to get any money out of your pathetic husband. Tomorrow we will use your mouth, but for now you should go and clean yourself up, you look filthy." And with that dismissive tone, Amos indicated that she should go.
However Jessie had other ideas. "Hang on a second, stay kneeling on the floor, bitch." Victoria obeyed, somewhat confused. Did they have time to force her to suck their cocks or not? All would be revealed in a second. "You do look filthy, but I have a way to clean you up nice and quickly..." Jessie moved around to stand right in front of her and his cock was now just inches away from her face. Holding his cock, he once more directed it towards her face and, grinning intensely, looked down as she, in her most natural and submissive way looked up, waiting to submit to whatever perverse wish he had. She assumed he would ask her to suck his cock. To suck it until it became hard once more and he would then ejaculate down her throat.
She could not have been more wrong. Jessie instead, to her horror, started to piss on her beautiful face. Laughing as he did , he cried out, "Boy, I needed to take a leak for a while and now that I can, I can clean this filthy bitch up! That's it, take my warm piss, you fucking dirty whore..." Both men were laughing uncontrollably as torrents of warm yellow piss rained down on poor Victoria's once innocent face. Despite screaming in disgust (which of course allowed some of the piss to enter her mouth) she did not move or flinch. She remained exactly where she was, allowing herself to be abused in this horrifying manner, only too aware that she was there to serve her black Masters in whatever perverse way they desired.
Jessie moved his cock down slightly and directed it at her breasts, cleaning off the remnants of their ejaculation with his piss before returning to her face.
After a minute or so, once Jessie had finished, a drenched looking Victoria rose from her kneeling position. She looked an utter mess. A once proud, confident white wife, married to a multi millionaire had been reduced to a whore who was willing to allow an old man to piss on her. How did it come to this? Before Victoria could analyse the situation, from the front of the house, the arrival of a truck could be heard. The stones had arrived and she had escaped any further abuse for the day.
Amos, once more looking her in that fearful intimidating fashion, said "Tomorrow, you will suck our cocks. Go."
To be continued...
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Katie Jones arrived at the studio at the appointed time. To say she was nervous was an understatement. It was her husband's idea that she went through with the photo shoot, despite her best efforts to convince him that they should wait. They would find the money from somewhere. Just give her time to get a job, she told him. There was that interview for the hostess job in a night club in just a few days time. Why did she have to do this now? She could get the job and their money problems would, in an instance, be solved.
Frank would always get exasperated whenever they talked about this, which in the current environment was almost every hour of every day, explaining to her over and over again that they could not wait. They needed the money now and the money being offered by Jack Wells, his boss, was too good to turn down. And it was money in the bank rather than the possibility of money from a job which she may or may not get.
And boy did the Jones' need the money. Frank, aged 35 was a middle ranking manager for a major bank in the City of London. He was married to the stunning Katie who had been his secretary for a short while. She was a mere 21 years old. She had been 19 when they first met and the dirty bugger had done rather well in nabbing such a fine piece of ass. Firm policy had dictated that one of them had to leave, relationships with co-workers were not tolerated. So it made natural sense for Katie to leave since Frank had the better job. She very quickly got a job with another bank, their marriage blossomed and soon thereafter they got married.
Then, like most newly weds, they decided to buy the big expensive house in one of those middle class suburbs. They could not really afford it but, a couple of years ago, interest rates were low and the mortgage broker told them they should leverage themselves up, pay next to nothing on the interest and, if and when rates did go up, well they were both in jobs, their salaries would have gone up so there should be no problem in repaying the loan. Like so many others, they bought into this dream and they bought a large 5 bedroom house in the affluent town of Guildford, Surrey, home to many well paid bankers.
Alas 2007 was a very different place than 2005. Not only had interest rates rocketed up to eye watering levels, but the sub prime crisis and the subsequent credit crisis had caused a wave of redundancies across the financial sector in London. The once great titans of the financial world were now on their feet and there were cutbacks galore in London and it was not long before Katie lost her job. Then they fired a whole swath of managers at banks but luckily for Frank, he was one of the few who were spared. New managers arrived with an aggressive way of doing business. Failure was not tolerated and everyone had to prove themselves. Bonuses were ruthlessly cut and salaries frozen. And still rates rose and the Jones' found it increasingly difficult to meet their mortgage repayments, especially on one person's income.
Their financial situation had, like for many other Britons, got progressively worse and worse. It had got to the stage where Frank and Katie's savings had gone and they could no longer make ends meet. Something had to give. They could either sell their house, but in the current market they would get less than what they paid for (disaster) or alternatively they could fall in arrears and the bank would repossess. Also a disaster. The only option was to generate another income stream and that is where young Katie came in.
Katie desperately tried to find work but, with so many people with superior qualifications out there unemployed and looking for work, it was proving rather more difficult than she envisaged.
The problem for Katie was that her main asset was her body, and she was reluctant to utilise it. Indeed Katie could have easily been a model, well a glamour model at least since she was petit at 5 ft 4. Not only that, if she wanted to make real money she could easily have been a porn queen, her looks were so good (and filthy). She could have easily been mistaken for the Romanian porn Goddess, Jasmine Rogue. She was the image of her. Blonde, slim, beautiful angelic face, an ass of a 10 year old boy and the most sinful pair of tits imaginable - which were impossibly big for such a petit body. Those 34DD jugs never failed to go unnoticed by men who could not help but to stare at her young body.
And during the last 6 months of looking for work, some of the agencies had suggested modelling and implied that there was a considerable amount of money on offer if she stripped off her clothes and displayed her young, tight body to the paying public. A few had gone so far as to mention the large sums on offer for appearing in a porno film. She had of course always resisted. She was far too shy to display her body to anyone else other than her husband. When she got married, she had been a virgin. The only man who had ever seen her fully naked, with the lights on, was her husband. That would be until today.
And as for appearing in a porno film? Don't be silly. Respectable middle class married girls living in affluent Surrey did not appear in porno films. (Or so she thought).
However, today all that was going to change. And the instigator of poor Katie's change of heart? Well her husband, naturally.
Frank had become, a few years ago, a member of a very select, secretive photography club. He had been introduced to it by one of his co-workers. Their sole purpose was to indulge in their fantasy of taking pictures of young girls. They would ask them to dress up in various outfits, maybe as a schoolgirl, nurse, secretary or in just some skimpy revealing lingerie etc. Essentially whatever took their fancy. And in return the girls were paid a considerable some of money. And the money they got, got higher the more they exposed.
So, for instance, if a girl did not want to disclose her tits or pussy to the eager men, she would get a flat fee of £200 per session. She would dress up, reveal a little leg and cleavage and that would be it. Not bad for two hours work. However, revealing her tits, well that would cost an additional £100; her pussy a further £100 and, to reveal her anus, a whopping £150. So, in total, a girl could make in one two hour session £550 plus tips. Not bad. And many of the girl's were repeat performers, they would come back once or twice a week and, if they were going full on naked, they would clear at least £1,100 a week, cash in hand, no tax, thank you very much.
And where did all these glamorous girls come from? Well, the club would regularly advertise for them in various magazines and newspapers. They would ask for high class glamour models who were interested in making good money for some private work. Interested applicants were asked to send in a full picture of themselves plus their vital statistics to an anonymous address. If they looked like they had a body worthy of being photographed, they would be asked in for an interview by the chairman of the club. There was, of course, a careful vetting process since they only wanted girls of a certain "calibre" to participate -- i.e. they had to posses a body sufficient to fulfil what the men wanted. And there were no shortage of applicants. Schoolgirls wanting money to supplement their drink and drug habit; college girls paying their way though college; and last, but not least, hot horny young housewives who either fancied adding a little spice to their dull married life or needed money to put food on the table.
And it was the last category that the club liked the most, the forbidden flesh of a young wife who was revealing herself because they were desperate for the money. These type of women were rapidly on the increase as the economic situation deteriorated and they were the most willing and were prepared to reveal the most. They came back again and again as their inhibitions melted away and their bank balance swelled. All of them would never reveal to their husbands that they were models, most would claim that the money came from doing some other mundane job. And, crucially for the club, most of them eventually came to revel in revealing their body to men that were not their husband.
Initially, they would just want the £200 flat fee. They would just dress up in a sexy dress, maybe a short mini skirt which revealed their legs and they were always made to wear stockings, suspenders, suspender belt and a g-string. The skirts were always of a length that allowed the flesh above the stockings to be on display. They would first be asked to sit in a chair, cross their legs so the skirt would rise up their delicious thighs and the tabs of their stockings would be revealed. They would then be asked to undo a few buttons of their shirt so that there cleavage and tits (at that stage they would still be covered by a small lacy black bra) would be on display. Some would even agree to take the bra off, provided the shirt remained on. That made little difference to the cunning men since the shirt's they were made to wear were always made out of the thinnest, most transparent cotton imaginable and, under the glare of the camera lights, you could clearly make out the outline of their tit flesh.
If they enjoyed the basic session, almost all would return with a view of just doing the basic session again. But once the photographers had demonstrated an element of trust with the young ladies, the women would became more comfortable in their presence and on that second visit, which was always at night, a little wine would be served. They would be asked if, instead of making £200, they fancied making £300, for the same work. All they would have to do was show off their tits to a bunch of old middle age married men who were in it for a bit of fun. Why not, they would think and, before you knew it, they were opening up their blouse displaying their tits.
It was so easy that after that and showing off their arse and pussy became a mere formality. The men would ask them to raise their skirt to reveal their g-string. They always did. And it was the most skimpiest of g-strings that money could buy. The front would barely cover their married pussy, whilst the back consisted of just a piece of string. Their wonderful bottoms would be entirely on display to the flashing cameras.
Look, for another £100, take off your g-string and show us your pussy? We can pretty much see it already, they would say. That's true, the girl would think. She would probably be on her third glass of wine by then and off they would come. And then the piece de la resistance would be offered. £150 for turning round, spreading your legs, reach back and open up your lovely little bottom cheeks so we can see your anus. There, have you ever made an easier £150 in your life?
£550 for a two hours work well, that was enough to help pay the mortgage and stave off the creditors. And since the money was so good, within a week they would be back, and this time they would not hesitate. Within 5 minutes of the shoot, they were stripping off just to their stockings, suspenders and heels. Maybe they would be asked to put in a see-through teddy which allowed their tits to be clearly visible. They would then be asked to scoop them out, raise their teddy or to take off completely. Essentially they were quite happy to do whatever these men wanted and to reveal their tight gorgeous married bodies. Most were prepared to spread there legs and allow the men to intimately photograph their pussies, get on all fours, arch their back so their anus would be on display. They would be ordered to thrust their tits out and to suck on their own nipples in order for them to be hard and erect. All, without fail, obeyed.
But that was as far as it would go. None of the men touched the girls or, for that matter, was any type of sexual activity permitted, either performed by the girls on themselves or with any of the members of the club. That was strictly prohibited. In this club at least.
For there was another club, a club that Frank was not a member of. The Platinum Club. Membership to The Platinum Club was strictly invitational only. And it was far from easy to get an invite. From what Frank could gather, it appeared that the existing members had to be satisfied firstly that you were of sufficient standing in society -- i.e. they felt that you were, in whatever your chosen profession, of a high enough ranking. Frank was aware of generals in the army, judges, directors, chairman etc all being members of The Platinum Club. And secondly you had to be able to afford it.
You see, all the money paid to the girls came out of the pockets of the members of The Platinum Club. They seemed quite happy to subsidise the initial shoots and at first, when the junior members joined, their charity seemed hard to explain? Why would they be prepared to pay so much money just to see pictures of girls being photographed? But then a pattern would emerge. Girls would turn up for a maximum of three shoots only and then they would never be seen again by the junior members.
On the initial shoots, one Platinum Member only would be present. They were there to ensured that the strict rules of the junior club were adhered to. These supervising Platinum members were always one of four people (Jack was one) and they were regularly rotated, each supervising a different girl.
On the third, or sometimes second, shoot (depending how it had progressed) another Platinum Member would arrive to observe. Their identities were never revealed to the junior members. These men were always middle age or old, aloof, appeared to be rich and would never bother themselves by talking to the mere junior members. They would never take pictures and would just sit at the back of the room, smoking a cigar and having a glass of whisky, say very little and, it seemed, assess the girl. For what purpose, know one really knew.
After the shoot was finished they would, away from the junior members but with the supervising Platinum member, talk to the girl. After that, the girl would never be seen by the junior members again. It was obvious that she had either agreed to become a model for The Platinum Club or, if she had turned them down, was never invited back to the junior club. In a month or so time, another girl would emerge and the process would begin again. Basic shoot followed by stripping off, Platinum Member chat, disappearance of girl. Junior members would never know because Platinum members would never ever talk to them about the girl or what they had offered. Any time a junior member talked about The Platinum Club to a supervisor, they would be shot down and told to stay out of business that did not concern them.
Sometimes, and only sometimes, a junior member would disappear and it became apparent that they had been invited to The Platinum Club. A condition of membership seemed to be total cut off from junior members. And despite the friendships developed over the years, whatever The Platinum Club offered, it seemed to be worth it.
What was it that The Platinum Club offered? Junior members could only guess but it did not take a genius to work out that the girls were asked to step it up for the older, richer members. One assumed what they did was more explicit in nature and maybe even the veto on sexual activity was lifted. But despite Frank's best efforts, he could never be sure.
Frank was just happy to be a member of the junior club. Taking pictures of naked girls was great. When he got married he had initially lied to Katie about what he was up to, but in the end he told her the truth. She did not mind, so in love was she. And when she was convinced that he never touched the girls, she thought nothing more about his club.
That was of course until today, when she was outside the door of the studio which the junior members used. She had, despite her better judgment, been persuaded by Frank to model for the junior club. Frank had told her that after one basic shoot and two more of the revealing shoots, they would make £1,300. And with the inevitable new found confidence, she could maybe start a modelling career. It was perfect, Frank told her, he would always be there with her, nothing could happen to her, they would make some money and with the photos they took, put together a portfolio and she was off in her new career and their financial problems were solved!
And there was one more additional benefit for Frank. An oh so very very nice benefit. Of course, following the third shoot, when she was invited to the Platinum Club, before turning them down, she could find out more about what was offered. You see Frank had made it clear to his wife that for his little plan to work, no one at the shoot could know that she was his wife. That, for obvious reasons, was strictly forbidden. He knew that his little club was a mere feeder for the main event. If a wife ever got in, then the secret of what went on, and with whom, would be out. Whilst some of the junior members whom he went out with for a beer with knew he was married, he knew that no one had ever met Katie. Even his boss Jack had not met Katie, he did not even have a picture of her at work.
As such, the apparently clever Frank came up with his plan. First he sent in Katie's picture to a PO Box address in the magazine that the club used to advertise for girls. Since she stunningly beautiful, an initial interview was inevitable. And sure enough, a week or so later, an email came to Katie's account asking her for an interview at a bar. The result was a formality and she was invited to the shoot. A date was given and Frank ensured that he was registered that date to be one of the photographers. You see, only a maximum of four photographers, including the supervisor, were ever allowed at a shoot as you did not want to initially intimidate the poor girl.
Furthermore, Frank promised her that she would not have to do anything she did not want. If she felt it was getting out of hand, she could put a halt to proceedings. He assured her that if necessary, he could put a stop to things by telling the other guys to lay off. He even said he would disclose to everyone that she was his wife and rescue her, even if it meant that he would inevitably be thrown out of the club.
Katie agreed and that is how this poor, nervous, shy, beautiful wife found herself outside a modelling studio. Inside she knew that there were up to four men, one of whom was her husband, and she was expected to model a slutty outfit, of their choice, and show off as much of her body as possible. The more the better, in fact. She had never, in her young life, been more afraid than she was at that moment as her shaking hand went up to the door bell. For a moment she hesitated, then she made the fateful decision and pressed the button. Little did she know that from that moment, her life, and her husband's, would never be the same again...
After a minute or so, the door was opened and there was Jack, looking down on the innocent beauty. "Ah, Katie, we have been expecting you. Do come in. Come on in." Jack said, in his soft but commanding voice. Jack was around 50 years old, tall and in good shape. Having played lots of rugby in his youth he was very broad and muscular and, which through regular exercise today, meant he was still in good shape. Whilst he may have had the body of a 25r year old, alas the ageing process had caught up with him in other ways as his blonde hair had started to turn silver grey. His model's face was also looking a little warn but he was still strikingly hansom, a fact that did not go unnoticed by Katie.
As Katie greeted with him with a firm handshake, she looked up at his lovely blue eyes and his soft features and at that moment she felt a little weight being lifted off her shoulder and a little less nervous. She had expected it to be a bunch of old bearded, fat sweaty men perverted men (other than her Frank) who just wanted to ogle her body and would be slobbering all over themselves as they took pictures of her young innocent body.



But Jack was the total opposite of what she expecting. Here was a tall, good looking, well dressed gentleman who could easily pass for a kind uncle, or indeed her father, and who did not look like a sexual pervert at all. If only she knew.
Jack was actually a serial sexual predator of the worst kind and, as he very subtly put his hand on the small of her back, just above her delicious young bottom and led her to her fate, he marvelled at what a stunner this bitch was and how he was going to enjoy seducing her and turning her into a whore.
He looked down at what she was wearing. Most girls when they arrived the first time would dress conservatively, but this bitch was different. She was wearing a tight, small light blue denim micro mini which revealed both her arse and all of her legs to perfection. Up top she wore a tight orange t-shirt which accentuated her 34-DD tits to perfection. To finish it off, she wore 4 inch white heels which raised her bottom up even more.
As they walked down the corridor and approached the entrance of the studio, Jack, always the gentleman, ushered Katie in and, as he did, he allowed his hand to come off the small of her back ever so briefly and rested it, for no more than a second, on her firm young bottom. Katie thought it must have been a mistake. It was no mistake.
As Katie was ushered in she got another surprise. There was Frank, innocently playing with his camera, but there was only one other man. She had expected at least two, that was Frank had told her. And she had expected the men to be younger. She knew that Jack was a Platinum supervisor so he expected the other junior members to be younger.
The old man immediately, and confidently, went over and said, in a posh, upper class voice said, "Delighted to meet you, my dear, I am General Fred Jackson, but you can just call me General."
"Yes, hello, General." Katie nervously offered her hand and which Freddie greedily accepted.
"And this is Frank" said the General, as he introduced Katie to her husband. Somewhat nervous, and anxious not to slip up, both parties shook hands awkwardly, "Pleased to meet you, Katie." Frank said. Katie noted that he looked just a touch nervous. He had been so confident and blasé about the plan, she wondered what was the cause of the nerves? Was he getting second thoughts? Was he going to put an end to this?
Alas, no. The nerves were caused by the fact that Frank was the only junior member present. General Jackson was a Platinum member and it was unprecedented, in his 10 years of doing this, for there to be two Platinum members at an initial shoot. Also why was he the only junior member? Surely some others would have wanted to come and take pictures of Katie? It was all a little odd. When he arrived, he thought there was some mistake and he had inadvertently got the dates wrong and he was actually at a Platinum shoot. But Jack assured him there was no mistake and everything would be explained to him in due course. It was hardly reassuring but what could Frank do? Cancel and risk losing the money. Or allow the shoot to proceed and if anything was out of hand, he, or more probably his wife, would stop things.
He did not have much time to dwell on it before Katie arrived and now that she was here, he decided, rather nervously (and foolishly), to let events take their course. And they would, as the General started things off. "My dear, I think at the interview you met James, another one of my colleagues and he would have explained to you what we do here and how the fee structure works." The General was adopting a no-nonsense attitude in his approach to Katie, and it certainly made her feel like very much the subordinate and he the superior. "Now, do you want one of us to go through it all again for you before we begin?"
Katie looked up at him, like Jack, the General was tall, slim and well built. Both men, she noted, were a good 6 inches taller than her husband who was short at 5ft 6. But whereas Jack was handsome, there was a somewhat harsh look about the General. He looked at least 60 years old, had a stern features, black hair that was jelled back (and probably dyed) and a harshness that possibly came from years of service in the armed forces. But somehow, his evilness and sternness was attractive. "No, no need to explain again." Katie replied, in a sweet innocent sort of way. She dared not upset this man.
"Excellent so we will begin. I don't think we need to delay for a moment longer, so why don't you pop along into the room over there and get changed. You will find your outfit in there. Make sure you put on exactly what is in there for you. Failure to do so will lead to a termination of our arrangement. Do you understand?"
"Yes, General", Victoria replied immediately . She was rapidly getting used to taking orders from these men, in particular the General. She seemed to like it and found it perfectly normal to be ordered around by old men in authority.
So, without looking at her husband, she walked straight past him towards her dressing room. As she did, all three men starred at her arse, marvelled at it and in particular the way it was so beautifully displayed in that ridiculously tight micro mini.
However, two of the men's thoughts were rather different than those of the other, her husband: they knew that it was only a matter of time before that bottom was revealed to them in all its glory and, at some point, they would spank, fuck and own it. Her bottom would very soon cease to be the sole preserve of her foolish husband...
"Well, we better get things ready." Jack said, as the young wife disappeared into the dressing room. "I am just going next door as I have a few things to do. I will leave you two to it." And Jack disappeared into a room directly opposite Katie's dressing room. Indeed, whenever a girl entered the dressing room, the Platinum supervisor would always disappear into the same room, claiming he had something to do. The junior members just used to put it down to laziness, so James was somewhat surprised that Jack had left him with the General to help. He would have thought he would have stayed, especially when it seemed that the General was a more senior member.
Frank had no time to dwell on this as the General started to bark orders, "Now come, let's get the lighting fixed..." and Frank started to prepare for his wife's first modelling shoot.
As Katie entered the room, she immediately noticed the clothes rail at the back with a few items hanging up and a few more folded on a nearby dresser. She walked over and looked at what she was being ordered to wear. Hanging up on the rail was a dark navy blazer, white cotton shirt, grey micro mini skirt and a tie. Katie then noticed that, folded on the dresser were a pair of black stockings, suspenders, suspender belt and g-string and a tiny lacy see through black bra which was clearly too small for her lovely big breasts and a pair of black heels. They were five inches high and were the highest heel she had ever seen.
Katie was being asked to dress up like a schoolgirl. No, she was being asked to dress up like a sevy slutty schoolgirl. Panic immediately set in. Frank had assured her that on the first sessions, girls were always asked to wear a sexy dress, but never anything more revealing or asked to dress in costume. He told her that the girls were never scarred off if they started things slowly and were more likely to return. And Katie had no reason to disagree since she had seen most of Frank's pictures, and the subsequent ones.
But she was being asked to skip a level and dress up like a young sexy schoolgirl. Katie was aware that her young, tight body in a schoolgirl's outfit would certainly appeal to old perverted men like the General. And possibly even the kind looking Jack. What was going on? And why was her pussy getting wet at the thought of dressing up and pleasing these old men?
Of course, she did not have to dress as instructed, but then she remembered the firm words of the General: "Make sure you put on exactly what is in there for you". Her brain was telling her to walk out, tell them she had changed her mind and, if need be, argue it out with her husband afterwards. She came from a respectable home, her father a stockbroker, her mother a magistrate, she had lived an upper middle class existence but now she seemed prepared, at a drop of a hat, to become a glamour model, someone who modelled for the perverted pleasure of other men. Old men. Old perverted powerful men who could pay her a lot of money. It was almost a form or prostitution. She should storm out now, her brain was telling her. But sadly, her pussy was telling her something different. It was telling her to dress up like a sevy, naughty young schoolgirl and indulge the sick fantasies of the General and Jack.
So, still utterly confused by the turmoil going on with her emotions, Katie followed the instincts of her married pussy, which was soaking wet with fear and desire, and began to strip off and dress up like a schoolgirl...
Meanwhile, Jack had entered the adjoining room, pleased how things had gone so far. He was now in what was the supervisor's office and no junior member had ever been allowed in. And for a very good reason. For inside was the hub of the operation where much of the work of The Platinum Club was undertaken. It was a plush, well fitted room, with a nice red leather chesterfield couch at one end, coffee table, bar, TV, all the necessary furniture to make it a luxurious room suitable for entertainment. And it needed to be since this is where the girls were taken after their initial shoots and were asked to join the Platinum Club. He looked at the couch and wondered how many women had been fucked on it, or how many men had sat there whilst a young bitch was forced on her knees and ordered to suck a member off. You see, when they were asked to join, many were given a chance to perform some of the services that they would have to perform at a later date. It was remarkable how many of the horny bitches obliged, even at that early stage.
However, the room was not just for entertaining and pleasure, it was also for work for in the far corner was a large desk with a number of computers on it and on the opposite wall there were three large flat screens acting as monitors. Jack went over, sat in the plush leather chair and logged on. As he did, he picked up a Cuban Cohiba cigar, lit it up and leaned back and waited for the system to boot up.
Yes, he thought to himself, it was all going to plan, Frank's wife was as hot in the flesh as she was in the pictures and soon she would be theirs and there would be nothing her pitiful excuse of a husband could do to stop it.
Jack had found out that Katie was Frank's wife...
Unfortunately for Frank, his plan was perfect but for one fatal flaw. Whilst he was aware of the initial interviewing process that the girls went through, the one where a supervisor would meet the girl, check her suitability before the first shoot, Frank was, however, completely unaware of the private investigator who, immediately after the interview, was ordered to follow her. The PI was hired to investigate every girl to confirm her story -- i.e. she was who she said she was.
You see, some years back, maybe 20 years or so, when the club was in its infancy, they almost got caught out. The club had seduced and fucked a young wife who happened to be married to a prominent newspaper editor. This man wanted revenge. He wanted to expose the club who were still fucking his wife, name and shame its high profile members in his paper and put an end to its evil goings on. But he could not do it without proof. He could not ask his whore of a wife, so he decided to send in an undercover reporter. Luckily for the club, they got wind of the scam from the editor's wife who had overheard her husband talking about it and they were able to reject the girl even before the initial shoot. But it was a warning that did not go unheeded.
As such, each girl was carefully vetted. The PI would just follow her home, check she was who she said she was, a small report was prepared and job done. In 20 years only a handful of girls were ever rejected on the grounds of unsuitability (plenty on looks) and there was normally nothing sinister in it. Girl was either too young (16 years old were permitted but nothing younger) or she was married to a criminal (no need to incur the wrath of a psychopathic husband etc).
So of course when the young Katie was interviewed, it did not take long for the Platinum member do declare his interest and when she left, he indicated to the PI to follow her. He followed her home, noted her address, saw her kiss her husband at the door -- picture was taken of that -- husband's name discovered, report sent.
So when the interviewer received the report, he was somewhat surprised, to say the least, to discover that Katie was, in fact, the wife of a known member. She had told then that she was a bored housewife in need of little extra pocket money. This deception was immediately escalated to the upper echelons of the club and the elders had to make a decision. And that decision was, initially, to expel Frank and reject Katie. This was an act of betrayal since he was just after the money, their money, for he would never allow his wife to join The Platinum Club and to submit to their numerous acts of perverted debauchery. They were not there for junior member to defraud them. For the very senior members, it was a real shock since in all their years a member had never once presented his wife like this.
It was then that the General, who was on the executive committee, together with his good friend, Jack, formulated their cunning plan. It was presented to the committee and it was unanimously accepted. No one would ever again try and make a fool out of them.
And what was the plan? Quite simple, really: to seduce, abuse and fuck Frank's wife while he was forced to watch. They wanted him humiliated and destroyed as they would, in front of his eyes, take his beloved wife and turn her into their fuck toy.
Once the computers had finally booted up, Jack logged on. After a minute or so, he had remotely turned on a couple of dozen hidden cameras. Some were in Katie's dressing room, and some were in the main studio. The screens above then became alive. Each screen was then split up into a dozen small pictures, each reflecting a different camera. One screen was devoted to the studio where Frank and the General were busy preparing for the shoot. The other was of more interest, since it was Katie's dressing room. He was recording her whilst she stripped off.
A few more buttons were pressed and a live webcam was set up for members to access via their exclusive website. Each member could, by the click of a mouse, decide which camera, and as such which angle, they wanted to focus on. They were remotely able to enjoy Katie undressing remotely from the comfort of their home. In a short time, via cameras in the studio, they would be able to watch the photo shoot and all else that would follow. Brilliant.
As Jack puffed on his cigar, he looked up at the monitors. Obviously the one with Frank and the General was of no interest. The dressing room, however, was very much of interest. On a normal shoot, it was his favourite part, when the idiots next door were setting up and he was alone in here. He knew that they thought he was just in here having a cup of tea waiting letting them do all the work. In fact, he was getting a very exclusive sneak preview of the goods on offer.
He looked at the monitor with Katie and saw that she had already stripped off and was sitting on the stool by the dresser, rolling up one of the stockings. Her beautiful married tits were on display since she was yet to put on her bra. Jack hated the screen being split up into 12 small screens all with differing angles. It made him dizzy. So he decided to get a better view. In fact the best view in the house. Puffing on his cigar, he swivelled his chair around 180 degrees and looked at a huge picture on the wall. He then picked up a remote control and pointed it at it. In true James Bond fashion the picture then started to disappear under the wall as a result of some mechanical pulley. In its place was a big window. A window into Katie's dressing room. The perverted bastard had installed a two way mirror. And what Katie thought was a mirror, unbeknown to her, also acted as a window for Jack. He could look in and she would never know.
James leaned back in his chair, puffed on his cigar and withdrew his rock hard 11 inch cock and started to stroke it as he watched the poor wife dress for his pleasure.
Katie by now had rolled up both stockings and was attaching the suspenders to the suspender belt. She had stood up and was looking into the mirror (and looking into Jack). She already had on her heels so her body was wonderfully raised. Once she attached the stockings she looked at herself. God she looked great, she thought. She had rarely worn stockings and suspenders before, despite Frank's constant requests, but boy did she look good. She should wear them more often, she thought. Her hands then went up to her breasts and cupped them. She always admired her tits, the size of them were slightly abnormal for a girl of her size, but they looked great. Women were bitterly jealous of them whilst men were desperately transfixed by them. Only her husband had ever seen them naked, and now she felt that it was inevitable that she would be ordered to reveal them to the General Would she obey? She was terrified at the prospect. But her nipples had become rock hard at the prospect and her pussy was soaking wet. She pinched them and started to lick her lips. She was terrified but she also had a strange feeling of horny warmth which was flowing through her young body.
She still desperately wanted to run out of this place, having seen what she was being ordered to wear. But some strange force was keeping her here. Keeping her here at the whim of these old powerful men. As such, she stayed and conscience of not keeping the General and Jack waiting, she picked up the bra left for her and looked at it. She noticed was that it was made of a transparent lacy black material. Her tits would be clearly visible even whet she put it on. The other thing she noticed that was that it was very small. In fact it looked at least 3 sizes too small to contain her wonderful 34DD jugs. She then remembered that when she was interviewed, she had given them her exact measurements and was assured that the outfit chosen for her would accurately reflect this. It must have been a mistake. Or was it? Had they deliberately bought her a bra too small in order to accentuate her already considerable cleavage? To make sure her big married tits were ready to explode out from the confines of her small bra? She licked her lips at the devious tactics of these old perverts. She was beginning to understand that this was far from any normal photography club. When these men wanted something, they set out to get it. And she was, today, their prey. Again her brain told her to leave. But her pussy had taken over and she put on the bra.
Indeed it was a few sizes too small and as such she could barely get her tits into the cups. She found that, despite her best efforts, her nipples just kept poking out from the top of the bra and all the bra was doing was supporting the bottom of her tits, raising them up and offering addition (and unnecessary) support. She desperately tried to cover her tits, to preserve some modicum of dignity, but all that would happen was that with the slightest movement, they would spring out of her bra, leaving her big firm luscious mounds of tit flesh exposed when she was inevitably asked to open her shirt.
Her heart was now pounding away with fear. This was not what she had signed up for. Maybe she could wear her bra but once again she remembered the General's very explicit order - "Make sure you put on exactly what is in there for you". She had no choice. She would have to dress like a slut for these men or walk away.



She stayed.
Next came the g-string. When she put it on, she found that the tiny black thong barely covered her pussy and, as she looked behind at herself in the mirror (presenting her married bottom to Jack next door) she saw that the tiny piece of string had disappeared between the valley of her beautiful buttock cheeks thus leaving her entire bottom on display. She had never worn a g-string for Frank before. She had always refused, claiming it was too uncomfortable. However, looking at herself now, she realised how beautiful she looked. She should have worn one before, she thought, but her husband was never strong enough to force her. But the General was. And now any thoughts of discomfort were strangely being replaced by a warm glow in her married pussy. Was this caused by the g-string or being forced by a couple of old powerful men to wear one? The answer was that it was a combination of both. And that thought scared her for she knew that she would, at the very least, be ordered to strip down to her lingerie and, as a result of the bra that was too small for her and a g-string that left nothing to the imagination, she would be displaying, to men whom she had never met until today, her tits and arse. That was never part of the agreement. And yet she was prepared to go through with it. Wasn't she? This was wrong, she should stop.
But she couldn't stop. A strange force was leading her down this dark, dangerous path. She said to herself that Frank was there to help. If it got out of hand, he would step in. But despite this logical thought, some strange fear persisted that all was not right...
She was right. All was not right and some of it was about to be revealed to her husband.
Frank, at that moment, was helping the General organise the studio. There was not much in there. There was a brown leather couch and a couple of chairs. The chairs were placed in front of the couch and the General, mysteriously took a white shoe box and carefully placed it on one of the chairs next to him. Frank wondered what was in it? But Frank did not have too much time to dwell on what might be in the mysterious white box as the General started to speak to Frank. The second part of The Platinum's Club plan of retribution was about to be set into motion. "Frank, you might be wondering why there are two senior member of The Platinum Club here today and not the usual three junior members?"
"Yes, well I was kind of wondering why? Jack did say it was alright for me to stay and all would be explained later..."
"Indeed we need you stay, you are an integral part of what is going to happen."
Frank was nervous. Did the General know about his plans? Was he about to expose him? If so, he had to get him and his wife out of here ASAP. He did not want to get her into harms way. "Err, what do you mean, General?" He asked, rather nervously.
The General looked at him with a stern face. The bastard will learn never to try and put one over them again he thought. "Well, you see Frank, the reason why you are alone with Jack and I..." Frank was frozen with fear, here it comes. "...is because we would like to invite you to become a full member of The Platinum Club."
"What!"
"Yes, my dear boy, Jack speaks very highly of you, you being a work colleague etc. and we feel that we could do with some young blood in the organisation. None of us are getting any younger -- ha ha -- and we feel like we could do with some fresh young blood in the group, you know, to keep the club ticking over, take over some of the more heavy work, so to speak."
Frank was stunned, and not a little honoured by the request. The Premier Club, an organisation of distinguished gentleman who would get together and pursue the pleasure of young women was inviting him to become a member. He would not be privy to all their secrets and find out exactly what went on. Mouth open in shock at the unexpected request, he temporarily forgot about pulling the little scam he was trying to pull off.
The General, ignoring Frank's look of disbelief continued, "And that is why we did not invite a junior member, because you see, dear chap, you are about to be revealed the secrets of what out little organisation does. Or well some of them at least, don't want to ruin all the fun now!"
"No, no of course not." Frank replied, eager to hear more. He expected the General just to tell him what they did and perhaps, at a later date, he would be invited to one of their secret gatherings. God, Katie needed to get her modelling career off the ground now, they are going to need all the money they could get in order for him to pursue the new pleasures on offer.
Naturally, the General had other ideas. "Well, I am not going to go into too much detail at this stage, suffice to say, just follow Jack and my lead today and you will, I am sure, get a small window onto what we do."
"Err, what do you mean?" Frank anxiously asked, aware that is was his wide here today and what were they going to do with her?
"Well, my dear chap, that young filly next door, Jack and I are convinced that following her initial interview, she is up for a whole lot more that what the initial session offers. Normally, when we introduce a new man to our organisation, it is with a seasoned bitch, one who has been in the organisation for a while, or perhaps a bitch who is ready to graduate from stage two to stage three.
"But this girl is different. Just look at what she was wearing when she arrived. It was the same when she was interviewed. Pure filth, I tell you. She is gagging for it." Frank, almost paralysed with fear, managed a faint nod and smile. It was he who suggested that she dress up that way, to impress them and make sure she got the part. He told her to do the same today, as the boys always appreciated a girl looking nice and the club tipped accordingly. But look how that strategy had backfired. "We are sure that the bitch is up for more than just a bit of basic modelling. We are convinced that she will be prepared to strip off for us, reveal everything and do a whole lot of other things that is normally reserved for the Platinum members."
"H-how can you be so convinced?" Frank, now frantic with fear, asked.
"Trust me, if she comes out dressed how we instructed, she is up for it. That is no usual 1st stage outfit in there. We have got a stage 3 schoolgirl's outfit. You know the one, when the bitch's wear next to nothing and reveal everything. If she puts that on, that will tell us everything we need to know. Then, after a while, we will ask her to move on from basic modelling and trust me, the bitch will do exactly what is required.
"You see, she is one of those bitch's who needs the money, her husband can't provide for them and they are struggling to pay their mortgage. Must be one of those pathetic types who has asked his wife to earn some money because he is unable to provide." Frank could not help but blush as the General summed him up. "But one man's loss is another man's gain, hey? And when we offer the kind of cash she has only ever dreamt of, she will do exactly what we say."
Frank had a look of horror on his face. The General could see that he was panicking. But Frank thought he had found a way out, without having to reveal the truth. "General, that sounds great, but you see, I am not sure whether I have that kind of money here, could we not just stick with the initial shoot, for now and then..."
"Don't worry, dear fellow", the General interrupted, reassuringly clapping him on the shoulders, "Money is always an issue with new members, that is why the first year is for free. Means that sometimes you don't get to participate as much as you would like, but you can't have everything, hey? Anyway, I understand from Jack, that a promotion should be in the offing at work, a new title with a lot more money. So in no time you will be able to afford everything on offer.
"Anyway, here comes Jack, you can discuss that later with him. How's she looking?" The General asked, as Jack came out, still smoking his cigar with a contented look on his face.
"She looks fucking great. As hot as we hoped."
"No issues with the outfit?"
"None, the bitch is wearing everything as ordered. She seems to love it!"
Frank was stunned, his mouth was still open with shock. Jack, smiling came over and offered his hand to Frank. Stunned, and almost in a state of trance, Frank took it is as Jack warmly shook it, "Congratulations, I take it the General has told you the good news, hence the look of surprise. Always the same when you finally get made up, hey General!"
"That's right, when you get to the land of milk & honey, always takes a while to get over."
"Err, yes, yes." Frank was ready to pull out of the whole thing. But he wanted to know one thing before he did, "You have been in her dressing room? But you came out of the other room? How do you know what she is wearing?"
Jack, smiled at him, and whispered, "Two-way, mirror. Fucking genius, I know. Why do you think I always go in there? Normally for a cup of tea and a wank as I watch these unsuspecting bitch's strip off and dress. And I tell you, we have one fucking whore in there. She loved what we had in there for her. Fucking unbelievable."
Frank could not believe what he was hearing. Two way mirror? These men were more ruthless than he had ever imagined. Spying on women without their consent. What other tricks did they have up their sleeves?
"Anyway, I am sure the General warned you, today, say nothing and just watch and learn. Sssh, here she comes..."
Frank was all set to put a stop to the madness but at that very moment Katie emerged from the dressing room. All the men stopped talking and looked at her, as she paused at the door, nervous at what kind of reaction she could expect. She needn't worry since she looked like every old man's perverted dream as she had dressed exactly as instructed. She had on 4 inch black heels, stockings and suspenders. The grey pleated micro mini skirt was, as with everything else, far too short. It barely covered her arse and when she walked, it flapped up, revealing the flesh above her stockings and her suspenders. She had also discovered in her dressing room that, if she was asked to bend forward ever so slightly, her naked arse was revealed. She had done this a few times in front of the mirror, leaning forward, trying to work out if there was any way to stop it from happening. There wasn't.
Up top, she wore a white cotton blouse, which had a couple of redeeming features: first it was clearly one size too small and, as such, her breasts were bursting for release. The buttons on the shirt looked like they would ping open at anytime. And secondly, it was made of a thin, transparent cotton material which made it a see-through shirt. When she had looked at herself in the mirror, she gasped in horror when she saw that, even with her shirt on, she would be revealing her married breasts to these men. Her only protection was the school blazer. That was the only part of the outfit that offered her any protection and therefore she knew that it be the first thing she was asked to take off. Followed by everything else, these men would stop at nothing to see her body, she thought. And unless her husband intervened, she would have no choice but to obey. She also had on a red and black school tie which nestled nicely between the valley of her big breasts.
To finish off the naughty schoolgirl look, she had tied her long blonder hair back into two pigtails and had removed all traces of makeup.
All the men just spent a few seconds starring at the vision of beauty presented to them. Frank who moments before had been ready to call a halt to this, starred in horror at what his wife was wearing. Surely she should have seen what they were asking to weak and walked out? He said that it was likely, in the first shoot, to be a cocktail dress. In his experience, only girls who wanted to progress to the third stage dressed like this. She was just at the first stage, why would she be prepared to dress like this when she had always claimed that she did not want to be a glamour model?
He was about to speak, when the General spoke. "Well done, my dear, it looks like you have followed your first order and dressed as instructed. And as a military man, I like people who follow my orders. So, come over here and let us begin the shoot"
Katie, rather nervously, and with a little hesitation, slowly walked over to where the General was standing. And as she did, despite her best efforts, her skirt flapped up down revealing to the greedy men the tops of her stockings and suspenders and the beginnings of her lovely arse.
Frank was speechless. It seemed like his wife wanted to go through with this. She had, as Jack had alluded to, agreed to dress like a slut. She could have stopped it, but here she was revealing her body like some common whore.
But he should stop things. Couldn't he? And as he was about to open his mouth and scream out "Stop!" it suddenly dawned on him that actually he couldn't anything. Like a cold knife cutting through his heart, with horror he realised that if he intervened, sure he would lose the money Katie would earn today. But he would lose more than that. A lot more. He stood to lose his promotion and, in all probability, his job. Jack would never tolerate being hoodwinked like this. He would be thrown out of the bank within days and then what? Finding another job in this market would be almost impossible. With both Katie and him without work, it would not be long before he lost his home, car, and then his wife. Katie would not want to hang around with a loser who had orchestrated his own downfall and led them to become homeless. A hot piece of totty like Katie could find another man in no time.
So Frank was helpless. He was waiting for Katie to do something.
And Katie was waiting for Frank to do something.
Katie had come to the conclusion that it was his duty to stop things. He had put her in this position, so he should step up and stop it, or take the consequences. This rather aggressive stance was born out of anger with Frank and also, more importantly, the itch in her pussy that was becoming ever stronger as she descended into this dark world.
As such, Katie found herself sleep walking towards her new Masters...
"What do you think of the outfit, my dear, a little too revealing for your tastes?" The General asked as Katie came to stand in front of the General. Even in her four inch heels, she looked tiny in comparison to the huge man who, arms folded, towered over her.
"Err, it is a little more revealing than I suspected and I was led to believe that I would be asked to wear something more conventional, like a dress..."
"Yes but I thought this was would be much more suitable for a girl like you. I even chose it myself." As he spoke, the General, unashamedly, eyed poor Katie up and down. The way he looked at her made the poor girl shiver with fear. "Now, I think we need to get started, so why don't you sit yourself on the couch. That's it make yourself nice and comfortable and we will get ourselves ready."
As ordered, Katie went and sat herself down and prepared for her first ever photo shoot. The excitement and tension was palpable in the room as everyone knew that Katie was, at the very least, about to reveal most of her body to these men. The General and Jack knew it because they were in absolute control of events. Her husband had been neutralised as a threat and Katie, having agreed to dress like this, would not resist revealing herself since so much of her young body was already on display to them. The time to resist was in the changing room, not now, when she sat before them.
Naturally Katie was more nervous than she had ever been in her young life. She once more looked at her husband, desperate for some sign that she should terminate the ordeal. But he steadfastly refused to look at her. She knew she would have to go through with whatever she was ordered to do and hope that Frank, at some point, would come to her rescue. And yet still, the same warm tingling sensation in her pussy would not go away. Did she want to strip off for these old men? No, was the answer again. But this nagging doubt, caused by the reaction below made her wonder if she did want to reveal her young married body...
As the men busied themselves with getting their cameras ready and making sure the lighting was just right, Katie desperately tried to make herself look a little more respectable. She found that however she sat, her small little grey mini skirt kept on riding up her young thighs revealing pretty much all the flesh above her stockings and her black suspender tabs. She just could not cover herself up. As such, she gave up, leant forward, folded her arms on her lap and waited for her fate.
It was not long before the General spoke once more. It was clear that he was in charge, the most senior of the three, and was going to direct proceedings. As he took pictures, like any good director, he needed to direct his subject. "That's lovely my dear, you look so sweet and innocent like that. Such a sweet, sexy little schoolgirl. Now, I want you to unfold your arms, cross your legs, and place your hands on your lap. That's it. No, don't worry about your skirt riding up your legs, we want to see as much flesh as possible. Good, good. Now, look into my camera, that's it, you are a sweet innocent schoolgirl. Now look down. Good, you look ever so innocent..." Click click click was all that was heard for half a minute or so as Katie adopted a relatively innocent pose. And Katie thought that it was not too bad, after all. If it was like this, maybe it would not be too bad.
She was never going to be so lucky.
"Now, take your jacket off, nice and slowly. Come, on don't be shy. That's it, nice and slowly." Click click click. "Just put it behind you. Good, yes you look lovely. Such a nice shirt, wouldn't you say. So tight, and well, revealing, the lighting seems to be bring out the best in you..." She knew what he meant. The shirt, at the best of times, would be revealing, but with the combination of the lighting and the shirt's transparent material, everyone could see Katie's tits hanging out of her tiny bra. "God, you look great." Click click click. "You have a great figure, young lady. I can't believe you have never modelled before..." Katie looked down at her breasts as the General spoke. She noticed how visible they would be to the men. And she saw how erect her nipples were. She blushed. "Look up at me. Good girl. You are a naughty schoolgirl who wants to be very naughty. So raise your skirt up so we can see more of your legs. Come on, don't be shy. Good girl, that's it, we can see all of your legs now. And look at the camera and be innocent. That's it, you are a natural." Click click click...
This went on for a couple of minutes, Katie just looking innocent and flashing her legs. But she knew that they would want her to step it up. And she did not have to wait too long.
"Now, unbutton your shirt so we can see your bra." The General now issued his first order which went beyond a first stage shoot. For by unbuttoning her bra, it was quite clear to everyone that her tits would clearly be on display. And for Katie, this would be the first time (knowingly) in her life that she would be revealing her big breasts to a man who was not her husband. Her strict conservative religious upbringing had taught her never to have sex before marriage, only sleep with a man who was your husband (she was a virgin on her wedding night) and never to be unfaithful. She was sure her parents would also have taught her not to display her body to two old men in a photo shoot. And yet here she was about to do just that and, the most extraordinary thing about all this was, that it was apparently with her husband's permission. That thought alone caused her nipples to become even harder and her pussy even wetter.



For now, Katie paused, and did not move. The cameras stopped clicking. No one said a word. She looked at her husband hoping for some kind of direction. But he could no longer do a thing. He was at the mercy of his wife who in turn was at the mercy of her husband. If both did nothing, there could be only one outcome: total obedience to the General.
As such, Katie's hands went to the top of her shirt and, ever so slowly, unbuttoned the first button. Then the second button was unbuttoned, much cleavage was now on display. Click click click. But then Katie stopped, and she looked at her husband, imploring him to help. But he could not for if he did, he would risk losing his job. She then looked at the General, who had an evil look of content on his face. "B-but, I don't think I can do this." She cried out. Frank was relieved, the end could not be far now.
"Why, not?" The General enquired. "It is just that if I unbutton my shirt anymore, well, a lot will be on display."
"What will be on display, my dear?"
Katie blushed, and looking down at her breasts, whispered, "My breasts will be on display. And that was never part of the agreement..."
"But we can see your breasts now, my dear. We can see you lovely tits already since you decided to put on the shirt I chose for you. Now, be a good girl, do what you are told, and show us your tits. Remember, there is £100 extra in it for you." Katie knew that the General was right. As soon as she had put on the shirt, she knew what would be expected of her since wearing a see-through shirt was tantamount, in these men's eyes, to being prepared to reveal all. And a big part of her wanted to reveal all. Her husband was doing nothing to protect her, so why not?
So, once more, her hands went to the top of her shirt and she started to undo the buttons which seemed to ping open as her big tit flesh was set free from the confines of her shit. A shirt that was patently too small to contain her massive chest. "Good, you don't need to undo all the buttons, that's enough. Just look into the camera, yes, look innocent. Good. Good. Lick your lips, remember you are a naughty schoolgirl stripping off. That's it. Now, open the folds of your shirt and show me your big tits. Come on, don't make me ask you again. Good good, that's it open your shirt. Yes, I can see your tits. God they do look big. How big are they? They must be a DD at least." Click click click. "Now move your bra down so we can see all of your tits. That's it, my God your nipples are big. Now cup them in your hands... Good, you are a natural. Look down at them as you play with them... That's it, look at me as you play with your big tits. That's it, look at me you naughty little girl. Play with those big tits of yours. Pinch the nipples. Squeeze them hard, lick your lips...yes I knew you would be good at this, you look so filthy...
"Now spread your legs, spread them as wide as you can." Katie was in a daze now. She was playing with her tits and nipples which caused a surge of hot feeling throughout her young body. Clearly exposing herself to these old men was having a pevrse reaction in her. As such, she agreed to spread her legs without hesitation or question. Something she would never have contemplated doing just a few minutes ago. "That's it, spread them, you naughty bitch..."
The General, for the first time that day, called her a "bitch" and Katie opened her mouth in shock. But she still spread her legs, indeed being called a bitch made her spread them even wider. She knew that as she did, her panties would be on view. But that did not matter. She was a bitch and the General was becoming a man who she could not refuse. He was effectively becoming her Master and she his bitch...
The General and Jack happily clicked away, delighted with Katie's performance and her complete acceptance of her fate. She was responding to every one of their orders. It was all proceeding to plan.
Frank, paralysed from doing anything to stop it, naturally, felt helpless as his wife, with every order, was forced to reveal more and more. Things had developed quickly. If he stopped it now, and revealed to everyone that he was Katie's husband, not only would they lose out on today's money and be kicked out of the club -- losses he could bear -- there would be much more serious repercussions to deal with. There was a promotion with a better title and money. That could not be easily ignored. If he revealed his hand, that promotion, which was at the behest of Jack, would almost certainly be gone. And there would be a good chance he would lose his job. Jack would not take kindly to this level of deception.
She may well have been waiting for him to stop things. But he couldn't. And he still did not know how far the General wanted to take things. By the sound of things the General was looking for Katie to do things that were above and beyond anything the junior club were privy to. But surely Katie would stop it before it got to that stage... Wouldn't she?
"Now, stand up, turn around and place you hands on the back of the couch. I want to see your arse..." And this time Katie did not hesitate, as she had done when ordered to reveal her tits. In fact she was starting to enjoy being a submissive. "Good. Spread your legs and thrust your bottom out to me. Good! Good! You have a wonderful arse, yes, yes I can see it all you delightful bitch..." The General choice of skirt was very astute since it was so small, so just by bending over and spreading her legs, all of her bottom was revealed.
And of course the pose that Katie was being forced to adopt, in addition to revealing her arse, it allowed her big married tits to hang heavily down, clearly visible to all the men. She looked every bit a dirty man's dream. "Look back at me, open your mouth in surprise. Come on, look horny, you dirty bitch. That's it, you are a dirty schoolgirl bitch who is stripping of for a couple of dirty old men. And you love it, don't you? Don't you. Lick your lips. Play with your tits. Good, bitch, good..."
More pictures were taken and then, all of a sudden, the General stopped. He put his camera down and calmly walked over to Katie. "I don't think things are quite right" he said, as he got to the young wife, who had remained leaning against the couch, legs spread, bottom thrust out as ordered. The General then placed his hand on her arse and, in the pretence of moving her skirt further out of the way started to molest her young cheeks. This was an unexpected unauthorised invasion of Katie's young person and she let out a scream. "Ooooh, General, what, what are you doing?" She cried out, in genuine fear. This was not part of the script, she thought.
"Quiet, bitch, I just need to make sure you are 100% prepared for the shoot. Stay as you are." He then continued to stoke her bottom, savouring how firm and smooth her bottom cheeks were.
And then, with the arrogance and confidence which only came to a man who was fully in control of events, taking both hands, he reached under and cusped her big married tits. "I just need to be sure these are fully out of your bra, yes, yes, I think they are now." This was all rubbish of course, as the General was just using this as an excuse to play with her breasts. "God you have big tits. Tell me, how big are they?"
"G-General, p-please. I did not agree to this. P-Please..."
"Tell me" growled the General as he pinched her nipples, causing a groan of delight from the reluctant bitch.
And as he leant over to molest her big hanging mamaries, his groin thrust up against her young bottom and Katie could feel the hardness of his big dick. God it felt huge, she thought, much bigger then her husband's. And the feel of such a big powerful weapon up against her young defenceless bottom cheeks, together with the rough treatment of her breasts made her answer the General's question honestly, "Oh General, they are 34-DD. My tits are size 34-DD. P-please, I am married, stop..."
And he did. To the surprise of both Frank and Katie. "Yes, they certainly feel big and succulent. You will get another £50 for that. Now, where were we..." And, with all the nonchalance of a man who was buying a pair of shoes, the General returned to his camera to take few more pictures.
But it was not long before the General stepped things up once more. Katie was being given no chance to settle. Things were developing quickly and with each new stage, she was being asked to commit more of herself to the General's perverse wishes. "I still don't think we have captured the essence of the shoot." He said, turning to both Jack and Frank as he spoke. "She is supposed to be a naughty school girl and yet I still think we are missing something.
"Jack, Frank, continue with the shoot, I think I know what is missing." The General then calmly walked over to Katie who was still leaning up against the couch, legs spread and botton thrust out to her eager audience. He moved to the side of her bottom and, without any warning, he moved his arm back and spanked her bottom.
"What! Stop. You can't do that!" Katie screamed, truly horrified at what the General was doing to her young innocent bottom.
Katie had never been spanked before and any normal wife, placed in such a position, would turn around, protest at this grotesque violation of her young person and walk off to preserve whatever dignity she had left.
But Katie, remarkably it would seem, remained exactly in the position she had been ordered in, legs spread and bottom thrust out. Despite being punished, she was still reluctant to do anything other than do what the General had ordered. Instead she tried to plead to the General to stop. Naturally the General ignored her and, noting how submissive she was (he had expected more of a reaction) he just spanked the other cheek. "Please! Stop, it hurts. "Oh! Oh! Oh! P-Please, be gentle it hurts. Stop..."
"Quiet, bitch, all naughty schoolgirls need their bottoms spanked. And you are no different". Spank. Spank. Spank. "Chaps, zoom in on her bottom. Look how red it is getting." For a minute or so nothing more was heard other than the sound of a firm hand on crisp young bottom flesh. Kate could not believe that she and her husband were allowing this to happen. She was a married woman but was allowing another man to spank her. And in front of her compliant husband. And the most sickening thing about this whole disgusting episode was that she was beginning to enjoy it...
Unfortunately for Katie, it would seem that being dominated and forced to present her young body to dominant old men who would treat her like sh!t and who would punish her at their whim was causing her to feel more and more like a horny whore. She had never in her young life felt so good and her pussy had never felt so wet. Submission was clearly something she enjoyed. She had just not yet met a man strong enough to dominant her like the bitch whore she so obviously needed to be. "Oh, Oh, Oh..." was all she could say now as a warm glow of pain spread through her punished, defenceless, married cheeks.
"You are a good bitch, you need to be spanked, don't you?"
"P-please, stop."
"No, not until you admit to us all that you are a naughty little bitch who needs her bottom spanked."
"N-no, I don't, please, stop..."
"Admit it bitch" and to emphasise his point, a volley of vicious, cruel spanks rained down on the poor wife's cheeks. "Admit it, bitch!"
"Yes, yes. I am a naughty bitch who needs her bottom spanked. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Katie cried out as she spoke the truth. "Spank me harder, spank me... She could not help it. She did not mean for it to come out like that but the spanking, the General's dominance and all that flowed from that made her speak the truth.
On hearing this the General stopped as suddenly as he had started and looked back at Jack and Frank. Jack was happily taking pictures, whereas Frank was frozen at the spot, horrified at what was transpiring with his wife. He smiled at them both "I think we are making progress, gentleman, I think we are making progress." He may have been addressing both of them, but in reality he was only speaking to Frank.
He then turned back towards Katie and, looking down at her inflamed bottom, he started to gently stroke it, savouring how red and hot it had become and then, with the other hand, he reached under her and started to fondle her exposed big tits. "Yes, yes, bitch, you will do what I tell you. You are no longer the property of your husband, do you understand me, bitch?" Katie said nothing other than moan. This was madness, she thought, why didn't Frank stop things? She was his wife, and yet he was allowing her to fall under this evil man's control. Say something! Say something! She screamed to herself, as the General's caressing made it harder and harder for her to resist. She was, ever so surely, falling under his spell...
Of course Frank could do nothing but watch as his wife was taken from him. Events had spiralled out of control and he was now in a place where no man would want to be. A place where his wife was being sexually abused and he was powerless to stop for if he did, he would lose everything. But why didn't Katie stop it?
The reason why Katie didn't stop it was that she was beginning to enjoy being a submissive bitch for these cruel vicious men. Men who would dominate her and abuse her at will and the sad reality was that it had nothing to do with Frank's inaction. She now wanted this to happen and it occurred to her that she had always been a submissive bitch but a kind man like Frank could never bring that out in her. But the General and Jack could.
"Do you understand me, Katie? I thought I had made it clear that I would not tolerate disobedience..." And to emphasise his point, he started to spank her again.
"Oh! Oh! P-please, it hurts... Yes, I understand, you, I will do exactly what you tell me to do. Oh General, please be gentle with my poor bottom. Oh! Oh! Oh!..."
"Good. Good." And then the General stopped spanking her and he moved back to where Jack was, he at least was still taking pictures. Frank was still frozen in utter disbelief at what was happening to his wife. The General then looked at Frank and, rather smugly asked, "Are you enjoying it so far? All a bit of a shock I know, but I told you the bitch was up for a lot more." He then walked over, and, clapping him on the back, said, "And there is so much more to come. So much more. We have not even got started with this bitch yet..." The General revelled in the way he spoke about Frank's wife and the way it humiliated him. Frank just nodded his dead, still too shell shocked to speak.
"Ok, I think we are going to move on to the filming part of the proceedings." Katie had still remained in her position and not moved a muscle. "Katie, you can get up now and turn around." Katie did as instructed. As she turned around, her shirt was still open and her big tits were still exposed, hanging out of her bra, red with the rough mauling they had received. Her skirt fell down over her inflamed buttocks, but it did a useless job in covering them up. As she clasped her hands in front of her and demurely looked down, she made her mind up. In the absence of any intervention by her husband, she was going to have to do exactly what the General ordered. She was in no position to resist. The General was dominating her in a way that made it impossible to refuse his requests. She would just have to become his bitch...
The General sat himself down in a leather seat, several feet away from Katie who was now standing in front of him. He had lit himself a cigar and was pouring himself a glass of brandy. It seemed like the hard work of taming the bitch was done and now he could properly enjoy things. Jack had meanwhile replaced his camera for a handheld video camera and had started to film Katie.
The General spoke once more and adopted a kind uncle approach rather then the aggressive dominant of a few minutes previous. "My dear, so far you have done well. Better than I thought, to be honest. And you have already earned yourself £500. Not bad for a few minutes work, even if I say so myself. But as you can see, we are going to step things up now. You see, Jack and I want to make a little film of you and for that, we are going to pay you a large sum of money. Are you happy with this?"
"What, what film? What will I be doing?"
"It is going to be a film of you playing with yourself. You are going to be a naughty little schoolgirl, who is forced by her evil headmaster (i.e. me) to play with herself with a couple of dildos"
Katie said nothing other than look down at the floor. Still her husband had not intervened and that could only mean one thing -- he wanted her to go through with this. And yet despite the obvious revulsion she should have felt, she too wanted to go through with it! She wanted to do these disgusting acts for these wicked men, notwithstanding her husband's views. In fact, he was rapidly becoming an irrelevance in the proceedings. The only men of interest were the General and Jack. For they were her Masters now...
Looking up, bright red, she replied, innocently and quietly, " I have never used one of those things before..."
"What things Katie? What have you never used before?" The General was taking great delight in mentally abusing the young wife.
Looking down in utter humiliation she replied, "A dildo. I have never used a dildo before, sir."
The General laughed, this was making great viewing he thought. Jack was filming this and they already had a live feed to all their members who were, no doubt, glued in to today's proceedings. "Well you are going to use one for us, aren't you?"
"Yes." She whispered. She had no choice, she thought.
"Good, and don't worry, for this film you are going to get paid £1,000. £1,000 Katie for behaving like a whore! And you want to behave like a whore for me, don't you?"
"Yes, General, I want to be your whore."
"Excellent my dear! Excellent! My, I don't think in all my years of doing this, I have come across quite a bitch such as yourself.
"Well, there is no time to waste so we might as well get begin. Now button yourself up. Don't worry, you will be exposing your tits again very soon. I know how much you want to expose them to me. That's it, adjust your tie. Good. I am just going to put on this jacket and tie. I need to look the part of an old headmaster. There we go..."
Once the General had put on a jacket and tie, which had been conveniently left for him on the back of his chair, he was ready to proceed. "Now, for the purposes of this film, it is a very simple story line. As I said, I will be playing the part of your headmaster and you are a naughty schoolgirl who has come into my office after being caught playing with yourself. You will do exactly as I order. When I ask you questions, it will be as if you are a schoolgirl and I expect your replies to be tailored as such. You will always address me as "Sir" for the purposes of the film. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Good. Now, when I call "action" I want you to walk in and sit yourself down on the couch. You can ad lib your lines but just remember, you will do exactly what I say and that you are playing the part of a schoolgirl. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Sir, I understand. I will do exactly what you order and I will behave as a naughty schoolgirl would."
Whilst the General was barking orders at the poor girl, Jack had placed a white shoebox on the couch. He then returned to stand behind the General's seat and continued filming.
"Now, "action!"" Katie walked over to the couch and sat down. She looked utterly terrified as she did so but this only made her look even more believable as a naughty schoolgirl. As she sunk into the deep leather couch, her tiny skirt rose up her legs to once more reveal the tops of her thighs above her stockings and her black suspender tabs. She nervously looked down, licking her lips in anticipation and nervously awaited the "Headmaster's" next order. .



The General waited for a few moments before speaking.
"Katie, you have been a very naughty girl, haven't you?"
Katie looked up at the General, her sweet face looking ever so nervous. "Yes, Sir, I have been a naughty girl."
"Why have you been naughty Katie? Why are you here in my study today?"
"Because I was caught playing with myself, Sir." As she uttered the words, poor Katie's face went red with embarrassment.
"Yes, Katie, you were caught playing with yourself. You were caught abusing your young innocent body. And how were you playing with yourself, Katie? Tell me!"
Still looking down and, refusing to look up at the General, she replied, "I was using a dildo to play with myself, Sir."
The General allowed this to hang in the air for a several moments, it added to the tension in the room and it played out beautifully on camera.
"Yes, Katie, you were caught abusing your virginal and bottom with a dildo. Behaviour which is unacceptable in a school such as ours. We pride ourselves on producing students who will become outstanding members of society. Not dirty whores who takes pleasure in abusing themselves. I am afraid my dear, that you will need to be punished. And you will need to be punished hard. Otherwise I will have to expel you."
"Yes, Sir, I need to be punished." Katie whispered, almost believing it herself.
"And how do you think a naughty schoolgirl such as yourself should be punished?"
Katie knew exactly how the General wanted to punish her. And she was not going to disappoint him. Looking up for the first time since filming began, she licked her red lips and replied, "Sir, I think a naughty schoolgirl should have her bottom spanked."
The General smiled. "Yes, Katie, a naughty schoolgirl should have her bottom spanked. Now come over to me, place yourself over my lap and then I am going to spank your naughty little bottom."
Katie stood up and slowly walked over to the General. Her little skirt flapped up down. Her big breasts heaved in her tight white shirt. She was oblivious to everything, including her pitiful husband and was focussing solely on the General's lap and the inevitable spanking that would follow. When she got to him, she stopped and looked down. She could already make out the outlines of what appeared to be an enormous erection. She wondered whether a naughty schoolgirl would be also forced to serve her headmaster's cock? She licked her lips at the prospect.
She then carefully positioned herself as the General had ordered. She lowered herself over the General's groin causing her lovely little bottom to be perfectly placed in a position where he could administer some well deserved spanks. She also immediately felt the hardness of the General's cock. It felt very hard and very big. Her body was the cause of this and inside she realised that, in all likelihood, her body would have to relieve him of his hardness.
The General looked down at the lovely little bottom that was being presented to him. It was still just about covered with her red and black checked micro mini, although the tops of her suspenders were on show. He was panting in excitement, rarely had the he come across such a compliant bitch. He was stunned by her willingness to submit to his demands, notwithstanding the presence of her husband or the fact that she had only just met him. Such bitch's were a rare breed indeed and to be savoured and enjoyed without any delay.
So, without any further ado, he calmly flipped up her little skirt to reveal her bottom. Katie still wore her g-string, which was useless in protecting her vulnerable cheeks. The General looked down and then placed his old worn out hand on one of her tender naked cheeks. With tenderness that was unfitting for the occasion, he gently caressed each cheek savouring how firm, pert and smooth they were. Only a girl as young as Katie could have cheeks of such supple firmness and beauty, he mused.
"You have a beautiful bottom, my dear." The General growled. He really was taken in by her beauty.
"Thank you, Sir."
"You should not allow your bottom to be abused by anyone who does not appreciate it."
"No, Sir. I won't."
"I do, however, appreciate it and, as such, am best placed to punish it. I am also able to tame naughty girls who clearly have uncontrollable desires which need to be sated by those who know best."
"Yes, Sir. P-please punish my bottom. I am a naughty girl and I deserve to be punished."
"Yes, bitch, you do. You do." The General was now speaking in a low, husky voice. He was obviously affected by Katie's beauty and her undeniable willingness to partake in his sordid fantasy. And now he wanted to take full advantage of it. He pulled his hand back and then cruelly spanked one of Katie's young cheeks.
"Ouch, oh Sir!"
"Quiet bitch, take you punishment!" The General then spanked the other cheek. "You deserve it, don't you bitch. You are a naughty little schoolgirl who needs to have her bottom spanked don't you?"
"Oh, Sir, yes Sir. Spank my bottom! Punish me! Ooh, Sir, that hurts..." Once more, Katie felt a strange surge of feelings cursing through her young body as she started to enjoy being punished. She never, in her wildest fantasies, thought that the feel of an old man's big hand on her delicate young bottom could arouse in her such strong sexual emotions. What did this make her, she wondered? And, more pertinently, what did her husband make of her submitting so willingly to the General? "Oh Sir, my bottom is so sore, you are punishing it too hard. Oh Sir, please be gentle, I am just a schoolgirl. I don't know if you should be doing this... ooh sir!"
"Quiet, my dear. A headmaster needs to punish a wilful girl's little bottom when they are naughty. Yes! Yes! Your bottom is turning a delightful shade of red. Oh, my it is so warm..." The General had ceased spanking her and was now just stroking her inflamed flesh which had turned bright red. He was marvelling how warm and abused her flesh was. Then, ever so slightly, his hand found its way to her pussy. Her married pussy. It was barely covered by her g-string so it did not take too much effort to get to it. And when he did, he found it to be soaking wet. "Oh, my dear, it would seem that you have been enjoying my spanking a little too much."
Katie should have been horrified by this invasion on her person. But she was past caring. This man could do what he wanted to her and she would not stop him, even if she could. "Oh, Sir, you should not be doing this. You should not be playing with my pussy. Ooh, Sir, this is wrong, stop, ooh, Sir..."
The General was now gently massaging her clit. She was soaking wet as a result and her bottom was grinding down on his pants in desire. She was close to cumming, that much was clear. But the General did not want the bitch to cum, not yet at least.
"Katie, I want you to now stand up and go over to the couch. I then want you, with your back to me, to remove your g-sting and then take out the smaller of the two dildos that are in the white box. I will then give you further instructions." Katie said nothing, other than remove herself from the General's lap and stand up disappointed that he had stopped playing with her wet pussy.
Katie then turned around so she was looking down at the General and, appearing shy and nervous, (all a genuine reaction) said, "Sir, I shouldn't be doing this, I am just a schoolgirl. This is not right..." She then looked over at her pathetic husband who said nothing. His mouth was open in shock and bewilderment at the unfolding nightmare being played out in front of him. She figured that he had left it to her to decide what was best. In which case, Katie happily placed herself in the hands of the General and his evil machinations.
"Katie, you will do what I tell you. You now know what happens to naughty schoolgirls. Unless of course you want me to cane you to convince you further?" Katie shuddered at the thought of a cane being mercilessly applied to her now raw bottom. However, she also had a strange desire to find out what it would be like to be punished in such a fashion. That, however, could wait. For now she needed to fuck herself with a dildo.
So, licking her lips she replied, "Yes, Sir, I will do what you tell me to do."
Indeed both the General and Katie were now no longer really in character. They were talking like they both meant it, especially poor Katie who was speaking the truth, rather than what her supposed character would say. She wanted to be dominated by the General and nothing that she, or more importantly her husband, could do would prevent the inevitable from happening.
And with that, Katie, as ordered, walked over to the couch which still had on it the white shoe box which she now knew contained the dildos. She then, very slowly began to remove her g-string. She figured the best way to please the General would be to keep her legs straight as she slid the g-string down her slim lovely legs. That would give him a perfect view of her arse and pussy. When she had taken it off, she left it on the floor, she had not been told what to do with is so felt it was best left there. She then picked up the white box and opened it. Inside were two d!ildos, one big, at least 10 inches in length and another, relatively small. The small one had a round base and then a cone like shaped instrument protruding out of it. It was in face a butt plug. She picked it up and turned around to once more face the General and the cameras.
"Do you know what that is, Katie?"
"No, Sir."
"It is a butt plug, designed specifically for your bottom. You see, you are going to abuse your bottom for me, young lady. I want you punished properly and only by feeling something go up your bottom will you understand the true meaning of pain."
Katie was truly horrified. She had never allowed anything to go up her bottom before. Frank had once asked her whether he could fuck her there, but she had given him short shrift. But now the General was asking her to do this disgusting act. On camera too. It was madness but she knew it was pointless to argue. She was his bitch, and he her Master...
"Yes, sir." "Good, why don't you give it a good lick first. That's it, suck it all the way down your mouth, you dirty bitch!. Give it a good suck. In time, you will learn to suck other things, and I can see you are going to be a good sucker." Katie was slobbering all over the dildo, making sure it was well lubricated if this was going to go up her bottom. "Good. Now that you have got it all wet, I want you to get on to the couch, get on all fours and thrust your bottom out for me. I am going to have the privilege of putting the dildo in your arse."
Once Katie had got into the required position, the General got up and walked over to Katie. "Suck the dildo, you naughty little bitch. Get it nice and wet for me." Jack then walked over to stand in front of Katie and filmed her sucking on the dildo. Poor Frank remained where he was at the back if the room. He felt that it was inappropriate for him to be with these men whilst they were abusing his wife. "That's it, now give the dildo to me. Now, this is going to hurt, but you need to fight it. There, I am just going to insert the tip into your bottom. Oh my, it is tight, clearly nothing has gone up there before."
"Ouch! Oh Sir, please take it out. It hurts, oh it hurts..."
The General in response just inserted another couple of inches as Jack came around and started to film her bottom. "There you go my dear, you are taking a dildo in your arse" as the general managed to get all of the butt plug into the girl's tight young bottom.
Once in, the General moved out of the way to allow Jack a clear view of Katie's perfect round bottom, lovingly framed by black suspenders and with a dildo firmly inserted inside. Stoically, Katie remained where she was, despite her feelings of intense pain. She knew that it was her duty to make sure her bottom was raised for these men, despite the abuse it was getting. As Jack filmed away, both men knew what a wonderful spectacle this made for the Platinum Club members who were getting a live feed of events online. Like the General and Jack, they would all have been amazed by the ease and speed with which this bitch had submitted. Most girls took at least two trips before they allowed their bodies to be taken over. But this bitch had succumb within the hour. And all in front of her husband. Remarkable.
A minute passed when there was just silence. The only activity was Jack filming her bottom and the heavy breathing coming from Katie as she tried to contain the dildo in her arse. Finally, the General spoke, "I don't think things are still quite right." And with that, he moved over to Katie and stood right behind her bottom. Then he leaned over and grabbed the folds of her shirt and, with a little violence, he ripped it open causing the poor girl's beautiful young breasts to once more be released free.
"Oh, Sir, what are you doing?"
"I am freeing your delicious schoolgirl breasts, my dear. Don't you think that a naughty schoolgirl should display to her headmaster her lovely breasts?"
"Oh Sir, yes Sir. It is so naughty. But I really shouldn't be doing this. I really shouldn't allow you to spank my bottom, put a dildo up my arse and release my big teenage breasts. Oh Sir, it is so naughty. You are so wicked!"
"Yes, my dear, but it is what you want, isn't it?" The General asked, as he cupped her big breasts in his old, rough hands and started to roughly maul them and to tweak her big erect nipples.
"Sir, yes Sir. I am a naughty schoolgirl and I will do whatever you tell me to do. Even though I know you are taking cruel advantage of my young body.
"But Sir, please let me take this dildo out of my poor bottom. It hurts, Sir. It hurts a lot. I have never had anything put up my bottom..."
"Of course you haven't, but I don't want you to take it out just yet. In time you will appreciate the delights of having things shoved up your tight arse. A young girl needs to appreciate the pleasure that a tight bottom can afford a man.
"But before come to that, I want you to fuck yourself with the dildo. So, be a good girl, reach behind you and fuck yourself."
Obediently and without any hesitation, Katie's left hand very slowly reached back towards her abused arse. Despite the pain cursing through her young body, she was also now beginning to feel a new a sensation, one of pleasure. She never would have thought it possible but something big in her bottom was causing her to feel like a turned on whore. The thought that she was allowing her bottom to be abused by a couple of old men was bringing her close to an orgasm.
Panting out loud, both from fear and desire, she reached back with her trembling hand and grabbed hold of the handle protruding out of her bottom. Ever so slowly, she then removed the dildo from her arse until just the tip remained inside and then slowly reinserted it. "Oooh, Sir, that feels so big. Ooh, my bottom feels so full up. Oooh, Sir..." And Katie once more moved the dildo out of her arse and then reinserted it. But this time, she did it a little bit quicker.
"Tell, me Katie, how does it feel to fuck yourself, in the arse, with a dildo?"
"Oh! Oh! Oh Sir, it feels so dirty. It feels so naughty. I shouldn't be doing this, Sir. You should not make me do this. Oh Sir!"
"Katie, fuck yourself harder. I want you fuck yourself until it hurts."
"Yes, Sir. Oh Sir that hurts, it hurts, oh Sir, I am fucking myself with a big dildo. I am fucking myself in my little bottom. Oh! Oh! Oh! It feels good, it feels good..."
The General then allowed Katie a few moments to fuck her arse. The panting was getting louder and louder and it was clear that the bitch was enjoying herself.
But it was not too long before the General wanted the depravity stakes taken up a notch or two. "Katie, I want you now to remove the dildo from your arse. I know you are enjoying yourself, but I want you to give the dildo a nice long suck. I want you to taste your bottom, you naughty bitch."
"Oh Sir, that is so naughty. I don't know whether I can do something so dirty." Katie replied, but this was all just an act as, whilst feigning reluctance, she had removed the dildo from her bottom and was moving it over towards her open panting mouth. She then stopped and took a long look at the dildo. She realised that was about to taste her bottom. It was disgusting. But that was not going to stop her. As she contemplated what she was about to do, this gave an opportunity for the General and Jack to move over to stand in front of her and to look down at her panting face. They said nothing. She just looked up at them. No words were necessary, she knew what was expected. She opened her mouth as wide as possible and allowed the dirty dildo to enter her once innocent mouth. She sucked it long and hard, savouring the tangy taste of her bottom. She sucked it all, making sure every last bit of dildo was cleaned up by her slobbering mouth.
Once she was satisfied that she had sucked it enough, without any prompting, she put it back up her tight bottom but this time it entered a lot easier that before and, as it moved up her tight canal, Katie groaned with delight. "Oh! Oh! Oh, that is so good! It feels so big in my schoolgirl bottom."
The men looked down in delight at the compliant bitch. Her mouth was open, panting with desire and her big tits shook every time she moved the dildo in and out. She looked up to the men, her eyes never once stopped looking at the General's smiling face. The General saw that she had that dutiful submissive look that they had seen on many a bitch before. And then, once more without any prompting, Katie took the dildo out of her arse and gave it a nice long suck. The General looked down at her and smiled, the bitch was happily submitting to their every wish. She was ready. She was ready to be fucked.
Katie once more put the dildo back into her bottom and fucked herself. The sounds coming from her mouth started to become more guttural and animalistic, it was becoming quickly clear to everyone that this horny bitch was close to cumming.
But the men wanted to delay this as long as possible. They wanted the bitch to be as horny as possible, so she would happily fuck them whenever they wanted. So the General ordered her to stop. "Katie, that is enough, for now. I think we should take a rest. Just leave the dildo in your bottom and take a breather. We have only just got started, my naughty little bitch!" Also, the time had come to dismiss her useless husband who, just standing at the back of the room in utter horror and was adding no value to the proceedings. It was clear that the General had won and had taken his wife without a shot having to be fired. But if he wanted to fuck the bitch and it might be easier if he dismissed her husband so she would be even more compliant. However the General wanted to continue to humiliate him. No problem, the General thought, that could also be arranged.
As Katie remained on all fours, frustrated that she was unable to fuck her bottom to a long, hard climax, Jack put the camera down as the General made his way over to Frank.
"Frank, I think we could do with some refreshments. Why don't you head on out and pick us all up some food, hey? Go into town will you and pick us all up a Chinese, you should only be gone an hour and when you get back we can go through things"
Frank remained standing. Could things possibly get any worse, he wondered? He did not want to leave his wife alone with these men knowing full well what they were likely to do to her. They would not be satisfied with just allowing her to fuck herself. They would to fuck her too, of that there could be no doubt and he feared that she would let them. Once more that dilemma went through him, save his marriage or career? Of course his wife could make things easier by asking to leave. She would have heard what the General had just said and would know, like he, what the implications were.



But she remained on all fours, dildo in her bottom waiting for the General and Jack to make their next move. Clearly she was not going anywhere.
So once more, the married couples mutual path of inaction was leading to disaster.
When the General was close to Frank, he whispered, quietly in order to be absolutely sure Katie could not hear, "Listen, old boy, don't worry, you are not going to miss out on anything. It is just that I think, for the next stage, it might be better if you weren't here. She will be more willing to comply if there weren't so many people about. These bitch's can get shy, you know." Frank thought that there was no shyness with Katie at present, so he was not sure what the General was going on about. "When you leave, don't go out of the front door, go into that room over there instead. She won't see you." The General then pointed towards the direction of the room which Jack always went in when the other men set up the room, i.e. the control room which provided a live feed of events to all the Platinum members. "When you get in, you will be able to see everything, trust me. Just don't touch anything, there's a good chap. And don't worry, in time you will get to sample this bitch".
This "bitch" was his wife, do something, you fool, Frank screamed to himself. But still he couldn't. Maybe curiosity of seeing his wife being taken by another man was beginning to get the better of him...
"Off you go, son. And try not to be too late, hard work this." The General said loudly in order for Katie to hear. He then guided Frank towards the control room, opened it for him, and made sure the door closed loudly behind him. He wanted his wife to be sure that she knew that her husband had left and she was alone with the General and Jack...
Katie had seen nothing. She had just heard her husband being dismissed and a door closing. She assumed he had left and left her alone with these men. At first she was angry and shocked at his behaviour. How could he do this? He was her only insurance that the men would not to take things a step further. She suspected (correctly) that they would try and fuck her like a bitch and without her husband to protect her, she would have no choice but to submit and allow her body to be abused any which way these cruel men wanted. But very quickly those feelings of anger and shock gave way to feelings of arousal and desire. For whatever reason, her husband had decided to leave her alone with these men and now these men would take her, and take her hard. It was what her body wanted and if Frank was not there to stop it, she was in no position to halt the inevitable slide in becoming a whore for these men...
As Frank entered the room, he stopped in shock at what he saw. Inside there were numerous TV screens filming events next door from every possible angle. This was some operation, he thought. He looked up at one of the screens which was focussing on Katie's bottom and he saw that the General had once more approached it. He took a seat next to the controls and looked up and watched his marriage being destroyed by his cowardice and the General's ability to seduce.
As the General approached Katie, she remained dutifully on all fours, raising her dildo full arse for the men's pleasure. "I think we should take a little break my dear. But do you mind remaining on all fours for me. I do so like your bottom raised."
"Yes, yes Sir. I understand." Although they were supposedly no longer role playing, Katie could not help but call the General "Sir." It seemed appropriate. "Good. Good. Just out of curiosity, my dear, have you ever showed a man other than your husband, your pussy tits or arse?
With her husband gone, Katie felt no embarrassment in answering the General's question. They were in control of her now and she would say and do anything they wanted. She was their bitch. "No, Sir, I have never shown my pussy, tits or arse to anyone other than Frank. Sir, he is the only man I have ever had sex with. Sir, I was a virgin when I got married!."
"In which case, how do you think your husband would feel if he knew he was married to such a horny tart a woman who, with very little persuasion, is prepared to reveal herself and to fuck herself, in the arse with a dildo? The General was keen to humiliate the bitch as much as possible before he took her. He wanted her defeated, physically and mentally, so she would truly know that she was his.
"He would not be best pleased, Sir. I suspect he would be angry that his wife was doing this..." Katie replied truthfully, but with no hint of regret over anything that had happened today.
"Yes, I suspect he would. But why are you doing this for me? It is not just about the money, is it Katie?"
"No, Sir, I suppose it isn't. I am not sure why, Sir..."
"I know why, Katie, it's because you like to be told what to do, isn't it?"
It was true, Katie needed to be dominated. Whilst her husband had persuaded her to come here today against her better judgment, he had never dominated her in the bedroom like she needed to be dominated. She had never been treated like a whore or a piece of meat like the General was doing now.
"Yes, Sir." Katie whispered, "It is because I want to be told what to do. I-I think I quite like it, Sir..."
"You are not going to stop are you? In fact, you are going to allow me to take it as far as I want, aren't you, bitch?" Katie could not yet bring herself to truthfully answer this question. Once she did, she knew there would be no turning back. She knew the answer was a resounding "yes" but she still could not bring herself to admit that she was prepared to be a whore for these gentlemen. Katie instead moaned. It was a moan of desire, and of fear.
The General now picked up the second of Katie's dildos. It was a 10 inch pink ribbed number. Without comment, he placed it at the entrance of her pussy and pushed in. Katie was once again shocked by this intrusion, although she knew she should be since these men clearly liked the darker side of sex.
The General was now effectively double fucking since she now had one dildo up her married arse and another up her married pussy. And yet the feeling of being completely full was unexpected and a pleasurable one. She wondered what it would be like to have a couple of cocks up there rather than plastic... That thought made her moan. "Ooh, Sir, p-please, this is so wrong, it is so naughty, ooh that feels so good..." Was all the turned on bitch could say as her pussy was filled to the brim with another dildo. She was afraid of what was going to happen to her next and she was terrified that she inexorably moving to a place where she would allow another man to enter her married pussy. A pussy that she had always thought would belong to Frank. But Frank had deserted her in her hour of need and had cruelly left her to her fate.
As such, her married pussy was now up for grabs, and she was not in control of where it would end.
Meanwhile, the General, having inserted all 10 inches up her wet pussy, moved away from her bottom and walked over to stand right in front of the panting bitch. His groin was now just a couple of feet away from her face. She noted the enormous erection protruding out from his pants. Licking her lips, she dutifully looked up at him and, tits heaving in anticipation, she awaited her next order, knowing that the time had come where she would be forced to serve another man's cock.
Meanwhile Jack, who had put down his camera, had replaced the General behind Katie's bottom and taken hold of the dildo in her pussy and started to gently fuck her with it.
"Oh! Oh! Oh God stop, stop, I feel so full. So full! Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"You love it bitch! You love being doubled fucked with a couple of big dildos, don't you?" the General asked as he looked down at her who, still looking up at the General, was now moaning out loud and licking her lips as she revelled in the depravity that she was being subjected to. But she couldn't answer, so consumed was she by the treatment she was getting. The General continued, "You are a dirty bitch who wants to be controlled and abused by men who know how to dominate you. Admit it!"
"Oh Sir, p-please don't make me admit to that... I am a good wife who wants to be faithful." The General laughed at the absurdity of this reply. She had allowed these men to exert control over her young person in the presence of her husband. She could have resisted, but she did not. She could have walked out when they dismissed her husband. But she did not. She was theirs and they intended to take her, cruelly and roughly.
And thanks to their perverse plan, her husband would be a witness to everything. He was watching next door as his wife drifted away from him. Maybe he should have stopped everything? But then he would have lost his job. And then what? In the current job market, who would hire him? Already massively in debt, he would have to sell his home and car. Would a fine piece of ass like Katie hang around if they had to move into a caravan? Probably not. So he had no choice. But his whore of a wife did. And what was she doing to stop things? Nothing. And yet, this willingness of his wife to become a bitch whore was having a curious affect on poor Frank. It was making his dick hard. Very hard, in fact. Seeing his wife being abused at the hands of these old men was causing him, to his disgust, to become turned on cuckhold. He could not immediately explain it. He did not want to admit to himself that he was a sad cuckhold who got off on his seeing wife fucked by someone else? But what other explanation could there be?
With that in the mind, Frank unzipped himself and took out his hard 5 inch dick and started to rub himself off as he watched the masters at work next door...
Jack was now fucking the bitch with both dildos and, for the first time since the photo shoot began, he spoke to her, with that soft fatherly voice which cleverly disguised a viciousness that Katie was soon going to become aware of. "Bitch, do you like being fucked in both holes?"
"Oh! Oh, Sir, I feel full, but it does feel good. I never knew that having something in your bottom could give you so much pleasure..."
"Yes, my dear. And it can also give considerable pleasure to a man, which should be of primary concern. You see, a woman should always serve the needs of a man. Her needs are completely secondary to his. As such, the tightness that a bottom can afford a man's cock is something that a woman should always offer up."
"Oh Sir, that is naughty. My bottom is so tight, I am not sure, it could ever contain a big cock? Oh Sir, be gentle, be gentle, that is good. That is good..."
The General, who was still standing in front of Katie, unzipped his trousers and removed a terrifyingly large dick which menacingly sprang out of his trousers. She may have been close to cumming but now it was the turn of the men to take their pleasure in the young wife. The General's cock was at least 11 inches in length and at least 2 inches wide. When Katie saw it, she was genuinely terrified, "Oh my God! What are you doing? P-please, this is wrong. So wrong! I am married, p-please..."
The General said nothing, other than give his dick a much needed rub and move a little closer to Katie so that his dick was now just an inch or so away from her panting mouth.
"Bitch, tell me, have you ever sucked a man's cock before?"
"Er, no, no, that is disgusting. My husband has always asked me, but I have always refused. Oh, that feels good. Fuck my pussy hard with that big dildo. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Do you want to suck mine, bitch?" The General asked, as Katie looked up at his massive cock. Whilst it was true, she had always refused to suck Frank's penis, despite his numerous, desperate pleas (he would always go down on her but she would never reciprocate the favour) she always thought it disgusting. But there was something that made her want to open her mouth and allow the General to fuck her there. Maybe it was the size of his weapon which made her want to worship it? Or maybe it was just because she was being forced and had no option but to submit to the General's great big cock. It was probably a combination of both, either way, as she opened her mouth to speak, the General took the opportunity to place the tip of his cock in her mouth and force his way through.
"Oh that's it bitch, suck my cock you delightful little whore. Take it all the way down like a good girl, there you go..." And the General immediately inserted a good 8 inches down her reluctant, tight throat. As he did, the poor wife looked up at him, with those innocent blue eyes, which, as more and more of his great big cock was forced down, became more and more watery.
In no time, he had managed to get all 11 inches in and she started to make desperate gagging noises as the tears poured down her cheek. Despite her obvious discomfort, she made no attempt to resist this cruel invasion of her person. It was as if she was resigned to having her mouth raped by the General. "That's it bitch, I am now going to fuck your mouth with my big old cock and you are going to take it. You are going to take it all. That's it, suck my cock. Suck my cock. Oh, you are good, you are good! I can't believe you have never done this before. You husband must have been mad.
"Good, take all of my cock as I slide it in and out of your married mouth. That's it, look up at me as you suck me off. Always look up at me. Now, play with my balls. Squeeze them gently like a good whore. Oh God, that's good. That's good..."
Katie, in a complete daze at what was being forced upon her, complied with the General's shocking orders as if she no longer had control over her young person. That control had been ceded to the General. She was just a rag doll to be abused however these men wanted. As such, she reached up with her left hand and started to gently squeeze his plumb size sack which caused the General to moan with delight. He looked down at her and panted, her sweet ministrations on his giant cock and balls were causing him to get ever closer to his crisis.
Katie's mouth and throat were also beginning to accommodate his giant cock and, despite her initial feelings of fear, she was actually starting to enjoy being fucked in her young mouth. She should have tried this before, she thought. But was it the fact that it was the General's giant cock that made her feel like this? Was it the fact that he was taking her without her permission and forcing her to become his cock sucking whore that made this all so pleasurable? Could she really be that much of a slut and degrade herself to such a shocking degree, in so short space of time? The answer was clearly, yes.
So, Katie, of her own accord, started to move her head up and down his cock, causing the General to look at her and smile with delight. Keeping one hand on his balls, she used the other to rub the base of his cock as she sucked off the rest. The whore was a fast learner.
Jack, who had all this time been happy just to fuck the bitch with the dildos, understandably now wanted more. Much more. So, leaving one dildo in her arse, he removed the other dildo from her soaking pussy and unzipped his trousers. The time had come to fuck the bitch. Taking out his rock hard 11 inch boner, he placed the enormous plumb size head at the entrance of her young, tight cunt and started to push away...
Katie, who had been concentrating on serving the General with her mouth, making sure he derived as much pleasure from her young body as possible, was unaware that Jack was preparing to fuck her. That was until she felt her pussy being invaded by what felt like a massive rod of man flesh. As he pushed, uninvited, into her young body, she feared that her pussy would split open. Frantically she removed the cock from her mouth and looked behind to see what Jack was up to. When she did, he just smiled at her and, in his deceptively kind voice, said, "Are you ready to get fucked by a real cock, bitch? Are you ready to be fucked like you need to be fucked? In a way that you pitiful husband could never managed?"
Katie was terrified and that fear was easily transmitted to Jack. Whilst she somehow managed to accept that she could suck another man's cock, allowing another man to fuck her in her tight married pussy was something entirely different. She was now being truly unfaithful. She was allowing herself to become a true slut for these men, a whore who would do anything and would allow her body to belong to men other than her loving husband.
But there was no escape for the poor young wife. Her wet pussy demanded that she accept another man's cock and become a whore. Her body needed it, despite her strict conservative religious upbringing and she could no longer deny what her pussy so obviously craved.
So, although her eyes pleaded with Jack for some sort of redemption, the wetness of her pussy and the ease with which Jack had been able to slide his mammoth cock into her tight married hole told the real story. "There, take more of my cock in your tight cunt, you bitch!. Oh God, that's it, take it all, yes, take it all you slut. Yes, I have managed to get all 11 inches in to you married pussy. God, you are tight. I don't think I have ever felt a pussy so tight before..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh! So big! So big! Your cock feels so big in my little pussy. Oh, please stop, I am married. P-please. Please, stop. Oh! Oh! You are fucking me! You are fucking my married pussy with your big cock. Oh my God! It feels sooo big in my little pussy... This is wrong! So wrong! Oh! Oh! Oh that feels good. Oh! Oh..."
"Take it, you dirty married whore. Take it! You are a whore who needs a big cock in her married pussy. Admit it bitch. Admit it!" And to emphasise the point, he started to spank her cheeks, causing her to feel even more pain.
Katie felt there was little point in pretending any longer. It was clear to everyone that, from the moment she decided to dress like a slutty schoolgirl for these old gentlemen, she would be prepared to submit to their whims. True, she could have pulled out on a number of occasions, the most recent being when they sent her husband away, but she had remained on all fours with her bottom raised waiting for it to be abused and taken. And now that such an outcome had arisen, there was little point in denying that she enjoyed it. "Oh yes, Sir, I need it. I need a big cock in my tight little married pussy. Oh yes, fuck me harder with it. Fuck me, Sir. Fuck me with your big cock. Oooh, Sir, that hurts, you are fucking me hard. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Jack was indeed fucking her hard. Harder than she had ever been fucked before. Katie now turned her head back to face the General's still throbbing dick, which was waiting to be once more serviced by the poor bitch's mouth. Normally the General would never allow one of his bitch's to just stop sucking his cock without his express permission. But in this case he was prepared to make an exception. After all, her body was, for the first time, being taken by a man other than Frank. It was, to be a fair, a momentous occasion for the poor bitch. He smiled down at her and saw that her mouth was open as she panted in delight as Jack fucked her. Her big married tits swayed back and forth in response to Jack's powerful thrusts and all you could now hear from the bitch's mouth was a low "Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Her panting open mouth was now just centimetres away from the General's dick and, without any prompting, she stuck her tongue out and started to lick it. It seemed like the most natural thing in the world to do and she assumed it was what the General would have wanted. She was correct.
She began to lick the fat head of the cock, savouring it and worshiping it. She started to plant sweet little girly kisses all over it which was seemed a little inappropriate given the circumstances. Meanwhile Jack's fucking was beginning to cause the poor bitch to experience the first, of what would become many, earth shattering orgasms. "Fuck me hard! Fuck me hard! I need it. I need it bad. Oh that feels good. So good. Yes! Yes! Yes, my pussy belongs to your big cock. Oh fuck me, fuck me, oh my God I am cumming I am cumming..."



And Katie came. She came hard. Harder than she had ever cum before. Her mouth was open screaming out loud and the General took the opportunity to once more slide his big cock down her young throat. She had had her pleasure, now it was time for the men to take theirs.
There then followed some serious fucking on the part of the two men, they intended to take her roughly and without any regard to her feelings, which were clearly irrelevant.
Jack had taken hold of the dildo that was still protruding out of her arse, and started to aggressively fuck her with it. He then used his other hand to cruelly spank her bottom cheeks. As such, from behind, she now had three sensations of pain, and of course pleasure: she had the mighty cock up her pussy, the dildo in her arse and the spanks on her bottom. This caused a delirious sensation of pain and pleasure and caused her to be in a constant state of orgasmic bliss.
Upfront, the General was happily fucking her mouth and her throat seemed able to accommodate his huge cock much better than before as he was able to slide his 11 inches in and out without much impediment. Although there were still tears streaming down her cheek from the gagging sensation, she felt this was a price well worth paying for being able to pleasure the General's mighty weapon. Indeed, not only did it cause her eyes to become wet, it caused her pussy to become wet.
"God the bitch is tight." Jack said as he fucked her. "The way her cunt clings to my pussy suggests that she has never been fucked properly before. Take that, you fucking bitch!" As he pounded away in her tight married cunt.
"Yeah, and she sucks like a trooper too." The General said as he grabbed hold of her head and cruelly rammed his cock down her mouth. "God, yes the bitch is good. So good. Suck me hard. Suck me hard. That's it, squeeze my big balls. Look up at me, you dirty whore."
Katie was lost in a word of barely conceivable sexual debauchery. Here she was, this young, deeply religious conservative girl, dressed like a sexy schoolgirl, on all fours with her big tits hanging out of her ripped open shirt. Her micro mini offered her zero protection and as such her was arse on display with a big pink dildo inserted into her anus whilst her pussy and mouth were servicing two giant cocks belonging to a couple of men old enough to be her father. And despite the pain and the fact that she was being unfaithful to her husband, she loved every minute of it.
Whether she would have loved it as much if she knew that sat, just a few feet away and safely hidden, was Frank, her loving husband, who was watching this nightmare (for him) unfold on TV. He was watching his prim and proper wife turn into a porn queen. It was some display and it did not prevent him from taking out his own cock to masturbate away. The poor man had been forced to become a sad cuckhold.
The men then fucked her for a few minutes with both savouring her young, tight married body. She in turn did not once stop sucking or thrusting her bottom back. She now knew what her role in life was: it was to be a whore and to serve big cocks that did not belong to her husband.
The effort that the bitch was putting in was not in vain since it caused the men to rapidly reach their climax. "I am close. I am close. Oh yes, suck my cock, bitch. I am going to cum down your mouth, you gorgeous tart and I want you to swallow it all. Oh yes, oh yes..."
Jack was also close and, to indicate this, he subjected the poor wife to a volley of hard, firm crisp spanks on each of her arse cheeks. "Bitch, I am going to cum in your tight married cunt. Take all of my spunk you bitch. Take it all! Oh I am cumming, aggghhh, I am cumming..."
This caused the General to cum also and both men came hard emitting copious amounts of their evil spunk into the bitch's body. Naturally Katie dutifully swallowed all the General's spunk and she was amazed by its quantity. Whenever she had rubbed Frank off, only a dribble of spunk would emerge. However the General's cock seemed like an unstoppable hose as spunk after spunk sprayed out into her mouth. She greedily swallowed it all, making sure none dribbled out of her mouth.
After a minute or so, both men removed their rapidly deflating cocks from Katie's poor young body, as they did, Katie remained on all fours, exhausted and shocked at the speed of events. She was now officially a whore...
To be continued...
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The next day Victoria got up, confused but excited with what was going to happen to her. After being abused by the black men yesterday, they had told her that today she was going to be forced to suck their big black cocks. Yesterday she had rubbed them off, allowing them to ejaculate all over her face and tits. And then she had allowed them to urinate all over her. Whilst for most wives this would amount to a disgusting act of sexual infidelity, for Victoria, it was merely a necessary act on her path down to pure domination at the hands of her new black Masters.
Although apparently happily married, Victoria, in a matter of just a few days, was now craving black cock and the pleasure she knew it could give her. As soon as she woke up, her pussy became wet at the prospect of being forced to serve these men. Again. She now knew that she was destined to become a complete whore where she would allow all of her holes to be dominated and fucked by them. It was just a matter of time and there was nothing she could do to prevent it.
So Victoria rose from her bed and began to wonder what she should wear for this momentous day. What could she possibly wear that could please her Masters? Something, revealing and slutty, obviously, but before she could make a decision, she heard the bleep of her phone go which told her that she had a new SMS message. Her phone was on her dresser and she walked over to see who it was. She immediately saw that she had a message from Amos. Hands shaking, she pressed a button and read it.
"Bitch, running late. Will b there at 1pm 4 lunch. Make sure u r dressed in an outfit appropriate 4 someone who will be expected to serve us lunch. Amos, your Master..."
Victoria licked her lips as she read the message again. "...Make sure u r dressed in an outfit appropriate 4 someone who will be expected to serve us lunch..." His instructions were explicit, as always, and her mind immediately turned to what she could wear that would be appropriate. Opening her wardrobe and looking at all the expensive Channel and Armani numbers, she quickly came to the conclusion that she had nothing suitable. What she was looking for was a maid's costume. A sexy, slutty maid's outfit, to be more precise, since only something that revealed most of her body would satisfy her demanding Masters. And she would have to go to a sex shop to buy one.
She knew exactly where to go, since she had visited one recently to purchase her big black dildo. And in it she recalled seeing a sexy French maid's outfit that would be suitable for her Masters.
She checked the time. It was 8am. That left her five hours to kill. What to do? She then remembered that she was due, that morning, to attend church. There was a ladies meeting to discuss the church's forthcoming summer party. It was an annual event at the Hampton's and a must for all the local wives to attend. It was a chance to mingle and be seen at one of Hampton's premier charity events. As a regular church goer, Victoria had agreed to help out and, as such, she had to attend. However, since the meeting was due to start at 10am, and she only needed to be there a couple of hours or so, it still gave her ample time to go to the sex shop, collect the outfit and be home in time to serve Amos and Jessie's big old black cocks. It could be the perfect day.
As Victoria got herself ready to go to church, her mind wondered to all the wives that would turn up at these events, desperate to show off and to try and out do each other in terms of looks. Victoria, young and stunning, had little to worry about. She thought, with some justification, that she was the most attractive woman who went to church and she found none of the wives particularly intimidating. With the possible exception of one: the Priest's wife, Sandra. Sandra was married to the Bishop, the Rt Reverend James Fowler.
Victoria found her intimidating, not only because of who she was married to, being the wife of the Bishop was a position of some influence in the closely knit community of the Hampton's, but also because she was the only woman who came remotely close to her in looks. Sandra was stunning. Although she was older than Victoria, she was in her early 30s and had borne two of the good Father's children, she still possessed a body to die for. Like Victoria, she had long blonde hair, stunning angelic face, and the body of a porn queen [for similarities in body, readers should compare her to the porn actress Julie Silver, although her face is more angelic and sweet looking to that of the lovely Julie]. Her tits were slight smaller than Victoria's, at an impressive 34D, but they were still pert, as was the rest of the body. And of course, being the Bishop's wife meant that she had to dress accordingly. Chanel suits, in a Jackie O sort of way, was how she looked. Conservative but sexy. Stylish but, underneath, a strong sense of a woman possessing a hot body.
In addition to her stunning looks, Sandra appeared to be a faithful, loving wife to the Bishop. They looked a happy couple and, although the Bishop was at least 25 years older than Sandra, he in his late 50s, their marriage seemed to work well.
She did not work, they were a wealthy family, and she was always at the Bishop's side, wherever he happened to be. For instance, each Sunday at church, she would teach bible class for the youngsters; at charity functions, she would always there be at his side, putting up with yet another tedious fundraising event; and on TV, she would be there with the Bishop when she would regularly speak about how important God was in making a good, wholesome clean American family. She would also lecture her audience about the evils of the liberal agenda, principally how they were looking to corrupt God's children with sex and porn.
But behind this extreme Christian agenda (which incidentally both James and Victoria agreed with), there appeared to something else at work. Something which Victoria could not properly explain and which appeared to contradict her moral righteousness.
It was the way Sandra would look at Victoria whenever they met. It was like she was eyeing her up, but in a sexual way, like the way men always did to her. But a woman doing it was different. Sandra would always hold her hand for that bit longer and lick her lips whenever they met. She would blatantly stare at her, looking her up and down, obviously ogling her beautiful young body, just as all men did. This would always make Victoria feel slightly confused, on the one hand it made her feel slightly uncomfortable, but the reaction of her pussy, becoming soaking wet whenever she saw her, made her wonder whether she wanted to experience some girl on girl action? To be fucked by Sandra, maybe with another man...
So, with Sandra in mind, she took great care as she went about trying to look her very best. Conservative but sexy was the way forward. So she chose a light, brown, tight Chanel dress. It was simple but perfect. It was a one piece number that was figure hugging and which showed off her big 36DD tits and small tight arse to perfection. It came a few inches above her knee and, when she put on her five inch brown heels, her dress was raised up a few of more inches. It was a hot day so she not need wear stockings. She completed the outfit by putting on an expensive pearl necklace. She looked every bit the sexy housewife ready to meet the other wives, and in particular Sandra...
After the meeting, and on her way to the sex shop, Victoria reflected on how things had gone with Sandra. Surprisingly, Sandra was not her normal, confident, intimidating self. At the start, things had gone on as usual. Victoria was one of the first people Sandra spoke to as she quickly left the side of her husband, the Bishop and went over to greet Victoria as soon as she saw her. As always, Sandra looked her stunning best. Today she had worn a light pink flowery summer little number, it was short, tight, looked sexy but not out of place in a church gathering. The perfect combination for any young, h0rny housewife.
Their conversation started off in the usual manner -- Sandra greeted Victoria with two kisses on each cheek then, as she held her hand, she looked up and down at her, commenting on how lovely she looked and how did she manage to get her figure looking so well? Whilst they spoke, Sandra's eyes always seemed to linger on Victoria's large tits, and she would lick her luscious, full red lips.
There then followed the usual inane small talk while each woman eyed the other up. Victoria was convinced Sandra was thinking about what it would be like to fuck her, but then again, Victoria was doing exactly the same thing -- wondering what it would be like to kiss another woman, have their breasts rub up against each other, to lick her pussy and maybe get fucked by her with a giant strap on dildo.
As these wild perverted thoughts were going through the young wife's head, she found herself talking about her garden, the fact that she had gardeners coming around today to start work. They were supposed to be a very good firm, Victoria told her, came highly recommended by a number of people including a few of the housewives here today.
Well, she and the Bishop were always on the look out for good gardeners, the church had such big grounds, it always required work. Who were they, she enquired?
When Victoria mentioned the name of the firm, Sandra's whole demeanour suddenly changed. She became very nervous and her face went bright red. She was no longer the confident, predatory housewife that she usually was. She quickly excused herself and Victoria found herself alone. Highly unusual, Victoria thought, but she did not spend too long dwelling in it as, not before too long, she found herself immersed in a long conversation with another one of the wives about how the neighbourhood was changing with the influx of the odd black neighbour...
It was a short drive to the sex shop and it took Victoria little time to locate the necessary items, purchase them and be back in her car driving home.
It was 12.30pm once she got back, giving her little time to get herself ready. She rushed upstairs, and began to undress...
At 12.45pm, she looked at herself in the mirror. There, standing in front of her, was a sexy French maid all ready and available to serve her black Masters. She looked at herself from top to bottom and saw a h0rny slut wearing a frilled collar which went around her neck, a frilled hat, a black stretch satin halterneck with apron and net petticoat. Naturally the apron flared out at the bottom and barely covered her bottom and up top her tits were too big and were in danger of spilling out. With all that, she wore five inch patent black heels and black fishnet, hold up stockings. Perfect.
She then walked downstairs to wait for her black Masters...
At 1pm the doorbell went. Of course they would not be late. Although they had house keys, they clearly wanted their bitch to come and greet them. So, tottering over in her heels, conscience that her outfit afforded her body little protection from the men's leering eyes, she went and opened the door. When she did, there, standing in front of her, were the towering presence of her black Masters, Amos and Jessie. Licking their lips, eyeing her up and, without uttering a word, they entered her house.
As she closed the door, it was Amos, the leader of the two, who spoke first. "Bitch, you have dressed well. Very well, in fact. You see, I always insist on my bitch's being dressed for the occasion. And since Jessie and I have had a busy morning, we require you to serve us lunch. Therefore, I thought it appropriate you be dressed accordingly."
He then moved a step closer and, without asking, placed his big hand on her lovely white arse and pushed her even closer to him so that she was now pressed up right against his taught, muscular stomach. She in turn placed her hands on his shoulders and dutifully looked up into his face. Both of his hands then went under her skirt to play with the naked cheeks of her young bottom. "Do you like dressing like this, like a sexy maid, ready to serve your black Masters?"
Victoria had no hesitation in replying. "Yes, Sir, if it pleases you Sir, I will dress in any manner you see fit."
"Good! Good answer..." And with that, he lightly spanked her cheek. "Well, serve us lunch, bitch, we are hungry. We will be in your lounge waiting for you.
"Oh, and by the way, we have also bought a DVD to watch. You should find interesting..."
Victoria walked into the kitchen to prepare her Masters lunch curious to know what was on the DVD. Porn, no doubt. Black men fucking white women, no doubt. The very best. She licked her lips at the prospect.
After a few minutes, she had prepared a couple of jerk chicken sandwiches and poured them some beer. Putting their lunch on a tray, she then very carefully walked into the lounge to serve them. As she entered, she saw that both men had made themselves comfortable on her big three seat flowery couch, each man was sitting on either side with a big gap in between them. She suspected that the gap was for her.
When she walked in, they stopped talking to each other in order to look at their serving wrench. In her tiny maid's outfit, high heels and carefully holding their lunch, she looked like every serving waitress should when serving her Masters. "Bitch, come and put the lunch over here." Amos said, pointing to a coffee table which was placed directly in front of them. As ordered, she walked over and, standing directly in front of her Masters, she bent down to place the tray on the table. As she did, she made sure her legs were always perfectly straight and that she was just bending her back, correctly assuming that this was the correct position to adopt when serving your Master's lunch. And she knew that as she bent down, her apron would hang down thus affording her Masters a perfect view of her big 36-DD tits. Had anyone been standing behind her, they would have also had a perfect view of her naked arse, as her tiny apron rose up as she bent down.
Once she had put the tray down, then, without any prompting, she served them lunch. She brought over to each man a plate of sandwiches and glass of cold beer. As she bent down to hand them their lunch, her lose apron would once more hang down to reveal, to their greedy, eyes her married tits and each man could not help but to take the opportunity to feel each of her breasts. They did so without asking and with such nonchalance that could only come from men who were in full possession and control of their bitch. As indeed they were.
Once she had finished serving them, she moved to one side to await further instructions. She clasped her hands in front of her and looked down. She noted that, as a result of the mauling, her tits were hanging outside her apron. She made no attempt to cover them up, knowing full well that this would not be what her Masters would want. They would want to see her tits, in all their glory, heaving up and down as she waited upon them.
Amos and Jessie then ate their lunch. Neither of them spoke a word to Victoria instead they talked amongst themselves, mainly about business. Occasionally they would look over her to admire her body. Fifteen or so minutes passed before they finished and before a word was spoken to her and, as always, it was Amos, who spoke first.
Clasping a napkin to his lips and having the look of a satisfied customer, he looked over to Victoria and said "Hmm, that was lovely, very nice. But why don't you come over here and take a seat next to Jessie and I..." Amos patted the middle part of the couch, which had been deliberately left empty.
"That's it, sit yourself down and make yourself nice and comfortable... My my, your dress is very short, isn't it. Did you buy that especially for us? Yes, of course you did. Your pitiful husband could not possibly have the balls to make you wear something like this, could he?" Victoria shook her head. "No, I thought not.
"God, you do have nice big tits, and such lovely legs. I am glad to see you have worn stockings for us, but I note you did not wear any garters or garter belt. Make sure you always wear these in future. These are essential items whenever you meet your Maters...
"And I see that Jessie had already started to suck on your fat big nipples. Do you like that? Yes, I am sure you do, you naughty dirty bitch. Now spread your legs for me so I can get access to your pussy. That's it, nice and wide... Oh my, you are dripping wet... You are such a h0rny piece of work...
"I wonder what your husband would make of all this? You dressed up like this for your black Masters. Shall we call him and ask him?"
"Oh! Oh! P-please no. Don't call him. He won't be happy to know that his wife has dressed up like this to please her black Masters. P-please..." Already Victoria was delirious with pleasure. Just by sitting down next to these big, old black men, and having them touch her, was enough to reignite all those forbidden pleasures that she had so joyously experienced yesterday. Jessie was happily sucking on one of her tits and playing with the other whilst Amos had managed to insert four of his fingers into her soaking wet cunt. As a result of this, she experienced her a small orgasm and she did so ever so quietly so as not to alert her Masters that she was such a randy bitch who would cum at the slightest of touches.
"No, I don't think we will call him. Not yet, at least.
"But before we proceed with the cock sucking that you owe us, I thought we would show you a little porno film. We know that you and your husband have a penchant for such things so we thought we would bring one of ours over to get us all in the mood. Would you like to see it, my dear?"
"Oh yes, Sir, I would. I would like that very much. Is it one of black men fucking white women, Sir?" She asked, still panting with desire and getting close to another orgasm.
"Of course it is. But it is slightly different from the ones you have watched in the past. You see, you can't get this film in any video store or on any website. You see, this is a specially made home video for our pleasure only and one which will demonstrate, quite aptly I think, the kind of service that we require from our white whores.
"So let's take a look shall we and see what the bitch does. Hopefully you will be up for more of the same." With that, Amos picked up the remote which operated the DVD and TV and started to press away. Clearly the men had already taken the liberty of inserting the DVD into the player.
After a few seconds, the DVD started. The grainy quality of the picture immediately suggested that this was not a film made using the high definitional technology that was so prevalent in most films these days. This was very much homemade and thus had much more of a sense of realism about it than usual. Victoria looked on with much interest, eager to see what, she assumed, would be a film of Amos and Jessie fucking some random bitch. She was excited at the prospect. Having already rubbed their mighty cocks, she could only imagine the power they would exude when they fucked a dirty, h0rny t@rt.
Jessie meanwhile had stopped sucking her tits and was now also watching the film. He, along with Amos, had placed his hand on one of her spread legs and was stroking the flesh above her black fishnet stockings. All that could be heard now was Victoria's heavy breathing.
The film started. Initially there was no sound and all that was showing was a woman's foot. It was a strange beginning, Victoria thought, but she looked on, interested to see how the film would develop. The lady was wearing a white shoe which had, unsurprisingly, a ridiculously high heel, at around 5-6 inches. The shoe was on what looked to be a very dirty, tiled floor.



The camera then panned upwards focussing on a pair of beautiful, slim, white legs which were crossed. The woman was wearing a pair flesh coloured nylons or stockings (at this stage you could tell which).
The camera continued to slowly move upwards, focussing on her legs. The cameraman was clearly giving the audience ample opportunity to savour this ladies body. The film then came to focus on her, slim lovely thighs. They were not covered and Victoria assumed that, whatever the woman was wearing, it must have been short. Very short. On them, the woman had placed her hands which were folded in prayer like fashion. The camera then paused and focussed on an enormous, solitaire diamond engagement ring and platinum wedding band. The woman was clearly married.
The camera then moved on, still focusing in on her lovely thighs until it came to rest at the bottom of her dress. Victoria was right, the dress was very short since virtually all of her thighs were on display. There the camera again stopped for a few seconds. You could now hear the sound of heavy breathing. It sounded like it came from whoever was holding the camera and it sounded like a man. A few more seconds passed as the camera remained focussed on the top of her thighs, but it moved up and down in response to the heavy breathing, and no doubt excitement, of the cameraman.
Then, for the first time, words were spoken and they came from the man Victoria assumed to be the cameraman. "Lift your dress up so I can see the tops of your legs." Victoria immediately noted that the voice, surprisingly, was not that of Amos or Jessie since it was not a deep, commanding voice, but rather a soft voice and it appeared to belong to an older gentleman. Perhaps it was a very old black man who was directing proceedings, Victoria thought?
The film remained focussed on the top of her thighs, waiting for something to happen. But still, after a few seconds, nothing happened and her skirt remained where it was. "Come on now, do as you're told and lift your skirt for me."
"P-please, don't make me do it..." You now heard a sweet woman's voice, clearly belonging to the person being filmed. And it was also clear that she was being filmed under duress. Still the camera did not remove, remaining on her lovely thighs.
"Come on dear, do as you're told. You know you want to..." Again you heard the soft voice of the cameraman and this time his demands were met for, ever so slowly, her hands emerged to lift her skirt up. As was to be suspected, she was wearing stockings which were attached to white garters. The lady then pushed her skirt up right to her waist giving the audience a wonderful view of her exposed thighs. The camera spent around 30 seconds focusing on these before it slowly moved up again.
It quickly moved over her flat stomach until it came to rest on her breasts. Her large breasts and, to the trained eye, they were a 34-D. Unfortunately these were still covered by her light flowery dress but the cut was very low so you got a good look at much of her delicious cleavage. It also became apparent that the lady was not wearing a bra since, after a few seconds her nipples began to become erect and started to push out against the thin cotton material.
Despite her apparent reluctance, she had clearly dressed with her black Masters in mind.
After several seconds of focusing on her wonderful breasts and cleavage, the camera continued upwards and her neck came into view. The lady was wearing a big pearl necklace. Whoever she was, she was clearly a woman of means. Just these men's type, Victoria thought. Married, rich, attractive and reluctant, just like she was, she mused.
The camera then moved up again in order to finally reveal her face. And Victoria was anxious to see this poor lady's face in order to get a better idea of what type of woman could also fall under the spell of these evil, black men.
And when it came into view she gasped in horror for, on camera was not some random, anonymous lady who Victoria did not know but, staring directly into the camera, looking ever so nervous and licking her full luscious red lips was someone that Victoria knew and knew very well. It was the bishop's wife, Sandra!
"Oh my God!" Victoria screamed out, in utter shock and horror. Sandra Fowler, the wife of the Bishop of the Hampton's, one of the most respected dioceses in all of America, and the wife one the most senior bishop's in all of America, was appearing in one of Amos and Jessie's home made porno films! This was not possible. This was not right. "Oh my God, it can't be! It can't be!" Victoria screamed, in utter shock and confusion.
Indeed it was not just Victoria who was taken aback. Amos and Jessie were slightly surprised with her reaction. They had no idea that Victoria knew Sandra. Not that that this was an issue for them. Indeed it actually opened up several new lines of opportunity, which they had not previously envisaged...
"Do you know this woman?" Amos enquired?
"Yes, yes, I know Sandra. But she is the bishop's wife! His wife should be faithful... How? How? How did you get her on film? This is not right! She is the wife of the Bishop, a man of God. She, she is a true believer..." Victoria screamed out, looking at Amos, genuinely horrified at what she was seeing. Surely a man of God's wife should be immune from the evil machinations of these men. Was nothing sacred, she wondered?
Of course not. Not to these men, at least.
Amos laughed at her naïve, foolish question. "Every woman has needs, why don't you just watch the film and see what actually happens..."
Victoria looked at him, nodded her head, licked her lips and then looked back at the film. In some perverse, dark way Victoria already understood. Just a week or so ago she wouldn't have. But that was before Amos and Jessie had come into her life and introduced her to how a h0rny white woman, such as herself, should really behave (badly). She, like Sandra, was also a true believer, a conservative bible thumper who believed in the sanctity of marriage and the belief that the two races, black and white, should mix as little as possible. But her she was, serving them was. Who was she to judge?
Back on film, the respected wife of the Bishop, a woman who was normally associated with doing good, honest work, for the church and the local community, was staring back at Victoria with those big, blue baby eyes, looking like she was pleading with the cameraman for all this to stop.
"Oh God, this is so bad!" Victoria screamed out. But the way she panted like a dog in heat suggested she was turned on by the prospect of seeing one of New York's most respected women abused. Amos and Jessie also sensed that the bitch was getting turned on, which in turn aroused in them familiar feelings of sexual need. As such, both men simultaneously unzipped their pants in order to remove their abnormally large black cocks. Fully erect, they each stood at over a foot long. They then each grabbed one of Victoria's small little hands and placed them on their respective cocks.
Victoria, meanwhile, had not even bothered to look at what was going on next to her, so transfixed was she by the film. And even when the men placed her dainty little hands on their throbbing big black cocks, she did not even flinch from looking at Sandra's pleading face. Instead, she did what now came naturally to her and gently started to rub her Masters cocks.
Victoria's actions were an indication of the stunning transformation from religious, conservative wife to submissive whore for black cock. And the men, who were the ultimate cause and beneficiaries of this, sat back to luxuriate in the sweet administrations of their white whore, happy that her transformation at their hands was almost complete. Almost, because so much more would be expected from her...
Back on film, poor Sandra started to speak. "Please, please don't make me do this. Please, you know it is not right. You of all people must know this..."
"All I know is that you want this. That is why you came here, isn't it?" As the cameraman spoke again, Victoria thought she could recognise the voice, it sounded strangely familiar. She just could not place where she had heard it before?
But before she could dwell on this, Sandra looked straight at the camera and started to reply. "No! I-I was tricked. I didn't know he was going to bring me here. To this place. To where you would be! Why? Why are you doing this to me? Why?"
"I am doing this because I know you want this. I am doing this because I know you are a dirty whore for black cock.
"And just look at you. You have dressed for black cock, haven't you?"
In response to this Sandra said nothing other than look down and lick her lips. Clearly she knew that he was speaking the truth.
"You are not even wearing a bra, are you?" Sandra shook her head. "And you did this to please your black Masters, didn't you?"
"No, no, I didn't! I swear! I often don't wear a bra!"
"Don't lie to me!" For the first time the cameraman had raised his voice and, in response, Sandra let out a gasp of fear. It was as if she had not expected this and now a tear fell from her eye and slowly trickled down her cheek.
"P-please, don't..."
"No. I will not listen to your pitiful pleas for leniency. I will not hear them. You will do as you are told."
The film then slowly started to zoom out and, instead of the audience just being able to see Sandra's beautiful face, more and more of her and her surroundings came into view. It then became apparent to Victoria that Sandra was actually sitting on a toilet! The camera panned out even further and indeed Sandra was sitting on a toilet in what appeared to be some sort of lavatory cubicle. The camera panned out some more so that the whole strange scene came into view.
The men's cubicle in which Sandra was sitting was clearly a filthy one, judging by its state. The floor tiles, which should have been white, had developed a strange yellow look about them, probably as a result of un-cleaned piss. The walls on all sides were covered in graffiti and other dubious stains. This was a men's toilet in an establishment the likes of which Sandra or Victoria (in normal circumstances) would never visit.
And in this disgusting, filthy men's room, was Sandra Fowler, the good wife of the Bishop, sitting on a toilet, dressed in her tight, short, beautiful outfit, legs demurely crossed revealing her stockings and garters, her big tits heaving up and down, no doubt as a result of fear which also registered on her angelic face. In normal circumstances, no one would expect a woman of such beauty and class to be in a place of such filth.
To Victoria it all, understandably, looked rather surreal and she wondered what how Sandra ended up being in such a place?
"Now, do as you are told, get on to your knees and suck that big, black cock, you dirty bitch." As the cameraman spoke, he was also panting, no doubt, Victoria assumed, because he was utterly turned on and excited by having such a classy bitch as his disposal. She imagined that the cameraman was some old, black janitor, a filthy man who was responsible for cleaning (or not cleaning, as the case maybe) this disgusting place. Somehow he had managed to trick poor Sandra into coming here and that it was he who was about to be sucked off, hence his understandable excitement.
"No, no please, don't, don't make me..." Sandra pleaded.
"Sandra, do as you are told and suck that big black cock!" Victoria was a little taken aback by this for the voice on film was different to the cameraman's and Sandra had, for the first time, looked to one side, away from the camera, and it appeared that she was looking at someone else. This voice was a deep, commanding one and the man did not need to raise his voice to make his point. It exuded enough authority without any need for any histrionics. Victoria immediately knew that this was definitely a black man's voice. However, it was not the voice of Amos or Jessie since it sounded too posh and well spoken for them. But Victoria had no idea who it was since he, like the cameraman, stayed out of the picture.
Still looking away from the cameraman, Sandra continued to plead for mercy. "P-please Sir, I don't want to do this anymore. I don't want to be forced to serve anymore black cocks. I want to be a good wife now. I want to go on working with my husband and the church, helping pass on the word of our Lord..." Sandra then her head to once more look at the cameraman. "But how can I do this when I am being asked to be a whore also? This is not right, this is not what I teach or believe... you know that, you can help me..." Clearly this was not Sandra's first time at being forced to be a black cock loving whore, but it appeared that she did not want it to go on any further and wanted it to stop.
"That is not our concern, Sandra, you are here to serve, and you will serve." Came the black man's firm reply. "You are here to serve our cocks, whether you like it or not. Your consent is neither required, nor deemed necessary. So, I suggest you do as you are told, you know you want to..."
Sandra looked down and, licking her lips, replied, "I don't have any choice, do I? I have no choice but to serve your cocks." Then, looking back at the camera and, as if she was talking to the cameraman alone, she continued. "But, I do it under duress. I never meant any of this to happen. I swear, I always wanted to be a faithful wife. I never wanted to become a whore for black cock. He made me do it!" She screamed as she pointed in direction of the second man. Tears were now streaming down her eyes and, as she wiped them off her cheeks, she went on. "I will do this because I am being forced to, because I have no choice, not because I want to..."
"Of course you don't, you dirty whore. Now, do as we say, get on your knees and suck that cock." It was now the cameraman's turn to speak and this time Sandra meekly nodded her head in agreement.
Victoria now assumed that Sandra would kneel down, crawl over to the cameraman, or his accomplice, and suck their cocks. However, surprisingly, Sandra did not get up and make her way towards the camera. Instead she swivelled on the toilet to her left (and the audience's right) so that she was now at a 90 degree angle from the camera and, rather than get a front on view, you got a perfect view of her lovely profile. Then, getting off the toilet seat she knelt on the disgustingly dirty floor and slowly shuffled forward until she came to the side partitioning of the toilet cubicle, the one which usually partitions one cubicle off from another.
This at first looked like any other partitioning, to the left of Sandra there was a toilet paper roll and the wall had a heavy amount of graffiti on it. But that was as far as any similarity would go for, right in front of Sandra's pretty face, you could see that there was a hole. It was a big hole, one which if you wanted to look through you could easily see what was going on in the toilet next door.
Sandra's face was now about a foot away from the hole, and her mouth was open. Victoria was confused. Naively she wondered what on earth could Sandra be doing, kneeling on the floor, mouth wide open in front of an empty hole in a wall?
And, in a matter of a few seconds, sweet little Victoria's confusion was resolved when out popped through the hole, a big black cock.
Of course, this was no normal hole, this was a Glory Hole.
"Oh my God!" Victoria screamed, she had not been expected this! The bishop's wife, was about to suck a big black cock, in a men's toilet, and she would not even know who she would be sucking!
Victoria found it utterly obscene, abhorrent and amoral. As a result, her pussy became wetter and her nipples harder. It seemed that the filthier the situation, the hotter she became. She was as bad as Sandra, she thought.
The head of the cock was now just a few centimetres away from Sandra's open mouth. She had not yet touched it and, before she did, her face turned to face the camera once more and, looking again with those pleading blue eyes said, "Please, please make this stop. Please, you can make this stop. I don't have to do this, please..."
"Suck it, bitch!" the cameraman yelled in response to her pathetic pleas. Sandra once more looked back towards the enormous black cock and, rather than immediately suck it, her tongue emerged from her mouth and she started off by licking the massive plumb. It was as if she wanted to delay the inevitable from happening.
"Oh, I don't want to do this, I don't want to be forced to suck on this man's cock. It is so black! It is so big! Oh, this is so wrong..."
"Do it, bitch!"
Sandra still did not suck it but instead, grabbing hold of the base of the cock in her hand (Victoria noted that as with the cock she was being forced to hold, poor Sandra was unable to fully grasp it) she began to plant sweet little kisses all over it. Groans, presumably from the owner of the prodigious cock, were now clearly audible and Victoria assumed that this prevented any further admonishments from the cameraman since she was clearly now giving the cockholder some pleasure.
The camera then zoomed in on Sandra's face as she kissed the cock and Victoria was slightly confused by what she was seeing. For, on the one hand, Sandra was still crying, tears were pouring down her cheeks and she was clearly performing this disgusting act under duress; but on the other hand, the way she lovingly planted those girly kisses all over the mighty weapon suggested that she was, at the same time, paying loving homage to the mighty beast.
It was apparent to Victoria that there were a number of conflicting emotions raging through poor Sandra. She clearly did not want to suck this man's cock, but at the same time, through past experience no doubt, she would have been aware of the pleasure serving a black Master could bring to white sluts. Victoria was familiar with such conflicts, although she was clearly on the way to resolving them. In the black man's favour, of course.
"Now Sandra, please open your mouth, do as you are told and suck this man's cock." The cameraman asked.
Sandra's tear streaked face turned once more to stare right into the camera. "Oh, p-please, I don't want to. If you make me do this, it will be against my will. And this man will be r@ping my mouth. Do you want that to happen? Do you want me to be raped?" It seemed like Sandra was being slightly disingenuous since as she spoke, she carried on rubbing the man's cock. Pleading to stop sucking a cock whilst still rubbing it was slightly contradictory, Victoria thought. Subconsciously or otherwise, a part of Sandra clearly wanted to please her attacker.
But in any event, she was not making the decisions. She was being forced by the cameraman and his friend and they were clearly in no mood for mercy. "Yes Sandra, my dear, I want you to be raped. I want you to act like a dirty whore... So, open your mouth and allow this man to rape you, you dirty fucking bitch..." replied the panting cameraman and, once more, the picture shook as the dark proceedings continues to affect on him also.
Sandra looked back at the cock, which she had not stopped rubbing and very slowly, and apparently reluctantly, she opened her mouth and allowed the head to enter.
Because the man whose cock Sandra was being forced to serve could not see what was happening, directions on the sucking came from the cameraman and his friend, the second man. And it was the second man who spoke first. "Sandra, my dear, you can do better than that." He said, in his deep, calm, assured black voice. "The poor man clearly has a need that needs to be served, and I know from experience that you can do better than that. Much better.
"Move your head forward so you take more of his cock in... That's it, you can do it. Yes, just like you did with me when you sucked my cock the other day... The fact that you are here, in this place, should not stop you. A good whore should be able to serve black cock anywhere... Good! Good! Take in a little more... A little more... There you go, you have managed to get in all 12 inches in, you dirty whore."



Sandra was following this man's orders without question and her head had moved on to the man's dick, taking it all in, serving it, giving the man the pleasure he craved. Then, without any prompting, she move back, so that just the head remained in her mouth. Then, in one smooth motion, she moved her head forward and impaled her mouth on to his mighty, hideous weapon.
She was finally fucking this man's cock with her mouth.
"That's it bitch, suck his cock. Revel in its power. Take it all in, and suck it like a good whore." Sandra obeyed and it was clear to Victoria that she was a woman of some considerable cock sucking skill as she watched her, with a little awe. She wondered whether she would be as good a cock sucker as the good bishop's wife...
"Show us your tits." The second man then ordered.
Again Sandra did not question the man's order. Making sure she continued to suck on the cock, she removed the straps of her dress from her shoulders and slid them down each of her arms. Then, once the straps had been removed, she pushed her dress down so it lay bunched up by her slender waist and her naked, big married white t!ties were on display for the first time, bobbing up and down as she fucked the man with her mouth.
Clearly, the side of her that wanted to serve and pleasure black cock had come to the fore, and that part of her that wanted to remain the dutiful wife of a bishop was rapidly subsiding.
"Good, now my dear, I want you to shift the bottom of your dress up so we can have a good look at your legs and arse." Ordered the second man, who was obviously in charge. "That's it, all the way up so we can see your garters and flesh above your stockings. That's it. Good, I see you have worn a g-string for us. Yes, you have learnt a lot from me, haven't you?" The cameraman then shifted his angle so that the audience got a view of her perfect, white bottom, framed by her innocent, frilly white garters and which had a white g-strung, snugly resting between the valley of her delicious cheeks.
Back in Victoria's home, Victoria was still happily rubbing her Masters black cocks. By now they had both released copious amounts of pre-cum which had drenched the young wife's little hand and it was almost like she was rubbing their cocks with oil. Both men had a hand on her exposed thigh and were stroking it. She in turn was panting out loud, exposed tits heaving up and down. The film was getting to her also.
"Do you know whose cock she is sucking?" Amos asked Victoria.
It then suddenly dawned on Victoria that, if neither Amos nor Jessie were the cameraman or the second man, they would not be bothering to show her this film unless it was one of their cocks that was being sucked! "Oh my God, Sir, it is your cock that is being sucked!"
"Yes, my dear, the bitch is sucking my cock and do you think you could suck a black cock as good as Sandra, Victoria? You won't be sucking a small white cock, like the one that belongs to your husband's. You will be sucking a real man's. Look how she takes all of it down her throat, look how she serves my weapon. You will be doing that shortly, Victoria, do you think you can handle it? Do you think you can become a black cock sucking whore?"
Victoria, who had not stopped looking at the film, so mesmerised was she by Sandra's performance, truly wondered whether she could pull of the feat that her friend, Sandra, had so admirably done. As the rubbing of her Masters cocks intensified, she replied "Oh Master, I hope so. I will try. But your cock is so big and so powerful. I have never sucked a cock as big as that before. I have only sucked my husband's and his is only six inches big. Yours is so much bigger. And blacker. Oh sir..."
Amos said nothing but laughed. He knew that she would take it all, whether she liked it or not.
Back on film, Sandra continued to suck as the second man continued to give her orders. "Sandra, I want you now to use your big, married white tits to fuck his cock... Yes, wrap them around his weapon and rub them up and down... Do you remember how you did that for me?... Do you like that, Sandra? Do you like using your white t!ties to fuck another man's black cock?" The second man was clearly enjoying ordering and tormenting the poor wife.
"Oh, p-please Sir, no, no, I don't like it. I don't like it at all. Your cocks are so big. Just see how big and black they are up against my big, white tits. This is wrong, this is wrong. I should not be doing this. This man is r@ping my mouth, now he is r@ping my tits... Oh Sir, you are forcing me to be a whore for black cock..." As Sandra spoke, it was clear that there was a noticeable change in her attitude. Although factually she may have been correct, she did not want to perform these disgusting act, her body was clearly willing her on to become more of a whore for these evil, black men.
For Victoria, the signs were unmistakable since she was there with Sandra also.
The t!t fucking went on for a minute or so before, without any prompting, Sandra once more took the cock back in her mouth and she vigorously fucked it. On film, Amos's groans were getting louder and louder, he was close. Very close in fact for, a few seconds later, he let out a loud scream and it looked like he was cumming and he was cumming in the bishop's wife's mouth. Such was Sandra's cock sucking skill that, as she swallowed, not a drop of his precious fluid escaped her mouth. And when he removed his cock from her mouth, a trail of thick, white spunk hung delicately from his cock and, like any good cock sucking whore, she put her tongue out to catch and swallow it.
"Quite a performance, hey?" Amos asked Victoria.
"Yes, yes, she did very well." Victoria nervously replied, it seemed like they could have been talking about a sportswoman, rather then the performance of a whore.
Back on screen, the film was not over. Far from it for as soon as Amos had removed his cock from the whore's mouth, another one emerged to take its place. Of course, this was Jessie's cock.
"Now, suck this man's cock, bitch." The second man ordered.
"Oh, p-please..." Sandra replied, but immediately her mouth opened and she was heading once more towards another big, black cock. Her reluctance, if not fully gone, was rapidly waning.
As they watched Sandra's head move up and down Jessie's 13 inches, her tits bobbling, Jessie spoke to Victoria, "Yeah, it didn't take me long,. All the while I had been jacking off next door. Just the thought of this stuck up bitch being forced to suck me off was enough." He growled.
On film, Sandra had now put her hand through the hole and it looked like she was massaging his balls. She did this without anyone asking her and was more proof, if any were needed, of Sandra's willingness to perform her whore like duties.
It was also clear that this additional servicing on Jessie had indeed helped him to cum quickly for it could not have been more than a minute of Sandra serving him when another growl could be heard on screen and there was another man emptying his spunk down the bishop's wife's mouth.
One of God's servants was indeed serving well.
After a minute or so, which allowed Sandra to suck Jessie off completely, the cameraman spoke again, "Sandra, did you enjoy that? Did you enjoy sucking those black cocks?"
Sandra, removing the deflating cock from her mouth and panting from her exertions, looked again him and, in a soft sweet voice, replied, "I didn't, you know I didn't. I did it because you forced me..."
"Liar!" He screamed back. "You loved it. It was obvious that you did. And I have it on film to prove it. You are a dirty fucking whore who deserves to be punished and to be fucked hard!" The cameraman screamed, raising his voice again. For some reason he was much more agitated than the second man, who clearly was more composed and in control. Victoria wondered why?
The cameraman continued, "Now, stand up!" Sandra rose up from her kneeling position and stood so she was facing the cameraman. "Take your dress off, you won't need it anymore." Indeed her dress, which was bunched up around her waist, revealing her g-string and tits, was serving no real purpose since her body was essentially on display to these men. So, as ordered, she slid it down her slender legs until it lay on the dirty piss stained floor where it remained.
"Now, remove your g-string, you will not need that either." Sandra, clearly still in fear of the cameraman, obediently, but nervously, removed her g-string until it too remained gathered on the floor with her dress. She did not bother to pick the items up, probably because she had not been ordered to. As her items of expensive clothing remained on the piss stained floor, they appeared to represent a suitable act of surrender for this whore as she was forced to concede defeat and submit more of her lovely, white married body to her black captors.
Once she had finished stepping out of her g-string, her pussy was on display for the first time. Her bush was nicely trimmed, fitting in with her profile of a lady of substance and style. All she now wore were her white high heels, flesh coloured stockings, white garters and garter belt and necklace of big white pearls.
"Come and walk towards me." The cameraman ordered. Sandra, slowly walked towards the camera, her big, luscious married white t!ties bouncing up and down as she did. "That's enough!" he said, as she remained a few feet away from him but now out of the toilet cubicle.
"You want to be fucked, don't you bitch? You want to be fucked by some big black cock. It's what you crave, isn't it? Isn't it?!" The last couple of words were screamed out in anger.
"No it isn't. I promise you, it isn't." But as Sandra spoke, she could not help but to look away from the cameraman and turn her head to her left where, presumably, the second man stood. As she did, she licked her lips. "No, no, I don't want to be fucked by your big, black cock. I don't. I don't..."
Her pleas were both pitiful and patently false. They fooled no one, not least the second man who finally moved from behind the camera to make an appearance on film. He slowly walked over and stood in front of Sandra. As a result, all the audience could see was the back of him. But you could immediately tell that he was black, as Victoria had suspected. He was also big, judging by his broad shoulders and the way he towered over the petit Sandra. He also looked to be a man of means since he was well dressed, wearing a black, pinstripe suit. This was another surprise, on top of the numerous other surprises this dark film was bringing up. She expected the man to be rough, maybe another janitor or possibly the owner of this establishment. She did not expect him to be wearing a suit.
As he stood in front of her, the audience was unable see what he was doing since the cameraman had not moved to get a better angle. However, judging by where his arms were, it was highly likely that he was playing with her big tits.
"You want my big black cock, don't you, Sandra?" The second man said as he continued to abuse her breasts.
"No! No, I don't. I want to be faithful now. I don't want to fuck you again. Your cock is too big... Oh p-please be gentle with my b-breasts, you are hurting them... Oh..."
"But you enjoyed fucking me the other day, didn't you? Remember, when I came to your home and I fucked you there..."
"But I didn't want to. You raped me! You know that..."
"But you still came, didn't you? You came like a bitch in heat. That doesn't suggest to me that you didn't want to be fucked, did it bitch? Did it?"
"Oh no Sir, no sir... Oh, please be gentle with my t!ties. You are always so rough with them... Oh! Oh! Oh!..."
"I am rough because you like me to be rough. That is why when I came around the other day and "raped" you, I did it because I knew you wanted to be taken by force, to be taken roughly and to be used like a common whore. It is what you crave, isn't it? A man to fuck you hard in a brutal, uncompromising manner."
"Oh! Oh, p-please, it is not true..."
"Of course it is, that is why after I fucked you, you led me upstairs to your bedroom, the room that you share with your husband, the room where the two of you make love. And what did we do there, Sandra, what did we do in that room?"
"P-please, don't make me admit it, not here, not now p-please..."
"Come on Sandra, we are all friends here, admit to us all what you did. We know anyway..."
"Oh, Sir, gentle with my tits, don't pinch my nipples so hard... Oh! Oh, that does feel good..."
"Tell me, bitch..."
"Oh, Sir, I got on to my bed, on all fours, and then, and then... Oh, I can't, don't make me say it..."
The second man had clearly lost patience with Sandra because he then started to slap her tits. "Oh, please stop! Stop! That hurts..."
"I will stop when you tell me what you did, you dirty bitch!"
"Oh Sir, you fucked me in the ass..."
The second man, as promised, stopped slapping her tits. "Yes, I fucked you in your ass, but only after you asked me to, is that not right, Sandra?"
"Yes, yes it is true. I got on all fours and asked you, very nicely, to fuck me in the ass." Sandra had clearly lost the will to fight and was prepared to confess to the truth.
"And why did you ask me, Sandra?"
"Because I wanted you to fuck me in the ass." She replied and, as she did, the man walked over to stand directly behind her. You still could not see his face since the camera remained focussed on Sandra and, as he was so big and tall, his head was not even in the picture. Then, his big black hands snaked up around her waist to cup her huge tits, which were now a deep colour of red and he continued to roughly maul them. As he did, Sandra's head went back, her eyes closed and her mouth opened to pant with desire. Any pretence that the bitch was not enjoying this was clearly at an end.
"Go on Sandra, tell us all why you wanted me to fuck you in the ass..."
"Because I loved the feel of your cock in my pussy, I loved the way you "raped" me in my living room and I loved the way you dominate me so completely.
"And, Sir, because you are my Master Sir, because my body belongs to you for you to do as you please, I wanted you to take my ass also. I wanted you to be the first to enter my v!rgin bottom and I wanted to feel what it was like to have a cock, a real cock, a black cock in my poor little bottom.
"So Sir, that it why I took you into my bedroom, why I got on all fours and why I presented my white, married bottom for your big black dick..."
"Good! Good... And when I was fucking you in the ass, what else did I ask you to do, bitch?"
"Oh, Sir, you asked me to phone my husband and to tell him how much I loved him. Oh Sir, you asked me to call my husband whilst I allowed you to fuck me in the ass, to tell him I missed him and to tell him how much I loved him. I know you did it to humiliate me and to dominate me. Just like you are doing to me now..."
"Yes, I know, but you enjoyed it, didn't you? You enjoyed using your ass, your v!rgin ass, to serve my black cock whilst you were forced to talk with the man you love, didn't you, you dirty fucking whore?"
"Yes, yes, it is true, I did, oh I am sorry, it is true... I didn't mean it to happen, but my body needs big black cock. It craves the pleasure it gives me..." As she spoke, she once more stared straight into the camera and spoke to the cameraman. Tears were again swelling up in her big, baby blue eyes and Victoria was confused at to why, when she was so blatantly acting like a whore and submitting her body to these black men, making this confession could cause her to become so upset? Surely, after committing infidelity by performing disgusting sexual acts in a filthy men's room, making such a confession would have been child's play?
"Good. Good. And that is why you came here today, isn't it? Despite telling me earlier in the day that you did not want to have any more to do with me, that you wanted to remain faithful and you wanted to go without black dick. That was just a lie, wasn't it?"
"Oh it was true at the time. I promise you, I really do." Again, she looked straight at the camera, tears streaming down her beautiful face. "But I came here with the best intentions to end it. I came here to tell you that I no longer needed your black cock..."
"But deep down you knew that you would inevitably have to submit, that is why you dressed like a whore and in a way that you knew would please me. Isn't it?" The second man's mauling of her breasts became even more aggressive and he also began to roughly pinch her big, fat erect nipples.
"Yes, I am afraid it is true. I came here because I secretly wanted to feel your cock again. To feel your big black cock and for you to fuck and posses me like a black cock loving whore. Oh! Oh..."
"In which case, bitch, spread your legs, thrust your bottom out towards me and ask me to fuck you in your tight, married, white pussy..."
Victory, which was so obviously completes sometime ago, was now rammed home as poor Sandra obeyed her attacker and spread her legs slightly and thrust her bottom out in towards her Masters groin. The events on film were naturally causing poor Victoria to become even more aroused. She was witnessing one of the most beautiful, respected women in the Hampton's (one of America's most affluent areas) about to commit adultery with a huge black man in a disgusting men's washroom. It was unthinkable depravity and, if it wasn't for the fact that she herself was rubbing two big old black dicks, she would have found it hard to believe. Once Sandra was in the required position, you could see the second man fiddle with his fly and he was clearly getting his cock out of his expensive suit pants. The camera then panned upwards towards the second man's face and Victoria, for the first time, was able see who the second man was. And she was pleasantly surprised to be looking at a clean shaven, good looking, black man. He looked to be the same age as Amos and Jessie, late 50s to early 60s, but he was certainly far more well to do then either of them. His expensive black pinstripe suit was indication of that alone. The three button jacket was still done up, with the middle button of the jacket being closed. He wore a blue shirt and dark purple tie, which was tied using the traditional Windsor knot, and wore glasses. Victoria thought that he looked every bit like a wealthy Wall Street professional that she socialised with on a regular basis (albeit she socialised exclusively with white ones, she was aware that the odd black professional did make it on Wall St. these days).
And Victoria would have been shocked to learn that, not only was he pure Wall St., the man she was staring at was none other than Charles Jackson, her husband's attorney and the man who ultimately triggered off her craving for big black cock.
But as yet she was unaware of this shocking fact. Instead, she sat back to watch Sandra get fucked by this good looking old men.
Charles, grabbing hold of his mighty dick, positioned it at the entrance of Sandra's tight, married white pussy then, grimacing with much determination, he pushed away.
"Oh my God, that is so big! Oh, p-please be gentle. Oh, it feels so big. It feels so big in my little pussy. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Quiet, bitch, your pussy has handled my cock before and it can handle it now... There, you have managed to get all 12 inches in. Oh God, your cunt is so tight, especially for a mother of two... Oh, yes, take all of my big black cock in your pussy you dirty fucking whore. Yes! Yes! Take it all, you know you want to..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes, that feels so good... Your cock feels so good in my little pussy. Fuck me hard! Fuck me like a bitch. Oh! Oh! Oh!..."
Charles then began to violently fuck the poor bitch. He grabbed hold of her long blonde hair and pulled her head back as he rode her. The whole scene looked slightly surreal with a conservatively dressed, bespectacled black man fucking a once conservative, respected wife of a bishop who, in a dirty men's toilet, had been stripped to just her heels and lingerie. And as he fucked her, her tits shook up and down in response to the violence of his attack. Her mouth was open in a constant state of shock and awe at the power of his big, black dick.



Meanwhile, on Charles's face there was a look of absolute determination to get as mush pleasure out of this bitch's pussy as was humanly possible.
"Sandra, my dear, do you like being fucked by black men? Do you like the feel of their big black dicks in your little pussy?" It was now the turn of the softly spoken cameraman to speak.
Sandra, looking into the camera, licking her lips, screaming and panting like a dog, seemed like she would be unable to utter word so consumed was she by Charles's dick. However, she did manage to scream out, "Oh, y-yes, I am s-sorry, I like their dicks. I need their dicks. So big! So big! Oh! Oh! I am cumming... I am cumming, oh God..."
And, as Sandra on film experienced what would no doubt be the first of many earth shattering orgasms, back at the Victoria residence, Amos's hand had now slid up her legs to make contact with her wet pussy. Victoria automatically spread her legs even wider to provide better access. "Do you like watching a woman get fucked by a black man, Victoria?" Amos asked, as he gently massaged her cl!t.
"Oh yes, yes, your dicks are so big, and our pvssies are so small. They are built for black cocks. Black cocks.... But I don't know how she manages it, to take such a big black cock in. Oh, my so big, so big..."
"Do you think you will be able to manage it, Victoria? Do you think you will be able to take such a big black cock in you little pussy."
"I don't know. I-I hope so. Look at her. I can't believe the bishop's wife is allowing another man, a black man to fuck her. Just look at her, it looks so beautiful. A black man taking a white woman. Taking such a rich, classy woman... Oh my..."
Victoria was shaken by what she was watching. Victoria knew that some day soon, she too would be forced to fuck a black cock just like poor Sandra. Maybe she would even be forced to fuck in a men's room with a man she had never met. Victoria groaned at the prospect, knowing full well that she would have no choice but to obey. And Victoria had not once looked away from the screen as Amos started to manipulate her pussy as his manipulations started to have the desired affect on her. And as Amos played with her pussy, Jessie had, once more, started to maul her big tits. In response to this dual stimulation, Victoria was close to cumming.
On screen, the cameraman had changed his angle and had moved over to where Charles was pounding away into Sandra. The camera then hovered over her bottom and, for the first time, the audience got to see Charles's massive weapon slide in and out of poor Sandra's cunt. The contrast was stunning: pure, innocent, white bottom being pounded away by an ugly, evil, black cock.
The scene that Victoria was now looking at, and what it represented, was the very thing that white, conservative, bible thumping America abhorred. And it was happening to one of their principle cheerleaders.
The film changed angle again and it now focussed on Charles's face, which still had a look of steely determination about it, but it was now covered in sweat. Clearly the exertions were taking a toll on the poor chap. Fucking a whore that was so tight always did. "Do you want some?" He asked, clearly directing his question to the cameraman. "Take this bitch with me, she will love it..."
"Can I? Can I really?" The cameraman replied, coming across as genuinely surprised to be even asked this.
"Of course you can. Why don't you fuck her in her mouth. She won't mind, not that we care, hey? Ha ha... Go on, stand in front of her and force the whore to suck your cock.
"Bitch, lean forward, do as you're told... That's it.... Actually, why don't I take the camera and I will film you. You can then watch it again and again..."
"Really, that is so kind..."
As they spoke about poor Sandra, it immediately reminded Victoria of how the gardeners talked about her, as they too would not even bother to seek her consent when they wanted to do something to her. She was treated as if she was not even a human being, but merely a piece of property, to be abused at their will. Then she realised that that was exactly what she was to them. She was the property of her black Masters and whose sole purpose was to pleasure their black dicks. The thought made her almost cum.
The film shook about for a moment or two as the camera was exchanged between the two men. As Charles took it, he began to adjust the focus in order to get a better picture of Sandra sucking the cameraman.
The cameraman had moved over to Sandra's head so that his crotch was directly in front of her face, she had now bent down so she was standing at an almost a 90 degree angle. To support herself, she had one hand on the cameraman's hip and the other was unzipping the fly of his black pants. You could not see the cameraman's hands since they appeared to be under Sandra's body, presumably playing with her tits.
As Sandra unzipped him, Victoria fully expected her to pull out a black man's cock. After all, this was a black man's orgy and Sandra, like her, was a black man's toy. So it was with some considerable shock that out sprung not a big black cock, but a white cock!
"Oh my God!" Victoria screamed, completely taken aback by this sudden, unexpected turn of events. She had expected the man to be the black, a black janitor or some other menial labourer. Victoria was both surprised and disappointed at this for she wanted her friend to be forced to suck on another huge, black cock. A cock that society deemed to be too evil for respected, white women to have anything to do with. Instead, she was going to suck a respected 6 inches of white flesh and, having had more than a foot of black cock forced down her just few minutes before, Sandra was able to swallow it all in one easy motion.
"Oh yes!" Groaned the cameraman, clearly enjoying being sucked off. Victoria, however, had little time in watching someone suck off a white cock, she got enough of that at home. However she was curious to know who the owner of this cock was and how he had managed to gatecrash a black man's g@ngbang. It seemed as if Charles, the new cameraman, had the same idea since he spent little time filming Sandra blowing this man's cock for the film began to slowly pan upwards.
The film then zoomed in on an old white man's face and, although his features were rather wrinkled and weathered looking, he actually looked like a rather well to do gentleman. He had grey hair, which was slicked back and he was, for his age (must have been late 50s) quite a good looking man. He was looking down at Sandra, who was serving his cock, and grinning like the cat who had just got the cream.
If that had been it, it would have perhaps raised an eyebrow of interest by Victoria. She was not interested in white men, it was Charles and the others that consumed her interest. However, under the men's wrinkled face and around his neck was a white dog collar. A dog collar worn by priests and bishops. The man was a man of the church.
But this man was no ordinary priest, this man was Sandra's wife, the Bishop!
"Aggggghhhhhhhh, No! No! That's not possible!" Sandra screamed out in horror and disgust. For all the people that it could have been, not in a million years would Sandra have suspected that it could have been the Bishop. But that's exactly who it was, panting in utter delight and looking down at his wife as she sucked his cock whilst being fucked by a black man.
Victoria looked on with almost uncontrollable disgust and anger for here was a man of such supposed moral righteousness that, on a regular basis, he would preach to his congregation about the sanctity of marriage, the strict teachings of the bible and those betide anyone who deviated from the absolute word of the Lord.
And yet here he was, this same conservative, dogmatic, pious man, allowing, and filming his wife taking the cocks of other men. Many men. Many black men. And all in total breach of the nonsense that he would preach himself. And then, to cap it all off, he was now willing to participate in this orgy of filth by allowing his wife to suck him off whilst he luxuriated in her being fucked by a black man. It was disgusting. It was amoral.
However, it was now exactly the type of filth that Victoria revelled in. The very fact that a Bishop would allow his wife to come into this disgusting place, suck off two men without even knowing who they were, and then agree to get fucked by Charles, all with her husband's consent, whilst obviously being utterly abhorrent, had also riggered in poor Victoria that part of her that allowed two big black gardeners to become her Masters. "Oh, my God, this is so wrong. So wrong! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Was all she could utter as she watched the Bishop smile down at his poor whore of a wife.
"You recognise this man as her husband, don't you Victoria?" Asked Amos.
"Yes, yes I do. This is so wrong, so naughty... How could he do this? How could he allow his wife to behave like this?" She cried out, but still she could not take her eye off the screen.
"Because he recognised that, for his wife to experience true satisfaction, she had to do it with a black man. He could not satisfy her like she needed to be satisfied. And just think what a generous present that is. For a man, who loves his wife, to give her the present of big black dick so that she can feel like a true slut. Well, is there a greater gift a man can give the woman he loves?"
Amos was sounding almost as pious and as patronising as the Bishop did with one of his sermons, but that still could not prevent a true believer in black cock, like Victoria, from nodding her head in agreement. "Yes, there could be no greater gift a man could give his wife..." She automatically replied, believing every word.
"And would you like James to watch you fuck a black man?"
"Yes, yes I would" she again replied truthfully.
Victoria was now getting close. On screen the Bishop was getting close also. Clearly he did not have much in the way of stamina and just a few sucks from his wife was enough to bring him off. And when you heard Charles begin to scream out, clearly starting to take pleasure in this whore, it could not stop the Bishop from screaming out "Yes! Yes! Take my cum, my darling Sandra, take it all..."
And as he did, Victoria also screamed out, cumming like a true whore, overwhelmed with learning how dark life could really be. Overwhelmed that one of America's premier white couples, a couple that much of middle, white America looked up to, could be so dirty and so willing to submit to the all conquering power of big, black dick.
The gardeners then gave the bitch a few moments to recover as, on screen, Sandra was allowed to rise up. The camera was handed back to the Bishop who carried on filming.
But Amos & Jessie had had enough of Victoria watching the film. It was time she served them. That was why they were here, to be served by some white filth.
"Bitch, stand up and face me!" Ordered Amos. Victoria did not hesitate got up, took a few steps to her right and came to stand in front of Amos. Her tits were still lovingly hanging out of her black maid's apron, heaving up and down in anticipation for what was about to follow. "Do you know what I am going to order you to do next, bitch?"
It was of course a rhetorical question, for Victoria knew exactly what she would have to do next. "You are going to order me to suck your cock, Sir. Your big black cock, Sir."
"And you want to suck it, don't you Victoria."
Victoria looked down at Amos's massive cock, which he was happily rubbing. Licking her lips, she replied, "Yes, Sir, I want to suck your cock. I want to become your whore."
"Well, do it bitch!" He growled, eager for her to relieve him of his enormous hard on which had become quite painful.
Victoria dropped to her knees and knelt dutifully between his spread legs. She took hold of his dick, replacing his hand with her dainty left one, the one with the sparkling engagement and wedding rings, and started to rub him. At the same time she lovingly kissed the huge head, paying due homage to the beast that she would now in future serve. She continued to kiss the cock, making sure every bit of it received her sweet attention.
Amos leant back and looked down as his bitch served him. He had his hands clasped behind his head and was grinning insanely as, finally, she was being force to serve him in a way that any bitch should. In time he would have all of her holes, pussy and arse, but for today, her lovely young mouth would suffice. As he looked down at her, she was working her way back up towards the head of his cock, kissing it all the while. When she got to the top, he reached down and gently patted the top of her head, as one would do when congratulating a young child when they had performed a task well, and said, "Suck it bitch!"
Her mouth hovered over the top of his cock and she opened it as wide as possible. As she did, you could hear the jaws of her mouth crack and she wondered whether her mouth had ever been so open before, not for her husband at least. She then lowered her head over his mighty cock and, for the first time in her young life, she allowed a black cock to enter.
Finally, her destiny as a black cock loving whore was being realised.
However, the poor girl found that sucking a black man's cock was an entirely different proposition from sucking a white man's cock. For one thing, their cocks were so wide, there was little or no room left in her mouth to do anything but suck. But the most obvious difference was their length. She found that having quickly taken in 5 inches, she was already gagging and there was at least another seven inches of black meat to serve. And as she contemplated how she could manage to serve all of his cock in her young mouth, as she would no doubt be ordered to do, behind her she could hear what was now happening on film. It was still playing but now for the pure benefit of her Masters since she could not see a thing.
"No! No, not them. Please. Please, don't make me..." Screamed out Sandra, clearly something had alarmed her. You could hear shuffling, and movement.
"Don't be silly." Replied her husband. "You have spent the past few weeks flirting with them, now they will give you what so obviously want.
"No, please, please, this is wrong, this is wrong..."
Laughter could then be heard and more movement. Victoria carried on sucking, wondering what was going on on film. She then heard Amos's voice, but this time it was his voice on film. "Kneel over here, and suck my cock, you filthy whore." Clearly Amos and Jessie had emerged from behind the partition to reveal themselves. Clearly she was afraid by this terrible revelation. "Come on bitch, come and kneel by me, I know I am sitting on the toilet and the floor is disgusting, but your role is to serve..."
More movement. Clearly Sandra was obeying his order. She had no choice. "That's it, come and crawl over to me and suck on my big, black cock, just like you have wanted to do the first time we met... Oh yes, that's it... suck on it..."
On hearing this, it inspired Victoria to take in a few more inches. She was not to be outdone by her friend, Sandra. So she moved her head down to allow more cock to be forced down her throat. Amos was now entering v!rgin territory and he kindly patted her head in acknowledgement of this. "Yes, suck it bitch" he growled at her.
On film, Victoria, could hear further movement. "I am going to fuck you now, bitch." This time it was the voice of Jessie. More sounds... Jessie was clearly kneeling behind the bitch.... then muffled groans from Sandra... he was probably entering her pussy and she was groaning as a result... more sounds of Jessie's groan slapping up against Sandra's arse... more muffled groans... more sounds... Spank! Spank! Spank!... Sandra's bottom was being punished, and by the sounds of things, punished hard.... then the sound of groans coming of all parties...
As Victoria imagined the scene taking place in the toilet, Amos sitting on the toilet, Sandra on all fours sucking his dick with Jessie pounding away from behind, spanking her, she felt inspired. Inspired to take in the remaining four inches of her Master's cock. So, with mush determination, she allowed it all to enter her mouth. Now she had a foot of black cock in her young, married mouth and her nose was pressed up against his balls.
Tears then began to stream down her face as the gagging sensation became overwhelming. Her big baby blue eyes looked up at Amos for some sort of recognition of this incredible feat. However none was forthcoming since Amis was cruelly looking at the film rather than looking at his bitch, who was desperately trying to please him.
"Remember how we fucked this broad?" Amos asked, turning to look at Jessie, still not even recognising the bitch who was serving him now.
"Yeah, some bitch, huh.
"How's this one doing, any good?" Jessie enquired. They could have been talking about a horse, so impersonal was the question.
Amos finally looked down and when he did he saw that Victoria was raising her head and then lowering it back on to his cock, making sure she again swallowed it all. He could see that she was eager to please, eager to fuck him with her mouth and eager for her Master's approval. And he was finally willing to bestow upon her some recognition for, so quickly, learning the art of cock sucking. "Oh yes, this bitch is learning well. Very well, in fact. That's it, such my cock, you fucking dirty whore. Suck a real cock. A black man's cock. Take it all, fuck me you bitch..."
He then grabbed hold of her head and roughly started to fuck her. "Oh, yes, this bitch is a good cock sucker. A real pro. We're sure gonna get good value outta her. Oh yeah! Oh yeah!"
But just at that moment when Amos was getting into it and giving the bitch some much needed attention, his phone went. "Shit who the fuck could this be?" He screamed out. Victoria looked up at him, she knew better then to remove his cock from her mouth, but she still wanted directions as to what to do. "Keep sucking my cock, bitch." He ordered. "I had better take this, could be important, but don't stop sucking. That's a good girl, suck my big black cock..." Understandably he did not want this call to interrupt Victoria's good work.
Amos looked at the TV, on it Sandra was getting well served from both ends, she was happily taking both cocks and she was in a constant state of orgasmic bliss. He picked up the remote and pressed the mute button, took his phone out of his pocket and answered, trying to sound as professional as he could, despite the pleasure being administered to his great cock by this lovely young girl.
"Hello."
"Hi there, is that Amos?"
"Err, yes, yes it is, who's this?"
"This is James, James Carter, the owner of the house you are currently working in..." It was Victoria's husband! And he was calling him just at the moment his wife was, finally for the first time, sucking his big black cock. The timing could not have been more perfect, Amos thought.
With an evil grin, he looked down at his wife and replied, "Hello James, how are you doing?"
"I am doing fine, I need to discuss the progress of the work with you, it has slowed rather of late and I was wondering if there were any issues?"
Victoria looked up in horror at the mention of her husband's name. She was about to remove the cock from her mouth when Amos, grabbing hold of her head, yanked it back down. He then removed the phone from his mouth and whispered to her, "Keep sucking my cock, bitch. Keep sucking it whilst I talk to your pathetic husband, unless you want me to tell him what's going on?"
Victoria knew that Amos was being deliberately cruel in order to gain more perverse satisfaction for himself. She knew that having James's wife suck him off whilst he happily talked business to him would add to his evil enjoyment. And, if truth be told, it added to Victoria's for she too found the whole idea of having her unsuspecting husband part of the debauched proceedings a strange turn on.



As such, she looked up at him and, with the cock still in her mouth, shook her head. Then she lowered her head down on to his cock and her sucking intensified. Not only was she eager not for her husband not to discover her terrible secret, she was eager for Amos to take pleasure in her mouth with her husband on the phone. It would make her even more of a filthy whore, she thought.
"Yes, yes, we are doing our best to finish the job in time. Oh yes, we are, we are..." Amos stuttered out, of course he was getting close and was finding it difficult to maintain a proper conversation with the cock sucker's husband.
This did not go unnoticed by the husband who could hear some sort of gagging/sucking noise in the background, naively he put it down to their machinery. But he could not explain why Amos was sounding so funny?
"Are you ok, you sound out of breath?" He innocently enquired.
"Oh yes! Oh yes, I am fine, I am just out of breadth from all this work. Can you just hold the line for a second..." Amos didn't even wait for a response as he put the phone on mute. "That's it bitch, suck my cock whilst I talk to your husband. It turns you on, doesn't it? Doesn't it?" Victoria didn't need to answer, her actions spoke louder than words. She continued to enthusiastically suck him off and then started to gently massage his giant sack, squeezing his balls giving him even more pleasure. "Oh yes bitch, I am going to cum soon, keep up the work, fuck me good, you dirty whore..."
Amos retuned to his call. "Sorry about that, just had to attend to someone who is working on me... sorry I mean for me."
"No problem. Before you go, is Victoria there, I just need a word with her to discuss whether the flowers should go near the pond?"
"Oh! Oh, I can't see her..." Amos was finding it hard to speak, so close was he to cumming. "I think she is busy. Oh yes, she is busy working on, I mean with someone... Can you hold the line for a second someone's cummiung. Someone's about to cum..."
Amos was just about able to put his phone on to mute as he was just at the beginning of a long and glorious orgasm, thanks to the sweet efforts of the young Victoria. And as he did, James looked at his phone in utter bewilderment. Was this man on drugs? He would need meet to him face to face and have this out with him. This was all very unsatisfactory.
Of course it was all very, very satisfactory for Amos who was emptying his big black balls into James's young wife's mouth. "Oh take that you dirty whore, take all of my spunk down your married mouth... Oh yes, take it all, take it all..."
And with that, Victoria eagerly swallowed her first load of black man's cum with her pitiful husband waiting on the line to speak to her attacker. Naturally this added to the pleasure of all concerned.
It took 30 seconds or so before Amos emitted his copious load and, once he had, he returned to the call, able to now talk with some degree of composure.
"Yes, James, yes, I think the flowers should go by the pond, I will check with your wife, but I think she is just gone off to do something else..."
Indeed she had, for at that moment she had removed Amos's cock from her mouth, giving it one last loving kiss, got up and, without being ordered to, crawled over to where Jessie was and had started to suck his big black cock...
To be continued...
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It was 11am when Katie received the package from the delivery boy. The General had called the previous day to warn her to expect a delivery. She was told that she was being sent an outfit and was to wear exactly what was delivered and be ready no later than 12pm when he would come by her house and collect her. She was also told that, under no circumstance, was she to mention any of this to her husband. Failure to comply with these instructions would lead to an immediate termination of their relationship and she would never see the General again.
It had been some 10 days since that first brutal meeting when she had been double fucked by the General and Jack. Since that fateful day, she had not, until yesterday, heard from either of them. In the interim, Katie had decided that she would never see the General, Jack or anyone from The Platinum Club again. Despite knowing that she was a whore and how much she craved their big cocks, she wanted to try and save her marriage with her husband, Frank.
Katie still thought that Frank had no idea about the double fucking that she had been forced to endure. As far as she was concerned, he had merely seen her strip and fuck herself with a dildo. Of course Frank had seen a lot more and had witnessed everything next door whilst sitting in the Platinum Club's video lounge. He knew full well how much of a whore his wife was. But, for the sake of their marriage, he had not mentioned this to Katie and instead had talked through what she thought he had witnessed. And when Frank explained the promotion and why he couldn't have done anything to stop things, she totally understood. As a result, she agreed not to return any of the Platinum Club's calls and to terminate all contact. Frank, for the sake of his job, would stay a member but would, as a matter of urgency, look for alternative employment upon which he could leave the club and be rid of the General and Jack.
It all sounded so simple. The two of them would make every effort to patch up their marriage and in this regard, later that week she had made love to Frank. She desperately hoped that sex with him could be as good as it had been with Jack and the General. But she quickly realised that there could be no substitute for being gangbanged by a couple of big old cocks. She knew that made her a whore. And during their love making, she faked her orgasm numerous times. She had done so many times before, but this time it felt even more dishonest. But she so desperately wanted to save her relationship that she tried to put these thoughts to the back of her mind and work on her marriage.
Of course the General calling changed all that.
"Hello Katie, its General Jackson, remember me?" As soon as she heard his commanding voice, her pussy started to become wet. Of course she remembered him. Ever since she had left the film studio that fateful day she had not stopped thinking about him, his cock, the way he had forced her to suck it, the way he had spanked her bottom, the way he treated her with no respect and the way he took her without even asking her permission. And now this same evil man was calling her this morning when her husband was away at work.
"G-General, hello. Y-yes of course I remember you. But, err, I don't think we should be speaking. I don't think I want to see you anymore or have anything more to do with you or your organisation. I-I hope that is ok..." Katie blabbered out, desperately trying to get rid of the General and to save what was left of her marriage.
"Bitch, be quiet and listen carefully. A package will be arriving at your house, tomorrow morning, at 11am. Inside will be an outfit. You are to wear exactly what has been sent to you. Nothing more, nothing less. At 12pm, my driver and I will arrive and take you to a meeting at my country residence where you will be required to perform certain "services". You will not inform your husband of any of this. Failure to do exactly what I say will lead to a termination of our arrangement. As a fully fledged member of The Platinum Club, you will of course receive a fee for your services. Do I make myself clear?"
"G-General, I can't. This is wrong, I am married..."
"Bitch, I don't care if you are married. It didn't stop you acting like a whore for me the other day!
"However, I not a man to force a woman into my service, so I will leave it entirely up to you. If you are not ready tomorrow, so be it, I will leave and you will never see or hear from me or anyone in the Club again. You can then continue with your sham of a marriage and never experience the type of perverse pleasure you so revelled in earlier. It is your choice. Goodbye." And with that, the phone went dead.
Katie was shocked and a little relieved. The General was willing to leave her alone! He had left it with her to decide whether to follow his orders. If she was not ready when he arrived, he would leave her alone and that would be that. She could not believe it had all been so painless and could not wait to tell her husband the good news when he returned from work that evening.
That night, when Frank came home, for some reason Katie did not mention the call with the General and that he had offered her a way out. She deemed it unnecessary. Why bother him with the details? She could tell him when it was done and dusted. Tomorrow morning she would just go out early, the General would arrive, she would not be there, and that would be that. Game over.
And yet the next morning, for some reason, Katie found herself still at home at 10:45 am. Frank had left for work, as per usual, but she remained, nervously drinking a cup of tea, waiting for this mysterious package to arrive. No worries, when the courier arrived, she would not accept delivery, there would then be no outfit to wear, she would have disobeyed the General's orders and that would be that. Game over.
And yet when the delivery man arrived, Katie found herself, with much excitement, signing for the package, and taking delivery of a small box. She said to herself that she was just curious to see what the General had sent her to wear. She would open the box, examine the items, throw them away and, when the General arrived, she would have disobeyed his order and that would be that. Game over.
When she opened the box, inside she found what looked like a female army officer's uniform. But of course it was an army officer's uniform with a difference. She found a plain, brown skirt which did not look anyway near army regulation since it was way too short; a simple plain, white cotton shirt which, even for Katie's slender figure, looked far too tight; a regular plain brown army jacket which, pinned to it, was a badge indicating that this was an officer's uniform (not that she knew but she was dressing up as a captain); and finally there was a round brown hat worn by the British army officer corp. In addition to the uniform, unsurprisingly, the General had included underwear that he required her to wear. Although it could not possibly be regular army issue for there were a pair of brown stockings, white suspenders and a white g-string. Katie carefully looked for a bra. There was none. Her nipples got harder.
Finally, there was a pair of ludicrously high, black patent ankle strap heels. The stiletto was at least 5 inches in height.
The General wanted her to dress up as a sexy, slutty army officer. He had mentioned that she would be attending a meeting with him where, no doubt, there would be other army officers. Clearly he wanted to show off her young, tight body to these men so they could ogle over it and, no doubt, she would be asked to do other things, other nasty things with them. Her pussy got wet just at the prospect.
Katie desperately tried to shake herself out of this stupor. She was not going to dress up like this for the General. She had just wanted to see what was in the box. There was no way she was going to put on what was, admittedly, a stunningly slutty outfit. She was just going to finish her cup of tea, throw out the outfit, and that would be that. Game well and truly over.
Any yet at 11:55am, there stood Katie in front of her bedroom mirror, showered, hair and makeup done and wearing exactly what the General had ordered.
As she had suspected, her skirt was way too short, for the army or otherwise. It barely covered her beautiful little arse, especially with the high heels she was being asked to wear. These had the effect of raising her bottom and skirt up even further and any time she took a step forward, she found that her skirt would flap up and reveal the tops of her brown stockings, white suspenders and the beautiful creamy innocent flesh above. Her shirt was naturally too tight and the material too transparent. Her big naked tits were bursting and, the fact that she was not wearing a bra, made her tits and nipples (which were of course erect) visible to everyone. By her own volition she had elected not to do up the top two buttons which allowed more of her delicious cleavage to be on display. The plain brown army jacket had two low buttons which meant that, when she put it on, all of her cleavage was still visible. The hat of a female officer was probably the only authentic item of army clothing and it was a nice touch since it did make her look like an army officer, albeit a horny, slutty one. With her blonde hair neatly tied up in a bob, and her lips red with lipstick, she looked as sexy as she did that day when she was forced to dress up as a schoolgirl.
And as she admired how hot and slutty she looked, she heard a car pull up in her driveway. It was 12pm. She walked over to the mirror and looked down. A black Bentley had drawn up and it was reversing into the driveway. The General had arrived.
Of course, she did not have to go down and drive off with him, she told herself. True, she had remained at home, taken delivery of the package and dressed as ordered. But she did not need to go outside and step into the General's car. If she remained inside, she would be safe, her marriage would survive and this depraved, sexual world that she had previously experienced (and so enjoyed) would be over. Forever.
It was what she wanted. Wasn't it?
For a couple of minutes she just stared out of the window looking down at the car. She waited to see if anyone would get out and knock on the front door for her. But nothing happened. The General was clearly waiting to see if she would go out and join him. He was truly leaving it up to her to decide her own fate and not applying any further pressure. She realised that he was being supremely arrogant, assuming that she would come down, assuming that she would dress up like this for him, assuming she would be his whore...
How long would he give her before he left, she wondered? Another minute or so passed, and still nothing. Katie remained routed to the spot, staring down at the Bentley. The expensive carriage below symbolised a journey to an unknown destination; a destination which, in all probability, would end up with her performing her duties as a whore. Was this really her destiny, she wondered?
She moved away from the window and again looked at herself in the mirror. There she saw a beautiful, horny, hot slut. But she also saw a wife who did so love her husband, and loved him deeply. She desperately wanted to now be faithful to him and she had, when she woke up this morning, every intention of being that faithful, loving wife. But now, looking down at the General's car, dressed as he had ordered, with her pussy soaking wet, her big fat nipples on her big tits erect and bursting through her thin white cotton blouse, she wondered whether that was really possible.
Down below in the car, the General patiently waited. He was 100% certain that the bitch would come out and join him. The way she had responded to the fucking inflicted on her the other day indicated to him that such a whore would not refuse the opportunity to sample some more big dick. Especially when he knew how little her husband could offer her. And her husband, Frank, was in for some more humiliation, the General thought to himself. For sitting in the driver's seat of the limo was Katie's husband, Frank...
Frank was shaking with fear, and not a little anger. How had he ended up here, outside his own house, waiting to collect his wife so she could be fucked by the General? To answer that question, you had to go back a few hours in the day....
Frank and Katie had agreed that he would continue to work for the Platinum Club until he got a new job and was free of the hold of Jack, his boss. Well, today, when he got into the office, Jack told him that there was a crisis at the Platinum Club and Frank's assistance was urgently required. The General needed him to be his driver for the day and to help out at a crucial meeting. He was downstairs waiting and Frank was to join him immediately.
Frank, at the time, was actually not too disappointed by this. In effect, his boss was telling him to leave work early, go and drive the General's car in order for him to collect some tart who, no doubt, would then be ordered to perform some sort of degrading act for the General and other members. That was certainly better than staying in the office all day.
Once he got to the car and met the General, who was dressed in full military uniform, he informed him that his trusted driver had been taken sick and they needed a member of the Platinum Club to help step in. Indeed, he was going to collect some bitch who was required to "help" him close an important deal he was negotiating for the government. Since the kind of "help" that was required was not the kind you could normally find from a government employee, the General just couldn't ask for a Ministry of Defence driver. Only someone from the Platinum Club could be trusted. Hence the call to Frank and, since he was the most junior member, it fell to him to perform this rather demeaning chore. It was as Frank had suspected and it did not initially bother him.
That was of course until the General told him who they were going to collect. It was Katie, Frank's wife.
Frank froze with fear on hearing this awful news. How could this be, he asked himself? Katie had promised him that she would remain faithful. That was part of the deal. And yet here she was agreeing to see the General again and be his whore. His heart sank in a wave of despondency.
The General refused to allow him to stand there and dwell on things for too long. Time was precious and he was eager to get his hands on Frank's wife again and to humiliate him in the process. So he immediately ordered Frank to put on a Ministry of Defence uniform, which was in the front of the car, gave him Katie's home address, which of course he already knew, and ordered him to drive.
In the same sleepwalk state that Frank had found himself in during the photo shoot, he dressed as ordered, climbed into the car and set off. At first he thought his wife would inevitably discover that he knew what was going on, since she would see him driving the car. But one of the first things he noted when he got inside was the blacked out dividing mirror which separated the driver and the passengers. The General explained, during the journey via the intercom, that this was especially designed so that the driver could look in at the back but the passengers could not see the driver. Gave an element of privacy to the passengers but still complied with new security measures.
Once they arrived at Frank's house, he was ordered to reverse into the driveway rather than drive head on. The General told him that he wanted the bitch to enter into the car as quickly as possible without alerting any of the neighbours. It also meant that the bitch would not see Frank sitting in the driver's seat, which was far more important than maintaining Katie's dignity.
So this is how Katie's husband found himself, with the General, waiting to see if his wife would enter the car with all the inevitable consequences that would follow. As they both waited, Frank desperately hoped that his wife would not emerge, that she would stay in their home and save their marriage. So, with that in mind, he closed his eyes and silently prayed that she would not appear...
Of course, a few feet behind him, the General hoped, no expected, a different outcome.
Who would be right?
The General, of course.
As he had confidently predicted, only after five minutes of waiting, the door to the car opened and in entered Katie, dressed exactly as she had been ordered to and nervously licking her lips at the prospect of what was to follow.
"Do come in my dear and make yourself comfortable." The General said, as she sat herself down in the deep black leather seat next to him. And as she did, her micro mini skirt rose up her delicious thighs revealing, to the General's greedy eyes, all of her legs. As instructed, she was wearing brown stockings with white suspenders, which were now clearly on display to the General's hungry eyes. Katie made no attempt to cover herself up, indeed she crossed her legs exposing more of the lovely flesh above the tops of her stockings. The General licked his lips as he devoured her young body. "Driver, let's go!" he then barked to Frank.
Frank, who had been previously been given directions to the General's country retreat, set off.
Frank could not believe it, his bitch whore of a wife was betraying him. Again. And he was being forced to be party to this heinous act of. Of course, he could stop the car and confront Katie, but if he did that he would lose his job and no doubt his wife. And despite her betrayal, somehow he still wanted to keep her. He knew what this made him, but by driving his wife to her fate told its own story. As such, he looked back into his rear view mirror to see what the General was doing to his wife.
The General had calmly placed his old big hand on to one of Katie's young, delicate legs and was slowly moving them up to the tops of her stockings where there was a nice expanse of naked flesh. The General took a minute or two to savour their beauty. She was his. And he could now do as he pleased.
"So, you decided to come."
"Yes, Sir,"
"What made you change your mind? You seemed so reluctant on the phone. Worried about your husband?"
"Y-yes."
"Why? Open your legs." He ordered and Katie obeyed without hesitation or question, immediately uncrossing her legs and spreading them wide open for the General. The General's hand immediately went to her inner thigh and started to stroke her. His hand was now just inches away from her wet pussy.
"I love my husband, and I don't want to hurt him. This is wrong, b-but I couldn't help it..."
"Why couldn't you help it Katie? Why, if you love your husband so much, are you here, alone with a man old enough to be your father, dressed in a way that he could not possibly approve of?"
"Oh, General, please. P-please don't talk to me like this. I am here, isn't that what matters? Oh, General..." At that moment, his hand had moved over to the young wife's pussy and he had started to rub her clit through her thong. "Oh, General, Sir, oh that feels good..."
"Then answer the question, bitch, or I will stop. Why are you here with me?"
"B-because I want to feel your giant cock again, Sir. I want to be fucked again by men who know how to fuck me, Sir... Oh that feels good, I am so wet. I am so hot..."
"And you can't get that from your husband, can you Katie?" The General had now managed to insert two fingers into Katie's dripping wet pussy and the bitch was beginning to pant like a dog in heat. "No, no General I can't. I can't."
"And are you willing to betray the man you love for some big cock? Take your jacket off and open your shirt. I want to see your big married tits, you dirty whore." As ordered, she unbuttoned her jacket and removed it. She then unbuttoned a couple of buttons on her shirt and opened the folds to reveal two beautiful naked breasts. All the while, the General had kept his fingers up her throbbing cunt, fucking her gently.



"Yes, Sir, I am willing to betray my husband to fuck you and any other cock you order me to. Oh, Sir, I need it so bad, I am a whore who craves big cock. Oh! Oh! Oh..."
The General looked over at the panting whore. She looked so alluring, with her legs spread wide, her shirt open revealing her big tits, which shook deliciously as she panted in response to his delicious fucking. "Yes, you do need to be fucked. You do need to be treated like a whore. And there is no time like that the present for you to fulfil your destiny. So, I want you to kneel between my legs, take out my cock and suck it until I cum down your throat, you dirty bitch."
The General, to Katie's regret since she was close to cumming, then removed his fingers from of the bitch's cunt, leant back, spread his legs and waited for his bitch to follow his orders. As he did, upfront, thanks to the General leaving the intercom on (deliberately of course), Frank had been able to listen in to every word as his wife made her terrible confession. Strangely, he felt nothing other than being turned on. Seeing his wife submit to the General so easily and quickly and how she had dressed for him (she would never wear an outfit like that for Frank) made his dick hard in anticipation. He now knew that he was a nothing more than a sad cuckhold and, as such, eagerly awaited the next stage in his bitch whore of a wife's degradation.
Katie, meanwhile, effortlessly slid on to her knees and crawled over to kneel between the General's spread legs. The back of the limo was plush and big so there was plenty of room in which Katie could perform her whore like duties.
The outlines of the General's massive cock were already visible through his army trousers. Wasting no time, she unzipped him and removed his enormous 11 inch erect cock. It sprang out with force and slapped her across the face.
"First, I want you to lick and suck my balls, bitch." Katie immediately lowered her head and started to lick his enormous sack. As she did, she kept her hand on his big cock, gently rubbing it. At that point, the car had come to a stop at a red traffic light. The passengers did not have to worry if anyone outside could look in as all the windows were tinted black. Frank, however, took this opportunity to look back so as to get a better view of his wife performing fellatio on another man's balls. He could not see much because the General was facing him (he was grinning intently) but he got a good view of his wife's rear.
Kneeling between the General's legs and licking his balls meant that Katie had to thrust her delicious arse out. Of course, wearing a micro mini was useless in protecting her arse and all of her beautiful young bottom cheeks, framed by suspenders and set off with a white g-string, was on display to her husband. Her breasts hung heavily down out of her open blouse, and they swayed back and forth as she serviced the General's giant balls. It made a beautiful spectacle to the watching cuckhold which, but for the traffic light changing from red to green, he could have happily enjoyed for a good while longer. As he drove off, he continued to watch his wife's unfaithful activities via the rear view mirror. "Now, lick my cock, you whore." Once more, Katie obeyed her Master. As she did, the General looked down and marvelled at how quickly he had been able to turn this young, religious, conservative wife into a cock sucking loving whore. He thought about how young she was, and how innocent she had been until she had met him. Indeed, at 21 years old, she was as old as his youngest daughter. Of course, the General thought to himself, his daughter was no a whore. [Of that he was sadly mistaken, as all will eventually be revealed in the forthcoming story, "The General's Daughter] Indeed, he had never been averse to fucking his daughter's friends, even when they were as young as 16.
As he pondered how he loved the flesh of young women, Katie was happily applying sweet, girly kisses all over the General's big, ugly cock. It was so big that, when she rubbed it, her hand could not clasp it fully. She also noted her big, shiny, diamond engagement ring which contrasted sharply with the cock that she was holding. It reminded her of her marriage and loving husband.
Oh poor Frank, she thought, she loved him so much, he was so sweet, so tender, but he could never treat her like a dirty whore. And she needed to be treated like a whore, like a bitch whose sole purpose in life was to make her body available for other, bad men. Thankfully he had no idea that his wife had become such a big cock loving whore...
"My dear, do you like Daddy's cock?" It was the first time that the General had ever referred to himself as "Daddy", but thinking about the age difference and his own daughter, he thought it appropriate. In turn, Katie instantly liked the idea since she recognised the gulf in age between the two and the fact that such an old man could take advantage of someone so young, well it made it all the more wicked.
Rubbing his cock and looking up at him, with those innocent, baby blue eyes, she replied, "Yes, Daddy, your little girl likes your big ugly cock. Do you want me to suck Daddy's cock? Do you want your little girl to suck Daddy's cock until you cum down her naughty mouth? Is that what you want, is that what you want your naughty girl to do?"
The General was now panting with delight at how quickly the bitch was prepared to follow his lead. "Yes, my dear, suck Daddy's cock. And if you are a little good girl and suck it properly, there will be more treats for you..."
And with that, Katie opened her mouth and immediately swallowed half of the General's great big cock. "Oh, yes, that's it bitch, suck Daddy's big cock. Suck it good. You know you want to. That's it, suck it all the way down, you dirty bitch." Katie immediately obeyed and lowered her mouth over the General's 11 inch monster so it completely entered her young mouth. The General then placed his hands on the back of her head to gently guide her up and down. Not that she needed much guidance, such a proficient cock sucking whore she had become. "Oh yes, look up at me, look up at Daddy when you suck his cock. That's it. Oh you poor thing, you are crying, I take it my big old ugly cock is causing his little girl to cry. Do you want to stop? Do you want to stop sucking your Daddy's big cock because it is making you cry?"
It was true, the enormity of the beast that poor Katie was being forced to serve caused tears to swell up in her sweet innocent eyes and to fall down her lovely cheeks. Of course none of this meant that she wanted to stop trying to please her Master. So, taking the cock out of her mouth and looking up at the General, she replied, "No, Daddy, I don't want to stop serving your big cock. Please Daddy, please allow me to suck you off until you can take your pleasure in your little girl's mouth. Then I promise to swallow all of your naughty spunk. Please Daddy. Please..." And, to emphasise the point, she planted numerous girly kisses all over the enormous plumb of his dick.
"Yes, dear, suck Daddy's cock until he cums. Oh yes, suck me hard, you dirty little fucking whore. That's it, take all of my cock, squeeze my balls... Yes! Yes! You are serving Daddy's cock well..."
For the next few minutes all Katie did was to suck on the massive member and to gently massage the General's big old balls. The General meanwhile just leant back in his seat and allowed poor Katie to do all the work. It was her duty, after all. And she performed it well. Very well, in fact, for it did not take too long for the old man to reach his climax.
"That's it bitch, suck my cock. Suck it all, you dirty whore. Daddy's going to cum in your mouth and you are going to swallow it all for me. Aren't you? Aren't you? Oh yes! Oh yes! Daddy's cumming. Daddy's cumming. Oh, Daddy's cumming, ahhhhhh..." And Katie, as ordered, swallowed every last drop of the General's copious spunk.
Just a few feet away from Katie, her husband was having difficulty concentrating on the road, such was the excitement being generated behind him. In his rear view mirror he could see the effort his young wife was putting in to sucking the General's cock. Of course, she had never, despite his numerous requests, sucked his cock. She had been a cock sucking virgin until a week or so ago when she was forced to suck the General. Now she looked like she was becoming quite the expert. And as the General came down his wife's throat, Frank almost crashed into a car in front of him. He was shaking with excitement watching his wife perform as a whore and he was close to cumming himself. He hoped that, with the General having taken his pleasure in his wife, he would be given a little respite and be allowed to concentrate on the road.
Meanwhile Katie continued to milk her Master's cock for a good minute or so after he came, ensuring that every last drop of his precious fluid entered her young mouth. Once all the spunk had been drained from his mighty sack, the General put an end to things. "That's fine my dear. Please, come and sit here and rest for a while. You have performed admirably for someone so young, and so inexperienced in the arts of pleasing a man." He was now playing the role of a "kind old uncle" rather than the domineering evil Master, which Katie was more familiar with. Katie got up and sat down next to the General. "Make yourself comfortable and take a little rest, it must be hard work sucking on such a big cock. It always amazes me how you girls manage to do it, keeping such a big cock down your throat for so long. It really is good stuff.
"Now, we won't be getting to my country retreat for a little while yet so I suggest you make yourself comfortable. First, why don't you take your hat off, you must be quite hot in all that clothing..." The General was being a tad sarcastic since the bitch was hardly wearing anything at all. Nevertheless, Katie took off her hat and loosened the pin which held up her long blonde hair in a bob and let it fall down over her shoulders. "Good. Now, I think you should probably keep the rest of your clothing on... Yes, still keep your shirt open for me so I can see and have access to your big married tits. My, they are lovely, aren't they. What size are they?
"34-DD". Katie whispered.
"Yes, so big, especially for such someone so slender. I must say, you do have the body of a porn queen, and other attributes to match. Tell me, do you enjoy sucking my cock?"
"Yes, Sir, I do." She replied without hesitation.
"Don't call me "Sir" when we are in private. When we are alone, always address me as "Daddy"; but when we are with others, always address me as "Sir". Do I make myself clear?" The General's dark fantasies were being revealed to Katie. His penchant for young girls and being their "father figure" were all too apparent, but for Katie, also all too appealing!
"Yes, Daddy. I understand".
"Excellent. Now, be a good little girl and fix your Daddy a drink. I need a little break before we proceed any further. Get me a whisky, ice, no water." Katie was now being asked to be his waitress as well as his whore. For any normal, self respecting housewife, this humiliating treatment would be all too much. But Katie just obeyed and crawled over to the other side of the passenger seat where there was a mini bar, TV, phone and all the other luxuries that one would expect to find in an expensive limo.
As she started to fix her Master's drink, the General just sat back and watched as his bitch performed for him. She had to kneel like a dog and that allowed him to get a perfect view of her delicious young arse, framed by the deceptively innocent white suspenders and g-string.
His mind then wondered to what Frank made of this all. He was sure he would have being playing close attention to his wife as she blew him off. What must he make of her now? She had never sucked his cock, yet she was quite prepared to go down on another man. It must have been humiliating beyond anything the General had experienced. The General knew that the two of them had tried to patch up their marriage, but despite Katie trying to be a good wife, clearly her love for Frank was no match for the General's cock and the way he treated her. Treat then rough, keep them keen. Never was a truer word spoken, the General thought, smiling triumphantly to himself.
He himself was married into the aristocracy where his wife knew her place and duties -- she was to provide him with children and to be the perfect hostess. Whilst never explicitly discussing it with her, he took it as red that a man of his position was entitled to gratify his perverse needs outside his marriage. And that his wife had to accept that. (Not that she had any real choice).
Of course Frank did have a choice, of sorts. The General was curious to know to what extent a man would be prepared to watch his wife becoming a whore. Admittedly, had he intervened, his career at his bank would be over. But the General was of the opinion that a real man would have intervened. Judging by Frank's display today and previously, the General knew that he could do whatever he wanted with his wife with no consequence.
As the General mulled over this happy turn of events, Katie returned with his drink. She sat down and handed it to him. The General took it without offering a word of thanks or even a hint of gratitude. As he drank away, he picked up the phone, dialled a number, and proceeded to make a business call, all the while refusing to now even recognise Katie's presence.
Katie in turn looked on lovingly at her cruel, ruthless Master, who was happily drinking whiskey and discussing business. As he drank away, it only reminded her of how thirsty she was, especially after blowing him off and drinking his salty cum. Yet she had not dared to make herself a drink as the General had never given her permission to do so. Her needs were completely irrelevant and this cold, brutal treatment of her only made her want to please him even more.
With this in mind, Katie decided to expose all of her stocking clad legs to her Master. Shifting in her chair, she hitched her skirt so far up that it came to rest around her waist, not only did this reveal all her legs, it meant that her naked bottom was in direct contact with the leather sweat. She then spread the folds of open shirt even wider so that all of her big tits were on display. She then crossed her legs, placed her hands demurely on her lap and sat back, waiting for the General's next command, happy in the knowledge that she had done all she could to show off her young body to this old beast.
The General, noticing what Katie was doing, looked over and finally acknowledged her. He smiled at what he saw. Katie was looking at him, with that desperate needy look of a whore in heat. She was displaying her body in a desperate bid for attention. He saw that her tits would wobble up and down in response to the movements of the car. She was some whore.
Not to disappoint her, the General placed one of his hands on her legs and gently stroked her flesh as he carried on with his call. The bitch would get his full attention shortly, but business was business.
Thirty or so minutes passed and the General was still on the phone and was still happily stroking her leg. Every now again her had fondled her shaking tits but he was happy, for now, just to stroke her legs. The car had moved off the motorway and they were now driving down a narrow country lane. They were clearly not too far from the General's country retreat. Finally, he finished his call and took one last gulp of whisky. Putting his glass down, he once more turned his head and looked over at Katie. He was now ready to continue sampling the delights on offer. Smiling at her, he eyed her up and down in an approving manner. He was ready to give her his full, undivided attention.
"Tell me, my dear, why do you enjoy sucking my cock so much?" He asked, grinning from ear to ear. The General had decided to engage in a spot of verbal humiliation, he always liked his bitch's to openly admit to being a whore. Some of them found it more difficult than the actual act in question. It added to the intensity of the occasion and made them even more submissive and compliant. By speaking out loud to what they are and what they were doing, it invariably drove them on to further acts of depravity. Of course, in this instance, it had the added benefit of humiliating her husband who was listening in via the intercom.
In response, Katie just looked at him nervously. She did not want to answer the question. Like those other women, admitting out loud that she was a whore was proving to be difficult. Seeing that Katie was finding his interrogation tough, the General slyly moved closer to her, putting one arm over her shoulder in a deceptively comforting manner, and using his other hand to fondle her big married tits. She looked at him in the hope of some respite. Part of her was thankful for the attention on her horny body, the other part of her wanted him to cease humiliating her further by forcing her to confess to being an unfaithful cock sucking loving whore. The General however said nothing, fully confident that the bitch would answer. And of course he was correct. Katie knew she had to obey by answering him truthfully and honestly.
Licking her full red lips and, with her big baby blue eyes looking directly into his, she whispered, "Oh Daddy, I like sucking your cock because it is naughty, and I know it pleases you so much."
On hearing this, the General laughed. She may have found it difficult, but at least she was being honest. "Yes, it is very naughty, isn't it? Do you suck your husband's cock like you suck mine?"
"No, Daddy, I have never sucked my husband's cock before. The only cock I have ever sucked is yours." Katie replied, licking her lips and looking ever so innocent, all of which did not fail to go unnoticed by the General.
"Why do you suck your Daddy's cock and not your husband's?" The General was now starring into the young wife's eyes with a scary intensity. He was just an inch or so away and poor Katie was panting with excitement at this aggressive, lewd interrogation.
"Daddy, I suck your cock because you order me to. I suck your cock because you treat me like a whore and dominate me in a way that my husband can't. I suck your cock because it is so big and so powerful... I don't suck my husband because he has never forced me to... Oh Daddy, you treat me like such a bitch, I can't get enough. Daddy, is there anything else I can do for you? Is there anything else I can do to please your great big cock? Oh Daddy..."
Katie was delirious with desire and was panting like a dog in heat. The General's rough mauling of her breasts had only furthered that forbidden desire, as did the gentle nuzzling of her neck as the General, for the first time ever, started to kiss her. He was surprisingly gentle and tender, which contrasted sharply with the rest of his behaviour. In response, and without any prompting from her Master, Katie's hand reached out over towards his groin and she once more took out his cock from his army pants. It was still relatively flaccid but nonetheless still quite big and Katie's dainty little hand started to gently rub it in order for it to once more regain its strength and power.
The General moved from kissing her neck and started to kiss her cheek, slowly moving towards her mouth. As he got closer, he found her mouth open, she was panting loudly. Katie was desperately hoping that he would kiss her properly and display, for the first time, some proper show of love and tenderness. Sadly for Katie, the General did not kiss her and instead, his mouth remained a couple of centimetres away from hers, tantalisingly close but not close enough. The General, of course, never had any intention of kissing her. That would have displayed a level of care and love that was inappropriate in current circumstances. She was there to solely serve his base pleasure, not for love and care. For that, he went home to his wife and dog. Not to his whore.



So, remaining just a few centimetres from her panting mouth, with measured assuredness but still speaking in a gentle, soft tone, the General said. "There is something I want you to do for me." He then paused for effect. Katie was still breathing heavily. Naively she thought he was about to ask her to kiss him. She briefly imagined how passionately she would kiss him, and how she would tenderly stroke his face when she did, just like she would with Frank.
"Yes, anything Daddy, anything..." She replied, looking lovingly into his cold eyes, desperate for some flicker of emotion.
Of course, none would be forthcoming. "I want you to continue to rub your Daddy's cock until it gets hard and then I am going to fuck you. And do you know where I am going to fuck you? I am going to fuck you in your arse, you dirty little bitch..."
Poor Katie let out a loud gasp in shock and horror. This horrific, crude request was, for Katie, totally unexpected and brought the poor girl right back down to earth. She realised then, in that second, that she would always be his whore, his piece of meat, to do with as he pleased and any ideas of being anything else was just a flight of girlie fancy.
She then had to make a split decision. Should she concede her bottom to her Master, or refuse? She knew that a "no" from one his whores would be unacceptable. And to remain in his circle of depravity, a "yes", to whatever he ordered, was a strict necessity. And Katie still so desperately wanted to remain in the circle of depravity. For that to happen, she knew she would have to sacrifice her bottom.
At the same time as the General made his request, the car made a sharp swerve as Frank also reacted to this unexpected turn of events. Frank knew that Katie was still a virgin in her tight little bottom and that she wanted it to remain that way. He had, of course, asked her numerous times if he could fuck her there but she had always vigorously turned him down. But of course things were slightly different with the General...
Meanwhile the General had moved his face away from Katie's and leant back into his seat, picked up the phone and started to dial away. The man was so confident, so Machiavellian, that he did not even bother to wait for a response. His wish was his command and he fully expected the poor girl to yield her tight, young virgin bottom to his big, old, ugly cock.
Katie's hand meanwhile remained where it was, nervously rubbing the General's member in preparation for her bottom. She found that she could not remove it from this beast, despite every sensible bone in her body telling her not to allow this animal to enter her tight, virgin arse. But that sensible part of her died a week ago in the General's studio. Her pussy had now taken over. That is why she was here in the car, rather than at home making her husband's dinner. As such, her hand continued to gently move up and down as she helped this evil man get ready to fuck her arse. Copious amounts of the General's pre-cum began to be spurt out and cover her little hand, which in turn caused a squelching noise. A few weeks ago, performing this act would have been unthinkable. Yet here she was, semi naked, in the back of a car with a man she barely knew, a man old enough to be her father and with whom she was happy enough to refer to as "Daddy", rubbing his cock in order for him to be able to bugger her. It was madness!
The General had started to talk on the phone and it had become clear very quickly that this conversation would not be about mundane military matters. "Yes, I am on my way, we should be there shortly. Yes, yes, she is with me. What? Yes, she is good. Very good in fact." He smiled as he looked over at the terrified bitch. He could see the fear in her eyes and this only made his dick harder. Clearly being buggered was something that she had not envisaged. "What has she done? Well, so far she has sucked my cock and she did that very well. Her pussy? No, but I am about to break her arse in, I think that should be more useful preparation bearing in mind what is likely to follow today." And as her "Daddy" spoke about her as if she was some horse that was being prepared for a show event, she felt that he was taking even more control over her young person. The fact that he felt able to demean her in such a cruel and horrible way, to a man on the phone that she did not even know, said to her that this man knew no bounds when it came to cruelty. And she was willing to take it. Perversely, for the poor bitch, this also happened to be a real turn on...
"Yes, she is rubbing my cock in readiness for some arse fucking. Yes, I am sure the Ambassador and his friends will appreciate her. They are still coming? Good. Good. She will be a useful asset in the negotiations. A useful asset indeed... Just hold the line for a second...
"Katie, my dear, why don't you be a good little girl and come and kneel between my legs... Yes, just as you did when you sucked my cock... Good... Good... Now, this time I want you take your big married tits and wrap them around my cock... That's it, you are going to tit fuck me... Rub your tits up and down my big cock... Excellent, you are a natural. Have you done this before? No, oh my, a tit fucking virgin. Beautiful. Beautiful..." As Katie tit fucked her Master, she noted the contrast between her beautiful, tender young tits and his big, ugly old cock.
"Yes, yes, don't worry. The bitch will do exactly what I tell her to do. Are Claire and Alice there yet? Good. Make sure they dress up as ordered... Yes, stockings, suspenders and no bra. And give Claire a good spanking, she always loves it..." Katie heard the name of the other girls and wondered who they were and what the General plans were? She was not allowed to dwell on it too long since the General had taken hold of her head and was guiding her mouth towards his cock. "Suck my cock, bitch, make it nice and wet. Remember, this will be going up your tight arse in a few minutes so you want it as slippery as possible. Yes. Yes, that's it, suck it hard you dirty whore...
"God, this bitch is good. To think she was just a normal housewife a few weeks ago and just look at her now; on her knees, in the back of my car, sucking my cock in order for me to bugger her senseless. Remarkable... What's that? Yes, I will make sure the bitch screams! Ha! Ha! Anyway, we are almost there so I need to take her now. Will speak to you shortly..."
The General hung up and looked down at Katie who was frantically bobbing her head up and down, clearly she too saw the benefit of lubricating his cock as much as possible. "Driver, there is a farm lane just up on the right, slow down and pull in... Yes, just in here. Pull in... Just park the car up against this hedge... I am just going to fuck this bitch and then we can be on our way..."
Frank slowed the car down and pulled up so that he was parked up against a huge hedge. The car was now no longer visible from the road. And even if a farmer or walker came up to it, whilst they could see the driver, they would be unable to see anything that was going on in the back due to the blacked out windows.
As he turned off the ignition, he looked behind through the dividing glass to finally properly see what was going on. And still there was no urge on his part to intervene. In fact, Frank removed his erect 5 inch pecker and gently started to rub it. The sight of his poor wife, kneeling subserviently on her knees, sucking another man's cock in order to help him anally fuck her, well, it was all a little too much for the poor chap.
Meanwhile, in the back of the car, the General grabbed Katie's head, by pulling on her blonde hair, and yanked her head off his cock. With the car now stationary, it was time. "My dear, Daddy's now going to fuck you in your arse. So, be a good girl, turnaround, get on all fours, arch your back a little so that I can see your delightful little anal hole and get ready to be buggered."
Katie looked up at the General in utter fear at what he was asking her to do. For a couple of seconds she did not move. She reviewed her options, obey and get arse fucked. Disobey, here, where there was no where to run? He could still take her regardless. So, in almost a trance like state, as ordered, she slowly turned around, shuffled on her knees a couple of feet forward, lowered herself down so she was on all fours, dipped her back and thrust her bottom out until she felt a rush of cold air on her anal opening.
As she slowly and innocently presented her young, married bottom to the General for him to fuck it, she thought to herself that this was more than any straight forward fucking. This was much more. For Katie, this was rape.
She had not asked to be buggered. She did not want to be buggered. She was being forced, against her will, to be buggered. The fact that she had got on to all fours and presented her bottom to her Master was, for her, irrelevant. What else could she do? Alone in a car, in an isolated back country lane with the General and his driver, there was no escape. She had no choice but to comply. Had she refused, the General could have no doubt taken her bottom regardless. So, technically, she was right, this was rape. anal rape, the worst possible kind.
As Katie waited to be raped, her head was now just inches away from the dividing screen between the passenger side and the driver's. Since it was just a mirror on her side, and she could not see through, she assumed that the same applied for the driver and this would afford her a level of privacy. She would have been horrified to learn that, not only could the driver actually see everything that was going on, but, more importantly, the driver was her husband whose face was now just inches away from his unsuspecting whore of a wife.
Frank pressed his face up against the glass to feel closer to his wife. Still she could not see him, all she saw was the reflection of a horny bitch, licking her lips and panting like a dog in anticipation of having her bottom brutally raped. And Frank had no intention of intervening. He wanted his wife to be anally fucked. He wanted her to be taken as roughly as possible. For him it was a win-win scenario, she got to feel pain, which Frank felt that she deserved, and he got to feel pleasure, watching his wife in pain by taking a huge cock up her arse. It was quite something for a husband to feel this way about his wife. How did it ever come to this?
As Frank mulled over this question, the General made his move and of course her "rapist" had no compassionate feelings towards his victim. She was there for his pleasure and his pleasure alone. He did not bother to worry himself with the ethics of all this. Her consent was of no relevance to him, all that he had to concern himself with were with the considerable needs of his mighty cock. And at this moment, hic cock required her bottom, notwithstanding her clear reluctance to offer it to him. If that made him a rapist, so be it. He had raped before, and would no doubt rape again. A bitch's sole purpose in his life was to satisfy his needs. Anything else, they could get from their loved ones.
As such, the General calmly lowered himself off his seat so that he was kneeling behind his poor victim's bottom. He looked down at it and marvelled at its flawless perfection. It had an innocent charm to it, the way it was framed by frilly white suspenders. Its innocence and virgin status, and the fact that she was being forced to offer it to him, just made him appreciate it even more. He placed his hand on one of the cheeks and tenderly stroked it. It felt so smooth and girly. He then noted the g-string that still lay snugly within the valley of her bottom cheeks. It was easy to miss, it was so tiny. And whilst its purpose was purely for his pleasure (no woman ever wore them for comfort), he now felt that it was no longer required, indeed he made a mental note to himself that in future, when in his presence, she would not be permitted to wear any underwear of any description, other than stockings and suspenders. A bitch should always wear these items to please her Master, but her pussy, arse and tits should always be readily available to him. So, grabbing hold of her g-string with both hands, he violently ripped it off causing poor Katie to scream out loud. He then dropped it on to the floor. For Katie it represented a white flag of surrender as her conqueror looked to take her bottom.
The General then took hold of his big cock and started to slap her cheeks with it. "My dear, do you want me to fuck you in the arse? Do you want me to bugger your poor little bottom?"
Katie turned her head to look at the General. The look of fear was radiating out from her. Naïvely though, she still thought that there was a chance that he could spare her bottom and, as such, she wanted to make a plea to him for clemency. "No, Daddy, p-please, don't fuck me in my bottom. P-please, take my pussy instead. Your cock is too big. I don't think my little bottom can take it. It will hurt me so much, p-please, Daddy, please take my pussy instead..."
"And Katie, would it make you happy if I took you pussy instead of your bottom?"
"Oh yes, Daddy! Oh yes!" Katie screamed back.
The General was of course playing with the poor young girl. He wanted her to plea for mercy. He wanted her to beg for him to stop. But he had no intention of stopping or of doing anything other than fucking her bottom. Her pleas only added to his dark pleasure. Indeed, the more she pleaded, and the more he let on that there was a chance of escape, the greater her sense of disappointment would be when the General finally entered her arse. And of course, the greater his sense of delight for the General that he had been so cruel with her.
He said nothing in response to her pleas and just carried on stroking her arse, looking down at its beauty. It would not be long before he would be taking it, he thought, but he could wait for a little while more.
Katie foolishly thought that she was making progress with the General and he could spare her bottom after all. So, sweetly and innocently, looking up at him with those big, blue eyes, which now had tears swelling up in them, she pressed on with her girly, naïve pleas, not realising how much they actually added to her attacker's dark pleasure. "Daddy it would please me greatly if you fucked my tight little married pussy! I know your cock is so big and it will hurt my pussy, but you have not fucked me there yet. You can take me there! And when Jack did, I did so enjoy being fucked by a real man... You see, I have never had a big cock in my pussy before Jack. Frank was the only one I had... Oh Daddy, please. Please...."
The General just gave her a sweet smile, it was almost one of kindness. Poor Katie, not yet fully understanding how the Generals mind operated, carried on. "And Daddy, I think my little pussy is still very tight. My husband has never been able to fuck me properly there, but I know you can. I know you can treat your little girl like the whore she so desperately wants to be. Oh Daddy, fuck my pussy. Fuck it hard..."
The General stopped smiling and started to lightly spank her bottom cheeks. He wanted them red for what was about to follow. "You really do want me to save your arse, don't you bitch?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
A tear trickled down poor Katie's cheek. "Yes, Daddy, I do. Please don't fuck me there, I don't want it. Anything but that, please..." She replied, in all sincerity.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Are you saying that if I anally fuck you, it will be against your will?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
More tears, more sense of desperation,. "Yes, Daddy, oh yes Daddy, it will be against my will. P-please Daddy, don't do it. Spare me..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Are you then saying that if I were to bugger you, I will be raping you?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Katie had now turned her head back towards the front of the car and was starring at her reflection and that of the huge, towering presence of the General who, kneeling behind her, had a stern look of evil determination as he continued to spank her bottom. Each firm, crisp spank alternated between each beautiful, young, innocent cheek. She realised that her chances of surviving were rapidly diminishing. The look in his face as he spanked her was of a man determined to take whatever he wanted to.
But whilst she contemplated her fate, she found that the spanking, just as it had done in the film studio a week or so ago, was making her pussy soaking wet. This, despite the genuine fear she had of been anally raped. It was a strange contrast in feelings and one that she found difficult to explain. Was rape a turn on for her, she wondered?
"Are you then saying that if I were to bugger you, I will be raping you?" The General asked again, but this time louder and sounding annoyed that she had not responded immediately. His spanks also became that bit harder.
Still no answer as she pondered his question. Was this actually rape? Technically it was, if she refused entry. And she was refusing. Clearly she did not want her bottom fucked and the fact that the General was so obviously teasing her by asking her about being raped, meant that he liked the idea of raping her. This would fit in with the nature of the man. His penchant for very young girls and domination could easily progress into a fantasy of rape. Especially anal rape.
And had his attitude triggered in her an unexpected, dark fantasy? She actually had never previously fantasised about being raped. But alone, in a secluded country lane, where no one could help her, with a man as powerful, domineering and cruel as the General, on all fours, semi naked and having her bottom spanked, perhaps that was changing all that? After all, her pussy was now dripping wet. True, that was partly in response to the spanking, but she also felt that the prospect of being taken against her will could well have been a major contributing factor to her horny state.
She also realised that in order to please the General (and deep down that is all that mattered to her) she needed to respond truthfully to his cruel interrogation, which meant, whilst admitting that she did not want the General to anally fuck her, she could not however let on that she was turned on at the prospect of being taken against her will. After all, no rapist wanted his victim to consent.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Answer the question bitch!" The General growled.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
So, Katie answered the General honesty, and in a manner that would appeal to him. "Yes, Daddy, it would mean that you are raping me. I don't want you to fuck my tight little married bottom, so please, Daddy, don't rape your little girl. Don't rape her poor little bottom. I don't want to be raped. I want to be a good little girl. I want to be your good little girl but please don't rape my bottom..." Katie could now hear the General pant in excitement. His spanking was getting harder and harder in response to her desperate pleas. Clearly Katie was correct and the General was turned on by the prospect of raping this young, innocent girl.
And as the spanking continued unabated, Katie wondered how many girls he had raped before, just like this, in his car, in a dark, secluded country lane, or in a secluded part of town, where no one could hear the screams? She also wondered what the driver made of it all and if he ever partook in these activities, thus making it a gangrape? She groaned at the prospect...
In fact, the General's usual driver was sometimes offered a piece of whoever the General happened to be fucking -- a bonus for years of loyal service. But not today. Not when the piece of meat in question was the wife of the driver! Frank was actually frantically rubbing his cock, utterly turned on at seeing his wife being readied for the inevitable anal assault. He had fantasised about raping her anally. Many times. He just never had the balls to pull it off. Unlike the General, who he was fast beginning to admire.



Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Yes, bitch, it would be rape. But do you think your Daddy cares? Do you really think he cares about what his little girl thinks?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh yes Daddy, I hope he does care because his little girl so wants to please him with her mouth and her tight little pussy..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"So please Daddy, allow you little girl to please him. Take your little girl's little married pussy. Oh Daddy, it belongs to you, it will always belong to you... Ooh, Daddy, p-please be gentle " Katie's pussy was getting wetter as her pleas were becoming more desperate and as it became more apparent that she was going to be anally raped.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Ouch Daddy! Ouch! You are spanking me too hard. P-please Daddy, go easy on my poor bottom. Don't spank me so hard, don't rape my bottom. Daddy, please, please fuck my little pussy... Oh Daddy..."
The General ignored her and continued to punish her poor bottom. After a minute or so, having turned her bottom a deep shade of red, the General suddenly stopped. All that could now be heard were the sounds of deep heavy breathing emanating from the both of them.
The General looked down and, seeing her beautiful bottom so wonderfully abused, and the way she had pleaded with him not to anally rape her had turned him on to such a degree that he could barely contain himself. His heart was pounding away and, for a man in his 60s, had he not been in supreme physical condition, the excitement could have easily caused a heart attack.
Meanwhile for Katie, the pain radiating from her reddened arse and the impending anal rape had turned her into a panting whore of a dog. She was still terrified at the prospect of being buggered, but at the same time the prospect of anal rape had caused a burning sensation in her pussy.
It was a few seconds before the General finally spoke. It was time. "Bitch, your feelings are irrelevant. You should know that by now. Your body belongs to me, for me to do with as I please. You will dress and do exactly what I say and your opinions are neither sought, nor required.
"So, why don't you be a good little girl, reach back, take hold of your Daddy's cock and place it at the entrance of your arse. You are now going to be anally raped." The General could barely get his words out, such was his excitement. Initially, Katie did not move. She was slightly shocked that the General was asking her to be complicit with his rape. He thought that he would, and should, do everything himself. But then she realised that this was all part of him humiliating her and making her his subservient bitch.
As such, Katie knew that she had no choice but to obey. She knew that rape victims rarely had choices. So, with a little reluctance, but still prepared to fulfil his fantasy of rape, she reached back with her right hand and took hold of his rock, hard cock. When she held it, she thought that she had never felt it so hard before. It felt like a rod of steel. Clearly rape was the ultimate turn on for this animal. Then, shaking with fear, she placed the mighty head of the beast at the entrance of her tiny anal opening. Once she had done that, the General replaced her hand with his and took over. Then, with much force, he forced the head of his cock up her arse.
She was now being anally raped.
And as the General burst through the poor bitch's tight sphincter, Katie let out a huge scream as hot flashes of pain cursed through her young body. "Agggghhhhhhh, take it out! Take it out! It's too big! It hurts! Ooooh, Daddy, please, take your big cock out of my bottom. It hurts! It hurts!" The General's response was one of supreme indifference for all he did was to slide a further 6 inches of his 11 inch rod into the young wife's tight rectum. "Daddy! Stop! Stop... it is too much, p-p-please, Daddy, stop raping my poor b-bottom. It hurts! It hurts! Daddy, your little girl is in a lot of pain... please take your big cock out of my little bottom, p-please..."
As she spoke, she turned her head back to once more stare at the General. Tears were streaming down her face as she felt her bottom being ripped wide apart with the General's rod of steel. She looked so beautiful in that desperate, pleading state. And it took a man of complete ruthlessness and indifference to ignore her pleading, baby blue eyes.
And the General was such a man and in response, all he did was to lean forward, grab her big tits, which hung heavily down from her slim body, and, shock of shocks, kissed her panting open mouth for the first time. Her mouth accepted the General's tongue as it swilled around her mouth. She was still panting with fear but managed to respond to the General's surprising act of affection by seeking out his tongue with hers.
As they kissed, the General mauled her big tits, roughly pinching on her nipples, but he took this opportunity to slide the remaining five inches of his cock into her tight anal channel. As he pushed his way through with some considerable force, poor Katie let out a muffled scream. Once the General had reached his target of 11 inches of big cock in her virgin anal channel, he stopped kissing her, straightened up and looked down at her poor bottom.
"That's it bitch, take it all! Take all of Daddy's big old cock in your tight young arse."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
The General's familiar pattern of punishing his victim as she was forced to submit to his evil will continued unabated.
Katie meanwhile was experiencing pain that she had never thought possible. "Aggghhhh, Daddy, p-please! Take it out! Take it out! It hurts. Oh my God, it hurts so much. Your cock is too big, it is splitting my poor bottom. Daddy, p-please..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You want me to take my cock out of your bottom don't you? You want your Daddy to stop buggering you, don't you?"
"Oh yes, Daddy, I do, I do! It hurts, it hurts, your cock is so big. Please take out! Please stop raping my poor bottom..." Katie replied, in genuine pain.
Of course her desperate pleas only inflamed the General's passion further as he slowly started to withdraw his mighty cock from her anus. Katie, for a brief, foolish moment, thought that the General might be actually listening to. But, when only the head of his cock remained in her, in one brutal thrust he rammed the remainder of his huge cock back in to her tight bottom. "Yes, bitch, I am raping your bottom, so take that you dirty little whore!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh Daddy, p-please stop! You are buggering my little bottom. Ooh, Daddy, you are raping my poor bottom. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
He then started to slowly fuck the poor girl's arse, all the while spanking each cheek. Katie could do nothing other than remain dutifully on all fours, bottom pushed out fully available for him to rape. And the General did just that, raping her bottom, devouring her delicious, tight married cheeks. He could not remember a time when had had felt his cock so hard nor a bottom so tight.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
That was all that happened for a few minutes. Brutal anal fucking and spanking. And it did not take long before her arse began to adjust to being forced to serve so much big cock and, as it did, the General quickened his thrusts, eager to derive as much pleasure as humanly possible from this evil form of sex
Katie meanwhile was just staring at herself in the mirror, which also served as a divider between the passenger side and driver's. And the reflection she saw would have shocked any normal, self respecting middle class wife: what she looked at was such a respected middle class wife, but that's where any sense of normality ended since she was on all fours, her shirt was open and her bra-less tits were shaking back and fourth; her skirt was bunched up around her slender waist, revealing all of her arse, which was deceptively framed by frilly white garters attached to a white garter belt and which held up brown stockings; her beautiful face was in a constant state of shock; tears were streaming down her face and her mouth was wide open screaming out were the words "Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Katie could also clearly see the source of her distress, the General; she was able to look at this huge old brute of a man, fully dressed in a British army General's uniform, his 6 ft 3 frame towering over her petit body and who was violently thrusting in and out of her little bottom, raping her; his face had a look of pure evil determination about it and was covered in sweat, which was now dripping off his face and he was constantly spanking her, punishing her bottom as if being anally raped was not punishment enough.
And whilst Katie may have been experiencing pain that she had never previously thought possible, the General, of course, was experiencing the exact opposite: pleasure that he had never once thought possible. For Katie's arse was, quite simply, the tightest hole he had ever fucked. And he had fucked some holes in his time. It was so tight that, at first, he feared that it would rip the skin of his dick off. But it soon opened up allowing him to cruelly fuck her. And boy did he fuck her. His look of evil determination was actually one of pure pleasure and, so immersed was he in fucking her, the only thing that mattered to him in the world at that particular moment was her bottom and the pleasure it was giving him. There was nothing else he could focus on. He did not care for, one second, of the pain that he was causing her, his pleasure was all that mattered.
And he spanked, not because of any general desire to spank a naughty wife's bottom, (which he often did), but because he genuinely wanted to punish her. And why did he want to punish her when she was allowing him to anally rape her? Because he knew that, whatever may happen in the future, he would never experience pleasure like he was experiencing at that moment. No woman could ever come close to possessing a bottom as tight as this bitch's. And even if he fucked Katie's arse again (as no doubt he would), he knew it would never be quite as good as the first time. So he wanted to hurt the bitch, for not only giving him the greatest fuck, but also because he knew that once you reach the summit of the highest mountain, everything else would be a disappointment.
Of course, this kind of treatment would repulse most normal women. But not our Katie for, after a few minutes of pure anal fucking and spanking, something began to change in her. Something she never thought possible. She began to enjoy being buggered. The change in her stemmed from the fact that the big cock in her bottom had ignited in her hidden, perverse feelings that she never knew existed. And as her arse felt like it was going to be ripped open with each thrust, her pussy started to get wet. This in turn led to a change in response and, in no time, gone were the howls of protest and instead, what started as a slow murmuring of pleasure, turned into groans of approval. "Ooh, ooh, yes! Yes! Fuck my bottom harder. Oh! Oh! That's it, Daddy, rape my bottom. Rape my bottom with your big old cock. Oh, Daddy, you are so strong..."
Katie found herself saying these things without thinking. Indeed, one wondered if she knew what she was saying, such was the combination of pain and pleasure that she was experiencing. It was actually the perfect combination for any whore.
"You like it bitch, don't you? You like me raping your bottom, admit it, you dirty whore!" The General said, delighted that the bitch was taking to be anally raped (they all did). He then grabbed hold of poor Katie's blonde hair and yanked her head back in order to inflict more pain on to her poor, young person.
"Ouch! Oh Daddy, be gentle, be gentle.... Oh Daddy, you are raping my bottom, you are raping my bottom. Oh God yes, yes! You are raping my poor married bottom! Oh God, that feels so good..."
Of course, her "Daddy" was now doing no such thing, for any notion that Katie did not consent to being anally fucked had well and truly gone out of the window. But she still wanted to continue with the fantasy of being "raped" since she derived so much pleasure from it. And she felt the General did also.
"Yes bitch, I am "raping" your bottom, but you love it, don't you? You love being dominated by your Daddy. And by his big old cock. Admit it you bitch! Admit it!" And as he spoke the last few words, he spanked and fucked the poor wife even harder, causing her to scream out.
"Ouch! Oh, Daddy. That hurts! Oh, that hurts. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Admit it bitch!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"And take that, you dirty whore. " Spank! Spank! Spank!
"There, take all of Daddy's big old cock in your dirty, married arse."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Come on, bitch, admit it! Tell me how much you love Daddy raping your virgin arse!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
As the General fucked and spanked her harder, this caused poor Katie to come to the brink of an earth shattering orgasm. But just before she got there, she finally admitted what the General already knew. "Oh yes Daddy, rape me harder! Rape me harder! I love that big cock up my poor little bottom. Oh! Oh! Oh! Fuck me, Daddy! Spank me, Daddy! Oh, I have been such a naughty little girl. Oh, Daddy, I have been a naughty girl... That's it, fuck my bottom! Fuck my bottom! Fuck my bottom... Spank me! Spank me! Oh, God, Daddy, I am cumming. Don't stop, I am cumming..."
On hearing this, the General could not help but to cum too. He wanted to delay the inevitable as long as possible, in order to continue to savour her bottom. But upon hearing the young wife's dirty confession, he could not help but to empty his sack into her arse. "Aggggghhhhhhhhhh, you bitch, take my spunk in your arse, you dirty little whore. Aggggggghhhhhhhh..." And he came, emitting copious amounts of hot warm spunk up her once virgin rectum, filling her completely.
And Katie's poor husband, sitting just inches away from his panting wife, also came. He came over his pants whilst he watched another man cum in his wife's arse...
To be continued...
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The General sat back in his chair, exhausted from anally raping poor Katie. He took out a hanky from the breast pocket of his army jacket, mopped the sweat off his face and looked over at her. Katie had dutifully remained on all fours, waiting for her next order, wondering what further act of depravity the General had in mind.
The General meanwhile sat back and marvelled at Katie's poor abused bottom, his spunk could be seen dribbling out of her anal hole down on to her stocking clad legs. Anally raping a poor bitch was hard work these days, he thought, especially as one got older. And it was rare to come across a bottom of such beauty and perfection (although we are about to hear about a few other women who possessed beauty that was arguably on a par with Katie).
As a result of this bitch's beautiful arse, the General's dick refused to go soft. Despite having already cum twice in the bitch's body, the General still craved more. And, bearing in mind what was in store for Katie later that day, the General realised that he may not get another chance to sample her young body. For today at least that is. As such, he needed to avail of every opportunity to abuse her.
For a minute or so, he gently rubbed his dick as he looked over at the poor bitch.
Meanwhile, Katie, on all fours, could still look into the dividing mirror that was directly in front of her. She could see the General sitting behind her, legs spread wide, smiling as he masturbated. She knew then that her body was still required. She shivered, both in fear and desire for, whatever he asked her to do, she would have no choice other than to obey.
After a few minutes, the General finally spoke. "Bitch, come over here and kneel between my legs."
Katie turned around so she was facing the General. Looking up at her Master, in the fashion of an obedient dog, she crawled over to where he was sitting. She stopped when her face was just inches away from his groin. She then sat up and placed her dainty little hands on his splendid pole, replacing his, and gently started to rub him.
"Daddy, what do you want me to do now? Do you want to fuck my little pussy. Do you want to fuck your little girl's tight pussy?"
Katie assumed that, having already taken her arse and mouth, the General would want the complete set of holes and would want to take her cunt.
The General looked down at the poor bitch, noticing her tits shaking up and down as she rubbed him off. She was licking her lips, no doubt excited about the idea of having her tight pussy stretched by his enormous weapon. But the General had other ideas. Other dirty ideas. He was tired from anally raping her and had no desire to do any further work. He could of course ask her to sit on him and ride him cowgirl style. He would like that, he thought, watching the bitch fuck him, her tits bouncing up and down as she gave herself the pleasure she so desperately sought. However, her needs were of zero consequence to him. He thought it much more fun if she was forced to suck his cock after it had been up her ass. The General was fond of a little ass-to-mouth action and, often when fucking a girl's arse, rather than cumming in her bottom, he would remove his dick at the crucial moment and shove it down her mouth, forcing the girl to taste her arse as well as his cum.
It was the kind of depraved action that was fitting for a man of his stature.
"No, bitch, I am a little tired, so whilst we make our way to our final destination, I would like it if you gave me a little oral relief. So, be a good girl and suck my cock until I cum, you delightful whore. Oh, and be quick about it, we are only 10 or so minutes away and I need to cum before we get there...
"Driver, let's go."
And with that, the General sat back and waited for the bitch to perform her whore like duties.
Katie initially looked up at the General in shock and horror, her eyes pleaded with him for some mercy. She did not want to suck his cock after it had been in her bottom. That was disgusting and taking the depravity to a new level (again). However, when she saw his grinning face and look of pure evil satisfaction, she immediately knew there was little point in arguing with her Master.
So, licking her lips, she innocently whispered, "Yes, Daddy, as you wish..." And with that, she opened her mouth and allowed his massive dick to enter her mouth and in the process, for the first time in her young life, she was able to taste her ass...
The General smiled in delight as the bitch performed her duties. He looked down on her and gently patted her head, just as he would when one of his dogs at home came up to him for some affection. And as his dick once more began to rekindle those warm feelings of desire, the General contemplated how well things were going. Not only had he anally raped this bitch in front of her pathetic husband, without even a murmur of dissent, she was now willing to follow it up by sucking his dick. There could be no doubt, if there had been any before, that she now belonged completely to him. And that was good, on so many levels. Good for his dick and good for business...
Good for business because, in an hour or so, he was set to meet some important dignitaries from a rich, African oil state who were interested in completing a lucrative arms deal. Naturally the General was receiving a big kick-back (all illegal of course) from the arms manufacturer and, to help facilitate the deal, he was hoping that Katie's young body would help smooth the negotiations.
It was actually a huge deal with a lot of money at stake and many people from this African nation would be turning up since this was also the day they expected to close the deal. To precipitate the signing, the General was going to sate these men's gross sexual appetites by offering them some succulent, white female flesh as an appetiser. However, he correctly figured that one piece of young white meat was insufficient for all these men, so he needed more. That was why he had invited Alice and Debbie along to the meeting.
Debbie Mills was a 36 year old knock out young white housewife and mother. She happened to be the split of the porn goddess Jane Darling. Like Jane, Debbie had a beautiful, angelic face, long blonde hair, lovely large pert breasts, size 34-D and a body to die for. But whereas Jane had blue eyes, our Debbie's were beautiful, hazel brown. She also exuded class having been born into one of London's wealthiest families, was always well turned out (she only wore the most expensive of clothes) and socialised within the top echelons of British society.
Alice was an 18 year old beautiful schoolgirl. She too was an image of a porn goddess, Keri Sable. She had a stunning face and long blonde hair and, like Keri, slim in all the right places. The only difference was in the breast department, whereas the lovely Keri has lovely petit tits, Alice's were big and were the same size as Debbie's at an impressive 34-D. For someone so young and so slim, it was an impressive achievement.
And both Alice and Debbie were already at the General's country retreat, two gorgeous young women, with bodies to die for, waiting to service him and his business colleagues.
And that wasn't the only link between the two, for in addition to being the General's whores, Debbie happened to be Alice's mother!
Both mother and daughter were completely unaware that the other was at the General's house, they had been carefully kept apart, secluded in separate rooms, waiting for their orders. And the mother at least had no idea that her young, schoolgirl daughter was a whore for big cock. Indeed she would have been mortified to discover what her daughter had become.
As Katie continued to vigorously blow the General, conscience of how little time she had to satisfy him and terrified of the consequences if she failed, he took out a cigar from his pocket and lit up. Puffing away, he looked down at the poor wrench, who was once more being forced to perform a disgusting sexual act on his person and thought back to a couple of months ago when he managed to fulfil, what is still a fantasy for most men, the legendary mother and daughter combo...
The Mother's Story
Debbie Mills became a mother at a very young age, 18 to be precise. She had fallen in love with a young boy, Justin, who was of a similar age. They had met whilst going to church. One thing had led to another and, despite both knowing better, they had sex. Just the once, but it was enough.
Debbie's parents were horrified to learn of her pregnancy, but, since they were strict Roman Catholics, an abortion was totally out of the question. So, despite being part of England's upper class where teenage pregnancies were generally unheard of, Debbie was told that she would have to forgo her place at Oxford University and instead have a baby. Any social fall out could be dealt with, it was secondary to the needs of the unborn child and the will of the Lord.
So, rather then take her place at Oxford, Debbie stayed at home. University may have not been on the agenda, marriage however was and, just a few months before she gave birth, Debbie got married to Justin. Three months later, Debbie gave birth to a lovely baby girl, Alice, and as her parents were rich, they happily provided moral and financial support to the young couple and their granddaughter.
They settled down and, bucking the trend for teenage marriages, theirs was, and still is, a very happy one. They loved each other very deeply and adored being parents to young Alice. Their marriage was further helped by Debbie understanding, and allowing Justin to pursue his lifelong ambition to go into the army. And, with her father's connections, a place at the most prestigious army school in England, Sandhurst, was secured. So, at the age of 18, off he went to pursue a career in the army where he still is and has risen up the ranks to Major.
Meanwhile, Debbie gave up any chance she had of going off to university and having a career of her own by staying at home to look after her daughter, Alice.
Years passed, Justin continued to excel in the army and was being rapidly promoted. Debbie carried on caring for Alice and the lack of a career of her own was soon forgotten as, ever so slowly, England's snobby society allowed Debbie back in, especially when, several years later, her friends got married and started having kids of their own.
As she mixed, once more, with the British social elite, she began to get involved with the type of work that was commonplace for rich, bored housewives, namely charity work. And, as a devout churchgoer (she attended church at least twice a week) she ended up doing a lot of work for them, helping out with various high profile projects. Along with caring for her daughter, this kept her busy but, as time progressed, she still found herself still strangely unfulfilled.
It was not that she didn't enjoy caring for her daughter, or helping out with the Church, it was just that she felt that she had a different calling in life to one of just being a rich, glamorous housewife who helped doing the Lord's work.
And this feeling remained with Debbie as the years passed and grew in intensity as Alice got older. Alice, who when she was younger relied heavily on her mother, had come to rely on her less and less as she got older. In addition to being stunningly attractive, Alice was also a very sensible, level headed girl thanks, in a large part, to her mother's upbringing. Like her mother, Alice was immersed in the teachings of the church and, having seen what had happened to her mother, she was determined not to make the same mistakes by straying into the path of evil temptation. As such, she had always stayed well clear of male contact, much to her mother's approval, and was determined only to date one man, her future husband, whoever that might be. She also excelled at school where she was determined to do well and was well on her way to go to Oxford, eager to achieve what her poor, unfortunate mother was unable to.
Debbie's situation was not helped by the long periods of absence of her loving husband, Justin, who was sent off to fight in Iraq and Afghanistan in Bush's "War on Terror".
So, as her daughter became ever more self-reliant, her husband hardly at home and her charity and church work, whilst fulfilling her social and moral conciseness, failed to hit the spot with what she truly wanted, poor Debbie remained unfilled with life.
The only problem was what was it that Debbie needed to make her life fulfilled? That was the question that remained unanswered.
With this question remaining in the forefront of her mind, it was during one of Justin's long tours of Iraq, and a couple of weeks before Alice's 18th birthday, that Debbie came across an advert in a magazine she was reading : "Attractive girls required for exclusive modelling assignments. All ages welcome. Pays well. Please send photos to..." Debbie stopped and looked at this. Normally she wouldn't pay any attention to it, she would have thought it a scam to lure women into the porn industry. However, this ad, for some reason, sparked something in her and aroused her attention. For starters, it appeared in one of the more expensive magazines you got in London that was primarily bought by London's well-to-do ladies, such as herself. Also, the ad was placed in the same section that was advertising Cartier, hardly a cheap option for some sick scam.
Debbie looked long and hard at the ad, at the bottom there a company crest and the whole thing just looked too legitimate to be a scam, she thought. Maybe Debbie could alleviate some of her boredom by trying out a spot modelling?
It was not the first time that modelling had crossed her mind as an option. Indeed many times people had suggested it to her as a career since she was quite the stunner. As mentioned, being a blonde beauty with the body of a porn goddess meant she was sure to be in big demand. But modelling was generally discouraged in London's high society. Already she had been a teenage mother and being a model on top of that was almost certainly going to be met with disapproval from her friends, parents and especially her husband. Justin was a conservative at heart and very possessive of her, he would not like her delicious body to be on display to photographers and the general public.
But set aside all that was poor Debbie's yearning for a purpose in life. Modelling could perhaps achieve that, it was after all a career which would allow her to display her obvious talents. It was also something that was hers, hers alone, and which did not conform strictly to the norms of conservative society that she was so heavily immersed in and which she was now finding a little constricting. Perhaps this was what she had been waiting for? Pursuing an academic or professional career was now too late. But maybe she was always destined to use her other talents, her looks and body to fulfil her needs. Maybe this was what God had intended all along and that was why, now, when her daughter was old enough, and her husband was far away, that she had seen this ad? Maybe it was all preordained that, at this stage of her life, when she was at the peak of her beauty, she would become a model and bring joy and happiness in other people?
Debbie still had no idea how much joy she was actually going to bring to the lives of someverywicked men.
So, with her husband safely out of the way fighting a war in Iraq and unable to influence her decision, with much excitement Debbie made the momentous decision to send in some photos of herself to the address indicated on the ad. And as she prepared the envelope for posting, for the first time she noted the name of the club. The Platinum Club...
[For those readers who don't know what The Platinum Club is and how it operates, or who need a reminder, please read "A Whore is Born Ch1" for a detailed explanation]
It was a week or so before she received a reply. They were interested! Debbie was delighted. She had been beside herself with excitement ever since she had sent in her photos, desperate for some indication that her body would meet with satisfaction. She eagerly read their reply. First, to make sure they were both comfortable with what each other had to offer, a first round of interviews was arranged; nothing formal, just coffee in a five star hotel. Very civilised, Debbie thought, and nothing improper in what they were suggesting.
Unsurprisingly, with the body that Debbie possessed, she passed this interview and was asked if she was willing to attend a first photo shoot a few days later. Debbie, readily accepted their offer, delighted that finally, she was at the beginning of her own, exciting career. And the fact that she was pursuing her modelling career surreptitiously behind her family's back, made things even more exciting.
The first shoot went well. At the shoot there were four men, three of whom were middle aged and fairly non-descript looking, whilst the other was a tall distinguished looking gentleman. His slim, tall physique was in stark contrast to the average, portly look of the other chaps. He went by the name of Jack.
Jack did all the talking and instructing. The others remained studiously silent, rarely saying anything, allowing Jack to take complete control. She was asked by him to model a number of outfits however she noted that whatever she was asked to wear, the lingerie and footwear, although that changed with each outfit, essentially remained the same: very high heels (no less than five inches in height), stockings, suspenders, suspender belt, high-cut French panties and a tight, see-through bra. She found this a little odd, it almost seemed like it was The Platinum Club's uniform...
However Debbie did not object and actually enjoyed wearing the lingerie. These were high quality, expensive items (all Italian design bought from the shop, La Perla) and so it was natural that she would feel comfortable wearing them. And the other items were all expensive designer clothes. But the other thing she noted was that the outfits progressively got more and more revealing as the shoot went on. So much so that, by the end of the shoot, she was asked to model a short, tight, black mini skirt, hitch it up, so the tops of her black stockings and suspenders were revealed and was then asked to lean forward so that the cameramen could look down her top and take pictures of her delicious cleavage.
All of this she did without hesitation, for Debbie immediately fell in love with her new career. Not only did she feel excited by modelling, she found it strangely fulfilling that, the more and more of her body that she was asked to reveal, the more she enjoyed it. Indeed, by the end, had they asked her to reveal a little more, she would have been quite willing to do so.
She was paid for the shoot and was asked to turn up again. Naturally she agreed, delighted that her body had met with these men's satisfaction.
The next shoot was on a Sunday. She arrived after church and was still in her church outfit which always consisted of conservative Channel, just the type of outfit you would have expected someone like Jackie O to have worn. When she arrived, she found waiting for her the same four men. Jack once more did all the talking and she was immediately ordered to go to the dressing room where her outfit was waiting. She found that Jack was much more business like and firm with her than last time. She seemed to like it. When she entered her changing room, Jack went next door to watch her dress via the secret two-way mirror.
When Debbie got inside, she found that the outfit she was being asked to model was much more revealing than anything she had modelled previously. It consisted of a one piece little black dress, black stockings, suspenders, g-string and bra. The dress, it if could be described as a dress, was ridiculously short, just about covering her pert little arse. That was of course until she put on the 5 inch black heels when she found that the bottom of her arse would be visible whenever she walked. Of course the net effect of all this was to also reveal the tops of her stockings and suspenders.



The bra was a little tighter than the ones she had worn on her first shoot, so much so that it refused to contain her big tits. Her nipples, which she strangely found were erect, kept on popping out of her bra. She thought that it was ok since she would never be showing her breasts to these men.
Once she was ready, she looked at herself in the mirror, licked her lips and admired her reflection. She could not remember the last time she looked so alluring and sexy. Normally she looked classy and sexy, but now she just looked like sexy. In fact, she looked like a sexy little tart, one of those women who dressed when they were determined to land a man on a night out. No, not land a man, but fuck a man she thought. She noted how her nipples were clearly visible through the thin material of her dress. There was nothing she could do about that. She momentarily toyed with the idea of wearing the padded bra that she had worn when she arrived, but she instantly dismissed the idea. It would not be what Jack wanted.
She looked down, the dress exposed virtually all of her long, slender legs, which were wonderfully toned by the five inch high heels. The tops of her stockings were visible, even more so whenever she took a step forward.
She then turned around to have a look at her wonderful little arse. God it looked great in this tight, little black number. She should dress up like this more often she thought, it was just a pity that her husband preferred her to look conservative rather than sexy. Maybe she could dress up like this when he wasn't around, she mischievously thought...
She then wondered how her bottom would look with a g-string on. You see, Debbie had never worn a g-string before. When she had previously modelled for the Club, she had been given only high-cut French panties. She wondered why the change today? Maybe it was more fitting with this sexy dress? Regardless, she was curious to see how they would look. So, with much excitement, with her arse was facing the mirror, she reached back to lift her little dress up. She then saw that her arse, lovingly framed by her pretty, frilly black suspenders, was virtually naked since the g-string had disappeared between the valley of her cheeks. Her bottom looked quite beautiful, she said to herself, and she told herself off for previously never wearing a g-string. Prior to today, she had found them too uncomfortable and her husband, bizarrely, did not like them. Also, she thought they were a degrading item of clothing that ignored the comfort of the wearer and solely concentrated on the pleasure it would give a man. She was fortunate enough to be married to a man who respected her enough not to insist on her wearing such a degrading item.
But now, looking at the way the piece of string nested snugly between the valley of her cheeks, she marvelled at the way this cunning invention drew the viewer's eye to the valley of a woman's arse, thus making them focus on each perfect cheek. It was in fact more revealing than wearing nothing at all.
And for some reason, here, alone with these men in this film studio, wearing a g-string was taking on a whole new meaning. She felt almost liberated, like her body was fulfilling its destiny, what that ultimate destiny was, she couldn't be sure. All she knew was that by dressing like this, for these men and in particular Jack, her life somehow felt right, more complete. She then wondered whether she would have to reveal her bottom? She dismissed the idea, they probably just wanted to her to wear one in order not her panty-line not to be visible through the thin dress.
Not wanting to keep Jack waiting any longer, and anxious to resume her modelling career, Debbie made her way back into the studio. She was slightly nervous with how she looked but she was still determined to model for them in her new, sexually liberating outfit.
She need not have been nervous since, when she emerged, all the men were perfect gentlemen. At first, there were just three of them, Jack was still absent, they all complimented on her looks and told her that it was rare to come across a model of such outstanding natural beauty (as was indeed the case). After a minute or so, Jack emerged, coming out of the room next to her changing room. He had a content look about him (he had just wanked himself off as this young beauty had, without knowing it, stripped off for him), when he saw her, he blatantly eyed her up, much more so than the others, and licking her lips, told her she looked stunning.
Pleased with the response, Debbie resumed her modelling career.
At first, they just took pictures of her modelling the dress, first standing and then sitting. However, whatever pose she adopted, she always revealed the tops of her stockings and sometimes the flesh above. Jack then asked her walk back and forth, just as a catwalk model would. As she did, she found that in her heels and short dress, with each step, the bottom of her dress would flap up, revealing all of her legs and sometimes the bottom of her ass. This was even more so when Jack asked her to twirl when turning around. As Debbie did this, she felt that the men were taking pictures solely of her arse.
Before she could dwell on this, Jack decided to take things one stage further. When she got to the end of the room, when she was away from the cameramen, he asked her to stop walking, turn and face them and then take the straps of her dress off her shoulders so that the top of her bra could be revealed.
Things were now being escalated and understandably she was a little nervous by this. She looked at Jack, about to protest. But she could tell, by the look in his eyes, that it would be pointless. She consoled herself by the fact that he had not actually asked to her reveal her breasts so, ever so carefully since her nipples were pointing out from the top of her tiny bra, she lowered the straps of her dress.
Once her dress was at the top of her nipples, a few more pictures were taken. She was asked to look seductive, which she did, and once more she felt fine.
However, it was not too long before Jack wanted more and he asked her to lower the dress down a touch further.
Debbie now, for the first time that day, refused an order. Silently, and nervously, looking at Jack she shook her head.
Jack asked her why?
She did not reply, too nervous and embarrassed to explain.
He asked again, but this time a little more forcefully.
Still silence.
Jack once more spoke, but this time, before he did, he took a few step forwards so he came to stand a foot or so away from the poor wife. Why was she unwilling to display her bra to him, he asked? (He knew the reason since he had secretly seen her dress and knew that the bra was way too small for her massive 34-D tits).
As Jack towered over the petit Debbie, she felt compelled to answer and to answer honestly. The atmosphere in the room had gone from convivial to relatively hostile. Jack's intimidating presence was not helping the situation, nor was the heavy breathing of the other three men as they waited for her to reveal her tits.
So, in a desperate plea to stop this from happening, she told Jack that her bra was too small and as such her breasts and nipples were popping out. Debbie was mortified that she had to admit this. She went bright red and expected laughter from the men.
Instead Jack looked at her, in a kind, fatherly manner and told her that it was all ok. The men here were all professional and had photographed many a beautiful naked woman before. He understood her concerns, she was a relative amateur in all this and if she wanted to walk away, no problem.
When Debbie heard this, a wave of relief flowed through her. But this was short lived for by "walk away" she took to mean "walk away" from nude modelling but continue to model fashion but. So it was shocked when Jack curtly told her that her services would no longer be required if she was happy to stop things now.
Why? She desperately asked.
Because, a model had to be flexible. Do you think the likes of Kate Moss and Naomi Campbell have never shown their breasts? Jack asked her. For him, for there to be any mileage in her continuing to model, she would have to be prepared to reveal all of her body. They were not perverts after all...
On hearing this, Debbie realised the awful dilemma she was in. If she was to remain in Jack's employment and to continue to find purpose in her life, she would have no choice but to reveal her breasts, and everything else, to Jack.
She looked down, still quite embarrassed and gently nodded her head in agreement. Then Jack took another step forward so he was even closer to her, he gently placed his big hand on to her slender shoulder and told her that everything was ok. Most models got a little nervous when they first had to reveal their breasts to strangers. And then, before waiting for a reply, he moved his hand from her shoulder, down her arms until it came to the strap of her dress which Debbie had previously lowered. He then peeled them down and off her arm. He repeated the process with the other strap. Then he moved his hand towards the top of her dress and pushed it down. In a matter of a second or two, her glorious big, married tits were revealed to his hungry, greedy eyes. Finally a man, other than her husband, was able to revel in their beauty.
Once the dress was around her waist, Debbie looked down at her tits which were now completely hanging out of her bra. She saw that they were rising up and down as she breathed heavily. She was truly terrified with what was happening to her and more so because she was allowing it to happen. She noted that her nipples were erect, hard and angrily pointing up towards Jack. She knew that they had never been so hard before. She then looked up at Jack, who was looking down at her, smiling, happy with what he had just accomplished.
As Debbie looked up into his cold, confident eyes she was both astonished and impressed by Jack's confidence. This man exuded a presence that she had never experienced before. Whereas Justin was kind, gentle and caring, this tall, confident man had a brutish self-confidence about him that she found oddly attractive.
Jack then took a few steps back in order to take some pictures. He remained directly in front of her and thus continued to impede the other cameramen's view. As the obvious leader, he could do as he pleased. And as he clicked away, Debbie remained where she was with her dress around her waist and with her enormous married tits hanging out of her useless bra. Her face was now bright red and she was still terrified. But the whole experience was curiously making her feel hot inside. She found that revealing her breasts was actually quite exciting. She had not expected this. Yes, she was a little embarrassed, she had been concerned that a seasoned professional like Jack would not be impressed with the goods on offer. But once he started taking pictures and the way he so obviously zoomed in on her chest suggested that her body had met with his approval. And Debbie found herself desperate for Jack's approval. And when she realised this, when she realised that she was pleasing Jack, well her pussy seemed to gat a little wet...
As the poor wife's body began to respond to the situation, Jack told her to put her hands behind her back. She found that this was not a request, but an order and she found herself instinctively obeying,. Although this inevitably meant that her tits would now be thrust out even more aggressively, it did not prevent her from doing what she was told. As she complied with her latest order, the men behind Jack could wait no more and they spread out from behind him in order to get a clear shot of this young housewife displaying her body.
All the men continued to take pictures for a couple of more minutes as Debbie continued to thrust out her lovely tits. Then Jack decided to move things on. He told her to walk over to a chair, which one of the men had moments before placed in the middle of the room. She was stand so her back was facing the camera and was ordered to stop a few feet away from the chair.
She was then ordered to lean forward, place her hands on the back of the chair and to spread her legs. Debbie immediately realised what effect this pose would have. As she would bend down, her tiny skirt would rise up revealing her g-stringed arse. Also, her tits would hang heavily down and, with her legs spread out, it would be quite an obscene pose, not one which Kate Moss or Naomi Campbell would be familiar with. Of that she was sure.
As she hesitated, Jack repeated the order. She had to make a quick decision. Do what Jack had told her and continue with her fledging modelling career; or walk out with the result that she would carry on being a dull old housewife for the rest of her life. She so desperately wanted the former and she quickly rationalised that, since these men were professional and, despite the pose being a little risqué, still no real harm could come from this.
So, ever so slowly, she leant forward and placed her hands on the back of the chair. As she did, she felt her skirt rise up and she knew that they could now see the tops of her stockings, suspenders and much of the creamy white flesh above. Then she shuffled her feat so that her legs were spread. She could feel her dress rise up that bit more, so much so that cold air could be felt on the lower curves of her bottom.
Jack then they asked her to thrust her bottom out. Once more she obeyed and when she did, at least half of her naked exposed cheeks were on view. She knew that the g-string she was wearing and which nestled snugly between the valley of her young married cheeks, was utterly useless in protecting her bottom from the eyes of these men.
Still, the demanding Jack was not satisfied and she was ordered to reach back and lift her skirt up so that all of her bottom would be on display. At first she hesitated and her mind wondered to her husband and what he would make of all of this: here was his wife, alone with men she barely knew, legs spread wide, bottom thrust out for their cameras, her naked tits hanging down in all their glory and being ordered to reveal her married arse to them. She knew how horrified he would be.
But this did not stop her and, instinctively, she reached back with her trembling hand and followed Jack's orders. Something was making her do this, she figured, and it was not the sensible part of her brain.
She moved the dress up so that it rested on the top of her back, and moved her hand back to the chair so that the men had an unimpeded view of her perfectly formed arse which was lovingly framed by her black suspenders. As she did, she could hear their cameras furiously click away and the men breathing heavily. Her body was having an affect on them. At this, she was happy. And her pussy got wetter.
And as the cameras clicked away, she began to ponder why her body was reacting like this, with a view to somehow rationalisng her slutty behaviour. She thought to herself that it had been so long since she had seen or had any physical contact with her husband that now, alone with these men, her body was beginning to react in a strange way. It was reacting in a way a wife's body should react when alone with her husband.
But this was not right. This was wrong.
Behind her, as these hot feelings started to curse through her, the cameramen were greedily devouring her arse and tits by taking pictures from all angles. One of the cameramen asked her to thrust out her arse a little more for them. Naturally she obeyed.
Jack spent most of the time taking pictures in front of Debbie, it seemed that he had taken a fancy to her big tits and, when he asked her to look all alluring by licking her full red lips, she did so without hesitation.
After a few minutes of this, during which she continued to feel hot and to enjoy the men's attentions, Jack finally asked her to turn around and straighten up. When she did, her dress was still bunched up around her waist.
Jack again decided to take things a step further. He asked her to remove her dress completely from her body. This time, she obeyed and without hesitation. Once her dress lay in a puddle by her heels, she daintily stepped out of it, leaving it on the floor.
She looked down at it and realised its symbolic significance to her. Her crumpled dress represented the flag of surrender for her old conservative life and victory to a new and exciting life as a model for The Platinum Club.
Now just dressed, in her heels, stockings, suspenders, g-string and bra, she presented a stunning display of womanhood to these old, perverted men. And judging by the sounds of their heavy breathing, her body had met with real satisfaction. She realised then that her modelling career had entered a new, exciting phase, one where firstly she was confident to stand as she was, displaying much of her body and, secondly, when she knew that her body was capable of causing much pleasure in other men. And this pleased her greatly.
As she stood there, confident in herself, more pictures were taken. She was asked to put her hands on her hips, to look sexy and provocative, which she did to perfection. As the cameramen continued to move around her, the sound of the cameras clicking, away and the flashes of light made her feel like a real model. And even a star. Still it was just Jack who gave the orders, telling her to look into his camera, smile, blow him a kiss, lick her lips. As she obeyed every one of his orders, Debbie was loving every minute of the attention bestowed upon her.
And as Debbie was feeling like a supermodel, she could hear another order from the ever domineering Jack. It was for her to turn around and slowly remove her g-string. In the haze of light, and totally immersed in her excitement, this seemed like a perfectly reasonable request. (Five or so minutes ago, it would have been met with horror, such was the rapid transformation of this young lady).
So, as ordered, she turned around and once more her lovely arse was facing the cameramen and then she slowly began to peel down her g-string. As she did, Jack called out to tell her to, at all times, keep her legs together and straight, which she did, knowing full well what kind of view this would present to him. Once the g-string lay by her feet, and she was fully bent over, it suddenly dawned on her that her pussy was now also fully on display. Her married pussy. A married pussy that she had never shown to anyone other than her husband and it was now on display and being photographed. She almost came...
Jack told her to remain in that position, bent over, arse and pussy all on stunning view and tits hanging down. More pictures were taken. She could look behind at the cameramen and could see them frantically clicking their cameras. She also had a perfect view of their groins and noted that each of the men was sporting a hard on. She had caused that. Again she almost came.
She then saw Jack walking a few paces towards her, stopping just a foot or so away. He was now able to get an even closer view of her perfect bottom. He took one or two more pictures. The others had stopped since he was in their way and all that could be heard was the sound of the Jack's camera clicking and his heavy breathing. Then, totally unexpectedly for Debbie, Jack reached out with one of his hands and placed it on her bottom and gently stroked it.
"Perfect."
Was all that he said. And this brought out a gasp of shock from Debbie for this was the first ever non-husband male contact on her person. And the feeling was wonderful.
Jack's hand remained there for just a few seconds longer. He then stood up. When he did, Debbie could see that out of all the men, his hard on was the largest. By far.



Jack then told her to stand up, turn around and face him. When she did, he looked down at her and licked his lips and told her how well he thought she was doing and how much of a professional model she was. Are you sure you have never modelled before, you are that good? He asked.
Debbie, glowing with joy at this praise, shook her head and assured him that she really was an amateur. Jack smiled and then turned around and walked back to the men. As he did, and without even looking at her, he ordered her to remove her bra. She did so immediately since in any event, her bra was utterly useless in protecting her big tits and she began to find it more of a hindrance than a help. She somehow felt that it was more natural, and more appropriate, for her to be just wearing her black heels, stockings and suspenders and to reveal fully her tits to Jack. Although this was absurd, considering that she was married, it was how she felt.
When Jack got to the other cameramen, he said something to them. When he had finished, they looked disappointed and they started to pack away their equipment. As they did, Debbie remained standing where she was, half naked and thoroughly confused as she watched what was going on around her. Jack did not bother to come over to her to tell her anything so she was left wondering whether the shoot was over? Within a few minutes the three others were saying their goodbyes to her and then they left. She was now alone with Jack. As a result, her pussy started to dribble juices down the insides of her thighs.
Jack then calmly put his camera down on a nearby table and walked over to a leather couch that was in the far end of the room. He then ordered Debbie to walk over and to stand in front of him. When she did, he spread his legs in order to help alleviate the tension in his groin. Katie now got an even better look at his still covered hard on. It looked gigantic. It also meant that Jack was utterly confident in this woman's presence and he did not see the need for any social niceties by doing what would be the gentlemanly thing of concealing his erection.
With his legs spread, his big 12 inch dick protruding out of his trousers and the semi naked Debbie standing obediently in front of him, staring down in awe at his groin, Jack proceeded to explain to her the workings of The Platinum Club.
[For further information on the workings of The Platinum Club, please see "A Whore is Born Ch 1]
By the time Jack had finished, Debbie was panting with excitement. An exclusive modelling club whose sole purpose was to pleasure old, rich men! Her initial reaction was one of shock and to have nothing to do with it. But the more the charming and persuasive Jack explained it to her, the more she found herself being dragged into this perverse world. The juices from her pussy were now pouring down her leg at the thought of being asked to model in various naughty ways for these old men (Jack had yet to tell her about the inevitable fuckings that would follow but did intimate that the men would often relieve themselves in front of the model).
Jack went on to assure her that many a famous model would often participate in The Platinum Club as a means of getting into more mainstream modelling. Indeed, some of the members were senior figures in the fashion industry and helped facilitate a Platinum Club model's fashion career. At this Debbie was curious and asked more. Of course Jack had anticipated everything...
For, on a coffee table that was right in front of Jack, there lay a plain, brown envelope. Jack pointed to it and told Debbie to pick it up. He told her that inside were pictures of a world famous model that, no one outside The Premier Club had seen or were ever going to see. Debbie, hands shaking, opened the envelope, removed the pictures and took a look.
The first picture she saw was indeed of a famous English model. A model whose drug antics and on-off relationship with a third rate rock star have gained notoriety throughout the world. But the picture that she looked at was like no other that she had seen of this model before. The model was wearing a tight, black leather corset which was so small that her petit tits were fully on display, nipples violently erect. She also wore black stockings, which to the black corset courtesy of black suspenders, a black g-string and a pair of patent black leather boots which seemed to have at least a 6 inch heel.
The outfit this particular model could probably have worn without too much of a controversy (she has done soft erotica in the past), however it was what she was doing that made Debbie gasp and lick her lips with desire.
Firstly, the model was not wearing any normal leather boots for, on each ankle, there was attached a big gold ring. Each ring was then attached to a chain that had been drilled into the floor. However, each a chain was several feet away from the other meaning that the model's legs were being forcefully kept spread wide open.
Debbie could then see that the model was holding on to two ropes hanging down from the ceiling which were a few feet in front of her. The net affect of all this was, by keeping her legs spread so wide and by leaning forward, it forced her wonderful bottom to be thrust out and presented to the person standing behind her.
Debbie then saw who that was. It was none other than Jack. But he looked a good few years younger than he was today. And then she noticed that the model in question looked a lot younger too. She looked like she was in her teens. The pictures must have been taken some years ago, she thought. Debbie moved on and looked at the next picture, which was still front on so you could not see the model's face but not her bottom. When Debbie looked at it, she let out another little gasp of fear. She could see that Jack's arm was raised and he was holding what looked like a leather riding crop. It was poised right above the poor teenage model's bottom.
In the next picture you could see that Jack's arm had come down and was now level with her bottom. The model's mouth was wide open and pain was entrenched all over her lovely face. Presumably, at that moment, the leather whip had made contact with her innocent cheeks and she was crying out in anguish.
The next few pictures were fairly similar and showed Jack bringing the whip down on to the famous model's lovely teenage arse. The angle then changed, with the cameraman moving to stand next to Jack in order to take pictures of the model's whipped bottom, which at this stage, as the pictures indicated, was covered in dark, red welts.
Then another step up in shock value for poor Debbie. The whipping had stopped but instead Jack had taken out his huge 12 inch cock and it was hovering over the poor girl's arse. The following pictures showed Jack rubbing his cock and, just as he had told Debbie moments before, a member of The Platinum Club was getting ready to relieve himself, which he did by emitting copious amounts of spunk and spraying it all over the abused arse...
When Debbie had finished looking at the pictures, she looked up at Jack. His legs were still wide open in that arrogant manner, but he was now also grinning insanely, thoroughly enjoying the shock value these pictures were causing. Debbie in turn was shaking with fear. Her face was bright red, her mouth open and she was loudly panting.
Jack then explained to her that the pictures were taken when the young model was in her teens, just before she hit the big time. No one outside The Platinum Club knows that or knows that, as a result of this shoot, and a few others like it, the girl made it on to the front of Tattler in the early 1990s and a supermodel was born. In all likelihood, had she not agreed to become a model for the Club, she would never have become the supermodel that she is today.
Jack then asked whether BDSM was something that would appeal to Debbie?
Debbie, who could not help but to continue to stare at the pictures, without thinking nodded her head. Although she had no previous experience of BDSM, so engrossed and turned on was she by what she was looking at, she had nodded her head without giving a moments thought as to the consequences.
Jack, seeing how she was getting turned on, pressed home his advantage. He told her that if she too modelled in a similar fashion to the model in the pictures, he was convinced that it would open many more doors for her. And look at the advantages, you got paid well for taking erotic pictures which, in all likelihood, you will enjoy, and it opens up a new more legitimate modelling career to you. And if truth be told, this route was one of the most common means for advancement for female models and actresses these days.
Debbie, who was still looking at the pictures and had not looked up at Jack, again nodded her head in agreement.
Jack continued. He told her that before she made her mind up, maybe she should practice the kind of things the Club would expect her to do.
Again she nodded her head, still paying more attention to what the model was doing than what Jack was saying and all the while she silently wondering what it would be like to be the one taking the caning and whether she, a conservative upper class housewife could take such a beating. Debbie darkly and secretly desperately hoped so...
As she thought these dark thoughts, she heard Jack order her to put the pictures down, walk over to the couch that was directly opposite him and where she would find a box. She was to sit down, open the box and wait for further instructions.
Without thinking, she again nodded her head, still looking at the pictures utterly engrossed in seeing this young girl be a sex slave for Jack. But this time Jack screamed out her name and told her to pay attention. He would not tolerate a woman who did not concentrate when he was speaking. She immediately apologised. She then realised what he had said and what she had agreed to. It was true, she had not really being paying attention to him. But seeing the stern way that Jack was looking at her, she was too afraid to disagree and disobey him now. Also, her pussy was so wet, her body was in no position to resist him and, in any event, no harm could come from being showed what was expected from a Platinum Club Model. Could it?
So, hands still shaking, she put the photos back on the table and walked over to the black leather couch. On it was a white box and she sat down next to it. As ordered, she picked it up and opened it. Inside she saw a huge black dildo! She screamed out in horror. She had never used a dildo before!
Jack told her to take it out.
Instinctively, she obeyed. She felt that by being alone with this domineering, big man, she had no choice but to obey him.
So, hands trembling, she reached inside and brought out the 12 inch dildo.
Jack then told her to suck it.
She obeyed.
She put the dildo in her mouth and started to suck it. She managed to get about three inches in, which is all she ever managed with her husband, and gave it a good lick.
Jack told her to suck more, today she should suck at least half, in time, he told her, she would learn to suck more.
She obeyed.
Another three inches went in and now she had 6 in total.
Jack then told her to use one of her hands to play with her big married tits.
She obeyed.
She noticed how hard and long her nipples were. She had never known them to be so hard before. She flicked them and quietly moaned. She found it extraordinary that it was so easy for her to obey this man and to follow every one of his dark orders. Indeed, the more he asked her to do, the hotter she became. What was happening, she wondered?
After a minute or so of sucking and tit playing, Jack stood up, erection still proudly thrusting up against his trousers and calmly walked over to stand directly in front of Debbie. He was now just a few feet away from where she was sitting and his close, towering presence intimidated her even further. It made it crystal clear to her that he expected her to follow every one of his orders. If she dared to disobey, what could she do with this big, cold man so close to her? There was now no one left to help her, all avenues of escape had been closed. She was trapped and at this man's mercy.
Jack who was now looked down at the bitch with an angry, determined look, told her to spread her legs so that he could get a good look at her pussy.
She obeyed.
She looked up at Jack terrified. She was terrified at what he might do if she disobeyed, and equally terrified at what he might do if she obeyed (with her legs spread wide open there was nothing stopping him from dropping to his knees, taking his big cock out of his pants and raping her pussy. And there was little she could do to prevent it.)
Despite knowing this, she slowly spread her legs, carried on sucking the dildo and played with her tits. And as her legs slowly parted, revealing her nicely trimmed pussy, she still could not quite believe that, this happily married housewife was actually doing these disgusting, degrading things! She told herself it was because she had no choice, it was out of fear for the consequences of disobeying this man rather than because was actually taking any extreme, perverse pleasure from it all.
Of course, the truth was a combination of the two. She had no choice but to obey, but it was also the case that she was taking a great deal of perverse pleasure from being forced to do whatever Jack told her. And, as she opened her legs, these true feelings betrayed her as the sound of a hot, wet pussy being opened up was clearly audible to Jack. It was now apparent to all that this kind of intimidating, non-consent type of situation appealed to this conservative housewife and Debbie, now finally recognising the truth of what she had become, groaned out loud.
Jack, seeing what was happening to her, did not want to slow things down and told her to insert the dildo into her pussy.
She obeyed.
Debbie, who was now utterly immersed in the role of subservient whore, without hesitation followed this, lewd, disgusting request. At first she could only get the tip in, so big and wide was the dildo. But, by using two hands and applying a little force, she managed to insert three inches. When she did, she screamed out and came. She came not only because of the dildo, but more importantly because she was being forced to act like a wanton whore in front of this cruel, cold man. A man, whom she hardly knew, but from whom she was now apparently willing to accept the most disgusting orders.
Jack licked his lips and told her to insert more of the dildo into her naughty, married pussy.
She obeyed.
Still hot with desire, notwithstanding cumming, she managed to shove another three inches in. She was now panting out loud. She looked up at her cruel tormentor, desperately hoping for some kind of recognition for her achievement.
Of course, none was forthcoming. He just stared down at her in that same, cold determined manner and told her to get more of his dildo into her pussy. He was still not satisfied.
She obeyed.
Another three inches were inserted making a total of nine.
Still Jack was unsatisfied and told her to insert all of his dildo in to her dirty, married pussy.
She obeyed.
And now this poor wife, who was screaming out loud, both in pain and pleasure, had 12 inches of big, black dildo in her once innocent pussy. She had never used a dildo before but, judging by her reaction, this had clearly been a mistake.
Jack then told her to fuck herself with it.
She obeyed.
She used both hands to fuck herself and, as she did, her big luscious tits bounced up and down in delight. Jack told her to use one of her hands to play with her tits but to continue to fuck herself with the other.
She obeyed.
On seeing this transformation of an innocent, good little housewife into a subservient whore, Jack confidently removed his throbbing cock from his pants and started to wank himself off for some much needed relief.
On seeing this, Debbie screamed out in horror. Jack's giant cock was now just a couple of feet away from her and it looked terrifying. She started to ask herself some searching questions. How had she, in such a short space of time, allowed this cruel man to dominate her so completely that he felt confident enough to remove his penis, no cock, from his pants and allow him take his gratification so blatantly in front of her? And how could she allow herself to abuse herself like this in front of a man she hardly knew? She would never agree to act like this in front of her husband, nor would she ever allow him to masturbate over her, so why was she willing to do it for Jack?
The answer, which was too terrifying for the poor bitch to fully accept, was that she was a subservient whore who was prepared to degrade and abuse herself, and allow others to abuse themselves over her, provided that the situation was right. Which meant in essence that if a man of sufficient power and persuasion was the instigator, and that he, or should she say Master, created enough fear and dominance over Debbie, she would be prepared to commit acts that, in the normal course of affairs, she would never contemplate but in this situation, was quite happy to countenance.
This thought truly terrified her and Debbie responded by fucking herself even harder. The shock at what she had become, rather than make her stop, actually drover her on to further pleasure her Master. Her lovely tits bounced up and down as she thrust the dildo in and out of her tight pussy. The pain and pleasure cursing through her body was immense, she was now screaming out in pleasure and tears poured down her eyes in response to the pain.
She looked up at the cruel face of Jack, desperate for some sort of recognition at what she was doing for him. Of course none was forthcoming and he merely grimaced as he furiously wanked himself off.
Jack who was also panting out loud, asked her whether she wanted to become a model for The Platinum Club?
She replied that she did.
He asked her whether she would be prepared to model whatever he asked her to model.
She replied that she did.
He asked whether she was prepared to model an outfit like the one the model had modelled for him all those years ago, to be tied up, whipped and abused.
She replied that she did.
He asked her whether she was prepared to serve him and the other members?
She replied that she did.
He then asked her if she wanted to be a whore for the club.
So overcome with desire, she replied that she did.
He then told her to kneel on the floor, but to keep fucking herself with her dildo.
She obeyed.
As she looked up at him with those beautiful, big pleading eyes, he pointed his massive dick at her face and moved it so that it was just a couple of inches away. He then asked her whether she was a dirty fucking whore?
She screamed out yes!
He then told her to call herself a dirty fucking whore.
She did.
And when she did, Jack could not control himself any longer and he came, spraying copious amounts of his thick, creamy spunk all over her lovely face, calling her a dirty fucking whore. Debbie looked up at him, allowing her beautiful innocent face to be covered with his spunk. And as he cruelly abused her in this horrific fashion, she came as strongly as she had ever cum in her young life. The very idea that she had allowed this man to cum all over her face was all too much for this housewife and she happily sunk deeper into this man's dark world of depravity...
Once both of them had finished cumming, Jack looked down at the bitch, her face covered in his spunk, there was so much of the stuff that some of it was dribbling down her chin and on to the floor. He told her to clean herself by rubbing his spunk into her face.



She obeyed.
He then told her to lick some of it off her fingers.
She obeyed.
Jack then put his cock back into his pants, zipped himself up, turned his back on Debbie and headed back towards his office. Without looking back at her to give her even a cursory glance, he told her that they were finished for the day, she was to get changed and wait for him to contact her.
And that was that. Debbie was left sitting there, her face sticky with this cruel man's spunk, utterly shocked and horrified that she had allowed herself to take her first few steps into this new and dangerous world...
To be continued...
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One week later
Debbie arrived at the designated address. It was a huge Georgian mansion located in the heart of Mayfair, London's most expensive district. The house was one of those white, stucco fronted buildings with grand white pillars on either side. It reeked of money and power. Debbie climbed up the stairs, nervously rang the door bell and again asked herself why she had come here...
After she had been summarily dismissed from Jack's studio a week ago, she had spent most of the next six days in a complete state of turmoil. What was she to do? Although she had behaved in such a wanton fashion and had agreed to become a whore for the Platinum Club, none of it was binding on her. She still had time to walk away. All there existed was some fairly risqué pictures of her which, even if her husband saw, she could laugh off as a one off and there would be no issue. There were no pictures, as far as she was aware, of her playing with that huge dildo or of being covered in Jack's spunk. However she was aware that, any further involvement with this cruel, ruthless man, and she could be well and truly trapped.
Initially she decided that she would have no further dealings with Jack or his club, she put it down to a one off, born out of the sexual frustration that was generated by her husband's months of continued absence.
She felt like that on day 1, after her session in the studio.
Day 2, she had similar feelings but was beginning to wonder why Jack had not called her so that she could tell him where to go? She now had a slow burning itch in her pussy.
Day 3, the itch in her pussy was getting even more intense and she was still wondering why Jack had not called? Maybe he did not need to use her body after all? Maybe he had found her body unsatisfactory? These thoughts sent waves of disappointment through the wannabe whore.
Day 4, her pussy was now dripping wet and she was desperate to speak to Jack. To alleviate her tension, she decided to try and replicate fucking herself with a dildo by inserting the handle of her hairbrush up her tight cunt.
Day 5, she was now so hot and horny for some news that she needed something bigger than a hairbrush so she went out and bought her first dildo. She spent all day fucking herself with it, waiting for Jack's call. By evening, exhausted and desperate for any news that indicated that she was still wanted, she decided to email Jack telling him they needed to talk.
Day 6, and at 9pm Jack finally called. By this time she was beside herself. She had again fucked herself all day with the dildo but this time she had done it by watching some hardcore BDSM p0rn that she had bought. She had never bought a p0rn DVD in her life before, but she now somehow needed to recreate the kind of filthy atmosphere that the brilliant Jack had created for her the other day. When she answered the phone, he did not allow her to speak and instead ordered her to be at a certain address at 7pm sharp tomorrow. Delighted to still be wanted, she agreed and went upstairs to carry on fucking herself with her dildo.
Day 7, Sunday, and there was Debbie, despite her better judgment, at the appointed address at the appointed time, ready and available for The Platinum Club to do with as they pleased.
The door was answered by Jack. He was wearing black chinos and a white shirt. He greeted Debbie warmly, in a way that an old uncle might greet his niece by kissing her on both cheeks and gently shaking her by her hand. You would never have guessed that, just seven days ago, he had cum all over this lady's face.
When she entered the house he took her coat. He had given her no orders as to what to wear so Debbie, who had come directly from 6pm mass at a nearby church, had dressed in her normal, conservative, Jackie O sort of way. She wore a one piece all blue dress which came to her knees, a pair of sensible blue shoes and a matching white pearl necklace and earrings. She looked every bit the conservative religious housewife that she was supposed to be, and had been an hour before when she had attended evening church. She was aware that if Jack was to have his way, as he surely would, she was going to transform herself into something very different very soon.
Jack looked on, said nothing and just smiled. He could see how classy and well turned out she was and wondered whether anyone else knew what a dirty bitch this beautiful lady really was? Probably no one outside the Club he happily thought. Certainly not her poor, deluded husband whom he knew was off fighting in Iraq, completely oblivious to the naughty antics of his hot, horny wife.
Debbie stood there nervously looking up into Jack's smiling face, waiting to see what would happen next. Jack did not leave her waiting for too long and informed her that, for today's shoot, her first as a model for the Platinum Club, they needed to go downstairs into the basement. So, after hanging her coat up on a nearby stand, he led her down.
When they got to the bottom of the stairs, they were standing in a dimly lit corridor at which on either side there were two doors. Debbie then looked down and saw that the floors were not carpeted and just consisted of a cold, dark brown stone. She then saw that the walls were exactly the same as the floor. The whole ambience of the place was not warm or welcoming. It did not resemble any basement that she had been in before. It was more like a dungeon...
Jack then pointed towards one of the doors and told Debbie that that was her changing room. She was to go inside and put on exactly what was there for her. When she was ready, she was to come directly into this room (Jack pointed towards the door opposite her changing room) where the "shoot" was to take place. She had 10 minutes to get ready. Failure to comply with any of these instructions would lead to an immediate termination in proceedings and they would never do business again.
So Debbie, with much nervousness and trepidation, slowly walled towards her changing room. She was now terrified at being in this place, this dungeon, but she also knew that her body demanded that she go through with whatever it was that Jack had in mind for her...
9 minutes 55 seconds later...
Debbie entered the room. Inside she found that the walls and floor consisted of the same dark, brown flooring that was in the corridor. The room was completely sparse and there appeared to be no furniture in it whatsoever. What Debbie could see, however, were four big lamps. They were huge and almost touched the high ceiling. These were lamps that you would often find in a photography/film studio and were used to enhance the light. However in this dark, dingy room, the lamps actually provided the only source of light. They had been placed in the middle of the room but in four separate corners, as if they were each placed at the corner of an imaginary square. The light from each lamp was then directed into the middle of this imaginary square so it was all focussing in on the exact same spot. And in that very spot stood Jack, arms folded, waiting for his prey.
Debbie immediately walked towards him, extremely conscience of her outfit and what he would make of it, for she knew that Jack had seen another person wear something very very similar. The young famous model that was in the pictures that Jack had showed to her the other day!
Debbie, like the famous British model, was wearing black six inch high heel boots with a gold ring attached to the inside of each boot, black silk stockings with suspenders which were attached to a tight black leather corset. The corset was tiny and came to rest at the bottom of her huge 34-D tits which were, as a result, completely exposed. And as she walked over to Jack, with much difficulty since she had never worn boots with such a high heel before, her huge tits wobbled deliciously with each step.
Jack stood there, watching this half naked beauty make her way towards him, feeling smugly satisfied with his work. Just a few minutes ago this rich, conservative housewife, who had previously been nothing but utterly faithful to her husband of eighteen years and who had no incline of the depravity that his wife was now in, had come to his house dressed, just like many other rich, conservative housewives (probably in all Channel or Armani).
And from the Club's recent investigations of her, he knew that she would have just attended the Mass being held at a nearby church. No doubt she prayed, took blessings and sacraments from the good Farther with her other rich friends. After the service, she probably would have mingled with them and talked about some sort of forthcoming charity event or dinner party. Their children would have cropped up, their well being and their education. And after this inane chatting, they would have parted, kissed each other on each cheek and promised to meet up at the next coffee morning. Then, all would have left, headed back home where their husbands and family would be waiting for them and where they would all have had a loving, evening dinner.
All that is except Debbie.
Debbie of course had chosen to be here, in this dark, dingy dungeon, dressed like a sex slave with Jack, her new Master and the man who was no doubt going to punish her when she should really have been back at home with her daughter and on the phone to her husband making sure he was safe fighting terrorists.
When she got to Jack, she stopped just a foot or so sway from him. Jack said nothing, other than to look down, nod his head and lick his lips, obviously satisfied with the stunning transformation of this conservative beauty.
Debbie meanwhile looked down submissively at the floor, too embarrassed to look up at the man she knew was about to punish her, just as he had punished that young model all those years ago. She knew what was in store for her the moment she had entered the changing room and saw the outfit that had been laid out. She could have escaped there and then, she doubted Jack needed to keep her here by force. Such a man would have had lots of pussy at his disposal, so he wouldn't have had to go to the effort of forcing her to stay. Not when there were women out there, like herself, who would come here voluntarily.
Debbie then, for some unknown reason other than the whole place and circumstance somehow compelled her to do it, put her hands behind her back and thrust her tits out towards him. It was the classic submissive pose for a bitch whenever she was in the presence of her Master. And it did not go unnoticed by Jack who immediately responded by reaching out with both hands and grabbing her succulent tit flesh. When he did, Debbie groaned. This was now real, aggressive, physical contact with another man. Everything that had gone on before had not involved direct contact but she now knew that she really was operating at another level. A level where men would take what they wanted, without asking, and without any regard to the woman's feelings.
Jack began to roughly squeeze her tits and pinch her nipples. When he did, for the first time since she had entered this room, she looked up at her new Master and saw that he had a look of pure evil determination about him. He was no longer smiling and looked like a man who wanted to hurt and punish her.
She began to groan out louder, loving the rough, cruel treatment being meted out. Jack responded by taking his hands off her tits and instead began to cruelly slap them. Each tit would get a hard, firm slap from his big hand.
Still, no words had been exchanged between the two of them, yet Debbie somehow knew exactly what was expected of her: to serve and please her Master.
After a couple of minutes of tit slapping, when Debbie's groans seemed to get louder and louder, Jack suddenly stopped. He still had an angry look of determination, but seemed to be conscience about something else. He then turned his head to look behind him, nodded, and then looked back at Debbie. However, he did not resume his tit slapping, which Debbie had hoped for, but instead walked away without uttering a word.
Debbie was left standing there, hands still clasped behind her back. Her tits, now a deep shade of red from the slapping, heaved up and down and she was in a small state of confusion. What, or who, was her Master nodding at and why had he walked away?
Foolishly Debbie had assumed they were alone in this dungeon. She was about to discover that she was wrong.
Once Jack had left, she now had an unobstructed view of what was in front of her. However, because of the bright lights that were beaming down on her, she found it difficult to see beyond them. And, because the room was so big, and she was standing in the middle, this further hindered her view of what was at the back of the room.
Without taking any steps forward -- she had not been ordered to do so -- she leaned her head forward a little in order to try and make out what, if anything, lay in front of her. Straining her eyes, she could now see smoke coming from the back of the room. Then she noticed the smell. It was cigar smoke, expensive, Cuban cigar smoke, unmistakable. Belonging to a family of some wealth, she had been around enough men who smoked cigars to recognise an expensive Cohiba.
Now where there was a cigar, there would be someone smoking it. She looked down. At first she could not see anything, but, after a few moments, when her eyes adjusted a little to the light, she could make out the outline of two men! Oh my God, she screamed to herself, she was not alone! This was terrible. And there was more, for, in addition to the men, she could also tell that there were two women, one on each of the men's lap.
Debbie was truly horrified. She had not expected this. She had expected her first shoot, as a model of The Platinum Club, to be alone, just with Jack, where he would punish her and then cum all over her, just as he had done before. And then maybe, in later shoots, other members would be introduced. But not in her first shoot. Not dressed like this, waiting to be punished.
But this sudden revelation did not cause Debbie to leave. That thought did not enter her head. She had agreed to come here, to serve at the pleasure of Jack and that is exactly what she was going to do.
However, she did want to try and see a little more of what was going on ahead of her. But she still could not see clearly, so bright were the lights shining down on her, as such, she could not make out any of the faces, either of the men or the women. The men's faces were obscured, not only by the darkness ahead, but also by the cigar smoke and the fact that each woman had leant back into her man, put her arms around his neck and was kissing their neck or cheek. They were also stroking their man's face, it was as if they were paying homage to them.
She could however tell that each man was wearing a dark, business suit. They also looked old. They were probably distinguished, rich men who were here to enjoy the show.
She then saw that each man had a hand on their woman's leg and was stroking it. Each woman had on a ridiculously short mini skirt, and what looked like black hose but, as one of the man's hands went up one of the woman's legs, she noted that it came to rest on naked flesh. Of course, the women were both wearing stockings.
The hands of the men were actually the most visible thing to her since they were that bit closer and there was no cigar smoke obstructing her view. She then noted that one of the man's hand, that had risen up to play with the naked flesh, was not white but black! Debbie, if possible, was even more shocked. She had little or no contact with the black community and to discover that she was displaying her lovely, white body to a black man was another shock on top of numerous other shocks that day.
She then looked at the man sitting next to the black one to see if he too was black. She could not be sure until he put his hand on his girl's leg and, when it reached the flesh above her stockings, she was relieved to see that his hand was white.
For poor Debbie, that was something.
There were also the faint sounds of male laughter and conversation emanating from the back of the room. Then she heard the sound of girly giggles. Clearly all were enjoying themselves, probably at her expense. This was humiliating for the rich, upper class Debbie. She was a lady that was used to being invited to the opening nights of London's premier operas and plays, sitting in the best seats and wearing the finest clothes and jewellery. She was not, however, used to standing in dark basements, dressed like a sex slave, there for the amusement of people she did not know or could not really see.
This was humiliation on a scale not tolerated normally by Britain's elite.
Unless of course they were horny dirty sluts, that is.
Despite feeling degraded and humbled by her current predicament, the poor lady also felt turned on. She could not explain it. She could make the case for feeling aroused in the presence of a tall, hansom man like Jack. But in front of these people, including other women, well, that was igniting in her dark feelings of sexual arousal that she previously thought never existed. What kind of woman was she, she wondered? How much more of this degrading treatment could she endure? And enjoy?
As Debbie mulled this over, she could tell that there was movement up ahead. She saw that both women had got up from the laps of their respective men, no doubt after taking instructions from them, and were walking towards her. They walked with a confident swagger, by swaying their hips with each step in the manner of a fashion model. In a matter of just a few seconds both girls had walked into the "square of light" that Debbie was standing in and, Debbie, for the first time, managed to get a better look at each of the girls.
On first inspection, they looked slightly younger than her, possibly in their late 20s or early 30s. They both had short, cropped black hair. One was the split of Uma Thurman as she was in Pulp Fiction and the other Cate Blanchett as she currently looks in Indiana Jones IV. As such, they were both stunning. In addition to the same, severe, short, black hair, they also wore identical outfits. They had on leather boots, heels slightly smaller than Debbie's at around five inches, but their boots did not have rings on them; a tiny, pleated black mini skirt, which flared up at the bottom and did nothing to protect much of their arse's from being on display; a crisp white shirt and of course, the obligatory black stockings and suspenders.
Their breasts were big, slightly smaller than Debbie's at probably around a 34C and it was clear that neither were wearing bras. Debbie knew this because a few buttons of their shirt had been undone revealing their vast expanse of cleavage.
Once they had got to where Debbie was standing, each of them took a place on either side of the stationary wife and stood at a 45 degree angle to her. They then both put their hands on their hips and looked at her. Debbie remained motionless, hands still behind her back, tits still thrust forward. This was pure theatre and obviously put on for the pleasure of the men at the back of the room, who remained seating, smoking and laughing.
For several seconds, the stunning women just looked up and down at the equally stunning housewife. They both licked their lips, admiring the goods on offer. Debbie meanwhile was in an utter state of turmoil, she looked at the beautiful women who were just now inches away from her. They were stunning, classy ladies, not common tarts or whores, but ladies of real substance who, like herself, were somehow caught up in this dark, dangerous world. She looked down at their hands and saw that each of them had on a big diamond engagement ring. They were married, like her. And now, standing so close to them, she could get a better look at their faces, which were staring at her intensely as they smiled and licked their lips.



And as Debbie looked at them, she thought, for a moment, that she could recognise them. Surely she would not know the women who were happily standing there, enjoying paying witness to her humiliating treatment? Arms still clasped behind her back, she moved her head closer to get a better look. She looked at one of them in the eyes and slowly, but ever so surely, the full horror of what was happening to her, hit her. My God, she did know this girl! Immediately she turned to her right to look at the second girl, and again, in a matter of just a few seconds, she realised that she knew the other!
Her mouth dropped in horror. She tried to speak, but found that no words could come out of her mouth, so paralysed was she with how events were spiralling out of control. She found that she had no idea what she would say. She initially wanted to apologise for being there, that she was not really a slut and please do not tell her husband about all this. She felt that there could be a real risk that her deviant behaviour would be revealed to the public by these women, resulting in the end of her marriage and the collapse of her social standing.
One of the women, the Uma Thurman look alike then put one of her fingers to her mouth to indicate to Debbie that she should be quiet. It was as if she could see what was going through Debbie's mind and wanted her to remain silent, and calm. It then occurred to Debbie that, of course her secret was safe, for any of these girls to be able to reveal the goings on in this dungeon, they would have to admit that they were there too, resulting in the exact same consequences for them as would result for Debbie.
Relief poured through her as she realised that her fate was tied up with theirs and in all probability she was perfectly safe. She looked again at the beautiful women, neither of whom were actually very good friends of Debbie's and tried to take in
The woman to her left, the Uma Thurman look-alike, was called Penelope. Penelope was the daughter of a rich industrialist, she was aged 29, and had married a rich hedge fund owner of similar age.
The woman to her right, Felicity, the Cate Blanchett look-alike, was slightly older, at 31, the daughter of a leading politician and, like Debbie, was married to an army officer who was currently away fighting in Afghanistan.
It was clear to Debbie that neither of these women's husbands was here today. And like Debbie, they were unfaithful, dirty whores.
Debbie had met Felicity and Penelope at a number of social functions, and in particular charity events. Like Debbie, they were each, polite, charming and every bit the good old fashion English lady. Or at least, that was what they were pretending to be. They had gone to the best colleges and had married well. They were part of the British establishment and would often be photographed in the press, attending Royal and charity functions.
But like Debbie, underneath that veneer of high society respectability, they had been caught by the web of cunningness that is The Platinum Cub and had fulfilled their destiny by becoming dirty fucking whores.
Back in the dungeon, Penelope was the first to move by taking few steps to her right and standing in front of Debbie. She then gently stroked her face, moved her head forward and kissed her, forcing Debbie's mouth open to allow her tongue to enter. This was the first time that Debbie had ever been kissed by another woman and she found the whole experience strangely satisfying. She instantly found that a woman's kiss was gentle and tender. They had a different taste to men, like strawberries almost. She instinctively reacted by pushing her tongue out, meeting Penelope's.
Penelope then brought her hands on to Debbie's still outthrust tits and gently stroked the flesh, which was still raw and tender from its slapping. As she did, Debbie groaned through Penelope's mouth, loving the attention her poor abused breasts were receiving from this kind, gentle lady.
This went on for a minute or so before Felicity made her move and came to stand next to the embracing couple. It was as if she had come to break things up and, to Debbie's regret, this is what happened for Penelope immediately stopped kissing her. Pity, Debbie thought...
Fortunately for her, things were not at an end. Penelope moved to one side to allow Felicity to move closer and then both women lowered their heads and each began to each suck on one of Debbie huge nipples. Debbie looked down on them as they paid homage to her lovely big red breasts. They were so gentle and caring, she had never experienced anything like it before. She allowed her hands to come out from behind her back as she thrust her tits towards her lovers mouths. Their hands then snaked behind Debbie and began to lovingly caress each cheek of her gorgeous, pert behind. This was all too much for the poor housewife and she began to pant out loud, she was sooo close...
Their sweet ministrations went on for a little while and, as time progressed, Debbie's panting became louder and louder. It was not long before she was making sounds that would normally be associated with an animal rather than a human being. And just as it seemed like the poor bitch was about to cum, the ladies stopped and suddenly stood up. It was as if they knew that they were not allowed to give the bitch an orgasm. They stood directly in front of her and cheekily smiled, it was like they were telling her that she was a naughty little tart who was not yet allowed to cum. She in turn had a pleading look about her, not wanting her first lesb!an experience to end in an anticlimax.
It was Penelope who shook her head and sweetly smiled, just as a parent would when admonishing a young child when they had misbehaved. Then Felicity walked around to stand to the right of Debbie, still not a single word had been spoken between the three high society ladies. Felicity then crouched down on to her knees, reached over and gently grabbed hold of Debbie's left boot and pulled it towards her. Wearing six inch boots meant that Debbie was in real danger of losing her balance, so she was initially reluctant to allow her boot to be dragged away. However Penelope, aware of this, moved forward and grabbed hold of Debbie's shoulder to provide her with some support. When she did, it was much easier for Felicity to take her boot and bring it towards her.
As her leg was being pulled to her right, Debbie looked down to see what was going on. Once her boot was about two feet away from her other leg, she saw that to the left of her boot, just beside her inside ankle, she could see a long gold chain that had been drilled into the floor. It then occurred to her that they were beginning the process of restraining her just like the model had been in those pictures!
Debbie looked into Penelope's eyes, fear radiating from her. She opened her mouth to speak, but Penelope reacted quickly and put her finger over Debbie's mouth and looked at her in a sweet, scolding way. Again words were unnecessary, Penelope's shaking head said it all. Debbie's words were neither sought, nor needed. Debbie was there of her own choice and she knew what would happen to her if she remained. Complaining and pleading now would be a waste of time bearing in mind the proceedings had started.
Before she knew it, she heard a click. She looked down and saw that Felicity had attached her boot to the gold chain on the floor. It had started. There was now well and truly no escape.
Felicity then got up, walked over to the other side and repeated the process with her left boot. Once that was attached, Debbie's legs were now spread wide by about four feet. And in those ridiculously high boots, if it wasn't for Penelope's support, she surely would have toppled over.
Felicity then came over to stand with Penelope in front of Debbie. Felicity then grabbed hold of her left arm and raised it towards the ceiling. Debbie looked up and she could see, hanging down a few feet in front of her, two thick brown ropes which were about two feet apart from each other. Then, with impressive speed, Felicity began to tie the rope expertly around her left wrist. The type of knot used by Felicity suggested that Debbie would not escape easily. The process was repeated with her right wrist.
Once this was done, Debbie was secure and she no longer required support from Penelope, who moved a few paces away from her in order to admire their work. There she saw Debbie, dressed in black boots, stockings, suspenders, corset, her legs forcibly spread wide open by her boots being attached to rings in the floor; she was then forced to lean forward, with her back at around a 45 degree angle to her legs, by having her wrists tied to rope hanging directly in front of her. It was a classic pose for a submissive bitch and one that Debbie had seen before.
But still the girls were not finished. Felicity, who had momentarily moved behind Debbie and had disappeared into the darkness, returned holding what appeared to be a red ball gag. She then stood in front of the restrained beauty and looked down at her. Quickly, and suddenly, she bent down and gave the panting beauty a long, passionate, loving kiss. It was like one last kiss before they said goodbye. And then, just as suddenly as she had started, Felicity broke away from her loving embrace and, with the speed and efficiency that only came to an expert, she tied the ball gag around Debbie's face and secured it into her mouth.
Now she was well and truly restrained.
Then, all of a sudden, Debbie began to thrash about wildly. Panic had, for the first time that day, well and truly set it. It had dawned on her that she was now in no position to escape and, with the ball gag firmly secured in her mouth, it also meant that no one could no hear her scream or cry out for help. She could be tortured, raped or even killed, and no one would hear a thing. This was certainly not what she had signed up for. She looked up at the ropes tying her wrists and began to tug on them, trying to set herself free. She moved her legs, but her boots were securely chained to the floor.
There was no escape.
She then looked up towards Penelope and Felicity and, whilst thrashing away, began to scream and cry out, all of which was muffled by the ball gag which was proving to be very useful.
Meanwhile Penelope and Felicity stood next to each other, directly opposite Debbie, each had put an arm around the others waist and they smiled sweetly, satisfied with what they had achieved and delighted to see the poor lady in so much distress. It was what they had wanted and been ordered to do. They knew that no real harm would ever come to Debbie, this was not the purpose of The Platinum Club. Sure, the Club was designed for the gratification of old, perverted men, but Snuff, or any real physical harm, well that was strictly off the agenda. However whipping and spanking was definitely high on the agenda.
But before Debbie's punishment could begin, Penelope and Felicity, in addition to being given strict orders to restrain her, had also been ordered to entertain their Masters. And by "entertain" they knew exactly what that meant. Still standing within the "square of light" created by the four lamps, Penelope and Felicity were clearly visible to their Masters sitting behind them.
Debbie was still thrashing away, making muffled screams into her gag. Her tits were bouncing up and down as she looked for her way out of her terrible predicament. She seemed to be looking around, in the vain hope for someone to release her, not knowing that her actions were providing her audience with the maximum of pleasure.
After a minute or so of this, and when Penelope and Felicity saw that tears were pouring down the poor bitch's lovely face, they decided they would try and help her forget what was happening to her. They turned their heads to face each other and kissed. It was a loving, slow kiss. They then slightly broke away but only so that they could stick their tongues out of their mouth and flick them on to each other. And Debbie, on seeing this, slowly began to stop her thrashing and started to focus on what was happening in front of her. The eroticism of the scene had inevitably brought about in her some calmness to. She was still completely terrified, but at least now she had something to take her mind off her own predicament.
Their kissing went on for a while. Penelope and Felicity turned away from Debbie so that they faced each other. As they kissed, they tenderly stroked each other's face. Hands then moved down so that they could cup each others arse under their small, pleated black miniskirt. They gently caressed each firm cheek. This was tender love making, sweet girl-on-girl action that appealed to virtually all men. Especially their Masters who were the principle beneficiaries of their performance, and it presented a nice contrast to the dark nature of Debbie's situation.
But, like all great entertainers, Penelope and Felicity knew when to move on so as not to bore their audience. They broke off from their kissing to look lovingly at each other. Penelope, who was standing to Debbie's left (and as such their Masters right) brought her hands over Felicity's big, heaving bosom and gently stroked each big tit. They were still covered by the thin, white cotton blouse, but their size and outline were clearly visible due to the shirts transparency. And under the glare of the spotlights, this transparency was even more pronounced as such, you could also clearly make out her thrusting big fat brown nipples which seemed as if they would, at any moment, burst through the thin material.
Penelope gently stroked Felicity's tits and then started to pinch her nipples. Felicity just looked back at her, mouth open, panting. They may have been forced to entertain, but that clearly did not stop them revelling in their Master's perversion.
As Penelope continued to stroke Felicity's tits, Debbie hoped that she would reveal them to her audience. She was not to be disappointed. After 30 seconds or so, Penelope's hands worked their way up to Felicity's neck. She caressed it for a few seconds before moving down and, ever so carefully, opened the first button on her blouse, which, due to the pressure being exerted by the size of her tits, seemed to almost ping open of its own accord. Penelope moved down the blouse carefully opening each button and as she did she again gently kissed Felicity on her mouth.
Once all the buttons had been opened, she stopped kissing Felicity and opened her shirt. The audience now had a profile view of Felicity's big, heaving tits and, even from this angle, their size, firmness and general lusciousness was clearly apparent.
Felicity now grabbed hold of Penelope's face and started to bring it down towards her breasts. Penelope in turn took a few steps back, in order to get a better position, spread her leg, thrust her arse out, and allowed Felicity to guide her mouth onto her right tit. She then opened her mouth and gently began to suck on the nipple. Her right hand meanwhile moved over and began to caress her other exposed tit, stroking it and pinching the nipple. Felicity, both hands still on Penelope's head, threw her head back, opened her mouth and groaned in obvious delight. After a while, Penelope moved her head over to other tit for some similar sucking action.
And it did not take too long before Felicity's panting was beginning to sound more like the animal grunts that Debbie had been making only moments before.
As Penelope tenderly sucked and stroked her lover's breasts, one of her hands, moved behind Felicity to the back of her skirt, where she gracefully and quickly unbuttoned it. In a light flutter, Felicity's tiny micro mini fell to the floor.
Debbie, thoroughly transfixed by the lesbian action, was now completely motionless, her hysterics of a few minutes before just a distant memory and, instead of screaming into her ball gag, she was now groaning in delight. Her pussy was dribbling love juices down her thighs, some even dripped on to the floor, so copious was the amount that she was producing. How she wished that she was one of the girl's in front of her. Maybe if she survived today, and proved herself a dutiful model for her Masters, she too could be so lucky...
With her skirt removed, Debbie could see all of Felicity's lovely long legs. Of course she wore the uniform of all Platinum Club sluts, stockings, suspenders tied to a suspender belt. Debbie then noted that she was not wearing any panties, g-string or otherwise. Maybe the men had removed them before, when they had fucked her? She groaned at the thought of this, this respectable woman of high society being unfaithful with an older, cruel man...
After Penelope had removed her skirt, Felicity decided to remove her blouse, which she let drop down on to the floor with her skirt. She was now just wearing her black boots and lingerie. With her tits still being lovingly serviced, she was close to cumming. In order to expedite her pleasure, and the proceedings (she knew there was still much to get through) she pushed Penelope's head further down, down towards her wet pussy. Penelope obediently dropped to her knees and started to lick Felicity's clit.
Felicity kept both hands on Penelope's head, guiding her towards her clit. Her head lolled from side to side, her eyes were closed and she was now screaming out in delight. She was so close to cumming and it would not take Penelope too long to bring her there.
And, true enough, after a few moments, when Felicity began to shove her groin into Penelope's face, she threw her head back and her screams reached a high, pitched level, her audience knew that she had finally cum, and cum hard.
It took a minute or so before Felicity's orgasm subsided. Once she had stopped groaning and released Penelope's head, Penelope rose up from her kneeling position and once more stood, face to face with her lover.
Felicity then began to gently stroke her face, just as Penelope had done with her. It seemed that Felicity was going to reciprocate the same sweet, loving attention that she had been the beneficiary of.
But then that suddenly all changed.
Felicity, with impressive speed, removed her hand from her cheek and, in one vicious movement, slapped Penelope across her face, leaving a huge red mark on her left cheek. Penelope screamed out, genuinely in anguish and shock at what had just happened. She brought her hand up to clasp her left cheek as she looked at Felicity, pleading to know what had just happened. But Felicity had not finished, for, with her left hand, she repeated the slapping on Penelope's right cheek, this time though, the slap was even harder, and louder. Again Penelope, screamed out, and now she was clasping both cheeks, looking genuinely confused and terrified.
Debbie, looked on, also with bemusement. She had not expected this. She, like Penelope, had expected the same, warm tender love making that she had just witnessed, and enjoyed. What Debbie did not know, and nor did Penelope, was that earlier in the day, Felicity had been given strict orders by one of her Masters to punish Penelope for a breaking one of the Club's cardinal rules.
You see Penelope, who had earlier that day been collected by her Master and Club member (and who was actually the unknown white man sat at the back of the room), had been given strict instructions as to what to wear. This was standard practice for all the Club's bitch's whenever they were going to be servicing one of their Master's. Indeed, the outfit had been mailed to her earlier in the week with strict instructions to wear exactly what was inside and nothing else. When she had received it, she had carefully hidden it away from her loving husband, the hedge fund owner, who of course had no idea of Debbie's secret dark life.



Penelope, who had been a servant of the Club for a number of years now, knew the rules well and the consequences of breaking them. As such, she always followed them to the letter, making sure she wore, and did, exactly what she was told.
Today, Sunday, was the day that she had been ordered to make herself available for the Club and wear the designated items. Before she got herself ready, she had been to afternoon church with her husband, who was then off to visit his parents. Penelope had been able to excuse herself, claiming an evening church function, which her husband had accepted since she went on so many these days (most were now a ruse for Club duties) and which he accepted as a necessary part of life for devout Christians.
When she got home, she took off her Church outfit, which consisted of flesh coloured stocking, suspenders, g-string and a simple, blue Channel dress. (The lingerie that she wore these days always complied with Club regulations since it had become a force of habit for her to dress like a slut and she wore them without even giving it a moments thought).
When she removed her clothes, she dumped them in a pile on the bed. She then rushed over to her closet, where she had secretly hidden the package sent to her by the Club, opened it and threw all the items on to the bed next to her Sunday garb. Running late, she then ran off to the shower to get herself ready.
Unfortunately for Penelope, the g-string that she happened to wear to Church was black, just like the lingerie that had been mailed to her. But what she did not know at that stage, since she had not carefully examined the items that had been sent was that today's outfit did not include a g-string.
When she returned from showering, she looked down at the bed and started to get ready. More often then not, the Club would provide a g-string, hardly ever a bra, but a g-string was a favourite for most members. So as she got ready, it was natural of her to pick up the g-string that she had worn to church, and which lay next to the Club's items, assume it had been sent by them and happily slide it on.
30 minutes or so later she was in the car of her Master, a seasoned member of the Club, and the man who had chosen the outfits for the girls to wear that day. She was kneeling in the back of his limo, presenting her bottom to her Master. When he flipped up her tiny skirt, it was with some surprise that he saw the offending item resting between the valley of her perfect buttocks. He expected his orders to be followed and had wanted to see nothing other then pure, creamy white flesh.
Now for some, this was hardly a serious offence. After all, it was not like she was wearing a pair of trousers or a jumper! She was wearing an item of clothing that was still designed purely for the pleasure of men.
But the Club was not founded on slack principles. Whenever one of their girls stepped out of line, in a small or big way, punishment would inevitably follow. Bitch's needed to know that they obeyed their Masters and if they ever stepped out of line, the consequences would be severe. If they did not punish them, then chaos would inevitably ensue.
And normally the punishment for disobeying a Club order would be meted out there and then, but Penelope's Master had a flash of genius and decided it could wait. Taking hold of the offending item, he ripped it in two, dropped it to the floor and then proceeded to violently fuck the bitch in her arse, spanking her cheeks in the process.
Penelope meanwhile saw nothing unusual in her Master's actions. anal sex, spanking and general roughness were all common place in the Club and something that of course she enjoyed. So she happily rested her head on the backseat of the car and allowed her perfectly formed married arse to be cruelly buggered by her brute of a Master, not knowing that she had broken one of the cardinal rules of the Club.
Back in the dungeon, after receiving her second slap from Felicity, Penelope looked over to her Master to see what was going on. She knew that Felicity would never treat her like this unless she had been given strict orders to do so.
Through the mist of Cigar smoke and the darkness, Penelope looked to her Master for some help. Her Master could tell that she was seeking guidance. Felicity also looked towards him and, when he nodded his head towards Felicity, Penelope knew that her punishment had been authorised. There was nothing she could do other than to accept it. If she refused, or tried to prevent any of it from happening, she would be immediately expelled from the Club and her life as a whore would be at an end. Penelope, whose life now revolved around serving these disgusting, rich men, could never allow that to happen.
So Penelope allowed Felicity to remove her hands from her face. When she did, Felicity slapped each cheek again. More screams and this time some tears. Her face was bright red and was stinging sharply. She had been whipped, spanked and caned before, liking all of them, but this she did not like. But this she had to take.
Fortunately for Penelope, the face slapping was mow an end. It was merely to let her know that she was being punished for a misdemeanour, the slapping was not really for anyone's pleasure. But her punishment was far from over.
Felicity's hands then wandered down and over Penelope's tits. They were of similar size to hers and just as hers had been minutes before, they were being constrained, and revealed, in just the same sort of tight, transparent blouse. But rather then reveal them to her audience by gracefully opening the each button, she grabbed the folds of the blouse and ripped it open, causing Penelope's delicious big tits to jiggle up and down and the shirt buttons to ping across the room with one hitting Debbie straight in the face. Poor Penelope screamed out as Felicity roughly dragged the shirt off her arms, and threw it on to the floor. She then yanked down Penelope's tiny skirt until it too was on the floor. Like her Mistress, Penelope was just now dressed in black boots, stockings, suspenders and suspender belt. And with both having short black crop hair, and similar size tits, they could almost have been twins.
Felicity then moved closer to Penelope and started to kiss her, stroking her red, abused face. This was an unexpected act of kindness and it also allowed their big tits to mash up against each other, in a classic loving lesbian way. Both sets of nipples were like rock hard bullets and they occasionally would rub up against each other. As they kissed, both women's hands dropped to their partner's buttocks, which they lovingly stroked.
For their Masters, they were putting on quite a show, and were undoubtedly pleasing then with their love making. Seeing two women, two beautiful women, make out, their naked, firm bodies rubbing up against each other was a particular favourite of the members and something that all models were, at some stage required to perform. Some were initially reluctant, having never been with a woman before, but all relented, knowing it was what their Masters wanted.
These two were examples of women who, prior to their initiation, had never made love to another woman. Both had been forced to do so a number of years ago, in this very same dungeon. Penelope, in particular, had strongly objected, but once she had been whipped and gang-raped by several members, she relented. Now she was a seasoned lesbian and often made out with Felicity who was a personal favourite of hers. Felicity, who was slightly more of a whore then Penelope, agreed to girl-on-girl action almost immediately.
As they made out, one could have suspected that Penelope's punishment was at an end, Debbie certainly thought so. But seasoned viewers of the Platinum Club would know that a bitch who required punishing would never get off so lightly.
So, after a few minutes of general kissing, bottom stroking and tits being thrust up against each other, Felicity broke off and looked at Penelope in a sever fashion. Still no words were spoken, none were needed. Penelope was experienced enough, and had been in this dungeon enough, to know what happened to naughty girls who disobeyed their Master.
Penelope turned around so her delicious bottom was facing her Masters, she then took a few steps towards Debbie. Debbie, for a brief moment, thought that she was coming over to her to once more give her some much needed love and attention. Alas, she was wrong.
When she was about two metres or so away from Debbie, she stopped and lifted her arms up towards the ceiling. It was then that Debbie noticed, for the first time, that, hanging from the wall directly opposite her, were two more ropes, just like the ones used to tie her up and they too were also about a two feet apart from each other.
Penelope then grabbed hold of them, and wrapped them securely around her hands. Then, she pushed her arse out, arched her back so she too was standing at around a 45 degree angle, and spread her legs as wide as Debbie's.
There were now two high-class, rich, naughty housewives, alone in a dark dangerous dungeon, adopting the same, classic subservient pose that all naughty bitch's adopted when they required the immediate, severe attention of their Masters, or Mistresses in this case. They also happened to be opposite each other, staring into each others eyes. Both had been stripped of all their upper class respectability and dignity.
The only difference between the two was that Debbie had to be forcibly restrained and gagged, whereas Penelope had got into her subservient position herself, did not require restraints or a gag. The reason being was that Debbie was a virgin in the BDSM world and had to be forcibly restrained whereas Penelope was a seasoned whore. She had often been whipped, caned and generally abused in this place so she knew what was required of her.
Felicity had moved out of the square of light and had disappeared from everyone's view. Debbie now looked at Penelope who in turn looked straight back. Debbie was now totally calm, resigned to her fate (she now realised that it was highly unlikely that any permanent damage would be done to her) and looked on with growing interest as the events unfolded in front of her. She unfortunately was limited in her facial expressions due to her ball gag and as such could not communicate with Penelope. Such restrictions did not apply to Penelope, but she still chose not to talk directly with Debbie (no doubt due to a direct order from her Master that any communication was strictly forbidden). But that did not prevent Penelope from licking her lips, panting and generally looking like a wanton whore in heat, her wh0rish behaviour speaking louder than any words.
Meanwhile, Debbie was impressed by Penelope's fortitude, she had not registered even one howl of protest since her punishment had began. Debbie, now embarrassed by her earlier hysterical behaviour, which was unbecoming for any whore she thought, vowed to herself that, one day, she too would become like Penelope; a bitch who was required to server her Masters and had no choice but to do whatever they asked, even if meant enduring unbearable humiliation or pain.
The Masters, who sat behind Penelope, now had a clear unobstructed view of her delicious, young, married arse lovingly framed by black suspenders. The ridiculously high black boots, the spread legs and the arched back all meant that her arse was thrust out towards them in a most alluring and degrading manner. And in addition to being able to see her dripping wet pussy, her anal hole was also visible to them.
Then, out of nowhere, Felicity reappeared. Debbie had no idea where she had gone, but she came to stand in front of her. In her left hand she held a long, thin brown cane, clearly the chosen instrument that would be used to administer Penelope's punishment. As a display of her authority over Penelope, and also for the benefit of her audience, she walked around Penelope, slowly tapping the cane in her other hand. This may have been pure theatre, but it did allow her Masters to get a better look at Felicity's body and to enjoy watching at lovely big tits wobble up and down with each step. Bearing in mind her own outfit, she looked every bit like a domineering mistress as she circled her prey.
After making a few full circles around Penelope, Felicity came to a stop and stood to her left (Debbie's right), but was a few feet in front of her. Penelope had now stopped panting and a deadly silenced enveloped the room. Debbie wondered what would happen next, what had Felicity been ordered to do? Felicity, for effect, initially did nothing. Then, when she thought the torment was getting too much for Penelope, she raised the cane and positioned it in front of Penelope's panting big tits, which, due to her pose, were thrusting out, nipples pointing towards the ceiling.
Then she slowly drew her arm back until it was at about a 90 degree angle from Penelope's breasts and then, with impressive speed, brought the cane down viciously on to her breasts. The cane made a "whishing" noise as it moved through the air and, when it struck the delicate tit flesh, a "thwack" noise could be heard, followed by a loud scream from Penelope.
Felicity did not give any time for Penelope to recover as she immediately repeated the process, cruelly slicing Penelope's breasts, just as she had been ordered to do so.
Penelope through her head back and screamed out in genuine pain. But she did not flinch, nor did she change her stance. She was a good bitch who had come to learn to love taking her punishment, because she ultimately knew that this pleased her cruel Masters, and that was all that mattered to her.
Debbie looked on in horror. Sure, her tits had been slapped, but caning a poor woman's breasts was taking cruelty to a new, frightening level. She saw that after each time the cane hit its target, a bright, red stripe would be left, Penelope would throw her head back and let out a high pitch scream, which seemed to get louder and louder with each application of the rod. Abusing such tender flesh clearly caused the poor bitch much pain.
And yet this cruelty continued to make Debbie feel hot and her pussy wet. Inside she wished that it was she that was being abused, that it was she who was taking this punishment in order to please the Masters, who were still happily sitting at the back of the room, smoking their big fat Cuban cigars.
Debbie could not explain how she felt other than she now knew what this made her: it made her a subservient whore and bitch whose body she no longer controlled, it now belonged to men who knew how to derive real, brutal pleasure from the female form. Men, unlike her loving, gentle husband, whom she sadly recognised was totally incapable of treating her like all women craved and needed to be treated. Like whores.
Meanwhile, the caning continued, unabated and without mercy. Penelope still screamed out, but Debbie could sense a change in her. Rather than the screams sounding like real cries of pain, they had developed into low, animal grunts that Debbie now recognised as being sound of arousal, rather than one of pain. Debbie also realised that, despite the obvious pain being inflicted on Penelope, the fact that it was at the behest of her Masters probably meant that this was a cause of extreme arousal for her. The fact that Penelope could offer her tits like this, to be abused, caned and generally tortured, all because her Master had deemed it necessary and because he would get sick pleasure out of it, well that that was clearly enough for a true whore to gain her own sick pleasure. It was a remarkable state of affairs and, had it not been for the fact that she too was on her way to becoming a sex slave, she never would have understood it.
Debbie began to groan and started to once more thrash her bottom around. Not now because she was terrified, but because she too wanted to be punished, to feel a whip or a cane being applied to her defenceless, married body.
After several more strokes, which left most of Penelope's tit fleshed marked, Felicity, to Debbie's disappointment, stopped caning her. Penelope's head, hung down, she was exhausted from the pain and of course the pleasure. It was unclear to Debbie whether Penelope had cum (she had) but nevertheless, a look of pure, unadulterated, arousal radiated from Penelope's face. Her mouth was open, panting, saliva was dripping down but still she held on to the rope, her legs were still spread and her tits were thrust out, despite the pain, she had maintained her position.
Debbie now wondered whether the punishment had stopped. Felicity was looking towards the back of the room, no doubt seeking guidance from her Masters who were in complete control, directing events from the back of the room. Not that Debbie could see, but the old white man sitting in the back of the room had nodded his head and had indicated to Felicity that things were to continue.
Felicity then took a few steps back so that she was now standing behind Penelope. Like she had done with Penelope's tits, she placed the cane over her arse. Now was the time for providing her real audience, her Masters, with a proper view of the bitch's punishment. The tit caning had largely been for the benefit of Debbie as they wanted to show Debbie what kind of level of abuse to expect now that she was a slave of the Club.
Once again, Felicity, for effect, paused, wanting her bitch to wait before her arse was caned. It also allowed her Masters to get a proper view of things: there stood one upper class lady, just dressed in her black boots, stockings and suspenders, her lovely naked tits heaving up and down in delight, holding a cane over another upper class lady, dressed in the same way but who was adopting a submissive pose. They were so far removed from their normal, respectable existence that, had any of their friends or family seen them at that moment, they probably would have died from the shock.
And just as she had done when caning her tits, Felicity moved her arm back as far as it could go, and then in one graceful motion, brought it down onto poor Penelope's defenceless arse. When it struck, Penelope threw her head back, screamed and lurched forward causing her red abused tits to shake up and down. Within a few seconds, the process was repeated causing the same reaction in Penelope. And as with her tits, red stripes quickly appeared on her arse.
Debbie was now groaning into her ball gag, although she could not see Penelope's arse, she still could see her lunge forward each time the cane was applied to her, loving the way those big breasts would shake up and down. And the effect of all this was that, for the first time in her life, without any physical contact being applied to her, Debbie came. And she came like a whore in heat.
For Penelope, as the cane sliced into her defenceless cheeks, she was experiencing pain and pleasure in equal measure. But she did not yet know why she was being punished -- she tried to recall when she had last displeased one of her Masters, but she was sure she had done everything that she had been ordered to do. Her body, as was usual these days, had been regularly fucked and abused -- only last weekend she had been gangbanged by a group of members where she had been forced to pleasure three cocks at the same time; one in each of her arse, pussy and mouth. She could not recall letting any of these men down. They came in copious quantities, many times. And today, she had worn what was sent (or so she believed) taken her Master's cock first up her arse, after which he ordered her to suck it. And she was sure she drank every drop of his spunk. (Often whores were punished if they did not swallow all of the spunk offered (members could be very particular about this since they felt that a bitch should be grateful to receive their valuable cum and should not waste any of it) others however preferred to see them dribble some out, knowing that they were unable to swallow it all).



But the fact that she did not know why she had displeased her Master was a complete irrelevance. The only thing that mattered was that, for whatever reason, they were dissatisfied with her. As such, she was duty bound, and happy, to provide her body to them in order for them to punish her at their pleasure.
As the cane continued to be applied mercilessly to her bottom, she looked down at her red tits which were still shaking up and down as she lunged forward in pain. She saw the marks and knew, from experience, that they would take at least a week to heal. As would her arse, which would by now be similarly covered with red welts. She knew this meant that she would have to keep her body concealed from her husband who could never know her dark secret. It also meant that she would probably be fucked all week by her Master since she also knew from experience that nothing appealed to him more than fucking an abused body. He would also probably want to do it in her marital bed and make her phone to her husband whilst he fucked her. For the umpteenth time that day, she came at the thought.
A few seconds later the caning stopped and Felicity dropped the cane to the floor. She then moved to stand directly behind Penelope, got down on to her knees and positioned her face directly in front of Penelope's abused, inflamed buttocks. Tenderly she grabbed hold of them and spread them wide, then her face dived down into her arse and she started to lick the bitch's anal hole. This unexpected, tender moment caused the poor Penelope to scream out in delight. Despite just cumming a moment ago, this loving action on her anal hole was going to make her cum again, very soon.
In front of Penelope, Debbie looked on, although her view of Felicity was hindered, she knew exactly what was going on. Penelope was now making those familiar, loud animal noises of pleasure as she thrust her arse on to Felicity's face. Debbie realised that, even if a bitch had to be punished and to receive pain, there was always pleasure at the end, provided, of course, they were good, obedient whores.
This Club was a place of genius, she happily thought.
Inevitably Penelope came quickly, such was the skill and expertise that went into Felicity's anal licking. Finally her punishment was at an end. Felicity came around to stand in front of her. Penelope's face was red with exhaustion. Felicity gently took hold of her hands and removed them from the ropes and then helped her to stand upright. Then, turning her so that their profiles could now be seen by both sets of audience, she embraced her, kissing her lovingly on the mouth, hands wandering down to her abused red bottom, gently stroking it, trying in vain to make her feel better.
As they embraced, Debbie could once more get a view of the gentlemen sitting at the back of the room, who were the beneficiaries, and the instigators, of what had just gone. She still could not make out their faces, the cigar smoke, if anything, was more intense and it was still too dark, but she could see their arms moving up and down. They had obviously removed their cocks and were playing with themselves. The action had clearly had the desired effect on them.
Felicity and Penelope were also aware of this and knew that, despite their obvious desire to continue to make love to each other, their needs were utterly subordinated to the needs of their Masters. After all, they could get together later in the week, when their husbands were away, and continue where they left off. Maybe they could put on a show for their Masters again, or it could be a private session (this was not prohibited by the Club). Certainly, Penelope fancied returning the compliment to Felicity by spanking her and then perhaps anally fucking her in the arse with a strap on dildo.
But that was all for another day. As they looked over at their Masters, who continued to furiously wank off their own cocks, they knew that their services were required elsewhere. As such, they withdrew from their loving embrace and walked over to where they were sitting. Penelope, abused but still willing, went over to the white man, Felicity to the black man.
As they walked off into the distance, they once more faded from Debbie's view. She could still just about make out what was going on, but all sense of clarity had gone. She could see that they now both stood in front of their respective Masters, where they remained for a good few seconds, perhaps they were receiving praise for their performance, or were taking orders on what was to do next. Whatever it was, at the exact same time, both women dropped to their knees and then Debbie saw their heads bob up and down. It looked like they were blowing each of them, providing them with much needed relief.
As Debbie watched these women perform their whore like duties, she wondered what was to become of her, all tied up like this, pussy dripping wet, ready to be abused and enrolled into the wonder that was The Platinum Club? What was she doing here? So far, all the action had been performed by others, what was her role in all this?
Fortunately, she did not have long to ponder this for, at that very moment, she heard a swish coming from behind her. From hearing this to actual physical contact was only a matter of a second or so, so she did not have time to realise what was happening before the leather whip landed, with extreme viciousness, onto her naked, defenceless, once innocent, married bottom.
Finally contact had been made. She was now well and truly a whore for the Club.
Moments before, Jack had stealthily moved over to where she was, once he had seen the others move away. He had waited until the cock sucking had begun before he decided to whip the bitch. And boy did he whip her. Each stroke of leather onto her naked, young flesh was a forceful measure of his power over her. Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Was all that could be now heard, as Jack administered the necessary punishment to this naughty wife's wilful, delicious little bottom. It, in turn, rewarded its Master by immediately showing up deep, long red welts, the delicate white skin was simply unable to withstand the rain of abuse being showered upon it.
Debbie, meanwhile, thrashed her bottom about, the pain she was experiencing was unlike anything she had experienced before. Tears were pouring down her face and, if it wasn't for the ball gag in her mouth, her screams could well have penetrated the thick walls of this dungeon and be heard by the neighbours. Clearly she was not yet as experienced a slave as Penelope and now realised why she needed a gag.
But despite all this, like any true slave and whore, her pussy was responding in a way that correlated to how she was being treated -- the rougher and harder the treatment, the more horny and wet she became. She could not explain how this transformation had taken place. How she had gone from a normal, upper class housewife to a woman who would respond to the most degrading of treatments. And she did not have time to dwell on this as the thrashes were getting more intense and as she began to experience the most amazing orgasm.
As she came, and the leather whip hit her again, the combination of pain and pleasure made her experience the most intense orgasm of her young life. And it seemed to go on forever, which was due to the constant application of the whip on her bottom and the joy that came from knowing that she now able to happily submit her body to the evil whims of her Master.
She looked up to see what the other girls were doing. Her view was now further hindered by the tears in her eyes. She could still see that they were blowing their respective Master. Each man now had a hand on their bitch's head, guiding them down on to their huge cocks, whist they were still using the other to munch on their big fat cigars. They were looking at each other and seemed to be laughing, no doubt revelling in the dual pleasures of being blown and watching this bitch get punished.
Indeed that was exactly what these men were doing, for, safely at the back of the room, and out of sight of the Debbie, sat the indomitable General Jackson, who was being serviced by the poor Penelope. Next to him was an ambassador from a major oil rich African state with whom the General was trying to agree a lucrative arms deal with. Today's proceedings were considered to be "client entertainment".
"She is some bitch, General." The Ambassador said, in a deep African accent, all the while munching on his Cohiba and looking down at his delightful whore was now causing him to get close to his own much needed orgasm.
"Are you referring to Felicity or Debbie?" The General inquired, he was also close to cumming.
The Ambassador laughed out loud, "Well, they are both exceptional bitch's, huh, but I was actually referring to Debbie. You say that this is her first time she had performed as a model for the Club?"
"Yes, first time as a model, first time in the dungeon and first time she is being whipped. She is indeed "some bitch"..."
"Yes, yes... I must say General how delighted I am that you have allowed me a little insight into the workings of your delightful organisation, even though I am not a member... Yes! Yes, my dear, suck your Master's big black cock. Yes, suck it good, it won't be long not before I cum down your mouth... Yes, a most splendid organisation and it certainly will help things when it comes to agreeing a deal..."
"Thank you, Mr Ambassador, and I am delighted that our organisation is helping make our deal proceed smoothly. Please let me know if there is anything else I can do. Anything at all? Oh yes, Suck it bitch, suck it you dirty whore, oh yes..."
Both men were getting close to their climax as the young wives, both experienced cock suckers, went about their business in a skilful and professional manner.
"Well, actually General, there is something I would like."
"And might would that be?"
"Well, you say that young Debbie has yet to be fucked by a member of your Club and is not going to be fucked today? Well, I can almost guarantee you the deal if I was allowed to fuck her. Be the first to break the bitch in?"
The General looked over at the delightful Debbie, who was still having the whip applied to her arse. He had previously given strict orders to Jack not to touch her since he had wanted to be the first one to fuck her. Jack was disappointed but the General had his own special reasons.
He pondered the Ambassador's request. In normal circumstances, he would never cede his own perverse demands to another. Especially to a non-member. But this was a special circumstance and he could see the advantages of being flexible. If giving Debbie over meant that this deal could be struck, so be it.
He looked over at the Ambassador and replied, "Yes, if that is what it takes I don't see why not..."
"Excellent my friend, excellent. I think we can do business... Oh yes, my Dear, suck my big black cock..."
"No problem, I just ask one favour, you must tell me what she is like. Tell me how she fucks..."
"Sure no, problem, any reason why?
"Oh it is just that I know the bitch. You see, Debbie's my niece..."
To be continued...
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"Debbie, lovely to see you, it has been too long…" the General said as he kissed his niece. "I hope your husband has been treating you well. I know that we have been working the poor boy hard at the Ministry of Defence, but it is no easy ride when you want to rise up the ranks, isn't that right Justin, my boy…" Then, in an old comrade sort of way, he slapped Justin on his back.
"And it is lovely to see you Freddie." Debbie replied as she returned her uncle's kisses. "How is it all going, fighting those horrible people in Iraq?"
"Oh not so bad, struggling on... Look your Aunt is over there, I know she is keen to say hello. I will catch up with you later, I just have some business with the Ambassador that I need to attend to. I promise to spend some time with you later."
"Yes Freddie, you must. You know you have always been my favourite uncle and we do need to catch up…"
"Yes my dear, we do, oh we do…" he replied, as he watched his niece walk off to greet her aunt, who also happened to be his wife.
Debbie was actually not his niece through blood relation, rather she was related to him through his marriage. Debbie was his wife's brother's daughter. He had known her all her life. Although they had not seen each other recently, he had fond memories of her when she was young and they had always got on well. And of course it was he who had got her husband a job in the army and given his career a little push, whenever the need arose.
As he watched her walk off, with her arms around her husband's waist, he wondered at the hypocrisy of the whole situation – here was this supposed loving wife who, just a few weeks ago, had participated in a lewd BDSM session in a dungeon, and was now playing happy families with her unsuspecting husband. And to cap it all off her uncle had, unbeknown to her, not only witnessed everything, but had set the whole lurid thing up.
As he contemplated about how strange life could be, he could not help but focus on the young mother's wonderful tight little arse. At 36 years old, she was at the peak of her womanly beauty. She had chosen to wear a light, pink flowery summer dress which he noticed was quite short. In fact, it was shorter than what that Debbie usually wore as the dress stopped a good few inches above her knee. She was also wearing high heels. Very high heels in fact, the heel was at least 5 inches and this was definitely unusual for the normally shy, conservative Debbie. She was dressing like any whore for the Club would dress, the General thought. This was good…
He then turned to look to see where the Ambassador was. They were actually at the Ambassador's private residence for a small parry. They were there ostensibly to socialise after a period of intense negotiation over a lucrative arms deal between the two countries. However the dinner had actually been set up for another reason, a more sinister reason. It had been set up in order for the Ambassador to fuck Debbie.
Since it was such a beautiful sunny day in London, they were all outside. There were about 14 people milling about in the Ambassador's beautiful garden. And since this was supposed to be a social event, wives were also invited. Debbie and Justin were there because Debbie's husband, a Major in the army, had been part of the negotiations and was worthy of an invite. Or that was what Debbie and Justin thought. Little did they know they were there solely in order for the Ambassador to fuck Debbie.
The General walked over to the Ambassador, who was talking to some of his fellow countrymen. Ambassador Umbutu was from a large rich African oil state. He was a huge man, around 6ft 6, had wide broad shoulders and, at aged 60, has the beginnings of a slight paunch in the tummy area. He seemed to be talking business with a couple of his diplomats, who he immediately dismissed when the General came over.
"So, General, my dear old friend, I am glad to see you have brought over our little sweetener which should help clinch our deal." The Ambassador then put an arm over the General's shoulder and led him towards a waiter who was carrying a tray of champagne. "Here, let us celebrate the imminent conclusion of our negotiations and of course, more importantly, the imminent fucking of the beautiful Debbie!" He then handed the General a glass of Don Perignon Champagne. They then clinked each other's glass in acknowledgement of their impending achievement and took a sip of France's finest.
"And you are sure the bitch does not suspect a thing?" The Ambassador enquired, as he looked over with keen interest at Debbie, who was laughing sweetly away with her aunt, totally unaware that, just a few feet away, two men were plotting her downfall.
"Not a thing, Mr Ambassador, not a thing. She still has no idea that we witnessed her beating in the dungeon the other day. And since then, the Club has deliberately stayed away from her. We have been waiting for you to be free to take delivery!"
"Yes, sorry about the delay, as you know I had to return home to iron our one or two details regarding our deal but yes, I am here now to take delivery of my white meat! Ha! Ha! Ha!" The Ambassador spoke with a loud, booming African accent and the General was slightly nervous of anyone overhearing.
The Ambassador sensing the General's concern calmed him down, "Don't worry, she can't hear. And anyone who does is not important enough for us to be worried about."
For a few moments nothing was said as both men drank their Champagne and looked at Debbie. Finally it was the Ambassador who broke the silence as he could not help but feel smug at his impending conquest. "Oh, General my friend, how the wheel has turned."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, only 50 years ago, my family and my people were essentially your slaves as you ruled over my land. Now look at us. You are prepared to hand over one of your finest white women for me to fuck so that you can sell us weapons!
"General my dear, do you not see the irony in all this? Years ago, you and your people would have had me shot for just looking at her. Now you are handing me over, you wife's niece…"
Indeed, the General did see the irony in all this. He and the Ambassador went back a long way, they had fought together in the civil war that had raged in the Ambassador's homeland and forged the type of close friendship that only men who had served in the army could understand. As such, not only did he know where the Ambassador was coming from, he was not offended by it either. The General may have been the worst type of sexual predator, but that did not stop him from being tolerant of other people's views.
"Yes, times have changed. And you know what, I am happy that they have. You will enjoy Debbie, she is such an innocent bitch. I have always wanted to fuck her. Although you will get first crack today, my day will come, and come soon…"
As they continued to eye up the stunning Debbie and both openly salivated at the prospect of fucking the poor girl, Debbie continued to play the role of a dutiful wife at her husband's work function. Mingling with guests, laughing at their weak jokes, blushing appropriately whenever someone would tell her how lovely she looked, no one could possibly have suspected that this sophisticated lady had a dark, terrible secret…
Debbie, after her session in the dungeon some three weeks ago, had initially been confused and horrified by what had happened to her. Confused because she could not explain why, in such a short space of time, she had turned into such a wanton submissive slut who was prepared to allow her body to be abused in such a violent manner. Horrified because, despite desperately wanting to put these feeling aside and carry on with her normal, mundane existence, she had deep down enjoyed every minute of her abuse and wanted to continue with her "training". In essence, she wanted to be a whore. She wanted to be violently dominated and abused and, notwithstanding her religious upbringing and every sensible bone in her body telling her to behave, she could not deny what she felt.
However as the days passed and she spent time away from the Club's dominating, intimidating members, it gave her the time to think rationally and she became determined not to allow those dark feelings, and the awful reality of who she was, deflect her from her normal married life. She told herself that, provided she stayed away from the Club and was not tempted by their perverse needs, which she wanted to fulfil, then she would be ok and her life as a whore could be averted. As far as she was now concerned, her time with the Club was at an end.
The return of her husband from a six month tour of duty in Afghanistan naturally helped. She was understandably delighted to have him home and seeing him again reminded her how much she truly loved him and what the awful consequences would be if he ever found out what she had been up to. She was determined to ensure that never happened.
And as was usual, whenever Justin returned from a tour of duty, there followed a sustained period of gentle love making. And as was also usual it only ever lasted for a few days before her husband immersed himself in work and became too tired to attend to his wife's considerable needs. And this time it was worse than usual since Justin had been posted at the Ministry if Defence in London, which meant more responsibility and longer hours. But at least he was no longer posted overseas, that should help her, Debbie thought…
But it didn't. She still spent most of her free time thinking about her time in the studio and the dungeon, of being whipped by Jack, his big cock and so on and so on. Deep down she wanted to take things further. But she was married, she could not do that to her husband. Could she?
So, to try and take her mind off things, Debbie immersed herself in her work, doing as much for charity and the church as possible. As fulfilling as that was, it did nothing to fulfil her own base needs.
So Debbie decided to do what all women did when they were feeling down: she went shopping. A spot of retail therapy, with her husband's credit card, would surely make her feel better and forget all about Jack and the Club. But, when browsing through the aisles of Harvey Nicholls (London's premier store) she found herself spending an inordinate amount of time in the lingerie section. This resulted in her making several purchases of stockings, suspenders and g-strings. And, if that was not bad enough, most of her other purchases consisted of dresses and skirts that were all tight and short and shoes with very high heels.
These were not her normal purchases. Debbie usually veered towards classy and conservative. Not classy and risqué. The fact of the matter was that Debbie was constructing a wardrobe that would have met with the considerable approval of The Platinum Club. Not that she for a minute recognised that brutal fact herself.
And over the next few days, Debbie took great delight in wearing her new outfits. She took particular pleasure in wearing her new lingerie. She had never really worn stockings and suspenders on a regular basis before and had never, until she was forced to by Jack, worn a g-string. But she now found it almost natural to wear these items on a daily basis. It was as if she would be betraying the principles of the Club if she did not dress in a way that would please its members and is seemed like that would be the last thing she would ever want to do. However, whenever she felt this way, she would try and tell herself that this was ludicrous, that she was merely experimenting with fashion, as was every woman's prerogative. But deep down she knew different, deep down she knew what was happening to her. She wanted to look and feel like a whore…
Often, before she would put on her dress, she would stand in front of the mirror in order to see how she looked in just her heels, stockings, suspenders and g-string. Looking down at her shoes, she understood why men liked to see their women wear high heels (or fuck-me-shoes as some of her friends called them). They accentuated the calf muscles and of course raised a girl's bottom. Before she found them uncomfortable and would prefer to wear something with a smaller heel, or just flats. But not now. Now she found that her comfort was secondary to the way she would look to other men.
Then came the stockings which accentuated her long, slender legs. Normal hose, which ended up around her waist, whilst being more practical, did not have nearly the same affect as stockings. Stockings would reveal the top of a lady's legs, the most sensitive and alluring part and, since the rest of her legs were covered, a man's eyes would naturally be drawn upwards. It was a definitely a case of wearing something can be more revealing than wearing nothing at all.
The suspenders and suspender belt (or garters and garter belts as they are called in America), were a little old fashioned, but Debbie found that she preferred them to just hold-ups. Again, they drew a person's eye to not only a woman's thighs, but to her lovely flat well toned stomach. They also had the added advantage of framing a woman's pussy.
Sometimes she would forgo the bra or merely wear a skimpy one which barely contained her big tits (as she was doing today). And any bra she wore would be see-through and often so small that her nipples would peep out of the top.
But it was the g-string that made Debbie feel that extra bit special. The front just about covered her pussy, but it was the back, the piece of string which lay snugly between the valley of her cheeks, that made her feel most like a slut. This item of clothing for her, more than any other, symbolised what a woman should wear if she wanted to be taken seriously by a real man. This item was designed purely for their pleasure since it had no real use for the wearer. A man's eyes were immediately drawn to the string, meaning that each delicious bottom cheek was separated thus highlighting their beauty. Again, it was a case of less is more and, just like a lot of what she now wore, it may have been uncomfortable, but that was a complete irrelevance. A man's pleasure was the only thing of importance to Debbie, even though she was telling herself that that man was her husband, and not the members of the Club with whom she swore she would have nothing further to do with.
However her husband was too busy (or stupid) to appreciate, or really notice, the change in his gorgeous wife. So engrossed was he in his work and career that he either did not recognise the tighter and more revealing outfits or, when he did, he grunted in semi approval and merely commented that that was "a little risqué" but offer nothing else.
And Debbie now found herself dispensing with her old wardrobe completely and just wore her new clothes. She loved the way the new Debbie looked. She wondered why she had not dressed like this before. So many wasted years of dressing with her female friends in mind (nice and conservative) but not crucially thinking about what men would like and what they would make of her outfit. How stupid of her, she said to herself. It was men who desired her body so why shouldn't she dress to please them? And there was nothing wrong with this. She was not being unfaithful to Justin, she was merely dressing to please the opposite sex.
And Debbie was happy to apply this wonderful dress policy for today's party at the Ambassador's residence where it could be safely said that she was wearing something a "little risqué". She was wearing a newly bought pink flowery summer dress which was tight at the top and flared out at the bottom. Still Channel, but it was little bit less conservative than what she would usually wear. It was sleeveless and there were a few buttons at the front that did their best to contain her enormous breasts (the dress could have been a size bigger but Debbie had deliberately bought it because of the way it would accentuate her tits). Naturally, with this tight little wonder, she wore stockings (flesh coloured), white suspenders and white g-string. She initially wanted to go without a bra but decided at the last minute to wear one since she did not yet have the courage to go braless to such a high profile event. Finally, she wore five inch strap on pink heels.
Once more her husband just about acknowledged how she looked but he failed to notice that when she sat in the car, her short skirt rose up her delicious thighs to reach the very tops of her stockings.
And as she mingled in the party, she was aware that all the men's eyes seemed to linger on her delicious body. In particular the black men. There were black diplomats, waiters and bodyguards who lingered longer than most and made no attempt to hide the fact that they were staring at her, savouring her tight, young white married body.
Whilst Debbie had previously been happy to flaunt her body to the white men that frequented the rich parts of London, she found it a little different to do the same with black men. Their stares and looks were more predatory than mere wanton lust. She was now wishing that she had dressed a little more conservative.
So it was with some relief when dinner was finally called and she could sit down and remove her body from these preying eyes.
Unfortunately, her relief was going to be short lived…
Initially she was pleased to discover that she was sitting next to her uncle, the General. But when she discovered she was also sitting next to the Ambassador, she felt a little nervous, not only because he was black, but also because of all the stares she had received from the other black people in the garden. She wondered whether he would also treat her the same.
But her fears appeared to be unfounded for the Ambassador came across as a real gentleman. His English, although spoken with a posh African accent, was impeccable. She quickly discovered that he had attended all the right schools, went to all the right shows in London and was, at the beginning at least, nothing other than charming company. And that was handy since the General seemed to be fully engaged with someone else and had been unable to pay her much attention.
It was only after the appetisers had been taken away and the wine glasses were being refilled, did things start to change for poor Debbie…
The conversation had veered towards fashion, what was in vogue in London these days when the Ambassador made his move.
"And I must say, Debbie, whatever they are wearing these days, you look delightful today…"
"Why, thank you Mr. Ambassador. I actually just bought this the other day from the Channel shop in Sloane Street. Does your wife go there....?"
"Yes, and I do note that it is nice and short. And tight! Just as I like it…"
Debbie was taken aback by this. To say something so bold did not fit in at all with how the Ambassador has previously spoken to her.
"Err, well, yes, I-I suppose so…" She nervously replied, conscience again that her skirt was very short. As she spoke, she tried to push her skirt down and when she did, the Ambassador made no attempt to conceal the fact that he was looking down at her legs.
"Yes, although you are dressed slightly different from when we first met."
"First met? I don't believe we have ever met before. I would certainly have remembered meeting you, Mr Ambassador."
Debbie was now getting increasingly irritated with the Ambassador and where the conversation was heading. She had no time for a lecherous old black man. She was semi aristocracy and did not need to take this from him. She looked around the table for other people to talk to. But the Ambassador pressed on.
"Oh I don't think we were properly introduced, you were tied up at the time…"



"Oh really, was it at Royal Ascot a few months ago, I am always busy there? Or was it at Wimbledon…" Debbie was relieved, she thought the conversation had moved on from her outfit. Hopefully she could quickly end the conversation and talk to her uncle.
"No, it was when you were tied up in Jack's dungeon. You remember, when you were whipped like a whore?"
Debbie froze with earth shattering fear. At first she thought it was a joke, some sort of sick joke that this man was playing on her. Surely she could not be so unfortunate, not to mention hideously unlucky, as to be sitting next to the man who was one of the witnesses to her debauched punishment? Surely God would not be that cruel to her, not here, not now, not with her husband sitting opposite.
Naturally her immediate instinct was to deny everything, dismiss what he had to say with that stiff, upper lip sort of disdain that the British seemed to excel in. So, with a measure tone and look of shock, so as to not alert anyone else and bring them into the conversation, she replied, "Excuse me! I have no idea what you are talking about. And I would appreciate it if you would not use that kind of language with me. I am a lady and…"
"Oh you are indeed quite a lady, Debbie! Quite a lady!" As he spoke, the Ambassador put his hand under the table and, without alerting any of the other guests as to what was going on, calmly placed it on Debbie's knee. Of course she instinctively tried to remove his hand. This was getting out of hand, she thought. He can't have been there. He can't know what happened. She knew that somehow she had to end this with the minimal of fuss. But since the Ambassador was on to something, she could not risk making a scene and drawing other guests, in particular her husband, into the Ambassador's conversation. That risked discovery. And that was to be avoided. At all costs.
"Please, what do you think you are doing?" She said quietly. Desperately hoping that this would all end. "I have no idea what you are talking about…"
"Don't be so shy with me, young lady. I saw everything. I saw the way you were tied up that day, the way you allowed Felicity and Penelope to caress you. And then the way you allowed Jack to whip your little behind. Have the scars healed yet, my dear? Does your husband know about them? Does he know that you like to dress up like a slave and then get whipped in front of men you don't know? Do you want me to ask him now, you naughty bitch?"
"Oh p-please, I-I don't know what you are talking about. P-please stop touching me…"
"I bet you were disappointed that Jack didn't fuck you afterwards. Did you know that he was ordered not to in order that I could be the first to fuck your tight pussy?"
"P-please, take your hand off my leg. You must be confused with someone else. It was not me, I assure you. I am happily married…"
"Of course you are… Look enough of this bullshiit. Do you see those two men standing over there, by the entrance to my house?"
Using his other hand, the one not caressing her leg, the Ambassador pointed towards two men who were standing on either side of a doorway. They were both huge black men, must have been around 6ft 6, wore identical black suits, dark navy blue tie, had on black sunglasses, were both bald and quite ugly and also seemed to be incredibly well muscular. Not men you messed with. They had their hands clasped in front of them and one of them, the one standing on the right, held a plain brown envelope.
"Those men are my bodyguards. And you see the one on the right, the one holding the brown envelope?" The Ambassador must have indicated something to him because at that moment, the man held up the envelope in order for Penelope to get a better look. "Well, his name is Bem, and do you know what is inside that envelope?" Debbie said nothing and instead just shook her head. She was now too terrified to speak. "Well, inside are some nice clear pictures of you getting whipped. You were secretly recorded in the basement and I took the liberty of printing out some pictures.
"I must say, you do look wonderful in your tight black outfit, the way your tits hang out. All rather splendid, I think. Now, unless you agree to do everything I say, Bem over there is going to walk over to your husband and hand him that envelope. When your husband takes a look, well I fear he will not be happy. What do you think?"
"No! No, it wasn't me. Please. Please don't do this to me. Please…"
"Debbie, you are being ridiculous and I am sorry, I really don't have time for this." The Ambassador then nodded his head towards Bem and immediately Bem set off towards the dinner table. Debbie looked on with utter fear, incredulous that her life was taking this dark turn.
Debbie began to think quickly. Clearly this man either had been there, or had been told what had happened. He knew too much to be bluffing. But were there really pictures of her being whipped in that envelope? Either way, was she prepared to call his bluff? Was she prepared to risk her marriage and the public humiliation that would follow? For if there were pictures, in all probability not only would her husband now see them, but in the commotion that would surely follow, the other guests would get to see them too. And that included her aunt and uncle. Oh my God, then all of her family and friends would find out! That could not happen!
So trapped, believing that there were no options left open top her, as Bem came to stand behind her husband, she said "Stop! Please, stop!"
"I can stop it my dear, if you admit to me now, that you are a whore and you will do what I say."
"P-please…"
"Say it or I will give the final order. He is seconds away from handing over the envelope."
Debbie once more looked towards Bem and desperately tried to see if there could be a way out of this. Meanwhile the Ambassador, ever confident of success, moved his hand up her leg, so that it came into contact with the naked flesh above her stockings.
He knew that there was actually nothing in the envelope other than blank pieces of paper. The General and he were never going to risk showing such pictures here (they did exist). For one thing people would eventually ask how he got hold of them and neither he nor the General could risk their own sordid life being exposed. But she did not know that and the Ambassador was correctly assuming that, in her current disorientated state, she would not be able to make such a calculation and even if she did, the risk of her being exposed far outweighed any collateral damage to the Ambassador.
Debbie looked towards Bem again. Her mouth was open, but nothing came out. Briefly she thought whether she might ask her uncle for help? Sitting next to her, was he aware of what was going on? Had he seen the Ambassador place his hand on her leg? Could he see how distressed she was? She looked over at him and saw that he was engrossed in conversation with someone else. Clearly he had seen nothing. She then looked over at all the other guests, in particular her husband, to see if he or anyone else had noticed something was awry with her. But they all seemed to be having a lovely time, laughing away, enjoying the wine and the company, and no one was paying her any attention.
In any event, even if they had, what could she do? Had they asked her what was wrong, what could she feasibly say? I am being sexually harassed by the Ambassador. And what would he do and say? Deny it and proceed to reveal the pictures to everyone. There was no way out for her. She was a now a caged victim of the Club and in that split second she realised, with a due sense of fear and dread, that her only option was to concede her body to this man and serve him.
So, as Bem took a step towards her husband, she whispered, as loud she dared, "I am a whore and will do what you want."
As soon as she did, the Ambassador nodded his head towards Bem, who immediately backed off. Justin all the while had been completely unaware that he was ever behind him. Bem then made his way back to once more stand next to his colleague by the door.
"Good my dear. Good. I am glad we cleared all that nonsense up and we can proceed. I think you are going to serve me very well. Very well indeed…"
Debbie shuddered at this. She was now about to fulfil her destiny as a whore and was about to do it with a black man. A big black man. She then recalled how big this man's dick had looked in the dungeon. Although her view had been obscured, what was clear was that he possessed an abnormally large penis. And she was going to be forced to serve it. Here, now, with her husband present. Her heart beat became that bit faster as this terrible fate dawned on her.
That was perhaps understandable. What was not was the fact that her pussy, ever since the Ambassador had placed his hand on her leg, had become wet. Very wet in fact. She had not really noticed this until now, so shocked was she by the Ambassador's ambush. But she could now feel her love juices leaking out of her pussy and causing her g-string to become damp.
She desperately hoped that the Ambassador would not discover this terrible secret. To even think this, however, showed how naïve poor Debbie still was.
Meanwhile the Ambassador's hand was happily stroking the lovely flesh above the bitch's stocking. "Very nice. I take it you are wearing stockings?"
"Yes." She nervously whispered, thankful that all the action was taking place under the table, away from everyone else's attention.
"And I note you have on suspenders. Very good. Very good. Do you normally dress like this, my dear?" he asked, as he turned his head to face her, gently smiling. If anyone was looking at them now, they would have seen nothing untoward. The Ambassador could have been talking to her about the weather, rather than verbally assaulting her.
Debbie had no choice but to answer truthfully and honestly. "No, I don't normally wear these items… Well I should say not since…"
"Not since Jack introduced you to the joys of the Club?"
"Yes."
"And you have worn them ever since?"
"Yes."
"Why, is that Debbie, why are you choosing to dress more like a slut?"
Debbie was humiliated by this line of questioning. The cruel Ambassador was quizzing her in such a controlled cold manner that you could not help but be impressed by his confidence. And as this man molested her legs, Debbie looked over at her husband, who was happily chatting away to another one of the guests, blissfully unaware what was happening to his poor wife.
"P-please. Stop this. My husband is just sitting over there. P-please, have some mercy on me…"
"Your husband!" The Ambassador then let out a chuckle. Then, calmly picking a glass of white wine, he drank away as he looked at Justin. "Your husband, well, you didn't give him much of a thought when you agrees to be photographed naked, or when you allowed Jack to cum all over your face, or indeed when you agreed to be tied up and whipped like a wanton whore, did you?"
"Oh, p-please…"
"Now, be a good girl, and answer my question." The Ambassador calmly took another sip of white wine, looked at her husband and said: "Or I will have no choice but to direct Bem to show your husband those delightful pictures of you being whipped."
"Oh, you are being so cruel... Yes, I have chosen to dress this way because I want to feel more like a slut."
"Good! Good. Now, my dear, I let you off there for not answering me immediately, but you will not be permitted to ever disobey one of my orders again. You saw what happened to poor Felicity who broke the rules, and your punishment would seem minor in comparison. So please, for you and your husband's sake, you will answer all of my questions and do exactly what I say. Do I make myself clear?"
Debbie, knowing exactly what the Ambassador was implying, realised she was well and truly trapped. Looking at her husband, she replied to the Ambassador: "Yes, will do exactly what you say."
"Excellent, now tell me why you want to feel more like a slut?"
"Because I want to be dominated by men. By men who want to treat me badly."
"You mean treat you like a whore, Debbie?"
"Yes, like a whore."
"And you want to become a whore, don't you Debbie? Spread your legs for me."
Debbie immediately spread her legs allowing the evil Ambassador to place a hand on the inside of her thigh.
It was clear that Debbie was no longer in control of her destiny. The Ambassador was. To save her marriage, it had become quickly apparent to her that she would have no choice but to obey him, unconditionally and regardless of how lewd his requests were.
And despite Debbie telling herself that she was not enjoying being forced to behave like a whore, her pussy told a different story.
The Ambassador's hand then gradually moved up Debbie's inner thigh making its way towards her pussy. It was now inevitable that, in a matter of a few seconds, the Ambassador would discover the truth about Debbie, the fact that she liked to be dominated, humiliated and generally treated like a bitch whore in heat.
"Spread your legs a little more, I want to touch your married white pussy. And I asked you a question, you want to become a whore, don't you?"
As Debbie spread her legs, she replied: "I want to become a whore because, ooh, because I think I want to know what it feels like to be dominated and abused at the hands of a man who possesses a big cock. Ooh, p-please…" The Ambassador's hand had finally made contact with the wet g-string and Debbie's body was responding accordingly.
"Oh, my dear Debbie, after all your protests it seems that you body is responding like a true whore's would. Not like some reluctant, good little housewife.
"I take it that is a g-string that you are wearing?"
"Yes."
"And are you wearing a bra?"
"Yes."
The Ambassador them looked intently at Debbie, who looked back, and replied, in hushed tones and in a business like manner: "Well, whilst I am a big fan of the g-string, the bra is completely unnecessary. You should never wear one. I have seen your lovely big tits and they are so pert and supple, it is a crime to ever wear one. As such, before the starter arrives, I want you to visit the bathroom and remove the bra. And whilst you are at it, take the g-string off, you no longer require it. Your pussy will certainly need to be made available to me during the course of the day so you might as well take that off too.
"Put the bra in the bin, but when you return, give me the g-string. Do I make myself clear?"
Debbie froze and was once more stunned into silence. So much of importance had been said to her in such a short space of time that she could not quite take it all in. Firstly, he was asking her to remove her most intimate items of clothing during this dinner party. And, if that wasn't bad enough, secondly he had then gone on to tell her that her "pussy will certainly need to be made available to me during the course of the day". That could only mean one thing: this big black man was going to fuck her. And no doubt would fuck her hard.
The full enormity of what was going to happen hit her. Her trembling hand reached over for her glass of white wine and, hand still shaking, brought the glass up to her mouth and took a big gulp. She needed something to calm her nerves.
However, despite shaking with fear, she was still able to carefully, and correctly, analyse the situation: be unfaithful and save your marriage? Or be faithful and ruin your marriage?
That was the awful dilemma for poor Debbie and there seemed to be no way out for her. The only thing she knew was that she had to try and delay the inevitable and see if there was any possibility that she could save her pussy from this terrible fate. But, for that to happen, she had to comply with the Ambassador's current lewd order.
So, without saying a word, she took another sip of wine, picked up a white napkin from the table, wiped her mouth and slowly got up. As she did, the Ambassador swiftly removed his hand from her legs and Debbie, as graceful as ever, lowered her dress in a way that meant that no one could have known that it had been lifted up.
In no time, she was making her way towards the back entrance of the house where the two huge black bodyguards were standing. As she approached them, she had no doubt that these two thugs were eyeing her up. Despite wearing black shades, the way the men moved their heads towards her and moved them up and down, it was clear to her that they were ogling her body. And as she got closer, she began to really appreciate their size. At 6ft 6, and built like a shed, they were huge and just seemed to tower over her. They were also hideously ugly. Both were bald and had various scars on their face. As she passed Bem, he gave her an enormous smile, as if to acknowledge the fact that they were blatantly appreciating her young, white married body, which was so wonderfully displayed to them in her tight outfit.
Passing such huge, intimidating thugs, who were clearly sexually aroused by her body, had a curious effect on the young wife. Sure, she felt terrified that these men found her attractive and no doubt would want to do some very nasty things to her. But at the same time her body was responding in a way that suggested perhaps being fucked by some rough blacks actually appealed to this conservative, rich white housewife. Debbie had heard about respectable middle class white women being fascinated with big rough black men. Previously, she had always dismissed this as a rather disgusting fetish, something that she herself could never contemplate. She had virtually no dealings with the black community in her day to day life and, even when being initiated into the Platinum Club, it was always at the hands of respectable, white upper class people. And even now, although the Ambassador was black, he was as upper class a man you were ever likely to meet.
However, these bodyguards were a different kettle of fish. These men were thugs. She imagined that they could have even been trained killers in their previous life, before they had been employed by the Ambassador. Furthermore, she felt that they were men who would quite happily rape her if she refused to submit to their will. That thought, more than anything else that had happened to her today, almost made her cum.
Fantasising about being raped by two black thugs – being gangraped – was this really what ultimately appealed to Debbie? At first, she refused to recognise this, but again her pussy was telling her something different.
She quickly found the bathroom, entered and locked the door. She was now panting out loud. Her pussy was releasing its juices and her nipples seemed to be ready to burst through her flimsy bra. This could not be happening to her, she told herself. She was supposed to be finding a way out of this situation, not allowing her body to get turned on by it. She told herself that she could let this happen here. Not with her husband present. She frantically ran through her options - maybe she could run away, take the risk that the Ambassador would feel pity on her and not show the pictures? Or maybe she could bargain with him, offer him her body when her husband was not present?
Briefly she thought that one of these options might work, but deep down she knew what kind of man the Ambassador ultimately was. He was not a man to make a deal with a whore, especially when much of the pleasure would come from humiliating her in front of her husband.
So, in an almost trance like state, she moved over to the wash basin and looked at herself in the mirror. She knew that by complying with the Ambassador, there would be no way back for her. She may try and convince herself that she could delay things, but it would be inevitable that the Ambassador would eventually fuck her. And if she tried to resist, he would just rape her. The alternative was to risk the end of her marriage and her standing in society since, once the story of her being tied up and whipped was revealed, none of her friends would want to have anything more to do with her. She would become a social pariah and her life, as she once knew it, would be at an end. And God only knows what her daughter, Alice would make of it all…



So, with no options left, she started to remove her bra. A click of a strap and a few tugs later, her bra was being dragged off from under her dress. She then looked for somewhere to hide it. Looking around, the only place was the bin. She placed it at the bottom, concealing it by covering it with a pile of tissues. Next came the g-string. She raised her skirt, and slid it off, noting how wet it had become. Whatever was about to happen to her, somehow her body was responding in a contrary way to what the sensible part, the part that wanted to be a loving, faithful wife, was telling her.
As she stepped out of the g-string, she screwed it up into a ball in one of her hands, lowered her dress and looked at herself in the mirror. She was still breathing heavily. Inside a whore was being born and there was nothing she could from stopping it. She was being cruelly forced into this but that did not prevent her from feeling like a horny whore.
She then saw that her nipples were aggressively pointing out against the thin material of her dress. This was not good. Thankfully it was getting dark outside so her husband and most of the other guests would not notice. But she knew that the Ambassador would.
Steeling herself for what was to follow, she made her way out of the bathroom and back to the dinner table. Now that her big tits had been freed by the unnecessary constraints of her bra, she could feel them shake up and down with each step. Strangely she felt more natural this way.
She approached the two bodyguards who, upon hearing her approach, turned their heads to look back. They must have seen her tits shaking deliciously and her fat nipples pointing out through her dress for they immediately looked down at her chest and smiled. Debbie, with as much confidence as she could muster, walked through the doorway and in between these two black thugs.
As she approached the table, she saw that a starter of fish soup had been served and people were too busy eating and chatting to notice Debbie returning from the bathroom. As quickly as she could in order that no one would notice her bouncing tits, she sat down next to the Ambassador.
As she did, the Ambassador looked over and politely smiled as you would when one of your guests had returned. "Very nice." He said. "I can see that you have removed your bra. You should never wear one. It is important for a whore to have her tits free, it makes them more accessible for her man, for her Master…
"And do you have the g-string for me?"
Debbie was still holding the g-string tightly in her right hand. It had been screwed up into a ball in order to disguise it as a hanky. Discreetly she passed it to the Ambassador under the table who greedily grabbed it from her.
"Very nice and damp I see" he said, as he held her most intimate item of clothing. "Clearly you are a horny little slut who loves to be treated like a bitch whore."
Then, calmly as ever, he lifted the g-string up to his nose and smelt it. It was still crumpled up in a tight ball so anyone looking would have thought that he was merely using his handkerchief to dab his nose. As he inhaled, he closed his eyes and savoured the sweet smell of Debbie's pussy.
Debbie naturally was mortified at his behaviour. This man, in front of her husband, was brazenly and unashamedly, smelling her underwear. It was positively humiliating. And yet still such a turn on…
"Oh that is marvellous, the aroma of a bitch in heat is really something to behold…"
As the Ambassador taunted her, Debbie, hands trembling, began to eat her soup. She was terrified that people would begin to notice that something was amiss so she wanted to appear as normal as possible. The Ambassador, to Debbie's relief, put down her g-string and shoved it into his trouser pocket. For the moment at least, potential disaster had been averted. The Ambassador then started to eat his soup, kept up the pretence with the other guests by exchanging a few pleasantries with them and, for a brief time, normality reigned.
Of course, it would not last.
As the soup course was being finished, the Ambassador's left hand snaked under the table and he placed it on top of Debbie's right knee. Without a word being exchanged, he slowly moved it up her leg, until it came to rest on the lovely white flesh above the tops of her stockings. As he finished off his soup, and without looking directly at her, he whispered, "Spread your legs."
Debbie obeyed as she struggled to maintain her composure under this intimidating and powerful assault (she was afraid that at any moment she could drop her spoon and create a scene, such was the fear cursing through her body). Slowly uncrossing her legs, she spread them as far as she dared.
As the black waiters cleared up the diners plates, the Ambassador's hand moved up to the very tops of her thighs and started to make its way towards the bitch's sopping wet cunt. Debbie was looking at her husband, who was holding the entire table's attention with one of his war stories. Fortunately he was not looking directly at her since he may have noticed that she was struggling to keep her composure. Her breathing had intensified and she felt her big nipples thrusting up against her thin dress.
The Ambassador's hand inevitably moved down on to Debbie's inner thigh and made its way towards her pussy. Debbie's mouth was now open and she was panting with desire. She was looking directly at her husband as, for the first time in her life, another man made contact with her married cunt. As the Ambassador's big black finger delicately grazed her wet clit, she let out a light gasp. The feeling of being an unfaithful wife and whore was wonderful. She had desperately hoped not to feel this way but her true feelings were coming to the fore and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
The Ambassador then skilfully began to massage her clit. He had of course expected her to be nothing other than wet and hot, he after all had witnessed her whorish behaviour in the dungeon so was well prepared for her reaction. As he rubbed her, he too looked over at the man whose wife he was abusing and feigned interest in his war tale. Whilst he watched him, he could hear the whore lightly pant. He knew that had she not been sitting with her friends and husband, those light pants would have been more like whorish screams. He also knew that being humiliated and dominated in front of her husband was all part of the sordid attraction for her so he decided to take things a step further. Looking at Justin, the Ambassador decided to engage the poor chap in conversation whilst he played with his wife.
"Yes, it must have been horrendous for you in Iraq, especially when you have such a lovely wife here at home." The Ambassador then looked over at Debbie, politely smiled, and increased the pressure on her clit. It took all of Debbie's will power not to scream out loud and cum. Hands trembling, she managed to pick up her glass of white wine and take a sip, thus helping her cover up her emotions and calm her nerves.
"Yes war can be tough, but as a solider you just have to get on with things as best you can." Justin, always mindful of his career, paid more attention to the Ambassador, a man he knew he needed to impress in order that his country secured the lucrative arms deal, than to his lovely wife. This was fortunate for Debbie.
"Yes, I do admire your bravery, fighting in a foreign land, so far away from home and your loved ones…" The Ambassador said, once more looking at Justin.
"Yes, it has been difficult, Mr. Ambassador. But I understand that you also fought in your own country's civil way some years ago, that must have been difficult, fighting against your own people?"
"Yes, Justin, it was difficult. Killing always is. But sometimes, you have to be ruthless, and take what you want, regardless of the consequences." He then increased the pressure on the bitch's clit. "Sometimes, people need to be conquered and defeated, regardless of who they are."
Debbie took another sip of wine, her eyes were now closed, she was close. She knew that the Ambassador was describing her, that it was her pussy that was being conquered and defeated, and she had no way to fight back. Indeed, in an act of surrender to the Ambassador and without any prompting, Debbie spread her legs further allowing him to gain better access to her married pussy.
"I agree, Mr Ambassador, war is a dirty business and you often have to do things, and make sacrifices, that you normally would never contemplate."
"That is very well put, my dear chap. Sacrifices and doing things you would not normally do is exactly what war is about.
"I know men, and women, in my country who had to do things, bad things, in order to save their families." At this the entire table was transfixed at what the Ambassador was saying. A charismatic and charming man at the best of times, the Ambassador was once more holding court as people wondered what sacrifices he was referring to. That is all except Debbie who was still in a complete state of turmoil.
"What sacrifices are these, Mr Ambassador, if you don't mind me asking?" Justin asked.
The Ambassador looked solemnly at Justin, paused for effect, and then replied, "My dear chap, desperate times called for desperate measures and often, when the aggressor would arrive at a village or a town, women were given a clear choice: submit to the whims of their attacker, or their husbands would face the consequences."
Debbie was now gently thrusting her pussy against the Ambassador's hand, willing him to caress him as she allowed her body to be taken by her attacker.
"What do you mean, Ambassador?" This time it was Lady Jackson, the General's wife who spoke.
"Lady Jackson, these men did things that I dare not speak of. Especially in front of a lady…"
"Oh my dear, friend, you and I go back a long way. And we are all adults here. Let's not beat around the bush, are you saying that those dreadful men raped these women?"
The Ambassador had a look of sorrow on his face, one couldn't be sure whether he was genuinely concerned or it was merely for the benefit of his dinner guests. One feared the latter. He first looked directly at Lady Jackson before lowering his eyes and replying: "Yes, these cruel men raped these women. They raped them because otherwise they were told their husbands would have been harmed."
The guests were now all silent as they digested this dreadful tale, contemplating the horrors that existed in the world, a world that most of them were fortunate enough to be far removed from. All except Debbie of course who, rather than taking a philosophical moment to reflect how cruel life could be, was empathising with the tribeswomen. Yes, she too was being forced to yield her married pussy to a cruel attacker in order to save her marriage. She too could see herself giving up her pussy to another man's cock if it meant stopping the Ambassador from harming her husband. For the poor defenceless tribeswomen, read poor defenceless Debbie.
The Ambassador them slid two fingers deftly into her throbbing cunt and started to skilfully finger fuck her. Debbie gasped at this sudden intrusion. It was not completely unexpected but still, another man's fingers entering her pussy was a further escalation in her domination. Her pants got even louder, but fortunately they were only audible by the Ambassador. Her big tits were heaving up and down and she wished she could release and play with them. Nevertheless she was grateful that she had been forced to remove them from the unnecessary confines of her bra as it allowed her sensitive nipples to graze her dress.
Squelching noises could now be heard as the Ambassador finger fucked her hard and Debbie, once more following her natural whorish instincts, spread her legs wider so keen was she to allow him further access to her cunt.
The finger-fucking got even harder, as did the panting. Others may have been alerted to his if it wasn't for the Ambassador's wise decision to speak once more. "Friends, let us not spend too much time on this. It is all in the past and my people have moved on.
"Indeed, everyone here today should focus on the present, and in particular what makes us all happy. After all, we are all happily married people, we all have loving partners. So tonight let us not dwell on the horrors of the world. Instead, let us rejoice to what is good in the world. Here, I propose a toast to our loving partners who bring us so much happiness."
The Ambassador then picked up his glass, held it in the air, and said, "To marriage!" Everyone then raised their glassed and said, "To marriage!" Even Debbie, who was still being finger fucked, just about managed this but when her eyes glazed over towards Justin and she saw him smile at her, in that loving tender way, Debbie came.
With those fat black fingers fucking her, and Debbie finally experiencing the joys of being an unfaithful whore, seeing the man she loved so innocently smile at her, and in a way that told her that he loved her, well that proved just a little bit too much. As the beginnings of her orgasm began to hit her, she was able to quickly put her glass of wine up into her mouth and she groaned into it concealing the fact to her husband.
Once she had finished cumming, The Ambassador, removed his hand from her pussy and reached into his pocked to pull out her g-string! Still crumpled in a ball, he started to wipe his sweaty face with it. As he did, Debbie looked on, dumbstruck at this man's brazen behaviour. He in turn looked down at her smiled, and said, "Excellent work my dear. Excellent!!"
As he continued to mop his brow, the main course of monk fish was being served. "Let us eat! Let us eat!" He told everyone, as he put her g-string back into his trouser pocket, started to eat his dinner and struck up conversation with another one of his guests. Normality again reigned and no one would have had any idea of the debauched activities that had just taken place.
Once the main course had been finished, the Ambassador once more moved in. Leaning over towards Debbie, he whispered, "My Dear, in a few seconds I am going to excuse myself. A couple of minutes later, you are going to leave and go to the bathroom where I will be waiting for you."
Before Debbie could even react to this, the Ambassador was standing up and politely excusing himself, telling everyone he had a little "business to attend to." That "business" was of course Debbie and she sat there in utter fear as to what was going to happen to her.
A couple of minutes seemed to pass in a blink of any eye and suddenly Debbie found herself needing to make her way towards her Master. This was quite an extraordinary turn of events for this once faithful housewife. As her she got up, she felt light in her legs and feared that they could buckle at any moment. With as much composure as she could manage, and in a sleepwalking state of bewilderment, the poor bitch made her way towards the bathroom and to her Master.
As she walked, she felt her big tits bounce up and down once more, her nipples were still bullet like in stiffness and her pussy was dripping wet. She had been ruthlessly stripped bare by the Ambassador in order to make all holes and tits available to him. This was how any whore should dress, she thought. And disturbingly, she liked it.
As she again approached the bodyguards she could see that they were both grinning widely and nodding their heads in approval. As she passed them, she looked towards Bem, he was still grinning and as she passed but as she walked on, she could hear him say "Perform well, little lady, your time has come…"
She almost froze with shock on hearing this, but somehow her legs kept moving and they carried her towards the bathroom. The bodyguards were part of this conspiracy, she thought. They were fully aware that her body was going to be abused by their boss. This made them accessories to this act of sexual aggression. This act of rape. As a result she felt even more trapped and cornered and she wondered whether she would be forced to serve the bodyguards as well, genuinely terrified at the prospect.
But before it even came to that, she had the small matter of the Ambassador, her immediate Master, to serve and please. She arrived at the bathroom and opened the door. It was unlocked and she walked straight in. The Ambassador was standing by the wash basin, smiling, waiting for her.
"Lock the door." He said. She obeyed, turned the key and waited for his next order. The Ambassador then looked at her, blatantly eyeing her up and nothing was said for a few moments. Debbie remained standing by the door like a cornered animal in a hunt, terrified at what could follow. She was convinced that she would be ordered to pleasure his great big cock. In what manner she was still unsure. And yet despite this, just as it had always been when she was asked to behave in a whorish manner, her tits and pussy responded in a way that any whore's body should.
Finally the Ambassador spoke. "Bitch, we do not have long but I need by cock pleasured. So, if you don't mind, please come over here, remove my dick from my trousers and suck it until I cum down your throat." The order was given in such a calm matter-of-fact way, you could not possibly have thought that the Ambassador was actually forcing this poor housewife to do something that she did not want to do. In strict legal terms, the Ambassador was going to rape poor Debbie.
And like almost all rape victims, the victim had no choice but to obey her attacker. Indeed Debbie did not even bother to muster even a hint of protest. Following the Ambassador's order, she merely walked over to where he was standing and dropped to her knees so that her face was now directly in front of his groin.
She could now clearly see the outlines of his massive cock, which was pushing away at his pants. It looked enormous, beyond anything that she had previously had to deal with, including Jack's impressive member. She placed her hands on either of the Ambassador's legs and just looked at it. Even when concealed, she was utterly mesmerised by it.
The Ambassador looked down at her and saw that she was impressed. However he was conscience of the time and knew that they would have to get back soon or people would start to wonder where they had got to. "Bitch, we need to be quick. Take my cock out and suck it like a good whore." The Ambassador now spoke with a little more urgency. He was clearly aroused by the situation.
Debbie, who was now following all orders without question, moved her trembling hands towards the zipper and opened it. She then reached inside, fished for his cock and, with some difficulty since it was so big, removed it. When it was released, it sprang our and almost slapped her in the face. "Oh my God!" She screamed out. She was truly taken aback with its size for, staring menacingly at her, was a 13 inch pole of black man flesh. "Oh my God! That's so big, that is so big…" She screamed out, genuinely horrified at what she was looking at. However, she did not move from her kneeling position, nor did she stop looking at the cock.
"Yes my dear, it is big. Have you ever seen such a big cock before?"
"Oh no! No I haven't! Jack's was big. But nothing like this. I did not realise they could be so big. Or wide. Oh my Lord, I don't know if I can…"
And as poor Debbie babbled, without even realising it herself, her hands had moved up, taken hold of the enormous member and she was subconsciously rubbing it.
"So big! So big! I don't know if I can take it all…"
"Yes it is big, bitch, and you will take it all, whether you like it or not!"
"Oh, p-please, I don't think I can…"
"Don't question me, bitch. Open your mouth, and suck my big black cock."



Debbie looked up at the Ambassador. Her big blue eyes were wide open and she had a look of fear about her. She still clung to the forlorn belief that somehow she could plead with him for mercy. But, as the Ambassador looked down at her, his look of pure evil satisfaction told her that there would be no leniency, there would be no way out for her and that, to save her marriage, she would have to commit adultery with this man.
At the end of the day, sucking another man's cock had become the only way to save her husband from discovering the awful truth about her.
The Ambassador was now getting impatient in the extreme and he raised his voice in a clear demonstration of anger over the Debbie's refusal to suck his dick. "Bitch, if you don't start sucking my cock immediately, I will have no choice but to order my bodyguards to show your husband those pictures. It is your choice, but I think it is about time you realised that the true purpose of your body is to pleasure my big black cock."
However much she wanted to deny it, deep down she knew that this was true. She was a whore and she needed to pleasure and serve this cruel man. She might pretend not to want to suck his cock, but the fact that she had instinctively grabbed hold of it and was happily rubbing it, well that told her all that she needed to know.
So, looking up at him, she opened her mouth and her head moved towards his cock. Finally, after all the rubbing, spanking and whipping, Debbie was going to commit an act which, not only demonstrated that she was a true whore, but was also a brazen act of unfaithfulness on her part. She was going to commit adultery with another man. A black man. She may have been forced to do it. But that did not prevent her from enjoying it.
She had to open her mouth as wide as possible, so much so that she could hear her jaw cracking, in order for the enormous plumb size head to enter.
And as the cock finally entered her mouth, Debbie became a true whore.
She started to suck it, savouring the size and flavour. Previously she had only sucked her husband's six inch little pecker. This however was an entirely different proposition. This was cock sucking in the major league, rather than the little league.
She sucked on it gently, before removing it so that she could plant loving little kisses all over it. As she did, her hand moved to his big balls and she gently squeezed them, this elicited from the Ambassador a deep groan of approval.
"That's it bitch, play with my balls… Oh yes, you are a natural, a natural whore… I knew you wanted to suck my big black cock you filthy bitch…. Oh yes…"
Debbie, delighted that she was pleasing her Master, once more took his cock into her mouth, but this time she sucked a good three inches.
"Oh yes, suck that cock you bitch, such it, suck it good…" The Ambassador was now delirious with delight and pleasure. "Oh yes, you are a good bitch, I won't be long. Oh yes! That's it! That's it! Oh, show me your tits. Take your married white tits out of your dress, you dirty whore."
Debbie obeyed. Making sure his cock remained in her mouth, she moved her hands to the top of her dress and pushed it down. With very little effort, her big white tits sprung out and were revealed in all their glory to the greedy eyes of her black attacker who moved his hands down in order to cup them. He roughly squeezed them, flicking her nipples, causing the poor housewife to groan into his cock.
Debbie then looked down at her tits and saw the contrast between her innocent, pure white flesh and his big ugly black hands. Rich sophisticated white women, like her, were not supposed to fraternise with big black men, she thought. Society forbade it. However none of this prevented Debbie from moving her head up and down, dutifully fucking her black Master's cock. To justify her whorish behaviour, she told herself that this was rape and therefore she could do nothing to prevent this sexual taboo from taking place.
She then looked up again at her attacker and noted how much pleasure he seemed to be deriving from her actions. She now had almost six inches in, the size of her husband's cock, and, although about seven inches remained outside her mouth, she was quietly impressed with her work.
However the Ambassador was far from satisfied. Despite groaning out loud and enjoying raping this bitch's mouth, he felt that she should still take in more of his cock.
"Bitch, put your arms behind your back... That's it, right behind your back... That is the correct position to adopt whenever you are sucking on your Master's cock. Oh yes! Oh yes…
"Now, you need to learn to take in more of my cock, much more… Move your head further down… That's it you have managed to suck a couple of more inches… But look up at me, always look up at me… Good… Good… Oh, yes that is much better, much better, but I still think you can take in more, much more. Come on you dirty fucking whore, suck all of my big, black cock…"
The Ambassador's patience then finally ran out as he roughly grabbed hold of Debbie's head and pushed it down on to his giant cock. Debbie looked up, eyes pleading for him to be gentle and for him not to be so rough with her. However she did not try to resist as her mouth was cruelly raped. Indeed, she kept her arms pinned behind her back, ever the submissive whore, as the Ambassador managed to get all of his gargantuan 13 inch member down her throat.
"Oh yes bitch, take it all! Take all of my cock. I knew you could. I knew you were a good whore. Now I am going to fuck your mouth. Oh yes…"
And true to his word, the Ambassador, still holding on to the poor girl's head, began to move his cock in and out of her throat, fucking her cruelly. Debbie did nothing to resist, she merely looked up at him, utterly shocked at what was happening to her. She starting to make loud gagging noises as her throat somehow adjusted to this unnatural invasion. Saliva dripped out of her mouth, on to her chin and then on to the floor.
However, throughout this vicious attack, Debbie was still able to keep her arms behind her back maintaining the position of a dutiful slave. She had at least learnt from her session in the dungeon that, regardless of the pain and discomfort for the woman, pleasing your man was all that mattered.
And after a minute or so of mouth fucking, tears started to stream down Debbie's face and her huge tits shook from the violent assault. The Ambassador started to grunt louder and louder and it became clear to Debbie that he was close. Very close.
"Oh bitch, you suck cock good… Very good… You are a good whore… Oh yes, I am going to cum… Cum… Oh Lord! Take all of my cum you dirty whore…"
The Ambassador then threw his head back and started to let out an almighty roar. He still held on to Debbie's head as he slammed his cock into her mouth. He had no consideration for how she would feel, or indeed whether he was causing her any pain. All that mattered was that he was taking pleasure in her mouth.
As the first shots of his spunk started to hit the back of Debbie's throat, rather than feeling a sense of revulsion, as any normal married woman would when being raped by some black man, Debbie felt a huge sense of pride that, firstly she had been able to accommodate such a big cock in her mouth and secondly she was able to pleasure this man.
It was a rather perverse judgment to make, but it was the one of a true whore.
Debbie frantically tried to swallow all of his spunk. Previously, when blowing her husband, she had never had any difficulty swallowing. But this was different. This was very different. The sheer quantity was something else and she could not swallow quickly enough. And, as one could expect, spunk started to dribble out of her mouth and on to her face, defacing her once pure, angelic beauty.
"Oh bitch, swallow it all… Oh yes, swallow it all, my glorious whore!" He then removed his hands from the poor woman's head but still moved his cock in and out of her mouth. "Try and swallow it all, bitch, I know it is difficult, but it is what whore's need to learn to do…
"…Oh you poor thing, you can't cope. There's too much, spunk isn't there? I bet your pathetic white husband never forced you to swallow so much?
"Oh yes, let me just clean my cock on that pretty face of yours, you dirty bitch!"
The Ambassador had removed his cock from Debbie's mouth and started to wipe it all over her face. There were the last remnants of spunk dribbling out of his deflating cock and he smeared them all over her beautiful features. She in turn, just stared up at him, mouth open, still in an utter state of shock at what was happening to her as she allowed her beautiful face to be sullied with the Ambassador's evil spunk.
"There, we are done. That wasn't too bad, was it?
"Well, I must be getting back to my guests, they will be wondering where I got to." The Ambassador then started to zip himself up, took a handkerchief from the nearby sink and started to wipe his sweat covered face. Debbie remained as she was, her face covered with his spunk. "Yes, that was most satisfactory, most satisfactory indeed…
"Well, I will be off, you might want to stay behind a few minutes and clean yourself up before returning. My wife keeps some makeup in the cabinet over there, if you need any."
The Ambassador was now behaving like a concerned father rather then a brutal sexual predator. Debbie was speechless at this transformation. It just made her feel even more like a dirty whore. As she watched him leave the bathroom, she just looked at him with nothing than admiration.
Five minutes later, Debbie remerged at the dinner table. It seemed like the guests had not really noticed that she had been absent for a good few minutes. Nor would they have noticed that she had just sucked their host's cock since, with the help of his wife's makeup, she had cleaned herself up nicely.
She sat down just as dessert was being served. It was strawberries and cream. There was lots of cream and it was very thick. It looked strangely familiar to Debbie…
Thirty minutes later…
Debbie found herself standing in the Ambassador's private study. She was standing at one end of the room, by the door, whilst the Ambassador was standing at the other, looking out of a window. Standing on either side of Debbie were the Ambassador's two bodyguards, Bem and Akin.
Several minutes earlier, Debbie had been out in the garden chatting away to some of the other dinner guests. There had been a brief moment of normality and she had almost been able to put the Ambassador, and what was happening to her, out of her mind as the conversation had turned to one of her favourite subjects– her charity work. She was happily explaining to everyone what she did for the local community when the Ambassador once more ruthlessly moved in for the kill. He expressed an interest in her work and said that he would want to make a sizeable donation. Why didn't she come up to his study where they could discuss her work in more detail and where he would write her a big cheque…
It was a brilliant ruse to get Debbie alone and for a sustained period of time. As the Ambassador made his generous offer, the whole table expressed their delight at his supposed generosity and, before Debbie knew it, she was being led by the Ambassador back into the house, up some stairs and into his study. When they passed the bodyguards they immediately followed the couple. They walked behind Debbie and she could sense that they were eyeing up her up, in particular her tight, petit bottom. She had assumed that they would remain outside the study, guarding it in case anyone approached. But it was with much surprise, and not a little concern that they entered with her, closed the door and locked it.
Debbie was now alone with three big black men. She was at their mercy, they could what they wanted to her and there was nothing she could do to stop it. As she contemplated being gangraped, her pussy and tits responded as any whore's should.
The Ambassador was still looking at something, or someone, out of the window. The window appeared to be one of those old fashioned sash windows, the ones that open by sliding a panel up or down. The bottom panel had been pushed up and was three quarters open. The window however was covered by a net curtain and had thick silk curtains which, although drawn, were still marginally open allowing the Ambassador to peer through.
"My dear, don't stand over there all alone. Come over and take a look outside, you have a wonderful view of the garden."
Debbie, her legs now almost shaking with fear, gingerly walked over to the Ambassador. The bodyguards came also, following her from behind. When she got to the Ambassador he moved out of the way and asked Debbie to take a look out of the window, which she did. Indeed, from the top of the house, you did get a wonderful view of the Ambassador's lush garden. However, in addition you could also got an excellent view of all the dinner guests, and that was what Debbie focussed on. And in particular she focussed on her poor, unsuspecting husband who was merrily laughing away, talking to the other guests and blissfully unaware of what was happening to his wife.
As Debbie looked down at the man he loved, she wondered how it had ever got to be like this?
Before she could dwell on that for too long, she noticed that the Ambassador had moved to stand directly behind her. The two bodyguards then moved to stand on either side but, unlike the Ambassador, they stood so Debbie could clearly see them. As she looked at each of them, she realised that she was surrounded by black thugs. She correctly felt trapped. It was any good white housewife's worst possible nightmare.
For some sort of desperate salvation, she refused to look at them and instead turned her head and again looked outside, down at her husband. With the curtains being mostly drawn and the fact that it was getting dark (the outside lamps meant that she could see the table clearly) it fortunately meant that none of the guests would be able to see her looking at them but she could see all of them clearly. And as she focussed on her husband Justin, looking ever so handsome dressed in his tuxedo and laughing merrily away, she wished she could forget about the black men who wanted to abuse her body. She then desperately wished that she had never sent in those photos to that wretched club. Perhaps then she would never have discovered what she actually was, which was a whore. A whore for big cock. Even big black cock. She could have spent the rest of her life not knowing that her real purpose was to pleasure men such as those eyeing her up now and died in blissful ignorance of this painful fact.
But she was where she was and that meant that these men wanted to take whatever they wanted and that unfortunately meant fucking her.
The Ambassador then came to stand directly behind her so that his groin ground into her bottom and she immediately felt the power and size of his enormous cock which had regained its former glory after she had been forced to blow it. As he thrust his groin into her delicious, perfectly formed bottom, he moved his head down so what he could talk into her ear. "I see you are looking down at our guests. They all look so happy, don't they? In particular your husband, Justin, such a charming and intelligent man. I understand from your uncle that he has real prospects with the army. Of course, it always helps to have a loving wife when you are climbing the career ladder, hey Debbie?" The Ambassador then began to kiss her under her ear and ever so slowly move down toward her neck.
Debbie was slightly taken aback with this moment of kindness, it was totally unexpected, but still, as she appreciated the gentle nuzzling of her neck, she looked down at her husband. In the silence it was even possible to hear what people were saying down in the garden. But before she could properly listen in, the Ambassador spoke again: "Yes, you are a loving wife, aren't you Debbie? You are just a whore also.
"Tell me, what are you thinking when you look at your husband down there? Are you wondering what he would think of you if he knew what was going on up here? If he knew that his wife was surrounded by three black men. That she was about to be fucked. Against her will. Raped. What would he make of that Debbie? What would he make of that…?"
As the Ambassador cruelly taunted her, he continued to nuzzle on her neck, kissing and licking her there. Debbie said nothing, her breathing just got heavier and she focussed on one word that had been spoken to her: "Rape". Rape was, for so many women, their darkest, dirtiest fantasy. Especially being raped by a black man. And this would not be just rape. This was likely to be gangrape. Even nastier.
As these dirty thoughts swirled through her head, the Ambassador's hands moved up towards her heaving bosom and he began to maul her huge tits. Debbie threw her head back and groaned as her attack began.
"Oh, you are a dirty bitch…" He then very smoothly lowered the top of her dress, scooped out her massive mamaries and started to roughly maul them. "So big, so firm… Oh bitch, you want to be fucked, don't you? You want to be raped by some big black cock whilst you look at you husband, don't you? Don't you?"
"Oh p-please, no, I am a good wife… P-please be gentle with my tits… Oh, I don't want to be fucked… Oh, I don't want to be raped..."
"Well, bitch you are going to be fucked. You are going to be raped."
"No, p-please don't. I don't want this anymore. I don't want to be a whore. I don't want to be raped. P-please, stop… Oh…"
The Ambassador had started to roughly pinch her nipples. "Your thoughts are irrelevant, bitch. I thought Jack would have made that much clear to you after your session in the dungeon?
"Now, spread your legs, thrust your arse out to me… That's it, put your hands on the window for support, I need you legs a little bit wider… Yes, and now thrust your bottom out towards me… There you go…" The Ambassador stopped mauling her tits and took a couple of step back in order to allow Debbie room to comply with his orders. And as a captive woman, Debbie felt that she had little choice but to obey him.
She placed her hands on the window, arched her back, moved her legs out and then spread them so that they were a good metre and a half apart. She then thrust her bottom out towards her attacker which had the effect of making her small dress rise up her legs leaving the flesh above her stockings on display. Her tits hung heavily down, fully exposed, waiting to be abused.
The Ambassador quietly admired how quickly and effectively the bitch had got into the required position and offered her body to him. This may technically have been rape, since she was apparently not consenting, but deep down they all knew the bitch wanted it and badly needed it.
"Good. Very good." The Ambassador said as he flipped her little dress up to reveal her perfectly formed arse, lovingly framed by her pretty white suspenders. "Oh, yes, you have a beautiful bottom, my dear. Beautiful. Your husband is a lucky man. And so am I.
"Bitch, I want you to know that I now own this bottom, it is mine to do with as I please. Do I make myself clear?" And to emphasise his ownership rights, he placed his big black hand on to her beautiful innocent white flesh and began to stroke it. "Magnificent, my dear. Magnificent. I am going enjoy fucking you, but first, I think I am going to prepare your bottom. Do you know what your Master is going to do to your bottom?"



Debbie knew perfectly well what this cruel man was going to do to her bottom. She knew that he was going to spank it. She knew that powerful, domineering men like the Ambassador would want their bitch's bottom's a nice shade of red before they were fucked. She also knew that subservient whores needed to be spanked, whipped and generally abused since their sole purpose in life was to sate their Master's enormous, perverse sexual appetite.
As such, Debbie replied promptly and honestly, like any good whore should: "You are going to spank me, Sir."
No sooner had she replied and the Ambassador had brought his big black hand viciously and cruelly down on to her innocent white flesh.
Spank!
"Oh! P-please…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You need it bitch! You need to be punished. You need your white bottom punished by a big black man, there, take that you dirty whore…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Deep down, Debbie knew that the Ambassador was correct. She needed to be punished regularly. Not only because she was a naughty housewife who required to be punished and abused, but more importantly, because she enjoyed it!
The Ambassador then proceeded to spank her at will and poor Debbie accepted her punishment by ensuring that her bottom was, at all times, raised for her Master.
As the spanks rained down on her defenceless cheeks, a period of relative silenced enveloped the room as no one spoke and all could be heard were the sound of hand on bottom flesh. As Debbie yielded her body to her Master, she looked out of the window and down on to the dinner party. Voices could be heard drifting from below. She could hear laughter and the sound of people talking. Clearly all were having a good time, the kind of time she had expected to have when she first arrived.
Then, amidst the sound of the spanking, she swore she heard her name being mentioned. Her ears pricked up and she listened intently to the conversation…
"Yes, it must have been difficult for you leaving Debbie for such long periods of time. How did you cope?"
It was a woman's voice but Debbie did not recognise it, but it was clear that the question was being directed towards her husband.
"Yes, it was difficult, but when on duty, you try not to think about these things too much. You do your job and be thankful that you have a loving faithful wife waiting for you when you return…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Faithful wife? Debbie contemplated the fact that she had just been forced to blow another man and soon she was going to be forced to fuck another man too.
The conversation down below continued…
"And what about Debbie, how does she cope? It must have be difficult for her, you being away for so long? I always think it is harder for the wife, all alone, worrying about their husband?
"Well, I know Debbie loves me…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"…And I know that when I am away, she is always thinking about me, and that helps…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh, my bottom… You are spanking my poor bottom… Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Yes, she is such a nice girl. You are so lucky to have found her…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh, you are hurting my bottom… P-please be gentle…"
"Yes, I am lucky to have married someone so understanding…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"…and she really does care about me, I know when I am away, she will never do anything which I would not approve of. I trust her implicitly…"
"Oh, please, stop spanking my bottom. I love my husband, this is wrong… P-please stop, my bottom hurts. It hurts. Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"…you know, some marriages just work well. I just suppose that I am a lucky man…"
"P-please, I want to be a faithful wife…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You are a naughty wife that needs to be punished…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"…and I am sure Debbie, feels the same about her marriage. She is always there for me, offering me support when I need it…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh, I am not a naughty wife, I want to support my husband… Oh, my bottom, my bottom… Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Yes, you are a lucky man. I know a lot of marriages within the army that don't work out so well…"
The Ambassador then stopped spanking Debbie and started to unzip his trousers…
"…you know sometimes the wives find it so hard to cope without their husbands and well…"
He removed his thirteen inch cock.
"…how can I put it, sometimes their marriages aren't as strong as yours and…"
He then placed his cock at the entrance of poor Debbie's married pussy.
"…things don't go as they intended…"
He then forced his cock into Debbie's cunt.
"Yes, I know what you mean…."
"Oh God! P-please, take your cock out of my pussy. It is too big, p-please, stop, it is too big…"
"I suppose I am lucky because I know that Debbie will always be a loving faithful wife to me…"
"Oh God! Please stop! You are raping my pussy… Oh, please stop raping my poor little pussy…
"Oh! Oh! Oh! That is so big. That is too big! Oh God, your big black cock is too big for my little pussy… Oh! Oh! Oh! You are fucking me hard. Oh that feels so big…"
"Yes, you are a lucky man. And she is such a kind caring woman especially doing all that charity work. What does she do exactly?"
"God, that pussy is tight, bitch. Give it to me, bitch. Give me your body, you dirty fucking whore. Yes! Yes, take all of my big black cock in your little married white pussy. Take it! Take it!"
"Yes, she spends a lot of time giving herself over to the needy…"
"Oh God bitch, your pussy needs my cock, it is so tight. You have never been fucked properly, have you bitch?"
"…always making herself available whenever the need requires…"
"Oh God no! This is fucking… Oh I have been made love to but not fucked… Oh my it so big… You are fucking my pussy. You are raping me, oh you are using my body… Oh you raping my poor little pussy… Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"…doing what is right…"
"Take my cock, bitch, you love it, don't you?"
"…and generally helping those who need her help…"
"Oh God, it is so big… My pusssy hurts… Oh! Oh! Oh! That feels good. Oh, rape my pussy. Rape it hard…"
"And I just hope the Ambassador can help her any way he can…"
"Oh God, you are fucking me. You are fucking me hard. Oh Master, I need it, I have never been fucked like this before… Oh Master, rape my pussy…
"Yes, I am sure the Ambassador will give her exactly what she needs…"
"Oh, yes bitch, I knew you needed my big cock. I knew you were built to handle my big back cock. You love being raped, don't you? You love the feel of a man dominating your little married pussy. Uh! Uh! Take it bitch! Take it…"
"Yes and I am sure she will be grateful for whatever the Ambassador gives her…"
"Oh yes! Give me your cock. I need your big black cock in my little white married pussy. I need it! I need it! Oh, I need it… Oh, Master, your cock is ripping me apart… Rape me Master… Rape me…"
As Debbie lost all sense of reality she no longer paid attention to what her husband or the other guests were saying. All that mattered for Debbie now was serving the Ambassador and his enormous black cock. The Ambassador, who was now violently pounding away at this young wife, grabbed hold of Debbie's long blonde hair, yanked her head back and, with his other hand, resumed spanking her bottom. All Debbie could do was scream, and as her screams got louder Bem, the bodyguard, quickly moved over to the window and shut it. Naturally they did not want the guests to be aware of what was going on above them.
There then followed a few minutes of relentless fucking as the Ambassador subjected poor Debbie body's to a reaming that she had never experienced before. The poor wife had no idea that fucking could be so base or so animalistic. Justin had always been such a tender, caring lover, conscience of her needs before his own. And whilst this could be appealing, to a certain degree, she however now knew what she really needed – to be treated like a whore; to be treated as nothing more than a piece of fine meat whose existence was solely to pleasure her Master.
And her current Master, the Ambassador, was ruthlessly taking his pleasure. He has zero regard for her feelings. His only interested was enjoying her tight pussy, which clung deliciously to his big cock, and in spanking those bottom cheeks, thus causing the whore the type of pain that not only did she deserve, but enjoyed.
As the Ambassador got close, he stopped holding her hair spanking her and instead cupped her big breasts, which were shaking up and down in response to his attack. Debbie was also close, she had been close for a while, but wanted to prolong her climax, such was her enjoyment at being raped.
And for the first time since her rape began, Debbie looked to her left at Akin and she saw that he had already unzipped himself and was stroking his enormous black cock. If anything, it looked a couple of inches bigger than the Ambassador's. She then looked to her right and saw that Bem had also taken out his cock, which was of similar size to Akin's and was stroking it. Terrified, she looked up at him, and saw him smiling down at her.
As the Ambassador began to cum in her pussy and let out great big screams of delight, she now knew for definite that she would have to serve the two bodyguards also.
Her ordeal was far from over. Her life as a whore was just beginning as she was now about to be gangraped...
The bitch came at the prospect.
To be continued…
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A Schoolgirl's Lesson - Chapter One
Debbie had been fucked several times by the General before Alice, her young teenage daughter, witnessed her mother taking the General's enormous cock up her arse.
It had all happened just a few days ago. Alice, a keen violinist, had been due to appear in her school concert. Her mother would normally have come along to see her daughter perform but, for the first time, she said that she could not make it due to an urgent meeting at her church. A devout church goer herself, she understood how important this would have been and did not object when her mother was forced to cancel. She had hoped her father could come along but he was away in Iraq on urgent military business.
The concert had been due to start at 7pm and last for 2 hours. She was not due back home until at least 9.30pm. However, by 6.30pm, things were not looking good for Alice. She had been feeling under the weather all day, but had hoped that the queasiness would eventually pass. It hadn't. Instead she got worse, so much so that the poor girl was a shivering wreck when it came to performance time. Her teacher, having seen the state she was in, had little choice but to order Alice home early and for the teacher to take her place. Reluctantly she agreed and, having decided it was best not to call her mother away from her important church meeting, she took the bus home.
When she got home, at first she noticed nothing untoward. Just as it should have been, the house seemed to be empty. Alice removed her jacket, put away her violin case in the downstairs cupboard and started to make her way towards the kitchen in order to make herself a warm drink. However, before she could even get to the kitchen, she heard a noise coming from upstairs. It was the sound of someone moving. She stopped what she was doing to check if she was imagining it. More noises could be heard. Someone was in the house. She naturally assumed it was her mother. She must have returned from church early. Just as she was about to open her mouth to let her mother know she was home, she heard a voice. A man's voice!
"Oh yeah, that's good…"
Alice froze with fear. Her father was still away in Iraq. She knew that because he had called her to wish her luck for the concert just an hour or so ago. The only obvious conclusion was that there was an intruder in the house. She must get out. Quickly. She turned to make her way towards the front door, she had no intention of confronting the intruder. she could call the police when she was safely outside.
As she reached the door and slowly began to turn the handle so as not to disturb the intruder, she heard him speak once more: "Oh, yes, that's it, bitch, take that! Take that!" Now, Alice may have been an innocent teenage virgin, but she was still streetwise enough to know that burglars did not necessarily talk that way when they were robbing someone's house.
Alice now had the door open, she was able to leave but what the man had just said made her wait a moment. Curiosity was getting the better of her. And we all know what happens to a cat when they become curious!
"Oh yes bitch, oh yes bitch…"
The man was clearly talking to someone, but to whom? And what could he be doing to talk in such a vulgar manner, the innocent teenage beauty wondered? Things got more confusing with what came next.
"Oh God, that is so big, p-please, be gentle…"
It was a woman's voice! And furthermore, Debbie swore she recognised it.
"Oh, p-please not there, it is too big… Oh it hurts! It is so big…"
My God! That was the voice of her mother! And she sounded like she was in trouble…
Debbie shut the door and turned around. Her natural reaction was to save her mother. Clearly she was being attacked by whoever was in the house and it was her duty to go and help. But how? She was just a schoolgirl. She could call the police, but that would take too long. Whatever horrible things this man was doing to her mother, Alice needed to stop. And stop now. Frantically she thought about what she could do. She needed something to threaten this man. Quickly she went into the kitchen to get a knife and then she began to make her way upstairs. She was terrified, but she knew what she had to do.
As she did, the voices got louder.
"Take that bitch!"
"Oh, please… Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Her mother was clearly in big trouble.
She reached the top of the stairs and could hear noises coming from her parent's bedroom. The door was ajar. She was moments away from saving her mother. But then…
"Oh you love it bitch, don't you?"
"Oh God yes, I love it…"
"Tell me how much you love my big cock in your arse, you dirty whore!"
"Oh Master, I love your big cock in my @ss! Oh I love the way you fuck me there and treat me like your dirty whore. Oh Master, take me harder! Fuck me harder. Oh yes, Master, like that fuck my @ss Master, oh fuck me hard..."
Alice froze with shock. She was confused. Why was her mother saying these things to her attacker? She must have been forced to talk in such a disgusting way, she told herself.
"Take that you dirty whore! Take my big cock in you married little @ss…" There then followed the sound of a hand smacking flesh.
"Oh! Spank me harder! Spank me harder!"
What was going on in there, the naïve teenager asked herself?
Alice now reached the doorway. The door was three quarters closed. Her immediate reaction was to storm in there and confronts the attacker, thus saving her mother from her awful ordeal. She grabbed hold of the door handle and was about to burst in when…
"Oh your cock is so much bigger than my husband's I love it! Oh yes, I love the way you and your friends fuck me. Oh God, I love it, I love being your dirty whore! Oh yes! Yes! Yes…" Alice was shocked by what she was hearing. Could it really be the case that her mother was actually consenting to this, that she was being unfaithful to her husband, Alice's lovely father? That was too bitter an outcome for Alice to accept but, as the sound of her mother's activities got louder, and her mother's howls of joy pierced the poor teenager's ears, Alice decided that she needed to be sure that her mother was indeed being attacked before she stormed in. So, ever so carefully, she peered around the door and looked into her parent's bedroom...
The sight that confronted her confirmed the poor teenager's worst fears.
Her parents bed was positioned a good 12 feet away from the door, at the opposite side of the bedroom. It did however directly face the door giving Alice a perfect view of what was going on. On the bed lay a naked man and on top of him was her mother who was riding him cowgirl style. She had her back to the door and so could not see her daughter looking in. The way she was fucking the General's cock also meant that his face remained hidden from Alice.
Alice, assuming that her presence had gone unnoticed, moved to stand in the doorway in order to get a better view. Initially she focussed on just her mother who was wearing nothing other than black stockings and suspenders which were tied to a suspender belt; she had her hands on the back of her head as she screamed out. The man's enormous cock appeared to be sliding in and out of her mother's arse. As he fucked her arse, his hands were reaching upwards playing with her enormous breasts. Her bottom was a dark shade of red, no doubt caused by the spanking Alice had heard earlier.
"Oh fuck me Master, fuck me harder! I am close, Master, I am close…"
This was the moment Alice knew for sure that her mother was an unfaithful whore.
Her mother's head began to roll about as she was close to cumming. The man's hands moved from her breasts and he began to spank her bottom. This elicited more groans of joy. Alice meanwhile had stood motionless in the doorway, utterly mesmerised and horrified by the debauched activities happening just several feet away from her. She still did not know what to do. She wanted to storm in and confront her mother. Scream at her. Ask her what she was doing and how could she betray her husband, Alice's father, in such a horrible way. But she didn't. Some terrible force was preventing her from doing the right thing.
"Spank me master. Spank me!" Her mother screamed out, oblivious to her daughter's presence.
And the man did. And he spanked her hard with the sound of hand on bottom flesh reverberated around the room. Alice had all the while been focusing on her mother but now looked to see who the man was. Unfortunately for her, his face was totally obscured by her mother. He was faceless, although his cock almost certainly was not. Alice looked at it. It was huge. She still may have been a virgin and had never seen a man's cock before, but even she could tell that this was big. Very big. It must a been at least 10-11 inches long although she could not be sure since it kept on disappearing up her mother's bottom.
"Oh Master, that is so good! Oh Master, I am cumming, I am cumming… Oh!!!"
As her mother came, Alice, distraught and disgusted by what she had just witnessed, silently moved away from the door, tears now streaming down her cheeks and hurried outside, still convinced neither her mother nor her lover had seen her…
She was wrong.
Although the General never got to see Alice's face, he knew who it was standing at the doorway. You see when the poor girl had foolishly opened the door to get a better view, the General was able to see past Debbie and note that someone was standing there, although much of her, including her, face remained hidden. At first he had thought it was Debbie's husband, but then he recalled he had only sent him to Iraq a couple of days ago and was not due to return until the end of the week. And when he saw part of a grey pleated skirt and white shirt, he put two and two together and got Alice. Her presence of course did nothing to stop him from fucking her mother. Indeed it actually spurred him on, forcing him to fuck her even harder and the presence of the teenage daughter as he fucked the mother appealed to this sick man's worst instincts.
Of course by the time he came in Debbie's arse, he could see that Alice had gone. He rightly assumed that she was too shocked to stay and confront them.
Now this of course presented the General with a potentially sticky dilemma: tell the mother in order that she stop Alice from telling the father? However, if he told Debbie that her daughter knew that she was a whore, she may be so overcome with guilt that she might stop being his fuck toy. The alternative was to keep quiet in the hope that the daughter was too shocked to tell either the mother or the father and he could go on happily fucking Debbie.
As he got dressed and pondered his dilemma, he noticed a picture of Alice on her mother's dresser. Being Debbie's Godfather, he of course knew Alice, not particularly well; indeed they had not seen each other properly for at least three years. And he had always remembered her as a rather nondescript, spotty little teenager, nothing like the beautiful mother. However on picking up the picture he immediately noticed that things had clearly changed. For the better.
For staring up at him was a beautiful teenage girl, not the spotty adolescent of a few years ago. The picture must have been taken on holiday for Alice was wearing a red bikini. She was at the beach, standing next to her mother, who was also wearing a bikini. The outfit naturally did nothing to hide her lovely teenage body. Her breasts, even at this tender young age, were big. They seemed slightly smaller than her mother's, but still must have been at least a 34-D. She had a perfect flat tummy and slender hips which flared out to a lovely petit little bottom. Her face was beautiful. She had an angelic face, with long blonde hair. And the spots were now all gone, replaced by that lovely girly beauty which so appealed to an old lecherous man like the General. The only geeky reminder of past times was the glasses that she was wearing which looked out of place next to the skimpy sexy outfit. However this did not prevent the familiar feeling of arousal being stirred inside the General. And as he looked at Alice, he began to change his plans, rather than go on the defensive and work out a way to prevent the mother from finding out about what her daughter knew, he would go on the attack and ensnare the young teenager daughter into his dark depraved web…
Two days later…
Alice, as she normally did every Thursday morning, got ready for school. Alice was 18 years old and in her last year at school. She was an exceptionally bright student who was due to attend Oxford university to read law.
She had, as the General had hoped, not confronted her mother with what she had seen. She feared that the consequences of revealing her terrible secret might end up leading to her parents getting divorced, something she desperately wanted to avoid. But at the same time, she did want to stop her mother from being unfaithful to her father. But that of course would mean telling her mother all she knew. And if she did that, might her mother leave them for her new lover?
And the other thing that kept on nagging away in poor Alice's mind was that cock and how it had fucked her mother's arse. Alice did not know such a thing was possible, that a woman would ever allow a man to enter her in such a horrible, disgusting way. Alice was deeply religious, just as she had thought her mother was, and the only sex she had ever envisaged having was when a man entered a woman's vagina and for Alice this would only ever happen when she was married. But for a woman to allow a man to enter her bottom? Why, that was evil beyond belief.
And Alice should have felt a sense of revulsion, but strangely she did not. Instead her mind was filled with images of that enormous cock sliding in and out that bottom, and she could not help but wonder what it would be like if that same cock was fucking her bottom, treating her like a whore and a slut. And whenever she had these terrible thoughts, she desperately tried to put them out of her mind, but try as she might, she could not. And then she would notice how wet her pussy had become…
As Alice put on her glasses and looked at herself in the mirror, despite her dowdy look, she could see that she was beautiful. She never wanted to dress in a way that accentuated her beauty. Indeed she did as much as possible to hide the fact that she was a stunner. You see even at this young age Alice was quite the feminist and was a firm believer in women's rights and their fight to be taken seriously in a male dominated world. It was Alice's strong belief that dressing up in a way that pleased a man was demeaning. As such, she always dressed in a way that made her feel comfortable, rather than what would please the opposite sex. (The one exception was the time when she was forced by her mother to wear a bikini - she had protested but her mother had insisted and had then taken a picture of her to prove to Alice that it could be nice to dress up every now and again. Little did her mother know what the fateful consequences of that picture would be.) When dressing for school she always wore long flowing skirts, a baggy shirt and jumper. And unlike most girls of her age, she had absolutely no interest in boys, she was more interested in academia, her violin and God. She had no time for playing around with the opposite sex and her sexual experiences with men was restricted to a kiss with a boy after the church disco, something which she bitterly regretted afterwards. However recently, she had got rather close to her best friend Louise…
As she completed her outfit by putting on a pair of flat black shoes, Alice was convinced that she was now old and mature enough to handle this crisis by herself and to bring about a satisfactory conclusion. A young teenager she might have been, but she felt, with some justification, that being exceptionally bright would mean that she could handle this potential disaster.
As she pondered how to deal with things, the man who was responsible for bringing about her mother's downfall, and who was now planning a similar operation of attack against the daughter, just so happened to be standing outside her home, ready to knock on the door and prepare his onslaught…
Freddie Jackson, a General in the British Armed Forces, already knew that Alice had yet to reveal her dark secret to the mother. He knew this because only yesterday he had fucked the mother while Alice had been at school. The fact that Debbie had allowed this, and mentioned nothing was wrong, told him all he needed to know. And the General was very keen to keep things in this happy state because he so enjoyed fucking the mother.
After Debbie had been fucked by the three black men at the Ambassador's party, the General had decided that he now wanted her for himself. He had fulfilled his side of the bargain by allowing the Ambassador to fuck her first, but now he was entitled to enjoy this 36 year old beauty. And no complex plan was needed to get her into bed. One afternoon he arrived at Debbie's home when he knew she would be alone. Debbie initially thought it was a social call but that was until the General showed her irrefutable proof that she was a whore - pictures of her being abused in the dungeon. She protested her innocence and pleaded for the General to go easy on her. The General instead raped her there and then. She was flung on to her marital bed, her legs forced wide open, dress lifted up and then the General forced himself down on her. She of course screamed and pleaded for him to stop. He instead just ripped open the bodice of her dress to reveal her naked bouncing tits. He then took his giant cock out and forced his way into her pussy. Despite her screams of protest, the General immediately noticed how wet her pussy had become, and the ease with which he could force his way in. As he took her, he took great delight in watching her big tits shake up and down with each of his violent thrusts and watching her tear strewn face look up at him with those pleading begging eyes and her mouth open in a constant state of shock. And it was not long before those screams of protest gave way to howls of delight as the whore's natural instincts took over and she came as the General raped her.
After that, Debbie was his. Once he had finished raping her pussy, he immediately ordered her on all fours and raped her bottom. Her virgin bottom. She of course begged him to take her pussy, but he ignored her pitiful howls of protest and happily thrust away in the tight confines of her arse, savouring how her virgin bottom clung to his big dick. Poor Debbie understandably found this humiliating for there she was, on all fours, on the bed she shared with her husband with this brute of man, a man she had previously trusted and respected, raping her bottom. However this was not even the most humiliating part of the proceedings. It was when the phone went and the General forced her to answer it, even thought his cock was still up her arse that was particularly galling to the young housewife. For calling her was none other than her husband. The man she had promised to be faithful to. Debbie was then forced to maintain a conversation with the man she loved whilst she allowed another man to fuck her in the @ss. The sound of the General thrusting into her bottom and him spanking her tender cheeks did not go unnoticed by her husband who immediately enquired what the noise was. She told him that it was the TV and that she was so out of breath following her early morning run. Luckily for her it worked for, a few seconds after she hung up, she screamed as she came like she had never cum before. The combination of committing adultery whilst talking to her husband was all too much for her.



After that, she happily became the General's plaything. He fucked her on a regular basis, often forcing her to fuck two, or even three men at once. She loved it. She was a natural born whore and the General assumed that her daughter would be the same.
As the General rang the door bell, he knew that he could not just rape Alice like he had raped the mother. The fact of the matter was he had no leverage on Alice, nothing to bribe her with, nothing to force her to become his fuck toy. Indeed, if anything, the roles were actually reversed and Alice could potentially ruin his army career with what she knew. However the General was too cunning to ever let that happen and was confident the daughter, like the mother, would become his.
A few seconds later, Alice opened the door…
"Oh hello, Freddie" Alice said on seeing the General, clearly surprised to see him. She had thought it would have been her best friend, Louise. Alice had not seen the General for a couple of years and was slightly taken aback at seeing him now, dressed in full military uniform. She assumed he was here to see her father, who was also in the army.
"Hello, Alice, how are you?"
"Oh, I am fine Freddie…" Alice had always referred to him by his first name, rather than his official title. "Err I am sorry, but my father is not here, he is actually in Iraq…"
"Yes, yes I know, I sent him there!"
"Yes, of course you did. Silly me. Err, well…"
"I am actually here to see your lovely mother, her Aunt wants me to give her this." Freddie then waived an envelope. "Is she in?" Of course, Freddie knew that Debbie was out. He had arranged for her to be away today, she would soon be fucking some of his friends. It was all a ruse to get Alice alone.
"No, she is actually out, she left early today…" The naïve daughter replied.
"Oh, not to worry. Well, I suppose I should have called before I arrived. Do you mind if I come in, I have a quick call to make?"
"No, of course not Freddie, please, come in…"
"Thank you and perhaps I can give you a lift to school when I am finished?"
"Oh, yes, thanks very much…"
Freddie made his way inside. Once in, he was not entirely sure how things would progress. His strategy was to get Alice talking about her mother, he would then have to play it by instinct, hoping events would conspire in his favour. For a man used to the most meticulous of planning, this was far from satisfactory, but without any means to coerce the girl, he had no other option.
Freddie picked up the telephone and started to make a call to his office - he was dialling himself knowing that no one would pick up. "Can I get you a cup of tea, Freddie?" Alice asked.
"Yes, dear, that would be lovely. And why don't you make one for yourself, be nice to catch up, it's been a while."
Alice obeyed and scurried off into the kitchen.
Five minutes later she returned holding two steaming mugs of tea. She had 15 minutes before school started and thought it would be nice to catch up with him. She had always liked him and, to be honest, after the few days she had just had, she appreciated the friendly company. Freddie had completed his "call" and was sitting in an armchair next to the phone. Alice gave him his cup of tea and went to sit herself down in a chair directly opposite him.
Freddie looked at Alice, despite her attempts to appear dull and unattractive, it was impossible to hide her beauty. The round glasses were annoying but they did nothing to hide her angelic, beautiful young face. The baggy clothes may have gone some way to disguise those lovely girly curves, but nothing could prevent those enormous breasts from thrusting out and upwards for all to enjoy. And when she sat down, enough of those slim legs were on display to indicate the promise that lay above. Freddie knew that she had a body to die for, it was just a question of how quickly he could reveal it in all its glory.
At first there was the usual small talk - catching up on what Alice was doing at school, which college she was looking to attend - just like her mother she was a bit of a brain box and was earmarked for Oxford or Cambridge. Freddie then moved on to her family, her grandparents, her father and then finally, on to her mother…
"And how's your mother doing these days?" He enquired eager to see what kind of reaction he would get. He was not to be disappointed since Alice immediately stopped smiling and looked down at the floor.
"Oh, she is fine, I suppose…"
Freddie said nothing for a few moments before continuing with his interrogation. "Is she keeping herself busy?"
Alice could bring herself to look at Freddie, her kind Uncle Freddie, for the mention of her mother brought those awful memories of her being @nally fucked by that huge cock to the forefront of her mind. She wanted to scream out and say "Yes! She is very busy in fact. Busy being an unfaithful whore!" But of course she could not. Instead she whispered, "I think she is ok…"
"Good! Good, I know how Debbie likes to make sure she has her fill of things to keep her satisfied. And you know I saw her just the other day at a restaurant, she was looking very happy. She must have been with a friend of hers, good looking chap, could not recognise him but they seemed to be having a very good time…"
Oh My God! A good looking friend, a male friend, having a good time, Freddie must have seen her with her lover, she thought. This was too much. This was getting out of hand. Her mother's indiscretion was sure to bring shame on their family, especially her poor father.
"Do you know who he was? They seemed awfully friendly…"
Clearly he was suspicious. Clearly he suspected something. That must have been why he was here, today, to confront her mother, his wife's niece, to tell her to stop bringing shame on the family. Alice found all of this too unsettling. Despite earlier telling herself that she was able to handle the situation, she did not figure on someone else knowing. Tears began to swell up in her eyes and she could feel her face turning a bright shade of red. She did not know what to say. All she knew was that she needed to be alone. Without saying anything, she got up and ran out of the room, tears pouring down her face, embarrassed by what was happening to her. She fled upstairs to the relative safety of her bedroom.
As soon as she had left the room, a big smile came across Freddie's face. Things were going better than expected. He got up and followed Alice up to her bedroom.
When he got there the door was slightly open and he entered to find her sitting on her bed sobbing her heart out. "What's wrong, my dear? What happened down there?" he asked, in his most sincere tone.
Alice could not stop crying. How could she tell the truth to this kind old man? "N-nothing, I am sorry, I-I don't know what came over me…"
"Well, you do seem mighty upset? Was it something I said? You know I am 60 years old and I am sometimes prone to say things which are not appropriate. It's just that I can't think what I could have said to cause you get so upset, my dear? Sometimes I don't understand the youth of today"
"No, no, it's not you, it's oh… I don't think I can say…"
Freddie could see that she was close. Close to telling him about her mother. Progress was being made. As such he decided to make himself more comfortable. He noticed that there was a pink armchair opposite the bed where Alice was sitting. He walked over to it. On top were numerous teddy bears. Unceremoniously he brushed them on to the floor and sat himself down.
Now for the first time he was able to properly get a good look at Alice's bedroom. Predictably, for a girl of her age, it was girly and pink. The wall was covered by pink flowery wallpaper and pictures of pop bands. There was a dresser with a mirror on top with make up - a sign that she was developing into a woman - but her girly touch remained as indicated by the numerous teddy bears that were carefully placed on top of her well made bed. A typical bedroom for any teenage girl he thought.
"Alice, you can tell me what's wrong. Clearly something is bothering you and you should not be getting yourself so upset. Whatever it is, it can't be that bad. Come on, you can tell good old Uncle Freddie, you know you can trust me. And I promise you, as an officer and a gentleman, not to tell your parents. We'll treat it as top secret, hey, just like those military secrets that I get told every day." At this Alice laughed. She had fond memories of Freddie and as she looked up at this kind old man she thought yes, she could trust him, couldn't she? He was a respected General in the British army and you don't get to that position without being able to exercise good judgment. If she shared her burden with him then perhaps he could give her some good advice? But it was still so difficult to tell anyone what Alice had witnessed. "It's ok, my dear, whatever it is, we'll get through it, together." Freddie said eager for her to spill the beans.
"Yes, it's just that, well I am going to find this very difficult to tell you. I am not sure I can…"
"Of you course you can, whatever it is, I am sure I have come across it before, I am an old hand you know! And I assure you, we will get through it together. You and me."
Alice looked up at his kind face. His assurance and kind words was comforting and she started to believe that they could get through this together. So, with a little hesitancy, she opened her sweet mouth and told Freddie exactly what she had seen that fateful evening…
Of course, her tale came as no shock to Freddie. Indeed he enjoyed hearing about how appalled Alice was at seeing this faceless man with "his very large penis" doing all those horrible things to her mother. At the end of the tale Alice was exhausted and out of breath, tears were streaming down her cheek due to relief, rather than sadness, as she was finally able to unload her burden on to someone else.
Freddie looked on with a feeling of smug self satisfaction. He felt that he had Alice exactly where he wanted: in a state of emotional turmoil and eager for him to guide her. And Alice was looking up at him, wanting guidance, wanting him to say something, to express outrage at what he had heard and to offer a solution to get her out of her nightmare. Instead he said nothing. Silence enveloped the room, which caused Alice to feel even more uneasy. She was now terrified that she had said too much, that Freddie was perhaps too shocked to say anything, or, perhaps even worse, that he did not believe her story, that she was making it up as part of some teenage hysterical fantasy.
Freddie crossed his legs, looked down and fiddled with the crease on his trousers. He was deliberately keeping the poor girl waiting. He wanted her to fell uncomfortable after she had confessed. He knew the silence would make her even more anxious. Making her weaker for his attack. Thirty seconds or so passed although for Alice it felt more like an hour. Finally she could stand it no longer and screamed out: "Well, what do you think? What do you think I should do? You do believe me, don't you? Oh please, Freddie, help me!"
Freddie looked up at her and, as calm as you like, said, "Well, to be honest you with Alice, it comes as no surprise!"
This response was unexpected and Alice responded accordingly. "Comes as no surprise? What do you mean? How can you say that? My mother was being unfaithful. And in such a horrible, disgusting way. That should be a surprise to everyone!" She was now screaming out in anger at Freddie, confused as to why he was being so calm and behaving in such an irrational way. She expected him to be incredulous with disbelief at how her mother had behaved. Instead, here was this calm man, seemingly nonplussed about what she had told him. And she wanted to know why? Surely his reaction was a mistake?
"Freddie, you must understand me, my mother was unfaithful, and she is a horrible person. You must agree with me?"
Freddie smiled at her, which only infuriated her further.
"Alice my dear, life is a complex tapestry. On the face it, yes, I suppose you could say that it is terrible, that she should never have done those things, but life is rarely that simple…"
"I-I don't know what you mean. For me it is very simple. What she did was wrong, there is nothing complicated about it at all!" She screamed back becoming increasingly frustrated with him.
"Yes, yes, you are naturally devastated that your mother has chosen to behave this why." Freddie calmly replied, hysterical girls needed to know that at such times men would always remain calm. "But have you asked yourself "why"?"
"Why?"
"Yes, why did she do these things, after all it sounds like that she was not raped, so we can only assume that she consented to all those "awful" things? She must have had a reason?"
Alice for a few seconds said nothing. Freddie's calmness under her fire had unnerved her. And she hated to admit it, but he was right. In all her anger she had never properly considered the reasons behind her mother's infidelity. She had just believed, from the outset, that her mother was in the wrong. She had a strong inner conviction about such moral issues which stemmed from her deeply conservative religious upbringing. Such people always thought they were right and thought anyone who disagreed with them were dangerous liberals. As such, there should be no need for Alice, nor anyone else for that matter, to delve any further and look for explanations, or even excuses, for why her mother had allowed another man to fuck her in her arse. It was wrong. End of. Let's deal with it and try and move on. She was about to tell Freddie as much when he again spoke.
"You see Alice, before we look at ways at handling this "dreadful" situation, it might help if we understood what made her behave in this way. I think it would help you properly formulate the correct response."
Alice thought about this. Perhaps Freddie had a point? There may be no harm in understanding what made someone, who was supposedly a loving caring wife, who was also deeply religious, become a whore. "Well, I suppose we could, I have not really thought about what made my mother do all those shameful things. I suppose it wouldn't do any harm…" She was still convinced that there was nothing Freddie could say that would assuage her burning anger or make her think any differently of her mother.
Freddie, seeing that he was making progress, decided to step up has attack and provide his own unique analysis of events.
"Well, in my humble opinion Alice, and I don't think you are going to like this, your mother's behaviour is a natural reaction to the society we live in today and the terrible burden it places on women. You see your mum, is confused about the role she should play in life. Women these days are pressurised into having a career, family and, at the same time, being a great wife. It is all too much for them. It was much easier, say 50 years ago, when a woman knew exactly what her place and role in society was.
"And your mother is a classic victim of all these pressures. If we look at her life, she had you at a relatively young age, at 18 I think, and she had to put to bed any thoughts of going to Oxford and pursuing a career in law - something I understand you are keen to do yourself. Now, I think she has regretted this and had spent the rest of her life yearning for some other great purpose, something to fulfil her, rather than being happy with what she has got. Had she been born in the 1950s, I am sure being a mother would have been sufficient. She would have realised that her role was first and foremost, to be a mother and a good wife to your father. And by being a good wife I mean by pleasing him however he wanted and doing what he said. Anything else would have been irrelevant.
"As such, I think she now leads a confused life. On the one hand she is delighted at being a mother, but on the other she is looking for something else. Something to alleviate the boredom. As you get older and become less dependent on her, she needs something to fill the void. I suspect she had discussed this with your father and, like any good man, he would have told her that what she had should make her happy - a lovely home, daughter, loving husband and she should just get on with enjoying life.
"But because of the pressures I alluded to earlier, this is not enough for her. She wants something else. Your father has probably told her she cannot work - you come first. So she has looked for something a little more forbidden, something away from him that only she knows. And that is why she had sought out another man. This new man, I suspect, is filling the void in your mother's life.
"And you are right, this is totally unacceptable. Debbie should accept that she is a woman whose purpose in life should be serving your father's needs and wishes."
When finished with his unique analysis, Alice looked at him dumfounded. She did not know where to start. She was a committed feminist. Her dowdy image was testament to that. She wanted to be taken seriously in life, not someone who was just looked on as a fine piece of meat. What Freddie seemed to be saying was that women should be servile housewives and be at the beck and call of their husbands - basically subjugate their lives for the happiness of their man. This was a complete anathema to her and she intended to let Freddie know exactly what she thought of his outdated views.
"That is absolute nonsense! How can you say that about women? Women have progressed these past 50 years because we have been given equal rights - the right to have a career, the right to progress in society. Equality of women's rights is one of the great success stories of the twentieth century. Why should we go back to the days when we were miserable and treated like second class citizens? We should not be junior to men, we are their equal in every way and your views are a load of outdated tosh!" She screamed out, her response delivered with as much anger as she could muster. She had almost forgotten that the debate's original purpose was to discover why her mother was a whore.
Despite her reaction, Freddie merely looked at her and smiled. Her response was entirely predictable and one that he had deliberately provoked. His plan was working.
"You say women were miserable in the 1950s? Well, that's interesting. Why don't we look at that in a little more detail? Now, you say you want to go to university, is that correct?"
Alice could not understand what on earth could be gained by this line of questioning, but she decided to play along, for now at least. "Yes, I expect I will be going to Oxford in a couple of years." She had crossed her arms and folded her legs. Despite sounding confident, Freddie sensed she was on the defensive.
"Oxford? Very good. I went there many years ago. And you want to study law, is that right?"
"Yes."
"And after that, I suppose you want to go to London, to the City, and work for one of the big firms, the ones that specialise in all that high finance that I hear so much about these days?"
"Well, yes, I suppose so. And how is this relevant? I mean…"
Freddie put up his hand to indicate that she was to be quiet. She instinctively shut up.
"Patience. I will come to that in a moment. Now, as I understand, these lawyers tend to work very hard, sometimes 60-80 hour weeks. Are you able for that?"
"Of course I am, women can do anything that a man can do!"
"Of course they can, and I am sure you would be a very successful lawyer. And what do you intend to do after that?"
"After that? What do you mean?"
"Well, do you just intend on being a lawyer for the rest of you life, or do you want to do something else? I mean, where do you see yourself when you are say, 30?"



"30?" Alice had to stop and think for a second. "Well, when I am 30, I suppose I had always imagined that I would be married, probably with children…"
"Well of course you do, and something I have no doubt will happen since you are such a lovely looking girl who is bound to be snapped up by some lucky, young fella." Alice looked down and blushed. She always got embarrassed whenever someone complimented her on her looks. Freddie continued: "And when you are married, with kids, do you intend to carry on working in such a pressurised environment, doing 15 hours a day, 6-7 days a week, not seeing your children or husband?"
Alice paused. "Well, no, my family would have to come first then…"
"So you would leave your job?"
"Yes, I'd have, to look after my kids…"
"So why go through all the trouble of qualifying as a lawyer, spending five years or so working all those God awful hours if you are going to give it all up and become a housewife? Why not just skip the bit about being a lawyer and spend your time as a wife?"
"Well…" She appeared genuinely taken aback by Freddie's rather simple, but compelling logic.
"You see, it is this ridiculous pressure that we place on women today that is responsible for much of society's ills. If a woman knew her place, that her role in life was to serve her husband's needs rather than wasting her time trying to pursue a career that they can never hope to maintain in the long run, then the world would be a better place. And then we would not have all this divorce or broken homes with the resultant crime. Indeed everything would be much simpler. Even house prices would become more affordable since you would not have a whole class of single thirty-something girls buying apartments and making housing less affordable for everyone else. Yes, the last 50 years have been a disaster for society and much of it stems from women trying to do things that they shouldn't."
Alice, mouth open in shock, could do nothing other than stare at Freddie. What a sexist chauvinistic pig, she thought. She had always assumed that men like Freddie were a thing of the past. Well, she was not going to allow this dinosaur to get with away with offending her and her sisterhood.
More calmly than before, she offered her retort. "Uncle Freddie, with the greatest respect, that is the biggest load of rubbish that I have ever heard. Women are equal to men in every way. The fact that some of us prefer to take a career break whilst we raise our children, well that is to be applauded, not criticised. And if we don't do well in our career, I'm afraid the blame lies with men who make it difficult for us to work flexibly…"
"Nonsense!" Freddie bellowed back, raising his voice for the first time, shocking poor Alice into silence. "Women are gentle fragile things who need men to dominate them. They need to know that they are there to serve a man's needs first, and that their needs are second. That has been the way for thousands of years and a few decades of social liberalism will not change the natural order of things. And if your mother truly respected this notion of "husband first" she would not have behaved like a wanton whore looking for her own perverted sexual gratification!"
"No-no, I do not accept that, I cannot accept that…"
"Of course you can. This thing would not have gone on in the 1950s when women knew their place. It's women's rights and all that tosh that is responsible for making many women unhappy. You see them everyday, these poor lovely girls in their 30s who are single, childless, unlikely to ever find a man all because they were sold the "dream" that if you get a career, your life would be more complete. Well, ask these women now if they would prefer a successful career or a husband and a baby, all will reply with the latter."
Alice, despite everything, could see some logic with Freddie's madness.
"If only girls of today could understand what their role was and how they should behave, trust me, incidents like the one you witnessed would be a thing of the past. Your mother would know firstly, she was there to please her husband and secondly, she would not have it in her to exert the kind of independence that could lead her to being unfaithful.
"In short, just like a thoroughbred horse, women need to be properly trained."
Alice no longer knew how to react. Freddie was behaving like a bully, that was for sure, but his mad theories somehow resonated with her. Surely all that she believed could not be wrong just because of what this old dinosaur had top say? "I-I don't think women need to be treated like that to be happy, I think we can still be equals and be happy…"
Freddie smiled. Gone was her anger and downright hostility of a few moments ago. She now seemed to be a little more amenable to his views, her resolve weakening in the face of his assault, and Freddie had no intention of letting up.
"Look" he said, now speaking softly, reverting back to the kind old uncle type having just softened her up. "I don't mean to be so harsh, but I want you to understand that what your mother did, horrible though it was, was a direct result of the pressures that I have just referred to. I am not trying to excuse her, just trying to explain it. If your mother knew her role was first and foremost to be a dutiful wife, she would have been faithful. You may disagree, but I think I can demonstrate that if you were to behave in a way that would please a man, you could truly be happy and not worry about having to pursue all these other pointless things that society is forcing you to go after."
"And how could you possibly do that? I mean, I don't believe for an instance that your theories are right and could never come to think that we should just be subservient to a man…"
"You are of course entitled to your opinion - clearly you are a bright girl with very strong views - but if you allow me the opportunity and the time to properly explain, I think at the very least you will see that I have a point."
Alice paused for a few seconds and thought things through. Initially she found Freddie's views to be abhorrent and going against everything she stood for. She felt that debating him would give his views the respect they scarcely deserved. However, there was this nagging doubt in the back of her mind that she could not get rid of. It lay in the same part of her brain where she wondered what it would be like to take a huge cock up her arse, just as her mother had done. She wanted to get rid of these thoughts, thoughts which made her pussy wet. Debating Freddie, and proving him wrong, could be a way of achieving that.
Meanwhile Freddie could see that the young girl was giving his proposition some serious consideration so he decided to try and convince her a little more. "It is true, I may not convince you that my theories are right, but why don't you give me the chance to argue my case? You are a keen student, eager to learn, I am sure as a budding lawyer you are a member of the school's debating society so why don't you allow me to present the case for the prosecution. And I sincerely promise you that I will give the case for the defence a fair hearing afterwards.
"I am old and slightly set in my ways but I am eager to hear and understand what the youth of today thinks. You never know, this old leopard may change his spots after all!"
Alice smiled. The old man may have been a sexist pig, but boy was he smooth with it. And why not do battle with him? She was late for school anyway and although very slightly tempted with his theories, she was still sure he was wrong and could argue the case with him. She was a bright intelligent young woman with a sense of justice on her side which would defeat the outdated views of this dinosaur every day of the week.
"Ok, I am late for my politics class anyway so I don't mind debating with you." She replied, confident in the strengths of her case. "I am sure whatever you say cannot convince me but please, do present the case for the prosecution!"
"Thank you for the opportunity my dear, and I look forward to our little battle!
"Now the rules of the debate are as follows: as I am leading the case for the prosecution - I will present my case first. You will of course follow once I have finished. As part of my case, I will have to ask you some questions and all I ask is that you answer me truthfully. When you present your case I will of course allow you the same courtesy. I trust that is ok?"
"That seems reasonable." Alice replied, seeing no harm in answering honestly since she was eager to express her views. And in any event, as a devout Christian, she was taught never to lie and as far as she could recall, had never told an untruth in her life. It would of course be the cause of her downfall.
"Also, my case is likely to involve you partaking in a little practical demonstration in order to help me prove my point. If this was a proper court case, this as you know would not be the responsibility of the lawyer for the defence, but I am afraid we are going to have to be a little unorthodox here and improvise somewhat."
"Practical demonstration? What do you mean?"
"Well I need to demonstrate to you that a woman's appearance is an essential part of her role in life. And it is so obvious to me that you have a complete disdain regarding your own appearance so this will form a central part of my argument. Indeed, this is going to be where we start first so, my dear, if you could be so kind and stand up for me."
Alice was not even being given the opportunity to argue whether she wanted to be involved in such a practical demonstration. Her instinct told her that she should resist but instead she merely obeyed and stood up in front Freddie, who was still sitting in the armchair several feet opposite. She now noticed for the first time all the teddy bears that he had unceremoniously dumped on to the floor. God he was a tough man, she thought.
"Hmm, as I thought." He said as he took a long look at her. "Could you just turn around for me, that's it turn right around, and now face me again. Hmm, it is what I feared…"
"What did you fear?"
"I will ask the questions, if you don't mind!"
"Sorry." Alice giggled a little, this was fun and after the few days she had just had, fun was good.
"Why do you dress the way you do?" He asked.
"What do you mean?"
"I told you my dear, I will ask the questions and you will truthfully answer them. If not, we can end this now…"
"No! No, I will answer." Alice did not want this to end. She was enjoying herself too much and wanted the chance to prove to this old man than women did have a place and it was not just being a servile housewife dressing to please their man. "Well, I wear these clothes because they are comfortable and I like them." She replied, confidently and honestly.
"But they look awful on you. Just take a look at yourself, you are a beautiful young girl and yet you have chosen to dress in a way that does nothing to display your splendid figure. Why are you ashamed of yourself?"
"I am not ashamed. I just choose to dress in a way that makes me feel comfortable. That is the most important thing, not how others see me, but how I feel inside."
"And what do you feel inside?"
"I feel that I am a confident girl that does not need her looks to get on in the world. I just need my brain."
"Well it is certainly clear that you don't want to use your looks. But I am not convinced that your brain will help you alone. Men generally find unattractive, bright, aggressive women a turn off in the office. Essentially those women who try and be more like a man, by being overly aggressive and dressing in those ridiculous pant suits tend to actually not get promoted - just some useful bit of information if you do decide to pursue a career in the law. I am sure you would progress a lot more if you dressed in a more sexy provocative way. Men like that. They like to surround themselves with pretty young things."
"Well, I refuse to lower myself and go down that road."
"We'll see. Now, I want you to take a good look at yourself. Go and stand over there and look at yourself in the mirror." Freddie pointed towards a dresser and a mirror which were to the right of Alice. She obediently walked over. "Look how beautiful you are, Alice, don't you want to show that off to the rest of the world? Let everyone know how feminine and stunning you are. God has blessed you with this lovely figure and you are doing all you can to deny showing it off. Why? You are a religious girl, doesn't God teach us that we should display what is good in us?"
Alice looked at herself. Yes, she was beautiful, she knew that, and you know what, maybe Freddie did have a point. God did teach that one should be proud of ones self and display all that is beautiful. Maybe she could dress a little better, in more of a feminine way? "Yes, I suppose God has blessed with me looks, maybe there would be no harm in displaying them every now again…" She replied, daydreaming about what she might look like if she made an effort.
"Of course not. Tell me, what are your measurements?"
Still staring at her stunning reflection and daydreaming about her looks, she did not immediately realise the significance of the question. Unfortunately for her she found herself answering him without properly thinking. "I am a 34D-23-33".
"A 34D - very impressive! So big for someone so young! Although you wouldn't know it by looking at you."
Freddie's obvious delight made Alice snap out of her daze and realise that she had just revealed her bra size to this man. "Err, yes, I-I suppose so. I am not sure what relevance that has to the debate…" She mumbled back, somewhat taken aback by his line of questioning and his reaction to her breast size.
"Yours is not to ask questions, you will have your time later." Freddie once more told her off for questioning him, even when she felt that his line of attack was a little inappropriate. Alice felt that he was once more exerting control and this was no longer feeling like a debate but more like an interrogation.
"Yes, you do have a delightful figure but those awful clothes need to go. That long skirt and that large baggy sweater are plainly ridiculous. They have to go, they do nothing for you. You see, only when you dress like a proper woman can you appreciate what it is like to be admired as a beauty, to be desired by others. Tell me, do you have anything else to wear?"
"Anything else to wear? Well I obviously have other clothes…"
"No, no, I am not just referring to other clothes, but proper clothes."
"What do you mean by proper clothes?"
"Clothes that a girl should wear. Clothes that are not designed for comfort, but are designed to accentuate your body. Clothes which have been designed to appeal to men, not necessarily to appeal to the wearer. I had in mind short skirts, tight blouses, high heels, that sort of thing. Do you have any items like this?"
Alice was now finding the line of questioning increasingly uncomfortable. When she had agreed to this, she had expected the questions to be on her views of feminism in the 21st century, not on whether she owned a slutty wardrobe. But having agreed to be subjected to this interrogation, she felt duty bound to answer Freddie truthfully, as promised. And having never lied before, she had no intention of starting now.
But Alice's high moral standards presented her with a real problem since the truth of the matter was that, remarkably, she did actually own the items that Freddie was referring to. Not that she had ever actually ever worn them, either in private or in public. You see she and her best friend Louise had, a couple of weeks ago, decided to purchase a much more revealing school uniform. A sexy school uniform. The idea was that they would wear it for each other. For their pleasure, not for public consumption. They had visited shops that they normally would never visited, bought the items without even trying them on and stashed them away for a day when they could get together and have fun. Alas that day had never come as her mother's whorish behaviour had unexpectedly intervened and, with Alice understandably preoccupied with other things, they had not yet met up to dress up. As such, the items still remained in their bags, unopened since they had been purchased.
"Yes. Yes, I have items like the ones you describe." She replied, her whisper barely audible to the evil Freddie. But audible it was and Freddie was intrigued, he had not expected this answer since he thought she would have just owned more of the same dowdy rubbish. He had planned on her dressing her up in something that her mother possessed. But this unexpected turn of events demanded an answer.
"Really? I am somewhat surprised by that. Tell me what you have."
Alice was no longer looking at her reflection in the mirror but was looking down at the floor, embarrassed and worried by the turn of events."
"Well, I do own a short skirt and a tight blouse…"
She stopped, hoping that would satisfy Freddie. But he sensed there was more. "Good, good, anything else?"
She was blushing. Her face had turned a bright shade of red. There were of course more clothes, more sexy clothes, and she had to tell him, she could not lie since that would be a sin in the eyes of the Lord.
"Well yes, I do have a pair of high heels, and, and…"
"And what else? Tell me!" For the first time he was starting to show his impatience with the young girl.
"Stockings, suspenders, a garter belt and a g-sting", she whispered.
Freddie was truly amazed. This was an unexpected delight. But what was this girl up to? Did she secretly have a man on the go? He needed to know more. "Alice, I am impressed. I did not think you had it in you. Tell me, do you have a boyfriend that you have not previously mentioned? Someone who you have bought these items for?"
"No, certainly not!" Alice replied, firstly relieved that she could answer that question truthfully without any recourse to lying and secondly that he would ever think that she would dress like that for a man. Her girlfriend, maybe, but not another man. However she was still terrified that if Freddie probed further, he may find out about Louise and what they got up to when they were alone. And she desperately wanted to keep Louise out of this.
"Well, why did you buy these items?" Now Alice was stuck, she could not immediately see a way out. I mean, why would a feminist buy such degrading items especially if she did not even have a boyfriend? She could not quickly think of a reason. She just said nothing and carried on looking down at the floor, desperately hoping that it would open up so she could fall in and not have to tell Freddie about her dark secret.
But then Freddie unexpectedly gave her a way out. Excited about what he had discovered, and eager to progress things further, he decided to help her out of her predicament by answering his question for her: "Did you buy them for experimentation, to see how you would look?" Well, that was technically true, she thought. She had bought them as experimentation and technically he did not need to know she was experimenting with another gorgeous teenage schoolgirl.
"Yes, I bought them as an experiment, I wanted to see how I looked. I did not buy them for another man." She nervously replied. It was still technically the truth. No sin had been committed. Yet.
"Excellent! Excellent!" Freddie exclaimed, thrilled to discover that there was a level of normality about this girl, that she was not just a frump and inside, like all women, she was a slut. And just as he had done with the mother, it was his job to bring it out. "You see, even a committed feminist wants to see what it is like to dress like a proper woman."



"But I have not worn the clothes. That I promise you!" Alice screamed back, she was once more looking straight at Freddie, determined that this battle was not yet lost.
"Yes, but you bought them, and you bought them for a reason. You bought them because you wanted to experiment about what it would be like to look like a proper lady, a lady who displays her body just as it should be displayed." She said nothing. She could not really argue with Freddie's logic without the risk of revealing the true reason behind her purchase. Freddie pressed home his case: "And Alice, I think it makes sense that a young, beautiful teenager should experiment with clothes that bring out the best in you. Clothes that will please a man." Still no retort from Alice. Her fight back had been short-lived.
"And Alice, in order for me to prove my point, I want you to put on exactly what you bought."
"What?"
"Yes, Alice, I want you to dress like a sexy schoolgirl. I want you to appreciate your body. To display it as God intended. Only then will you understand what you possess, how men will appreciate it and how it will ultimately make you happy." Freddie was now being more direct with her than he had previously been. He was taking a calculated risk that she would agree to his request and experiment in front of him. Of course it could backfire and she could just as easily storm out. He was not really in a position (yet) to force her to do anything.
"I am sorry, I know I agreed to be an assistant with your case, but I don't want to do this. I think this is going too far and I don't think it is relevant…"
"I think it is relevant Alice. I think this will help you. I think if you dress properly, see how you feel, you will come around to my point of view. I mean, what harm could come of it?"
That was true, Alice thought, it was not like the man was going to attack her…
"Well, I suppose I could. I have not actually worn them so it might be interesting to see how I look..."
"Good. Now, you said you bought a blouse, skirt, stockings suspenders, heels and a g-string. Wear them and nothing else other than your school tie. Keep that on, I think that would be most fetching."
"Ok"
"Oh and Alice, lose the bra, you don't need it."
"D-don't wear a bra?"
"No, I want you to be free up there. Go, dress as I have ordered."
His orders were clear and Alice found herself needing to obey him. Was this normal, she wondered? As she thought about how this once committed feminist was taking and following orders from an old sexist man, she found herself retrieving the relevant items from her wardrobe. They were still in their bag and box. Once she had them all, she made her way out and towards the bathroom. She had no intention of stripping off and dressing in front of him.
When she left, Freddie sat back in his chair, quietly satisfied with his morning's work. He was largely making this up as he went along, but her revelation about her recent purchase allowed him to improvise and step up his attack. Of course, there was still no guarantee that she would follow his orders. Without the necessary leverage over this girl she (although she did not know it herself) was still controlling whether Freddie's evil plan would bear fruition or not. He could only just sit back, wait and hope for the best…
And the best followed.
For about ten minutes later in walked Alice, transformed from dowdy geeky schoolgirl to stunning sexy teenage schoolgirl slut. Gone was the long skirt, flat shoes and oversized jumper to be replaced with a stunning sexy slutty schoolgirl outfit.
She was wearing five inch black high heels, a tiny skirt which barely covered her bottom and revealed the tops of her black stockings and the white cream flesh above. She had on black suspenders, also visible to Freddie, which darted up her skirt to be attached to a garter belt. Up top she had on a tight white cotton shirt made from some sort of transparent material which meant that, since she had been ordered to go bra-less, her big tits and thrusting nipples could clearly be seen.
The only links to her old self were her glasses, which she kept on but which still did nothing to hide her beauty (Freddie made a note that she would have to wear lenses in future) and her school tie which emphasised that, for all her slutty appeal, she was still an innocent schoolgirl.
It took a lot to leave Freddie speechless but the transformation of this teenager left him with his mouth hanging open and struggling for words. He was amazed at what she was wearing, and the fact that she would actually wear it for him. I mean this was not a subtle transformation, going from something dowdy to a little more revealing. This once geeky looking teenager, who dressed like she was going to church, had immediately transformed herself into someone who would not look out of place on a teenage porno film set. And what was even more shocking was that in reality, Alice was here with him, looking like she did, by choice. There was nothing really compelling her to dress this way, other than an innate sense that she had to do what Freddie ordered. She would have seen how she looked in the bathroom and could have ended it there and then. There was no need for her go out like this. She could have called the whole thing off and asked Freddie to leave. And Freddie knew that, faced with a girl who wanted him out, and with nothing to blackmail her with, he would have had no choice but to leave. Violent rape had never been his sort of thing. Coercing women who had no choice but to submit to his evil will without the use of physical violence was his forte.
But turn up she did, looking like the perfect teenage slut. And this could only mean one thing to Freddie: she, like her mother, was a subservient wannabe whore who needed to be dominated by a man. She almost certainly did not know the full extent of what she was herself, these feelings were only being brought out now under the expert tutelage of Freddie. But the very fact that she chose to display herself like this to him meant that deep down she wanted to be proven wrong and to be led by him.
Indeed, as Alice had gotten ready in the bathroom, she could not believe what she was doing. She had never once in her life dressed like this. Her mother had asked her many times before whether she wanted to try and wear things other than the dowdy skirts and pants, but she had always steadfastly refused, saying she was happy with how she looked. (The one notable exception was the time her mother had persuaded her to wear a skimpy bikini. She had reluctantly agreed since on holiday no one would have seen her.)
But what was happening now was entirely different. She was dressing like this not for her mother, not even for Louise, but at the behest of this man. And she had agreed, despite every feminist bone in her body telling her to resist, and found herself doing exactly what he had ordered. She could not explain it. She was normally such a sensible, rationale girl but as she slid her g-string on and made sure it slipped perfectly inside her teenage buttocks, she could not explain why she was behaving in such an irrational way. Her brain was screaming out: "Stop! Stop, you idiot! Tell Freddie that this is over! Tell him that nothing he could do or say will ever convince her that she was wrong, or that her mother's behaviour could be excused in any way." But some other part of her body was telling her to carry on. Fulfil her inner instincts, dress in a way that would please this man. She did not know where this overwhelming surge of power was coming from but, as she adjusted the front of her g-string, she noticed that her pussy had become soaking wet…
When she had finished putting on her outfit and looked at herself in the mirror, she could not deny that, dressing like a slut did make her look, and feel, oh so good. But mingled with that was a feeling of fear. The fear of displaying too much of her young body. After all, she had never showed off so much leg before by wearing such a short skirt. And it was short. Too short. Whatever she did, however she walked, she could not prevent the little mini from flapping up revealing the tops of her stockings and suspender straps. And when she looked at herself from behind to see if things were any better, she was horrified to see that if anything, things were a worse for the beginnings of her lovely teenage bum could be seen. Naturally the g-string did nothing to help.
Indeed, the g-string was a source of much consideration for the young girl. Previously all she had ever worn were big cotton panties which, although comfortable, were hideous to look at. She had never even put on a pair of silky French knickers, let alone a g-string. When she had bought it, she thought it would have been too uncomfortable for her and would instantly dislike it. But somehow now, the feeling of a piece of string riding up her butt cheeks, leaving them fully on display seemed to be the most natural thing in the world. And for a feminist, this was something she could not easily believe
She would have spent more time dwelling in these contradictory feelings if it wasn't for the fact that she was forced to focus on her blouse and her breasts. Her naked breasts that could clearly be seen though her shirt. This, more than anything else, horrified her. She had abnormally large breasts for a girl so young and had always done her very best to hide them by wearing large clothes. But now, by wearing a tight fitted white shirt made from the thinnest of cotton, and being forced to go without a bra, she had performed a complete u-turn and was doing all she could to highlight her marvellous teenage tits. And they were marvellous. They were so big that the tight shirt could barely contain them. The buttons seemed like they could burst open at any moment, such was the pressure being exerted on them. She had wanted to buy a bigger shirt but Louise had told her that one a couple of sizes too small would be better. But better for whom, she now wondered? She might have agreed with her girlfriend had she been here, but she was with Freddie, an old man who would no doubt derive a great amount of pleasure from seeing her tits being displayed in such a way. And why were her nipples so erect. They never got so hard. Even when she was with Louise, they had never felt so big and firm.
This was all so wrong. She should change back into her original uniform, return to her old self and stop becoming a sexy schoolgirl slut for this old man. She was a bright intelligent girl, a straight "A" student who always valued what was inside over appearance. A lifetime's values instilled by her family, school and Church surely could not now be blown away in a matter of minutes by the ranting of an old man. She was going to change. She was going back to how she was. Her brain was going to finally overpower the feelings in her pussy. Commonsense would prevail…
And as poor Alice stood in front of Freddie, dressed as the sexy schoolgirl slut she swore she would never be, she contemplated the power of the pussy over the brain and wondered where this would all end…
After thirty seconds or so of Freddie ogling the teenage beauty, he finally spoke. "Well well my Dear, you look splendid, don't you think? You finally look like a girl should, when in the presence of a man."
"Err, I am not so sure, it is a little too revealing for me, perhaps?"
"Nonsense, my dear! Ha ha, if anything it is not revealing enough!" Alice wondered how much more revealing an outfit could get? "Admit it, when you saw yourself in the mirror, you felt a sense of pride. Pride in your body and how it looked when you displayed it properly?"
Recalling that she was still answering questions for the "prosecution" and had promised to do so honestly, she had no choice but to tell Freddie the truth. Not that she liked it. So, hands clasped demurely in front of her, head bowed down, and unintentionally presenting herself as the perfect submissive slut, she replied: "Yes, I was slightly taken aback with my appearance and could appreciate that, to some people, I would look attractive…"
"But do you think you look attractive? Do you like looking sexy?"
"Yes." She whispered, knowing the answer was an admission of defeat in this particular battle. She wondered how many further battles with Freddie she would lose.
"Alice, I want you to now walk up and down the room. I want you to model your outfit for me."
She immediately obeyed. She no longer listened to the rationale voice in her brain. She was now listening to the deafening noises coming from her pussy. Her wet pussy. And her pussy told her that it was her duty to be a model, to allow this old man to appreciate her young teenage body all dressed up in a sexy slutty way. So, this once firebrand feminist began her career as a glamour model and, as she did, Freddie uncrossed hid legs to allow his now fully erect 11 inch dick some room to breath.
And Freddie took great delight in humiliating this once haughty teenager. Just like her mother she was simply powerless to control her feelings when presented with the supreme will of a powerful man. They all crumbled and, like her mother, the lines of defence faded fast.
He allowed her to walk up and down the room for a good couple of minutes, her black high heels pounding away on her girly pink carpet. Her grey mini flapped up with each step, revealing the bottom of her arse. Her tits, although tightly encased in her blouse, still shook up and down, the nipples seemingly getting more and more erect with each step.
Finally, with Freddie's dick at bursting point, he decided to continue with his verbal assault. "You can stop now, my dear. Here, come and stand in front of me. That's right, right in front of me, good…" Alice moved to stand a couple of feet away from him. Again she clasped her hands in front of her and looked down but, as she did, she could not help but see Freddie's enormous cock protruding up against his black trousers. If she was afraid before, she was downright terrified now.
"The outfit is splendid, Alice, and I believe I have proved to you that you do feel more of a woman when you are dressed in an appropriate way. Don't you think?"
"Yes, I suppose you have."
"Good! And let's explore that a little further, shall we? How do you feel not wearing a bra? It is nice, is it not, to have those big breasts of yours free, just as God intended them to be? Men like to know that a girl's tits are free and available to them, don't you think?"
By using the word "tits" Freddie was, was the first tie today, using a derogatory term in front of her. Alice should have been shocked. But she wasn't. In the circumstances, dressed as a slut, she felt it only appropriate that this man should use slutty language.
"They do seem different when they are free. They do shake up and down and well, my nipples do graze against my shirt, but I suppose it is nice, you know nice to experience the feeling of freedom. But I can't comment on what a man would want since I have never been with one before…"
"Of course you haven't. Of course you haven't. And I take it you have worn, the g-string as ordered. I only ask because I cannot see it to be sure."
"Yes, yes I have."
"And how do you find it? Uncomfortable?"
"I did at first, but now…"
"But now?"
"Well, it doesn't feel too bad. I do a feel a little naked, I thought I wouldn't like that, but actually, as with my bra, it does feel rather liberating." As she spoke, Alice could not believe what she was saying. The feminist in her was dying, and it was being killed by the power of her pussy.
"That's only natural. You see, a girl, just as with her tits, needs to display her arse to her man. Too often women choose to wear ridiculous big panties, the ones I am sure you were wearing before. But as I said, your needs are irrelevant when it comes to the needs of a man. A man insists on his bitch wearing something that aesthetically pleases him. That goes for the heels, stockings and short skirt. But the g-string is the very epitome of what a true bitch should wear." Freddie's language was deliberately getting cruder. He had noted her completed lack of response when he had used the word "tits". He now wanted to step it up. And when he in effect called Alice a bitch, he noted that she looked up at him, and licked her full lips.
"Alice, come closer and turn around so I can see your bottom. I need to inspect it."
Alice obeyed. Being called a "bitch" and not protesting was the biggest sign to her that she had lost any will to fight back. It was now only a question of how far this wicked old man would push her. She walked over to stand just a couple of feet away from him and then turned around. She assumed she just wanted to look at her bottom. She still had a lot to learn about Freddie.
"Now, I want you to reach behind and lift your lovely skirt up for me so I can take a good look at your arse."
Alice at first did not move. Could she do this? No man had ever seen her bottom before and yet she was being ordered by a man who, was not only calling her a "bitch", but was rapidly treating her like one. The orders, like his language, were being aggressively ratcheted up and she found herself unable to resist or challenge him. So, ever so slowly, her hands reached back to find the bottom of her tiny mini. Grabbing hold of it, she slowly moved it upwards, revealing her teenage bottom to the greedy eyes of her attacker.
"That's it, right up to your waist… Oh my, that is beautiful. Just simply beautiful. I see the g-string has disappeared right up your cheeks. That is perfect. The perfect way a bitch should display her bottom. To her Master!"
"Master?" At this, Alice finally questioned her interrogator.
"Yes, Alice, every bitch needs a Master. A man whom she completely obeys and submits herself to." Freddie, as if to emphasise that it was he who was her Master, placed his hand on her bottom and gently stroked it. "Yes, every bitch needs a Master, Alice, don't you agree?"
"I-I don't know? Oh, please, you should not be touching my bottom this way, it is not right…"
"It's ok Alice, I am just, as the lawyer for the prosecution, trying to show you that a woman's role is to be subservient to a man. You remember our little argument, don't you Alice?"
In truth Alice had completely forgotten the original reason why she had gotten herself into this predicament, so engrossed had she become in performing Freddie's every order. However when Freddie reminded her, it allowed Alice to try and regain some composure and reassert control over the proceedings. "Yes, I remember, but how is this helping? I mean this is not right. I should not have to display my bottom to you. You should not be touching me. And I am no one's "bitch" nor do I need a "Master"… Oh ouch, Freddie, p-please…" On hearing Alice disagree with him, Freddie did the only thing a man could do when a bitch dared disobey her Master. He spanked her. And he spanked her hard.
"Freddie, no! No! Stop! What are you doing?" She screamed, truly horrified at what he was doing to her.
"Schoolgirl's need to be punished when they are naughty".
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
"No, p-please stop…"
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
Freddie ignored her and merely carried on implementing what he deemed to be the necessary punishment for a wilful schoolgirl's bottom. Each bottom cheek received his cruel attention and was spanked several times. And during this assault on her person, Alice just stood where she was, keeping her skirt raised and providing him with an unobstructed access to her teenage cheeks. She found that she was no longer in control of her person - she now seemed only able to act following strict orders from Freddie.



But this was ludicrous, she told herself. Her brain was screaming out to her to pull her skirt down, turnaround and confront this man. But she found that she couldn't. Her pussy told her to obey Freddie, told her that it was perfectly natural to hold her skirt up and allow this man to punish her bottom. It was as if she was meant to do this. Meant to behave in this wanton fashion. Meant to be his bitch…
The spanking continued for about 30 seconds before it stopped. Her cheeks were now a light shade of red. He was yet to give her a proper thrashing, although he was about to rectify that. He sat back in his chair, satisfied not only with his work but how submissive the bitch was. He had not expected it to be so easy, but she was probably overawed by the power and confidence of his assault. And he had no intention of letting up as he approached his victory.
"You may pull your skirt down and turnaround, Alice." Finally she had been given the order she most craved. It was just a pity that she had to be told by Freddie before she could actually do it. When she turned around to face him, instinctively she once more adopted the classic subservient pose: hands clasped in front of her and demurely looking down at the floor.
"And how do you feel now, Alice?" He was being kind again. Gone was the foul language. He was talking to her like he was some sort of respectable doctor after giving her some medicine. She was finding this all so unsettling.
"Not great." She lied.
"Not great? Come on, you did not enjoy it just a little, playing the role of a submissive?"
Silence.
"Alice, please. We had an agreement. You need to answer me truthfully. You know you have to…"
It was true, she had no choice. Silence was not an option. She had to be honest, even if she did not like what she had to say.
"I suppose it was interesting being a submissive. I am not sure I would want to do it all the time…"
"But you did allow me to spank you. I assume you have never been spanked before?" Alice said nothing but, still looking down at the floor unable to look directly at her interrogator, she shook her head. "You could have walked away. Why didn't you?" Again Alice said nothing, but this time Freddie did not press her for an answer. He was eager to close the deal. "I believe you didn't walk away because you are a natural submissive and you could not help but allow yourself to be spanked by me." Still silence. Alice could not argue with what seemed like the truth.
"Alice, I want you to look up at me." Alice slowly moved her head up and looked at Freddie. When she did, once more she could see the unmistakable outline of his erect cock. It looked enormous. She licked her lips. "Alice, I want you to admit that you enjoyed being a submissive. That you now understand that the role of a woman is to submit herself to the needs of a man. Only when you admit this will you understand why your mother behaved as she did."
Could she admit this? Could she give in to this evil man?
"Answer me, Alice."
And as a true submissive, she did.
"Yes, I enjoyed being a submissive."
"Good. And as a submissive, what do you think happens to schoolgirl's when they are naughty?"
"I-I don't know…" Again she looked down at the floor, unable to bring herself to answer the question.
"Come on Alice. You must know. What happens to you when you are naughty at school?"
"Well, I would get punished, but…"
"Yes, you get punished. Naughty schoolgirl's need to be punished. And how do you think a Master should punish his naughty schoolgirl?"
Alice knew what the answer was but was too afraid to tell Freddie. She again looked at him and saw that he was smiling at her. At first glance it would have looked like a kind, caring smile. But behind it she knew that he was smiling because he was destroying her. Destroying the very essence of the person she thought she was. He had done it ruthlessly and quickly. But the most terrifying thing for the poor teenager was the fact that deep down she liked what Freddie was telling her. He was telling her that she was a submissive. A girl willing to submit to a man's every whim. Come what may. This thought terrified and excited Alice in equal measure. And Freddie, without laying a finger on her, had caused her pussy to become wetter and her nipples harder than at anytime before, including when she was in the presence of Louise.
As she looked at him, her mouth was open and she could hear herself pant. She knew she should not answer the question, but she felt that she had no choice.
"Naughty schoolgirls should have their bottoms spanked."
"Yes! Yes they should." Freddie cried out, beside himself with joy at her answer. His dick was now rock hard and he made no attempt to hide it from this poor girl. Indeed he hoped she would get a good look at the weapon that she would soon be serving.
"And do you think you have been a naughty schoolgirl, Alice?"
"Yes." She replied without even thinking. It was the honest answer and her pussy was willing her on to be honest.
"Yes, Alice, you have been a very bad girl. And a bad girl needs to be spanked. By her Master. So, come over here, and lay over my lap."
Sleepwalking to her doom, Alice tottered over in her high heels and came to stand to the right of Freddie. Then, as ordered, she lowered herself so she lay down over Freddie's lap, her bottom placed over his legs, her hands on the floor to support herself. She had now dutifully presented her bottom to her Master for her first proper spanking.
"That's marvellous, my dear. This is exactly the position a girl should adopt whenever she is presenting her bottom to her Master." As he spoke, he gently caressed her bottom, which was still just about covered by her tiny skirt. "You see, girls need to understand that it is their duty to serve their Masters. And I think, as I present my case to you, you are beginning to agree with me, aren't you, my dear?" He did not wait for the answer as he lifted the skirt up to reveal her glorious teenage bottom. The cheeks were small, smooth and flawless. Their innocent beauty lovingly framed by her black suspenders. "Oh my!" Was all he could say as he placed his hands on her cheeks and gently stroked the virgin flesh. And as he did, Alice could feel Freddie's enormous dick pressing up against her tummy. He was understandably aroused by events, as was she…
"Yes, naughty schoolgirl's need to be punished, don't you think?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Don't you think?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh-p-please, stop. You are spanking my poor b-bottom. P-please, s-stop…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Naughty schoolgirl's need to be punished. Don't they my dear…" Freddie was ignoring the howls of protest coming from the poor teenager. He was now only concerned with spanking this girl's delightful little bottom. And as he spanked away, he was also becoming aroused, very aroused in fact. It was not often that he had the pleasure of someone so young at his disposal, and he intended to enjoy her. At his age, it was women in their 20s and 30s that he tended to acquire, housewives who were bored with their marriage and craved the kind of perverse domination that only he could provide. Young teenage schoolgirl's were rapidly becoming a thing of the past for this old man.
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Her bottom was rapidly turning a bright shade of red.
"You have to understand that a girl needs a Master."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"She needs to feel like a bitch"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You want to feel like a bitch, don't you Alice?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You need to feel like a bitch, don't you?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You want to be my bitch, don't you?
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You want me to be your Master, don't you?"
He now stopped spanking her, and instead caressed her glowing cheeks and waited for an answer. Throughout this assault, Alice's initial feelings of pain were rapidly mixed with strong feelings of arousal. Her pussy was dripping love juices on to Freddie's trousers. She was now openly groaning. She knew that any attempt to resist this attack was futile, but she still wanted to try. The small part of her brain that was still functioning was trying to convince her that she was not a "bitch", Freddie was not her "Master" and she was still a confident, independent woman who did not like to have her bottom spanked. All this despite the overwhelming evidence to the contrary.
"N-no I don't…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Freddie did not like the answer.
"Oh, p-please stop…"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You are a horny bitch. Your pussy is dripping wet."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"I can feel how wet your g-string is."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You love getting spanked."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"So answer my question, you dirty fucking bitch!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh God, p-please be gentle with my poor bottom…" Despite the pain, Alice was close to cumming. The harsh treatment was igniting the obvious feelings of arousal that were common place in a submissive whore.
"I will stop spanking you when you answer your Master's questions truthfully!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"And properly!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh! Oh! P-please… Ohhh..."
Freddie stopped. "Answer my question; you want to be my bitch don't you?"
Close to cumming, her body losing almost all of its will to fight, there was no where left to run for the young girl. "Yes! Oh yes! I want to be your bitch."
"And you want me to be your Master?"
"Yes. Please be my Master..."
Finally, Alice admitted defeat. She was officially no longer a radical feminist but had become a submissive bitch. And she was now about to pay the consequences.
"Bitch, stand up."
Alice was genuinely disappointed that the spanking had stopped, so close was she to cumming. But she knew that there was no alternative but to obey so gingerly got up and stood facing Freddie. Instinctively her hands went to caress her sore bottom.
"Bitch, do not dare caress your bottom in my presence! When spanked, you need to feel the pain. Adopt the submissive pose, place your hands in front of you and look down." Immediately she obeyed. "Good, now that I have demonstrated one way in which a Master can punish his bitch, I need to show you how a bitch can serve and give pleasure to her Master. There are a variety of ways, one of which you witnessed when you saw your mother being fucked in the arse. But normally a man will only fuck his bitch in the arse after she has first satisfied him some other way. I suspect your mother was first ordered to suck her Master's cock. And that is what I am going to order you to do."
Freddie was of course not suspecting anything about Alice's mother since it was he who had ordered her mother on to her knees and made her suck him off. He recalled the delightful experience, he was sitting in a similar chair to the one he was in now, but was downstairs in the lounge. She had brought him over a glass of whiskey and lit his cigar for him. She had then stood in front of him, dressed, as he had ordered, just in her heels, stockings, suspenders and g-string. Nothing else. He then ordered her to suck his cock. She immediately dropped to her knees, unzipped him and took all of his 11 inch cock down her throat. Who would have thought that, just a few days later, he was ordering her teenage daughter to do the exact same? Sometimes life was too good to be true.
"Y-you want me to suck your, your penis?" Alice asked, horrified by this suggestion.
"No, bitch, my cock. You will always refer it as a "cock". Is this going to be a problem, for you?"
"Well, I have never sucked a cock that before." She whispered.
"Don't worry, I will teach you. The first thing you need to do is to kneel between my legs." Freddie spread his legs and waited. Alice knew that she was about to cross a line which would change her life forever. Her feminism would all go out the window if she did what Freddie told her. She recognised that she had been manipulated and deceived by this conniving, cunning man. But at the same time, she was consenting to all this, albeit under a certain amount of pressure. But she was still in a position to tell him "enough is a enough" and she was not going go through with it. What could he do? He was not physically forcing her to suck his cock. It was his persuasive skills, coupled with the joy of being spanked and believing that she was a submissive whore (a belief ruthlessly instilled into her by Freddie) that was so appealing to this naïve teenager. Freddie had expertly ignited in her feelings that she previously did not know exist. But unfortunately she was also no longer in a position to either resist them, or him.
So, after a couple of seconds, she slowly walked over to Freddie, dropped to her knees and waited. She was still looking down and not up at Freddie. But now she was looking directly at his enormous bulge in his trousers. "Now, you need to unzip me and take my cock out of my pants." Alice's trembling hands came up to Freddie's zipper and slowly she did as she was told. "That's it. Now, take my cock out. Don't me afraid. It is big, but you will learn to handle it." Alice reached in and her hand came into contact with the throbbing flesh. With some difficulty, due to its size, she dragged it out of Freddie's pants. When she did, it sprang out and hit her on the face.
"Oh my God!" She screamed. The size was totally unexpected. She did not think cocks could get so big.
"Impressive, I know."
Impressive was an understatement. The cock was huge and to Alice it almost looked as big as the one her mother had fucked... And now, seeing one so closely herself, the power it exuded was incredible. She was transfixed and drawn to it and found herself holding it with both of her small teenage hands, however she was unable to hold it properly, so big was this beast. Instinctively, and without realising she was actually doing it, she gently moved her hands up and down his cock. Sub-consciously the young girl wanted to appreciate its size and power. The head was now only an inch or so away from her mouth which was now open in shock and awe.
Freddie was happy to allow her to rub his cock for a little while, content to watch her reaction and the feel of her dainty little hands around his enormous weapon. Most girls, when first presented with his cock reacted the way she did. It was a mixture of awe and fear. At first, they could not get over its size. None of them would have never seen such a big cock before. And for poor Alice it was even worse. As a naïve teenage virgin, not only was this the first time she was seeing and holding a cock, she was still to appreciate all the nasty things she was about to be forced to do with it in order to satisfy Freddie's hideous sexual appetite.
"Yes, rub my cock. Gain a feel and appreciation of its size and power. Most men do not possess a weapon of such size."
"Yes, it is very big. The one my mother had was also quite big…"
Freddie smiled. Yes, you silly bitch, it was my cock. "Well, you mother was very lucky. But now you need to learn how to satisfy your Master. What you are going to do first is to kiss my cock. You need to show your love and appreciation for it. I want you to plant little girly kisses all over my weapon. But as you do, you must continue to gently rub it. And one other thing, you will look up at me. A bitch should always maintain eye contact with her Master."
She looked up at Freddie and looked so sweet and innocent with those lovely blue eyes staring up at him through her glasses, mouth open with a look of fear and excitement. She continued to rub him as Freddie smiled down at her, happy in the knowledge that she would follow his orders. For several seconds nothing happened. Alice licked her lips as she continued looking up at her Master. There were no longer any voices in her head telling her to stop. Her pussy had overwhelmed every sinew of intelligence, commonsense and rationale thought in her body. All that mattered now was serving this cock. Her Master's cock. And she was no longer looking for a reason to explain it.
So, very slowly, she moved her mouth down and planted the most sweet, girly little kiss imaginable upon the head of this vile weapon...
"That's it, worship your Master's cock, you dirty bitch." Freddie cried out as Alice began to plant little kisses all over his big ugly dick. "Yes, pay homage to the weapon that you will now serve. You need to respect and love it… That's it, kiss it all over… Up and down… Now I want you to reach down with one hand and play with my balls... That's it, gently squeeze them, not too hard… Yes! Yes! Now, with your other hand continue to rub my cock… Now I want you to lick it… Lick it all over… Good! Good, you are a natural..."
Alice found herself happily following her Master's orders. She now found it natural to be a compliant, submissive whore. She also now understood what Freddie had been talking about and how wrong she had been. A dick so big demanded that a young teenager like herself serve and pleasure it. It was her duty to give him pleasure. So, with much enthusiasm, she began to lick his cock, making sure all of it was covered with her saliva.
Freddie sat back in his chair and allowed her to go about her work. He admired how much effort she was putting in to please him. She was licking his cock like a girl would lick a lolly. And her gentle handling of his weapon for a girl so young and naïve was promising for what lay ahead.
After a minute or so, Freddie needed her to step things up. "Now, I want you to open your mouth and suck my cock."
Alice stopped and looked up at him with a quizzical look on her face. "You want me to put your big cock in my mouth?" She sweetly asked.
"Yes, bitch, you need to learn how to fuck my cock with your mouth."
"B-but it is so big, I don't think I would be able to get it all in?" The way Alice spoke, in that sweet innocent girly way almost made Freddie cum there and then, but he was able to hold back. For now.
"Don't worry, bitch, you will learn. You will learn how to serve your Master. Now suck my cock you naughty girl!"
Yes, she was a naughty girl. A naughty dirty schoolgirl who needed to obey her Master, to follow his orders without question. So, moving her head over his massive cock she opened her mouth wide, so wide that her jaws could be heard cracking. Then, ever so slowly, she lowered herself down and her virgin mouth took in a cock for the very first time.
This brought about an immediate response of appreciation from the lucky recipient. "Oh yes! Take in as much as you can. You need to learn to suck a man's cock." To help her, Freddie placed both hands behind her head and pushed her further down. As a result, she managed to take in about half before she began to choke. She looked up at him, pleading with those innocent eyes for some mercy, tears already swelling up in her eyes. Freddie was normally not inclined to ever show mercy to a whore, but he recognised that this particular whore was a cock sucking virgin and he did not want her to vomit all over him. So he stopped. In time she would learn to suck him properly.
"Ok, that will do for now. In time, you will need to learn how to take me down completely. All bitch's need to know how to suck cock properly. But since you are a virgin, I will let you off, just this once. Now you need to move your head up and down my cock. Fuck me with your mouth. Try to take in as much as possible but keep on playing with my balls… That's it, suck my cock. Play with my balls… Move your head up and down… Oh yes… Look up at me, bitch, look up at me… So good… So good…"



Alice began to obey him and fucked his cock with her teenage mouth. It felt huge and she thought her jaw would break so wide was her mouth being forced open. But somehow she was able to accommodate it. Unfortunately she was still unable to swallow more than 6 inches, something she knew she would have to improve on. But now all she was concerned about was giving her Master as much pleasure as possible. She sucked enthusiastically, her head bobbing up and down whilst she gently squeezed his balls.
For a few minutes nothing could be heard other than the lovely sound of a young girl sucking big cock. Tears trickled down her face as the gagging sensation of having something so large being forced down her throat naturally caused the teenage virgin a little discomfort. But despite this, she never once stopped seeking to give her Master pleasure. And Freddie certainly appreciated the efforts the poor girl was making to sate his gross lust. As she worked away, eager to satisfy him, he merely sat back, put his hands behind his head and groaned out loudly with pleasure, smiling as he looked down as his subservient schoolgirl whore.
And if anyone else had had the pleasure of looking in, they would have been shocked by the debauched activities taking place in the teenager's bedroom. The pink carpet, pictures of pop bands on the wall, the place littered with soft cuddly teddy bears and a desk with homework on it all spoke of a room being a place of youth and innocence. But inside nothing innocent was taking place inside for, kneeling on the pink carpet was this beautiful teenage slut; she was kneeling like a dog with her hands on Freddie's thighs, her knees on the floor spread wide apart with her beautiful little bottom thrust out and up. In this position, and with her short skirt offering useless protection, anyone who was looking in from behind would have been able so see all of the girl's spanked red arse. Some of the teddy bears that Freddie had brushed from the chair on to the floor now lay next to her. They seemed to be looking up at her in shock as the young girl was forced to suck this huge cock. A cock whose owner was not only old enough to be her father, but was old enough to be her grandfather. Her youth, innocence and beauty contrasted sharply with this old, evil man. It was not right. Such abuse of teenage purity should never be allowed. But it was, and it was all down to the genius of Freddie.
"Oh yes, that's good. Very good. Suck that cock. Suck that cock you dirty whore. Oh yes!" Alice, pleased that she was doing so well, increased her efforts, which elicited even louder groans from her Master. "Oh God you are good. So good for someone so young! Oh yes, you are a bad schoolgirl aren't you? You are a naughty schoolgirl who needs to suck her Master's cock... Now, play with my balls... Yes, gently massage them… That's right..."
Alice found that the more she complied with Freddie's disgusting orders, the more her pussy became wet. So much so she could feel her juices dribbling down on to her thigh.
"Bitch, I want you to suck my balls. Yes, stop sucking my cock and take one of my big balls into your mouth."
Alice removed the cock from her mouth and innocently looked up at him. "You, you want me to suck your balls?"
"Yes bitch, do as I say."
"Yes, yes, I must do what you say." Immediately she lowered her head and inserted one of his plumb size balls into her mouth.
"Oh God, that is so good. Yes, suck my balls. Suck them gently… Now suck the other… But keep on rubbing my cock, yes, rub it… Now lick them, lick my sack... Look up at me… Oh God, that is good, that is so fucking good… Now, carry on sucking my cock… Oh that's it, take as much down as you can… Yes, I think you have taken in an extra inch or so from last time... You are getting used to it... Look up at me, always look up at your Master when you are sucking his cock... Oh dear, you are crying a lot… Is this cock too big for my naughty little schoolgirl?"
Alice knew that was not a question but more of a challenge. As such she continued to suck and squeeze, tears steaming down her face so keen was she to take in as much of his cock as possible. But still she could only manage around seven inches. She looked up at Freddie who was now panting wildly, the sweet attentions that this virgin was applying to his cock and balls were now getting too much for him. He still could not get over the fact that this teenage schoolgirl slut was kneeling on her bedroom floor paying homage to the same cock that her mother had been forced to suck only a few days before. She was still not as good a cock sucker as her mother but that would come with practice. Lots and lots of practice that Freddie intended to give her.
"Yes, you are a naughty girl, aren't you Alice? Tell me Alice, are you are naughty schoolgirl who likes to be ordered to suck cock?" He asked, looking down at her.
She knew that this was a question that needed answering. She took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him. "Yes, I am a naughty schoolgirl who likes to be ordered to suck cock. Oh yes, Freddie, I am a very bad schoolgirl who needs to suck cock." She replied without hesitation, all the while continuing to rub him with both hands.
"Don't call me Freddie. You must now call me "Daddy"".
"Daddy?" She questioned sweetly. His cock was now just inches away from her face as she wanked him off.
"Yes, Daddy. You will always call me Daddy." She understood the significance of this and she licked her lips and rubbed him harder.
"Yes, you are naughty, very naughty in fact. And what happens to naughty schoolgirls, Alice? What does Daddy do to naughty little schoolgirls?"
"Daddy spanks their bottom and they have to suck Daddy's big cock." Her reply was instinctive as well as being the truth. She found that she liked calling him "Daddy" since it reinforced the taboo act of an older man and younger girl which she found so appealing.
"Yes, you liked being spanked, don't you Alice?"
"Oh yes, Daddy, I am a naughty girl who likes to have her bottom spanked by her Daddy!"
"And you like to suck my big cock?"
"Oh yes Daddy! Your cock is so big and it is so naughty sucking it. Do you want your little girl to carry on sucking Daddy's big cock?"
Alas to this question, no verbal response was forthcoming from Freddie. As Alice uttered the words "Daddy's big cock"" Freddie could not hold out no longer and his only response was for his dick to shake in her fragile hands and he started to spurt out copious amounts of hot warm creamy spunk all over the teenager's beautiful face.
"Oh, I am cumming bitch! I am cumming. Take Daddy's spunk all over you face, you bad fucking schoolgirl!" And in a matter of just a few seconds Alice's once angelic face was covered with copious amounts of thick creamy spunk, some of it splattered her glasses resulting in her sight being somewhat obscured by white blobs on her lenses. Alice screamed in shock and horror at what was happening to her, her mouth open as she screamed out in disgust, but that only meant that some of the spunk flew into her mouth.
As she knelt there, still holding Freddie's now rapidly deflating cock, her face covered in spunk, some of it dripped on to the floor, landing on one of the teddy bears below. Now, all elements of innocence had well and truly been defaced by "Daddy".
The schoolgirl had just completed Lesson One. Lesson 2 would begin shortly.
To be continued…
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Alice returned from the bathroom. She had cleaned her face and glasses by removing all the spunk that Freddie had ejaculated on to her. She returned to stand in front of him and adopted the classic submissive pose: hands clasped together in front, face down. Freddie meanwhile had zipped himself up and looked up at her as he spoke.
"Alice, you have had just received Daddy's first lesson. Now, I think we will move on to Lesson Number Two. And in this lesson, I am going to show you that Daddy can give his girl pleasure provided she is a good little girl. (Of course Freddie was not Alice's real father. He was actually her father's boss and the man who also happened to be fucking her mother. He just liked being called "Daddy" by her.)
"Now, I want you to go and lie on your bed please." Alice, now accustomed to doing what she was told, walked slowly towards her bed. Like the rest of the bedroom, her bed was exceedingly girly. On it were a pink flowery duvet and numerous teddies which had been carefully arranged around her pillows. Alice climbed on, lay down on her back, but kept her legs closed and placed her hands on her stomach, and then anxiously waited to see what would happen to her.
Once she was lying down, Freddie got up and walked over to her bed. He looked down at her. The eighteen year old bitch was still dressed as a teenage schoolgirl slut - heels, stockings, suspenders, black mini, tight white shirt and school tie. Her naked heaving breasts could clearly be seen under the thin white shirt. "You are a beautiful young girl, Alice, and you deserve some pleasure. Now. spread your legs as wide as possible please." Alice obeyed, although she was terrified by what might follow. She was convinced that Freddie wanted to fuck her. To fuck her tender virgin schoolgirl pussy. And although her pussy was still soaking wet - she had not cum when she had sucked off his cock - she was still terrified of allowing this man to fuck her and to no doubt fuck her hard. But despite these fears her pussy needed relief. She needed to cum. So, slowly she brought her legs up and spread them as wide as she could and waited.
Freddie then climbed on to the bed and moved so he was kneeling in between her spread legs. He looked down at her. She looked so young and innocent. Although she was at an age when she could legally have sex and get married in Britain, this act was still all very much taboo. He was in his 60s, she in her teens. She was the very embodiment of what was good in the world - youth, intelligence, hope - he embodied all that was wrong - old, corrupt, perverted.
Alice looked up at him through her glasses. Although they made her look geeky, they actually added to her appeal of schoolgirl innocence. They were the only item of clothing left that was from her past. Everything else that Freddie had forced her to wear fitted in with the whorish image that he insisted all his girls subscribe to. But her glasses reminded him of the geeky girl that he was transforming. He could tolerate them, for now.
Normally at this juncture, Freddie would have indeed fucked the girl. But he had decided that perhaps she needed to be rewarded for all her efforts. He was not generally inclined to consider what a woman would want, his pleasure was all that mattered. But looking down at her, seeing how fragile and innocent she looked, not like the seasoned whores he was accustomed to fucking. He was convinced that had he fucked her, despite the pain of having to accommodate his enormous cock (not to mention that as a virgin the pain would be a little more severe) she would no doubt have eventually cum. But something inside made him wanted to give her something that was all hers. Something extra. These feelings were extremely rare for Freddie so he decided that he really ought to act on this unusual moment of compassion.
So, rather then unzipping his pants and taking out his cock, he unexpectedly lowered his head, moved in between her legs and made his way towards her wet pussy.
Alice was shocked. She had expected to be fucked and was readying herself for the attack. Indeed she was so scared, she was actually going to tell Freddie to stop. She had always wanted to be a virgin right up and until her wedding night, and the thought of what she would be giving up had finally brought her back to her senses. But this was an unexpected turn of events. And quite a happy one at that! And in no time Freddie had moved the gusset of her g-string to one side and had expertly stared to lick her wet clit.
"Ohhhhhhh! Oh, Daddy, that is so nice. So nice." She happily cried out in response to his expert manipulations. Freddie carried on licking away noting that her clit was huge and soaking wet. Clearly she was very close and it would not take much for her to cum. And Freddie was good at this, he was actually very good at this. After all, he was married and he had to give pleasure to his wife, he never treated Lady Jackson like a whore.
So as he licked and gently sucked on Alice's clit, she thrust her hips forward towards his tongue, closed her eyes and allowed her head to roll back against her pillow. Her mouth was open, she was licking her lips and was groaning out loudly. This was good. This was very good. Different from when Louise would lick her, she was more tender, but an old man had a different technique. More skilful and slightly more rough, he would gently graze her clit with his teeth and sometimes suck her completely.
"Oooh, that's so nice Daddy! So nice! Oh you are soooo good. So good! So good! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ohhhhhhh!" And the young bitch came. She came more than she had ever cum with Louise. The build up of sexual tension with Freddie, this past hour or so, was too much for the young girl and when she was finally released from her shackles, the relief was all too much. Her orgasm seemed to last for an eternity, its intensity and duration was something she had never previously experienced. If this is what it was like to be dominated and abused at the hands of a Master, all women should try it, she thought, as waves and waves orgasmic bliss cursed through her young, nubile body.
After a minute or so, the intense feelings of pleasure subsided and Alice slowly began to come back down to earth. She opened her eyes and saw that Freddie had straightened up and was staring down at her. He was gently smiling, in that kind caring way he did when they first met today. "Did you enjoy that, my dear?" He asked sweetly.
"Oh yes! Yes! It was lovely. Really, the best I have ever had."
"Good. Good."
Alice was now returning to reality with a bang. For the first time in a while she was thinking relatively clearly. She had just sucked off a man and allowed him to cum all over her face. She had then been licked out and cum like a dog in heat. If she was being honest with herself, she had loved every minute of it. But now, as the intensity of the situation and feelings of desire in her rapidly subsided, understandably she once more became nervous of the situation. Dressed as she was, with another man, an older man, on her bed, she wanted things to now stop. She needed a period of reflection to understand what had just happened to her and what it all meant. And the girl naively thought that, having just cum himself, Freddie would be finished also.
She lifted her head up from the pillow and looked to her side and at a clock that was on her bedside table. "I-I think I should probably be getting back to school now. I am a little late but I still think I can make my history class..."
Freddie looked down at her and smiled. "But I have not finished, my dear. I have not finished my case for the prosecution..."
"I-I think I know enough now."
"You don't know nearly half enough, you silly bitch." He looked down at her, his expression once more one of anger. The kind old caring uncle had again been replaced by the ruthless sexual predator. He reached down and placed his hands on Alice's big tits and he began to roughly squeeze them through her shirt.
Alice looked at his hands and what they were doing to her breasts and was rightly concerned. "P-please, I have done what you have asked. You must let me go. I need to get to school. Please, I want this to stop now."
"It will stop when I tell you it will stop." And then, grabbing the folds of her shirt he violently ripped it open, causing some buttons to fly across the room and her delightful teenage tits to shake up and down as they were finally exposed.
"Oh my God!" She screamed out in horror. "Stop! Please, stop!"
"God, these are beautiful teenage tities!" Was Freddie's response to the schoolgirl's pitiful pleas for mercy. He then started to roughly maul her 34-D breasts. "So big! So succulent. They were made for men to fuck and abuse. In time you will learn to titie fuck me but for now I want your pussy. I want to fuck your virgin schoolgirl pussy!"
Alice looked up, terrified at what her attacker was saying. She had always wanted to be a virgin on her wedding night. Fooling around with Louise and the dildo was one thing, but allowing a man to take her, a man she did not love was something entirely different. In all her life she had never once contemplated this as a possibility. Even when she was dressing up for him, sucking his cock and calling him "Daddy", she had in her mind deemed this to be ok because she was not actually allowing him to fuck her. Just as she deemed it ok to fool around with another teenage schoolgirl.
So, the line she had drawn for herself was making love, and what Freddie offered was as far removed from anything that could be constituted as "making love." And because Alice wanted to resist, it would be rape, pure and simple. And she did not want to lose her virginity by being raped by this old, cold hearted bastard.
"No Freddie, you can't, you can't make love to me like this. It is not right, Freddie, please stop! Stop! I don't want it! I don't want it!"
"Bitch, I told you to call me Daddy!" He growled back, ignoring her pleas as he unzipped his trousers and removed his throbbing 11 inch cock. With his other hand he started to force her legs wide open, something which Alice desperately tried to resist.
"No please! Please stop!" She tried to close her legs and started to beat up against his chest. "Stop it! I am a virgin, I don't want this, I don't want to be fucked!" Sadly Freddie was too strong for her. He used his weight to ensure that her legs were wide enough to allow him to enter. Holding his cock with one hand, and using the other to grab hold of her two hands, which were thrashing wildly upon his chest, he pinned them above her head. He now had the teenager just in the right position to rape.
Alice then felt the head of his huge cock make contact with the entrance to her pussy. She was terrified about allowing such a big cock to enter her young tight body. The dildos that Louise had previously used were always small and were nothing compared to the beast that Freddie possessed. As he pinned her hands above her head and looked down at her, grimacing with determination, Alice decided to make one last desperate plea and to say anything that might appeal to him, hoping against hope that he there was some kindness in him.
"Daddy, please don't. Your little girl does not want to be raped. P-please, Daddy, don't rape me with your big cock. Daddy, please..." She pleaded, in her most desperate, sweet little voice.
Freddie stopped. His cock was poised at the entrance to her pussy ready to enter at any moment. He looked down at his captive. She looked so sweet, fragile and desperate that he had to stop for a moment and savour the look. Her large baby blue eyes were staring up at him through her glasses, clearly imploring him to show her some kindness; her mouth was open and she was panting out loud, she was no longer screaming or saying anything, she was just waiting to see what Freddie would do; and so frightened was she, and upset by her predicament, tears had already started to trickle down her cheek. The folds of her shirt were spread wide open revealing all of her big tits to Freddie's greedy eyes and they were deliciously shaking up and down as she panted with fear. Her school tie still lay in between the valley of her tits, another reminder to him that this was a young teenage schoolgirl that he was about to rape. It was one of the great taboos.
And then Freddie did something rather unexpected. He let go of Alice's hands and started to lift himself back so he was no longer positioned directly above her but was kneeling in between her spread legs. Alice believed that her pleas had worked and that he was, after all, going to spare her. He looked down, he himself breathing heavily.
"So young, so beautiful." He growled, as one of his hands moved down and started to play with her tits. Still believing he was going to let her go, and that this was just the final act before he released her, a sense of relief was spreading through her. "So beautiful, so big." He said as he flicked her nipples. "So, you think Daddy should let you go, that he should show you some mercy?"
She could now well and truly see light at the end of the tunnel. "Yes Daddy! Yes, let your little girl go. I only want to make love to the man I marry on my wedding night. Please Daddy, let me go, you know it makes sense."
"Yes, you would like that, wouldn't you?"
"Yes Daddy, I would like that very much!"
"I am sure you would. I am sure you would. But you have been a very bad girl, haven't you Alice. You have been a bad schoolgirl, dressing up like a slut, trying to entice your Daddy with that gorgeous teenage body of yours!"
"No! No! I haven't, you told me..."
"Alice you need to be fucked. You need Daddy to rape that teenage pussy of yours!" Then, with impressive speed, which gave Alice hardly any time to react, Freddie placed the cock at the entrance to her pussy and, placing his arms under her legs, he moved forward, forcing her legs up and wide. Within a couple of seconds, the heels of her shoes were pointing up and towards the ceiling, her legs were spread wide and her body was now bent into two. Then he began to push his cock forward, breaching her innocence, destroying her virginity, raping her pussy.
"Oh God stop!" She screamed out as she felt the massive head breach her virgin walls. "Oh my God that feels so big! Please! Please, stop! Daddy stop. Ohhhhh that's huge! That feels huge!" Freddie pushed in a little further. Her pleas only spurred him on to fuck her and to fuck her hard. Her little hands were now pushing up against his broad chest in a frantic, but futile attempt to try and stop the attack. But in this position, with her legs forced up and wide, and Freddie's weight bearing down on her, there was little she could do to stop the rape of her virgin schoolgirl pussy.
"Take that you naughty bitch! You need Daddy's big cock don't you! Don't you!" He lunged forward and pushed all 11 inches of his huge member into her tight body.
"Oh God no Daddy! Stop, I am virgin. Oh p-please. That's so BIG! So fucking BIG!!! It's splitting me Daddy, your big cock is splitting your little girl... Please, please stop..."
Freddie didn't stop until he had forced his cock all the way in. It had been some struggle, naturally she was very tight and he had to muster all of his strength to secure entry. Once he had completed his goal, he looked down at the struggling teenager who was screaming out in agony.
"Daddy, it hurts! It hurts! So deep, so deep..." She moved one of her hands, which was still on his chest trying to push him off, and placed it on her tummy, almost to signify where his cock was. "God, Daddy, it is so big. You shouldn't be doing this..."
"You need to be fucked Alice, you need to be fucked hard by your Daddy." He then slowly began to move his cock in an out of her hole. "Don't you bitch, you need your Daddy to fuck you hard..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh! So big, so big!"
"It is big, bitch, but you can handle it. You can handle Daddy's big cock. There, take that!"
"Ouch!!! Oh God, you are raping me, Daddy! Oh Daddy, you are raping my pussy. You are raping my teenage pussy. Daddy, stop, p-please stop! Oh! Oh! Oh!" The fact that she was crying out rape, only spurred him on further and he began to fuck her even harder, maintaining a steady rhythm of long, deep thrusts!
"There bitch, take my fucking cock as I rape your schoolgirl pussy. Take it! Take it all!"
"Oh! Oh! Oh!"
He now fucked her furiously increasing the pace and power of his strokes. Her big tits shook up and down in response. Her bed stand began to crash up against the wall causing a few of her teddies to fall on to the floor. "God you are tight, very tight. You love my cock, don't you? Tell me how much you love being raped by Daddy..."
"Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Come on bitch, tell Daddy that you love to be raped, that you need his cock!"
"Oh! Oh! Oh! So big! So big! Your cock feels so big in my little pussy! "Oh! Oh! Oh! No, no this is wrong. You, you shouldn't be raping my pussy. Oh God! So big! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Alice was now inevitably becoming aroused in response to her rape. As a natural submissive whore, being roughly taken without consent, and being forced to accept her Master's cock all appealed to her darkest fantasies. The fact of the matter was, and as her pussy testified to, this bitch needed to be dominated and abused. Alice needed to be taken by force and to know that her body belonged to her Master. The only way Freddy could demonstrably prove this was by raping her, and raping her hard.
"That's it bitch, take my cock. Take it all."
"Oh! Oh! Oh!. P-please be gentle. Oh you are raping my pussy. You are raping my pussy... Oh! Oh! Oh!"
He carried on fucking her like this for a couple of minutes when nothing was said other than him calling her a "dirty schoolgirl who needs big cock." Alice however was unable to respond, other than pant out loud as her body became overwhelmed by the attack. With her legs spread side up high and wide and with her body bent over, Freddie could gain maximum penetration in the young teenager. Alice felt like his cock was coming through her throat. Her pussy was once more leaking juices, lubricating her attacker's cock and making her easier to fuck. She looked up at Freddie who had a look of pure evil determination as he went about raping her. Clearly he had no feelings for her. He was only concerned about his pleasure. As he looked down, mouth open, panting away, ignoring her pleas for mercy and obviously deriving huge pleasure from raping a schoolgirl, Alice knew that this rapist was never going to let her go, that he was always going to rape her and abuse her at will. And as she recognised this fact she came. She came like a whore in heat and she could not disguise the fact.
"Oh! God, so big, so big... It feels so good! Oh God, I am cumming! Oh Daddy rape me harder I am cumming Ohhhhhhhhh..."
"Yes, bitch, I knew you loved to be raped! I knew you would love my cock!" And having seen the bitch finally submit her body to him, Freddie released her legs so that her feet fell on to the bed and he knelt up. The only thing now connecting them now was his cock, which remained firmly implanted in her soaking wet pussy. Instinctively, Alice spread her legs wide in order to allow her Master even better access to her body.
For several minutes he pounded away, occasionally his hands would molest her shaking tits, flicking the nipples or slapping them. The force of his fucking was so intense that the array of teddy bears on her bed had all fallen on the floor. That was all bar one teddy which fell on to Alice. She grabbed on to it as a source of comfort, just as she had done in the past whenever she was in trouble.
"Oh you are naughty schoolgirl, aren't you?"
"Yes, Daddy, I am a naughty schoolgirl. I am your naughty schoolgirl. Oh Daddy, fuck me harder. Fuck your little schoolgirl hard. Oh! Oh! Oh! That's it Daddy, rape me Daddy! Rape me... Oh Daddy, is my pussy tight enough for you? Is it tight enough for your big cock?"



"Yes, bitch, it is tight enough for me. Is my cock big enough for you?" "OH Daddy, it is so big! It is so strong, so much better than the dildo..."
"The dildo? You have used a dildo?"
"Y-yes, just once..." She replied, without properly thinking about the consequences of making such a revelation.
But Freddie was still thinking clearly and stopped fucking her but kept his cock in her pussy. He was intrigued by what she had just said. A dildo? How could such a supposedly square schoolgirl use a dildo? He wanted to know more. He looked down at her and placed both his hands on her heaving breasts and began to roughly squeeze them. "A dildo? You have used a dildo? Tell me more, bitch?"
Alice was now terrified to tell Freddie the truth. The truth being that, just a month or so ago, she and Louise had got naked and took it in turns to fuck each other with a black strap-on-dildo. Louise had fucked her, just like Freddie was fucking her, on her back, in the missionary position, but she had been much tender, kissing her and gently playing with her breasts. Louise then asked to be fucked on all fours, like a dog. She wanted to be spanked as well. Louise seemed to like things a little rough.
But Alice and Louise had sworn to each other to keep their lesbian love a secret. But that was before Alice met her Master, the man who was currently raping her. Did her loyalty to the girl she loved and promised to protect supersede her duty to satisfy her Master?
No. Her duty was to her Master, knowing that her new role in life was to serve and please him, even if this meant betraying her friend. So, with this in mind, she decided to reveal her secret to her Master: "I-I used the dildo, with my friend..." She mumbled, telling him the shocking truth.
"Your friend? Who? Who was that?" He urgently enquired, his voice betraying his curiousness. He naturally thought it was a boy she had been fooling around with and fully expected to hear details about some sort of boyfriend that she had on the sly.
"It was my girlfriend, L-Louise..."
"What!" He shouted out, shocked by what he had just learnt. The bitch had been fooling around with another girl? He never would have thought it possible, not in a million years. Prior to him turning her into a slut, she had come across as such a dull dowdy thing. But deep down she was a practicing lesbian, someone who fooled around with other girls? And at the same time she liked big cock? Could it be that he had found the perfect slutty schoolgirl? A teenager who would service his cock as well as other young, beautiful girls? As he registering this fact, he swore his deck grew another inch.
"You-you have been fucking another girl? How is this possible? What has been going on? Tell me everything, bitch!" He desperately wanted to know more and to understand what this girl was about. But whatever the reason was, he knew it was good news. Very good news in fact. Instinctively he started to fuck her again, slowly, as he wanted her to be able to answer him properly.
"I-I have made love to my girlfriend Louise, just once." She replied, as she clutched her teddy even closer to her breast, hoping this would give her some comfort as she continued to betray the girl she loved. "We used the dildo on each other... Oh Daddy, be gentle with me, you are fucking me so hard. Oh! Oh! Oh!... Yes, Daddy, we fucked each other with a dildo... Oh that is so big, your cock is so big in my little pussy..."
"Tell me everything bitch, don't miss anything out, you dirty fucking whore. Oh God that is so good. You are such a good fuck! Your fucking pussy is so tight! Who is this girl? Is she a hot dirty schoolgirl like you?" Understandably he was excited about his discovery and wanted to probe her further. He wanted to know everything about her mysterious lover. But before she could answer, he started to fuck her hard, each thrust causing those delicious tits to wobble like big blobs of vanilla jelly and for the poor teenager to scream out.
"Oh Daddy, be gentle with me, you are fucking me too hard. Oh Daddy... Yes, yes, she is a dirty schoolgirl like me..."
"Is she hot like you?"
"Yes, Daddy, she is beautiful."
"Is she the same age?"
"Yes."
"Oh that is fucking beautiful..." He was close. The thought of two young teenage schoolgirls fooling around was the stuff of dreams . "What did you do, bitch? What did you do together?"
"Oh Daddy, we made love to each other. We played with each other's breasts, we licked each others pussy. And then Daddy, we fucked each other with the dildo. Oh Daddy, I have been naughty haven't I? Oh Daddy, I need you to spank me! Oh Daddy I need you fuck my naughty pussy... Oh that's it Daddy, fuck my pussy hard! Oh! Oh! Oh!"
"Yes, you have been a very naughty schoolgirl. Yes, you need to spanked! Oh God yes, you need to be fucked. Oh God yes, you need it... Reach down and play with my balls... Yes, that's it, use both hands, gently play with my balls while I fuck you..." Alice let go if the teddy and as ordered reached forward to play with his big old hairy sack. "Oh yes, so good, so good... You will bring Louise to me so I can fuck her too, do you understand?"
"Oh yes Daddy, I will do as you say." Oh Daddy, will you fuck us both at the same time? Will you fuck two schoolgirls at once, Daddy? Will you force us to make love to each other while you watch? Oh yes, Daddy, fuck me hard! Oh Daddy I am close..." The thought of Freddie fucking the two of them, raping Louise as he was raping her, allowed Alice to wallow in previously undiscovered levels of filth.
And as for Freddie, Alice's all to honest pleas to be part of a schoolgirl orgy, where his dick would take centre stage, appealed to him far too much. "Yes bitch, I will do all those things. Oh yes, I will fuck two schoolgirls at once, I will make the two of you suck my cock together and I will fuck both of your teenage pussies!"
This thought made the two of them reach their stunning climax. "Oh bitch, I am cumming, there I am cumming, take all of my spunk you lovely whore. Ohhhhhh!
"Oh yes Daddy! Cum in my little pussy! Oh yes Daddy cum in my tight little pussy. Oh Daddy, I can feel it! Oh my God, Daddy! I am cumming too. Oh Daddy, I am cumming..."
Fifteen minutes later
Alice had been forced to remove all of her clothes other than her heels, stockings, suspenders and school tie. She had been ordered to place both her hands on top of her chest of drawers, lean forward, spread her legs and thrust out her arse. Behind her, holding his leather belt in his hand, was Freddie who was busy lashing the poor girl's now tender bottom cheeks. He was punishing her for not telling him about Louise earlier. He deemed it a serious offence which merited a thrashing. He had been at this now for a good ten minutes. Her bottom had turned to a deep shade of red. She had initially screamed for him to stop, to show her some mercy. She had apologised for not telling him and claimed it was only because he hadn't asked. This did not impress him. However he was impressed with her fortitude for, despite the violence of his attack, she never once flinched from making sure that her bottom was presented to him as ordered.
Alice was also fortunate enough to watch Freddie thrash her as she was looking straight into her dresser mirror. She thus had a perfect view of her Master, still dressed in his military uniform, cruelly applying the leather belt to her teenage cheeks. He had a look of cold ruthless determination about him and, combined with his austere military clothing, it made his attack seem the more sinister. Especially since it was being applied to a young, defenceless teenager who was virtually naked.
His strokes were powerful and without compromise. Each lash caused the poor girl to lunge forward, her big tits swaying back and forth, and she would always let out a loud scream.
He had insisted that she kept on her school tie. He had told her it was because he wanted to be reminded that he was punishing a schoolgirl.
She meanwhile looked at Freddie through the mirror and saw how he would grimace each time he brought his big arm down and applied the leather belt to her bottom. He had a look of a man who wanted to genuinely punish her. He had also started to sweat profusely, this no doubt caused by a combination of having just raped her and the energy he was now putting in to whipping her.
"Oh Daddy, please be gentle. Please be gentle. I am sorry. I am sorry." She said to him, fearing that her bottom could no longer take any more abuse.
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"Bitch, you need to be punished. You have to understand that I should have been told about Louise. That was important information that should never have been withheld."
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"I needed to know that you like girls!"
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"As well as big cock!"
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"P-please Daddy... Ooh ouch! That hurts! I am sorry I did not tell you. I will make sure it never happens again. Ouch, oh Daddy..."
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"Daddy please, I am your bitch. I will do what you say, ohh..."
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"Yes, bitch, you will, oh you will, and you can start by bringing me Louise."
Thwack!
Thwack!
Thwack!
"Yes, Daddy, I will, I will bring her to you. Oh Daddy, I will bring her to you so that you can fuck us both."
"Yes, bitch, you will." Finally satisfied with his work, he threw the belt on to the floor. His face was flush with anger and covered with sweat. He looked down at his work and saw that her bottom was now a deep dark shade of red. "Yes, I will fuck you both. You will both learn how to serve Daddy's cock. Together." He then gently placed his hand on her inflamed buttocks and gently stroked them.
Alice noticed for the first time that tears were streaming down her face, her punishment had been so severe that crying was inevitable. What was not inevitable however, or what Alice did not think should have been inevitable, was the reaction of her pussy, which had once more become aroused. Was this due to the whipping or was it because of the talk of the threesome? Probably a combination of both. Panting out loud and licking her lips, she began to now seriously think about what it would be like to be fucked by Freddie with Louise. She knew it was wrong to procure Louise, another innocent schoolgirl, for this old sick man, for him to abuse and to fuck. But at the same time the thought appealed to her. She looked into the mirror so she could see Freddie and asked, "What, what would you do to us Daddy?
"I take it your friend is still a virgin like you were?"
"Yes, Daddy she is."
"In which case she would need to be trained. First, I would ask that both of you shaved your pussies so they are completely bald. And then you will make love to each other in front of me. You will both wear identical outfits: you will both dress up as slutty schoolgirls." He then leaned forward and picked up the dildo that Alice and Louise had used. Before he had whipped her he had asked her to get it out for him. Now he intended to use it. "Yes, you will kiss, play with each others tits and spank each other's bottoms."
"Oh Daddy, that is very naughty." Alice was clearly aroused by the idea of two schoolgirls, dressed up in a slutty revealing way, performing for this dirty old man.
"Yes, it is, but you are a naughty girl, aren't you Alice?
"Yes, I am a naughty girl, Daddy. Oooh!"
Freddie had inserted the dildo into her pussy and as he fucked her with it, he unzipped himself and removed his cock which had once more regained its power and glory. He leaned over towards the dresser and this time picked up some hand cream. That will do, he thought.
"You will then both suck my cock. Since she is the virgin, she will suck it and you will lick my balls. You will show her how to do it properly. I will then cum in her mouth." He started to apply liberal amounts of cream to his cock, lubricating it fully. "I will then fuck her in her pussy. You will prepare her pussy by licking it. When I fuck her I expect you to play with my balls, and also I will take my cock out and you will suck it."
"Oh Daddy..."
"And finally, when I have finished with her pussy, I will put her on all fours and you will lick her bottom!"
"Her bottom?"
"Yes, bitch, her bottom."
"Because I would fuck the bitch in her arse. Her virgin teenage arse!"
And to show Alice that this depraved activity would not be limited just to Louise, Freddie inserted the tip his cock in her anal opening and pushed away. "Oh Daddy. Oh Ouch!!! Take it out, it is too big, not there Daddy, it is too big. Owwwwwwwwch! Daddy, p-please take it out, this is not right. I don't want to be fucked there. Oh Daddy, please, don't rape my bottom..."
Freddie grabbed hold of her hair and yanked her head back. "You will not tell me where I can or cannot fuck you bitch!" And then to make his point, in anger he rammed half of his cock up her virgin arse. "Yes, bitch, you will learn to take my fucking cock in your arse!"
"No, please, don't, it hurts! Take it out! Oh this is not right...."
"Don't be silly! Oh yes, so fucking tight! So fucking tight. Like your mother, you will learn to take my big cock in your bottom! She resisted, you know, the first time I fucked her there. But as you saw, she learnt to love it. Just like you will!"
Despite the pain emanating from her bottom, Alice heard every word of what Freddie had just said and, if true, recognised its horrific significance. "What do you mean, my mother?"
"Who do you think fucked her that day, you silly bitch? Yes, it was me. I am the man, among others, who have been regularly fucking her I have fucked her everywhere. She loves it. And when I saw your picture, I knew I had to have you too. Indeed, it was me who was fucking her in the arse when you came home early that day.
"No, that can't be true, p-please, no..." She cried, horrified to learn that the man who was raping her was apparently the same man who had fucked her mother, that he had never been here to offer her comfort and it had all been part of a deliberate plan to take the daughter, just as he had taken the mother. She had never thought that someone could be so cruel, so ruthless.
But despite his talk, she still could not accept the awful truth. She did not want to acknowledge that the same cock that was in her bottom, had been in her mother's!
"No, my mother would not have done those things with you. No, it is not possible!"
"Of course it is bitch, being a whore runs in the family! There, take that, take all of my cock in your schoolgirl ass you dirty fucking whore! God that is so fucking tight..."
"Oh God! No, take it out! It is too big, take it out..."
Freddie ignored her and, with his cock now firmly implanted in her bottom, he yanked her head back, moved his head forward and whispered into her ear. "Bitch, just like your mother, you are now my whore. To do with as I please and to fuck how I want. You will please me, my friends and will do everything I tell you to do. Just as your mother does.
"Do you know where she is now? She is being fucked my three black men. They are all probably fucking her together, she will have a cock in her pussy, arse and mouth and will serve them all at once. And you know what, she will love it!"
"No, that's not true!"
"Of course it is! Your mother is a dirty fucking whore who now lives for cock. She can't get enough of it. It was I who seduced her, who turned her into a slut, just like I am turning you into one too!"
"No..."
Freddie then straightened up and, still holding on to her hair, he started to fuck her in her arse. "Take my cock in your arse! That's it, take my cock you dirty whore!"
"No! No! No!"
Alice, with her head yanked up by Freddie, was forced to look straight into the mirror where she saw the horrifying image of her attacker raping her bottom. She could again see the cold determination of a man who wanted to take what he wanted regardless of the feelings of his victim and she knew that nothing she could say or do could stop him. And deep down she realised what he had said about her and her mother was true. It made sense that they both would be attracted to the same type of domineering, cruel man. They were both supposedly independent intelligent women, but inside they wanted to be dominated and treated like whores.
The pain of this reality had, to a certain degree, numbed the pain of the huge cock splitting her bottom. But not completely. "P-please, you are raping my bottom. You are raping my schoolgirl virgin bottom! It is too big, Daddy, please stop!"
"Be quiet bitch, I want your arse. It is so tight, it is so beautiful. Oh God yes, I need to fuck it!" Freddie then started to pound away with all the vigour he could muster. Alice carried on screaming out, pleading for mercy, for him to stop raping her. But this merely spurred him on to fuck her harder. With his free hand he started to spank her bottom, wanting her to feel the force of his power. To know that her body belonged to him completely.
She looked at herself in the mirror and saw this young petit, beautiful, once innocent schoolgirl, naked but for her seductive naughty lingerie and school tie, which had been cleverly left on to highlighted her schoolgirl innocence, being pounded in the arse buy this huge vicious old man who was still dressed in full military uniform.
The contrast could not have been more stark. Youth, innocence, beauty. Decadence, evil, animal. And ever since the debauched activities of today had taken place, this was the first time, thanks to the mirror in front of her, that Alice could properly see and appreciate the tableau taking place.
It should have disgusted her. But it did not. The sight of this man raping her bottom, spanking her, somehow made her feel special. It made her feel like a true whore. She now understood that this was her destiny and was thankful that Freddie, her Master, had taken the time to bestow his genius upon her.
For the next few minutes he continued to fuck and spank her bottom. Her tits swayed back and forth with each stroke. And as Freddie continued with his rape, his mouth remained open, panting with delight at his latest conquest. His joy was so much, saliva could be seen dripping from his mouth. This man was well and truly a beast and the beauty he was raping was beginning to enjoy having her bottom raped.
And after a while, she could not disguise this fact.
"Oh yes Daddy, rape me harder. Rape my bottom! Your cock is so big, it feels so good in my little ass! Oh Daddy! Yes! Yes! Yes!"
"You are a good bitch. Yes, just like your mother, you are a good bitch"
"Yes, Daddy I am your bitch. You can fuck me how you want. Oh yes Daddy, fuck me in my bottom, that feels so goooood!"
Freddie then did something that surprised Alice. She had assumed that he would want to carry on fucking her bottom until he came, but Freddie had other ideas. Other dirty ideas. He fancied some ATM. So, pulling out of her arse, he ordered her to get down on to her knees. She naturally obeyed.
"Open your mouth, bitch and suck my cock. A bit of ass-to-mouth never hurt anyone." Alice, now knowing how futile it was to object to anything her Master asked of her, regardless of how disgusting the request might be, meekly opened her mouth and allowed him to effortlessly glide six inches of his cock down her teenage throat. "Oh that's it, bitch, suck my cock. Can you taste your ass on my cock? I bet you can. That's it suck it, play with my balls... Oh that is good, so fucking good... Oh God, I can't hold out much longer... Oh I am cumming, I am cumming..."
And Freddie, for the third time that day, emptied his spunk into his teenage schoolgirl whore. As he looked down on the poor thing and saw how she was desperately trying to swallow all of his spunk, he was already plotting how he intended, next time, to make sure Alice's lover, Louise, would be the one accepting his cum.
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Alice finished applying red lipstick to her girlfriend, Louise. "There, you look perfect." She confidently told her. Louise turned and looked at herself in the mirror. Indeed she did look perfect. That is if you are trying your best to look like a slutty sexy schoolgirl whore, rather then a sensible teenager.
Louise was wearing the sexy schoolgirl outfit that she and Alice had purchased just a few weeks ago. It consisted of five inch black high heels, a tiny grey pleated mini skirt, which barely covered her bottom, and which revealed the tops of her black stockings and the white cream flesh above. In addition, she had on black suspenders which darted up her skirt to be attached to a black garter belt. Up top she had on a tight, white shirt made from transparent cotton resulting in her breasts being visible since they were not protected by any bra. She also wore her school tie to emphasize that she was, after all, a teenage schoolgirl.
They had also shaven their pussies bald. Alice told her that their Master wanted it this way. To highlight their innocent teenage beauty.
Louise was the image of a young Katie Holmes (the wife of Tom Cruise) when she was appearing in Dawson's Creek many years ago. She had a stunning angelic face with long black hair coupled with the body of a porn queen. She was very slim, but was fortunate enough to be endowed with large breasts - 34DD - which were totally disproportionate to the rest of her slim teenage body.
Her body was in fact the mirror image of her best friend, and recent lover, Alice. Alice was also wearing the exact same outfit as Louise and, as well as both being stunning, they were the same age, eighteen years old. And where Louise had black hair, Alice was the opposite by being a natural blonde. She too had disproportional large breasts and a slim figure.
They were still teenagers attending school and were at an age and time in life when everything was still supposed to be innocent and pure. It should not have been a time where they turned into schoolgirl whores.
Alice put her arm around Louise's waist as they both looked at themselves in the mirror. They presented quite the picture, she thought. Two sexy slutty teenagers both dressed in a way that would not look out of place on the set of a teenage porno film. But these girls were not porn actresses. They were young schoolgirls dressing in a way to pleasure their new Master and his big cock.
"Should we be doing this?" Louise asked nervously, looking at Alice.
"Of course, darling." She replied, turning to face Louise. She then moved her hands up from her waist and gently started to stroke Louise's face. Louise was understandably nervous and it had taken a considerable amount of persuasion on Alice's part for her to even turn up today.
Alice, after being raped by Freddie, had promised him that she would procure him Louise. This, despite the fact that Alice and Louise were best friends, and had sworn to each other to keep their elect lesbian sessions forever secret.
They went to school and church together and had, over the years, formed the closest of friendships. Too close in fact. A couple of months ago, they were alone in Alice's bedroom. They were preparing for their school debate - the debate was: "Are women in today's society still held back by men?" Alice and Louise were naturally arguing the case that women are indeed still held back and needed to be a lot more aggressive in exerting their rights in the workplace. It was classic feminist stuff and it came easy to the both of them since they were both committed feminists. A lot of their friendship was based on this. They had both eschewed the traditional activities of girls their age, which included dressing up and getting to know boys. Instead they were totally immersed in academia and the pursuit of high achievement at the expense of all else. And this meant not getting involved either with boys, or girls who liked boys, and instead concentrating on their school work.
In essence, they were geeks and it was this pursuit of academic excellence that drew the girls together and, as the years progressed, and their other friends began to develop other normal interests, they became even closer. So much so that, outside their family, their relationship was the next closest thing the girls had. They spent all their time together, both at school and out of it. They were viewed as a couple of misfits by the other girls and as such were, for the most part, ignored. That didn't bother them. The other girls didn't understand. And as they began to wear even shorter skirts and blatantly flirt with boys from other schools, Louise and Alice seemed to rebel and wear even more dowdy outfits, refusing to make any effort with their appearance, despite their obvious beauty. And they would never date boys, who, seeing their potential, would often ask them out.
As they prepared for their debate, they both sat on Alice's bed. The hour was late. Alice's parents were out and their conversation had moved on from the subject matter of the debate and on to relationships. They both agreed that having a man could potentially hold them back. They would get married, kids would come along and then they would have to stay at home and forgo their careers whilst the husband carried on with his. This was unacceptable. Wouldn't it be better if they were in a loving relationship where both parties properly understood the needs of the other? They agreed that such a relationship would be virtually impossible with a man. They looked at their parents relationships, where both sets of mothers had given up work to become stay-at-home-mums. The solution of course would be to be in an all girl relationship Louise said! They both giggled at this. Louise pressed on - I mean two girls who understood the needs of each other, who respected the other and where both could have successful long term careers without having to deal with horrible men was surely better than marriage?
Alice readily agreed. She said a relationship such as theirs was an example of two girls working perfectly together. Louise could not disagree. She sensed the moment. Moving forward, she planted a kiss on Alice's lips. Alice did not resist. The rest was beautiful. It seemed to come naturally to the both of them. They stripped off but, at Louise's insistence, they kept on their black flat shoes, white knee socks and school tie. She said it made them look sexy. First they knelt on the bed and kissed, their big teenage tits rubbing up against each other. Then they played with each others breasts, gently kissing them, sucking on the nipples and massaging them. Following this, they licked each other pussies, learning how to massage their lover's clit and to bring about an orgasm.
The next time they met, things got a bit more interesting. Louise had been brave enough to visit a sex shop and purchase a strap on dildo. They fucked each other with it. Alice in the missionay position, Louise in doggie. Again they kept on their black flat shoes, school tie and knee socks.
For their next session, Louise had decided that they should purchase new outfits, apparently they needed something more appropriate for their love making. Something sexy. Something for their eyes only. And they were the outfits they were wearing today. They had been bought just for their own pleasure and neither of them had ever thought that they would be wearing them for an old perverted man and a man that Alice described to Louise as her "Master".
Louise was still not convinced that she should be doing this. "Alice, I don't think this is right. I mean, didn't we promise that we would only love each other? That man would only hold us back. Are you sure about him, he is old? Very old, right? Should we really be allowing such a man to take us this way? Should you be calling him your "Master"? I don't think this is right. I shouldn't be doing this. Perhaps I should go home..."
"Look, Louise, it's going to be ok. I underatand your fears but, as I said earlier, once you have sampled a man with a big cock, it is impossible to go back. And it is glorious. I can't believe we have been so wrong for so long. A girl needs to serve a man, someone who will dominate her, someone who will order her what to do and she will feel that she has no choice but to obey. Inside, you know it is true. Up and until now, we have just been too proud, and foolish, to admit it."
Louise looked down. She knew that Alice was right.
When she had first phoned her a few days ago, all excited and out of breath, and told her what had happened with Freddie, Louise's initial reaction was one of disgust and horror. How could Alice do all of those horrible things with another man? And then, to make matters worse, betray her trust by revealing their secret to him? Louise slammed the phone down and refused to talk to her. The next day, for the first time in several years, she avoided any contact with Alice. It was only that evening, when Alice arrived, uninvited at her home, that she was forced to confront her. Her parents were out so she could vent her full anger at her. But Alice did not flinch. She understood why Louise was so angry and once she had finished shouting at her, Alice calmly explained to her in detail what had happened, and why it had happened.
And Alice proved to be quite persuasive. She explained why young girls needed a Master. Despite previously believing that they could be independent, she had rapidly discovered that she in fact needed to be dominated, controlled, led and generally abused by a powerful man. Those who clung on to the misguided belief that they were independent and just needed to be "loved" by someone, were always invariably missing one crucial fact: being fucked roughly was what girls needed and wanted. And it was this last point that resonated most loudly with Louise. When Alice had made love to her, she was the one who liked it rough. However, the idea of a man, instead of her friend, treating her roughly, raping her, taking her in every hole against her will, ignited some hidden dark fantasy that she could not just ignore. Try as she might.
So rather then confront her inner demons, Louise ran upstairs to the relative safety of her bedroom. She wanted to be alone but Alice quickly followed, wanting to comfort her, to tell her everything would be ok. She did this by making love to her. Louise may have been crying her heart out, but soon they were both stripped off, down to their white cotton socks, school tie and flat black shoes. In no time they were embracing, kissing, tits rubbing up against each other, pussies grinding forward and hands lovingly caressing each others bottoms. Alice then took out from her schoolbag the strap-on-dildo and told Louise to get on all fours on her bed. Louise was only too happy to oblige since this was her favorite position. Alice then climbed on and entered her from behind.
Fortunately for the both of them, there was a mirror on the wall directly in front so they could see exactly what was going on. As Alice began to fuck her, both sets of tits began to shake. Louise, mouth open, began to gently pant, she liked it this way. She liked to be fucked like a dog. However, after a minute or so, things took an unexpected turn. Alice began to spank her bottom and started to call her "a naughty girl." She had never done that before. Louise was shocked but maintained her position on all fours. Alice then grabbed hold of her long black hair and, yanking her head back, began to fuck her hard. With her other hand she carried on spanking her and calling her a "dirty naughty bitch who needs a Master".
Louise did not know what to do. Her mouth was open in horror and she was begging Alice to stop, to be gentle. But Alice continued to fuck and spank her hard, her language becoming more and filthier. She wanted to teach Louise a lesson. A lesson that being fucked rough was the only way forward.
And it worked.
Despite her best efforts, Louise could not help but become utterly aroused by the hard fucking. The feeling of being taken roughly, even by another young schoolgirl, ignited in her previously unknown levels of passion. She started to wonder how it would feel if she was instead being roughly fucked by a man? A man with a big fat cock who would rape her, as he had raped Alice. She had always preferred it rough, but she now understood that she needed things to be rougher. A lot rougher.
As she looked into the mirror and saw Alice pound away in her pussy, her big tits bouncing up and down and her face screwed up in anger as she spanked her naughty bottom, it was at that moment she knew that she needed a man to dominate and fuck her. A young girl was not enough. She needed a cruel man to spank, fuck and rape her. As she understood this, she came...
Back at Alice's home...
Louise was still nervous about what was happening to her. "I am still not sure. What if I can't take his cock? You said it was huge, much bigger then the dildo! I am not sure I can handle that?"
"Of course you can, don't be so silly. You have a body built for big cock. Trust me. If I could handle it, so can you. Now come on, we have already kept our Master waiting for too long..." And with that, Alice began to lead Louise, reluctantly, out of her bedroom and downstairs where their Master was eagerly awaiting their arrival...
Freddie Jackson, high ranking General in the British Army, commander of Her Majesty's forces in the Middle East and generally respected worldwide for his grasp of complex military matters, was also a confirmed pervert. He was a man who took enormous pleasure in gratifying his gross sexual appetite through the abuse of the young female flesh. Generally his victims tended to be young wives, coerced into performing for him; but, every now and again, he would stumble across the delights of teenage schoolgirl pussy. And, if truth be told, this was his favorite kind of pussy. Innocent. Virgin. Tight. Corruptible. What more could an evil old pervert ask for? Well, two schoolgirl pussies, to be precise.
And that was what he was about to experience.
He had helped himself to a glass of Alice's father's fine 12 year malt whiskey, sat himself down in a comfortable leather chair and awaited the arrival of his two young victims, one of whom he had raped just a few days earlier. He took a gulp of the fine liquor and contemplating how good life was for some people. Then, he took out a big fat Cuban cigar, lit it up and puffed away as he looked forward to the day's events.
He did not have to wait too long for, a couple of minutes later, Alice and Louise both emerged and a stunning vision of teenage schoolgirl slutty beauty was presented to him. Both were dressed in their little tight schoolgirl uniforms showing off their bodies to the maximum for this evil man's pleasure and, on seeing them, choked on his fine malt whisky. He had of course seen Alice before, but this was the first time he had had the pleasure of meeting Louise. She was, if anything, slightly more beautiful than Alice, although for understandable reasons, she seemed a great deal more nervous. As they had entered the room, tottering on their ridiculous high heels, Louise looked down, not daring to look up at her new Master. Her face was bright red and her big chest heaved up and down, no doubt terrified with what was about to happen to her. Rarely had Freddie been offered such an innocent beauty to abuse and his huge cock responded accordingly.
They came to stand a couple of meters away from Freddie, who remained seated in his chair. Louise clasped her hands in front of her and looked down, unknowingly adopting the classic submissive pose for a naughty whore. She indeed did feel utterly terrified being in the presence of Freddie, dressed as she was, waiting for him to abuse her. And she had never felt so naked in all her life, without actually being naked. She knew that her skirt was too short to properly cover her bottom and that the tops of her black stockings were on display. And, wearing no bra, the thin cotton material of her shirt afforded her naked breasts no protection from the leering eyes of this old man.
And leer he did.
Alice, who appeared to be only slightly more confident than Louise, also clasped her hands in front of her but she was at least able to meekly look up towards her Master. It had been a few days since he had raped her mouth, pussy and arse - the hatrick of holes - and she was still rightly nervous of being in his presence. Although she had come to enjoy the attack, since it had appealed to her inner desire to become a submissive whore, just like her mother, she was still unsure of what was expected of her and her lover, Louise. She knew that whatever it was, it would involve them submitting their young bodies to whatever disgusting request their Master desired. No doubt their pussies and bottoms would have to be made available to his enormous cock, and with one, or possibly both of them, having their bottoms spanked or whipped. The thought of the pain that all this would involve, and also of the pleasure, made the whore lick her lips with desire. Her pussy had already started to leak juices and her nipples were once more piercing the thin cotton of her shirt. She was eager for things to begin...
"Master, as you asked, please meet Louise, my lover. I hope our appearance meets with your approval?" Alice felt it was her duty to speak first, and introduce her lover to her Master.
Freddie had not been able to keep his eyes off the teenagers', such was their beauty. And of course he was satisfied with their appearance, more than satisfied and was struggling to keep his emotions in check. He wanted to stand up and fuck these whores right there and then; rip open their blouses and suck on their succulent, big tits. Play and spank their bottoms. Lick their pussies. And then cum over the angelic faces, defacing their beauty with his old evil seed. However, he needed to remain in control and not turn into some hysterical adolescent school boy. So quickly he got a grip of himself - he was their Master, the man who was always in control, he could not allow these teenagers to sense his desperation.
"Yes, yes you have dressed just as I had hoped. You look like perfect teenage schoolgirl whores. Very good! Very good!" He said, despite his best efforts, struggling to contain the emotion in his voice. He took a big gulp of whiskey, which helped him calm down.
"And so this is young Louise. Please to meet you at last, my dear. Alice was right, you are beautiful. Very beautiful. Look up at me, please." Louise obeyed and slowly moved her head up and, for the first time, looked directly at Freddie. She saw a good looking man in his 60s smiling up at her. Somehow his look was reassuring and, instinctively, she smiled back in a sweet, girly way. "I am glad you could make it. You have so much to learn. So much to learn... No doubt Alice has explained to you why you are here?"
She slowly nodded her head.
"And how do you feel about this? How do you feel about being here to serve my big cock?" He said this in such a matter of fact way that his calmness did much to unnerve poor Louise. And of course Louise did not know what to say or how to handle the situation. All she could do was just look down again at the floor, her face burning red with embarrassment.
"You know you will have to suck my cock?" Freddie pressed on, enjoying humiliating the young teenager. "And you will also have to fuck it. In your pussy and probably in your bottom." Still nothing from Louise. "Are you able to do this? Are you happy with this?"
Louise wanted to turn around and run out. She was terrified. The way he was speaking was as if he was her teacher giving her a particularly difficult assignment. But he was no normal teacher and this was no normal assignment. Every ounce of intelligence that this bright girl possessed was telling her that this sick perverted man should not be allowed to lay even one old finger upon her young body. But she remained routed to the spot. Her high heels did not, or could not, move and take her away from this monster. She could not be sure why she was behaving in such an irrational way, but she had a suspicion that her soaking wet teenage pussy may have had something to do with it.



"You know you will become my fuck toy, Louise. You will become a whore that I will abuse and enjoy at my will. Just like Alice. Is this something that you want? Is this something that you think you can handle?"
Still silence. Freddie took this as acceptance.
"You are beautiful Louise, and I am going to fuck you hard. So hard that you are going to scream for mercy. I am going to fuck you into submission, you dirty whore..." He could now barely contain his excitement as he verbally abused the poor girl. He wanted to let her know what he was going to do to her and what she would become for him. There was no need, as there had been with Alice, for any elaborate seduction. This bitch knew why she was here and that she was duty bound to serve his dick.
As he looked on in delight at his new victim, she, in turn, was shaking with fear. Her legs were feeling like jelly and she thought that, at any moment, they would give way and she would collapse on to the floor in a heap of girly hysteria. Tears began to swell up in her eyes and she started to quietly sob to herself...
However, it was not quietly enough to not to be heard by Alice. Alice, throughout the verbal attack, had been standing next to Louise in deferential silence to her Master. He, after all, had the right to say, and do, whatever he wanted to his new bitch. She, in turn, looked on with a mix of excitement and fear. Excitement, because all the things her Master was describing were things that she herself had been forced to do only a few days ago. And fear because she was genuinely fearful over how Louise may react. There was a risk, a real risk that she would run out and tell her parents about what had been going on. She was not sure that Freddie had grasped this danger. This time he had no leverage over Louise like he had had with her. Perhaps she had oversold Louise's willingness to become a whore and Freddie was taking it at face value that she was already his. This, in hindsight, was perhaps a dangerous assumption to make. Alice, conscience of the damage that an out of control hysterical Louise could cause, decided to take things into her own hands.
So, without being ordered by her Master, she turned towards Louise, placed her hands on her arms and turned her around so she was facing her and no longer facing Freddie. Her Master now had a profile view of the two, innocent schoolgirls.
"It's ok my darling, everything's going to be ok. You have to trust me on this. I know this is what we need..." Desperately trying to offer some comfort, she then gently placed her finger under Louise's chin and lifted her face up so she was now looking straight at her. Louise opened her mouth to speak but, before she could utter a word, Alice moved forward and kissed her. It was a gentle kiss and Louise's mouth instinctively opened to allow her lover's tongue to enter. Lovingly they embraced one another and Alice began to stroke her face as she kissed her. Louise in turn responded by enthusiastically by kissing back and she began to forget where she was and why she was here.
Alice then moved her hands from Louise's face and effortlessly brought them around to the young girl's bottom. She gently squeezed it before moving under the skirt to stroke the naked cheeks of the delicious teenage arse.
As the two schoolgirls made out, Freddie looked on with considerable joy. They were doing exactly what he had hoped for: performing for his sick pleasure. Inside his trouser, his huge cock began to stir in response and he adjusted his legs to allow it room to grow.
Louise meanwhile continued to put to the back of her mind all thoughts of Freddie and the cock she was meant to serve. She instead reveled in the mutual pleasure that each girl was providing to the other. Put simply, making love to Alice had become Louise's favorite past time. She could not think of anything better to do and, despite her current predicament, she immersed herself in a world of schoolgirl lesbian lust. And just as Alice was paying attention to her bottom, Louise decided to return the favor and moved her hands to her lover's petit rear, placed them under her tiny pleated micro-mini and started to play with her cheeks.
Their gentle lovemaking continued for at least a minute as they passionately embraced and played with each others naked bottoms. With their little skirts raised, their stockings and suspenders were clearly on display, as well as their bald pussies, which grinded up against each other, a clear symbol of their teenage innocence. Each girl's nipples had become erect with excitement and could clearly be seen through each girl's white shirt.
However, it was not long before Alice moved her mouth away from Louise, who in turn looked disappointed; her mouth left open waiting for Alice to return. But Alice knew that this gentle love making would not ultimately satisfy their Master, who still sat silent, watching the two teenagers make love. Whilst their sweet antics may have appealed to the girls, she knew that her Master would want things to be filthy. Very filthy in fact and she was anxious to prove to him that she was his bitch, someone he could rely on to do his dirtiest wishes. And what better way to prove that by corrupting someone she loved.
So, with this in mind, Alice's moved her hands to her lover's large tits and squeezed them through her shirt. Louise looked into Alice's face and began to pant out loud. She loved it when her tits were played with. They were so big and sensitive that they were there to be caressed. And they felt even bigger than usual but this may have had something to do with the tight shirt she was wearing, it was far too small to contain tits of such size.
She had initially been concerned that the buttons on her shirt would not be sufficiently strong to contain her tits, and that they would burst open at any moment, thus revealing them to Freddie's leering eyes. But in the end she did not need to be concerned about this since Alice decided to remedy the problem herself. She started to slowly unbutton the top of Louise's shirt, each button bursting open, desperate for release. Louise did not say or do anything; she just looked at her lover with a due sense of concern. She was quite aware of the significance of what was now happening to her. She was about to be forced to reveal her tits to another man. A man she did not want to reveal her tits to. And she knew that, if she allowed this to happen, it would not be the last thing she would be forced to reveal, or do. She was now crossing a line and knew there would be little of hope of going back. If she wanted things to stop, now was the time.
But she did not do a thing. She merely allowed Alice to unbutton her shirt all the way down to her waist and for her to open the folds to reveal the splendor of her massive schoolgirl teenage breasts. Alice then did something unexpected. Rather than play with her lover's tits, she proceeded to unbutton her own shirt deciding, correctly, that her Master would like nothing more than to see their tits rub up against each other. And in no time, her shirt was also opened to her waist and her big tits were revealed. She then moved forward to kiss Louise, who had remained motionless, mouth open, speechless with what her once prim-and-proper lover was doing.
Now, when they kissed again, their tits and nipples rubbed up against each other along with their bald pussies. Instinctively their hands had returned to their lover's bottom to squeeze and play with them. Their school ties had remained between the valley of their breasts, highlighting their schoolgirl innocence. They also began to kiss more passionately, Alice because of the excitement of corrupting her lover, Louise because of the fear of being corrupted. She knew she was performing, not for her own pleasure, but for the pleasure of the evil sadist who remained silently sitting just a few feet away.
And the evil sadist certainly did appreciate the nice subtle change of events. Revealing their breasts was absolutely necessary for him to enjoy their love making. Alice was learning well. Very well...
Freddie allowed events to continue for a little while longer before deciding to step things up himself. Alice had done a sterling effort but he knew that, from here on in, he would have to control things himself. The level of depravity required could only be instigated by someone as corrupt and perverted as himself.
"Alice, please show me Louise's bottom." Freddie calmly asked, as if he was asking this young girl for a glass of water.
Alice immediately stopped kissing her lover. She looked into Louise's eyes and saw fear. A few days ago this would have meant something to her, her lover being afraid, but now she did not care. Her sole duty was to serve her Master. As she looked into Louise's eyes, she could see that they were begging her to disobey her Master. She would soon learn that this was impossibility.
Alice took hold of Louise by her arms and gently turned her around so that her bottom was now facing Freddie. She then lifted up her skirt to reveal to him the delicious cheeks of her teenage arse, lovingly framed by her black suspenders with her g-string disappearing in between the valley of her cheeks.
Upon seeing this vision of perfection, Freddie immediately knew what it needed. "Spank it! Spank the bitch's bottom until I tell you to stop!" He ordered
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
Alice immediately applied two vicious spanks to each of Louise's cheeks. She did not hesitate to obey her Master's instructions. Indeed, she took great delight, as she had the other day, in spanking her lover's bottom. She knew it was necessary for the bitch to feel pain, for her to know that her bottom needed to be red for her Master. Men liked it that way.
Louise meanwhile said nothing other than let out loud screams of girly pain. She did not know how to react. Her lover was behaving in such a cruel way, she was lost both for words and action. Her mind was willing her to escape, but her body was telling her to stay, to allow Alice to spank her in front of this horrible man, for her to abuse her bottom and thus show him that she too was a willing whore. Somehow, it seemed like the right thing to do?
And as these terrible thoughts raged through the poor girl's mind, Alice continued to remorselessly spank her.
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
Was all that could be heard/
But then Alice spoke. "Take that you naughty bitch!" You deserve to be spanked, don't you?"
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
Spank!
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
"Ouch!"
Still nothing coherent from the errant schoolgirl. "You are a dirty schoolgirl who needs to be punished for her Master!" Alice was clearly getting into the role of being a cruel dominatrix and she was surprising herself since she did not know she had it in her to be so bad and filthy.
And neither did Freddie, who was somewhat taken aback by Alice's behaviour. He had not expected her to revel so much in punishing her girlfriend. And the sight of one schoolgirl happily punishing the other was causing his dick to throb even more painfully inside his trousers. The only solution to relieve himself of the pain was to allow his dick the room to breath properly. So, as he watched poor Louise's bottom turn a bright shade of red, he unzipped himself and removed his giant 11 inch cock. And he happily started to gently rub himself off, content with watching Alice do his dirty bidding.
Louise was now shocked by how she was reacting. Not only because she had allowed Alice to spank her, but just as she had in her bedroom days before, she was enjoying being spanked. She could not explain it. But the feelings persisted, nonetheless.
After a couple of minutes of this, and with Freddie feeling that his cock may explode, he decided to bring the proceedings to an end in order that the girls could pleasure him more directly.
"That's enough, for now. I think Louise understands her position. Louise, please could you turn around and face me." As instructed, Alice stopped the spanking and Louise, ever so slowly, turned around to face her nemesis who had now, for the first time, revealed his cock to the poor girl. Louise opened her mouth in horror when she saw him wanking himself off. She was about to scream but then she started to focus on the weapon. It was huge. Bigger than anything she had ever imagined. She had never seen a cock before and, despite Alice telling her how big Freddie was, she still did not believe they could be so big. Until now.
As she looked in awe at the weapon, she was unaware that she was licking her lips and panting. She was too busy wondering what it would be like to be forced to serve such a thing, to allow it to enter her young, tight body, for each of her holes to be stretched to ripping point. She suddenly became impressed that Alice had been able to serve it in all three of her holes, and became slightly jealous at this fact. If Alice could do it, surely she could too? No?
And as Louise contemplated this, Freddie looked on at the girl. She was no longer looking like a nervous girl, but had adopted that classic look of a whore in heat. He had seen it so often before, it was unmistakable. He correctly put it down to a combination of the spanking and her seeing his giant cock for the first time. He rightly surmised that she was wondering what it would be like to fuck. And so why not allow her to find out...
"Louise, Alice, please come over here, kneel between my legs and suck my cock." The order was given in calm, assuring way and did not, for a second, betray the considerable excitement bubbling away inside. Two teenage schoolgirls, one of whom was a virgin, and the other only recently fucked for the first time, were about to kneel in front of him and suck his big old ugly cock. Life rarely got better than this.
Alice led the way. Taking Louise by the arm, they walked towards their Master. Louise found herself walking there without even a hint of protest. She knew she should resist, to scream out her disapproval that she was being forced to partake in this disgusting act, and against her will at that. This was wrong. This was rape. But she was transfixed by his dick and, before she knew what was happening, she found herself being led down on to her knees to kneel between her Master's legs, which were now spread wide in readiness for them.
"Alice, you will need to show Louise what to do since she is a cock sucking virgin."
"Yes, Master.
"Louise, why don't you grab hold of our Master's cock first and give it a little rub." Alice said to Louise, in response to her Master's order.
Before Louise even had the chance to respond, Alice wasted no time and took hold of her hand and placed it on Freddie's dick. To everyone's surprise, including Louise, she did not immediately withdraw her hand, as she might have expected to. Instead curiosity got the better of her. She wanted to know what this great thing felt like and, with her inner whore instincts now taking over, she instinctively wrapped her little hand around it, noticing immediately that she could not clasp it properly.
My God, it felt like a massive rod of human steel flesh, she thought as she gently squeezed it. Then, without any prompting from her Master or girlfriend, she slowly moved her little hand up and down.
"Oh yes!" Was the appreciative response from Freddie. "That's it, rub my cock you naughty bitch. Learn to pleasure your Master!" Louise looked up at him as he uttered these harsh words, suddenly realising what she was doing. Without knowing it, she had started to pleasure her Master. She still could not understand how she had managed to get herself into such a predicament, it should have felt so wrong, to do something so disgusting and immoral as rubbing an old man's big cock. But her pussy was telling her something else, that this was right and that being a naughty bitch was how she should behave. She rubbed him that bit faster.
Meanwhile Alice, the original schoolgirl teenage whore, did not want to be left out. As her girlfriend rubbed their Master's cock, she started to gently squeeze his plum size balls, which elicited even more groans of pleasure from the lucky recipient. Encouraged by this, she lowered her head and began to lick his sack.
As the two girls went about pleasuring Freddie, he contemplated how easy it had been to corrupt these two teenagers. Just a week ago they were both pious preachers who believed in the sanctity of marriage, fidelity and that their morals were superior to all others. Anyone who thought differently was somehow inferior to them. They were the worse kind of hypocrites, those who believed in freedom, but thought that they could impose their moral judgments on other people. But, just as he had done with Alice's mother, he had brought them down a peg or two. Shown them that the power of big dick supersedes all else.
As Louise continued to rub his cock, Freddie calmly placed one of his hands on to one of her big tits and roughly squeezed it. "These belong to me now, bitch. Do you understand me?" Louise could not bring herself to answer. "As does all of your body. It is mine, to use as I please. And I intend to fuck you hard. In each of your virgin holes. And once I have finished with you, you will fuck my friends. Sometimes you will fuck more then one man at a time. You are my whore. Do you understand me?" Still no response from the poor girl, she just looked straight at Freddie, mouth open, tongue hanging out. She did not know how to respond to being told, with concrete certainty, that her destiny was to become a whore.
But a verbal response from the girl was unnecessary. Her look and actions spoke volumes for her hand began to move faster and faster up and down his great big pole. It was an indication, if any was needed, of her excitement as she realised what she was about to become.
"Alice, I want you to now teach your friend how to suck my cock. Make it good, otherwise Daddy will have to punish you."
Alice immediately stopped licking his balls and instead looked up at him with those sweet innocent eyes. "Yes, Daddy." She was honoured that the pupil had now become the teacher. So, with authority, she spoke to Louise. "First, you need to lick Daddy's cock. Look, I will show you. We need to start from the head and work our way down..." Alice started to lick the top of the giant cock with Louise looking on, mesmerized with what her friend was doing. "You see, it is easy. Come on, you try." Louise did not hesitate. Her competitive instincts were flowing and, despite still despising this man, she still wanted to show him that she was as every bit good a cock sucker as her friend. It was like this in school, be it math's or English, these two always had a healthy competitive rivalry. Who would have thought it would eventually extend to sucking cock.
Louise opened her mouth and allowed her tongue to gently flicker against the head of his massive weapon. She was understandably nervous, as this was the first time in her life that she had ever pleasured a man with her mouth. She found his cock to be warm and salty, and not at all unpleasant, as she had imagined. Each bitch then proceeded to lick a half of the cock head, making sure that it was totally covered by their saliva. Then, Alice, eager to continue her role as teacher, started to move downwards, licking the rest of the cock. Louise, seeing what she was up to, and anxious not to be left behind, immediately followed suit and the two teenage schoolgirl whores proceeded to give their Master a blow-job sandwich. They moved their heads up and down, each licking one side. Their heads moved in perfect harmony, up and down, up and down, lick lick. It was impressive stuff for girls so young and innocent. And as Freddie looked down on them, he realised that being a whore must run in the blood for some girls.



After a minute or so, Alice decided that her Master needed some proper oral relief. She could sense by the noises he was making that he was satisfied, but not satisfied enough. "Louise, I need you to now suck Daddy's cock." Louise stopped licking and looked at Alice. She had a permanent look of concern about her. "Yes, you need to suck it like you would suck a lollipop. Just make sure you don't scrape him with your teeth. Daddy doesn't like that. Here, take hold of it, open your mouth and suck him until he cums in your mouth."
Louise was now no longer even prepared to protest, or even show the slightest bit of unwilling. Licking this man's giant cock had seemed to set off in her an uncontrollable willingness to become his whore. Her brain had ceased to function as a meaningful part of her body. Instead her pussy has assumed complete control. It was telling her, loudly and clearly, that she needed to serve this man and give him as much possible pleasure as her virgin teenage schoolgirl body could provide.
So, with these admirable thoughts in her mind, she gently took hold of his cock, opened her mouth and allowed him to enter.
"Oh yes! That's it, suck Daddy's cock like a good little whore." Louise looked up at him as he ordered her what to do. She lowered her head a little more, allowing more of his hot rod to enter her virgin mouth. "Good! Good! Alice, play and suck my balls whilst Louise sucks my cock. Oh yes, lick them, play with them... Oh that is good... So fucking good..."
The two teenagers now eagerly served their Master. One of them was sucking on his cock and the other on his balls. And Louise was proving to be a fast learner. In no time she had managed to take in at least six inches of his huge member and was moving her head up and down, maintaining a steady rhythm, as any good slut would. She maintained eye contact with her Master, eager to see whether her actions were meeting with his approval, which they of course were.
Having witnessed the girls first make out with each other, then Alice spank Louise followed by a delicious teenage schoolgirl blow job sandwich, things were now getting all a little too much for the old man. "Yes bitch, suck Daddy's cock. Than feels so fucking good. You are a natural born cock sucker, just like Alice. Now, when I cum in your mouth, I want you to swallow it all. Do you understand me? You must swallow my cum, you dirty bitch!"
In response, Louise redoubled her efforts, delighted that she was performing as well as Alice, who meanwhile intensified her own efforts on his balls, eager not to be excluded from the proceedings.
"Yes! Yes! Oh God, I am going to cum, that feels so fucking good. That feels so fucking good. Oh yes, I am going to cum in your mouth you dirty fucking whore! Oh yessssss..." And with that, Freddie ejaculated copious amounts of warm thick spunk into the poor teenager's mouth. "Swallow my spunk your dirty whore..." And she did. All of it.
After 30 seconds or so, and after Louise had felt that there was no more spunk left to be emitted from the great man's cock, she removed it from her mouth and looked up at him, curious to know what would follow. But before Freddie could say anything, Alice immediately took hold of Louise's face, turned her towards her and gave her a long deep kiss. She was anxious to taste her Master's spunk and there followed some snowballing between the bitch's as spunk passed from mouth to mouth.
Freddie looked on approvingly.
Fifteen minutes later...
They had all adjourned to Alice's bedroom. Louise was now lying on Alice's bed on her back with numerous teddy bears strewn around her head. She had removed her shirt and skirt so was just dressed in her heels, stockings, suspenders and school tie. Her legs were spread and Alice, who had also stripped down to the same attire, was kneeling in-between Louise's legs, head down licking her pussy. This was all naturally at the behest of Freddie who had ordered the girls to strip for him and for Alice to prepare Louise's pussy for his cock. He wanted it nice and wet before he fucked her.
He, meanwhile, had stripped off. And despite his age, he was well built with muscular arms and an impressive torso, which was still covered with thick black hair. He clearly still looked after himself, as his three to four visits to the gym testified. And taken together with his harsh, rough, physical appearance, it made for a stunning contrast with the two delicate, angelic beautiful teenagers, who were making out in front of him.
As he looked on at the gentle lesbian lovemaking, he began to stroke his cock and in no time it had regained its former strength. He was now ready to fuck his victim, whether she liked it or not. So walking towards the two teenagers, with his cock bobbing menacingly in front of him, he made his way to rape Louise...
She, however, did not, at that moment, know what was about to happen to her. She had closed her eyes and had completely forgotten about her Master and the cock she was supposed to serve. Alice's lapping tongue on her pussy was the cause of this momentary lapse of reason. She was close to cumming and she made no secret of this fact as her groans became louder and louder. She had clasped a white fluffy teddy bear to her naked chest and was in the midst of her usual sexual fantasy that she played out in her mind whenever Alice made love to her. This was where she in a forest with her lover, happily making out in the wild. It did not include a huge old man with an 11 inch cock who was about to rape her.
As she played out her fantasy, Louise was thrusting her groin up and forward towards Alice's mouth. She was about to cum. However, just as she was about get to her climax, she was brought out of her reverie by the sound of her Master's booming voice: "Alice, I want you to prepare my cock so that I can fuck Louise." On hearing this, Louise opened her eyes and immediately snapped out of her fantasy. Any chance or an orgasm also evaporated.
"Yes, Master." Alice said as she obediently removed her tongue from Louise's pussy, got up and moved to kneel in front of Freddie. She opened her mouth and in no time she accepted eight inches of his cock down her throat, a record for her.
"Suck it bitch, make my cock ready for the bitch's pussy." Louise sat up a little to watch what was going on. She was clasping the white teddy even closer to her large chest, obviously she was in considerable fear for what was about to happen. She looked up at him, mouth open, not knowing what to say. She correctly figured that there was nothing she could do to prevent being fucked, so she remained silent. She then looked down at Alice, she could only see the back of her head as it moved back and forth on Freddie's cock. He in turn had grabbed hold of her head as he fucked her mouth and was now looking straight at Louise.
"I am going to fuck you bitch. I am going to fuck your virgin schoolgirl pussy." Taunting her with what was about to happen. "Are you ready, bitch, are you ready for Daddy's big cock?" She shook her head and clasped her teddy for protection. "Don't worry, you will love it. Alice, stop, I am ready."
He then walked over to the bed where Louise was. She had remained motionless, frozen with fear. Like her friend before her, she had had visions of this day when she would eventually lose her virginity. And like Alice, she had assumed that it would have been with the man she loved, on her wedding night. Not like this. Not with a man old enough to be her father, whom she had just met, whose sole desire was to use and abuse her as much as possible and who quite simply was prepared to rape her.
He got to the end of the bed and stood at its side and looked down at her. He then suddenly grabbed hold of her ankles and dragged her unceremoniously towards him until her pussy was at the edge of the bed. He then spread her legs by placing his hands under her thighs and pushing them wide and up so her feet, which still had on the black heels, were pointing up into the air. Louise did not resist. She had lost all strength and will to stop these two from raping her. Instead she clasped the teddy close to her and looked up, her eyes pleading with her captors to be gentle with her.
"Alice, place my cock at the entrance of her pussy." He ordered, as he spread Louise's legs. Alice confidently moved around to his side, her big naked tits shaking up and down with each step, and, gently taking hold of his cock, she moved it towards their victim's pussy. Louise looked up at Alice, shocked that she had now effectively become an accomplice to her rape.
Alice then began to show her new found skills as a whore. Rather then just place the cock near her lover's hole, she gently began to rub its head up against Louise's clit. She wanted her Master to appreciate how wet she had made Louise and for her to get a sense of the power of the cock she was about to serve. This rather unexpected action caused both Freddie and Louise to groan out in appreciation. Louise because her clit was so sensitive and Freddie because the softness of her wet clit against his mighty cock was delightful.
"Is her pussy wet enough for Daddy's big cock? Have I made it wet enough for you, Daddy?" She asked, cleverly teasing him in the process. Freddie looked down at her. She looked so lovely in just her black heels, black stockings, suspenders and school tie. She was licking her lips as she held his cock, obviously savoring the power she now had over him. As she rubbed his cock against her girlfriend's clit, she also started to masturbate him, causing him to groan out even louder.
"Yes, bitch! Yes! It is wet enough."
"Are you ready to fuck your little girl, Daddy? Are you ready to rape her with your big cock?"
"Oh yes, bitch, I am! Oh I fucking am!"
Freddie, who was normally the supreme commander in these situations, suddenly found himself in the unusual position of being led by another girl, and a schoolgirl at that! But she looked so lovely in her lingerie and school tie, and the way she was cleverly manipulating his dick with her small delicate hand and by talking dirty to him was causing him to lose his usual level of control over proceedings. He looked down at her and licked his lips. She looked up at him, her hand moving up and down his cock. She could see that his face was now covered in sweat and could not recall his cock ever feeling so hard. It felt like a rod of steel in her small, delicate, teenage hand. Clearly fucking a teenage schoolgirl virgin's pussy was the height of depravity for this sick old man.
"Is that nice, Daddy? Do you like your little girl rubbing your big cock? It feels so big and hard in my little hard, is the thought of raping this little girl's pussy making you excited, Daddy? On Daddy, are you planning to fuck her hard? Are you planning to cum in her tight little pussy? Or are you going to cum all over her big schoolgirl tits? Oh Daddy, you are naughty! You are so naughty fucking two little schoolgirls! Oh Daddy!"
Freddie then did something that surprised Alice. Leaning down he kissed her passionately. Alice was understandably shocked by this act of compassion, other than licking her pussy, everything else that Freddie had done to her had been rough, without tender, and for his pleasure only. But this was nice. This appeared to be the act of someone who genuinely cared.
Louise looked on as the two embraced, her legs remained spread wide up in the air, her pussy ready and waiting to be fucked. And there was something quite surreal about what was happening in front of her. Her two attackers were happily making out and it was almost as if they were celebrating their triumph in front of their victim. As far as they were concerned, she had been thoroughly conquered and, having lost the battle to retain her dignity and independence, she was now there to sate her evil conquerors pleasure and lust.
After a minute or so, Freddie broke away from Alice. He looked down at her and felt a strange feeling of closeness towards her. She was his accomplice in this rape and seemed to understand his needs, in a way that few women ever did. True, over the years he had fucked numerous whores who had pleasured him greatly, took care of his needs and participated in his depraved acts of filth. But this bitch, this girl, who was still only eighteen years old, was years ahead of her time in the way she acted as a whore. The way she was able to tease him without fear and seeming to know exactly what he wanted. She was a true find and someone to cherish and nurture. And he honestly could not remember feeling this way for any other whore. And as he looked down at her, his eyes almost betrayed what he was feeling.
Alice meanwhile sensed there was some change in her Master but could not properly discern what it was. Instead, she just wanted to carry on serving him as a dutiful schoolgirl teenage whore. "Daddy, I think you are ready to fuck your little girl now. I think she is ready to be fucked hard by your big cock."
"Yes, yes she is." Freddie was brought out of his temporary obsession with Alice by this simple statement of fact. He then looked down at the whore he was supposed to fuck. Louise was still looking up at him, the fear in her eyes all too apparent. And like Alice, she was beautiful. She had the same big breasts, beautiful face and slim body. And like Alice, she was just wearing her black heels, stockings, suspenders and school tie. And this bitch would not just look like Alice, he thought, she would become a whore like her too. A teenage whore who would understand his needs perfectly. Who would be prepared to do what he wanted, when he wanted. As such, he needed her to give him her pussy. Her virgin schoolgirl pussy.
Alice placed the head of his cock at the entrance to Louise's cunt. Despite Louise's obvious fear, this did not prevent her body was betraying her true feelings. Her pussy was soaking wet and her Master could not help but notice how aroused his victim had become at the prospect of being raped. He grinned in brutal satisfaction. The bitch was well and truly gagging for it.
"Are you ready to be fucked, bitch? Are you ready to be fucked by Daddy's big cock?" Alice by now had removed her hand from his cock and stood to one side to watch the rape properly.
Louise, meanwhile, mouth open, shook her head violently. Her Master, however, took this as a "yes". So, he pushed forward a little and, the combination of wetness and the fact that her pussy had already been opened up by a dildo meant that it did not take much for his brutal weapon to breach her virgin defenses.
"Oh that is good!" He cried out as began to move up the poor girl's tight body. In no time he had managed to insert six inches. "Oh your pussy feels so tight. Do you like my cock in your virgin pussy, you dirty fucking whore?"
Louise however was still unable to form a coherent response. Instead she merely looked up at him, her mouth wide open as she panted out loud. But if truth be told, the cock felt huge in her tight teenage body, much bigger than the dildo, and all she wanted to do was scream out loud and beg him to stop, beg him to stop raping her virgin pussy. But she couldn't. Somehow her brain was unable to form the necessary words. But then again, somehow her pussy was, at an ever alarming rate, releasing juices in order to lubricate her attacker's cock, thus making it easier for him to rape her. There was a clear inconsistency between what her brain was telling her and how her pussy was responding. Her brain was telling her rape was wrong. Her pussy was telling her that it needed to be raped by her Master.
Before she could properly analyse these contradictory feelings, Freddie lunged forward and impaled the bitch fully on to his giant eleven inch cock. "There, take it all you dirty bitch! Oh that pussy is so good! It is built to handle my big cock!" He then began to fuck her and to fuck her hard, showing her no mercy as he took what he genuinely believed was his, by right. He showed her no tenderness, no modicum of care than one might expect of a man who was taking a young girl's virginity. Instead, he rammed in to her as hard as possible. He wanted her to know that she belonged to him, and, just like her friend Alice, was now his whore.
"Take that cock, bitch! Take that cock in your schoolgirl pussy! Oh yes bitch your pussy, is so fucking tight, it feels so good..." And as he cruelly raped her, he lifted her legs even higher and wider in order to gain maximum entry. Louise looked on in shock at the violence of her attack. She had now lost her virginity and she had lost it by being raped, as opposed to making love to a man she loved. This fact alone should have disgusted her but, instead, it just made her pussy become even more wet and the squelching noise of cock in wet pussy rang out, it was like a victory cry for her assailants, if one was needed.
Her tits began to shake up and down in response to each of his violent thrusts, wobbling like big blobs of vanilla jelly. She noticed that the cock felt so much more stronger and powerful than the dildo and, coupled with the fact that she was being raped by a cruel old man, these depraved facts started to appeal to this once innocent teenager's base instincts. The sad fact of the matter was, as Louise was rapidly discovering, she, like her girlfriend Alice, was a dirty filthy whore who like nothing more than being treated like a sex slave.
And Alice had emerged to stand next to her Master as he raped her friend. The accomplice in this rape looked down as her lover was brutally fucked. She found the whole experience utterly arousing, watching the girl she loved being forced to take the very same cock that had raped her just a few days ago. Did she feel any guilt for subjecting her attacker on Louise? Not a bit of it. Instead, she wanted Louise to be fucked like she had - hard and without mercy.
She then looked up at her Master but he was no longer paying her any attention. His focus was purely on his new victim, his new whore. He was looking down at Louise, calling her his "bitch" and telling her that he loved her "fucking tight schoolgirl pussy". These were the very same compliments that he had paid to her and she strangely felt a surge of jealously flowing through her. Although she had wanted Louise to be treated like a dirty whore, she still wanted to be his number one whore. And, at the moment, unlike a few minutes ago, he was purely concerned with her friend's pussy. Somehow Alice had to be part of this act of rape, in order that her Master could appreciate her skills as a whore.
Meanwhile Louise was beginning to get those familiar feeling whenever she made love to Alice. They were the feelings she normally got just before she came. She could not help it. The brutal rape was turning her into a dirty whore. She had been unable to fight this inevitable transformation ever since she had been introduced to her Master and her feelings were a natural accumulation of his prolonged attack.
She looked up at him and saw that his face was covered in sweat and was screwed up in determination, as he pounded into her delicate, fragile body. He was a big muscular man whose chest was covered in a mat of thick, curly black hair and it made for a remarkable contrast to the eighteen year old petit, fragile, pure white body. He had a look of pure evil about him as he went about his cruel work. His mouth was open, saliva dribbling down his chin as he continued to taunt his poor victim. "Fuck that pussy, take my cock in your schoolgirl pussy you dirty fucking bitch! You love, it don't you? You love my big cock raping you. Admit it, you are a whore. Admit that you like to be raped by Daddy's big cock!"
Still no response was forthcoming from his victim. Louise was in such a state of awe at this man, who was able to take her with supreme confidence, knowing that he could rape her without any issue or comeback, that all she could do was look at him and allow him to sate his lust in her young body. There was after all nothing else that she could do.



Alice had moved to stand behind her Master. She knew what he would like. She knelt down, placed her hand on his balls and gently squeezed them. She then opened her mouth and started to lick them. Freddie, of course, immediately noticed that his balls were being played with. This was unexpected. He had not ordered Alice to do this. Instead she had taken the initiative and decided to serve her Master of her own accord, knowing that being served by two schoolgirl whores' would undoubtedly be better than one. She was some whore.
Without stopping fucking Louise, he looked down at Alice and just said, "You are a good whore." Being called "a good whore" by her Master was one of the best compliments she had ever had. Prior to meeting Freddie, she had only ever lived for praise from her teachers or Priest. Now she craved the adulation of her Master, to be told that she was doing a good job sexually satisfying his perverted needs. How times had changed, she thought. And for the better.
As he continued to rape Louise, Alice opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out so each time his balls came over her mouth, they would receive her loving attention. The combination of a warm tongue on his balls and the hot tight confines of pussy meant that Freddie was getting close to his climax. He was being served by two teenage beauties, the height of fantasy for any an old man.
"Oh that's it you whores'. Serve my cock with that pussy. Serve my balls with your tongue. You are dirty bitch's who need Daddy, aren't you? Aren't you?"
"Yes, Daddy, we need you to fuck us hard." Alice replied, the only one of the two who was still able to speak. Louise was still in a daze. Her body was responding in a way that was normal for a horny whore being raped by her Master, but that did not necessarily mean that she was able to communicate properly. All she could do was let out a deep, guttural moan, which was getting louder with each of Freddie's brutal thrusts.
Freddie suddenly, and quite unexpectedly for both the girls, withdrew his cock from Louise's pussy. It was covered with her love juices and he moved so his cock directly in front of Alice's face. "Suck my cock, bitch." Alice looked up at him and, without any hesitation, opened her mouth and allowed him to slide in, immediately tasting Louise's juices.
Previously she had managed to suck about eight inches but now she managed to contain all eleven, so determined was she to show her progress. His balls came to rest under her chin and she looked up at him, tears swelling in her eyes, hoping for some acknowledgement of her achievement. None was forthcoming since her Master had regained his sense of control and would not give out praise easily. Instead he just fucked her mouth, his balls banging against her chin each time he thrust his cock into her mouth. As she accepted it, savoring Louise's pussy juices, she realised how filthy it was to suck a man's cock after it had been in another girl's pussy. But this did not prevent her from allowing him to abuse her this way and he carried on fucking her mouth for about thirty seconds before reinserting his cock back into Louise's pussy where he carried on fucking her. Alice immediately returned to licking and playing with his balls.
Freddie repeated this process for several minutes, removing his cock from Louise's pussy and then forcing Alice to suck it. He now had two schoolgirl teenage whores' serving him - one with her pussy and one with her mouth. Life did not get much better than this. But of course such loving attention was bound to have its consequences and, after about the fourth time of shoving his cock back into Louise's pussy having had it nicely sucked by Alice, the affects were all too inevitable.
"Oh yes, bitch, that pussy is good. Oh bitch I love that fucking tight schoolgirl pussy. That's it bitch, fuck me with that tight teenage pussy of yours. Daddy likes it! Daddy likes it!"
And as he looked down at her, clearly close to cumming, Louise also began to reach her own earth shattering climax. Seeing this huge old man, covered in sweat, pounding away in her obviously in delight at raping her was all too much. Despite her better judgment, she could do nothing to stop herself from cumming and making this fact clear to her new Master.
"Oh Daddy, rape me! Yes Daddy, rape your little girl's pussy..."
These were the first words that Louise had ever uttered to her Master and they were quite poignant ones at that. On hearing them, Freddie could do nothing other then cum himself. "Oh yes, you dirty whore, I am fucking cumming, you bitch! I am fucking cumming. Ohhhhh fuck yes..."
Louise immediately followed suit, her body convulsed as waves and waves of orgasmic bliss surged through her body. "Oh Daddy, that is wonderful! I am cumming, I am cumming..."
Fifteen minutes later...
Freddie was lying on Alice's bed smoking one of his Cuban cigars. He was still recovering after having just raped Louise. And to help him recover, he had spread his legs and told Louise to suck his cock. She, in turn, was on all fours, still dressed in her black heels, stockings, suspenders and school tie happily sucking her Master off. Behind her, and also on all fours and dressed just like Louise, was Alice, but her face was pressed up against Louise's arse. Freddie had ordered her to lick Louise's arsehole and make it ready for him.
By now his cock had regained its former strength. He looked down at Louise as she went about her business. As she sucked him, she would look up at him, eager for him to acknowledge her efforts. Freddie would occasionally pat in her head and call her "a good whore" and play with her tits. For her, this was enough.
As she blew him off, Louise's actions were bringing him close but there was still one hole remaining that he had yet to sample. So, grabbing hold of her hair, he unceremoniously pulled her off his cock. "That's all for now, bitch." She looked up at him, knowing what this meant. Her arse was about to be fucked. Her virgin schoolgirl arse, to be precise. To say she was scared was an understatement. She feared that her teenage bottom would be unable to handle his huge old cock. But she had no choice in the matter. She could not resist her Master's wishes. So, she remained on all fours, waiting for her bottom to be fucked.
Freddie got up and moved so he was standing behind Alice who was still licking Louise's anal hole. She had not been ordered by her Master to stop, despite knowing he would soon be fucking her there. "That's all for now, Alice. I am ready to fuck this bitch's arse."
"Yes, Master." She replied, as she got up from the bed to stand next to him.
"Louise, move back a little so your bum is at the end of the bed." Still on all fours, she shuffled back until she her knees reached the end of the bed and her arse raised up and out for him. "Good, good." He said as the bitch moved into the required position. He then moved to stand right behind her, his cock fully erect, looking like a spear that was about to pierce her. He placed his hand on her young cheeks and stroked them, savored their silky smoothness. He then gave each cheek a few spanks in order to make them nice and red. Louise let out a small scream but did not protest or resist. She knew her bottom needed to be spanked.
Freddie then looked at Alice and said "Take hold of my cock and place it in the bitch's arse." Alice obeyed. She delicately took hold of his cock and moved it towards Louise's anal opening. Placing the head on top of her star shaped opening, she pushed the cock in. At first it would not enter, Louise's virgin arse was too tight and her Master's cock too big. But her Master decided to help her. He moved forward a little and, together, they were able to breach the walls of her sphincter.
"Oh God! P-please too big! Too big! Take it out! Take it out..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
Her Master's response was all too predictable as he scolded her for daring to question him. He then pushed in a little further and managed to get half of his cock in her bottom. "So tight, so fucking tight. I forget how tight a schoolgirl's bottom is. You bitch's need to be fucked there on a regular basis. You need to be fucked in the arse by my big cock. It will make it easier for me. And my friends. There, take a bit more, you dirty fucking whore. Oh God yes..." He then lunged forward so even more of his cock made its way up the poor girl's rectum.
"Oh p-please! Take it out!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You need your arse fucked, bitch."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You need your arse fucked by Daddy's big cock."
"No, p-please. Your cock is too big. It's too big..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Don't be silly, bitch. Your bottom is built for my big cock. There, take it all you dirty whore. You now have all of my cock in your teenage schoolgirl arse." Freddie had pushed forward and implanted all 11 inches of his giant member into her tight hole. He then leant down and grabbed hold of her swaying big tits and squeezed them roughly. "That is good, so fucking good. You will learn to take my cock in your arse. And you will learn to love it."
He then slowly began to move his cock in and out of her bottom. Just a little, at first, since he wanted to stretch her before he gave her a good, hard reaming. "Yes, yes, your arse is built to handle my cock. It feels so tight. Tell me, how does it feel to have Daddy's big cock up there? I bet you never thought your bottom could take it?"
"Please, it is too big. It hurts too much! Oh, p-please, please be gentle..."
"Nonsense! You need it rough, bitch. All girls need to be treated like dirty whores!" He then swiftly withdrew most of his cock from her arse and, almost immediately after, rammed it back in with all the force he could muster. "Take that you dirty fucking bitch!"
"Ouch!!! Oh please be gentle with my poor little bottom!"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You need to be fucked bitch, and you need to be fucked hard!" And with that, Freddie straightened up, put his hands on her tiny waist and began to fuck her hard, and without mercy.
Meanwhile Alice was still standing looking at the debauched activities taking place right next to her. She looked up at her Master, who appeared huge next to the tiny girl he was fucking. The contrast was striking -- a petit teenager was being forced to accommodate, in her bum, this giant man's enormous cock. She wondered how it was possible that Louise, like her, could take such a cock in her most intimate of holes. Unless they had been forced to, unless they had been raped, she doubted they would have ever consented to such a heinous act. She looked at Louise whose face has a look of permanent shock. Her mouth was open and she was letting out this constant, animalistic groan. She was not sure whether this was a groan of pain, or of pleasure. Louise's tits shook wildly in response to each thrust and she looked every bit the servile whore as she was forced to be fucked like a dirty dog.
Alice then decided to insert herself into the proceedings. And just as she had done before, she decided to talk dirty to Daddy. First, she moved forward and placed one of her hands on his bulging bicep and with the other, she began to stroke his hairy chest. Looking up at his face, she licked her lips and said: "Is her bottom tight enough for Daddy's big cock? Daddy, you are working hard to fuck little Louise in her arse. This is so naughty, you know. Fucking your little girl in her arse. Do you like it, Daddy? Do you like raping your little girl in her bottom?"
Freddie looked down at her, once more impressed with the way she had effortlessly transformed herself into a willing whore who knew which buttons to press in order to satisfy him. She in turn looked up at him and licked those full red lips, her mouth open in that seductive, innocent schoolgirl way. "Yes, bitch her bottom is tight, but not too tight for Daddy to fuck."
"Does Daddy want me to suck his cock? Does Daddy want me to suck his cock after it's been in another schoolgirl's bottom?" Freddie looked down, he could just about hold back from cumming after Alice had made this lewd request. She was some whore and who was he to deny her what she wanted? So, he removed his cock from Louise's arse and just looked at Alice, no words were necessary. She knew what was expected. She dropped to her knees, opened her mouth and accepted Freddie's big bad dirty cock.
"Suck my cock after it's been in your girlfriend's arse. Make it clean, for Daddy... That's it, suck all of my cock, play with my balls. You are a good bitch, you are a good bitch..."
Meanwhile Louise remained on all fours, somewhat disappointed that her Master had removed his cock from her bottom. Initially she had felt nothing but red hot pain surging through her young body as she was buggered for the very first time. But soon this was replaced by a feeling of happy acceptance that, despite the pain she was being forced to endure, she had remained on all fours with her bottom raised in order for her Master to abuse her. Even if this had meant he abused her in the most cruelest, dirtiest way imaginable. For her it had become her duty, as a slut, to allow her Master to fuck her wherever he wanted. So, as he fucked her in her arse, the pain had become irrelevant, it somehow drifted away to be replaced by an irresistible warm acceptance that she was a bitch whore who took big cock up the arse. And when he instead took his cock out and asked Alice to suck it, she was angry because she wanted be the one to serve their Master, to be the one with whom he derived the most filthy of pleasures. She could see competition ahead with her and Alice and she was ready for the challenge...
"Oh Master, fuck my ass with your big cock. Oh Master, please put that big cock of yours back into my small little bottom and fuck me hard. I need it Master, I need to be fucked like a dirty bitch." With the competition on, Louise could talk dirty, just like her friend could.
Her Master, understandably delighted by the young girl's willingness to be raped in her ass, could not ignore this most delicious of pleas, notwithstanding the delightful oral pleasure being provided by Alice. So, he removed his cock from Alice's mouth and reinserted it into Louise's arse. "Yes, bitch, you arse does need to be fucked."
"Oh yes, Daddy, your little girl needs to have her arse fucked by your big cock. Oooh Daddy, that cock is sooo big. It feels so big in my little bottom. Is my bottom too tight for Daddy? Is her bottom too tight for Daddy's big cock... Oooh, fuck me hard, Daddy, like that. Spank me Daddy, spank your naughty little girl..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Oh yes Daddy, spank me harder, spank me harder..."
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"You are a naughty whore, aren't you? Aren't you?"
Spank! Spank! Spank!
"Yes, Daddy, I am a naughty whore who needs her bottom spanked and fucked..."
And that's exactly what her Master did. Spanked and fucked her. Hard. And as he did, Alice resumed licking his balls, just as she had done earlier, tongue out caressing his sack each time it passed over her open mouth. Every now and again, Freddie would remove his cock from Louise's arse and shove it down Alice's throat, telling her to suck it clean. She always did. Then he would resume fucking and spanking Louise. He had grabbed hold on to her hair to provide further leverage as he pounded into her. This continued for a good five minutes, arse fucking followed by oral relief. But it was not long before all the relevant participants began to get close to cumming. Alice had started to play with herself, so aroused was she by being part of this utterly filthy act.
"Oh I am cumming, bitch, your arse is so fucking tight, so fucking tight..."
"Yes, Master, fuck me hard. Oh that is so good, I am cumming too, I am cumming too..."
And they came. All three of them. The Master had well and truly corrupted two, innocent schoolgirls.
THE END



        