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The Migrant Maze

Prologue

Life for orphan, Amas Afumba, had never been easy. But in saying that, it had never been quite as difficult as it was for the other fellow young men or women in the war-torn countries of Africa because he was angelic looking, almost feminine, which is why he had unusually been granted a name normally reserved for girls and been privileged enough - in this equally wondrous but God-forsaken part of the globe - to enjoy a reasonable education at a Christian school, even though he was guided by the local gods.

Therefore, Amas could speak English extremely well, along with some of the basics regarding the other disciplines of Mathematics and more importantly for him, Geography.

Subsequently, Amas knew where he was in the world and more importantly the place that he wanted to go.

This was because in spite of enough food, access to local horses or assorted wildlife that he had an almost supernatural gift or rapport for, and more admiring local girls than he could deal with because the thrusting man was already well-versed with women and truly blessed - even for a virile African - in the reproduction department, such things for him were simply incidental and unimportant as all he could think about was fleeing to England.

He had heard such wonderful fantastical stories or myths about being a veritable land of milk and honey, where great riches were freely given to everyone and you only had to appear on their venerated shores to immediately lead the type of privileged existence he could barely comprehend or envisage.

Therefore, after planning, stealing and saving what money he could scrape together for many years, and at the still juvenile age of nineteen - although with his innocent face and slight build he looked much younger - Amas took his chance and the dangerous but well-trodden smuggler route by sea at first to Tripoli, then another boat before overland through Europe then furtively slipped onboard one of the many ferries from Brittany to Southampton.

At this point, as if in the final act of a well-thought out but truly desperate scheme, young Amas grabbed a circular lifebuoy and, in sight of this reputed land of plenty, maniacally leaped from the lowest deck into the thankfully unusually becalmed water of the Channel where there were many vessels circulating and a good chance he would be seen then picked up and rescued.

It must be pointed out this was no guarantee.

On such depths of combined poverty, misery and bravery, in throwing everything to the unpredictable wind or unreliable fates, are chances created but - as things quickly turned out - Amas Afumba could never ever possibly have envisaged, even in his wildest uninformed fantasies, that he was about to win the proverbial golden ticket that was far more whimsical, fanciful and outrightly unexpectedly perverse than the one in the famous fictional chocolate factory the young man had never heard or read about.

I mean, this was the respectable sanctuary of the West and real life, after all!

…….

The stout, middle-aged honourable, Winston Granville - only remaining relative of the once Lorded Granville family before they lost their former estates - was quietly waiting inside the grand bedroom of a large hotel in London for his Boss, Grace Somerset, in something of a bubbling building temper or in truth some boiling but restrained exasperation. 

He worked for the British immigration department and was almost at the top of hierarchy there, earning over £500,000 a year for his occasional questionable efforts - there were always low-class minions to do the donkey-work - which was just enough to run his small landholding in Surry including  the upkeep of his new wife alongside the sweet daughters of his ex-wife and all the other myriad expenses that came with such fragrant beauty.

Sadly, his first partner had unfortunately died abroad on holiday and he had taken on the orphaned siblings - as any one of quality would have - before he recently re-married again to a gorgeous young blonde-haired beauty, Lillian, who was known to her friends as Lilly, and although the woman was often demanding, as a girl half his age would be, she provided the complimentary necessary feminine attraction the Superior man required at his side.

After all, he was a person of standing who took great pride in his name, image and accompanying veneer of influence and respectability.

Therefore, what was happening to him right now was irritating beyond reason or measure because the whacky ideas or even strict instructions from his immediate employer, Grace Somerset, the mere slip of a girl that had previously been an ordinary former secretary to him before she had ambitiously married well and been unacceptably promoted over his head were all utterly intolerable and absurd.

She had unilaterally decided in her uninformed reckless ignorance or lunacy that he was to allow one of the latest migrants - who had been recently rescued from the Channel - to reside within his house and home to live with the family merely as the shiniest example of how to show generosity and love towards the fleeing impoverished unfortunates looking for a better life and who were patently less advantaged than they were,

More annoying and grating for Winston was the cloudy memory that once not so long ago Grace and he enjoyed a passing liaison and this delectable flame-haired girl had temporarily occupied a warm place in his heart but possibly - on sage reflection - this was only when she worked under his fiscal will or whim.

Therefore, to suddenly have this inexperienced almost juvenile slender girl wielding this type of authority over someone of his reputation was frankly unbearable.

In many ways he craved to make a salient cutting point to her then brazenly leave this foolish child in the lurch, but he knew that this privileged job and the substantial income it produced was something he could not replace, while also this senior position was a favour granted mostly by his family name and contacts - just as with Grace’s - and as Winston well knew, sometimes you just had to meekly suck it up merely to get by.

In truth there was no other choice if he wished to keep what he had.

So portly pompous Winston sat silently on the bed and sulked or brooded about matters beyond his control but then rose politely when Grace Somerset - his actions were appropriate given she was part of the revered Somerset clan now - sauntered elegantly in wearing a delightful cream dress suit and carrying some carrier bags when she glared at him coolly as if to forestall any uncomfortable discussion.

“We’ve already had the conversation, Winston; I am no longer your assistant but your Chief while this young man who has been selected by the office is the very best of the available bunch and will indeed live in your home as we discussed for the foreseeable future or…”

There was glinting grey steel in her cute brilliant eyes.

“…I will reluctantly accept your resignation.”

He skulked backward in acceptance of the inevitable and tried to smile at her brusqueness.

“Yes Grace…OK, OK.”

She sighed acidly.

“And please, Winston, I must insist that given my new position in the office you refer to me as Mrs. Somerset because…”

Her nose was lifted higher than the already elevated if not stratospheric role she now enjoyed through the convenience of her marriage.

“…We need to follow the etiquette within the department as I am sure you appreciate.”

He grimaced visibly but nodded as the bright-haired comely girl further informed him that the unknown migrant was on the way here from the customs department and that she intended to dress him in the clothes just purchased; so when he was spic and span they could all meet at the pre-arranged press conference where she would use this boy to make the statement of intent regarding how a modern illuminated country reacted to the many perils of immigration.

In her luminous red head it would surely turn out to be a public-relations coup of international proportions and the fragrant ambitious woman was determined that nothing would go wrong as she sensed this could be the critical catalyst to perhaps launch her on a fabulous political career allied to her new illustrious second name.

Grace Somerset felt assured that taking suitable care of migrants in this unique and original manner could surely be her proverbial passport to other success.

So the slender stylish young Lady was solidly certain, both in her aims or forceful manner, and privately enjoyed her new found power while also secretly relishing the ability she marvelously now possessed to manage the boorish Winston and see him visibly recoil at her authority when previously as his lowly P.A it was always him that held the upper-hand.

In truth the insignificant romance with him was a mistake and mercifully brief while the odd bit of sex that had taken place had been truly appalling but almost miraculously the actual job and elevated sphere of influence eventually led her to lovely youthful Simon Somerset where sadly and privately the intimacy was still awful but at least he had real money.

As the wife to such a catch she was now reaping the financial benefits of living the debatable fanciful dream and the girl honestly simply adored the fact in this senior ministerial job she could increasingly independently act on her instincts and impulses to make the world a much better place.

She was a modern enlightened girl after all.

Grace truly felt this invention to allow a lowly migrant to live with one of the titled families in this country to be inspirational and, although she had toyed with the idea for her and Simon to grasp the proverbial nettle in this generous regard, eventually logic dictated that the proposal should be tried with her subordinate Winston as it was high time he and his stock gave something back to the underprivileged.

This was ignoring the fact that the Somersets were from an even higher place in the social and elite class and had been seemingly forever.

The phone rang suddenly to disturb her meandering train of thought and it was reception informing her that this unknown young man was on his way up - with one of the porters to show him the route - and with a light tap on the door she was suddenly looking a slight black male with short dark hair, a perfect unblemished ebony complexion who somewhat disconcertingly had piercing inky eyes like the darkest glinting gleaming pearls.

Grace felt herself shiver slightly because even in his disheveled and unhygienic state there was still something of rare sensual masculine quality about him, but she spoke quickly to take command of the situation which was her way most recently.  

“Hello Amas…my name is Grace…and this is Winston whose home you will be staying in which has hopefully been explained…”

The African man knew his only real advantage in this most strange unfamiliar environment was to appear less intelligent than he actually was and subsequently merely looked the woman up and down in mute unspoken admiration of such slight white beauty but said nothing as she went on.

“…We need to get you washed and changed into these new clean clothes I have bought specifically so please go and shower then I will pass them to you…”

Amas understood but instinctively remained entirely static or unmoved for a troubling extended period of time before she turned to Winston, sighed empathetically and purposefully took the stranger’s hand.

“…Don’t be scared Amas…let me show and help you…”

Winston watched in masked amusement as this stupid young girl removed the youth’s old filthy jacket then creased threadbare jumper and malodorous shirt before his surprisingly strong well-defined upper body could be clearly seen at which moment she pointed to the bathroom and hissed in some sense of confusion.

“…Now Amas, go and wash…”

Once more the youth remained stubbornly rooted to the spot and utterly impassive before reluctantly - because time was running before the imminent press release - she gently pushed him inside the bathroom then calmly closed the door behind her for privacy before starting to undo his cheap belt then promptly draw the rank jeans off until the only thing covering him were faded obviously stained white shorts.

Her hand then turned on the shower, moved the dial to an ambient temperature and as the warm water dripped then cascaded, Grace held her breath and as her victim had still not moved a dark muscle she pulled down the shorts in haste then tried not to react because what was uncovered truly took her breath away.

The penis on the young man - revealed by her impromptu impulsive actions - even limp was simply impossibly enormous with a natural growth of fine hair around the appendage, an improbable thickness and a strangely inviting smooth purple head on it with huge heavy testicles below set within a large soft sac as Grace looked away in abashment then grumbled earnestly.

“…Please Amas…please have a shower!”

He stared blankly for a moment then presumptuously started to unbutton her jacket - as she trembled - and drew it from the slight shoulders before moving his fingers to the back zip on the skirt when she sharply came to her senses and held it still before murmuring weakly.

“What are you doing, Amas?”

His lips parted to reveal pearly white teeth as he exhaled in broken English merely, if not cleverly, for further effect.

“Please, Miss…you clean for me… it is our way…”

As she procrastinated with internal chaos by what was unfolding, he purposefully effortlessly removed the skirt then started to undo the buttons on her blouse and whispered persuasively and politely.

“…Please…just you wash; and I get you a cover.”

As she continued to vacillate, he fetched a toweling robe from the back of the door and handed it to her before muttering softly but staring with mesmerising black globes.

“…You very beetifeel Miss…please…”

Before Grace realised what was happening Amas had undone the clip on her pretty balconette bra, thoughtfully placed the covering toweling material around her shoulders then kneeled and looked up at her innocently.

“…You see me let me see you…”

With that heady obligation placed upon her, his fingertips pulled off the frilly garter then tan stockings and when she limply tried to push him away from the panties he just continued and mumbled calmly.

“…Please Miss, trust me as I have you…let me see…”

Grace could hardly argue - given she had indeed just stripped him - and was forced to watch like a spectator in her own depravity while this lowly black male gently peeled the fine underwear to the floor then moved his head between her parted legs and exhaled in admiration.

“…I not see such a fabulous white woman like you before…you are…”

His cute flat nose diabolically then inhaled and sniffed the faint sweet scented vaginal womanly aroma like a dog.

“…Divine…!”

To her surprise Amas respectfully closed the front of the gown then tied the thick belt and laughed at her patent anxiety.

“…You safe now, Miss, so please come and do me…”

The young woman was so off-balance she allowed herself to be tugged gently into the rushing water and when they were packed inside the compact cubicle, he placed some sachets of shampoos and soaps into her soaked hands then sighed.

“…You wash like the girls in my tribe.”

He kneeled down and before she realised her hands were firmly working the slimy liquids into his scalp to clean the short hair then rinse it before the young man stood up by her side when she disturbingly saw his manhood was erect and sticking out like a something that should be on a stallion before she began to press her palms over his smooth skin, onto his shoulders skin and groaned weakly but with the slightest tone of pleasure.

“You’re a Bad Boy Amas.”

He merely smiled and stroked her radiant hair kindly.

“The man inside…he is your boyfriend?”

Grace moved to his back and then crouched to roughly lather his thighs and calves then grumbled.

“No, I’m married.”

He sighed as if detecting the whitest lie.

“I see how he looks hungrily at you and I want to reach heaven while the man watches and understands you are mine.”

Grace was running her fingers over his chest then iron belly now and as her hand moved lower could not resist lightly holding the enormous cock with one of them as her voice whined fiercely

“Look Amas…I’m just helping and I’m definitely not yours…”

Suddenly she was on her haunches with both hands now holding onto this gigantic cock sensing an overwhelming urge to suck the outrageous male protrusion although she had never done anything so disgusting in her life as she mumbled onwards to try and bring an end to this enormous error.

“…But I can rub you off if you wish?”

He patted her head and stretched his deceptively powerful form until the erection visibly pulsated causing her body to react in symbiosis as his lips whispered.

“No…I want him to see you receive me…then clean this…”

Unacceptably he undid the belt and indecently ran just a single finger almost undetectably over her female crease as his plump mouth grumbled while she shivered haplessly.

“…After I cover it with my thick seed.”

Grace had never been with any man who made her feel so deliciously vulnerable and felt almost overpowered by his masculinity while privately longing for release as she murmured almost without realising what she was saying.

“Make me cum, Amas…don’t fuck me but make me…”

Her hand held his at her crotch.

“…Cum…please make me cum!”

In answer to this debased plea he softly stroked her bottom then let his tongue lick Grace’s spitting lips until they were kissing passionately when he questioned her pointedly.

“If I do you will be mine…?”

Instinctively Grace’s mouth held his as she pressed her hips to meet his velvet touch but, entirely unknown to the young woman, she was in the manipulative hands of an expert with females and just stroked the wet pubic red hair over her mound of Venus then spoke softly or seductively.

“…Are you mine?”

The pressure for Grace Somerset was already too much as she held him, capitulated to insidious pressure then lied as she always had with men.

“Yes, yes…just make me…”

To this statement and with just the slightest subtle twist or tweak from him on her secret clitoral point, her body instantly vibrated then shuddered to physical bliss before she collapsed in his strong unyielding arms but held tightly onto his cock as if that was where her reflex now lay as she gasped.

“…Cum…fuck, Amas…what have you done to me?”

He just smoothed his palm gently over her shivering soft skin allowing the shocked woman to settle, as if she was a mere pony after the briskest swiftest of rides, before they were both entirely still at which point Grace gradually came to her senses then pulled away from him and led the young man out of the enclosed place of her shame.

However, the initial sensations of disgrace was extremely transient or tempered because they did not override the feelings of real delectation at the recent orgasm or the secret guilt that crept over her because the young man was still as hard as iron and she could not resist rubbing him down with a towel before he returned the gesture after removing the now saturated robe and leaving her entirely uncovered or undone.

Eventually, when the two of them were dry - not I might mention in the subtle crease between her thighs - Amas helped Grace into the bra then watched intently as she pulled the sublime garter suspenders and stockings into place before teasing up the tiny panties then taking his rigid cock in her fingers once more and whispering quietly and provocatively.

“I feel so bad that you haven’t cum Amas…”

She ran the tip of him against the womanly groove frustratingly below the thin expensive material of the knickers and flapped in challenge to his supposed hold on her.

“…Wouldn’t you like to mark me if I belong to you as you say?”

Amas stroked her rear flesh again and smiled because, although this girl was uniquely white and something he had not sexually enjoyed or experienced before, the man could already sense her sexual need of him as he returned the offer she had made.

“You show the man in the room you are mine…and only then will I reach my spiritual heaven when he can…”

His palm cupped her one breast lightly which caused her to quiver then surge.

“…Lick you clean as a show of respect.”

It all sounded so distinctly surreal, sordid or absurd, but a veritable wildness of desire was cursing through her whole body while Grace knew she was in sole charge of Winston and that she hopelessly craved what Amas could produce more than was explainable.

Therefore, quite brazenly, her hand opened the door with wanton energy before entering the bedroom while cheekily but eagerly pulling Amas behind her by his huge delicious prick.

As the tubby man saw them, he visibly stared at her then this debased spectacle in abject disbelief before building confusion as she groaned then spat at him in developing folly.

“Amas needs to release, as it is in his culture to be served in this way by women, while also he insists you watch because he has guessed our past association and needs to show his masculinity which I of course appreciate and regard…”

While she babbled this lunacy her hand instinctively lowered her moist fragile panties then started to press the peak of the erection pulsating in her palm against her brightly decorated sexual hair and moved her hips involuntarily in the process while whimpering.

“…He naturally expects you to lick me clean as a similar sign of respect for us both.”

The arrogant overweight mature male that had once been her Mentor glared in genuine abhorrence as this arrogant youth stood like a black granite statue while Grace pressed the purple and black smooth top of the extraordinary prick against the crease of her pussy ever faster then muttered crudely like some sleazy Tart.

“…Make me yours Amas…please…mark me…cover me…”

He remained enigmatic and poker-faced but in time the incessant friction on his manhood was becoming irresistible as she wailed, impatiently.

“…Do it…Fuck do it…cover me…smother…me…”

Almost spontaneously to this base request huge swathes of pungent rich semen instantly coated her sweet mound of Venus and matted ruby hair as she shuddered in equal rapture and ignominy.

“…With cum…Fuck!”

She began to stagger on her heels before Amas helpfully and ably guided the giddy young woman to perch on the corner edge of the bed where he lowered the wet knickers entirely to the floor then spread her milky white thighs far apart and smirked at Winston still disguising his perfect ability to express himself in English.

“You lick it all…show full esteem like the low-class men in my country have to because she is my woman now.”

Grace felt angry suddenly in her devastating hormonal rush and snarled at the bloated useless male she used to work for

“On your knees Winston, don’t embarrass me and fucking do it…and don’t leave a drop if you want to keep your precious well-paid job”

As if drawn like a helpless moth to the brightest flame-hair that was disgustingly covered in mountains of sticky sperm he collapsed down to his knees then limply bent his head to obey her instruction and rested his mouth tentatively on the pungent slimy mess before Amas placed a hand on the back of the bald dome and grunted demandingly.

“You lick…deep…until I say stop...”

Grace shuddered as Winston’s sloppy tongue slipped inside her slippery sexual lips then looked up to Amas who was standing proudly over her but outrageously, as she parted her lips to speak, he took her head in his commanding hands then purposefully pressed his wet elongated penis in her mouth and leaned back.

“…Now you mine…suck Amas…make me happy…”

In truth even with her plentiful previous track record with men she had never performed oral sex on any male before and always swore such perversity would never happen to her, but impossibly she wanted him and her delicate jaw closed around the amazing hardening flesh as he moved gently back and forward while sensing her quick compliance.

“…Good…now you mine…suck suck…make me happy, Miss Grace…”

Her eyes closed in the terrible depravity and decadence of it all because already she privately relished the servile act of Winston using his tongue effectively on her female crease but - perhaps more improbably - also the taste of Amas as well and the sensation of feeling his masculine heartbeat in her mouth was inexplicably divine making the unused muscles there clench down while she glanced pathetically at him for approval.

Amas just teased the tangled red hair and privately sensed his power over such an impressionable easy pretty, white girl as his lips murmured.

“…Slow…Slow…you learn to do it good.”

Grace drew back for a moment - so she could comply by licking his full balls - then willingly ingested the phallus once more to explore every foul nuance of this new succulent game while her lower body pushed against the tension being created by the corpulent base man between her open legs and gasped gutturally in bemusement.

“Of fuck I’m going to…cum”

She moved her head like a living piston on his male strength with intense determination to make him explode because she could sense her own climax ready to ignite also until dramatically she juddered and spurted a fine flow of rich ejaculate over Winston’s face while feeling so sublimely weak and deliciously helpless in the perverse process.

As the man between her thighs fell back, Amas stared down on Grace drawing him like some lowly dog and for the first time felt truly empowered in this strange land whilst enjoying the rush of rare omnipotence, as he knew if all females were like her then there would surely be opportunities for someone of his abilities.

Therefore, as if to test such authority, he held her head entirely motionless for a moment and gurgled softly.

“You ready to be mine now Missy?”

She craved completion and nodded feebly then whispered with an essence of honesty.

“Oh yes Amas…let me taste you.”

He kept static then released her to begin the oral attentions once more until the pace became frenetic when his fingers reflexively pulled her gorgeous hair then held the top of the fragile skull while pouring copious amounts of mixed sweet or salty semen down her throat then forcing the young woman to suck him clean before finally Grace became liberated and the three of them let out a communal sigh of respite

Grace Somerset slowly gathered her normally measured attractive head then cleverly pretended she had just awoken from some sullied reverie by promptly wiping her greasy sexual lips dry, quickly pulled up the moist panties and covered her lithe body quickly with the previously discarded clothes from the bathroom then returned serenely and as though nothing unusual whatsoever had just happened.

The large man who had been drawn in to this wicked web genuinely but understandably seemed bemused by events and kept absolutely silent while Amas just stood patiently and waited for Grace to rub his wet penis dry then generously dress him in the new clothes of jeans, a smart pink shirt and a cheap black jacket while talking ten to the dozen vainly trying to take hold of the situation once more.

“I have relieved you as agreed, Amas…but merely to help you relax and kindly do not expect me or any woman here to serve you filthily like this in the future…”

She patted the visible bulge in his trousers almost involuntarily and as if her mind was utterly watery then gaggled in further muddle.

“…Do you understand?”

His mercurial dark eyes simply stared right through her before he leaned over kissed her flushed cheek and sighed.

“Of course…thank you…”

He then looked at Winston who could only glare back in silent fury then listened while this imposter appeared to be polite or was it perhaps in sarcasm.

“…And thank you as well.”

With this obvious and accepted misunderstanding thankfully dealt with and hopefully forgotten by all, the trio rushed down to the lower floor as an area near reception had been prepared for an organized press conference to a small respected group of reporters, where Grace took the soap box of a podium and - given her hot blood was still coursing through her veins - made an impressive heartfelt speech about immigration.

She spoke passionately about the future for Amas, praised Winston generously for taking the unfortunate boy into his palatial home in the country and in summation made the prayer that her fresh inspired approach would soon become government policy.

In her charitable mind it was logical to aid then help those less fortunate than others; this was surely the way to go and in time she expected every home in the country to show such enlightenment and philanthropy.

The speech seemed to go down exceptionally well as most of the assembled applauded such high ideals before the show was over and Winston started to walk toward the waiting ministry Rolls Royce with Amas at his side when Grace ran after them and muttered coldly.

“I have decided to take the journey to Surry with you as…”

She winked at Amas who ignored her entirely as if they were no longer friends.

“…I need to ensure you understand that our newest asset must be well taken care of…”

Within minutes they were inside the back of the smoky mirrored-windowed, chauffeur driven executive car where Grace sat beside Amas on the back seat while Winston squirmed opposite onto the smaller rest area and before the vehicle pulled away she murmured to this new core of her attention.

“…Have you everything you need Amas?”

The young man unconsciously moved slightly away from her on the sumptuous leather seat and murmured softly.

“A phone would be good, Miss, please…”

His shoulders shrugged pathetically but, as from the beginning with her, it was all for impact or the creation of a sympathetic situation and possibly to see what further influence he could exert over the impressionable young bright-haired woman.

“…As I own nothing!”

Grace nodded agreeably and settled slightly nearer to him without making any obvious moves towards the quiet man who sat gracefully with his hands between his legs.

“Yes of course…Winston can take one of the available units in the offices which he can get as we go past the door.”

The bemused middle-aged man wanted to squabble or argue but there was no point and he obediently nipped into the ministerial building as mentioned then promptly breathlessly returned and deposited the requisite expensive device and charger with his unwelcome house guest without any sprinkling of warmth.

Already he sensed this scheme conjured up by Grace was going to be problematical for everyone.

Winston also noticed that his foolish capricious Boss had now moved ever closer to the lithe black male and watched him nervously while the car moved off giving the three of them absolute privacy because not even the driver could see through the darkened screens.

Amas carefully handled then checked the sleek object as he understood how it worked but had never owned something so fabulous and when he was settled his dark eyes glanced at the girl and commented sweetly.

“Can I take a picture, Miss…I would like to remember you.”

She flushed, unbuttoned her jacket then posed playfully like a model as he clicked the button a few times before the young woman took the opportunity to slide at his side to view the images and giggled with mock horror.

“What do you think?”

Amas relaxed back then smiled as if appreciating maybe things were turning in his direction unexpectedly but still maintained the charade of speaking badly.

“You very pretty, Miss Grace…”

Her hand touched his upper thigh as if in appreciation of the compliment then somehow found the developing bulge in his crotch as Amas sensed her female desire and murmured presumptuously.

“…You hold me and I film…”

She pulled back in recognition of her female impulses, but then to Winston’s enormous shock her hands slowly undid his silver buttons on the new jeans until his enormous erection was pulsating in her shaky fingers and squeezed the black hardness as he smoothed down her flame hair.

“…You are mine, now open.”

Before Grace could deny such pomposity the cock slipped smoothly then silently between her panted pink lips and once she had the divisive feel on him again all timidity or reticence quickly faded as her head moved slowly before tugging down the trousers then shorts and softly licked his huge balls and moaned.

“Amas…I do love this remarkable thing you have…”

Her slate grey eyes looked directly into the lens and it caught the sexual hunger she had while she worked her tongue and head

“…You are so big and powerful…”

She could not prevent the inhalation of his masculine scent then drew the tip of him leisurely and simpered.

“…We’ve got two hours before we arrive so I’m going to take my time as my Darling husband is fine but…”

Her mouth captured him before the watery passage created took the phallus to the back of the throat when she spluttered.

“…Not like this…fuck not like this…!”

In seconds Grace had removed her jacket shirt and bra and used her pert soft white breasts to rub against the dark sexual power as Amas continued to record the sullied memory until she was kneeling and performing head like a common prostitute before she panted.

“…Please cum, Amas…I want you.”

He pulled her hair sharply to show his emerging dominance.

“You wait…just suck and I’ll decide when to reward you.”

Meekly she did as he commanded while outrageously his fingers undid her short skirt which she wriggled out of before he teased down the lacy panties at which time Amas pushed the girl to sit on her knees to expose the ruddy pubic hair as she puffed feebly.

“Do me like you did in the hotel…I need to have release…”

His fingers teased then eased into sodden vaginal lips as her hips rubbed immediately against the succulent pressure and sensed that her head was about to explode.

“…How do you know where to touch a woman like this it’s so …”

Her hand found his stiffness again and then sexual insanity took over.

“…I want you to fuck me…I need you to….”

As she declared such an unwise course of action she shuddered to irresistible orgasmic bliss and when the waves of sensual pleasure had washed over then faded, Grace salaciously fell onto his erection once more and suckled it feverishly until it released the seminal nectar she craved which she swallowed willingly and sighed in gratification.

“…Oh Amas…”

Her tongue then licked the leaking flesh clean before she sat back beside him on the seat but held onto his limp flesh as if not wanting to let go of something so irresistibly tactile but had the self-awareness to speak with circumspection.

“…That was truly divine…but please appreciate I was only joking about you actually fucking me as…”

Grace pulsed as she felt him harden again her fingertips.

“…I am a married woman you know.”

The youthful black male merely patted her slightly curved tummy and gurgled in agreement.

“That is good because I am strong and you are fertile, I can tell…”

He put the phone down in clear gesture that his filming and their assignation had now ended before they both quickly dressed to regain a veneer of respectability before he murmured once more.

“…So now we can relax and I can sleep.”

Grace smiled at Winston as his fat face was a contorted picture showing various shades of crimson and she felt unusually mischievous or enlivened by this dirty game because he had always been such a sleazy man and it felt wonderful that he could no longer judge or demean her as he once did.

Also the unsettling memory of the occasional connection they had shared made her noxious then angry and in her malaise she made the car stop at a café along the way because her body needed refueling but perhaps something else as well because another emerging illicit plan began to form in her inventive head.

It swilled then swirled as they all took sandwiches beer and tea before the remarkable impulse seemed to solidify then settle as the three of them returned to the luxurious transport for the hour or so left on the road and as the wheels began to turn, Grace ensured that the windows were still masked in shadow before stroking the ever-present package in Amas’ tight jeans and whispered.

“You know what you said about being fertile…?”

Her hand withdrew the dark focus of all her effort and suckled the tip of it as the hardness expanded up from the now open crotch.

“…My husband and I have talked about a having baby and as I’m in complete charge of immigration…”

She drew off his lower coverings entirely and licked his full pulsing balls.

“…Then I should be a good example to the other white girls and have…”

Grace threw off her jacket, shirt then bra then let him undo the zip on the skirt which slipped off readily as she gasped.

“…A lovely brown one…”

He helpfully eased her panties down until she was just in the garter, suspenders and stockings before she spread her agile thighs over his vertical enormous cock and groaned.

“…Fuck I desperately want a black baby Amas…in this day and age surely all white women should have one…!”

She rubbed her fiery mound on the rounded peak of the prick which gently pressed or probed then found the saturated entrance to her sodden vaginal lips until - with a couple of turns or twists - she was rudely gyrating on him while her insides were wholly full at which precipitous point her mouth met his in a deep kiss and hissed in lunacy.

“…Oh, Amas that’s too glorious…no one has made me feel like this…”

His palm cupped her cute plump ass and held the woman in a steely grip as she whimpered in lust.

“…Yes I can see it now Amas…you need to inseminate me with this delicious cock…all white females….fill us with seed….”

Grace’s hips moved against his static force as he tried to control the deviant  desire that possessed her but she bent forward to suckle his tongue again and snarled while her body jumped deliriously or demandingly and inadvertently insulted him in her crazed state.

“…You fuck me you Black Bastard…fuck me…fuck me….”

The motion of their joining suddenly became frantic and in spite of his obvious control a sudden unanticipated twist on her part sent Amas over the edge and he subsequently poured mountains of potent seminal fluid inside her womb before she collapsed on top of him in completion of womanly ecstasy.

He then placed the young female beside him on the seat, gently parted her thighs and smiled acidly at the rotund male with the podgy purple face opposite.

“You lick now as she is my woman.”

As if in the manic nucleus of a quickly developing nightmare, Winston had no option but to kneel and meekly suckle at the pungent sickly white mess that had been created in such depravity as Grace whittled on in delight

“That’s it you Little Shit…make me clean before he does it all over again…”

Inexplicably the man worshipped her slimy crease without further threat because she looked so sullied or strangely heavenly that he willingly pleasured her like this as his tongue licked then flicked her to another orgasm when she drew away and grumbled wearily.

“…Oh Winston, how precious and as a reward I might make you do this in the office…”

In recognition of what may have begun he swiftly retreated to his seat for separation and wanted to say something meaningful or rational but could only stare at her saturated feminine line with the wet red hair that surrounded this precious entrance as she took hold of Amas’ cock again and babbled without any sense of morality.

“…Do you mind if I have your child Amas…?”

Improbably after previous exertions the flesh began to thicken once more as her fingers squeezed it in appreciation.

“…Naturally I will not leave Simon, but the idea has…”

Now the erection was hard like rock and sensing his newly found power over the impressionable girl Amas positioned himself above her open body and pushed the bulbous curved tip of the male weapon just inside her saturated vaginal opening as she whined.

“…Merit…don’t you think so?”

He took the girl in one long powerful irresistible thrust before she wrapped petite legs around his black muscular back then hung on limply as he gently fucked her and whispered.

“Yes, it is an excellent idea, Miss, and be sure I will do what I can…”

Amas now took care and patience in his base actions as if to re-affirm dominion but he needed not to have worried because Grace was already putty in his copper hands as he sighed.

“…With your help and support we can perhaps bring my gift to many of your white female race precisely as you suggest.”

Her internal power squeezed then lingeringly savoured the delicious movement of the stiffness as she pressed or pushed her body up against him and continually shivered as this monster of a cock sat snugly deeply inside.

Her fingers then playfully scratched his bottom as she murmured.

“Do it Amas…make me catch….harder, harder, faster…don’t be nice to me…treat me badly…”

Her eyes were closed in delectation as she gasped.

“…I deserve…we all deserve to be treated badly”

By this time he was literally pounding her little aching cunt as she wailed in ecstasy and climaxed over and over again as the penile thickness drove her mind and senses to lunacy before once more she was awash with his semen and it was then Winston’s soft tongue brought her down slowly as she smiled wearily but maliciously at him. 

“I will of course expect your wife Lillian to participate in my new brainwave so it will be up to you to persuade her…”

Grace grunted because she felt him hit the libidinous divine spot and muttered disdainfully.

“…As I know she wants children while I am also well aware of your limitations…”

He was licking intensely along her feminine groove while Amas pressed his cranium in tightly as they both listened.

“…So, let him fuck the stuck-up Bitch and…”

Her body convulsed once more while her hand flew up to fall dramatically on the headrest as she closed her eyes in consummation and groaned.

“…Spread my new policy around”

Winston could tell they were thankfully only minutes away from arriving on his precious land and sat back while naked bodies were swiftly covered before eventually they all alighted at the mansion located at the top of a long gravel drive where the aforementioned wife Lilly was there to greet them in a resplendent white dress.

Grace knew her and the girl’s unsavoury reputation, along with the fact she was a tall willowy blonde with a thin waist but a big bottom and appreciated that behind the façade of decency there was a history of promiscuity before she had moved along the well-trodden path of flattening grass with many unsuitable men before by mere good chance marrying into social status and money of course.

Just in fact, like her!

Therefore, they hugged like distant sisters and shared tea while Winston scurried off to show Amas his room in the servant’s block simply grateful he did not have to face his wife or former girlfriend - now Boss - who was proving to be such a diabolical Witch!

He sensed that her obtuse outburst about Amas taking then impregnating his new wife was merely the result of the devilish youth jangling up what little sense she had through the rude sex and that on her drive back to town she would surely come to sanity; so it was best if they all thought better about what had been, merely an unfortunate incident and invention on her part.

Although, if he had to be entirely honest, there was something quite perversely addictive in licking her soiled pretty pussy, although he did not wish to do such a debased thing again and would never admit such a depraved fact.

However, he knew Grace always had a low reputation with men whereas his new wife Lilly was something innocent and untainted and thankfully would never contemplate or allow herself to be corrupted in such an ignominious depraved way.

In due time - so not to be inhospitable - he returned to where the girls were finishing their refreshment and mixed in with some casual badinage before eventually Grace moved elegantly towards the car while he escorted her to the gleaming vehicle where she looked up unexpectedly and smiled at him.

“I will expect a report on how Amas is getting on with your wife at the office on Monday…”

She giggled like the young girl she still was.

“…Perhaps while you are on your knees with your little tongue between my open legs!”

His face flushed with discomfort before she slipped inside the back of the Bentley and was thankfully - for him - gone in a relative quick hail of small stones.

It was hard to contain the long breath of relief as finally he was back in charge of his small pile and Winston re-entered into his grand house where he promptly called a meeting of the inhabitants as if to establish his authority once more.   

Soon his wife, Lilly, Betty - the tall, quiet, mature black maid - and Amas were gathered around the study when he stroked his leather-topped desk, took his seat solidly with the rounded lower frame of his backside and smiled wanly at everyone.

“We are here to welcome Amas to our home and…”

He nodded towards Betty who did not meet his gaze because she held some fear of his manner or moods and did not wish any confrontation with him.

“…Please show him the ropes and that he must stay in the lower areas of the house and not enter into the main upper fabric….”

She blinked as he went on because his meaning was clear.

“…Sweet Arial will be back from school for the weekend in a few days so I do not wish her disturbed by our new uninformed guest who will attend the stables in the morning where Carrie, my manager, will give him duties…”

He glared at the cool black young man who had recently humiliated him and felt content that he could have his little revenge.

“…As we all have to show our mettle…”

His smile was icy.

“…Any questions?”

There were none and the group soon split up before Amas settled down on the small bed in his new compact room below stairs and could barely contain in the serenity of this opulent home the emerging smile on his handsome face.

The events with the blood-haired woman on the journey here had been unanticipated informative but surely inspirational and he felt privately confident that before long there may be a girl or two he could persuade to take part in this initiative suggested by the admirable, sexually energetic and earthy Grace.

As he deservedly rested his heavy bones after an extraordinary couple of days the young man felt that if ever there was a job or calling suited to his questionable abilities then surely this was the place for it.

He dozed for an hour or two then felt the pangs of hunger and ate with Betty in the kitchen who happily supplied food while serving up a splendid meal to the Master and Mistress before settling beside Amas to share his company because she was an intuitive woman and could clearly feel he was someone who possessed a unique and elevated spirit.

Betty had been married years previously but her husband had quickly deserted her before she found work and refuge in this house for the last five years where the treatment and wages were passable although like all mortals sensed she was worth far more.

She was already strangely drawn to Amas, not so much romantically, but more as a tribe member admiring and adoring of a new chief because in spite of the obvious problems and injustices they shared together there was somehow definitely a sensed unspoken hand of destiny upon the young man that made Betty want to curry favour in his dark brooding eyes.

Amas went for a walk after his dinner to clear his tired head and sauntered up to the stables where the statuesque heads of the many horses arched out from inside the brick pens and as he touched their noses, necks or surging hearts they knew him as he did them and the slightly confounded man so far from the place of his birth truly began to feel at home.

Without doubt he had been empowered by the day and, in keeping with the sense of masked euphoria, when arriving back at the house he went into the Master’s room, selected a one-piece white swimsuit from the wardrobe belonging to the Mistress before calmly entering into the lounge where she was drinking wine with Winston.

She seemed absolutely despairing that this poor badly dressed black man was carrying her clothing and even more at his spoken demand which seemed utterly abhorrent and horrific as he gestured.

“Come, you may wash me in the shower as I need a woman for that purpose… your husband will not mind.”

The blonde woman instantly rose up in a visible outburst of anger and snatched the item from his thieving fingers.

“How dare you take my clothes then speak to me like that…”

She glared at Winston for support.

“…Tell him, Darling…send him packing right now!”

The portly man in his smart dinner suit recalled the surreal situation in the vehicle with his immediate Boss - who was worryingly so taken with Amas - then the instruction she had given him and pontificated then dithered because he could readily foresee danger in multiple ways as he mumbled.

“He is just an ignorant boy, Darling, just ignore him…after all he has just arrived here and is unused to the ways of genteel society.”

As if to prove the point Amas then growled animalistically at her.

“You come now or I will be forced to beat you in front of your husband…as you are mine by right!”

She felt utterly exposed by his barbaric attitude then her partner’s pathetic remarks and inability to protect his wife, and in that instant of indecision it was enough for Amas to take a seat in a stout chair pull the young woman over his knee then spank her firmly on the backside through the long dress as she cried in shock.

“Don’t…Winston don’t let him!”

Unfortunately for her, the tubby male was conflicted by events because not only did he feel helpless because of his Boss, but disastrously he was unmentionably aroused as young Amas raised her long hem then the white silken slip below until her blue large panties could be seen at which second his palm slapped her once more and he murmured with disappointment.

“These are not what you should wear…”

He lowered the sheer knickers a little to make her skin glow even more as he spanked it and grumbled teasingly.

“…Grace had much better underwear on; and you must wear something new…”

In spite of her great humiliation there was something unspeakably disturbingly erotic about the unnerving presence or touch of this obnoxious youth and although she tried to get up all she could do was hang there weakly as his fingers stroked the soft flesh on her bottom.

“…But we can try again…!”

With that he let her slide gently to the floor before standing up, placing the unnerved woman in the chair then glaring at Winston - who had just wet his pants while watching - before removing her panties entirely and spreading her legs so the blonde bush could be clearly seen.

“…Now lick her because she needs release, just like you did with Grace…”

As if hypnotised by this black intruder’s outrageous antics and cocky assurance, Winston meekly obeyed the instruction and kneeled then let his wet tongue lap at his wife’s inflamed sexual lips before Amas pressed the enlarged head firmly into the moist fragrant line and chuckled.

“…And be sure it will soon be full of my spunk as well…!”

He watched the woman reactively uncontrollably shiver to orgasm under her husband’s oral attentions before patting the bald dome of the dissolute male and sighing as if weary of this diversion already.

“…Maybe as I mentioned we can make a further attempt tomorrow…so I’ll see you in the morning.”

Amas then turned on his agile heels and calmly strolled to his room where he removed his clothes then called for Betty who respectfully and willingly stripped then washed him in the shower as he stood proudly and allowed the accommodating woman to tend his needs.

Betty had instantly previously understood and recognised him as a rare and special young man from her country of origin so many years ago, who patently carried mythical magical gifts in his hands, because males such as him there indeed was an inherent expectation that females would pay him homage and respect.

The lofty woman that still had the touch of girlish youth in her blood knew what she did for Amas was not about love or even attraction - while using her tender hands to make each part of him pristine then naturally sucking his huge erection - as she knew the essence of such an extraordinary specimen of masculinity was more than a mere blessing for an ordinary woman like her.  

Betty expected nothing from Amas but still weirdly sensed deep inside her soul that by obliging him and gaining his favour, it might provide unexpected good luck or better fortune for her.

When her sensual pandering was done she departed as he slept nakedly and alone in the small bed feeling weary with his many trials of the last few days or perhaps years but also pulsating at the thought of the opportunities that were presenting themselves and wondering briefly how Winston would deal with his wife Lilly who he could already tell held within her luscious body deeply contained sexual appetites.

Amas knew she was already his but he would let her continue to suffer or simmer before taking her pliant wiry form as he was becoming decidedly amused at how these easy white girls liked to play their silly games of denial and tease when they patently longed for his thick virile cock.

The young man who had merely sought out a better existence did not have any particular powers of prophecy to see the future, but he thought about Grace and the vision she had outlined and smiled inside then surprisingly slept better than he had for the longest time.

As Amas had deduced, Winston’s and Lillian’s libidos had been fanned then inflamed by his base treatment of her and when they went to their bedroom the woman threw off her clothes, dropped herself uncovered on the sheets and glared up at her husband in some irrational temper. 

“I thought you and Grace were over?”

He removed his own coverings to reveal a small but hard erection then confessed foolishly - as if he had to - everything that happened in the car and how his uninhibited immoral Boss had come up with this mad plan that this young man would and should impregnate as many white women as possible to show the world that racism in the UK did not exist.

Winston flushed as he described in detail that the awful Amas had fucked her with a truly enormous unbelievable erection, then how he had to lick his Boss’s smeared red pussy if he wanted to keep his job while Lilly listened in developing perturbance and felt herself getting wetter and wetter until she hissed at him.

“Fuck me, Darling…now I understand your sacrifice but need you…”

Sex between them was normally sadly rarer than proverbial hens’ teeth but each had the passion and need suddenly and he kneeled inelegantly between her open thighs and pressed his tiny but hard cock inside the forming saturation before cumming immediately when her lips wailed in cloying frustration.

“…Use your mouth Darling…as you did before….”

His head responsively bent before a searching tongue burrowed inside her vaginal lips as she thrashed against the wet pressure until much needed relief came at which point, she settled back and moaned softly.

“…Don’t stop Darling as I like this, but you can rest assured…”

Muscles inside her womb began to reflexively contract as her voice whimpered.

“…I will not be buying into this puerile adventure dreamt up by that Whore, Grace Somerset as I certainly am not going to be knocked up…”

Already the sleazy idea of being used or abused by this black Alien was secretly appealing in her addled head and she climaxed once more against her husband’s weirdly talented mouth before thankfully the sexual insanity had momentarily gone and she could sleep safe in the knowledge that what she shared with Winston was more than enough as she exhaled to prove the fact.

“…By the likes of him!”

Morning in Africa and the English countryside it seemed came early with the evocative shrieks and calls of animals and Amas took breakfast from Betty - who was already working - then was at the stables as arranged where a stocky but striking woman with large voluptuous breasts, black hair, decorated by specks of silver grey, was waiting for him in tan jodhpurs that clung to thick thighs like wet leather.

She eyed him disparagingly and snapped.

“My Name is Carrie, the manager here, and I presume you are my help…?”

He said nothing but just weighed her up as she was older but still energetic in the many ways of a woman as she retained an air of freshness and youth even while she blustered on coldly.

“…Well you might be of use mucking out!”

Carrie was not to know but the menial tasks she provided were actually welcomed by Amas because his true joy was to work with all living things and horses in particular as he attacked the entire stable block with vigour until the empty stalls, stallions and mares were in good order when the woman reappeared again around midday in an old long-base car with two large growling Alsatians in the back.

She inspected his work and was entirely dumbfounded at how much he had achieved in such a short period of time as she presented him with some food for lunch and smiled grudgingly in respect.

“Not bad for a beginner!”

He ignored her belligerence and looked at the dogs.

“Please let your pets out as I want to meet them.”

Her dark eyes glared in irritation because they were virtually wild and knew that only she could handle them.

“My dogs only respond to me and if I let them free then I cannot be responsible to what they might do to you.”

Amas merely chuckled then spoke gently then chided her mainly because he already liked the woman and she had obvious positive energy and character even though she chose to hide it from him.

“You bet with me…?”

Once more her face hardened as he waved what was left of his sandwich.

“…I will have them eating out of my hand in thirty seconds and if I am right then you give me a kiss and then will be kind to me.”

Carrie guffawed at his cheek because she knew that she had unfairly taken out some frustration with the situation regarding her job out on him and saw that her previously sunny nature since her divorce had become short if not hateful to everyone.

“OK Amas, it’s your funeral and I will protect you as I can, but don’t blame me for getting bitten and you can clean out the toilets this afternoon when they follow their instincts, as that is what animals do in my experience.”

His eyes glinted like black heated coals as she raised the rear hatch of the vehicles to release the two shaggy slavering barking hounds who leapt down athletically and seeing Amas holding food then ran wildly, aggressively in his direction with Carrie running after them in panic to save him.

However, to her utter eternal incredulity the young man stood erect like carved black stone, raised both arms imposingly and let out a piercing whistle from his lips that instantaneously stopped the animals in their tracks then pointed his longest finger at each of them until - apparently by sheer will alone - they cowered and fell to their haunches then legs then just stared at him, like lions that had been tamed, for further instruction.

Carrie watched transfixed as these supposed angry Beasts became mere pets at just the sound or shape of his voice or aura as they waited calmly until he called them then shared the rest of his food and eventually stroked and soothed them until they became part of his soul.

Then, with the two of them loyally at his side, he went to the visibly open-mouthed woman and smiled expectantly but again in broken English because the ruse of his vulnerability had proved successful up to now.

“So now you kiss me.”

There was no-one in the yard - as staff at the financially failing venue had departed long ago - where they were sitting and he drew his warm soft mouth to hers to share the kiss that he had fairly won and seemed to be his right from their bargain until she surrendered to the warmth of their tongues before gasping in confusion.

“How did you do that Amas…?”

She did not pull away from the oral embrace as the sensation was interesting and she had not felt such intimacy for a relative eternity.

“…Who are you?”

Amas ended the brief connection and murmured.

“In my country I was something of an animal Shaman, now tell me about this place why it seems so run down and let me see if I can help, and….”

He smiled in good humour which Carrie began to respond to.

“…Afterwards I will still contentedly clean the toilets because in my land it is not such a trial!”

Carrie’s entire shapely body and damaged mind visibly relaxed, as if for the first occasional in recent times, then explained that this yard had a surfeit of horses but there had been no money for quite a while and mainly she looked after the animals now more as an act of love than anything else.

She explained that these wonderful beasts of burden were like family to her and Amas took her hand in friendship and understood why he had intuitively liked her so much from the very start.

The woman went on to mention in some visible anger that it used to be a magnet for riding teaching and excellence but nowadays Winston was more interested in his fancy flighty wife rather than the working land they lived on and everything had been going to pot for quite a while now.

Amas took in the information slowly then said he would try his best to help then took the dogs with him in the direction of the toilets and as promised diligently brought them back to life with incredible dispatch and energy.

Carrie stayed around and watched on in some silent admiration at what this incredible young man could achieve - almost all by himself - and occasionally involuntarily licked her lips with silent appreciation of that sensual kiss that still lingered disturbingly.

True to his word Amas made the small neglected toilet block immaculate then took some time and wandered around the paddock to familiarize himself with the surroundings until he chanced across a small corral where a handsome black stallion was limping painfully on his right leg and hoof.

He made to enter the fenced-off area when the vibrant manager ran over then immediately blocked his path in caution and muttered darkly.

“Don’t go in there as “Nightingale” had been bad-tempered since twisting his fetlock and…”

She tried to mask the emotional tears that welled in her shadowy eyes.

“…The vet can’t help and I’m thinking of having him put down.”

The young man simply brushed past her and although the sublime but pained animal was agitated at first, with a few gestures, soft unfathomable words then light calming touches Amas was gently examining the powerful horse before he patted its neck affectionately and sauntered back to the gate where he spoke meaningfully to Carrie.

“Show me what medicines you have and maybe I can find a solution for him…”

With optimism in her heart she led him to her small office where there were a selection of various liniments oils and tablets and he sniffed then tasted them before eventually smiling calmly.

“…Let me go into the woods and see what I can find to mix in with these.”

The original obstinate attitude Carrie had displayed towards Amas was entirely replaced with one of appreciation then hope and the outpourings of a young girl that loved her precious pet more than could be explained as she joked to him in earnest.

“I swear if you can help him, Amas, I will kneel and suck your cock whenever you want me to!”

The black inspirational male merely laughed and stroked her ample bottom as if she he had granted him authority to do so.

“You already are mine, Carrie…so understand that I do this for him not for you or what you may wish to share with me…”

She found his brashness and confidence almost becoming as he squeezed her backside sharply again then ambled to the door.

“…Curing the aliments of suffering animals is my real profession and purpose…”

He walked through the aperture and chuckled wickedly as he did.

“…Along with lots of sex with beautiful women!”

Carrie was about to retort with something acrid or witty but the subject of her amusement had already gone and she bit her lip but then secretly revelled in the fact that a man of such patent vim and masculinity had referred to her as beautiful.

She wonderfully felt recognized again as a woman as to be honest and in her heart of hearts it had been such a long time since her previously dormant female libido had been awake enough to run warm like that.

The flustered female was perhaps too old for hot but Carrie still felt strangely enlivened again and that in itself for her was something to relish, whether this young man could perform miracles on her heavenly stallion or not, as she had read the report from the vet over and over again and it seemed most unlikely however much he proclaimed his healing abilities.

Amas spent the next few hours gathering flowers and plants from the nearby dense woodland which he mixed with a concoction of the available medicines on offer to create a pungent pasty potion then placed it in a poultice and finally, carefully set it around the lower limbs of the exceptional animal who just stood proudly and allowed this man to serve him as if comprehending he was only there to help.

Carrie saw that although there was no miraculous immediate improvement in “Nightingale” she could already tell was far more balanced then settled and at the end of a full day she patted the rump of this marvellous dark horse, made sure he had fresh food and hay in the covered space of the corral then took Amas gently by the hand and led him purposely inside an empty stall.

There she bent on her knees, skillfully pulled down his jeans and shorts then gasped in humour when the outstanding size of him was revealed.

“Fuck, Amas…I can clearly see there is more than one stallion here…”

She sucked him slowly and with the relish of a woman that had forgotten her womanly purpose.

“…Thank you for the day and everything you have done, as I have loved it and you being here with me.”

He leaned back against a wooden support and let her make him hard then lifted her up and pressed the full perfumed form over a low stile before undoing then removing her tight jodhpurs and panties while murmuring.

“The afternoon is not yet done for an able woman like you, Carrie, as I sense you still have womanly desires and hunger….”

His cock took her hirsute pussy in an urgent spectacular motion and began to take the mature girl with dynamic force while grunting.

“…We will surely work well together, Carrie, and build this stable then business to attract all the local white girls so I can…”

She had already succumbed then climaxed to his divine male pressure before he withdrew, wiped her ass with the plentiful fluids pouring from the female crease and started to rut her there like a filthy dog as she whimpered and played her female primal role.

“…Fuck them all as is my duty here…do you understand?”

The perverse pace and power of him was just what Carrie secretly craved because privately she had always enjoyed dirty sex and her lips grimaced in masked glee while a supporting hand held onto a wooden post as her the plump lower body pressed back to meet and welcome his male dominance until she shuddered then gasped to the definitive ride of her life.

“Fuck Amas…you have brought me back to the land of the living again and I promise if the condition of “Nightingale” is helped and improved…”

Her voice screamed in the audible celebration of completion as his viscous thick seed poured inside her bottom.

“…Then I will absolutely help you feast on all of the rich prissy spoiled young ladies, if we can get them back from the other locations nearby that they have drifted to, because in honesty we had up to today, truly lost our sparkle!”

Amas rubbed his moist reducing prick on the soft warm flesh of her ass and slapped it for fun.

“Then we are as one, Carrie, because working in harmony the stables can again become famous.”

She fell against the wooden frame she was perched upon in a tidal wave of hormonal bliss and muttered to herself sarcastically.

“Infamous more like!” 

In spite of her words when she drove home a few minutes later a tangible sense of lightness of being overrode any trace of morality or responsibility she felt towards the impressionable girls that she knew would flood in to sample Amas’ inarguable capabilities and inevitably be overwhelmed then seduced by him just as she was.

Carrie was not unhappy that this unknown dark outsider said he owned her, but she was an astute woman and knew this was no ordinary marital or starry-eyed contract and perhaps just being around an extraordinary male like him would possibly permanently rekindle the internal light that had been cruelly extinguished by her long-departed husband.

Somehow her ingrained scepticism had been eroded to the point where only now did she had any faith that maybe her beloved horse might recover and as for the rest, then possibly there was still some vigour and fun to be had even at her shapely generous size and advanced years.

Whatever happened from here, Carrie already adored Amas for many positive reasons that she simply could not quite rationally explain, other than everything about him seemed to make what had been an ordinary working day immeasurably better for her, and that for her personally was enough of a reason not to analyse further.

Amas was fatigued but elated with how things had turned out at his new job when he reached the grand house and once more he was somewhat surprised at his ability to bend these malleable white woman - even the more ancient ones - to his sensual will.

He showered by himself to merely wash away the grime then changed into his only spare jeans before sitting in the kitchen where Betty served him the special African meal prepared that afternoon that she knew he would enjoy.

They chatted as the friends they had already become and the black, lofty, lithe woman mentioned that she would be content to serve him later is he wanted her to and Amas acknowledge her appreciation of him and said he would call.

He knew that the Mistress of the house would inevitably play her game or resistance against his authority but Amas was looking forward to the spectacle and after a couple of hours rose up to find Lillian sitting with her husband in the study.

At the sight of him she became instantly agitated, but Winston spoke soothingly to try and calm any possible disturbance.

“Carrie told me you did well today and that she thinks you can be a good influence at the stables…”

The young black male merely gazed at Lilly as if to assert his authority and that he did not need any lectures from him even though he rattled on.

“…So, please carry on!”

Amas ignored his meek attempt to pick up a gauntlet of power that had already been lost then moved beside the Mistress of the house who spoke shrilly in concern.

“Please understand Amas, that you seem a nice enough boy but I declare firmly that I will not wash, clean or have intercourse with you however much you press me…”

Once more, directly in front of her emasculated husband Amas just snickered arrogantly then forced the woman to reluctantly lay over his legs before pulling up her long soft skirt then patted the full pink panties she was wearing as she hissed.

“…And I will certainly not wear the risqué lingerie as you wanted me to….”

Her voice wailed helplessly as his open palm began to beat her soundly.

“…Stop him, Darling…he can’t treat me like this in my own home…”

His finger slowly pulled the underwear down her bottom to expose the pale cool flesh that was soon glowing pink before the tips of them ran along her anus then the female lips of the rear vaginal line that was already running wet as she howled.

“…You Bastard…how dare you…how dare….”

She seemed to go physically weak as the lightest expert touch brought instant almost violent orgasmic reaction.

“…You…fuck…fuck!”

Amas left them with Lilly sitting lazily in a chair while her hapless husband lapped at her saturated sexual line just as he had the previous evening and took a photograph then short video of their disgrace which he planned to send to Grace later on.

Instinctively he knew the issue could be forced with the giddy young woman but there was no rush and he privately secretly marvelled at what had been accomplished in this shortest space of time in this unusual land

Lilly was clearly becoming irrationally overwhelmed by the whole experience because she secretly wanted to give up her female treasures to the bumptious black man while the lurid theatre of decadence was already having a severe effect on both her and Winston because she privately delighted on his tongue while he also silently thrilled to the fact he could satisfy her in ways he was never able to before.

Needless-to-say, they went to bed early, shared a burst of quick urgent sex before the husband provided oral service once more at which point - fully satisfied after multiple climaxes - Lillian vowed she would never succumb to this divisive depravity again.

Downstairs Betty proceeded to wash Amas then suck him to relax the ready man before swallowing his precious masculine produce before he dismissed her then relaxed on his bed and sent a message to Grace Somerset with the images attached.

Am working on your clever plan and I think Lillian is coming around!

The answer was prompt and to the point.

Good, well done and I think my husband Simon is also coming about to the idea as well!

She sent a happy face then followed up with another message.

I am busy for a while but I crave your big cock and will see it and you soon.

He thought she was done but then the phone sounded again.

And be sure to give Lilly a good fucking to get her pregnant as she deserves it the Bitch!

With this strange advice Amas settled down for the night sensing each moment in this environment brought him closer to a full yet unclear purpose which included an entire retinue of his favourite pleasures and pastimes.

Once more it was another early morning and to his delight when he reached the uneven cobbles of the stable he found “Nightingale” much  improved and refreshed then contentedly replaced the poultice before Carrie arrived who then literally gushed with enthusiasm and gratitude for his improbable expertise.

As if she could not contain herself, she was soon sucking the young man earnestly on her knees inside the last stall he had cleaned then looked up and licked sperm coated lips as she murmured deviously.

“I have made an appointment with two competitive sisters who used to stable their horses here and…”

She squeezed his softening penis tenderly.

“…Thought you might look at their mounts and maybe…”

Her tongue licked the tip of his prick then put it safely back in the jeans.

“…Work a little magic on them as you have with my horse.”

Amas smiled and nodded then continued to improve the look and amenity of the pretty equestrian centre and when the two sweet blonde siblings trotted in later in the afternoon - with admirable mounts between their comely thighs - he nodded in welcome, unsaddled both animals then began to rub them down in a manner and way that visibly settled them and drew admiration from the females called Suzannah and Lacy.

When the horses were becalmed, Amas pointed out to Carrie and the prospective customers what he sensed could be done to improve the health of their champion assets then muttered softly and respectfully to them how their riding technique could be improved.

Needless to say the young females were cynical at first, given they were accomplished at the sport, but were quickly captivated by his unique style combined with an obvious natural flair for their chosen passion and were soon astride a saddle mounted on a wooden frame in the previously neglected indoor riding area where he tried to explain how their movements were wasting energy and affecting balance.

Then, with their permission, his educated hands lightly guided their jodhpur-covered mounds and asses to stop them settling the flat female crotches too heavily on the castle or horn of the leather saddle before they began to gradually comprehend what rhythm he wanted when tall blonde Lucy spoke wheezily as his touch had strangely inadvertently inflamed her.

“Will you ride with us Amas on a small trek through the woods…?”

Both sisters suddenly looked flushed and expectant.

“…Please, as it will help us decide if we want to come back here?”

He nodded compliantly and to everyone’s surprise Amas took the tallest horse bareback and superbly followed the young women as they trotted, commenting meaningfully as their tight bottoms rose and fell on the polished surface until they dismounted at a large oak tree where they took swigs of water with some chunks of chocolate before their tutor came down to join them.

As he did so they relaxed against the thick old bark when the smaller large-busted Suzannah opened her long legs provocatively and whispered.

“You are a Naughty Man Amas and have made us both hot with all this touching and teasing…”

Her palm found the bulge in his jeans then cupped it and mumbled.

“…So maybe we need some attention as well.”

Once she removed the erection from inside the protection of his zip, he had them both suckling on his cock with sweet pink mouths while stroking their golden manes and expertly brought them into his growing collection of admiring women before eventually pouring hormonal male white cream over their heavenly faces then placing them back against the tree where he undid their trousers and tugged them down along with the pretty panties just above their knees and grumbled.

“This is just to calm you girls…

His fingers on both hands worked on each almost bald pussy as the females shivered then shuddered in agony but ecstasy and moved swiftly towards sexual glory.

He could physically feel their youthful passion and sensual lust and brought them to the edge as they trembled on tiptoes before sealing the deal.

“…As if you join us here and listen to my word…”

A final twist of flick caused them to reflexively quiver then shake to climax as he kissed them on their lips and sighed.

“…Then on course you will get more of my insight and attentions!”

Needless to say the siblings soon confirmed that they would move their horses back to the stables in a week - when they all planned to return - and Carrie noticed on their return that they had a definite glow about them that a woman knew only came from sexual arousal and satisfaction

She also understood that these young Ladies had a reputation of being promiscuous and that each had a regular boyfriend; but the older female did not judge them for throwing themselves at Amas because there was undeniably something ethereal and irresistible about him that could not be explained or dismissed easily.

Therefore when the block was looking suitably pristine and her customers or guests had departed Carrie bent over the familiar wooden post in the end pen and let him take her once more with great force and passion but without any expectation or obligation because she did not seek or need such affirmation given her logical head told her that this young man could never grant such latitude.

Therefore, they both took what was needed and each finished the day gratified or content with what the time spent had liberally generously provided.

When Amas returned to the house he came across Lillian who turned up her nose and spoke petulantly to him

“Winston and I are going out tonight so I will not be there for you to bully…”

He could see she was continually unnerved and let her ramble on.

“…And his awful step-daughter Arial is back from school tomorrow for the weekend so be sure to keep away from her.”

Amas was increasingly starting to sense his own dominion over these white women and he gently presumptuously stroked her face and flaxen hair.

“Thank you for telling me, Lillian, and…”

Her pale face hardened and went ashen as he patted her backside through the tight jeans she had on.

“…You can now wait in your bedroom when I will be there shortly to provide the discipline you will get each day until you dress and behave to my design.”

She glared then shook but went up the stairs to the main bedroom where Winston was resting and once more complained to him bitterly.

“This is all too much, Darling…that rude horrid black boy is coming up to spank my bottom again…”

He was just wearing his underpants and she could see the rise of his penis before her breath hissed on raging fury

“…It’s so terribly demeaning for a Lady like me!”

As she uttered the words, Amas walked in through the door in just some joggers and nothing above then sat on the edge of the bed and spoke sternly at her.

“Come here…”

Reluctantly Lilly ambled to his side where he undid then tugged off the clingy jeans to show off the high waist black knickers she liked so much before he patted her mound lightly then smiled.

“…Just admit you are mine then the correction can cease, and I can give you what you want Lillian…”

Her head shook determinedly, and he then forcefully bent the woman over his knees pulled the cotton material of the panties down and observed Winston who was furtively filthily rubbing his cock to glory as he gurgled

“…Your body betrays you Lillian, but I am in no rush and it will only make the eventual surrender sweeter…”

He attacked the soft flesh as she bit her lip in bemusement because her womanly lips were already wet and it was not long before his fingers found the small liquid entrance then spread the juice to fill her tight anal entrance and scowled at Winston.

“…Lick here as well now because when she obeys me it is this I will take first!”

To this diabolical prediction Lilly shivered instantly in uncontrollable completion before Amas spread her face down on the bed and left them with her husband’s face buried in her pert tingling backside while they both groaned for their own secret sullied reasons.

The young black male then washed alone and dined in the kitchen where Betty provided the sustenance she knew he needed and granted him money as if appreciating he needed to be able to buy things for himself.

Amas took the gift with gratitude as he knew it would be repaid then rose to rest in his room but then spied Lilly and Winston walking down the stairs where the woman was in a long sparkling black dress.

Despicably perhaps he stopped her on the bottom step then lifted the long hem before sniffing at the familiar pants as he persecuted her.

“You must wear the cute underwear like Grace…”

His fingertip slid past the tension of the knickers and flicked at the clitoral point he understood controlled all women and grunted at her immediate rise towards sensual joy.

“…Or perhaps I might lose my desire for this game!”

She trembled on his tactile hardness and privately craved further penetration but merely gently rubbed against the illicit pleasure to orgasm to get the tension out of her system then watched as this outrageous man silently walked away.

Then, while Betty washed Amas - as was their combined inclinations - Lilly and her husband tried to come to terms with what was happening under their own roof but could only let the disturbance fester in their minds before Winston fucked her when they returned back to their room and once more devoured her pussy afterwards because she was desperate for further resolution mere transient intercourse with him could never provide.

In the morning Lilly rose late and was still troubled by this dark insidious intruder in their midst and could not rationalise her pretty head into what should be done but found sudden purpose when her stepdaughter Arial arrived home as arranged dressed in the cute plaid skirt and the uniform of a schoolgirl even though she was already past the legal age of consent and was obviously experienced with boys.

They had never got on well but Lilly felt that now was the time to bury the hatchet and as Winston was out shooting with neighbors, while Amas was at the stables as always, she took the slight petite blonde girl and offered up tea and some sound advice.

She skipped lightly around the tender issue carefully at first.

“I know we have not always seen eye to eye Arial, but we have a little problem at home and I need to provide you some guidance…”

The girl saw how unusually heady or even flushed she was then crossed her slender sock-covered legs and listened.

“…We have had to take in a refugee or migrant who seems to be the flavour of the month as far as Grace Somerset is concerned…”

She could barely contain her hatred of this stupid woman who had married better than she had.

“…And the girl has come up with the crazy dissolute idea that this young black male should be welcomed and…”

Her face became almost apoplectic.

“…Encouraged in his seedy appetites.”

The young girl saw her rare discomfort and provided a glass of white wine she knew Lilly liked to drink secretly during the day and whispered as if they were friends.

“Well, please tell me as it sounds truly dangerous!”

Lilly sipped the drink greedily then gabbled openly while demonstrating just how much Amas had brought her sexual appetites to the surface as her lips twisted in agony.

“He expects women to physically serve him…all women young or old.”

Arial gasped mockingly.

“Even you?”

She blinked as if sadly remembering she was not in the flush of youth like this gorgeous young female or as she had once been.

“Yes, yes, he expects me to wash him when he showers…”

The schoolgirl interrupted saliently.

“But Lilly you must not make assumption and possibly that may simply be his way as in some cultures it is expected women attend men and…”

Her large brown eyes had a whimsical look.

“…It is seen as merely being polite!”

Lilly then snapped utterly revealing in the process just how rattled she had become.

“What about sucking his big black cock…is that just being polite?”

Arial could literally see the woman she despised was utterly dissolving and she pressed her.

“And, and, what else?”

Her reviled stepmother seemed to lose energy suddenly and blurted out stupidly.

“He expects to fuck me…seed me…make me pregnant in line with a new government policy brought in by Grace Somerset who I think he’s already fucked…

Instinctively Lilly grasped her fingertips.

“…And I wanted to warn you to stay away from him!”

The girl with the moody earthy eyes and soft long brown hair merely smiled in false appreciation.

“Well thank you Lillian for your kind concern but didn’t you know…”

Her lips parted a little to show gleaming expensive white teeth.

“…Nowadays nearly all my girlfriends want a brown baby to make amends for the inexcusable prejudice of the past and…”

She chuckled sagely and simpered with mock sincerity.

“…Don’t you know Sweetie that it’s fashionable for Black Lives to matter most of all…”

Arial arose from the table and stroked the golden hair of the woman who was visibly shaking.

“…And if you want my advice, I think a little brown addition to the home would suit you and Winston perfectly…”

She patted her own flat belly and laughed jokingly.

“…And maybe me as well…is he really hung?”

Lilly gasped in despair and lied easily.

“Why ask me I don’t know?”

Suddenly Arial could read her like a dirty little book.

“Fuck, you want to don’t you…you want to bend over and fuck him…?”

An answer seemed superfluous because the base truth was transparent in the blushing complexion and anguished body language of the older woman as Arial giggled.

“…Anyway…thanks for marking my card, Lillian, and maybe I’ll have a close examination of what he carries and let you know what you’re missing!”

In some brashness or bravado the childlike heavenly girl strode out of the kitchen leaving her hated stepmother floundering then in building curiosity walked purposefully over to the stables where she found the area not at all as she had remembered it most recently.

Everything was immaculate with nearly all the pens full of horses she did not recognise and the girl sensed an air of energy and professionalism that she had never noticed before.

In some amazement, Arial turned a corner to find the stout dependable manager Carrie walking “Nightingale” on a long leash around the open corral and immediately noticed that not only was this superb animal moving miraculously freely now but the mature female had a certain freshness and vim about her as if she had suddenly become younger than her years almost overnight.

Clearly the woman no longer appeared to be the dour disillusioned Lady she had become in the recent years of trauma.

Carrie smiled like sunbeams at her while Arial leaned against the side of the gate and murmured in genuine wonder.

“What has been going on Carrie…and look at your horse…is he cured?”

The enthused woman with sparkling flecks of grey in her tousled hair, that now only made her look even more distinguished and comely, just glowed.

“Yes ‘Nightingale’ is almost back to form now and as for the rest…”

Her head gestured toward their small recently improved equestrian hub.

“…Well we have clever Amas to thank because without doubt he is something of a force of nature…”

Her face lost all of her age for a moment as it flushed pink.

“…Especially with girls as I have no doubt you will soon discover along with the rest that are suddenly flocking here.”

With her interest again piqued, the sweet young female poked her head into the small covered area where a group of giggling young women were standing around a saddle perched up a frame where a lean but immediately impressive black man was teaching an attractive well-turned out local girl she knew, how to properly use her legs and lower body to work in rhythm and time with the motion of a horse.

The man’s hand impossibly lightly touched or pressed the tight smooth jodhpurs on the slight pretty student simply to assist in comprehending the lesson but as a reactive woman the obvious sensuality of the guidance was palpable.

Arial then stood back in a long shadow and quietly admired him educating the other females who were obviously in awe of their young Master before a swift hour had passed when the young ladies went off to other parts of the stables and at this point he was alone.

She therefore approached him and stood closely at his side then leant provocatively against the edge of the inventive contraption he had been working on and grinned in challenge

“Hello, you must be Amas... I’m Arial just back home for the weekend.”

His inky eyes scanned her delicate form and he sighed in appreciation of a superb specimen of femininity and obvious duplicity.

“You are one of the stepdaughters…?”

He took her fingers in his politely.

“…I’m pleased to meet you Arial, but I have no time to tend or pleasure you because I am working, and I sense you are too young for my considerations.”

The pampered spoiled girl was not used to being dismissed or not getting what she immediately wanted and scowled at his verbal slight.

“I’m old enough, Amas…and I don’t want anything from you especially after what Lilly mentioned…”

He shrugged disinterestedly as she went on to demonstrate her immaturity.

“…That you think all white girls want to serve you and have your children.”

Amas laughed loudly at her blatant honesty to say what was on her mind.

“Wonderful, then we shall simply be friends Arial, and I will see you later; now please go as I have other lessons then later a group ride with two girls we wish to encourage here.”

Suddenly and slyly she did not wish to leave and wanted more time with him then whispered almost apologetically as she appreciated her tone had been a little strong and undeserved.

“May I join you?”

He looked her up and down again.

“Can you ride…?”

As if in answer she swung her slight body into the saddle then perfectly demonstrated what he had been advocating to the other students before he took careful gentle hold of her bottom and smiled.

“…Push against the horn…then grip with your thighs; now up and down…that’s it, rub, rub, rub, against the tip to feel the pressure and the heart of powerful animal below…”

The precipitous sense of him immediately unpredictably roused her libido and she involuntarily ground against the harness between her delicate thighs then sat back in shock because her body had just reached hormonal glory as he stoked her long brown hair and smiled.

“…Are you mine now Arial, as if you are then you can join the trek?”

She took his hand and sat on it below the short skirt so Amas could feel her wetness then murmured.

“Yes Amas…I am sorry for being forward and I would love to come and join you if you would let me.”

The young black male shook his perfect head then smirked and gently slid the longest fingertip her had just inside her sweet saturated pussy.

“Then, now as you are respectful to me, you will be welcome so please change as although I like this outfit…”

Her body wriggled down on the slight addictive hardness.

“…I am a professional here and you need to be appropriately dressed…”

She was soon lifted by him from the static mount before he patted her bottom patronisingly and muttered sharply.

“…Be back in two hours and I will let you follow along but please understand…”

He let his fingertip run along the line of her panty covered slippery vaginal crease almost without touching it then slapped her rear flesh hard.

“…These girls also belong to me so do not interfere.”

Arial literally flew home where she showered then changed into her riding clothes - with the best underwear she had below - and was waiting in the cobbled area of the paddock when a thickset blonde mature woman and her leaner similarly fragrant daughter were also standing in readiness for the tuition with Amas.

They introduced themselves cordially before their charismatic instructor appeared leading two stout horses when he smiled at them all then spoke calmly to the older lady.

“Right Helen…up you go and remember what I taught you…”

She strained her sturdy legs to pull the full voluptuous body up as he immediately pushed her closely against the raised horn and muttered.

“…Squeeze with the thighs and push your crotch down then up in rhythm as I have shown you Helen.”

Soon both mother and daughter were stretching and secretly teasing their delectably decorated pussies because the pressing then pushing motion was definitely inspiring while Arial took a pretty speckled pony then waited as Helen stared at Amas hopefully.

“May we stop at the shady deserted spot in the forest Amas, just as before, because Lesley and I did enjoy it there.”

He laughed in comprehension and athletically mounted a tall bay stallion that was entirely unsaddled.

“You are naughty Ladies, as that was only yesterday but…”

He drifted beside the willowy young daughter with doe eyes and a pale visage and softly patted her belly.

“…If you ride well and keep your posture then I will consider your request as…”

His evocative gurgle encouraged the animals to move.

“…I do have to conserve my energy!”

Arial followed silently in genuine fascination as Amas - riding bareback as usual - led the small entourage through the lanes then small hills or inclines before cantering over the open fields to ensure that his comely students were proficient enough to be tested and stretched with regard to their abilities.

Then, when he was sure the group were capable, his feet pricked his mount kindly and allowed everyone to gallop in unison and the pure celebration of being alive while having the sheer privilege of working so closely with such sublime muscular animals.

Eventually they drew the horses back then trotted and ambled to the hidden clearing in the forest where everyone dismounted, and Helen could barely contain the flushed look on her aged but attractive face as she gushed.

“Thank you so much Amas that was wonderful and as before just being around you is simply divine…”

Her daughter was by her side and she provocatively undid the top button and zip of the jodhpurs then her own until they were bunched just above the knees and murmured softly.

“…My child, Lesley, had spoken to her husband and would welcome the chance of a brown baby so please use her as you promised you would…”

To Arial’s real shock the mature Lady dropped to her knees then released a black cock of such unanticipated proportions the young girl nearly wet herself immediately, especially as Helen reflexively suckled it softly.

“…I am still unsure to take it myself, but would you bring me to heaven first Amas…please.”

He pressed her head back and forward on his unbelievable erection that seemed to further expand alongside the power he could obviously exert over his feminine prey.

“Are you mine. Helen, as with Lesley…?”

She blinked feebly then looked up and merely orally serviced him with more energy before he placed her limp form against the bark of the tree then teased and flicked her hairy blonde pussy to hormonal bliss with a casual but informed touch or twist which soon had her gasping in orgasmic womanly delight.

Then Amas turned his attentions to the quiet passive but equally delectable daughter and made her place delicate hands on the same evocative wood then stood behind the girl, slowly lowered the jodhpurs to her ankles before teasing the revealing saturation between the thighs and whispering.

“…Are you ready and wish to become one with me, Lesley?”

Her voice sounded lowly and pathetically.

“Oh yes, Amas…Rupert and I desperately want a black child to mark our commitment to the new more enlightened world…”

His fingertips took her bottom then forced the precious milky flesh slightly apart before gingerly entering into the sodden crease of her and although the young woman was undeniably slight, inexplicably the huge black masculine thickness slid within her internal passage inexorably then easily as he sighed.

“…I can smell you are in season, so you must come each afternoon for the next few days by which time you will surely be blessed…”

Amas was fucking her vigorously now as she squeezed then welcomed his penetration of her precious aperture with female muscles she had never even used properly before, while obviously relishing the base experience as he provided more guidance.

“…Let your husband come and share the time also as he should surely witness the granting of life and most assuredly lick you in celebration…”

Her cries of fulfilment and glee along with his motions were becoming more feverish or frenetic until she shuddered suddenly then wailed.

“…I will Amas…Oh fuck…fill me up…I want to be overflowing with your cum!”

As if to obedient order he urgently surged inside her tight belly and private precious female passage then held her still for a moment perhaps to privately savour the conquest before withdrawing slowly then patting her ass after she was free.

“…It is done now let us have some chocolate and water then take a slow journey home because…”

His wicked mesmeric black eyes saw Arial who was surreptitiously pressing her hand against the tight crotch of her trousers then smiled inside as he tended to do most recently.

“…Out time together is enough for today and there is still much yet to be done by me!”

The group meandered back with generally less purpose and more gratification than when they had started an hour or so previously; and this was especially true of the mother and daughter who could hardly contain a sense of bliss or sensual ecstasy that patently roused their feminine souls.

However, Arial was surely not settled, as all she could see in her inflamed mind’s eye was the gargantuan manhood on Amas and it was only after furtively pushing and pressing down on the saddle - to make her body fall over the climactic cliff - did she at last begin to relax and reached the stable with her head also on a womanly high.

Amas seemed to exist on a superior immoral plane above them all - barely noticing the electric effect he had on these malleable white females - as he made his appointment to see Lesley tomorrow for the suggested ride with her husband in tow to perhaps seal the seeding deal then booked in a private outing with her mother to possibly give the refined but promiscuous lady more time to decide if she wanted the extra service he had on offer.

Eventually both luscious women strode off smiling or actually radiating contentment and it was only Arial who remained as he gazed at her lean entreating form but murmured dismissively.

“Please go now as there is much I have left to accomplish today…”

He smiled knowingly.

“…I hope you enjoyed your little adventure!”

She sidled up to him and whispered in the evocative madness of the moment.

“You said that you expected women to tend and serve you…?”

He inhaled and patted her arm innocently which belied what she then mumbled.

“…Then let me when I’m here…please…I want to wash you…”

The admiration or desire in her soft brown eyes was intense.

“…Whatever you want me to do…please.”

Amas merely tapped her taut belly through the white shirt she had on then spoke pointedly.

“Are you mine?”

“Yes, yes…you know I am.”

He stepped back as though he was some dark kindly gentleman but, as always, the young man was just weighing up the options that kept developing almost incrementally.

“Then I may allow it…I will be back at 6.00p.m and if you come to my room at this time then…”

The young girl shivered openly in anticipation.

“…I may allow you to serve and wash me alone for the moment but only on the condition you understand I have many other admirers.”

Once more his words spoke only of a woman’s service with not the slightest responsibility on his part other than to rudely supply what they all found compelling, but Arial looked past his arrogance and whispered.

“Of course, Amas…we all take on board that in your distant world girls provide freely and…”

Her look spoke a thousand words.

“…We wish you to feel at home and receive what is expected.”

The young man tried not to snigger because these susceptible young women were making ludicrous assumptions that were plainly untrue but who was he to disillusion them as he exhaled.

“Good, then I will grant you a chance and if you please me then…”

Her stomach and lower regains began to turn then churn.

“…I will consider impregnating you along with the rest.”

Such crass base words should have caused offence but to Arial - and under the indoctrination the media had spouted about the endless suffering of black men - what he mentioned sounded perfectly reasonable and permissible as she squeezed his hand then sighed.

“I will be there exactly on time.”

He nodded in confirmation and spoke with authority over yet another worshipper.

“Wear a swimsuit under a robe as I am not ready for you to carry out this duty naked…”

Her sexual lips were salivating at his mesmeric character and affect before she blinked as he finished.

“…Now go…and don’t be late or I will discipline you as I have with Lilly.”

Arial groaned intuitively.

“You know she is desperate for you as well.”

He laughed lowly and pinched her divinely clad bottom purposefully.

“I know, but that is not your affair…now off you go like a good girl and…”

She turned and reluctantly began to move away as his words carried after her.

“…I will see you soon.”

When Amas eventually returned to the house he spoke to Betty advising that her attendance to his bathing were being carried out by the young schoolgirl and she merely smiled at the gossipy news then again sensed that if she could only hang on to the coat-tails of this elegant superior young man then perhaps her own fortunes might fly along with his.

She could almost feel or physically taste the changes in the heightened air since his arrival and nodded agreeably at the news about the sweet girl, told him his dinner would be ready for him at 8p.m and if there was anything else he needed then a call or instruction was all she required.

To her there seemed to be a new Lord of the Manor in the making and perhaps to reinforce this sentiment she watch discretely as the precious precocious Arial knocked on his door at the appointed hour dressed only in her short black silken robe and swiftly slipped inside when it opened.

Betty chuckled to herself as events unfolded and was secretly pleased that Amas was here to cause such licentious mayhem to these pompous white men and women who thought themselves so much better than he or she was.

Somehow by casting his influential malevolent shadow over the boorish males and especially the needy greedy often insufferable womenfolk that threw themselves under his feet, was in some small way a victory for all of their race that had been in service to the white elite for so many inequitable years.

To be frank she felt not the slightest pity for them all.

Inside the room, Amas was on the bed when Arial entered and looked on as she quickly removed the shiny gown to reveal her slight figure covered only by a tightly fitting black swimming costume  before she danced on her toes coquettishly and grinned.

“Do you like, Amas?”

He inhaled merely to drink in the intoxicating fact she was already his.

“Turn around and bend over.”

She did so and he rose off the covers to gently cup the cheeks of her pert backside with his grand stretched palms then murmured basely.

“I will not fuck you until I am ready, but I could tell you were desirous of release after the ride…”

His fingertips slid inside the crotch of the to pull back the material slightly to reveal a perfect pink bald pussy which he touched lightly as she winced in wantonness.

“…So, confirm this belongs to me now?”

Arial entreated the fine rigidity inside her and shamelessly moved her hips back and forward in selfish search of resolution.

“Yes, Amas yes…oh fuck yes…”

He took private delight in teasing then torturing her for a while then brought the doting girl to actual bliss before pulling her into the tiny shower where she washed and rubbed each and every male part of him with energetic relish then took hold of his powerful male tool and instantly lost control.

“…I want this inside me…fucking me…making me grow as…”

She dropped onto her haunches and sucked the peak of him.

“…I am ready.”

Amas welcomed yet another fragrant mouth around his active genitals and allowed her to liberally gorge before he thrust to the back of Arial’s throat and listened contentedly as she readily gulped then swallowed the load of slimy sperm he eventually produced.

The agreeable slender girl kept him between her lips and began the whole seedy process once more as he stroked her shining hair and murmured.

“I will grant you your wish in due course perhaps when you bring some of your friends to visit and ride…”

She was in rhythm now as he hardened almost miraculously - given that he had just cum - to her crude decadent motion.

“…But in the meantime, you must tell Lillian that sadly I am too busy to spank her tonight so she must manage without my correction…”

Again, her entreaties made him judder then explode to inflame or titillate her palate as he finally pulled back before she wiped then dried him and Amas exhaled dismissively.

“…If you tell her this then you may come and warm my bed later but be warned I will not take full carnal enjoyment of you until you have…”

He gently pushed Arial towards the door in demonstrable completion of her usefulness.

“…Proved your loyalty to me!”

The girl ran away on a sexual stratospheric high; utterly thrilled with her afternoon interlude with Amas and bristling with all types of earthy sensations that all of her previous boyfriends had barely evoked for a second.

The young woman surely did not love Amas - she barely knew the dark mystery man - but strangely felt as if her body belonged to him just as he had alluded to; and the thought of entertaining his gigantic cock squeezed succulently within her slender belly literally gave the young woman goosebumps.

After a bath and putting on a short yellow dress for dinner she sat around the elegant table and - barely wishing to contain her excitement - allowed her lips to turn wickedly as the main course was served when directly addressing Lillian but within earshot of her husband.

“Thank you for mentioning what you did about Amas this morning because it was very informative as we did share time together today and…”

She giggled while Lillian began to turn grey.

“…He is indeed utterly gigantic and he has told me to mention that…”

Her lips took a tasty morsel of the food which she chewed sweetly to relish what she was about to say before swallowing then speaking.

“…He has not the time to spank your ass tonight.”

Lillian flushed in hardly contained ire then other more confusing emotions as her vaginal crease began leaking as if in desperate need of touching or stretching.

In fact, the only one that replied was Winston who glanced at his livid wife and sighed less than helpfully in her direction.

“Well that’s good news isn’t it, Darling?”

Lilly simply fumed then festered and when the meal was over she left to go and bathe and try and lose this terrible tension that had enveloped her soul, but after putting on a long negligee and silken knickers - which normally provided some cool comfort - she tossed and turned in the bed while rejecting any advances from her bumptious husband before she could take no more unresolved frustration.

Then with an internal tidal wave of confusion she marched off into the darkness to Amas then rattled on the door before it opened and she could barely speak coherently, when disturbingly she saw his toned naked body and unfairly erect cock in the dim light.

“How dare you treat me like this…instruct Arial to tell me you won’t spank my bottom as if I wish you to.”

He allowed her to rant for a while then took her hand and delicately led her into the Lion’s den where he stroked her backside softly and sighed.

“Of course you wish me to discipline or beat you Lillian…don’t you understand…”

He sat on the edge of the bed before she fell over his naked knees and thighs almost naturally before his fingers raised the succulent material of the gown to reveal the heavenly panties which he rubbed gently.

“…These are much better, Lillian, but please look up and see Arial because this is how I like my women to look and appear…”

In despair her focus saw the young girl standing nearby wearing the tiniest sheer purple babydoll outfit that barely covered her hips as Amas started to spank her firmly.

“…You are mine but need to adapt if you are to receive what you obviously want...”

As Lilly whined helplessly, Arial bent down to kiss her lips softly as Amas twisted his firm digits inside her vaginal wetness to build towards the climax she had been craving all evening and muttered.

“…So, lick her back as I like my girls to play and sleep together.”

Lilly was beyond self-control and too near bliss to argue therefore could not stop using her mouth then slippery tongue to orally embrace this young woman she had always detested until finally sexual relief took hold of her womanly form and her lower regions convulsed to orgasm and trembled while Arial licked her pink lips and grumbled drolly.

“Don’t pretend you’re not a Slut, Lilly, because we all know that you used to be passed around before marrying Winston…”

Her palm stroked the girls warm ass before slapping it gently for fun and speaking generously.

“…Borrow some of my sibling’s Natalie’s stuff if you wish, as she left all of her teenage lingerie and uniforms etc. in her room before her recent marriage to Bernard…”

Finally, her sharpest longest fingertip scratched along the crease of her pussy as she laughed.

“…I am returning to school tomorrow so maybe it’s long past time for you to surrender because Amas won’t fuck you until you comply and admit you are his.”

Perhaps finally this ultimate insult along with the forced gratification or ongoing ignominy she had endured at his hands once more had pushed the situation much too far, and with probably a more sensible balanced head she rose up like a whirlwind or avenging angel and berated them both.

“How dare you speak to me like that Arial and…as for you…”

She glared at Amas with definite acidity and tried not to notice that the murky light could barely disguise that his erection was even larger than she remembered.

“…This is the final straw!”

Lilly then ran out into the darkness, to her own bed where she made Winston lick her pussy endlessly until this confounded body could take no more oral attention or debased pleasure and thinking her head could finally settle the girl lay to sleep but could not get the picture of Arial and Amas out of a whacky weary imagination for a singular moment.

She could continually visualize the foolish young supercilious girl sucking him, fucking him in that small tight bed and it made her inflame with uncontrollable hormonal rage then jealously as she writhed in disgust and desire and hated absolutely everyone around her.

She need not have stressed though because all Arial and Amas did that evening was basically hug and sleep together - as if taking some sensible time for anything else - between him teasing the young woman to glory with clever fingertips and her providing endless blow jobs because the essence of him was already proving irresistible.

The dawn brought little comfort for Lilly because she felt fatigued then endlessly furious and wanted to berate the youthful black man that was the cause of this awful unrest in her bones but he was working hard at the stables and even Arial was nowhere to be seen before once more, in a fit of uncontrollable fury, she strode to the equestrian block to confront him.

Lilly found the ebony focus of her irritation instructing very young girls on the general aspects of riding on the static saddle specifically set up for such tuition and even though what he was doing was absolutely harmless and professional she clearly saw it as something else as he stared in her direction then sighed meaningfully.

“Please don’t watch, Lillian, as my group are children and beginners and if you wish to speak privately to me then come to stable 6 in two hours.”

Again she had been dismissed or rebuffed by him but she admirably held her temper then returned to the appointed venue at the appointed time but as she walked into the empty area she gasped in concern because Arial was on her knees sucking his powerful cock dressed in her riding clothes.

She smiled at Lilly almost genially as she greedily suckled him.

“Come and share as I’m going back to the school in an hour, so I merely wanted to wish Amas a suitable goodbye.”

The confused endlessly unstable woman staggered in and looked around to see if she was being watched but the place was thankfully empty, and because her legs were like jelly, Lilly dropped beside Arial where inadvertently she inhaled the strong testosterone of the man before looking up then whining.

“You are entirely immoral, and I am here to tell you that I will not be corrupted like these other brainless girls…”

Arial was moving her head swiftly now and could tell the seminal eruption was about to blow before her hand caught the back of Lilly’s fair head, drew it towards the bursting black stiffness until it erupted all over her outraged face and mouth as she gasped.

“…You Bitch…!”

She instinctively licked her lips as Arial made her wipe him clean with her tongue then managed to pull away and complained bitterly.

“…And you…are a miserable fucking Bastard!”

In spite of her moral intentions or cutting words she did not try to stop Amas unbuttoning both pairs of clingy trousers then supply some irresistible teasing to their most reactive point between their legs because her personal craving for completion was overpowering and before long the two females were shaking like climactic leaves blown about by a powerful black wind as he sighed.

“I will see you in a few weeks Arial and…”

He pressed the rounded breasts on Lilly.

“…I will join you for dinner around the main table when you will wear the pretty school uniform of the sister along with the wonderful underwear I wanted from the very start…”

He went on as Arial listened in visible amusement.

“…Only then, if I am content, will you wear a pretty negligee before I take then have you in your bed while your man watches and licks my sperm out of your tight cunt.”

She shivered in despair or disgust then pushed up from the straw before wiping the destabilising scent of him from her fluorescent face.

“You’re insane…insane…this is over it all has to stop…!”

Lilly stormed off back to what she presumed was normality before Arial winked at him knowingly then kissed his lean cheek and scampered off feeling life was simply wonderful and that she had her own delicious wicked plans for the admirable Amas.

Cleverly Lilly left it until the mischievous Arial had departed back to her boarding school an hour later before finding her flustered flabby husband working in his study then venting all her wrath upon his bald head in a literal torrent of vitriolic female angst or abuse.

“This black boy has to leave today…”

Her luscious body shook in anger at him while the scent and trace of semen of Amas still remained on her tongue and skin.

“…He humiliates me…humbles you and seems to be fucking every available girl on the estate…”

She threw in a hammer blow as if he did not already know.

“…Definitely doing Arial as she was in his room last night.”

Winston seemed suddenly bemused.

“How do you know?”

Lilly recognizing her mistake but did not illuminate him and just drove on vocally.

“He spanks then plays with me like toy…I’ve heard rumours with what goes on at the stables with Carrie and the other women of all ages that are now flocking there….”

He had heard the positive news business was booming unexpectedly but did not dare to mention it.

“…Now he wants to dress me up like a doll or a whore and take me in our own bed while you…”

Her head shook in utter dread.

“…Watch on…”

She could see that Winston was disgracefully aroused to the point of ejaculation and this only inflamed her fuddled head even more.

“…As he impregnates me…”

Her whole body seemed to shake slowly in misery.

“…Seeds me roughly to bear his brown children as if I belong to him…”

To her horror she could see her husband wet himself as her own knickers became saturated and she whistled like the wavering wind at the end of a tempest.

“…I am telling you right now to get rid of him before it’s too late.”

In a logical moment the mature male accepted she was definitely indisputably correct and, as if finally catching the rational argument, immediately walked over to the stables where he eventually found the immoral subject of his wife’s vexation fucking his long-time manageress who was inelegantly bent over in a stable like some brood mare in heat.

Amas saw him but did not stop his rude attention on the woman as he grunted.

“Yes, what is it?”

Winston stood back in sudden perplexity as he mumbled.

“I’m sorry but you need to leave us as my wife insists that you do…”

The Lady apparently being demeaned grunted to climax before Amas spurted inside her belly as the supposed Master of the estate ignored the erotic show then continued on bravely.

“…There, it is said and done, and I will have a car to dispatch you to London as and when you return to the house.”

Carrie pulled up her sodden panties then tight black trousers and glared at Winston who she had lost regard for long ago.

“If he is fired then I will follow, and you can find someone else for this work because Amas is our only hope and has been nothing short of a revelation here…”

She kissed his hand as she rose worshipfully.

“…And we all need him.”

The older male simply shrugged rudely as if he had heard enough.

“Then so be it…you can all piss-off because my mind is made up and as you well know Carrie once this is the case…”

His palm patted the bloated belly below him almost proudly.

“…Then I will not and never be turned.” 

Amas suddenly looked at him coolly as if the only person sensing and having the foresight what was possible now.

“Are you sure because if you insult me like this then you will be dealt with most severely and I will not remain here unless you beg me to.”

Winston Granville snorted arrogantly and if being true to his upbringing and supercilious nature.

“Lillian was right…finish up here come and get your belongings and go.”

When he lumbered away Amas picked up his phone and was put through to Grace Somerset instantly who listened intently then with audible amusement and murmured.

“My, my, you have being doing a good job, Amas, don’t fret, be sure to make Lilly suffer and I will be down to see you all in a few weeks with Simon who is assuredly now on-board with my ideas  and is looking forward to meeting you.”

Temporarily, in the becalmed eye of the storm, Winston felt momentarily empowered about his decision up to the point he reached back to the house when Lilly met him in an obvious blinding irrational panic.

“Darling you haven’t spoken to him yet have you…as I have changed my mind and realise perhaps I’m being silly…?”

He stared at her in abject confusion then open-mouthed because she quickly thrust the terrible letter of dismissal she had just printed off the computer and complained to him as if this was all his fault.

“…What have you done Winston…you’ve just been dismissed…we have been dismissed…ruined...ruined.”

The man wailed at her defensively.

“But you told me Lillian…insisted that I get rid of this Monster in our midst…”

His heavy head turned and twisted in tension

“…Let me speak to Grace again and reasonably get her to see our impossible position….as I am sure she will understand or maybe sympathise?”

As he mouthed the unlikely words Winston knew they were untrue but gainfully the man went into his study then picked up his silver phone at if it was scalding hot poker then accepted it was when his furious boss came on the line and berated him incandescently.

“What a mess Winston…Amas was simply doing as I instructed and we agreed isn’t he?”

Winston knew he was beaten already but tried to explain.

“But he is fucking all the women here.”

“As I proposed…”

He rattled or railed on for a while before finally eventually comprehending the painful hopelessness of his position then began to fully take on board what was at stake as the end of his career was no mere threat anymore because his Boss was unusually firm as she spat.

“…What is done is done I will arrange another deserving family for Amas while of course your place with the ministry is now untenable and will end immediately.”

Suddenly Winston could see the privileged life he had always known disappearing before his piggy eyes as he cried for mercy.

“Oh, what have I done…I’m so sorry, Grace…yes I was very wrong in not listening to your marvelous ideas and please can I have another chance?”

Her response was terrifying.

“I sense it is already too late because Amas is now determined to depart given the trust he has shown you has been betrayed like in his own country…”

She twisted the knife, but the man did not see her smile dryly as she did so.

“…Don’t you feel completely ashamed to have let him down as you have when the young man was just trying to help as I asked him to?”

His voice wavered then wandered.

“Can I try to put things right please Grace…for old times sakes…please as I need the money or will have to sell up.”

She stroked her stocking clad leg then pulsed sensually while starting to understand more fully what schadenfreude meant and tried not to enjoy his suffering too much.

“Never mind Winston it’s a new age so…that’s how it is.”

The phone went down and he rushed to his shaken wife then wailed in real distress.

“We’re done for Darling…it’s confirmed.”

Lillian suddenly looked around at her privileged home and lifestyle and remembered the empty penurious promiscuous existence she used to have before her marriage of convenience then whispered softly.

“Perhaps you’re right, Darling, this is all my fault and I will take responsibility for it with him…will agree to do as he wishes….let him fuck me…use me as long as you share the burden and ask me to.”

He blinked pathetically as if suddenly seeing perverse light at the end of a dissolute tunnel.

“Would you do that for us as if you would agree I would beg you right now and you would never lose my respect?”

Lilly shivered almost undetectably.

“Yes, I suppose I must, but you will have to beg him to forgive you right now then plead with the man to speak with Grace on our behalf.”

His ears and spirits suddenly if not strangely picked up as he imagined disaster could be averted.

“Yes, maybe there is still a chance but are we agreed between us?”

She took his hand and placed it on her flat belly then smooth mound of femininity between her thighs.

“Just tell him this is his and I am his.”

With that depraved declaration Winston walked quickly and purposefully back over to the nearby arena of the horses and immediately saw Amas returning with a squad of gaggling teenage girls after a short ride and he mumbled up to him hopefully on his perch.

“May I speak to you Amas…as I feel I have been much too hasty.”

The black eyes of the young man stared down icily.

“Wait in the stall I saw you in earlier and I will attend when I have finished with my students.”

Winston nodded in a sense of anxiety and unspoken appreciation then stood in attendance for a full half hour before Amas arrived with Carrie then sighed impatiently.

“I will be back to the house shortly and be gone soon afterwards.”

The bumbling male interrupted quickly.

“I’m sorry, sorry… I was wrong, made a mistake and need to make things right again.”

Amas was deservingly scalding with him.

“You were awful to Carrie who is my close friend here and a great manager as well and you need to make amends to her first...”

Winston flushed as the woman he had employed for so long stood erect with her legs astride while Amas verbally spanked him coarsely.

“…On your knees undo the trousers, lick her vagina free of my semen then say you’re sorry….and mean it!”

In seconds he was prostrate and ignominiously lapping at the aromatic entrance of her hairy pussy as she leaned back and stroked his bald dome while muttering.

“Winston, that’s very good but suck my filthy panties clean as well please…”

She glanced at Amas in unspoken appreciation.

“…And make me feel important.”

The man did as demanded; then disgraced himself entirely until all of the sperm had been expunged then ingested by him and groaned.

“I do sincerely apologise, Carrie, and please forgive me then stay here at a higher wage?”

Amas had already marked her card and she played it skillfully

“Double?”

He could feel her expectation on the tip of his extended tongue as he teased the clitoral peak then whimpered hopelessly.

“Yes Carrie…yes, yes, whatever you wish…are we agreed now and please say you will remain?”

She quivered and spurted excited female fluid in his tubby flushed face then laughed in release.

“And confirm you will do this as and if I require it…?”

Carrie wiped her fluidic crease on his lolling tongue.

“…Because I expect Amas might soon become much too busy for me.”
The formerly superior male who had recently become gelded like some of the animals around him wilted entirely.

“Yes, Carrie whenever you want me to…I shall do it willingly if you will merely stop with us.”

She gurgled then pulled up her pristine but wet panties then jodhpurs and smirked at Amas.

“Then I am content and maybe I will see you in the morning.”

The manager then departed and there was just Winston still on the floor along with his unwanted foreign guest above him who grumbled.

“What have you to say to me?”

He unexpectedly began to cry.

“I am truly terribly sorry, Amas, as is my wife Lilly who has told me to tell you she is yours if you will simply accept my deeply held regrets then agree to remain in the house.”

To his concern Amas was at first dismissive with this apparently generous offer then moved whatever boundaries Winston thought he had remaining.

“She always was, but now you must also accept I am the Master here and you will follow my rule with Lillian and then all things in due course…”

Winston knew this was utterly absurd but the position he was in was most precarious which needed time to sort out; subsequently his fat head promptly nodded in agreement as if he would actually now agree to do everything the obtuse young man said as he went on.

“…I need a good wage now business is booming and a car in keeping with my new position in the family.”

Winston’s giddy brain was working so fast he could barely talk as he tried to hang on to what he had left.

“Yes, yes Amas…that sounds perfectly fine…whatever you desire or need but please remain here with us and…”

His small troubled squint eyes looked at him hopefully.

“…Speak to Grace and make our case for us as I know you have her ear.”

Amas took a moment then inhaled sightly in the delicious reflex of the detectable increase of his power.

“I will see how you behave for a few days because I still have reservations remaining, but I will be at the house in an hour when I will address you and Lillian on my more considered thoughts.”

As if already adapting to his new lowly position Winston spoke weasel words.

“How do you wish her dressed?”

Amas grinned broadly at this man’s endless ability to submit then disgrace himself which he sensed would serve them both well.

“I will advise you later…now you are excused, and I will see you soon.”

He watched the porky man go, then busied himself with his general work because honest graft still held value for him but found time to text Grace and let her know everything had gone to plan and he would send further evidence to her later.

Then when everything was in place with his precious stables, he kissed Carrie on her flushed cheek and headed back to the house that was definitely beginning to feel more like a real dependable home.

When he arrived, Winston and his glamorous wife - dressed in familiar tight jeans - were waiting and they moved into the study before he took the chair behind the desk then murmured to them with his inventive expectation now as promised.

“I will be sleeping in the main bedroom with Lillian subject to her obedience…”

He glared at Winston to argue against his decision, but the man kept expressively quiet.

“…While you shall rest in my space or place downstairs…”

If there was ever going to be a fight to his new authority then surely this was the moment but it passed in utter silence which encouraged Amas to continue.

“…Take your clothes to my old room, bring the few items I have to the new room I will inhabit, then fetch a full swimsuit from Natalie’s wardrobe as Lillian will wash me wearing it before dinner.”

The captured man went to mouth words of complaint or possibly regarding propriety then instantly thought better of it and scurried off to leave his wife with Amas who took the woman by the hand and led her upstairs to the main bedroom where he smiled coldly as if daring her to refuse.

“Undress me.”

She appreciated it was impossible to now deny him anything as she pulled off his work-clothes then privately admired his body as she whispered.

“Why do I need a suit Amas…as I am prepared to do my service naked?”

Winston then arrived with the outfit requested and Amas snapped at him as if wishing to keep them both off-balance.

“Strip her then after she is ready complete the removal of your clothing from here and bring the school outfit that Natalie used to wear along with a set of nylons and underwear similar to what Grace had on when we drove together from London…”

Amas took an image of Lilly changing into in the clingy red suit and murmured.

“…Turn around and bend over and let me see your ass…”

She did so without response or attitude and felt her body surge at her impending sexual servitude.

“…Which I will soon fuck as well as the rest of you…now run the bath as I am tired of showers and you…”

He glared at Winston.

“…Make sure everything is ready for when we have finished.”

Amas slipped with his usual agility inside the hot water and sat back in the grand tub while Lillian kneeled and gently washed his divine skin with her small soft hands and murmured in attempted conciliation.

“I am sorry Amas for how I have squabbled with you…”

Instinctively her finger wrapped around the erect length of his cock and she cooed in genuine arousal.

“…But my marriage is important, and I wanted to do the right thing by my husband but…”

Her tongue involuntarily licked out to taste the incredible stiffness.

“…We both know I am yours.”

She weakly took him in her slippery mouth and his hands grabbed a chunk of blonde hair and tugged it so it moved purposefully on the hardness.

“Yes, naturally I could tell immediately your true instincts, now swallow and then you can join me in the water…”

Lilly drew him with developing verve or even passion and, as if he sorely wanted to anoint her into his harem, Amas jerked quickly then after she had consumed it all had her kneel over him in the water before releasing the straps of the tight suit so the full firm breasts were flopping about succulently.

He then cleaned them slowly and sensually pinching the small nipples as he went before lifting her body higher to pull the taut material of the outfit down to the knees to expose her blonde pussy which Amas washed in evocative creamy soap before running a digit along the pink womanly line and smiling.

“…Ask me and I will let you cum…”

She tried to mount his cock because he was solid once more but Amas just continued to frustrate and torment her.

“…I will pick the moment of your submission now tell me you are mine and I will show you bliss.”

Her hips pushed against the slight friction and she gasped.

“I am yours Amas…will not resist any more and I do want you to seed me…”

Her mind and body were floating in the warm fluid as she moved.

“…Fill me…treat me as your wife or Whore I don’t much care but…”

Impulsively she spurted fluid and trembled before he scrubbed her slippery cunt clean and let her suck his penis for a while to pacify her raw sexual instincts before he pulled her out of the bath and slapped the tight bottom sharply.

“…Dry yourself then let me watch you dress in the divine uniform I have selected.”

They entered the bedroom where Amas put on his familiar jeans and shirt knowing soon he could afford a new wardrobe, then watched as his new conquest slowly pulled up dark stockings which she fastened to a thin lacy garter by way of tiny suspenders then put on a pretty bra and finally drew on the tiny back panties that slid over her cleansed and fragrant blonde mound perfectly.

Then she clipped the plead skirt around her tiny waist, covering the upper body with a cream shirt and a red tie before finishing the look with a black blazer when her mouth smiled transparently as she glanced at her image in the dress mirror.

“Amas, I love this…”

She slid on flat shoes and ran her delicate hands under the indecent hem, stood on tiptoes and shivered as if recalling the adventurous girl she once used to be.

“…I want you to bend me over and fuck me in it…!”

Amas drew her to him and they kissed while she rubbed her desirous lower body against the hardness in his trousers and he whispered in her ear.

“Then you can dress like a sweet schoolgirl every day and just use Natalie’s other teenage outfits, so you look permanently like a Tramp”

She nodded as if such deviance was endearing before they walked down to the dining room where Winston was waiting and Amas ceremoniously took a chair at the head of the table then placed Lilly on his lap and smiled meanly at him

“Your wife is mine now…”

He bounced her up and down to test the depth of his control.

“…Any problem for you?”

The mature man had his proverbial back to the wall but there was no simple solution to this thorny problem as he lowered his head weakly and spoke like an idiot.

“No….it is government policy.”

Amas laughed at the man’s fear, submission and his own good fortune then rubbed her wonderfully covered breasts right in front of her husband’s rounded scarlet complexion.

“Yes, yes, indeed it must be mentioned that Grace Somerset had truly produced something special with that.”

The theatre of mastery merely confirmed what Amas already knew and that improbably the servant had become Lord in this house and Lilly took the place at his side while Betty served and they ate like a most unlikely family.

Amas spoke to the maid in hushed tones when the meal was concluded and the lively elevated woman smiled then nodded before retreating back to the kitchen at which time the three of them took wine in the lounge when Lilly sat on his leg again and rubbed herself down on him like an adoring cat.

“Why make me endure so Amas…I’m ready…yours!”

He relaxed back and let her kiss his penile hardness through the jeans then sneak the erection out and sucked it as Amas glanced at Winston.

“You can watch me with Lillian for a while then you must leave to my room where Betty will be there to keep you company.”

Perhaps this was a step too far as the former controller here snarled then begged for pity.

“Please not that…you can’t be serious?”


The black young man stroked the flaxen hair of the man’s wife as she drew him now without coercion and scowled back.

“I am deadly serious or perhaps I may take it that on reflection you were not honest in your previous apologies…”

Winston bit his lips while the virile male poured copious amounts of semen down Lilly’s open throat then let her lick him back to solidity and audibly sighed at the revealing silence from her husband.

“…Fine, everything is suitably settled, now let me see to Lillian as apparently she’s been waiting for too long!”

In moments they were in the master bedroom where he pressed the slender girl over onto her knees upon the edge of the bed when Amas glared at Winston then spoke crudely

“Raise the cute skirt, pull down the pretty panties and lick her ass and cunt!”

Shamefully the helpless man bent forward then ignominiously pressed his face and tongue in these mercurial dark pungent places while she muttered then moaned before Amas forced him to one side and instantly pushed his iron cock deeply inside the rear pussy as Lilly cried out in the flush or rush of it all.

“Fill me Amas…fuck me…seed me!”

He surged up deeply inside her vaginal passage to promptly deposit the hot fluidic load then turned the girl around and made her suck him once more as he gestured to Winston.

“Back to work…get that taut ass flowing with the juices…”

Incredibly Amas was erect in a minute or two by which time the anal cavity was indeed saturated enabling Amas to swiftly foully take her bottom with relish while grabbing the blonde hair on her as he did so and grunting.

“…Now you are mine…you Bitch…”

He rutted her with fire or fury, and she surrendered completely to her fate then welcomed his further invasion of her intimate previously untouched places then ultimately collapsed down on the bed at which moment he stroked her leaking ass tenderly.

“…Have a shower, make yourself smell like honey then get a luscious nightie from your new collection and I’ll be back shortly.”

She turned and looked up for him but he was already gone and Lilly dozed for a second or two in some sleazy reverie then dragged herself towards the cleansing waters and shuddered in the celebration of having more perverse fun than she would ever have dreamed possible.

Amas made Winston stop at the brandy decanter then poured them both a drop of courage and raised a glass which the chubby man clinked without enthusiasm.

“To clear our palates and a new beginning but…”

He downed the sharp spirit in a single slug and muttered malevolently.

“…Don’t you dare disobey me.”

When they reached the small room, Betty was waiting by the bed in a long white cotton gown which under direction from Amas she raised as he spoke.

“Betty will keep you warm now…”

Almost impulsively Winston dropped to his knees before the omnipotent black male pushed his ditzy head into the evocative shadows between her long thighs and murmured.

“…Do what you do so well, Winston…while I watch.”

The mature man suddenly suckled her hidden lips though the forest of pubic hair as if desperate to do so while she stroked his cranium and groaned condescendingly.

“That’s it, Baby…come to Mummy, White Boy…my, that’s good kissing…”

They seemed to move in perverse union as she made sure he tasted every drip or drop of her then held him at the reactive tip of her womanly line and gasped.

“…Suck that spot Baby…make Mummy…”

A relative cascade of aromatic female ejaculate poured over him and she grunted in validation.

“…Cum…”

Her long fingers held his head close into her slimy vagina then smiled at Amas.

“…You can leave him with me now as…”

Betty began to remove his clothes while speaking with a low slow chuckle.

“…It seems we’re already friends…!”

The younger man warned him once again of any dissent then disappeared and by this time Winston was laying naked on his back while the black woman held his testicles gently and whispered in mock empathy.

“…Poor Baby…try not to think about Amas going to stick his ginormous cock up your wife and turn her back into a Whore…”

She felt him harden and turned the sadistic screw.

“…His Whore along with the others for him to foul and fuck…”

His normally tiny cock was bursting now to her spiked verbal teasing before she sighed, raised and removed her top in a flash then kneeled over the penile length before muttering.

“…You think about him pounding her sweet white pussy, mouth and…”

He was at his zenith as she lowered her sodden cunt down to capture the questionable manhood then pushed her hips against the welcome pressure and groaned.

“…Ass…because Lilly has truly got a cute tight little…”

She felt him erratically spurt inside her and pulled him close to fully capture the precious creamy brew before sitting on his face and grinding down on it as her breath caught.

“…Now go again, Lover, and tell me what you saw when lusty Amas took her to your room in that pretty little outfit…”

By the time he had related the depraved tale, Winston had climaxed twice more inside the woman and the final miraculous effort his podgy body had actually been on top - in his fervor thinking about Lilly - as he fucked her firmly with dangerous visions of what Amas was doing to his feckless wife before, with a final cleaning of Betty’s smeared black pussy he snuggled beside her as if they were in love.

She let him slumber on her heavy breasts and stroked his head almost fondly then gurgled happily at what had been achieved with a little deceit and invention before murmuring softly.

“…That’s it Baby you relax and let Mommy show you what you’ve been missing…”

He began to snore which she found strangely comforting.

“…As soon you’ll be licking my ass before I get your small cock back in the saddle to multiple stories of your dirty little wife!”

When Amas arrived back in his new sleeping location his new bedpartner was sitting at the dressing table brushing her lustrous hair then stood up and turned like a spinning top to show off her cute short girlish nightie that she had borrowed from Natalie’s room.

It was very daring - barely above the hips -with silken layers of chiffon that showed off the tiny frilly panties below and she looked, mumbled then giggled like a frisky teenager as her pink painted lips gasped.

“Is this OK, Amas?”

He stared at her and could sense her delight at feeling young again then smiled.

“Do you think it suits you?”

She nodded and moved towards him and did not mind he was filming her.

“Oh yes Amas…I love this…would not admit it at first but…”

She kneeled meaningfully at his legs then pulled down the joggers he now had on and licked the end of his deliciously long cock then looked up into the lens still recording.

“…I do now and don’t care who knows…”

When the man was naked he lay upon the bed on his back and let Lilly sit on his legs then hips before taking a video of her lifting up then - after moving the wet underwear to one side - sliding her pussy down on his huge erection and shaking her blonde hair in relish.

“…I am yours to fuck and fill…”

Her hips rode him as if he was a sturdy dependable horse.

“…Don’t be nice to me Amas…I don’t deserve it…I need a man to tame then…”

Lilly’s fair head was lost in her own hidden erotic world because this was the ultimate fantasy for a girl like her and she moved apace and began to scream.

“…Take me and make me feel like a…”

She was suddenly a jockey sensing the power of the animal below her as she thrashed then jumped up and down endlessly on the divine stiffness until her mind and body span over as she groaned.

“…Woman and a…”

Her breath caught as she felt her belly filling with his rich essence and held entirely still to make the sublime sensation last longer then bent her head and whispered.

“…Whore…”

Lilly rubbed her saturated crease against him as he slipped his hands around her full breasts and teased the hard nipples while she capitulated completely.

“…I am your Whore…”

She corrected herself as if seeing her place more clearly.

“…One of your Whores so treat me badly Amas…it’s what I enjoy.”

As if to her order that is exactly what happened the rest of the evening as she sucked him endlessly and was subsequently fucked in every crease or crevice she had until somewhere in the dead of night Lilly could take no more erotic pleasure and with a pussy overflowing with semen she curled up beside Amas and simpered contentedly

“That was just sublime…thank you and I am definitely yours.”

As she slept, Amas stroked her blonde hair but although the act seemed to be one of affection, to him Lillian was just another small piece of the puzzle he was craftily putting together and it was not within him to form any type of romantic feeling for her or in fact any of these faithless white females.

That soft or emotional side of him had been taken and lost years ago in his formative years then caustic childhood and the impoverished struggles that followed; because since that terrible time there was no space in his heart to create bonds although he intended no real harm.

His palm stroked the crease of the wet ass beside him and even though Amas was spent his body still pulsed in base instincts mainly due to the fact this is what he had to offer in this far-off strange land; and with no other course available this frisky girl would be used alongside all the others to his advantage while he could. 

It was surely not fair or ethical but for a lowly migrant like Amas this was in truth the best he could offer or do.

Therefore, when he stirred early his palms spread the thighs of the compliant female at his side and took dominance over the warm body as he foully filled it before she could barely draw breath making her skin vibrate to heaven when she looked at him with adoration and tenderness then smiled.

“Oh, what a lovely way to be woken, Amas…”

He moved slowly and she bleated then whined in relish and lay there weakly as a female vassal for his sexual demands.

“…Oh…you are so big…fuck…”

This transaction of fluids was merely to affirm his position in the house and home as eventually he erupted inside her wetness then felt her arms and legs capture his strong form in a gesture of  not wishing to let him go as she sighed.

“…What shall I do today while you are working.”

He pulled off her stained and creased clothing so she was naked and stroked her warm heaving belly then the slippery wonders between the thighs.

“Firstly, Winston must not touch you now as he is with Betty…”

Lilly merely laughed at this absurd news but merely listened as her Master spoke further.

“…You will be cordial but distant with him and so you do not become indolent then it would be good to wear something in keeping with your new look…”

She murmured in appreciation of his incredibly inflammatory touch.

“…Then come to the stables and help because we have a busy day ahead.” 

Normally she would have complained about being made to work but she had a fresh energy or purpose now and after a sleep-in for a few hours - because she needed it - eventually Lilly dressed in tight blue shorts and a strappy loose top then ambled happily up to the stables where Carrie put her to use in the pens which needed continually mucking out and Amas was too busy teaching to do everything.

The weather was good and almost miraculously Lilly did not complain, mind or even say a word throughout the afternoon even as she saw promiscuous pretty girl after girl throw themselves at the feet and steely cock of Amas as if they could not help themselves.

She was jealous inside of course but sensed she had no ownership of him and given what had happened yesterday did not wish to upset the apple cart again therefore just kept silent then was rewarded at the end of the day when Amas came to her and stroked her perspiring back in appreciation of her efforts.

“You look lovely Lillian now follow me…”

He led her into the deserted end stall where Carrie was standing, and he threw the women together gently and then looked at the woman now sharing his bed.

“…Please embrace each other as I need all my girls to get on and there can’t be bad feeling that I sometimes detect from you…”

As if automatically programmed to obey, the two females kissed gently then with more passion before, with some prompting from him, clothes were lowered or removed and tongues were licking wet pussies or pert hard nipples to cause whining and whimpering sounds before he set them in useful position over the stile then lowered the trousers and panties to their ankles.

Finally he teased their sodden vaginal creases and talked softly.

“…You see this is so much better to be companionable as it is good…”

He rutted Lilly in a spectacular forward thrust as she bent her head pathetically and felt deliciously helpless.

“…To share…!”

Both women were treated to his stiff irrepressible attentions and reached womanly bliss quickly before he deposited ample seed inside Lilly - as he was determined she should catch - before the two women sucked him clean as he stroked their matted damp hair and smiled mockingly.

“…You see it is much improved when things are in good order.”

Amazingly, although he had treated the ladies with relative disdain, they were not discontent because each had received what they physically wanted and drove or wandered back home in a fluffy cloud of sexual gratification while Amas did some final tidying round the yard.

When he eventually got back to the house Lilly was waiting in the bedroom with some drink and food for him and after he had enjoyed the snack for energy she removed her robe to reveal a micro black bikini taken from Natalie’s extensive youthful wardrobe which she showed off as her mouth sighed.

“I can wash you in this, Amas?”

Lilly ran the bath before what had happened the day previously repeated wonderfully. as she sated her primal needs on his cock over and over again before drying off with him and dressing for dinner when she put on the familiar school uniform simply because the increasingly sensually aware young woman loved to wear it.

Winston was already seated around the table looking decidedly sheepish, as he had just shared time in the shower with Betty, where his mouth had brought her to sexual heaven on his knees before impossibly he had fucked her from behind to various detailed and tawdry tales of his wife’s further sexual indiscretions.

Whatever was going on between them seemed to be working because Betty was always smiling broadly nowadays and making sure that her tubby obedient man received the best of the meat as if to ensure that his virility or strength could be maintained for their many debased intimacies to come later in the evening.

Lilly was amused by this surreal association not envious in the least because she only had eyes or emotions for Amas and, with little needed to be said about what was bizarrely happening to them all, day to day life rolled along a similar surreal path for a couple of weeks.

It must be mentioned that during this period of adjustment Amas acquired the beginnings of the wardrobe of a gentleman and a small red sportscar which was a sleek bright accessory to his new status that could be driven around the private roads while waiting for the necessary obligatory test.

Alongside the other more perverse matters that also drove him.

Therefore, life on the Estate altered but then followed a passable routine where Lilly got her body well serviced and began to help out in her comely teenage clothes at the stables while never daring to dictate or criticize what Amas got up to with the bountiful female clientele of all ages that forever swarmed around him like fragrant buzzing bees.

The man was never mercenary or predatory and freely allowed all women to decide if they wished to avail themselves of his many delectable gifts but his general admirable manner and almost supernatural way with all breathing things meant few women could resist sharing their precious wanton bodies with him in whichever manner they wished.

Winston still travelled to London now and then and even took Lilly with him on one occasion when Betty casually, boastfully informed Amas that her former Master was coming under her controlling hand and was willingly sucking her pussy and ass to order while still quickly ejaculating inside her two or three times a day on the innumerable disgusting stories she would tell him about his wife’s debauchery and infidelity

However unlikely it seemed, from what Betty disclosed in all secrecy, they were seemingly happy in the small room he had once occupied all alone.

One evening the former head of the household came home from work and seemed troubled as he murmured nervously to Amas around the dinner table about some news that made him patently unsettled.

“Grace Somerset is coming here to stay for the weekend to see how things are; her husband Simon is dropping her off on Friday afternoon then coming to back for the night after some local business dealings and he will leave the following morning while she will remain until Sunday…”

He stared at Lilly then nervously at this demonic man that had somehow supernaturally usurped all powers on or over the land his family had owned for so long.

“…How are things Amas are you happy here after our unfortunate misunderstanding?”

Lilly was in a tiny red skirt and a cut off blue top - that accentuated her shapely but firm breasts - with pull up white socks and a matching partly visible thong and Amas palmed her warm available thigh presumptuously and smiled at her.

“Are you pleased with the arrangement here Lillian?”

In answer she opened her legs wide and took his fingertips and eased them inside the miniscule knickers then rubbed herself against them while grumbling.

“Oh Yes Amas…I’m fucking delighted with how things have evolved!”

Betty had finished the dinner by now and was seated beside Winston in keeping with their new understanding as Amas muttered to her.

“Are you content with your new arrangement?”

She shuffled on her chair as if reading the dirty devious mind of the dissolute young man as always.

“I am of course but sometimes I wish Winston was more attentive and worshipful with me.”

In fear of the retribution from Grace - as the problems he referred to had never truly been resolved - he immediately snuck under the tablecloth, lifted the long skirts of the older woman then snaked his tongue past the panties and into her perfumed pussy as he sighed weakly.

“Sorry Betty I thought I did this enough for you but…”

She gasped as he had become very good at this filthy little game.

“…Just ask or tell me and I’ll do more…whatever you want as I desire for you to be companionable with me.”

The mature black woman visibly ground her sexual slit against his lips and open mouth then promptly spurted ejaculate down Winston’s gaping throat then grunted in rude completion while Lilly also reached bliss on the rigid black fingers inside her well-used cunt supplied by Amas who then sat back and laughed quietly as if to himself.

“Well in answer to your question, Winston, I am still seriously considering the future but we can examine matters further when Grace arrives as she will undoubtedly need to see the necessary change of attitude in you both for herself…”

Lilly’s pert mouth was sucking him now while he relaxed further and took her service then sighed cuttingly.

“…So, all I can add is that your future’s are in your own hands!”

There was nothing else to add to keep the pressure on them as Grace Somerset arrived in the early afternoon of the following day with her husband Simon, who was a well-presented young man but a little thin or sallow, and Amas was there to welcome them warmly with hugs and handshakes and provide some hospitality with a small simple late lunch.

The red-haired woman was dressed in a smart black business dress suit and seemed very pleased to see Amas and how fabulously smart he looked in the tight tiding breeches he had on along with the obvious mouth-watering element that Lillian was clearly besotted with him.

She knew of course about Winston and Betty and she wanted to speak to the stocky tall black lady about the affair in time, but her priority was to immediately sort things out as far as arrangements for her sexual interaction with Amas, therefore her lips turned up unkindly to her former Boss after the short spread had been taken.

“You may leave us Winston as I have matters to discuss with Amas along with my husband and as I understand you are now with Betty…?”

She smiled at Lilly and then at him which made him openly dither.

“…Which I approve of I might add because it is finally in keeping with my proposal being enacted by Amas and your wife…”

Her nose rose sniffily in the air.

“…So, wait with her in your room and I will be in to discuss things with you shortly once Simon is content with how things will go with the new Master of the house.”

Winston’s plump face turned momentarily purple in ire but the man circumspectly did not say a word and soon it was just the four of them together at which moment Grace was about to speak but Amas raised his hand and conversed softly to her husband in anticipation of a difficult discussion.

“Thank you for coming here Simon and supporting Grace’s remarkable blueprint for better integration…”

He lied through his teeth as he had from the beginning in this new world.

“…What your wife has proposed may seem immoral to some but having black seed inside her belly is such an admirable idea so long…”

He seemed so sincere, but I suppose all Chancers have that ability to convincingly deceive.

“…As you can look past how it got there....”

The thin man nodded seriously and let him continue.

“…It was not easy for Lillian and her partner at first, but wonderfully we have all made the necessary efforts to see the bigger picture…”

The sweet blonde woman was wearing her delicious school uniform again and rose up - just like Amas had told her - to demonstrate that she was good enough to eat as the black man sighed dryly.

“…It may not be easy to see me use and take Grace then possibly make her pregnant because I will inevitably have to treat her roughly and apparently without respect sometimes simply to fire the spirit…”

It was clear Simon was hard but kept an ironic stiff upper lip amongst the other rigidity.

“…Therefore, I suggest when the need arises you let Lillian suck you off as she has become very accomplished at this little pleasurable act.”

Grace lifted from her seat and instinctively moved towards Lilly then kissed her pretty shiny lips, placed the girls head between her husband’s legs then smiled down at him.

“I think that’s very ingenious and generous of him, Darling, so let us not delay and let Amas put his first load inside me while luscious Lilly here eases the strain for you…”

She undid her husband’s zip and produced the small but active erection then bent Lilly’s golden head down to it before simpering acidly at her.

“…Lick it gently, Sweetie, because I want us to climax together as Amas fucks me...”

In seconds she had removed her pencil skirt to expose the sublime lingerie below then went to the black male and quickly extracted, suckled then sat on his gigantic prick that entirely dwarfed her husband’s before bouncing up and down on it very slowly at first as she tried to sound plausible.

“…You see, Darling Simon…this is nothing at all…just a momentary exchange between Amas and me that can…”

Her motion became more urgent as her tone changed.

“…Give us what we want, and I am….”

She groaned as she sensed his impending ejaculation and became glassy-eyed as her husband reflexively poured a swathe of semen down Lilly’s mouth and down into her belly.

“…Barely enjoying it at…”

Her movements clearly betrayed the misleading words as Grace suddenly ground down against the substantive hardness then cried gutturally before she shivered. climaxed and felt her insides flood with him then spoke giddily.

“…Do you understand now, Darling, that this is entirely harmless, and I foresee that the truly enlightened will embrace the whole concept.

She took her time before lifting off Amas and sat on the chair beside her disoriented partner then opened the stocking clad legs wide as Lilly walked off to stand by Amas as her voice simpered.

“Now lick the white nectar from me, Simon please, just as I showed you recently then thank Amas for his divine present to us and that you look forward to later when he will fuck both Lilly and I because you must respect that we women are on the most honourable quest, as you already know.”

To the young black man’s genuine surprise the slim white husband meekly kneeled between his wife’s parted thighs and let his tongue gently lap at the viscous white semen as it dripped from her bright pussy while she patted his fair hair and pressed against him. 

As if he began to get the taste for this mucky messy game, he teased his wife’s clitoral bud, while diligently cleaning the slimy fluids and smiled strangely at Amas.

“I do thank you…as I can more clearly see that this is perhaps truly a noble cause which I welcome and…”

His mouth moved faster on the vaginal crease causing Grace to tremble in a further orgasmic reaction before he groaned with her.

“…Because I am better informed, will gratefully play my part.”

Amas chuckled then put Lilly in the chair beside Grace then removed her tiny panties to show her bald pretty pussy with just a touch of down and stroked Simon’s similar gleaming hair as if to mystify him further.

“Then lick her deeply as well because as Grace mentioned she will soon be full of me also and after all…”

He pressed the man’s head tightly into the female crease and the girl was so high she exploded hormonally almost immediately at which point Simon fell away and licked his lips with anticipation as Amas finished his promise.

“…We are all in this together.”

Grace’s husband took a few moments to pull himself together then politely kissed the girls on their rosy cheeks - as if he had forgotten where his mouth had just been - shook Amas by the hand as if they were both friends and rushed out to his pressing meeting after mentioning that he wanted to get back early.

Once he had gone both girls then looked at each other and laughed together loudly as if hardly believing how simple enfeebled white men could be so utterly naïve and stupid when it came to their wives.

Grace stretched then put her clothes on before glancing at Amas.

“I’m going to speak to Winston and Betty…are you working later today?”

He shook his head firmly.

“No, I will pop into the stables for a while but then will be back when you and Lilly can bathe me…then maybe…”

He gurgled quietly.

“…We can share the bath and get to the job in hand without Simon but…”

His tone became severe.

“…I expect you to be very giving with each other…can you do that?”

Grace bent down to place her ruby head at the salacious centre of Lilly’s still parted legs and licked her slippery crease from top to bottom before murmuring.

“I don’t think that will present much of a problem anymore…”

She gave the docile girl a quick flick with the tongue merely for luck.

“…Which we will prove shortly after I finish with Winston, isn’t that right Lilly!”

The blonde groaned and stroked her head agreeably.

“Oh yes, Grace…you’re like a special sister to me suddenly.”

She suckled her apparently tasty vagina in a last slurp and laughed dirtily.

“Well get this cute cunt upstairs and I’ll be with you shortly.”

Grace then marched meaningfully to the downstairs room where she knew Winston would be waiting with Betty and she silently marvelled at what an inspiration Amas was to come up with such a scheme for the formerly pompous and obese man.

Without question Grace had him on a hook now exactly where she wanted, and this scheming girl was certainly not going to let him wriggle off easily. 

She subsequently burst through the door without knocking to find Betty in just a long white slip while her old Boss was sitting on a chair literally shivering in concern and muttered as he saw her.

“Is everything OK, Grace…as I have done exactly what you told me but still am not sure if I retain my job security?”

The young woman smirked inside because she was never really going to fire him, but he was never to know that as her lips curdled waspishly.

“That depends on you because although my design was to get Amas to inseminate multitudes of privileged white women…”

She tried to keep a straight face.

“…What you are doing with Betty is equally admirable if that is what she wants?”

The black woman butted in to confirm her apparent collaboration in this unanticipated deviance.

“Yes Miss, he is a wonderful lover and I would long to have his baby!”

Grace posed a difficult and personal query while revealing some shared history with him.

“How do you get him up as I know he can be lazy.”

She snickered shyly.

“I can’t say, Miss.”

Grace snapped impatiently at her.

“If you wish to continue here and for him to keep a job then you will.”

The woman thought momentarily, relented, and looked away.

“He loves to suck my pussy while I tease him about what Amas is doing to his wife, Miss.”

Grace tried to mask a smile but did not fully succeed as she sneered.

“Well show me…”

Her icy grey eyes literally glared at Winston threateningly.

“…Don’t disappoint me if you wish to remain here.”

Betty pulled up the soft cotton slip to show her thick hairy bush and entreated him as if he was a child.

“Come to Mummy, Darling…and make me purr like a tiger.”

He glanced at Grace in some abashment then bent down and let his tongue explore the veritable forest as she murmured in pleasure and subjugated him.

“Mmm that’s good obedient White Boy…now you can think about what Amas is going to do with slight Lilly and lovely Grace here…”

The heady atmosphere suddenly got the better of her.

“…He’s going to surely spank and bang them both hard before uncertain rich servile Simon licks their pussies like you are doing to me…”

As she pushed the ample man onto the bed her hands pulled down his trousers and shorts before taking hold of his small but hard erection and belittled then tormented him

“…You like the thought of that Baby don’t you…his big black cock invading their pretty cunts and pounding them over and over again…”

The big tall woman crouched over him effortlessly and took his vertical stiffness inside the vagina he had just made so succulently wet as she groaned.

“…That’s it, Baby…he’s using them like the cheap White Whores they are…filling and fucking their slimy easy pussies and asses…”

She began to shake while he gasped because the sexual pressure was too much and seemed to suddenly surge upwards as he released what seed he owned.

“…Good Baby…you fill Mummy up like a Good Boy…”

Betty winked at Grace who was unexpectedly aroused at this perversity and touched her crotch instinctively while looking on as Betty athletically rolled on her back and opened her legs wide with expectation.

“…Now suck then soothe me Winston, say you love me and want me to make our baby.”

To his Boss’s incredulity that’s precisely what he did and licked tenderly at her sperm-coated entrance then grunted to her in madness brought on by this perversion.

“…I do love you Betty and want us to have a child.”

The black woman caught Grace’s stare in mischief once more then spoke softly and this time the red-haired girl winked back because this was all far better that she ever could have expected.

“You go now, Miss, and leave us then do your thing with Amas because you can rest assured me and my man Winston are just all-loved-up and rosy…”

She caught the mood of the moment and pressed his head purposely into her feminine sliver and chuckled contentedly.

“…But I’ll let you know if that changes!”

When Grace left she was literally dripping with womanly heat because the spectacle she had witnessed along with the inflammatory words had made her ache and feel wanton inside but she also suffered a fleeting feeling of uncertainty which she blurted out to Lilly when she reached the main bedroom.

“Betty certainly knows how to handle your husband but…”

She stuttered with some disturbance.

“…Called us White Whores and that Amas would just fuck, use and bang us.”

To Grace’s great surprise the blonde woman, who she had always reviled, merely sniggered at her sudden rush of morality - given what she had nefariously started - then removed her jacket and shirt until the ambitious girl was just covered by the expensive lingerie.

As they had time Lilly then lay her on the bed and pulled the little lacy panties down a fraction to reveal a moist vaginal flame line which she touched very lightly with her fingertips and spoke tartly.

“Cut the crap, Darling…we want to be his Whores and get this fucked and filled don’t we…?”

Grace groaned and stretched her thighs further apart.

“…Admit it you stuck-up Bitch…we both crave this deception and permissiveness and you’re no better or worse than me!”

In a flurry of movement they were suddenly both naked and touching licking and teasing each other’s greasy aching pussies to ease the gnawing sexual tension they both felt until they pressed and rubbed together in the throes of primitive need then deliverance and, as the delicious pheromones hit her, Grace kissed her former foe and laughed pathetically.

“Fuck you’re right Lilly…in all truth we just want him to rudely service then sate us as we desire…”

They hugged each other in celebration of their communal duplicity and depravity as she concluded the confession.

“…So, let’s make tonight along with the entire weekend memorable for everyone…and not worry about so-called propriety.”

When Amas returned from the stables he found the girls naked and dozing with arms and legs wrapped around each other and when they saw him smiling down on them Lilly spread her legs and simpered weakly for effect.

“We have discussed things and want to be your Whores, Amas…so will you fuck and treat us like that…”

Grace also opened her body up to him and gazed with equal surrender as the promiscuous woman beside her spoke for them both.

“…Promise you will.”

His hands stroked and touched them each intimately as they murmured in passionate craving then smiled and stretched and offered themselves until all they seemed to be were the easy sweet cunts they freely exposed.

He then stripped and ran his cock along the out edges of the available females creases as they whimpered and whined in primal craving then whispered drolly.

“Well it will be difficult as you are both such great Ladies but…”

His hips started to move against Grace who waved her arms as her body and full breasts flopped or flowed until she reached sullied heaven quickly in her heightened state when he could start on Lilly who was soon responding equally licentiously as his throat gurgled wickedly.

“…I suppose I can pretend to treat you like my Whores!”

After a brief recuperation from their excesses they all washed and bathed together in the grand porcelain tub where the girls sucked him as he brought them to orgasm with his fingers many times before they relaxed together for a while on the bed simply to doze then rest further and then only moved when they heard Simon’s car on the gravel drive at which point Grace held his cock and spoke quietly.

“You dress first then wait with my husband in the dining room as Lilly and I wish to look the delectable part for you Amas, but make sure Winston stays away with Betty because he will only sour the pot.”

Lilly muttered as well simply to be helpful.

“And I’ll suck him whenever you tell me... as I did before…”

She kissed the slimy tip of his erection.

“…I’ll do whatever you say.”

Amas sighed in delight, slowly put on smart trousers with a red shirt then joined Simon and took him to the dining room where the table was already decorated and set as they sat around it then drank wine while chatting about not much at all before suddenly the door opened and they both held their respective breath.

The women framed in the opening were dressed only in perfectly superb lingerie - white for Grace and black covering Lilly - with divine stockings, thick ornamental garters, frilly suspenders and delicate lacy bras as they stood together and posed provocatively to take in the men’s admiration.

Then the deliciously presented duo stood before Amas when Grace whispered.

“Do you like how we dress for dinner?”

The black man leaned forward to sniff their perfumed pussies like a dog on heat and smiled hungrily.

“You Dirty Whores need to be spanked before eating…”

He gestured to Lilly.

“…Suck Simon off while I attend to Grace…”

In moments she was on her knees gently licking his small released erection as Grace perched precariously over the strong knees of the black demanding male until he began to slap her divinely decorate bottom while gazing at Simon who was already on the precipitous orgasmic edge.

“…She is a Whore, isn’t she?”

The man groaned and shook in delirium or lunacy.

“Yes, she is…Oh fuck… I can see she is!”

Lilly drew him harder and slavered on his bursting prick then looked up.

“We’re his Whores…as you can see.”

Simon promptly ejaculated over her face, but she rapaciously held the reducing prick then licked him clean before taking her place for Amas to discipline also as Simon looked on in general confusion and gasped foolishly.

“You fuck them good, Amas, they deserve it!”

Eventually with the sullied interlude dealt with they settled to dine - as if they were refined again - while Betty served and tried not to cheer at how low the mighty superior white females had fallen especially as she watched from the door while both girls bounced on Amas’ cock to take him deeply inside their wombs before Grace exhaustedly sat in a chair with her legs apart leaking precious sperm and stared expectantly at her husband.

“Lick me out tell me you love me Simon and…”

Her tone became caustic.

“…Maybe I’ll forgive what you have said!”

He did so instantly and with some audible trepidation as his saturated tongue worshipped her fouled pussy and spluttered.

“I’m so sorry Grace…you know I love you beyond all things…”

She stroked the fine blonde hair and pushed lightly against his mouth finding the motion of his servitude instantly pleasing and addictive before sensing a sudden power switch over him as he went on.

“…Please forgive me Darling…I just got carried away with the moment.”

Grace sighed and held his head tightly to her sliver then guided him to the necessary clitoral spot and shuddered before shivering lightly in further climactic vibration.

“That’s all well and good, Simon, but I do not like Lilly sucking you because you are mine although you shall of course lick her cunt as well tonight merely as a sign of respect for me.”

He blinked and exhaled as the wayward girl his wife referred to sat on the chair beside her now with the same full womb and eyes full of urgent need as Simon took his prostrate place between Lilly’s legs then capitulated completely.

“Yes, Grace of course…please have patience with me because I am learning more while I go along.”

As he conscientiously worked on the creamy goo all over and inside her friend’s sexual lips, Grace smiled at Amas because they both knew there had been a palpable exchange of authority between her once omnipotent husband and her.

Strangely in the heady air of wickedness it already felt that maybe it was now Grace Somerset that made the rules in the hierarchy of the revered Somerset clan.

Needless to say Amas fucked and took the women relentlessly all evening which kept Simon busy licking then lapping up the endless seminal deposits until they could all handle no more degeneracy and the weary woman slept by him in the main bed while their guest stayed on a solitary sheet on the floor.

Then, with further general mayhem and sexual corruption in the morning the four of them sat around the kitchen table with the men fully dressed but the girls naked under robes where Simon took Grace’s hand and smiled warmly at Amas.

“I hear you are taking the girls riding for some fresh air and I would like to express my sincere thanks for everything you are doing…”

He squeezed his wife’s fingertips and clucked enthusiastically.

“…On reflection this was definitely the right thing for us, and I sense we are already closer than ever from the whole experience.”

Simon kissed Grace’s lips softly and she licked his tongue and sighed intuitively.

“Oh Simon, that’s not where you want to kiss me is it? Ask me and I will let you and you can lick out some more because Amas did do me again while you were in the shower.”

He kneeled then whispered without shame.

“Can I Grace, please.”

She opened her gown - to reveal only skin then parted thighs as well - and let him suckle at her well-used vaginal lips before grumbling in appreciation.

“Darling you are so much better at that…and if you are good then I might let you do it all of the time from now on.”

He looked up as if barely believing his fabulous fortune then used his mouth to drive her madly to fruition before gasping himself and looking up as she quivered.

“I love you and would feel it a joy to do this every moment you permit it, Darling, but…”

Simon stood up then wiped his mouth and took some orange juice to clear his palate.

“…I have to go now and although I was going to pick you up late afternoon can I turn up earlier and discover more ways to pleasure you?”

Amas graciously moved beside him and shook his hand warmly.

“Of course, Simon…as early as you like because you should of course be here while your wife is trying so hard for a baby.”

The man flushed, thanked him again then rushed out to safety or possible sanity but Grace already knew that the illicit events then permanently ingrained memories had caused a pivotal alteration in their marriage which was undoubtedly unmentionably going to prove all in her favour.

It seemed that the clever, manipulative, flame-haired young woman could practically sense and feel it with all of her feminine instincts that between her and Simon - and merely because of this frenzied sexual misadventure - she was or soon would be the dominant partner.

The three of them did go riding as planned - to have a slight change of a pace - but the women were so turned on by the way they felt and looked in the tight outfits that they were soon fucking and sucking at stops along the way on the short slow trek then at the deserted stall in the stable straight afterwards.

Afterwards, it was rich food and endless fornication, that went on all day and night as Amas took them in all shapes or provocative ways and truly treated them just like the whores they had wanted to be under his domain.

Simon rang Grace in the evening when he confessed how much he loved and missed her and she sidled up beside Amas then decided to test if she still retained the submissive urges so clearly displayed the previous day as she murmured girlishly.

“I must confess that I’ve been very bad, Darling, as I have had so much semen injected inside me, I might already be pregnant…”

She sensed his feverish excitement and went on.

“…He’s fucked my ass as well Darling and I’m very sticky there.”

He whined basely.

“I wish I was beside you to suck it out.”

Grace gurgled in false shock.

“Oh Darling, would you really lick my bottom?”

Her husband exposed his swift descent into depravity.

“To be honest Darling, I’ve thought about nothing else since I left and want to get back between your thighs and serve you.”

She pulsed for myriad reasons and murmured.

“If you can get here exactly as 10.00a.m then you can do that for Lilly and me as I will ensure we are covered everywhere and…”

She kept him waiting.

“…As Amas has a morning lesson then…”

Her voice whispered seductively while she licked the black beating cock in her fingers.

“…We will wait entirely uncovered, warm and dirty for you as we do need cleaning and attending prior to our final session in the afternoon before sadly we have to go.”

His voice was strained.

“I’ll be there Grace and I am pleased we have done as you suggested because to be honest, I had my doubts at first.”

“And now?”

The words her husband spoke were music to her ears.

“I’m entirely enthused with it…and would thank you for helping me see the far more important future.”

Her mouth sucked the tip of the penis once more and she smiled.

“Then I’m pleased as well, Darling, and I will expect you exactly on time when we will be all smelly but truly cosy and waiting for your luscious tongue.”

She sensed him ejaculate at the insidious thought and lifted then lowered her flowing pussy on the vertical divine cock beside her as he groaned.

“Please be full of him Grace.”

The girl moved against the addictive hardness and responded softly.

“We will, Darling, you can be…”

Her hips thrust against the male force in need of deliverance and she cried out in rising tension.

“…Certain of that!”

Simon Somerset tapped on the door of the main bedroom of the house he had left the day previously and heard his wife’s voice sound weakly.

“Come in.”

He entered to see the seductive sight of Grace and Lilly lying face down with their shapely bottoms facing him as he muttered quietly. 

“I’m here, Darling.”

She wriggled her ass and grumbled.

“Amas had told me to mention you must strip then smell us both then you can masturbate over our backsides but cannot touch us with anything but you mouth while we are with him…”

Her tone was suddenly curt.

“…Understand, Darling?”

He crouched down and inhaled the putrid essence of the plentiful spunk all over his wife and Lilly and groaned.

“Oh, my goodness, there is so much”

“Are you hard?

”Yes, yes!”

She whispered.

Then stroke your stiffness over me then Lilly until you are empty before you can do what I promised you…but tell me you love me as you masturbate.”

Simon aggressively rubbed his small cock in compulsion until she felt the warm wetness on top of her already smeared flesh as he whimpered pathetically.

“I love you Grace…”

He moved to Lilly and physically encouraged what fluid he could evoke before spurting over her plump ass as well until he was entirely limp and emasculated then exhaled.

“…You are both so beautiful like this…I am completely empty, Grace…can I start…?”

The man was naturally confused and giddy as he muttered.

“…Tell me where to start…”

She did not answer, and he acted out of pure animal instinct as he suckled at the magnetic crease of her bottom and worked diligently through the heady smell or heavy viscous brew as his devotion showed through and he whined.

“…I love you Grace…I never realised how much.”

She lifted her hips a fraction so his tongue could find the matted line of her pussy and relished his fetid attentions while mumbling in answer.

“And I love you, Darling…and simply adore to have you worship me like this…”

Grace’s lips groaned as his tongue licked the length of her vaginal crevice to remove the congealed liquids and when they were gone she turned on her back, spread her perfect legs to expose the well-used tunnel of love where the normally curly red hair was matted and decorated with plentiful shades of grey and white spunk as her breath grumbled rudely.

“…Now all over me, Darling…bury your mouth in my cunt because I am so full then all over my skin before you begin with Lilly…”

She tried to laugh but was too weary from the fornication.

“…Who has become a close associate now, and I may allow you to serve her again if you would like to?”

His woozy head focussed on the liquid line between Grace’s thighs as he gasped worshipfully.

“Oh yes, Darling, I would do anything if we could repeat this.”

Grace stroked his fair soft hair and pushed against the delicious pressure while sensing this developing welcome submission to her as she sighed.

“Well take your time, Simon, suck it all up and remember we have the afternoon to enjoy when perhaps we could take some images so you can learn and remember this wonderful time forever.”

He nodded and dutifully kissed her soft warm wet belly and seemed to forget who he was in the universe.

“Yes Darling…like you I too want this to stay with us always.”

The divisive girl saw his cock was hardening to the subversive drama he obviously craved and she quickly rubbed it out over her plump soft breasts then laughed.

“That’s a given, Darling, now work on us in silence please as we both need to sleep and recover before this all begins again.”

Over the next two hours Simon lingered selflessly on their divine bodies until they were both free of semen and utterly spotless before the door opened and Amas came in then removed his riding clothes and bent over to inhale the vulnerable now pristine pussies decadently on display because their legs were wide apart.

As if enjoying his omnipotence, he quickly fucked them both in a few rough urgent strokes then spread his ready ejaculate over their recently cleansed cunts and smirked meanly at the man.

“You’ve missed a bit, Simon, so finish off and we’ll have some food because…”

Amas stood back and watched in some amazement as the confounded male continued to willingly demean himself as he disgustingly sucked up the fresh creamy hormonal liquid and exhaled in almost disbelief at what these weak men found enjoyable.

“…I’m starving suddenly.”

The four of them shared food - with the girls barely dressing - before the females showered and were back in the bed where dominant Amas made sure everyone received what they wanted or more noticeably yearned for until at last this sexual marathon ended and with unreal innocent hugs, handshakes then polite little kisses Grace and her husband ultimately drove tiredly but elatedly away.

As the mercurial red-haired girl settled on her seat inside the luxury car then closed her eyes she wondered if an evocative seed of life had actually been planted inside her in the melee and was animated about the prospect of being a mother but perhaps more importantly the alteration in her relationship with Simon who was now like a veritable lamb in her charismatic but duplicitous presence.

Whatever happened they would return shortly as Lilly had already invited them back in the next few weeks and exhausted Grace slipped off into the netherworld but still pulsated even as she slept in the subconscious anticipation of sharing the whole depraved decadent adventure once more from the delectable start.

The pattern of life on the aged land was being cemented and without question it all revolved around Amas who was spreading his plentiful seed and irrepressible influence everywhere he rode or stepped.

This grand Estate had increasingly become his domain, and everyone respected that position even Winston - who although still legally married to Lilly - was also increasingly bound to Betty now in all other ways.

Over the weeks that followed Grace did return as promised to the atmospheric house but this time her husband Simon stayed for the whole time and took great pride then satisfaction as his wife was fucked and fouled continually alongside Lilly before - oblivious to the unending shame - he always eagerly bent his head and licked them both clean without being asked to.

Unquestionably Simon was not the same man he used to be, as if the arrogance had been shaken out of him, but strangely his demeanor seemed patently cheerful that his beautiful wife was in charge even sometimes as she openly uncaringly boasted to them all that her perfect husband would contentedly lick her ass to order whether it was full of semen from Amas or not.

As events proved, Grace was very much the one in charge of matters nowadays which was patently obvious when they were together as he hung on to her every word or whim like a dutiful blonde-haired puppy dog.

Spring was long passed and turning to the summer, everything seemed magically alive in each and every part of the Estate and, at the end of July, Arial came home for the weekend as she was going to the fabled South of France for a month on the Monday to spend time with a multitude of her rich friends from the privileged boarding school she attended.

The dazzling girl brought with her two of the advantaged young Ladies she would be travelling with, Sandie and Frances, who were equally divine looking - Sandie being small dark-haired and delicate like Arial while Frances was a strikingly tall shimmering blonde - and they all ran into the large house in their cute uniforms and excitedly sought out Betty.

Arial spoke breathlessly to the amiable black woman when she found her in the kitchen.

“Where is Amas I want to see him?”

The woman smiled and seemed plumper to the young girl than she remembered.

“He’s busy at the stables, Missy, as always.”

Arial flushed brightly at her and posed a direct question.

“I heard an unlikely tall tale that Winston is sleeping with you…is that right?”

The elevated imposing Lady laughed effervescently and affirmed a small sin.

“There’s been a few changes…”

As if struggling to reveal an extraordinary truth, the back of her hand wiped her perspiring brow as she exhaled.

“…Amas has taken over the main bedroom and Lilly with it while…”

She stroked her hips absentmindedly

“…It is certainly a fact that lovely Winston and me…are very much an item now?”

The girl went on nosily as her comely friends listened with interest.

“Is Amas still fucking all the girls here?”

Betty chuckled gaily.

“More than you realise, why…?”

She saw the inflamed wide eyes on them all.

“…Do you want to join in?”

The trio of feminine beauty began to gas then giggle vacuously as Betty shooed them away like the pests they were to leave their bags in Arial’s room before the small group - looking like juvenile temptresses - rushed over the stable block.

They quickly found Amas instructing a mixed-gender children’s group inside the compact much improved indoor arena where the bright-eyed girls and boys practiced on the static saddle to learn the technique of riding before they were safely encouraged to practice on a gentle-natured white speckled brown pony that he led around by a short lead.

He was calm then assured as normal and impressive with total control of the small young adoring attentive audience along with the animals he used for the lesson while the teenage girls just stood back in awe of his contagious charm and ability to inform or captivate all ages or abilities about this noble sport. 

They waited quietly for the lesson to end and as the children eventually ran out to doting parents the pretty provocatively attired young women approached the dark man when Arial stood on her toes then hugged him around the waist and gushed.

“How are you Amas…I’ve brought my friends to see you for the weekend; as we are off on holidays on Sunday afternoon when we go to Frances’ house to pack properly and take the ferry the following day.”

The blonde girl moved close beside him as well and softly kissed his copper cheek.

“I’m Frances and…”

Her hand promiscuously pressed lightly on his crotch and she giggled.

“…Arial has told us all about you and…this!”

The smallest girl moved forward as well - clearly not wishing to miss out - and joined the others around him as she gasped.

“I’m Sandie…pleased to meet you and just so you understand…”

She squeezed his bottom softly and professed something good girls normally kept secret.

“…We’re not virgins you know?”

He chuckled to her uncalled-for reveal, did not doubt what he had been told for a second, and glanced at his watch then moved to shut then and lock the door before returning and muttering suggestively.

“Do you mind if I check…?”

The girls limply stood in a line, raised their tiny skirts then pulled their little cute panties to their knees as he slid his fingertips in Frances’ bald pussy decorated only by a faint line of blonde down neatly manicured on top and smiled.

“…Tell me what you want girls.”

Amas touched then teased them in his inimitable sensual slow style and swiftly made the young woman tremble then vibrate to girlish heaven to so readily give him command of them all as Arial gasped weakly.

“We want to wash you…together.”

Frances leaned back against a vertical wooden support and felt especially needy.

“Suck you, Amas.”

Sandie was last - but not least - to declare her interest and pressed her palms over his obviously growing penile bulge.

“Fuck you, Amas…our favourite teacher, Ms. Peters tells us that white women should give themselves freely to black men then reproduce in racially mixed relationships to make recompence and amends for the sins of the past.”

He had them kneel around him then watched with unspoken admiration as they removed his incredibly huge erection - when understandably they all gulped in shock as they saw it - before licking and sucking the gigantic appendage until the circumcised top evocatively spurted all over their radiant faces as he wiped the runny mess in their perfect milky skins and grinned.

“I would like to meet this Ms. Peters as she sounds like a very clever woman”

They soon ran off on the promise that he would call them to his room to wash him on his return and that it would be around 6pm after the day’s work had been concluded.

When eventually he arrived home, Lilly met him at the door where she muttered weakly and in some obvious testiness.

“Arial had been mouthing-off about her and her friends cleaning you which I thought is my job.”

Amas nodded at her in some disguised frustration then led her upstairs where he immediately bent the slight woman over his knee before pulling up the short skirt she had on and tapping the rounded bottom sharply through tiny thong knickers and subsequently speaking with annoyance.

“Have I not been good to you Lillian…fucked you wonderfully most nights and slept closely by your side in the bed…?”

His fingers lowered the wet underwear and spanked the soft white flesh firmly.

“…Do you not understand my selflessness and more importantly the wishes of Grace and her substantive expectations of me…”

In seconds he was touching her invasively as she began to hopelessly stream juices which he spread into her anus - after making the girl grunt then cum - before placing her face down on the bed and forcing his thick cock inside the dark tight passage and smacking the pliant milky flesh sharply once more.

Finally, Amas took the girl forcefully and physically as she held onto the pillow in sullied bliss and surrender while he berated her.

“…You get my attention first, Lillian, as always, and to prove there is no jealousy here, because I will not allow such foolishness, you will go and fetch the girls for me and embrace then demonstrate you appreciate what I have to do just as you showed previously with Grace.”

The virility or energy of him utterly subdued her will or long-lost sense of morality as her voice moaned without strength.

“Yes, yes, I’m so sorry Amas, I know that I have no claim on you…”

He pressed forward then poured his heated spunk inside her tightest aperture as she shuddered in delectation of his crude domination and capitulated utterly as always.

“…You’re right…I am being stupid, but in my defence I seem to be just getting a little cranky lately and of course I am happy to share with my white sisters…”

She wearily fetched a damp cloth and wiped his leaking prick before sucking the clean apex of him lovingly and looking up in concern as her lips did so.

“…Am I forgiven Amas…please say you do have some mercy for me.”

He stroked Lilly’s long fair hair and soothed her like a King to a subject.

“Of course, I pardon your irrational outburst, now go and tell the girls I am ready, and you can doze for a while and wash your ass later when we’re done…”

His friendly rich mouth smirked darkly.

“…As Simon is not about; and your husband is too busy licking Betty’s!”

The three giggly young girls - covered only by flimsy robes - were then escorted to him by Lilly who was subsequently ignored as he took them into the bathroom where Frances ran the water while they all removed their covering to reveal they were only wearing tiny white panties which were festooned and decorated with pink and yellow bows.

Amas then luxuriated in the hot tub as the girls inspected the surprisingly muscular perfectly formed body then took turns to rub then suck his magnetic black cock that was sticking up towards heaven before they crowded as a foursome in the pool where each of them took turns to slowly gingerly ride the enormous prick as if to merely try the magnificent girth of it for size.

It seemed that such a monstrous rope of flesh would never slip inside their pretty tiny pink pussies but they were truly not virgins and with a combination of their excitement, lots of soap and slippery slimy water the girls soon mounted then mastered the debased divisive process.

They naturally wanted him to inject inside them but he stoically refused and eventually pulled the last craving young female off him before skillfully touching their pulsating wet vaginal inverts to bliss before climaxing over their faces because the three of them kneeling with their collective tongues hanging out as he stood up was indecently appealing to him.

He sent them off with promises of more sordid sensation later then Lilly joined him to finish off his routine of washing and to confirm that she had thought deeply, knew her place and was truly happy with the time and effort he provided.

Over dinner, Winston was unusually allowed to join them as the four young women sat in revealing showy dresses while Arial tried her best not to mention just how much everything had changed in the house for the better.

Therefore the conversation tended mainly to concentrate safely around the holiday to come for them, although she mentioned briefly how modern and enlightened her school was and that her form mistress, who had always been a staunch supporter of mass immigration and helping the suffering black race, would adore to meet Amas.

The fact that the renown academic establishment also had a small working stable for the elite girls to keep and ride their horses also provided the opportunity for Amas to perhaps to assist their day to day activities practically, after hopefully lecturing the attentive young women about his experience as an unfortunate migrant nearly lost in the system.

Winston stared around him at these naive entirely brainwashed young girls and wanted to mention, with a little prescient advice, that perhaps taking an unethical virile male like Amas into the middle of a multitude of precious uncertain young ladies might not be seen as entirely prudent; but the mature man had sagely learned his lesson the hard way recently with regarding modern attitudes to such earthy matters and therefore -  quite wisely - he barely said anything at all.

Once the meal was concluded, Winston ran off to the relative safety of his lowly lair with Betty where the woman had extra ammunition to get her man necessarily hot as he licked her pussy while she then lay with her thighs wide apart on their bed and scolded him about how Amas was going to fuck the three girls together then go back and screw his dirty wife.

Sadly, Winston knew what she alluded to was undeniably true and could not help but flare with rude sexual excitement by filling her lubricious cunt with his misplaced lust as he had for so many months now.

In truth, the gross man barely cared for the tall comely mature woman but had undeniably become addicted to their perverse sensual interplay that made him erect and cum inside her all the time before incessantly suckling - like a lousy leech - at her divine pussy because for him the unique scent of her had become utterly compelling. 

As he did so Winston’s addled brain tried to imagine what was going on in Arial’s private room but it was better in some ways that he could not clearly visualize the sordid process nor witness the mercurial sway the insufferable Black Bastard could so readily apply to these impressionable young women because it would have surely blown what was left of his podgy salient head.

This was because when Amas went through the door to where the girls would be sleeping that night - as was seemingly his right here in his domain - the feminine focus of his ardour were immaculately  dressed in sheer brightly painted flowing tiny nighties and like sweet perfumed fabled nymphs stripped him of his clothing immediately, as if barely able to contain their combined adulation or desire for him alongside this adult physical practice of titillation and fornication.

He then let them play and explore every inch or secret male place on his masculine body then gorge together on his infinitely stretched manhood that the delicate women found so tactile and irresistible before letting each suckle him properly on their bended knees as if merely to further their sensual education in how to serve a real man.

After eventually releasing and sharing seminal spoils between them, he relaxed the three energetic committed girls on the expansive bed then allowed petite Sandie to ride him first to sensual completion and squeezed her little breasts and cute hard pink nipples while the girl closed her eyes then moved her lower body as Amas kept entirely divisively still.

The raw intimacy was perhaps an act of  kindness or cruelty depending on how you looked at the experience because for the girl involved, having this delicious dark stiffness fitting so snugly and tightly inside her was the ultimate sexual thrill and one she would then impulsively need to seek out then try to replicate for the rest of her sensual life.

In veracity, it was obvious that once a sensate female had tasted or copulated in this sublime erotic manner where a truly extraordinary well-endowed male had demonstrated what was possible with such sullied intimacy, nothing could then satisfy the woman that had carnally feasted so well.

Although the trio of young girls did not realise - along with all the rest Amas had seduced then conquered  - the raw physical experience was a curse and a blessing all combined because a mere white boy would seem entirely insufficient for their sexual desires forever afterwards

However all Frances, Sandie and Arial could concentrate on was the present moment and over a couple of hours Amas manfully if not unbelievably - given the energy necessary - had them all jumping up and down on his cock until each their flat internal bellies were awash with his ejaculate before he left them sleeping looking like cute scented angels and not the whores they were undoubtedly in the process of becoming.

When he reached his room, Lilly was waiting patiently, and she caringly fed then provided drink before washing him down and then gently sucking his busy cock as she muttered meekly.

“I am truly sorry Amas…I comprehend many other women push, pressure and need you but I do value what we have…”

Almost with superhuman abilities his erection once more sprang into solid life and the avaricious woman captured then pressed against it with her awakening pussy and grimaced in the process.

“…Oh Amas…you are such a treasure to us all.”

She climaxed quickly and he surged soon afterward before Lilly’s hands wrapped around his neck as she hung on to him and collapsed at his side in resolution and necessary relief.  

After a while, Amas disentangled himself from her clutches to find some privacy and peace then began to comprehend - as if for the first time - that although he truly loved mastering and fucking all these heavenly white women it was starting to become clear that actually keeping them all sane and under control was a far bigger test or task than he had ever fully appreciated.

However, he had full confidence in his abilities at such practical things and contentedly surrendered to the ether because even for a man of his endless abilities and substantial vim the day had proved somewhat taxing.

The following morning Amas was busy at the stables because Saturday was flooded with lessons and other more intimate treks with young women that wanted his time and illicit charms, but he still found space for Arial and her friends late in the afternoon where they all dressed up in sublime Jodhpurs and tight tops - which accentuated their perfect bodies - before cantering with him over the dry fields and toward the setting sun as if everyone was existing at the evocative centrepiece of some Constable county painting.

The beauteous females took a combined rest along with delicious outdoor sex with their black host in the twilight before returning to the paddock then house where bathing duties were enacted, before food was consumed during which time teasing and torment was liberally dished out to Winston.

As if he undoubtedly deserved it.

Then the inevitable further debauchery ensued because - as touched on previously - the young females had to be further invaded then indoctrinated by Amas’ sensually perfect attentions and at their tender age the emerging women simply greedily wanted more.

Then, after a further early day jog and a final flurry of bathing and penetrative fornication, the tempting trio of such immeasurable female allure, willfulness and craving finally took their private taxi to Frances’s house to begin their holiday with emotional tears in their eyes while waving wildly as they left the house as if starting to contemplate that managing without what had been on offer there, would inevitably prove difficult.

It would be fair to mention that there was not a soul who still resided in that once tranquil place that was not secretly relieved to see them go and even Amas - who had enjoyed himself immensely in tutoring them wickedly - recognised that a small break from trying to satisfy such a promiscuous energetic enthusiastic bunch was very much necessary if he was going to manage to keep the rest of his faithful doting female flock in order.  

Subsequently, the summer month of August passed along at a calmer more genteel trot on the wonderful Estate as many families were abroad - including Grace and her husband - but there was still much to do although all seemed manageable and well maintained by Amas who ensured that everything under his dedicated hands was running smoothly.

He received an odd text of two from Arial and her lively friends but thought nothing of it and replied in a companionable way before - after nearly a month had passed since her last memorable visit - he had a message from the brown-haired girl that she was back at the house for a night next week before returning to school and could she bring her sister Natalie to meet him as there was an urgent matter to discuss.

He obliged her positively because that was his way with lovely young white girls, and on the day mentioned by Arial she turned up early at the house then literally ran to the stables where she waited until Amas was free then took him into an empty stable and insisted that he fuck her over the accommodating stile there simply because her body and mind had thought about nothing else for weeks.

He obliged naturally as he enjoyed the young woman and her pretty feminine form and when she had shivered to glory through the fornication - and sucked him dry for good measure on her knees - the slight girl held his hips then murmured weakly but revealingly about her heightened perverse desires.

“The men on holiday just can’t fuck like you, Amas…”

Her lower body rubbed against him as if for luck as she giggled recklessly.

“…Guess I’m becoming a black cock addict.”

Amas laughed because he knew than men of his race and particular tribe were celebrated in the ways of dealing with women and that most females could not resist the sensation he could casually provide during such fetid closeness .

However, he stroked her arm and murmured purposefully.

“Now what is it you want of me with your sister?”

She spoke in a rush and demonstrated her youth and adolescence.

“I’m not sure but obviously I have told her and everyone I know about how wonderful you are, and it is her husband Bernard that wants to talk to you first…”

He nodded as she went on.

“…They are on the way and will be here at around 6p.m when you finish.”

She then scuttled back to the house to rest and sort her items out from her vacation and Amas thought no more about it until he saw an expensive glinting car in the drive and was approached by a sweet brown-haired girl - that looked like a slightly taller version of Arial - with a boy that was very well presented, petite and with glowing sandy hair that fell over his clear soft face like a wave.

The handsome male stretched out his hand and shook it gently.

“Hi, I’m Bernard…I have heard a lot about you…”

He blushed unexpectedly then looked away.

“…May we go somewhere to talk privately?”

Amas generously led him into the study where he sat behind the desk - as if bizarrely he was a doctor with a patient - then gazed at the wide unusually pale eyes of the engaging young man and sighed.

“Now what can I do for you Bernard?”

The man began to shuffle nervously in his chair and aggravatingly twiddled his fingers as he blushed ever more brightly.

“It is not easy to discuss?”

Amas shrugged indifferently and laughed.

“Then don’t… and it has been good to meet you…”

He was unusually irritated suddenly as it seemed that everyone wanted something from him.

“…I am weary and need to bathe so please either tell me or let me leave then relax.”

The uncertain man continued to wither then dither until Amas finally rose up which forced him to gasp.

“Natalie mentioned you expected your women to wash and clean you…?”

Bernard began trembling as he almost dissipated completely right before him.

“…Let me get Natalie as I just can’t handle this alone.”

He went to the door and suddenly there were the two sisters included in the small room when Amas stared at Arial in some annoyance.

“What is it they wish of me?”

It was Natalie that stared then spoke to him with desperate moody brown eyes and whispered frankly then unexpectedly.

“I need a baby…a lovely brown baby…”

She sounded suitably pathetic.”

…And Arial said you could help?”

He licked his lips involuntarily like a sly wolf that saw his prey.

“You mean fuck you?”

Her head lowered in disgrace.

“Yes”

“Why doesn’t Bernard do it?”

Her voice became even quieter in obvious discomfort.

“He can’t…he prefers to…”

Arial butted in to get quickly to the provocative point.

“Dress up in her underwear.”

To their surprise Amas just laughed in emerging comprehension.

“He is just a feminine boy and in my home country we call them Quanda…a pretty queen…”

His attention of focus then was on the nervous male; but he spoke only softly and empathetically to him.

“…If you cannot admit that you are such a half-man then I cannot assist you both.”

Bernard whimpered as if in pain.

“I am a Quanda as you mention and feel I have let Natalie down.

She countered warmly.

“I still love you Bernard.”

Amas clapped his hands sharpy to bring this confusion to order and as if he had heard enough of this babble because he was surely no marital expert, but he commented anyway.

“To be honest I must mention what he does is not so unusual, and it is not such a huge problem…but anyways I need to bathe…”

The azure dazzling eyes on Bernard were wide and crystalised as Amas continued to talk directly at him.

“…So, if you and your wife wish to follow my word you can come and undress then wash me then we will see if we can progress from there…”

He walked away as if already bored but then whispered something to Arial who ran off while Natalie and her man promptly followed after him to his bedroom then bathroom - mercifully for him Lilly was with Winston socialising in London and would not return till later the following day - where the blonde sister returned with some female clothing which Amas presented to Bernard.

“…Put them on Quanda and your wife can undress down to her panties, run the bath then both of you will clean me…”

He hesitated for a split second as Amas glared in challenge.

“…Or leave because you need to be honest about who you are…”

Suddenly the man removed his expensive male clothes to expose insignificant tiny male genitals which then he covered with the pink lacy panties Arial had fetched, then drew on a white silken slip over his emaciated body and shivered as Natalie took off her dress until they were each in pretty lingerie.

Amas watched and stood expectantly as the couple removed his clothes then groaned in unison when the size of his penis was exposed before he stroked the shaking head of Bernard to calm him and smiled at his wife.

“…You run the water while he licks my cock because…”

He grinned as Natalie turned on the taps then watched in disbelief as her husband let his tongue slide along the curved bulbous tip of the black hard flesh in anxious but obvious relish.

“… I feel certain this is not the first time he has performed such a duty!”

Soon Bernard was sucking him with some zest before his wife returned and kneeled at his side then joined in as she joked.

“Don’t keep it all, Bitch!”

With that being said it was as if all the previous tension had been removed out of the inflamed air because Amas climaxed over their glowing faces and then slid inside the bath before they licked the white gold off each other and then set about washing and exploring this intuitive man as he settled in the hot water and started to unwind.

Arial was delighted for her sister because she saw the immediate return of the sensual adventurous teenager she had been before marrying someone that was merely wealthy and pretty but had no lead in his pencil, and as Natalie eventually squatted over him to take inside her precious walls the huge cock of the exceptional male she also surged in symbiosis with her sibling and felt seductively empty.

Amas let the girl fuck herself to glory until her insides was full of him and as she ground down on the reducing force he pulled up the hem of the slip Bernard was wearing and showed her the excited stained spots on his panties.

“This man must be your female partner from now and you must be firm with such a weak male then show him how to dress then serve you…because it is obvious to me that is his true nature.”

She blinked then nodded uncertainly and eventually pulled herself out of the water before kissing her husband gently then pressing him to the floor while provocatively parting her long legs.

“Suck him out of me, Darling…nice and slowly because I know you enjoy the taste then I will make you look so cute and pretty for dinner…”

Bernard thought for a moment - as if to refuse then deny her or his own pernicious penchants - but almost inevitably he pressed his tongue to her wet female line and in that instant seemed to accept who he was and Natalie’s authority over him if they were to remain together, as she pressed her hips against him then sighed.

“…Oh Bernard…fuck this is already so much better.”

They ran off to the room she owned when she had been a mere child while Arial remained behind with Amas who she teased and enticed until her fragile half-naked body could bounce on top of him to selfishly luxuriate in the addictive feeling of something so indescribably warm and tight in her special place that soon sent her to hormonal heaven long before he spewed ejaculate inside her belly.

It even shocked Arial how much she pulsated or desired Amas because her heart certainly did not beat for him but the fetid touch of the man indeed made her heart race which was confusing but did not alter the fact that she desperately needed his male power and dominance in her life.

The confusion she felt was understandable, especially as Bernard was now answering to the name of Bernice and sat around the dining table in a light flowery summer dress while continually showing off his stockings and spenders below to whoever wanted to look, as if he could not believe how fabulous his new life was.

Betty watched on and felt that the world had turned over and gone entirely insane but there again she had Winston between her legs, in her bed and very much now under her thumb and perhaps the way things had gone under the divisive rule of Amas was for her personally far better and with brighter prospects than she had enjoyed before.

Therefore, Betty did not judge Natalie, Arial or even the former Bernard and just served the meal, complimented Bernice on how gorgeous he was and watched them eventually troop in a line towards the upper floor and simply tried not to laugh.

Amas said he would join them shortly and Arial diverted to her own room to change while the married couple reached the larger bedroom of Natalie’s youth where she took some photographs of her feminised husband in his pretty dress then laid out a lacy sheer pink nightie with matching knickers and snapped at him.

“Put this on if you wish to continue…”

As he stripped, Natalie put on a similar outfit while she saw that his small cock was hard in the underwear and smiled.

“…My you like being a Quanda, Darling, and if you are respectful and obedient  I will let you wear my underwear for work every day…”

They seemed to meld together as she kissed him then rubbed her pussy on his flat mound and felt him wet the panties and murmured.

“…You will have to accept my influence, Darling, as patently in this feminised state I can of course no longer let you lead us.”

He kneeled and licked the gusset of her knickers then found the scented crease of her as she drew the material back and enjoyed his adoration physically then verbally as he whimpered.

“To be frank I found the male role difficult, Darling, as you know and would appreciate if you would guide me now…”

Her hand held his head tightly into her and winked when she saw her sister at the doorway in a cutie pastel blue babydoll as he whined on.

“…Maybe I could play at being a French maid at home as…”

Natalie shuddered on his tongue to the absurd but evocative thought as he talked himself into a corner.

“…I do love the uniform and always have.”

Natalie began to get the extent of her new role with the accompanying authority and let him just continue to suckle or kiss her pussy.

“We will see Darling, but I will take over the accounts tomorrow as…”

She teased his golden hair and sighed.

“…I can’t have you spending all our money on expensive dresses and lingerie can I but will pick some lovely things with you together if you wish?”

There was no more time for such debate as Amas came in without a stitch of clothing on him then snickered in amusement at what he saw.

“Perfect, another three sexy girls…now where do I begin?”

He let Bernice suckle him then took Natalie first with long slow strokes which sent her wild before she rode him with devilish lust and took his seed then drew him back to prominence when her sister could share the glory of this sublime primitive game.

Then Bernice sucked them both to demonstrate he already had a cultivated palate for semen before guiding the cock of this black bull back inside his wife as if he wished to smell and sense the copulation far more than he could explain.

The interaction went on for many hours until at last the sisters were gratified and sleeping and only then did Amas lift up to return to the peace of his own room but allowed Bernice to lick then feast on him a final time before he spurted down his throat and grunted.

“I can give your wife what she needs but not you, as I appreciate and understand a man with your instincts, but it is not to my taste …although I will think on it and…”

He stroked his prettily covered ass and they both knew what he meant.

“…Perhaps find what you both desire to perhaps share.”

Amas slept till the early dawn then was disturbed by the rapacious siblings sneaking into his bed when each handled his cock gently then encouraged it to life then sexual violence as they took what their bodies needed before laying at his side when Natalie whispered perhaps unkindly.

“I can see that I need a real man in my bed every night…”

She sighed thoughtfully then spoke like a prophet

“…My husband will become my sister then slave.”

Amas interrupted wisely.

“Remember he has needs as well.”

She laughed and kissed his lips.

“I am well aware what a woman needs, Amas, so try and help us when and if you can?”

Eventually, Amas arose from his rest and stretched out while watching the sun come up which was his appointed time to leave to attend the horses and he looked down at Natalie and sighed.

“Come here once a week for a while…let him play with your old clothes and we will see what I can do because…”

His fingers ran along her wet womanly line and she trembled to his gentlest caress.

“…In truth I do not have the energy time or particular calling for you both.”

Natalie put her head on the pillow while Arial raised her eyes because she was too proverbially stuffed to move and whispered hopefully as he dressed in the dimness

“I’ve emailed my teacher and we’re maybe going to invite you to our school for a visit; will you come?”

He flashed a smile that shone through the blackness like a streak of white light then muttered in uncertainty.

“Ask me and we will see…because as I mentioned I would like to meet this Ms. Peters as I sense we would get on extremely well.”

He kissed them both then disappeared to his animals and within hours both sisters had left for their destination which was Arial for her last year of school, and Natalie with a man who looked like her husband but with the decadent trappings of sensual black stockings, suspenders and panties below the trousers which trappings of manhood his wife was soon to take off him forever when they reached home.

It had been a veritable night of discovery for both her and Bernard - or Bernice - which had weirdly granted her ascendency in their relationship and she would research more about his patent yearnings and subsequently be sure to turn them to her advantage.

As he silently drove, Natalie stroked his slender leg gently then for fun flicked the suspenders that could be clearly felt which made him twitch and she sensed whatever took place from now, nothing would ever be as it had previously been between them.

Amas was grateful to have escaped to the stables and into the freshness of the early morning where he would stay for most of the day, so he did not have to be there when Winston and Lillian returned from their social event in London where they had undoubtedly kept the façade of their marriage burning.

It seemed from the first minute he had arrived in this country nothing had ever quite been as it appeared and in many ways dealing with the magnificent and dependable horses on this leafy lovely part of the planet was far more rewarding and much less traumatic than the females here.

In his country the women knew who they were and what they wanted and without doubt seemed far easier to deal with.

Although he had previously made it clear to Lillian that he would always have entirely free rein over the plentiful women that fell at or under his spell, he was again grateful that she was not there the previous evening because in spite of her spoken acquiescence to his demands or needs, Amas knew that it would have been uncomfortable even though the situation had been made perfectly clear many times over.

The thought was merely a passing irritant on a beautiful celestially inspired morning when the inspirational breath of life was all around him and as Amas strode his face softened and the man remembered who he was, the harsh road already travelled and that he would see past these irrational women when they whined or complained and continue to do as he wished.

To him there was no option or other avenue to take.

So Amas retained his firm grip on all around him and entertained women at the eternally bustling stables or saw Natalie a couple more times when her husband turned up as her female assistant in accompanying feminine clothing when he gallantly continued their enlightenment but appreciated, as before, he was really not the right man for this divisive and sensually complicated job.

Betty had suggested in passing that she had a nephew in London that had similar but less powerful gifts to Amas, but they fell more towards the acutely sensitive males of the white race who secretly lusted after a powerful black man to use and corrupt them and the information made Amas begin to consider that due to the increasing female pressure being exerted all around, perhaps he needed some skilled assistance and suitable staff to simply help out.

His devilish mind twisted and turned - as it always had - while the weeks circled then span and he was silently desirous of a small vacation from this precious land when he received a message from Arial that her school fantastically wanted him to come and make a small speech about his flight to freedom because they were studying the plight of oppressed black lives generally and would he consider it.

To Amas this invitation was something of a well-timed blessing because he needed some separation from the plentiful obligations of the Estate that had in truth snowballed out of all proportion; even from before he arrived here when Grace Somerset had depravedly set the whole deviant process in frantic sexual motion.

Not that the young man was complaining - because he was doing just splendidly - but he was still just a mortal male in spite of his abnormal abilities with animals and promiscuous woman and he readily agreed to drive down on the Friday mentioned by Arial and play his small innocuous part in the worldly education of the young women at this admirable school.

By now he was legally licensed to drive and he made arrangement at the stables for the necessary cover over the weekend, even though he was aware many of his female customers would be left disappointed - for obvious licentious reasons - and on the specified afternoon he gently nudged his resplendent sports car towards the roads heading south.

The place of female learning was in the heart of the countryside towards the coast and Amas sorely luxuriated in the serenity of simply being alone along with the wonderful scenery and vista of the evolving landscape as he travelled at a leisurely pace.

Then, just as he could see the twinkling of the blue haze of the shoreline in the distance, he saw the impressive gated entrance to the revered academy for young Ladies and steered his garish car along the driveway then gasped at this huge house in the middle of rolling hills that was supposed to be a mere school.

Involuntarily, he thought about his own education and his devout Christian teacher who had worked so hard each humid stifling day in a fragile mud and wooden shack that had been his formative place of education. 

As if utterly confounded by such magnificence or absurdity he stopped the car then drew breath momentarily and perhaps saw the bigger picture, which had escaped him recently at the familiar house and stables that had become his home and influential place to dispense his whim and wishes on the feisty females that came his way.

But now he appreciated that as yet he was really not making any real mark to properly change things and maybe Grace Somerset had been correct all along; how could anyone reasonably reconcile the differences between the opportunities that had come to him and those on offer at such an edifice of white privilege?

The differences were simply too vast and unfair to contemplate.

However, to his relative shock, when he parked his car amongst the others at the side of the vast building then walked towards reception, Amas did in fact see many black and brown-skinned girls in the attractive slight uniforms but the vast majority were still white and pale-skinned which was for him more than enough reason to reinforce the concept that the disparity was simply enormous and something had to be done.

He walked then spoke to the mature woman at the front desk who smiled brightly at him.

“Ah you must be the sad migrant or refugee that the girls have spoken about so much…and that has been taken under the wing of one of our generous families…”

She patted his hand in tactile sympathy and it reminded him that he was still pitied by these spoiled pompous rich women as she continued patronisingly.

“…You must be very grateful to them for helping and trying to make you civilised?”

Amas just nodded blankly - as he was not prone to violence whatever the provocation - before  suddenly Arial and Frances were flapping around him like perfumed birds and quickly led him up some flights of stairs where they tapped firmly of an old oak door which creaked open to reveal a small, closely cut mousy-haired, pretty, plump woman with rounded spectacles on the front of her little nose who smiled sweetly.

She was wearing a soft grey skirt and matching jacket and led him into her study where food and drink was provided before she spoke gushingly.

“I’m Ms. Peters, thank you so much for coming, Amas, my wonderful the young Ladies have told me how well you have done since your rescue in the Channel and what a fabulous example you are to us all.”

Amas did not much like tea but he sipped it anyway and began to spread his understated guile because, as with the Estate, he suddenly felt emboldened and spoke kindly.

“I have heard that it is in fact you that are an inspiration because I have been informed you believe your wonderful girls need to welcome black males like us and treat them as equals.”

This seemed to be music to her ears, and she smiled expressively.

“Oh yes, Amas, me and some of the other liberal and forward-minded teachers here think racial tolerance then integration is vitally important and I would admit…”

She blushed brightly in his presence.

“…I have without question been quite a vocal advocate to my senior girls like Arial and Frances here who I hope I have pointed positively in that particular direction.” 

Ho took a biscuit and tried to keep a straight face.

“I would confirm that to very much be the case Ms. Peters and…”

He smiled at everyone like sunshine.

“…They have been extremely cordial and accommodating with me from the moment we met…”

His lips pursed fractionally at her and she seemed to turn an ever brighter red as he posed a tricky question.

“…May I enquire if you are married to a black man yourself or had a dark-skinned boyfriend?”

She tried to keep her voice calm to such a personal enquiry as she wiped her face with a tissue and almost swooned.

“No…no…as I have not had an opportunity to marry or date black males although I was engaged to a white man once but unfortunately it was long ago and…”

Ms. Peters held Arial’s hand for a second in contemplation.

“…It is more important that my girls tread the right road now…as I’m far too old for such things.”

Amas touched her covered knee lightly and whispered respectfully.

“I hope you don’t mind me mentioning but I think you are still young and vital Ms. Peters.”

He drew the fingertips away as if the transient touch had never been his intention while she seemed to dissolve and giggle childishly while the girls at her side glanced at each other in wonder as her obvious attraction for him.

“Oh my, Amas…now let us talk about your lecture to the young women before dinner and then plan something for tomorrow as I understand you are skilled with horses…?”

This handsome youth nodded easily and in communality with her.

“…And it would be good for you to help the girls that partake in riding or stabling their animals here and perhaps give them the benefit of your insight…”

She seemed to relax fractionally and suddenly smiled at him warmly.

“…And please call me Janet… as it is far more appropriate in your role here as a temporary educator.”

Amas involuntarily touched her knee once more but she did not object as he sighed.

“Thank you, Janet…I must say you are just as delightful as I expected you to be after the information the girls provided and…”

His palm patted her leg then withdrew cautiously as he emoted.

“…I am sure we will work very well together.”

They then spoke in some depth about his impending address to the school then made a time at midday tomorrow when he could give a demonstration then advice to the girls that enjoyed the equestrian arts and she told Arial to show Amas to the appointed room downstairs in the teacher’s separate block of the school and confirmed that this was to be his accommodation for the two nights he was here, as naturally he could not be reachable by the girls here who were all under her conscientious care.

The man nodded in comprehension and agreement before Frances muttered pointedly as if what she mentioned was normal.

“But who is going to wash him Ms. Peters as…”

Both of her senior students looked at her expectantly.

“…In his culture women have to clean his entire skin each night or…”

Arial then told a little white lie merely for mischief and fun.

“…He goes to the Devil.”

She tried to laugh but became breathless.

“Have you two young Ladies actually done this for him…?”

They both smiled proudly that they had which made her splutter then grumble.

“…Well I’m very sorry but such actions will absolutely not be tolerated here.”

Frances complained almost fiercely to her.

“But you have always told us that we have to give ourselves freely to Black men to make amends for the evils of the past and…”

Janet Peters had heard more than enough and scowled at them and drew this unfortunate conversation to a close.

“Enough Girls…I will not hear another word now do as I say, and you can be assured…”

She could feel herself drowning as her voice whimpered with uncertainty.

“…Mr. Amas will still be here in the morning even washing his own body for a few days and rest assured…the Devil will not take him.”

Amas grinned in visible support of her rule and genially pecked her face on the way out before the young women took him to a floor below Ms. Peter’s room where he was suitably impressed with his accommodation which was utterly luxurious by his standards.

Then, before he could think straight, they raucously tugged down his trousers and suckled on the thick black rope inside it as Frances muttered in earnest.

“We have to be quick in case the Silly Old Bag come down to check.”

As if merely to anoint or placate them he soon covered their pretty flushed faces with plentiful viscous creamy sperm which they swallowed then sucked up swiftly from each other’s lips and cheeks before hugging and kissing him warmly then scarpering off to their form lodgings barely believing that they had managed to persuade the most senior teachers to allow him to visit.

As Ms. Peters had predicted, Amas did manage not to slip down the small drain in his private shower into eternal hell and damnation but as he dressed in a dark elegant suit he had purchased especially for this visit, the young man sensed that perhaps there was Devil’s work bubbling under the surface here with this surprisingly comely zestful influential Janet Peters and wondered if he could bring this sensual energy to the surface in the short time he was here.

Although he was always happy with his work on the Estate, just being at such an establishment had made him ponder that maybe there was an opportunity to enter the spere of such advantaged places where bright female minds and licentious bodies were being trained and formed if fate would simply shine on him once again to allow his special abilities and Grace’s ingenious ideas to fully blossom and prosper.

Therefore, he looked dapper in his smart clothes along with a bright red tie then sat on the top table in the grand hall before four hundred gossipy girls of various ages, shapes, ethnicities and sizes - all in uniform - where eventually the stern Scottish headmistress, Mrs. Wallace, stood and announced that their welcome guest was going to say a few words about his experiences in Africa then as an asylum seeker coming to England.

The aged woman who, in her advanced years, was well beyond the sensual abilities or attributes of Amas to coerce or manipulate and privately had not been enthusiastic about this black youth coming here, given her instincts felt it was a mere political ploy which she went along with unenthusiastically.

However, whatever few empty words the wizened woman expected from this uneducated black man was not what transpired at all because where most would have felt intimidated to stand and perform in front of such a large attentive female audience - unsurprisingly perhaps for a man who was aware of his particular talents - Amas simply took it all in his stride and from the first syllable he uttered in perfect English, it became without question or denial a bravura performance.

The speech had immediate resonant dynamic impact as Amas did not need to write it down to explain what had happened because this was simply his life and he began at the start when he had become an orphan almost immediately, told about the often barbaric customs of his tribe and then every painful traumatic step along the twisted way over his early years, until he had so courageously leapt for his life off the ferry and was miraculously claimed by this gracious country and not by the savage sea.

With great heart and compassion he quietly humbly thanked Grace Somerset from the immigration office and the generous family that took him in before with further great humility Amas looked down and expressed his sincere hope that he would eventually prove worthy of the wonderful treatment he had been granted in this country and now - spreading the arms out to the sky dramatically - this most incredible school. 

Instantaneously the whole arena rose as one as he finished and applauded such an inspiring tale and even the starchy old headmistress felt the stirrings of an evocative emotion of empathy then warmth at his unspeakable plight and for a second her heart felt that if she had been a little younger she would have taken him into her arms and probably comforted him just a little.

Every female pulse in the room seemed to beat loudly for him and with him and, as they said a short prayer before the splendid meal, Amas Afumba was undeniably the principle focal point of every girlish eye or romantic dream as without question each fluttering female felt that they had been told and heard from the modern media was true.

It seemed they finally understood that Black Lives mattered most of all and they wanted to share their existence and bodies with such a deserving member of a wondrous race then repopulate the earth with lovely brown new babies to make recompense for the past and ensure the admirable noble dark males would never have to suffer so again.

The entire staff and pupils all came to speak to Amas after the meal had ended to personally make his acquaintance and make him feel appreciated or loved, but pretty portly Janet Peters sought out Frances and Arial instead and whispered to them with tears in her aqua-blue eyes.

“My goodness what have I done…”

The young girls looked at each other in bemusement but let her continue.

“…He expected a female to wash him as was his tradition or right and I mocked him and made this long-suffering young man break ritual…”

Arial nodded in eager agreement as she cried on.

“…You said you served him…?”

She seemed in earnest as her mouth salivated then gasped.

“…Can I put things right because after all my brave lectures, when it came to the test… I did not walk the walk myself.”

Frances stared swiftly at Arial and lightly patted her favourite teacher’s shoulder then sighed.

“It’s not too late but you have to seize the day Ms. Peters and do exactly as we say or bear the weight of this mistake forever.”

She heaved emotionally in reply.

“Just help me girls as I can’t live with myself like this.”

They spoke to her sympathetically to calm the apparently traumatised woman down and an hour later - after briefly warning Amas what was happening - Ms. Peters let the young women in through the emergency side door just wearing their long cotton regulation gowns who promptly led her to Amas’ room where they muttered darkly in warning.

“Remember, you did beg us to help so please do what we say”

With a sharp tap they were inside and private where the man looked at them curiously - as if he did not know he had been awaiting their visit - then gazed directly at Ms. Peters dithering before him and muttered brusquely.

“Yes, what is it?”

Arial pressed her teacher in her ribs gently before she spoke meekly in reply.

“Don’t blame the girls, Amas, but to be honest I felt so terrible after making fun of your bathing regimes and not being more giving after what I had always told the pupils.”

He stared at her which made the woman’s blood run hot as his voice muttered.

“Are you genuinely sorry…?”

She blinked and nodded as he calmly took her hand then sat and pulled the nervous female over his lap then patted her backside firmly.

“…Then I must punish you Janet…before you may undertake the ceremonial washing you should have known to complete earlier.”

His hand spanked her softy as she became disoriented then groaned pliantly.

“Oh yes Amas…I deserve to be…”

He raised the supple skirt on the suit to reveal dark tights and white panties below before lowering them with a quick flash of his hand then slapped the soft white flesh more meaningfully as she bit her lip but still shrieked.

“…Beaten…Oh…beat me Amas…as I feel better already.”

He subsequently spanked her soundly then outrageously teased her wet vaginal lips that seemed lost in tangly mousy pubic hair before her whole shapely body soon vibrated to orgasm and at that moment he pressed her to the floor and stood up vertically as Frances whispered in direction.

“Undress him Ms. Peters.”

She did so without thinking - given her mind had gone- until his extraordinary dark toned body was on show and his erection seemed to stretch forever as her mouth salivated then gasped.

“Oh, my goodness…”

She looked up in total confusion at the equally gasping schoolgirls beside her and exhaled squeamishly.

“…What do I do now because…”

Her pupils began to slowly undress this tutor as her hand instinctively held this impressive length of manhood while she mumbled with an extremely dry mouth.

“…I don’t wish to upset him or his expectations again…”

With the dissolute Arial and Frances to guide her that possibility was never going to happen and she soon was washing Amas along with the girls, wearing only her bra and panties in the spacious shower, before finally - when his skin was suitably pristine - the formerly sensible Janet Peters kneeled on the wet floor and sucked a penis for the first time in her life while the gentle fingertips of the young girls encouraged the subversive movements of her giddy dark head.

To her great surprise the inexperienced mature woman - in the ways of this perversion - soon began to sense the divine submission all females seemed to find in this primitive process with him until she was drawing the cock almost expertly as her bright eyes gazed up in wonder and she spluttered.

“…I understand now and can tell that I was always right with my thinking…”

He held her cranium tightly so she could easily swallow the abundant surge of semen that poured into her belly as she spluttered in delirium.

“…As privileged white women we are here to serve and save the black race…”

Her tongue licked the end of his penis in delectation.

“…Just like this…”

They were soon back in the bedroom dressed only in towels - over now entirely naked bodies - when busy hands rubbed soft and hard bodies until Amas was primed once more and the matted hair between Janet’s legs had springy freshness in it again as she sighed.

“…Thank you for forgiving me.”

He lay on the bed then pulled the chubby woman onto his hips then softly pulled the rich pubic hair and teased her vaginal crease as he sighed.

“Not quite yet, Janet…as to entirely grant you absolution then I need to know you are mine…”

It was his usual ploy, but all girls of all ages seemed to fall for it as her sexual crease moistened with each second that went by.

“…Are you mine, Janet, because if that is the case then I need to be able to take then use you when I have need.”

As his palm cupped her large breasts then tortured the thick brown nipples, she squeezed his steely cock and grumbled pathetically.

“Yes of course Amas…now and for always I am…”

She lifted onto the male stiffness with subtle strength in her arms until it slid silently then seamlessly inside the dark blonde hairy pussy before he held her still to relish the sexual feeling and watched while she shivered in disbelief at what real sex felt like.

“…Forever…whenever you need me.”

Cleverly he let her get the sensation of something hot but snug within her tight inner walls for a while longer then shiver a further couple of times before turning the curvy woman onto her knees then rutting her slippery cunt from behind while slapping the ample white bottom sharply as he hissed.

“Know that I demand obedience Janet…as you must prove your worth and compliance…”

The speed of the copulation became frenetic as if he needed to make his dominant point as she just bent meekly over and took his physical force then ejaculate when it eventually arrived with a viscous flourish as Amas grumbled.

“…Do you understand?”

He withdrew and she wriggled her bottom for a while involuntarily and seemed to shudder from head to foot as her lips exhaled in base gratification.

“Oh yes Amas…along with confirmation of my inspired teaching and personal ethos to the girls it has all suddenly become as clear as day.”

Ms. Peters was kindly carefully soon ushered back to her room by her senior pupils in just a covering top while Frances carried her clothing and left them and the overwhelmed woman on her bed utterly exhausted but obviously still sensing the waves of ecstasy flowing over her skin and bones that only great unspeakable fornication could provide.

She was too tired to speak further and they returned to Amas who joined them in the comforting shadows near the deserted side door to make their escape unseen where he quickly took them both against the external brick wall and filled their ever greedy cunts because they had also been inflamed by the evening’s events and the wily male man knew he had to keep all of his supporters here onside to achieve his spurious aims.

In the morning in would be fair to mention that her classes had never seen Janet Peters in a better mood, as she was literally dancing on her toes because quite clearly the woman felt absolutely fabulous although she barely looked directly at Amas but caught his inky mesmeric eyes now and then to confirm they definitely had an understanding.

He spent most of the early part of the day around the picturesque pristine stable block where over a hundred girls of all ages came to watch him interact and deal with the magnificent horses who were housed there and led out - on a short ride around the grounds - the few senior females that were privileged enough to own a sublime beast here.

Then, after lunch in the canteen, Amas took literally a whole pretty tribe of giggly adoring girls into the woods to show them his forestry craft and the expertise he had with plants or herbs and even the teachers in biology and science literally marvelled at his instincts and obvious symbiosis with the natural world. 

By the end of Saturday it was as if the whole school had fallen under his African spell - including the always starchy headmistress - but it was Ms. Peters who whispered to him over dinner that she wanted to serve him later and did he mind if the French and sports tutors, Ms. Amis and Ms. Lomax, joined them because they were powerfully experiencing the same servile emotions toward him that had captured her own feminine heart.

Once more Amas was patient then amenable to their wishes and after excluding the younger girls - who were decidedly not happy about it - he entertained the luscious older women late into the evening and had them wash then sexually service him in his own inimitable style before, along with the rest of the female race that came within his seductive orbit, they declared freely that they were all eternally his.

After full night then a morning of meeting and greeting his still gaggling admiring flock Amas left the school just after lunchtime in his glittery car on the promise that they wanted him to take up a well-paid active role of tutoring equine and life classes at their establishment and continue to talk about his former distant but interesting home as everyone felt that such information was beneficial to the young female minds being crafted in this fabulous place.

The able man knew that such permission would take a few weeks and in the meantime his brain needed to concentrate on getting help on the Estate.

Subsequently - with a call to Grace to inform her of progress - Amas made phone enquiries about a youth from his tribe who he understood had similar qualities to his and as the demand for his skills began to spring up from unexpected sources it became clear that he needed to employ him and thereby be able to deviously keep things flowing along nicely in his favour.

As he had from the very beginning here!

There had been rumblings of discontent even though he had been away just a short time and once he had calmed frayed nerves - as only he could - with female customers then Lilly in-particular who was becoming ever more rounded and irrational recently.

He let things simmer and settle for a few weeks but once he had confirmation that the school wanted him to come and lecture a couple of days a fortnight and there were other private academies for young ladies that wanted his talents Amas acted as he deemed necessary.

After speaking to Grace again - who obviously approved then thought the plans and opportunities to spread her ideas through education were simply a relative Godsend - she quickly flew in the young man Amas wanted to assist him on the estate called Babas who bypassed the normal immigration protocols and arrived there a week later. 

After settling in yet another downstairs room Babas became an instant hit at the stables - the young man was taller and stronger than Amas while being similarly skilled in the arts of animals and attracting young women - where he demonstrated quickly that he could provide equestrian excellence along with the sexual satisfaction many of the female clients needed and expected at this remarkably accommodating centre of excellence.

Once he had gained his confidence in the abilities of the young male, one afternoon Amas called Babas up into the room he shared with Lilly and spoke to the girl empathetically.

“You have been upset because I have to work increasingly away and understandably have felt neglected…”

She had on a short skirt that she could barely get into nowadays - given the pounds she was putting on - and his palms stroked her pussy through the soft panties then eventually had her kneel and suck him while stroking her tangled blonde hair.

“…And I do care and think about you.”

The unstable girl was needy then greedy for male attention and once into her servile oral motions he had this other stronger black male stand beside him who then removed his erection and, as Amas slowly pulled out, it slipped seamlessly inside Lilly’s wet mouth as she gasped in horror.

“Oh, Amas what do you take me for.”

In spite of her defensive words the immediate taste of him was heavenly as she suckled him cravingly before the stranger promptly ejaculated down into her mouth before Lilly gulped then hung on to his prick when Amas climaxed over her flushed face as well in celebration of a wonderful solution to a tricky problem.

Then in her weakened state, as Babas reached physical power once more, Lilly was made to kneel on the bed where the sturdy youth gently then gingerly fucked her while Amas stroked the radiant hair and simpered almost compassionately.

“You see Lillian whether it is him or me…this will keep you satisfied and…”

Her breath quickened as this stranger screwed the girl with more fervour then vim until she shivered and gyrated to glory and Amas chuckled perhaps unkindly

“…Content as he can sleep with you as well when I am away on business…”

She turned to suckle his leaking cock as if already convinced of this obtuse solution while he squeezed her enlarged breasts and sighed.

“…So, thank me and say you are still mine.”

By the look of what she was doing that question seemed suspect, but she drew Amas anyway as if always hungry for more seminal juice and muttered feebly.

“Yes, you Bastard…I am yours…”

He ejaculated plentifully between her lips as she spluttered.

“…And will do what you suggest.”

Given this apparent success his approach was the then same with the other demanding girls in his orbit who soon went to the new Stud with barely a whimper of regret until - between his journeys and dalliances to school and elite colleges for young Ladies - there seemed only one loose end to tie up.

Therefore, it was with some relief or gratification, when he arrived one night to dinner with Natalie and her husband Bernard alongside the tall striking intimidating presence of a black male called Marcus that the dependable Betty had mentioned to him some time before.

They had in truth met him briefly in London a few weeks previously - before a memorable subversive night with Grace while Simon Somerset watched then used his tongue to good effect - to talk about what he wanted of him and the young male provided further references and assured him he was well versed in the nefarious arts that were required for the specific prospects referred to.

He was pleasantly dressed in trousers and tight white shirt that showed the muscular torso below and when the door of the palatial home opened and his host for the evening appeared in the comely uniform of a French Maid the black interloper hardly batted an eye then ignored him entirely before being immediately introduced to Natalie who was wearing a delightful short white strappy dress.

They all took themselves in the grand front room where Amas formally introduced his new stocky companion.

“This is, Marcel, the man I mentioned.”

She smiled if not actually flamed at him and parted her legs a little to show the lingerie below as she spoke in amusement and merely for show

“Well just in time I think because my husband, I mean maid, is becoming something of a handful…”

Bernard then came in displaying all his lacy frills and finery carrying a tray of drinks and stared meekly at his wife as she complained whimsically about him.

“…He or she is almost beyond my capacity to deal with as he’s masturbating in the lingerie constantly and patently needs something I can’t give.”

The black male took some wine then stared at her.

“I understand you are Natalie may I call you that?”

She flushed because she instinctively like him, his good looks, manner and obvious virility.

“Of course, Marcus…but are you able to help us?”

The powerful black man was plain and to the point.

“I can but need an entirely free hand to educate both you and your husband…because he has not yet learned or earned the right to be a true subservient maid in service.”

The girl flushed then looked at Amas and back at the taller stranger as she groaned softly.

“Yes, I will give you the evening to demonstrate what you can do then we can decide the future from there.”

He nodded and smiled back.

“Fair enough…I understand….”

He concentrated his black eyes on Bernard in the comely costume and murmured softly.

“…Come here Sweetie and let me look at you….”

Bernard glowed red then did as ordered before gasping as the strong man raised the dark skirt and white pinafore he was wearing and patted the frilly white knickers below.

“…I am your Master now Sweetie and you shall call me Sir while I tell you what to do if you truly wish to serve me and your wife…”

He placed him over his knee, patted his delectably covered bottom then spanked it hard and berated him all in the same impulse

“…I will call you at all times by your female name Bernice…”

His palm hit him smartly again.

“…Do you understand…?”

Bernice groaned “Yes Sir,” meekly in compliance and a high tone as she felt her frilly panties lowered to show revealing wetness which Marcel wiped gently into his ass before reaching into the shirt pocket then pulling out a small anal plug that he twisted into the dark aperture and mumbled.

“…We need to make this ready for fucking don’t we Sweetie…?”

The body dressed so fancifully went entirely weak before Marcel had Bernice the now trembling maid, kneel then smiled blankly at her.

“…Take my cock out Bitch then suck it and show your mistress what a Little Dirty Whore you are and wish to be…”

To Natalie’s incredulity her once powerful and rational husband quietly removed an erection almost bigger than the one on Amas then started to suck on the bulbous tip of it as the man stroked his long fair hair and grinned.

“…You need to come out of the cupboard, Sweetie, and admit you truly like this subversive game.”

The glazed green eyes of the feminised man glanced up then drew him faster as if desperate for the creamy frothy prize that was dancing on the tip of his tongue as he whined.

“I do Sir…I admit the more I dress up I love it but…”

He suckled him with relish then confessed an open truth.

“…I want so much more…but am scared.”

Marcel stood up in demonstration of his dominance and took the wavy fair hair of Bernice in his fingers and tugged it hard.

“Don’t be scared, Sweetie…obey me and I shall show you how to be a Sissy Girl and you will under my strict hand become settled and capable in this craft...”

Bernice sucked him with more purpose now and licked his lips as the man laughed and encouraged him.

“…Good Girl…would you like to do this every night Sweetie…suck my cock and make me cum?”

His erection suddenly erupted then virtually drowned him in slippery fluid as he gasped then groaned and eventually came up for air as Marcel stroked his shaky head.

“…Tell me you enjoyed that then make me hard for your Mistress.”

Bernice glanced at his watching wife in passing then obediently licked the coated flesh clean and made it solid again before looking up at him like a loyal puppy dog.

“I did love that Sir, and you are fully armed again.”

Natalie looked at her partner with apparent disgust but it was merely granting him what he expected because she was privately aroused and walked to this absolute buffed Stud of a man then stood over his open thighs with his erection pointing vertically up and spat in apparent challenge.

“Now what makes you think I am going to suck you Marcel…?”

She raised her hem to reveal her cute stockings and suspenders then pulled down the tiny panties above them to expose her bald aching pussy and grumbled darkly.

“…When I can fuck you instead…”

Her lower body slid over then gradually down on him and slowly began to pound against the divine stiffness as she snarled at her husband fiercely.

“…You watch Sissy Girl because soon I sense it will be your turn to do this…”

Bernice seemed to palpably radiate heat while the pretty girl openly gloried in the baseness of satisfying her primitive needs then, after her body had shuddered and shaken to glory, she sat on the ready wetness, felt the amazing prick deflating inside her then cast Amas a beaming smile before whispering in delectation.

“…I think Marcel might just work out very well indeed for Bernice and me…while obviously I shall pay for your introduction…”

She shuffled against him with an instinctive need for more.

“…If he continues to tease and please me.”

The man miraculously came back to sexual life once more and bobbed the rapacious female on his rigidity then rubbed her arms then breasts to stir the blood as she moved slowly on the instrument of craving while he sighed

“Don’t worry about that Missy…from now on I will personally see to it that you will now both get what you desire or deserve!”

Amas laughed at their deviance, shared food with them all but then left before dessert as he sensed they had their own ideas of a sweet-ending to their evening and - as he had deduced a long time before - what they wanted was not quite to his inclinations or taste and to be honest the man simply now wished to leave them to it.

As he drove quietly away he felt with some certainty - because Marcel was surely something of a talent with young sensitive men - that another unnecessary weight had been lifted from his shoulders leaving him ever freer to enter more into this world of female education that was opening up for him on an almost exponential level.

Which he did - with some real zest and zeal over the subsequent months that sped by - alongside some management work on the Estate when he gave Marcel a day a week specially to deal with effeminate husbands like Bernice or lovely older boys that wore extra tight trousers and were seeking a special type of ride.

For Amas it was just another decadent detail within his intricate web or design in gradually spreading his original style and influence across as much of the county or country as he could ensuring money was created, no-one got hurt and that he stuck to the high ideals or principles expressed by Grace Somerset so long ago when they first had met so fortuitously.

So all was set in proverbial stone as the seasons promptly passed until one fateful morning Winston Granville rose early from the bed he shared with Betty - to escape her snoring and huge bulk - when directly contrary to his woman’s instructions, he furtively grabbed the shotgun that now had to be hidden in the boot of his old car in the garage and set out across the field to meet his old friends for some game-shooting.

It was for him a rare remaining pleasure because since the arrival of the veritable scourge called Amas, life for him and innumerable others this young boorish man had come into contact with had changed beyond reason or measure.

For Winston personally his Estate had been lost, this was alongside his young pretty wife and any remaining self-respect due to this calamity caused simply by this black predatory migrant he had been forced to take in .

Further, his personal living arrangements were now with a thickset overbearing black woman he hardly cared for who was now weeks away from having his child with all of the endless worries and responsibilities that came with such a questionable treasure or pleasure.

He glanced around as he walked and recognised that spring had surely taken hold after a difficult winter with all the promise of new life it brought, but in truth the flowering of the new was not just restricted to the fields and flowers because when he looked upon or around the Estate women of all ages were fit to burst.

It seemed that wherever this miscreant of an irresponsible black boy - whether directly or indirectly - had placed his foot, hand or great big prick, females had fallen pregnant in literal droves including his wife, her sister Natalie and countless girls at the stables which to his confusion was busier and more popular than ever.

He was also now hearing many stories about these schools and privileged institutes of learning Amas had been visiting and lecturing at in recent times where once again the women that were catching or carrying were only now being truly collated or counted.

In all of this mayhem the main arbiter of this virtual penile plague, Amas Afumba, seemed to completely escape any consequences or correction for his unconscionable actions and to any fair-minded person unless something was done then the problems would merely escalate and become incalculably worse.

It was all mortifying to consider and under the unbearable and trying circumstances, terribly vexing for Winston especially.

Then, as if chance or destiny was on his side for once, he spied something moving in the early-morning dew then saw it was non-other than Amas himself who had risen like a black wolf from his lair at the loft of the house where he now slept for some separation or peace - which Winston could no longer find for himself - and was strolling purposefully across the fields made atmospherically smoky by the moisture.

Perhaps more aggravating for Winston was the visible fact that this awful supercilious youth was dressed in the breeches, tan jacket and all the trappings of a country gentleman, even though he was a bounder and a scoundrel, and in that moment of brightly lit introspection then unquenchable fury of what this evil man had cravenly done to him and everyone around him - although they barely seemed to notice - the kindling fire of retribution rose to a scalding heat deep within his eternal soul.

Subsequently and impulsively- almost without thought - he then waited until the dark lean shape came closer and when Amas was clearly visible, Winston drew the shotgun horizontally, held it tightly then breathed in before aiming and pressing the metal trigger automatically before watching in some crazed satisfaction as this black Chancer, Trickster and seducer of women dropped to the earthy floor like a proverbial stone.

In that stark moment of logic or insightfulness for Winston Granville, it seemed without question…the only decent thing left to do!

Epilogue.

There is a famous saying about “The shot heard around the world” that led to revolution then the formation of the United States of America because in many ways what happened that early dawn - between Winston and the target of his frustration and hatred - then immediately afterward was not that much different.

It was subtly diverse naturally, but in truth not that dissimilar because a revolution or war of the mind had been playing out for many years through Big Tech and the media and this now infamous shooting only highlighted the real issues involved and quickly brought things to a head.

Initially, after Winston was arrested, his sympathisers frankly then clearly explained his point of view at which moment simple people were understandably horrified that a black migrant could come into his country then take advantage of the opportunities generously provided by seeking to impregnate as many as the young white women of age - Amas was always careful in that regard - as he possibly could.

Scurrilous other stories swiftly began to appear in the tabloids about the fact that Lillian, Winston’s lovely lithe wife had been fertilised by this awful youth then her sister Natalie and even the black maid - somehow Winston’s supporters never quite told the truth about that part of the equation - before there were endless reports about happenings of new life with female clientele at the stables then even mentions concerning the daughters of this respected man who were both being seen with substantial full bellies.

After this, news scandalously leaked about girls and teachers in the schools Amas lectured at who were also heavy with babies and two days after the dramatic shooting it was an international scandal of monumental proportions.

For a while even the redoubtable Grace Somerset was concerned about the repercussion to come and was privately looking at how she might distance herself and the department from the inevitable vitriol and legal suits to follow from the families of the naïve and vulnerable young Ladies involved.

It seemed a given considering what had undeniably gone on - because the evidence was blossoming everywhere - alongside the fact that the case against Winston would be dropped on ethical grounds while Amas Afumba, who most luckily had only caught a glancing blow of pellets in his arm, might shortly be facing retribution and prison.

Then quite unexpectedly almost out of the wide blue yonder something utterly remarkable and unbelievable happened which proved that the planet inhabited was not the sane or logical place it had one been and in fact we were living in something of a Black Lives Matter twilight zone.

The small but now even plumper weighty figure of Ms. Janet Peters unexpectedly appeared on the national news a few days after this had all blown up where she patted her full belly proudly before the cameras, then looked directly at the viewers and spoke passionate words that sparked then lit the fuse to set in stone what she - along with her liberal-leaning chums - had been quietly pushing for years.

“How dare the media have any pity or mercy for that Beast, Winston Granville, who shot at Amas for merely following his instincts…”

She seemed to visibly rise to the moment.

“…Black males like Amas have been persecuted enslaved or shot at for longer than anyone can recall and now…”

Her pink plump lips spat in fury.

“…We now are allowing history to repeat and continue this awful cruel attitude when the precious boy did nothing wrong…”

Tears welled in her mature but innocent compelling blue eyes.

“…I gave myself willingly to him without wanting or expecting anything at all, as did the other girls who shared what he graciously provided because we believe it is our calling as enlightened women to give something back for the wickedness against the ancestors of this admirable young man…”

Her tone became more measured as she completed the short dynamic lecture.

“….It is the obligation of me and all white women in this privileged land to give ourselves completely and without regret to the migrants and black males that are fleeing here simply to create a better fairer world and anyone that can’t see that fact…”

Like a verbal maestro Janet Peters saved the best till last.

“…Is unquestionably a Racist as I declare right here and now, openly and without fear or favour that I have the right and duty to…”

She stroked her stomach again that was about to burst and bring forward a lovely brown child.

“…Give myself willingly.”

Within ten minutes of this interview going on air there were girls everywhere - sometimes in threes or fours - on every media platform going, showing they were pregnant and proud with hastily written placards shouting out that they give themselves willingly.

Then twitter began in earnest naming and shaming anyone that spoke against this brilliant policy begun by the immigration office of the British government until the clamour and empathy for poor Amas and what had happened - apparently or reportedly just because he was black - had grown in force to a virtual crescendo of liberal opinion then principled ascendency that now swept all before it. 

From her elevated office, Grace Somerset watched then waited to sense the mood of the country and the whole world before, after a further day of Facebook and Big Tech baying for blood, she went to see Winston in his cell where the red-haired woman laid out what an unholy mess he was in and explained his only choice had become a life-ending jail sentence or working with her to save himself and maybe change immigration policy forever.

Grace did not mention about a possible cabinet post the grifting grasping girl personally wanted but sensed was already in the offing.

Therefore, after a few days of paperwork, she produced Winston and Amas together at the hospital - for effect - where the persecuted wounded black man was still bravely recovering and announced to the press that a percentage of the landholding of the Estate the Granville family had held forever had been passed over from Winston to Amas in compensation for his wicked actions.

Furthermore, and to make further amends for his crime of racial hatred, the plump man was stepping down to take a lesser job at the ministry and had agreed to separate from his wife then live with the black maid at his house who was about to give birth at which time he would selflessly bring the child up as his own.

It was indeed all irony within irony but worse was to come.

Grace went on to mention that because of this agreement between the parties, Amas would drop all charges against the penitential man that shot him and to show what true love and compassionate meant he would agree to look after Lillian and the baby when it came along to match Winston’s largesse.

The following day - after speaking to the prime minister- Grace Somerset reconfirmed government policy that she fully expected migrants to be welcomed into the homes of Britain and that there would be grants and tax benefits on offer for any girls or wives above the age of consent that wanted to join the growing group of white females that wanted to give themselves willingly.

Then, as a further shock, Grace mentioned almost in passing that she had spoken to her husband who had admirably encouraged her along this road and was hoping to produce a lovely black child as soon as possible because she very much wanted to become a positive example to the entire womanly nation.

Grace wisely never mentioned that after vigorously fucking Amas a few weeks previously she was already having bouts of early-morning sickness and this furore had definitely come at an opportune moment for her political advancement and to deal delightfully with a distinctly prickly problem at the precise same time!

Within months it had become entirely fashionable to have a brown baby provided by a migrant either in or out of wedlock and it was seen by all - who wanted to avoid the media’s judgmental wrath - as a veritable ethical badge of honour and as Grace’s stomach grew so did her influence then prospects as she wondrously became the shapely cabinet minister for immigration.

Within two years a fresh flame-haired broom swept clean as government money poured onto causes related to Grace’s pet projects; the able woman was impressively managing her new child, Abraham, with Simon’s help, while also running the department and working on the next conception with Amas whenever the fetid opportunity arose.

Lilly was happy on the Estate with her baby, Aman, and was broody for more but given the demands nowadays on the father, who was always travelling, she was taking turns and solace fucking Babas then another new man at the stable called Konta because to be frank, she enjoyed variety sexually speaking and they were both more than able to offer what she craved.

Also, it had to be mentioned, Lilly wished no emotional entanglements because after all….she was still somehow miraculously married to Winston as deviously their separation did not include divorce and thankfully her lifestyle had not altered at all from that vital fiscal perspective.

Arial, Frances and Sandie all caught from their sporadic interactions with Amas then followed their beloved teacher’s always inspirational lead when they stood together holding hands as one on You Tube while showing off their lumps and bumps, joined the give themselves willingly action group when their reward was to marry rich weak wimpish well-connected liberally minded white young men who wanted to show their woke credentials along with everyone else.

Natalie had also given birth, to a pretty back girl called Lula, and secretly if not subversively was living with Marcel who fucked her each and every night while Bernice carried out her maid duties around the house and had pretty much taken to living as female full time.

His wife was content enough with his choices because the lusty girl had Marcel in her bed along with all the cash or power that once was her husband’s domain; therefore she encouraged his feminization including having a cute breast operation then taking up dating with rough black men that he seemed to admire so much as she had long gone past wishing to share her boyfriend with him or anyone else.

In any event both were generally pleased with their lot for differing deviant reasons and thought fondly about Amas but rarely saw him anymore.

Betty was plumper than she had been because she lost her more-slender figure with the birth of Dray but was truly gleeful with her treasured baby and this fresh life with Winston.

They now lived in a small cottage of the edge of the estate which the woman loved although she continued to work at the main house because she liked it and still needed time and space from her comfortable plump man for the good of them both.

Winston, after escaping prison most fortunately, was less than serene as he had been banned forever from holding a license for firearms and continued to work from home now in whatever capacity Grace allowed him because as always he still needed the wage then the pension soon to follow as long as he kept his rounded nose clean.

In spite of his often irascible demeanor his existence could not have been all bad for him because he continued to lick Betty’s pussy and plump ass to order then ill-advisably spurt inside her warm wet pussy to her lurid lascivious tales about his wife that irrationally always made him hard and hot.

In all veracity his shared life with the amenable black woman was possibly as benevolent as it could have been although sometimes - in his more salient moments - Winston privately looked around him, and what was going on is this once sensible country then silently wondered if he was the only sane person left living in it.

At the stables, Carrie had undoubtedly benefitted from Amas’ impact in many mixed and special ways because the facilities had been extended then improved and this once neglected part of her sphere had very much become a relative shrine of equestrian excellence in the county right in front of her amazed eyes.

The black men Amas had imported still looked after the girls or women that came who craved such wicked decadence or indulgences but from her perspective they were professional and talented people around the horses and that above all is what counted.

Also - almost incidentally - she had taken up a year ago with a lovely white farmer who she then married, after he had captured her heart, and this frankly was entirely due to the providential fact Amas had improbably resurrected the sensual woman once lost inside almost in the first moments after he had arrived.

Over the many months since then, Carrie watched this strange contagion for Black Lives Matter, racial intolerance or the perfection of integration with some distant confusion because to her it was merely political gamesmanship or nonsense as she loved or married her new husband Graham because of the cut of his jib or the character of the man he was and had nothing to do with the mere colour of his skin or where he originated from. 

She had never been on Twitter or Facebook or sought acceptance from people she did not know and without question perhaps of all the many women Amas had come into contact with, Carrie - almost accidentally - along with her beloved horse “Nightingale” was the one that had truly benefitted the most from their interaction.

But what about the bright black Star of all this drama; what had happened to him after the dewy fateful morning he had nearly been shot to death?

Amas had in fact seen Winston while leisurely sauntering that pleasant ethereal morning, sensed the danger and moved to one side to protect his body that had now fully recovered from the small hail of metal that unreasonably ripped his skin.

When the outcry subsequently took place over his philandering, he too feared that all would soon be lost and to watch events then unpredictably turn in his favour once more made Amas think that the secret tree god from his home country had perhaps made the journey with him to this strange land where everything seemed so modern but incredibly backwards.

In his head or heart Amas had always known right from wrong and understood the meaning of natural justice but here with this endless chattering over clever little phones and computers that seemed to mean so much to everyone, left him personally cold and confused and as if he barely knew the respectable way to behave anymore.

In his soul the brooding man comprehended it was not actually an admirable or permissible trait in taking advantage of all the girls and women like he had, but it was as if that had been his only skill option or advantage here to play the poor oppressed black boy for all it was worth.

As he undoubtedly had!

In some ways that was the truth, but he knew it was not the whole truth and there were times as he lived then was made to embellish then embrace this developing lie it began to gnaw at his pure spirit.

After the incident with Winston he had been granted a share of the land, some riches then money-spinning jobs all over the country and even around the world, lecturing on immigration and how white women should give themselves freely in way of compensation for past misdeeds to his kinfolk.

He was already a celebrity and was mobbed at colleges or universities everywhere where girls and women - married or not - hung on his every word and wanted him to gift them the privilege or grace of washing him then perhaps taking his precious sanctified seed in his inimitable fashion and permissive nature of giving it.

Amas quite enjoyed the commotion or devotion and played his part well but knew that the very kernel of the ethos he was now spreading was a blatant falsehood because injustice was everywhere he had ever been, and it was never a strictly black and white issue.

The talks he made were surely a fallacy or fantasy and all made up like the flimsy cloth from his village that looked good for a while then fell to pieces because the threads were too weak and thin to hold out for too long.

Wherever he travelled his only true refuge remained at the Estate, the forests and around the stables with the animals before Amas spent private time in the renovated loft where he could mercifully shut himself away for a while because the females there knew him and their sexual needs or demands had been taken care of long ago.  

He no longer asked for a woman to clean him there, as he had always washed himself and like everything else begun in desperation, this supposed custom had become just another urban myth used for his own ends

In these moments of introspection or contemplation Amas longed for just a single girl to love; the ethnicity was unimportant as he just wanted a wife and a family with a life that was ordinary or normal and not this maelstrom he entered into every day where there was endless pressure with everyone claiming his time or body.

Amas appreciated he was not a particularly clever man but always possessed the precious gift of intuition which harshly told him - when his whims or dreams had faded into nothing - that an ordinary life was already lost to him.

In truth he had once lived an ordinary life which had brought misery and poverty and would have meant an early death had he not escaped and reached this green and often rainy land that had provided such munificence.

But these unreliable privileges were already now directly tied to him playing this divisive Immigration Game where colour was set against colour and distrust or resentment was perpetuated with everyone dependent on the illusion of racial hatred before the latest scheme or policy was launched that would erase the sins of the past until suddenly everything would be perfect.

Which of course he knew was an impossible task.

It was without doubt an unfair insidious contest where everyone had to compete or partially take a position because at the top the privileged rich white people needed the well-paid jobs, power and to play God as always, while at the bottom black boys or girls like him simply sought out sanctuary and the chance of a better working life while everyone took what they could in the middle because the money seemed to drip up then down until it eventually flowed like honied water.

As in the country of his birth, Amas - in personal moments of melancholy - sensed he was already trapped because he was surely in a treacherous maze, perhaps a moral maze where every twist or turn took him back to the beginning and difficult ethical questions that existed for us all.

The young man understood that unless he wanted to lose what he had fought for and gained then he just had to go along and act out the party line or role as laid out by the likes of superior Grace Somerset or the mercurial minds behind the phones and computers who spoke only for themselves and not really for the likes of him.

Even though they all said they did.

Amas deduced that maybe one day it might change, but that required assimilation then education and perhaps the new brown-born might pick up the mantle of real equality in due course and the thought provided some cold comfort for him as he supposed the more babies he created the better the chances were for such a divine outcome.

That was mere conjecture, but all Amas knew with some certainty was that presently he was just being used as a simple black pawn with a sly talent for animals and seducing impressionable uncountable anonymous white women that wanted him to impregnate them merely because they wanted a secret perverse sexual thrill or more recently - just due to the divisive media telling them - it was the free-thinking and progressive thing to do!

The eternally changed more cynical black man often stared blankly out towards the stables lost in the black night where there was a more natural universe that always called to him but his head knew he would always sate these silly sensate women then blindly follow the road mapped out by others because this was the maze crafted partially - if not unintentionally - out of his own design and therefore he appreciated already that for him and everyone involved in this immigration swampy puzzle, once you were in…there was simply no easy way out!

The End
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