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There was nothing Olivia loved so much as
dancing. She could lose herself, forget all her problems and
worries, and just send her body twisting and rolling to the music,
preferably fast music. As she worked her body to the frenetic beat
of the pounding drums she could let her mind drift and achieve a
kind of zen she could never approach at any other time.

Other girls took bubble baths to relax. That
wasn't Olivia. Give her time to think and her mind would
immediately turn to all the anxieties and worries which regularly
beset her. She was, after all, treading water in life, and very
uneasily, too, as she waited for the next wave to wash over
her.

Olivia had been doing that so long she could
hardly remember anything else. Orphaned while young, she'd moved
from one uneasy, uncertain foster home to another. Abandoned at
sixteen by an overworked social welfare system, with no family
connections and no real education, she'd scrambled from job to job,
often holding multiple part-time jobs or gigs.

She had moved from room to room until
actually achieving the height of her financial success – a job as a
waitress, and renting an actual apartment. It wasn't much of an
apartment. It was a bachelor's apartment, with one single room, if
you didn't count the bathroom. But as someone who'd had to SHARE
bathrooms, she definitely counted it!

The apartment also had no bugs and no peep
holes from neighboring rooms from horny guys trying to see her
undressed. It had a good, solid, secure door with a bolt on the
inside to help make her feel safe. It wasn't the best of buildings,
true, but there were no coke heads wandering the halls, nor the
regularly heard yells of “Police! Open the door!”

It wasn't as if there weren't easier paths,
or that she hadn't been offered lots of help from 'generous' men,
who only wanted to trade that help for her body. She had, after
all, been blessed with a very attractive body and face. But those
had been more of a problem than a benefit. She'd been prey to a lot
of lewd, perverted men she'd run into. They saw her as helpless and
innocent and were eager to take advantage of her.

She'd lost more jobs than she could remember
to lecherous managers who wanted her body. And once she turned
eighteen she'd been given all kinds of 'advice' from men about how
she could use her body to enrich herself.

“Every woman is sitting on her fortune,” one
of her managers had said while sliding his fingers through her long
brown hair. “You ought to try stripping. I'd pay a fortune to see
you on a stage.”

She'd gone home and not returned.

Though it would be dishonest to say she
hadn't considered it. To someone desperate for money the kind of
cash she could get from swaying to the music for a few minutes on a
stage was incredible. She could dance naked in front of her mirror
and imagine herself on a stage with eager, panting men looking up
at her and whistling and cheering for how sexy she was. And that
was kind of hot.

But of course, that also came with the
requirement to do lap dances for all those gross, lewd, fat,
drunken men, and she just couldn't bear the thought.

Though that thought came up frequently. So
did the idea of prostitution. Oh, not the street corner kind – did
that even exist anymore – but the internet kind. She liked the idea
of herself as a fancy escort visiting wealthy, sophisticated men
who would pay her huge sums of money because that money was nothing
to them.

But those were just fantasies. She was a
well-read girl, even if self-educated, and she knew that for every
woman who had a successful life at such jobs there were a hundred
who lived miserably. The clubs were often controlled by organized
crime, including biker gangs, and she wanted nothing to do with
them. The escort services had their own predators.

And she'd been paranoid and wary about all
the lechers and perverts for so long it was hard to imagine just
presenting her naked body to all kinds of strangers. God knows what
would happen to her.

In fact, she was a natural, fair-skinned
blonde, but had dyed her hair brown in hopes of making herself just
a little less of a target for horny men, especially those who might
be managers or have some other power over her. She often pulled her
hair back tight and wore phony glasses to job interviews and to
work in hopes of discouraging that interest, and wore loose
clothing to disguise her body.

But not here on the dance floor. Here she
could be free. Oh, sure, she was still a target here, though mainly
from guys closer to her own age. But she could handle it here,
where she would be the one interviewing them, and the
interview was always on the dance floor.

She didn't hang around the bar or find a
table and wait for men to approach her. She simply went to the
dance floor and began to move. She didn't need anyone to dance
with. She was quite content dancing by herself. And she was
confident that the men would notice, and eventually, the braver
ones would show up and start dancing.

No words were really needed. Let them dance.
If they impressed her, then she would talk to them. That didn't
happen often.

It was a warm summer night at Night Beats
when she found herself dancing to a wild rhythm of frantic guitars
and thunderous drums. She was freeing herself from her latest
worries – namely that she was newly unemployed, and that the rent
was due soon.

That was when she found a large, well-built
man dancing in front of her, facing her. He was bold, not shy, and
not even pretending he was doing anything else. His presence didn't
make her happy. He was an older man, easily well into his thirties,
which meant he only wanted one thing – the same as they all
wanted.

He was a good dancer, though, she grudgingly
gave him that much. He was handsome, in his way, and his confidence
was impressive. Though she didn't let that impress her. Lots of
arrogant men couldn't imagine a girl turning them down.

What did surprise her was that she quickly
noticed he was dancing alongside a woman. She was, like him, tall,
well-built, and black. And she gave Olivia just as bold a look as
he did. Neither looked poor, either, given their haircuts, their
jewelry, and their clothes.

He wore black pants and a light purple shirt
which went well against his black skin. She wore a wine-colored
dress which was short, slit up the hip, and showed plenty of
cleavage. She was lighter-skinned than he, and, Olivia noticed, was
moving in rhythm with him, as much as the beat.

Olivia didn't wear skirts here. Too many of
her 'dance partners' liked to slide their hands up underneath in
the dark, seeing her as prey just as much as the horny older men.
She wore green dance pants with an elastic waist sitting low on her
hips and a loose hanging tank top which made it obvious she was
comfortably endowed, and also showed up a generous amount of
belly.

She was more proud of her firm, flat belly
than her breasts. She'd done nothing to get the second, after all,
and plenty to attain the first.

The couple dancing with her incited her
imagination. She was no innocent to the lusty desires of men, for
many men had gifted her with that information over the years,
whether she wanted to hear it or not. Nor was she as innocent as
she looked. Pretty, teenage orphan girls in New York rarely stayed
innocent for long unless they were very, very lucky.

And she wasn't.

And she had … experimented... with girls a
time or two. Who didn't? It carried less potential dangers than
doing so with guys, after all. But she'd never done two people at a
time. Nor had she ever imagined doing a man and a woman
together.

She was aware that a lot of men had fantasies
involving seeing their wife or girlfriend with another woman. One
or two men had even hinted at that a time or two. But she'd never
been approached by a couple together. And these two, looking
unusually prosperous – and thus successful – and thus unlikely, in
her mind, to be criminals like so many of the poorer people she
encountered, interested her.

That they were older was noteworthy, as well.
Maybe they were some middle-class couple out for a sexy time. No
threats. No entanglements. No problems. They were also very good
dancers, especially the woman. The thought of having sex with an
older woman, especially one with the look on her face this one had,
was starting to make her nipples tingle.

Olivia rarely got excited at the prospect of
sex. Why should she? Sex was often filled with anxieties and
problems. Was he going to be any good? Was he going to turn out to
be violent? Was he going to have problems and blame her? Was he
going to demand information about her and stalk her afterward?

Too many men took the slightest show of
interest or gentle concern as a sign of sexual interest. It was
exasperating. She'd been accused of leading men on, of being a
'cock tease' several times, and always unfairly.

But this woman looked like she knew a lot.
Her confident, smoldering eyes held the promise of a certain level
of expertise in that department which would likely exceed her own
by a pretty fair margin. It would be a challenge to be in bed with
this woman! But to do with her man watching, or – yikes – taking
part – now that would be – wild.

And ridiculous! She wasn't the kind of girl
who did things like that! Or at least, she'd never done it before.
But now she was thinking about it, her mind swirling faster and
faster. Life was boring. Life sucked. This was different. This held
possibilities for something deliciously exciting. It might allow
her to put her problems aside a little longer.

She was also finding it a challenge, which
pleased her, to keep up with and match the pair. She was certainly
more lithe and graceful at her age, her body fit and toned and
athletic. But they both looked like they got a lot of practice in
dancing for people their age.

The woman was dancing closer, with her
breasts almost touching Olivia's as they moved in time to the
music. Her eyes were full of challenge, and Olivia felt both
intimidated and... excited. For she didn't think the challenge was
about dancing.

The music changed, and the couple shifted
apart so she had to either ignore them or turn to one or the other.
Since the woman slid her fingers lightly up along Olivia's bare
arms, she turned more to her. The woman smiled, showing perfect
white teeth, and her hands slid up onto Olivia's shoulders.

She became aware the man had moved in more
behind her, and she felt her chest tightening with an unfamiliar
sense of thrill as the two caught her between them. She felt her
anxieties rising, for she felt like prey between not one but two
predators, but since one was a girl, well, woman, she felt
reassured.

And then the couple succeeded in framing her
between them. She felt the man move in closer, his hands on her
hips, as Olivia's rose to the shoulders of the woman before her.
The man pressed in, grinding himself into her buttocks, and the
woman slid her leg in between Olivia's.

Dark, anxious sexual electricity began to
crackle along her skin. She was wary of embarrassment, of what
these two might do in public with her, not wanting to be part of
some kind of spectacle. But it was fairly dark and other dancers
were concerned mostly with themselves. Nothing they were doing was
all that unique, anyway.

And at least this guy didn't have an erection
as he ground himself into her from behind. Or if he did he was
awfully small down there. What caught her attention more was that
the woman was now breast to breast with her, and the way the three
of them were moving was allowing her thigh to grind up – not too
hard – against her sex.

It was, she breathlessly realized, something
like having sex with her clothes on – in public!

She could feel the man's breath warm against
the side of her neck as he leaned into her.

“My name is Malik,” he said in a deep, warm,
rich voice. “This is Tamira.”

Olivia didn't trust herself to talk. Her
nipples were rock-hard, and mashing them against Tamira's breasts
was making them throb and tingle. The way the woman was lightly
grinding her thigh in against her pussy was making her feel a flood
of heat as passion rose within her.

Tamira's hands slid up and down her sides,
then in behind her to cup her buttocks. Malik's much larger hands
slid around her waist, caressing her bare belly. Then, after
waiting, slid up higher and higher before disappearing under the
loose hem of her tank top. Olivia's heart beat faster and faster as
she felt them caressing the undersides of her breasts.

She had rarely found a guy who knew what to
do with her breasts. Generally, they were so excited they treated
them like happy children with squeeze toys. This man wasn't doing
that. Nor was the woman showing any jealousy, even though she had
to feel, if not see his hands under her tank.

Especially when his hands rose to firmly cup
her breasts. That put the backs of his knuckles against Tamira's
breasts. The woman leaned in and brushed her lips lightly across
Olivia's, and her fingers squeezed her buttocks more firmly as she
ground her thigh up into her sex.

Olivia's face was getting flushed, and her
mind was swirling wildly with indecision, anxiety, and uncertainty.
She knew this couple wanted her body, as so many men had wanted her
body. But the thought of giving it to them was, as it seldom was,
filling her with anticipation and heat.

“M-My name – .”

The woman put her finger across her lips.

“Don't say it. You are a nameless girl,” she
whispered.

Oh wow! Olivia thought.

The man's hands were squeezing her breasts
more firmly, and then slid down and forced their way up under her
bra.

She gasped aloud to feel his bare skin
against her breasts, and her eyes rolled from side to side to see
who might be watching.

“Come with us,” the woman said into her
ear.

*

She followed the man outside. The woman was
holding her hand and smiling reassuringly as Olivia felt her
anxieties and fears rising. This is insane, she thought.
I'm liable to wind up in a ditch somewhere. This is way too
slutty! I shouldn't be doing this!

But a dark heat was swirling within her, and
an unfamiliar excitement had her chest tight and her lower belly
thrumming with desire. They led her into the parking lot, to a
large black sedan – a Mercedes. The doors popped and she felt
another jolt of anxiety.

“W-Where are we going?!” she asked, her voice
squeaking slightly.

“Our place,” the woman said with a purr in
her voice.

She slid into the back of the sedan, her hand
firm on Olivia, pulling her in after. Olivia had little choice but
to follow unless she was willing to aggressively resist, and she
wasn't.

The man got in the front, and the car started
with a throaty growl as the woman leaned into her and kissed her.
This was a lot more soulful than the one in the club. Her lips were
warm and soft and full and light, at first, but grew more and more
insistent.

Olivia gasped into Tamira's mouth as the
woman slid a hand down through the waistband of her pants. She
instinctively grasped her wrist, but the long fingers had already
slipped into the front of her thong, and pushed a bit lower,
finding the top of her smoothly shaven sex.

She felt she ought to stop, to protest, to
say something, to at least... well.. try to get to know these
people! But Tamira's mouth was hungry and demanding now, her tongue
dipping and darting as she leaned in, her breasts pressing against
Olivia's chest.

“Sexy girl!” she purred, her right hand
sliding through Olivia's hair.

Olivia gasped as she felt her hair tugged
back, then Tamira leaned in, chewing and kissing her way along the
nape of her neck even as her fingers rubbed skillfully at her
sex.

This is insane! she thought
wildly.

She rolled her eyes forward and saw Malik
watching them in the rear view mirror, and felt another rush of
emotion. It was... embarrassing and exciting at the same time.

Tamira released her hair and slid her hand
out of her pants, but only to grip her loose tank top and peel it
up over her breasts. With how loose her bra was the woman easily
pulled it up too and Olivia squeaked again, her arms going across
her breasts as she stared out the windows, and at Malik!

But the windows were darkly tinted, and
Malik's eyes sent a dark, wild flurry of heat through her body even
as Tamira tugged more sharply at her hair. Olivia gasped, her hands
raising to grasp the woman's wrist, whereupon her own wrists were
captured instead, and pinned casually in place with her own hair
wrapped around them.

“I... wait... T-Tamira!” she gasped.

The woman giggled and then bent over even as
she pulled back. Olivia gasped as her head was forced back, her
back arching, and then gasped again to feel the soft, full lips
around her nipple, sucking and licking as long, slender fingers
kneaded her breast.

“Gorgeous breasts,” Malik said from the front
seat.

She shuddered at that, at her nudity before
him, at the wild dark thrill of what was happening, and breaking
all the rules. She felt the woman's hand sliding back into her
pants, her fingers moist now, as if she'd licked them. They rubbed
her clitoris, and Olivia moaned under her breath, the muscles in
her lower belly spasming.

Heat flared wildly inside her and her nipples
burned as Tamira sucked hungrily on first one, then the other. Her
teeth bit into the soft pale flesh surrounding them and her tongue
swirled and lapped at each stiff, crackling nipple.

Suddenly, everything changed.

Tamira abandoned her hair and breasts, both
hands going to the waistband of her pants as the woman slipped
forward and onto her knees on the floor. She tugged sharply on the
pants, pulling them down under Olivia's buttocks, and even as the
startled, half-dazed girl grabbed at them she pulled them over her
knees and then down her legs.

“Tamira!”

The woman giggled and pulled them off as
Olivia again looked wildly around, and saw Malik's eyes boring into
her.

Then she stared down at Tamira as the woman
spread her legs wide and began to lick her through her thin thong.
The woman's mouth opened wide as she lifted Olivia's legs up and
apart, and her tongue licked hard and fast up and down the line of
her sex.

The thong was lingerie, not underwear, made
to be seen. It was thin lace and microfiber and offered little
protection. Still, when Tamira tugged the crotch aside and her
tongue found Olivia's bare sex the sudden extreme increase in
sensation made her cry out loud.

Her mind churned with heat and uncertainty,
for this was a wildly slutty thing to allow to happen, and
completely unlike her! Yet it was thrilling like nothing else she'd
experienced lately, and she found her breathing getting more and
more ragged as Tamira tugged her panties down and off entirely,
spread her legs wide, and began to lick.

And there ahead of her in the mirror were
Malik's dark eyes.

Heat overwhelmed her, and her hips began to
grind helplessly up into the woman's mouth.

Tamira slid her hands upwards, pushing aside
Olivia's hands, kneading her breasts as her tongue licked
skillfully at her clitoris.

The sexual pressure inside her began to make
her feel like trembling and shaking, and Olivia moaned in a low,
guttural voice of animal heat as she felt herself nearing
orgasm.

In a car! With a girl! With a man
watching!

I'm out of my mind!

She reached down instinctively, grasping
Tamira's hair.

Tamira reacted at once, drawing back,
grasping her wrists, and jerking them away.

“No, no, white girl!” she growled. “Never
touch a black woman's hair!”

Olivia's eyes were glassy and she gulped in
air, not understanding.

“Never touch a black woman's hair, girl,”
Malik said in amusement.

Tamira slid lithely up onto the seat and
Olivia gasped as her wrist was pulled up and out, forcing her to
bend forward and to the other side.

“Ow! Wh-what – ?!”

She found herself on her stomach on the big seat even as her wrists
were pulled together behind her back. Then something was quickly
wrapped around them, binding them together. She was jerked back
upright and Tamira slid onto the floor again.

“What... what are you – doing?!” she
gasped.

Tamira jerked her thighs up and apart with a
strength that surprised Olivia, sliding her bottom lower on the
seat. Then she bent over and began to tongue her clitoris once
again.

She had a vague memory then, something she'd
seen about black women's hair and all the oils and the weaves and
extensions they often had. But that memory was swept away as
Tamira's fingers pushed up inside her and began to stroke rapidly
across the front wall of her sex.

“Ohmygod!” she gasped.

The sensations were growing more and more
powerful even as she realized that she couldn't draw her wrists
away from behind her – well, almost underneath her now.

I'm naked in a stranger's car and … tied
up!

That brought a wave of anxiety and
uncertainty, but the heat was bubbling up into a steaming cauldron
of intoxicating stew, and she found herself not caring about
anything else. She'd never felt so aroused, and it was melting her
mind and sweeping away all cares and concerns.

And then the intensity rocketed upward as the
orgasm hit. The orgasm was like none she could remember, so
powerful and all-encompassing, making her entire body tremble and
shake as she twisted and writhed in place. Her muscles spasmed as
she lost control of herself, crying out in animal pleasure as the
climax hit her like a hurricane.

And all through it, she felt that tongue
sweeping hard and fast across her burning clitoris, and what felt
like two or more fingers pumping almost savagely inside her.
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I'm naked and tied up.

That was the first rational thought which
struck her as the climax faded away. She saw Tamira smiling at her,
saw the woman slide her fingers out of her pussy and up into her
mouth to suck and lick at them.

“You taste delicious, White Girl,” she said
in that soft, purring voice.

She slid up off the floor to sit beside her,
then grasped Olivia's hair and pulled firmly up and back.

Olivia gasped, forcing herself more upright,
her head going back as Tamira then leaned in to suck and lick at
her breasts. She felt the woman's hand sliding up and down across
her chest, down her belly, and then in between her legs again.

“Hot, sexy girl,” she purred.

Olivia gulped and stared at the roof of the
car, her heart pounding, her body still twitching from the
afterglow of the powerful orgasm. Once again she thought of how
insane she'd been to just go along with this without knowing a
thing about these people. And once again she felt a sense of shock
at being naked and tied up. In a car! With strangers!

“How many times do you think I can make this
white girl come?” Tamira asked.

“She does seem like a responsive girl,” Malik
replied.

Olivia felt herself flushing, yet that
certainly didn't sound... well... dangerous.

“Why... did you tie me up?” she gulped.

“You never touch a black woman's hair,
beautiful,” Malik said again from the front seat. “Not even I can
unless I want her to scream at me.”

“I'm sorry,” she said.

Tamira ignored her, except to slide two
fingers up inside her pussy.

“I want to hear you sing again, White Girl,”
she said.

Olivia felt confused, then realized she meant
she wanted her to cry out in pleasure. She blushed even more and
gasped as she felt the woman's thumb rubbing against her
clitoris.

Tamira was half laying atop her, her mouth
shifting up and down from her throat to her breasts, her hands
stroking and caressing Olivia's naked body, sliding down to push
inside her and caress her clitoris.

“You can be my living sex toy,” she said.

She took Olivia's rigid right nipple between
her teeth and bit gently, making her gasp, then sucked it into her
mouth and let her tongue massage it.

Still, her eyes kept rolling to the sides to
reassure herself no one could see her. And every time she did she
caught Malik's eyes in the rear view mirror. They held heat – and
promise – and made her shudder.

The car suddenly turned into a driveway. It
was a curving driveway, and stopped before a low porch framed by
two roman columns rising to a roof above. Malik got out and came
around to the rear, then opened the door next to Olivia.

“Home sweet home, White Girl,” he said.

He reached in and took her arm as Tamira
pulled back.

“My name is – .”

“Don't tell us,” he said.

She gasped aloud as she realized he was
pulling her naked out of the car and her now-bare feet hit the
pavement. She looked wildly around, but there were high hedges
across the front lawn, blocking the view of other houses.

“Someone might see!” she gasped.

The two of them laughed softly as they led
her onto the porch, then to the door.

“My clothes!” she gasped, turning to stare at
the car.

“You won't be needing them for a while,”
Tamira said.

The door opened and they led her inside, her
feet cool on shining tiles. They walked her forward past a tall
staircase and then into a large living room – much larger than her
little apartment. It was far more stylishly furnished, too, with a
deep, soft rug which her bare feet welcomed.

“Kneel,” Tamira said, pushing down on her
arm.

Gulping, heart beating faster and faster,
Olivia did so as Malik went to a sideboard, opened it, and took
out... some kind of bottle, alcohol. Yes, he was making a
drink.

“Sit on your heels, White Girl,” Tamira
ordered. “Spread your knees wider. Way apart.”

Flushing, her head swirling with uncertainty,
Olivia did, her eyes wide as they flicked from one to the other and
then around the room.

Malik came back as Tamira knelt beside her.
He was holding a glass of amber fluid, and took a sip as he looked
down at her. She gasped as Tamira gripped her hair behind her neck,
once again and jerked sharply on it, forcing her head back.

“Look what I have for you, Malik,” she
cooed.

She turned Olivia's head to hers and kissed
her passionately, her other hand kneading her breasts, then sliding
down between her legs.

These two were some kind of kinky perverts,
Olivia thought wildly. But the heat still burned within her as
Tamira's tongue teased and taunted her own.

The Black woman turned her head away and then
reached up to Malik's crotch, rubbing her hand up and down the
front. It was starting to bulge now, and she unzipped it.

“Look what I have for you, White Girl,” she
whispered.

She reached into Malik's trousers and emerged
with a thick black cock that grew and hardened as she pumped her
hand on it. She pushed Olivia's head forward again and then rubbed
the head of the cock up and down along her cheek, then back and
forth across her lips.

Olivia stared as the thing hardened and
lengthened.

Oh my God, she thought excitedly. It's so
big!

She moaned as Tamira pressed it against her
mouth, opening her lips almost reluctantly as it pushed inside. She
had to open them wider and wider and felt another jolt of surprise
and dark heat at how thick it was.

It pushed through her lips and across her
tongue, and she moaned around it, trying to lick at the underside
of the head. But unlike every other time she'd performed oral sex
on a man she had no control over the cock in her mouth now, and she
felt confusion and anxiety as it pushed deeper.

This was... not what she was used to. It was
nothing like what she was used to! Even as Malik's cock pushed into
her mouth Tamira was chewing on the nape of her neck, her hand
kneading her breasts, and sliding down between her legs.

Excitement spilled through her veins and she
sucked and licked at Malik's big cock as he pumped it slowly in and
out. She gurgled and gasped as Malik took possession of her hair,
pulling her up off her heels. Tamira, meanwhile, shifted behind
her, her arms sliding around her, both hands squeezing her breasts
before one slid down between her legs and began to rub her
clitoris.

“Suck that cock, White Girl!” she whispered
as she chewed on the nape of her neck. “Suck that big black cock
filling your mouth! Don't that taste good? You want it inside you,
don't you, baby? Yeah, you do! You want every inch inside you!”

Malik abandoned her hair and instead
unbuttoned his shirt, then pulled it off. He toed off his shoes as
Tamira jerked back on her hair and forced her head up and back.

“Oh!” she moaned.

“Sex toy,” Tamira purred into her ear.

Malik was taking off his pants and socks but
Olivia couldn't see much of him as Tamira held her head up and
back. He returned, then, naked, and she felt her pulse rate
shooting up at his hard, muscular physique, at the muscles running
along the dark skin under his chest and down his arms.

Then her eyes dropped lower as Tamira allowed
her head to come down and she saw his big cock pointing at her
face, his balls hanging below. She shuddered as Tamira slipped
around beside her again, still holding her hair, then reached up to
grip Malik's cock.

She rubbed it all over her face, back and
forth across her lips.

“Look what I got for you, White Girl!” she
growled. “A big black cock!”

She lifted Malik's cock up and pressed it
back against his abdomen as she pulled Olivia's mouth forward.

“Suck those balls, White girl,” she
growled.

Gasping, Olivia opened her mouth and took
them inside, sucking and licking at them, using her tongue to
massage them up against the roof of her mouth as Tamira leaned in
to chew along her earlobe.

The black woman pulled her back and lowered
Malik's cock, then pushed it into her open mouth.

Olivia felt heat pouring through her as she
sucked. It was already slick and had a sensuous feel as it slid
over her lips and across her tongue. It pushed deep into her mouth
as Tamira slid around behind her again. The woman let go of his
cock and gripped her hair in both hands as Malik pushed
forward.

And then she gurgled, instinctively trying to
pull back, gagging on the head as it pushed into her throat.

“All the way, baby,” Tamira whispered. “Take
that big, bad, nigger cock deep into your throat!”

Olivia struggled helplessly, but she was
pinned against the larger, stronger Black woman as the cock pushed
remorselessly forward, deeper and deeper into her throat. She
stared in astonishment at the sight of Malik's cock as her lips
slid along it all the way to the base.

It wasn't that she'd never deep-throated
before. But it was an occasional thing, sometimes almost
accidental, depending on how drunk or high she was. She'd never
done it stone-cold sober before. But then again, she'd never been
this aroused before.

Her throat... ached. Her stomach fluttered
and her gag reflex spasmed. But there was such a surprising
inevitability to it that somehow her mind was only really concerned
with the small problem of being unable to breathe.

“Doesn't that taste good, baby? Don't you
love the feel of it?” Tamira whispered.

She drew her head back and the cock slid out
of her throat. The head emerged with a wet sucking sound and she
gulped in ragged breathes of air as she gasped for breath.

“I'm gonna take that pussy now,” Malik
growled.

Tamira moved, keeping one hand in Olivia's
hair as she rose to her feet. She pulled and Olivia, still gulping
in air, gasped in pain, forced to shift forward on her knees as the
woman moved to the sofa. She sat down and spread her legs wide,
pushing the short skirt up to reveal she had no panties
underneath.

She drew Olivia's head down, pulling her
mouth to her sex.

“Show me what you can do, White Girl,” she
growled.

Behind her, Malik was already on his knees,
and Olivia felt his big hands jerking her thighs apart, then a
sharp, stinging slap on her bottom that made her cry out.

“Gorgeous ass,” he said.

Crack!

He slapped it again with a chuckle even as
Tamira tugged on her hair.

“Lick, White Girl!”

Olivia started to lick even as she felt the
pressure of Malik's big cock against her pussy. She whimpered and
moaned as the pressure mounted, as it turned into a dull ache, then
a sharper one. She felt herself slowly being forced open, forced
wide, and then the thick, hard cock pushed forward through the
mouth of her sex.

He's so fucking big! she thought
wildly.

She winced as Tamira jerked on her hair, and
started to lick. She knew she didn't have as much skill as the
older woman but did her best. She was distracted, though, to say
the least, as Malik began pumping his cock inside her, forcing it
deeper and deeper.

Tamira squeezed one of her breasts as Malik
squeezed and kneaded the other, and sometimes slapped her buttocks
while his cock pumped in and out.

She gasped and moaned and whined as Tamira
tugged on her hair and pinched her nipple and demanded she lick
harder. Then Malik's big hips began to hit her buttocks with
authority and she marveled that she had that huge black cock all
the way inside her body.

Tamira pulled her mouth up and slapped
lightly at her face.

“Beg Malik to fuck you, White Girl,” she
suddenly ordered.

Olivia stared at her through glazed eyes,
confused, dazed.

“Beg him to fuck you. Say please fuck me sir.
Say that.”

She slapped her face lightly again, then
harder.

“Ow!”

“Say it, bitch!”

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she gasped.

“That's it, baby. Again.”

“Please fuck me, Sir!' she moaned.

“Again, you hot little slut. Beg him to fuck
you with his big black cock. Say that!”

“P-Please fuck me with your big black cock,
Sir!” she moaned.

This is kinky shit! she thought,
awed.

Then her mouth was pushed down against
Tamira's pussy again.

“Lick me, White Girl!! Lick me while Malik
pounds your hot little pussy!”

Shuddering, she did just that as heat swirled
and churned around her. Then she felt a big hand slide down over
her hip, a long, fat finger reaching down her abdomen and find her
clitoris. It rubbed against her as that cock punched deep and those
hips hit her buttocks, and she cried out at a new surge of heat and
pleasure.

Tamira jerked her head up again.

“Beg him to fuck you harder!”

“Please... please... f-fuck me harder, Sir!”
she gasped.

“Call him master. Say fuck me harder,
Master!”

Heat crackled through Olivia's brain.

“Please fuck me harder, Master!” she
cried.

Then the orgasm swept over her and she cried
out again and again as pleasure swept her mind up and drowned it in
liquid heat. She trembled and shook as Malik rode her, as her
breasts throbbed in his and Tamira's hands, as she bucked and shook
under an overpowering storm of pleasure.

*

Half dazed, she found herself raised up and
then lifted over Malik's shoulder, her head and torso hanging down
along his back as he carried her from the room.

She was carried up the stairs, with Tamira
following, and felt a surge of wild uncertainty as her mind thought
for a moment about her complete helplessness.

They wound up in a large bedroom in front of
a large bed. Tamira swept the pillows off as Malik sat her down
then rolled her onto her belly. He jerked her hips up and then
pushed into her from behind as she moaned in dazed heat.

He pumped into her with short, hard strokes
as Tamira undressed. Then she was there, as well, and untying her
wrists. That was a relief, or at least at first. But she pulled her
hands forward as Malik drew back and the two of them raised her
wrists up to the head of the bed, where a strap was quickly slipped
tightly around them.

Then she was rolled onto her back, her ankles
spread achingly wide and strapped in place.

Tamira knelt between her legs, licking her
pussy, her fingers pushing inside while Malik straddled her upper
chest and pulled her head up. His cock pushed into her mouth again
and she sucked weakly as he pumped slowly in and out.

Then they switched places. Now Tamira
straddled her chest and lowered her pussy against her mouth.

“Please your mistress, slave girl, or I'll
have you whipped!” she growled.

Olivia moaned as she began to lick, and as
she felt Malik licking her own pussy. Then she felt his cock
pushing into her as he leaned forward over her body. His hands
kneaded her breasts, then his head and shoulders appeared next to
Tamira, looking down at her as his hips struck her thighs.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl!” Tamira
ordered.

Olivia licked, gasping and moaning, her mind
overpowered by all this wild, kinky stuff.

She lost track of the time, lost track of
herself, as the older Black couple shifted back and forth between
one thing and another, and drove her through several more
orgasms.

Then Malik led her, still naked, back to the
car. She scrambled into her clothes as he drove her home, and she
was too mentally and physically exhausted to offer up much in the
way of conversation. Nor did he seem to encourage it.

Except that when he pulled up before her
building he said. “We'll be in touch, beautiful.”

Then he drove away, leaving her staring after
the Mercedes.

“God!” she whispered.

She hurried inside and up to her
apartment.

Did I just do that!? Did I just have a kinky
menage a trois with some strange, kinky older couple I don't even
know?! Fuck! That was insane! I'm lucky I didn't wind up being
hurt.

She stripped and then stared at herself in
her wall mirror, shaking her head at what she'd just done, at what
she'd just gone through, at the risks she'd taken, and at how wild
and wicked and kinky it had all been. Well, she'd gotten away with
it, and had been a real experience to add to her base of knowledge
about sex.

She had a shower, then collapsed into bed
naked. In the morning, the memories filled her mind, and she
thought again about how insane that had been as she climbed out of
bed and made her way to the little kitchenette to make coffee.

She ruefully decided she must have been
insane. But it had been worth it – since everything had worked out.
But she vowed not to take such chances again with her safety with
strangers. Anything could have happened! She'd been reassured, she
supposed, because they were older and seemed... well, secure,
respectable.

Did serial killers drive a Mercedes? She
doubted it.

But now... now it was daylight, and her
problems filled her mind. First among them was money. She needed to
get a job or she'd wind up out on the street. And she needed it
fast. And that meant she was going to have to abandon some of her
previous rules.

She was going to have to see if certain
restaurants had openings for servers, the ones she'd avoided
because the servers were so scantily dressed. They got really good
tips, and they were always hiring. Those were important factors.
The 'job screening' tended to favor girls who looked like her over
most others, so she'd have less competition.

She would, of course, prefer a job as a
respectable clerk or something, but so far such jobs had eluded
her. Perhaps because her marks from high school weren't that great
and she had no previous experience or connections.

Well, there was nothing for it. It was time
to put on a short skirt and a tight top and go and look for a
job.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Morley's was a bar and grille, a reasonably
expensive one. The restaurant part was on the right as the
customers walked in, while the bar was on the left. The girls who
worked in the restaurant part were not the same as those who worked
in the bar, though they were attractive too.

Morley's liked to give have a more
sophisticated atmosphere in the bar. So while the girls in the
restaurant wore tight little kilts. The ones in the bar wore short
black dresses. Very short black dresses. Very tight, short black
dresses with a high neck and a round cutout in the chest to show
lots of cleavage. They were backless, which meant you couldn't wear
a bra.

It certainly was bringing in good tips, but
it also brought a lot of lecherous stares and comments from the
mostly middle-aged men who came into the bar. Not to mention
wandering hands from the more adventurous ones who'd had a few.

She had to greet that with the same attitude
one gave to a naughty child; a kind of smiling, finger-wagging
“Naughty, naughty”. Calling the customers names was simply not
allowed, not to mention ramming your knee into their crotch.

Well, it was a job. And it would keep her
apartment. And she could look for work elsewhere, which she was
doing every day. She wanted to not be a server anymore. But most
retail jobs only paid minimum wage, with no tips. Clerical jobs
weren't a lot better, at least at first. They brought with them the
possibility of promotion, though. Which would be great, but
wouldn't pay the bills in the meanwhile.

She needed to save some money. Which, if she
smiled and flirted, she would be able to do here. That was why
she'd taken the job. That didn't mean she liked it, though.

The bar was noisy and dark. High-backed
booths were running along all three walls and up the center so that
people had a lot of privacy, either for conversation or for making
out. That meant she was never quite sure what she would find when
she walked up her aisle.

What she found when she went to the corner
booth this night was a nice black couple in their thirties. The man
was dressed in a stylish suit. The woman in a form-fitting silver
dress.

She stared at them, her jaw-dropping as her
pulse rate suddenly sped up.

“Well? Come ahead and take our orders, White
Girl,” Tamira said.

She gulped, looked around, and moved up to
the edge of the table.

“What are you doing here!?” she exclaimed
softly.

“We're trying to order drinks, of course,”
Malik said.

“How did you know I worked here?!”

“What makes you think we came in here because
of you?” Tamira asked.

“Look, I need this job,” she hissed.

“Why? It's not much of a job.”

“It is to me!”

“If you were looking for work, White Girl,
you should have just asked,” Tamira said. “I'm sure Malik could
have found you something... appropriate.”

“I have certain... financial interests in a
number of organizations,” Malik said calmly.

“I'm fine here,” she said warily.

“Young people often don't know what's best
for them,” Tamira said.

“That's why their elders need to guide them,”
Malik replied.

Olivia looked at them helplessly.

“Bring us a couple of Jack Daniels, White
Girl,” Tamira said.

Olivia nodded and turned away, her mind
swirling. Had they known she was here? Were they stalking her? Why
would they? What did they want? More sex? Well, that wasn't exactly
a scary idea. Though they were obviously perves they were good in
bed. But how had they found her and was that all they wanted?
Surely there were lots of girls they could seduce.

And what if they did want more sex? She'd had
lots of time to think about the kinky stuff she'd done with them a
couple of weeks ago. She'd also masturbated to memories of it
several times. It had been the most wickedly exciting sexual event
in her life by far. The thought of doing it again was a little
scary but also exciting.

And if that was what they wanted... well, she
wasn't exactly going to refuse.

She brought back their drinks and slid them
onto the table. Malik was there, but Tamira must have gone to the
ladies' room. Then there she was coming up behind her.

“Did you enjoy our last meeting, baby?” he
asked.

“She loved it,” Tamira said from behind
her.

Olivia gasped as she felt the woman's hand
caressing her buttocks.

“I... it... wasn't... bad,” she gulped.

“You came like a whore,” Tamira whispered
into her ear.

Olivia flushed.

“We enjoyed it too,” Malik said.

“But I have so much more to teach you,”
Tamira added.

Olivia gasped as Malik reached up and slid
his hand right up her thigh and under her skirt. His fingers rubbed
her pussy through her thong as Tamira stood behind her, preventing
her from moving back.

“You're gonna get me fired!” she hissed.

“Nobody can see what we're doing, White
Girl,” Tamira purred.

Olivia felt Malik tug the crotch of her thong
aside, then felt his fingers rubbing up and down the line of her
sex while Tamira gripped her hair and held it firmly in one hand.
The other hand pushed in through the side of her dress and cupped
her bare breast.

“Such soft skin,” she whispered, sucking
lightly on Olivia's earlobe. “Oooo, what a hard little nipple.”

Olivia gasped and jerked helplessly, her head
turning down the aisle. There was no one in the next booth, and no
one could see them, nor hear them given the noise. And if someone
did appear suddenly all they would see was Tamira standing behind
her.

Malik grinned up at her, then slid to the
edge of the seat and leaned in to start licking at her pussy!

Olivia gasped, her eyes rolling wildly around
as Tamira sucked on her earlobe and pushed her other hand in
through the other side of her dress. Her hands cupped and squeezed
both her breasts as Malik licked energetically at her clitoris,
then began to push a finger up inside her.

“Please!” she gasped. “N-Not here!”

“I don't hear you unless you call me
mistress, slave girl,” Tamira purred, rolling her stiff
nipples.

“M-Mistress!” she moaned. “Please,
Mistress!”

She gasped and arched her back as Malik
pushed a second finger into her, both of them sliding deep as he
began to suck rhythmically on her clitoris. A dark liquid flood of
heat was spreading through her body and starting to affect her mind
as well.

This was all outrageous and shocking and
wicked and wild, at least in a public setting! But no one could
currently see, and even if they entered the aisle they wouldn't be
able to see given Tamira's position.

“I bet he can make you come right here and
now,” Tamira growled.

Olivia felt herself beginning to tremble, her
body filling with an intense sexual pressure that was affecting her
mind like a drug. She felt one of Tamira's hands slide out of the
side of her dress, but then a moment later the clasp at the back of
her neck gave way and the front of the dress fell to her waist.

Malik grinned up at her and drew back, then
unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. It was already erect,
and a moment later Tamira pushed sharply forward on the back of her
neck.

“Wait!” Olivia moaned.

But Malik took her wrist and pulled, forcing
her to bend way over, then gripped her hair and pulled her mouth
down onto his cock.

“Suck that cock, baby,” he growled.

Shuddering, Olivia's lips slid over his cock
and she began to suck as she felt the skirt of her short dress
sliding up to bare her buttocks. Now she felt Tamira's mouth on her
sex as the woman knelt behind her.

She was gripped by a sense of shocked
unreality, hardly believing this was happening. All that she could
do was get it over quickly and convince them she would see them
later.

She gurgled as her head was forced lower and
Malik's big cock pushed deep into her mouth.

Behind her, Tamira was licking rapidly at her
clitoris and pussy, and her fingers were dipping into the mouth of
her sex. Malik was reaching up and fondling her breasts as she bent
over, and the world seemed to recede as she and they were caught in
a strange, sexually charged bubble.

She felt Tamira tugging her dress down in
back with a sense of relief as the material slid over her buttocks
again, but then it continued down. Her eyes widened as she realized
the woman was pulling her whole dress down around her ankles, and
taking her thong with it! And to her utter astonishment Olivia
realized she was now naked in the bar!

Oh! My! God!

Malik eased her head up, then gripped her
arms and pulled her fully into the booth.

A part of Olivia's frantic mind thought that
at least now no one looking down the aisle would see her!
Especially with Tamira in the way!

“Please!” she hissed. “I'll be fired!”

“Don't you worry about that, baby,” Malik
said.

“Don't you worry about anything,” Tamira
said.

Malik had her straddling his lap, and now
eased her down onto his cock, and a strange, heady sense of wonder
gripped Olivia. This was so utterly outrageous! It was so
astonishing! To do this in an open bar where she could hear the
hubbub of conversation over the pounding music was almost beyond
belief!

She moaned as her pussy slid down Malik's big
cock. His hands slid around her and he dropped his mouth to her
breasts, sucking and licking as he lifted her up and down. Then
Tamira leaned in, gripping her hair, twisting her head to one side
so she could crush her lips against hers.

At the same time, she pushed her hand down
the front of Olivia's body, her fingers finding her clitoris to
stroke rapidly from side to side even as Olivia rode up and down on
Malik's cock!

She felt a sense of unreality again her mind
drowning in the wild, churning lust flooding into her body. Fuck
this job anyway, she thought dazedly as Tamira rubbed her clitoris
and leaned in to lick, suck and kiss the nape of her neck.

“Sex slave!” Tamira growled, pulling on her
hair to force her back to arch.

Olivia whimpered and moaned, riding Malik's
cock desperately. Fortunately, it didn't take long. The intensity
of the arousal and excitement was such that she came in less than a
minute, and only Malik reaching up to slide a large hand around her
throat choked off what might have been a noticeable scream of
pleasure.

*

Olivia was left shaken by the encounter. Her
mind was filled with thoughts of what would have happened if one of
the other servers or a manager had come looking for her and found
her like that, naked in a booth riding a customer's cock!

She must have been out of her mind to not
forcefully resist and push back against them! The scalding heat
they had generated in her had overcome her resistance, her
inhibitions, and her common sense! She was so lucky no one had seen
her!

And yet even as she had scrambled into her
clothes Malik had lazily leaned over and stuffed some folded bills
down the front of her thong.

“A tip for good service,” he said.

It was only when she got back into the
employee area and into the bathroom that she found they were five
$100 bills! She had thought they were fakes, at first. She'd never
seen a $100 bill before. No one paid large bills in cash anymore
anyway. It had... colors, like blue and orange! She wasn't entirely
sure they weren't fakes, but if they were real... wow!

A part of her worried that accepting it was
sort of like prostitution. But she discounted that. She'd already
had sex with them before, after all. They weren't strangers buying
sex off her. Nor had they any need to pay her. The money, if it was
real, and she thought it made little sense for it to be fake, was
like a gift. Sort of.

And what an incredibly helpful gift it would
be!

She was still filled with uncertainty and
anxiety about what they intended to do next. Obviously, that had a
lot to do with kinky sex. And of course her! She still felt kind of
guilty about that because it wasn't the sort of thing she should
have accepted so easily.

She was confused about how completely opposed
to everything she had ever been taught it was to just let people
treat her in such a stunningly degrading way and to just give in to
whatever they wanted to do. Letting herself be treated as a virtual
sex slave, even just pretending, was pretty cringe-inducing.

But it felt so incredibly hot and wicked and
exciting and thrilling she just couldn't say no!

So when she finished for the evening her
stomach was already filled with butterflies. She walked out the
door and saw the car waiting with Tamira standing beside it.
Looking at the stern-faced black woman made the butterflies in her
stomach swirl even faster and harder.

Tamira was a lot scarier than anyone she'd
ever slept with before. Not in the way that she worried Tamira
would hurt her, but something similar to being with a stern teacher
with very high standards she was anxious not to disappoint. The
woman was simply intimidating.

Malik, by comparison, was just a guy. Oh, he
was an older guy, sure. He was also big and strong, which was very
macho and masculine and … hot. And he had that “I'm in charge”
thing down to a much greater degree than any of the guys she'd been
with before. But that was okay because he was really good (and
hot).

As she reached the car, Tamira reached out
and cupped her face in her hands.

"Okay, little white girl," she said. "We're
going to play a little game. It's a role-playing game. And part of
that means that you are going to act a role and so are we. Your
role is the easiest part. All you have to do is whatever we tell
you. Understand?"

Olivia gulped and nodded anxiously.

"I'm going to talk to you in a very rude and
officious way. This is an act. It's part of my role. So you don't
need to get insulted. Understand?"

Olivia nodded again uncertainly.

"You might have noticed I've been doing this
already, but I'm going to do it more."

Her hands slid down and back and her thumbs
pressed up against the underside of Olivia's jaw, forcing her to
raise her chin. Her eyes narrowed and her face took on a scowl.

"I'm going to teach you a few lessons, little
white bitch," she growled.

Olivia felt a brief emotional jolt.

Tamira's face changed and she grinned.

“Like that. See? Easy.”

“I-I guess,” Olivia whispered.

“Did you forget to call me mistress, bitch?”
she growled, face a scowl again.

Olivia felt another little jolt.

“Uhm, I'm sorry... Mistress!” she said, her
voice squeaking slightly.

This is so freaking weird! Olivia
thought, her pulse racing.

Tamira smiled, but it was a menacing
smile!

"Tell me you're my bitch," the woman
whispered.

"I-I'm your bitch," Olivia gulped.
"Mistress!"

"It's a good thing you remembered that,
bitch," Tamira said. "Otherwise I would've had to consider spanking
you right here on the street."

Olivia licked her lips nervously

“Tell me you're my slut."

"I'm your slut, Mistress," Olivia said.

The butterflies in her stomach were swirling
even more excitedly.

"Say it again, slut!" Tamira ordered.

"I'm your slut, Mistress," Olivia said.

"Louder, slut," Tamira growled.

Olivia tried to turn her head to see if
anyone was near but Tamira pressed her hands in harder against the
underside and sides of her jaw. She rolled her eyes from side to
side but didn't see anyone.

"I'm your slut, Mistress," she said a little
louder.

Tamira glared at her. Her hands dropped and
she gripped her arm drawing her forward as she stepped aside.

Put your hands on the car, bitch," she
ordered.

At least Olivia could see now that there was
no one nearby. In fact, the sidewalk was empty. She put her hands
on the top of the closed door frame as Tamira leaned in behind her.
She could feel the woman's warm breath against the back of her neck
and then against her left ear.

"Push that beautiful little ass back, slut,"
the woman growled.

It might have been a role or an act but if so
the woman was awfully good at it. Olivia felt a little thrill of
fear at the tone.

"Now, bitch," Tamira whispered into her
ear.

Her face hot, Olivia pushed her hips back
towards the woman her heart beating faster.

"More, slut," Tamira ordered.

Her pulse was racing. Olivia pushed her
bottom back more as the blood raced through her system.

“Push that round white little ass back."

Cars drove slowly back and forth on the other
side of the Mercedes. There was no sign of Malik. Olivia pushed her
bottom out even more and then yelped as Tamira slapped her
sharply.

“When I tell you to do something, you don't
do it halfway. Now tell me you're my slut."

"I'm your slut, Mistress!" Olivia said
loudly.

Crack!

She gasped as the woman's hand gave her a
stinging blow across her outthrust bottom.

"Louder, you white whore!"

"I'm your slut, Mistress!" she cried.

Crack!

"I can't hear you, slut!"

Olivia's heart pounded.

"I'm your slut, Mistress!" she cried
again.

Olivia gasped as she felt the woman's hand
moved down along her buttocks and then in under her short dress. It
cupped her pussy softly, rubbing slowly in and out between her
thighs.

"Are you going to be our good little bitch?"
she whispered.

"Yes, Mistress" Olivia gulped.

Straighten up and turn around."

Tamira looked her up and down.

“Take off your thong."

Olivia looked around anxiously.

"Are you thinking about whether to obey my
order, slave girl?" Tamira demanded.

"No, Mistress," Olivia said quickly.

There was no one around. She reached under
her short skirt and slid her thumbs into the waistband of her thong
and tugged it quickly down her leg before stepping out of them. She
held them in her hands uncertainly until Tamira held her hand out
and she placed it in her palm.

“Tell me you're my sex slave," Tamira
ordered.

Olivia felt another jolt of anxiety. She
didn't want to say that too loudly even if she couldn't see anyone.
But if she didn't say it loudly enough, Tamira would likely decide
to slap her bottom again or worse. It was just like when she wasn't
certain what answer would please a teacher. On of course much
worse.

"I'm your sex slave, Mistress!" she said
loudly.

"And are you going to obey your Mistress,
slut?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Olivia said.

"I want you to take the hem of that little
skirt of yours and lift it up to your waist so I can see your
pretty white pussy."

Olivia gasped aloud. "But someone might see!"
she moaned.

"You said that inside, slut. Don't question
your Mistress."

Olivia's eyes flicked wildly from side to
side and then she eased her skirt up to her waist.

"Shift your feet apart on the sidewalk,"
Tamira ordered.

Olivia did, her heart beating faster and
faster.

“Now peel that dress up higher."

"But… But, Mistress…!"

"Do it, whore! Tamira growled menacingly.

Olivia's hands jerked convulsively and she
pulled the skirt up above her waist.

"Higher, slut."

Olivia pulled the dress up above her bare
breasts her hands shaking, her pulse pounding.

Tamira reached in and cupped her breasts then
let her fingers roll and pinch her already stiff nipples.

"I bet you're real proud of these beautiful
tits, white girl."

Olivia trembled.

"Arch your back, slave. Show me them
titties."

Olivia pushed her chest out, arching her back
more. She moaned softly as Tamira's hands caressed her breasts and
one of them slid down her torso and in between her legs. The tips
of her fingers rubbed gently against her clitoris and a flood of
sensation swept up through her body.

Tamira smiled and drew back “Drop the dress,"
she said.

Olivia jerked her dress down quickly, her
head swiveling from side to side again.

“Get in the car and I'll show you a lot more
about how to be a proper little slave girl."
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Olivia felt a burst of relief as she turned
toward the car. She opened the rear door and started to slip inside
only to be pulled back by Tamira. "This ain't your limo, white
girl," the woman said.

Tamira opened the passenger front door and
Olivia, flushing again, quickly slipped inside.

Tamira walked around the front of the car and
got in the driver's side.

"Where's, Malik?" Olivia asked.

"Sex slaves don't ask questions," Tamira said
as she started the car.

The Mercedes pulled away from the curb and
out onto the road.

"Pull that skirt up above your hips, slave
girl," she ordered.

Olivia gulped and obeyed.

"Now spread your legs wide."

Olivia flushed and did as she was told.

"What a nice soft naked little white pussy,"
Tamira said. "I want you to reach down and rub your little clitty
for me."

Olivia's mind squirmed but she obeyed.

Tamira glanced down and then up. "Faster,
slut. You know how to do it. Lick your fingers and rub your clit
like you mean it. Think of Malik's big cock. Think of that big
black cock sliding up inside you. Slump down more. Spread those
legs wide. Wider slut."

Olivia shuddered. This was insane. This was
degrading and humiliating. And yet her body was starting to burn
with the dark wild thrill of what she was doing.

“Pull your knees up and back. That's it.
Slide your finger into that tight little pussy. I bet you're all
wet already, you nasty little slut. Add a second finger. You know
you like those cocks big and thick.”

Olivia's breathing was becoming ragged as her
mind churned. She drove two fingers into herself, pumping them in
and out as she rubbed her clitoris. She was gripped by a sense of
shock at doing this in front of someone, especially in a car moving
down the road! But the heat was pulsing within her and she felt her
inhibitions starting to melt away.

There was just something about throwing all
the rules away and doing the outrageous that gave her an almost
giddy sense of freedom.

“Tell me you're a whore.”

“I'm a whore, Mistress,” she moaned.

“Tell me you're a filthy little white
whore.”

Olivia felt another jolt, and then a sense of
wonderment about why these nasty words excited her so much!

“I'm a filthy little white whore,
Mistress!”

She burned with embarrassment and yet also
excitement at saying the words.

“Take that dress off completely.”

Shuddering, gasping, Olivia peeled the dress
up over her head.

I'm naked in a car driving down the
road! she thought wildly.

The windows were tinted and it was dark
outside, but even so, it left her feeling vulnerable and
anxious.

"Sit up straight," Tamira ordered. "Put your
hands behind your neck and arch your back. Show everyone your big
titties, you white slut."

Olivia sat there frozen, her eyes wide as
they drove down the road. The front windshield was of course less
tinted than the sides and cars passed in the other direction with
drivers and passengers who might well see her. Her face and neck
were flushed and she was horribly self-conscious. But her chest was
also tight to the point she could barely breathe as a wild sense of
energy filled her.

"All right, slut, slump down again and draw
your knees up and apart. Masturbate for me."

For the thousandth time, Olivia thought of
how insane and unreal this was. But her fingers were trembling as
she brought them down between her legs and began to masturbate
while the woman drove. The rush of sensations rolled up through her
body and added to the dark, hazy cloud of hunger and lust gripping
her mind.

"Perhaps you need some help," Tamira
said.

She reached across and opened the glove
compartment and pulled out a large thick black dildo, handing it to
Olivia.

"You love black cock, you white whore," she
taunted.

Olivia shuddered as she stared at the thick
black dildo.

"Slide it into your mouth, slut. You know you
love it. Lick it. Suck it. Pump it in and out. That's it. Show me
how you like to suck black cock."

Olivia did as she was ordered, sliding the
thick dildo in and out of her mouth, feeling the slightly rough
texture as it caressed her lips and slid across her tongue.

"You don't need both hands for that, slut,"
Tamira said. "Masturbate with the other one."

Olivia again obeyed, moaning low in her
throat.

"You can take more than that, white girl.
Slide that black cock into your throat."

Why was something so degrading, even
humiliating, making her burn as she could barely ever remember,
Olivia wondered frantically.

"Look at me, white girl."

Olivia turned her eyes up towards the black
woman.

"Tell me you love, nigger cock, white
girl."

Olivia slid the dildo back out of her mouth
and gulped in air. "I love nigger cock, Mistress," she gasped.

"Then put it inside you, bitch. Shove that
big black cock deep into your hungry little white pussy."

Olivia brought the saliva-coated dildo down
against her already moist, swollen lips. She couldn't resist
rubbing the head up and down along the line of her sex before
slowly pushing it forward. She felt the resistance of her tight
entrance and increased the pressure until it slowly began to sink
into the mouth of her pussy.

Without being told, she began to rub her
clitoris with the fingers of her other hand, her breathing becoming
more ragged as the flood of heat began to melt her brain. She ached
but didn't care as she forced the thick black cock deeper and
deeper into her body.

"Tell me you love black cock."

"I love black cock, Mistress."

"Then fuck yourself with it, you white
whore," Tamira said. "I love watching little white girls get fucked
with big black cocks. That's it. Deeper. Take it all, whore. Shove
every inch of that black cock inside your hot, horny little
pussy."

Olivia was gasping and moaning weakly as she
pumped the dildo in and out, pushing it deeper with each thrust.
She felt a dull ache high inside her as the head pushed harder and
harder against what she thought must be the back wall of her pussy
but she kept pushing, her hips rolling instinctively up now as a
wild hunger gripped her mind.

"Tell me that you love black cock and keep
saying it over and over and over."

"I love black cock," Olivia moaned. "I love
black cock. I love black cock. I love black cock."

"Now let's see how flexible you are. Slump
down more and pull your ankles up and back over your head."

Olivia slid downward on the seat until only
her head and shoulders were pressed against the backrest. She
pulled her feet up and back over her head and was able to grasp the
headrest between her two ankles.

Her entire body felt as if there were a great
pressure inside her. She stared at the base of the dildo protruding
between the straining lips of her sex and realized she was close to
orgasm.

"Don't move," Tamira ordered in a menacing
voice.

The car pulled over to the curb and Olivia
heard and felt the back door opening behind her then someone's
weight getting into the backseat. Before she could think to react
she felt hands on her ankles and stared up to see large black male
hands holding her in place.

She let out a startled cry and her body
jerked violently.

"I told you not to move, slut!" Tamira
said.

Olivia's heart pounded madly as she stared up
to see one of the hands sliding a strap around her ankle and then
drawing it behind the headrest a moment later the strap was
attached to her other ankle and she felt it tightening to lock her
in place.

Surely it was Malik! But she couldn't see
him!

“Put your hands back behind the seat," Tamira
ordered.

Olivia hesitantly drew her hands back along
the sides of the seat. She felt a strap going around her right
wrist tightening as a black hand gripped her left and pulled
sharply. Then the strap went around that as well. She stared up and
back as much as she could given the position of her head and felt a
deep rush of relief as Malik looked over at her.

He got out of the car and closed the door
then opened the passenger door next to her and looked in.

"Well now, this looks like an inviting
tableau," he said with a grin.

He reached down and gripped the controls for
the seat then pushed it back at least a foot before climbing in and
closing the door behind him. The car started away from the curb as
Malik knelt on the floor in front of her and gripped the dildo.

"Now what have we here?" he asked.

"Tell him you love black cock, white girl,"
Tamira ordered.

"I love black cock, mistress," Olivia
whimpered.

Malik let his big thumb rub from side to side
across her swollen clitoris. His other hand roughly squeezed her
right breast then slid up to encircle her throat and squeeze.

Olivia felt as if her eyes were bulging. Her
mouth opened and closed as she gurgled breathlessly.

"Master," he said, his eyes boring into her.
"Say it."

Olivia felt his fingers loosened around her
neck. "Master!" She gasped.

"Tell me you love black cock," he
growled.

"I love black cock, Master!"

Her hips were rolling helplessly as his big
thumb rubbed skillfully against her clitoris. At the same time, his
hand was pressing remorselessly against the base of the dildo,
somehow forcing it still deeper into her body. The head felt as if
it was grinding against her stomach as almost the entire thing
disappeared inside her.

"Beg me to fuck you, white girl."

"Please fuck me, master!" she half
sobbed.

He released her throat, gripped the base of
the dildo between his thumb and forefinger, and eased it slowly out
of her trembling body. An instant later his pants were down and his
cock popped up thick and hard black hungry.

Olivia stared as it pressed against her and
then drove inside. She felt as if her eyes were rolling back as a
deep sense of pleasure, both physical and emotional filled her.

"Nice and tight," he growled.

His hips began to work in and out, in and
out, faster and faster as he plunged deeper. Every deep thrust made
Olivia cry out in helpless pleasure and heat, even when his heavy
body began slamming against her. His big hands mauled her breasts
and then one slid up around her throat again so that she couldn't
breathe.

She felt her chest starting to burn as her
head pounded. Black dots danced before her eyes. And then he
released her throat and his fingers began rubbing her clitoris. A
tidal wave of pleasure and sensation drowned her in sheer rapture
as the orgasm welled up inside her.

The seat was shaking with the force of his
heavy body hammering down against her. His cock was a steel-hard
spear of flesh spiking deep into her spasming body again and again.
Olivia trembled and shook, her hips jerking upwards to meet his
thrusts. Her eyes were glassy and her mouth opened and closed like
a fish as she wallowed in the churning flood of pleasure gripping
her mind and body.

It went on and on, drowning her in heat until
she felt as if her mind was dissolving. Not that she cared. There
was nothing Olivia cared about at that moment but that howling
pleasure storm punctuated by the deep thrusts of his big cock and
the hammering blows of his hips against her buttocks.

Nothing else mattered. It didn't matter where
she was. It didn't matter who she was. And nothing that might come
after mattered at all. She was drunk on the pleasure and wanted it
to go on forever. It began to fade, though, and she whimpered and
moaned as she slowly came back to reality. Even so, she felt
gripped by a sense of languor as if half-asleep.

Still, he thrust into her, the seat shaking
as his hips hammered her. His hands roughly squeezed her breasts
again and again as his dark eyes bored into her with determination.
Finally, he jammed himself into her to the balls and ground his
hips against her. He pulled back with just the tip inside and then
rammed himself forward again. And then again.

“Aw, fuck," he gasped as he held still.

"Give her that black cream, nigga," Tamira
laughed. "Fill that bitch up. Fill that white girl with your black
cream."

Malik slid his cock slowly back out of her as
it began to soften, then picked up the dildo and pushed it back
inside all the way. Somehow there was more room inside her now.
That didn't surprise Olivia for she felt hollow inside. Now the
base of the dildo rested just within the lips of her sex.

Tamira handed something to Malik who brought
it down against her bottom. It was a butt plug, Olivia saw as he
began to push it against her back opening. She moaned softly but
didn't protest as he slowly worked the fat part of the plug through
her sphincter. Her body sucked the thing in until there was nothing
left but the flat coin-shaped base on the outside.

“I want to ram my cock up that tight little
white ass of yours, baby," he said.

"You and every other nigger in this city,"
Tamira said.

The car stopped and Malik grunted as he threw
the door open and climbed out.

"Pretty tight in there for a guy my size," he
said.

He grinned down at Olivia. "But worth
it."

Tamira climbed out of the car and came around
to the passenger side as Malik opened the rear door and began to
undo the straps from her wrists and ankles. Olivia saw that she was
in a driveway, probably the same one as she had been brought to the
last time. Again, as then, she was naked as Tamira gestured her out
of the car.

"No, white girl," the woman said as she
started to stand.

She put her hand on Olivia's shoulder to push
down. "On all fours on the lawn."

Olivia looked around and saw the familiar
hedges with relief as she slid onto her hands and knees on the log
beside the driveway. A moment later Tamira squatted before her,
something like a thick, short belt in hand.

“Know what this is, bitch? It's a collar.
Bitch animals need a collar and this is yours.”

She slid it around Olivia's neck as she knelt
in place, and her mind, still recovering from the insanity of the
car ride felt a new sense of outrage and wonder.

"Tell me you're my bitch," the woman
ordered.

"I'm you're bitch, Mistress," Olivia said in
a soft, shaky voice.

Tamira finished buckling the collar around
her neck and then produced a longer, slimmer strap which she
attached to the front of the collar before standing up and smiling
down at her.

"Let's go walkies, little bitch," she
said.

She tugged on the strap and Olivia lurched
forward. As she kept pulling Olivia found herself crawling behind
her on the lawn and realized with another sense of wild unreality
that it was a leash and she was, in effect, being walked like a
dog, like an animal.

Holy fuck! she thought. These
people are perverted beyond anything I could ever have
imagined!

Still, the grass was soft and she had no
difficulty crawling along it. No one nearby could see over the
hedges so she felt somewhat reassured even though she was outside.
It was still bizarre and she had no idea what was motivating these
people beyond some kinky racial fantasy.

Maybe it was some sort of resentment towards
her white privilege or something like that. Maybe that was why they
were deliberately degrading her like this. That at least made a
kind of sense. She sort of understood how black people might feel a
sense of grievance against white people like her. What she didn't
understand was why it was having such an incredible effect on
her.

Tamira stopped near one of the hedges and
turned to her.

"Now I want you to slide your hands forward
on the grass until your chest and shoulders are pressed against the
ground. Keep your knees where they are and your ass high in the
air. This is called head down, ass up. It should be a natural
position for a horny little slut like you.”

Flushing, Olivia slid her hands and then arms
forward along the lawn until her breasts came in contact with the
cool grass and began to pillow out below her. She drew her belly in
tight against her thighs and shifted her knees apart as she thrust
her arms before her in what she considered to be a lewd obscene
invitation.

She'd just had an incredible orgasm and yet
her body began to flicker with heat again. Or maybe it was her
mind, for it wasn't like anyone was doing anything to arouse her
body aside from the dildo still impaling her and the plug in her
ass.

“That's it. Arms stretched out before you.
Spread your knees to the sides. Pull your belly in tighter against
your thighs."

"Now that's a pretty sight," Malik said in
amusement.

"Whenever I say face down ass up this is the
position you take," Tamira said. "Understand, little bitch?"

"Yes, Mistress," Olivia gulped.

Malik had followed behind and now he raised
his foot and put it somewhat gently on her bottom, then force the
dildo which had started to come out back inside her and she gasped
helplessly.

"Too bad we don't have a dog," Tamira said in
a sneering voice. "I bet this little bitch would love to have just
about any male mounting her right now and ramming their cock into
her hungry pussy."

She tugged sharply on the leash. "Up, little
bitch," she ordered.

Olivia rose and crawled after her as Tamira
led her across the lawn towards the house. She had to slow as she
reached the pavement and then awkwardly climbed up several steps to
the porch as Malik followed behind. Tamira opened the door and she
crawled inside, grateful to be no longer exposed to whoever might
pass by.
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Tamira led her into the living room where
she'd been before and had her sit on her heels and spread her knees
just like she had the last time only now with her hands untied but
held behind her neck.

Tamira and Malik moved around the living room
as Olivia sat on her heels with her elbows back and her chest out
like some sort of living display. Malik went upstairs and then
returned, coming in behind her. She felt his hands on her wrists
and then what felt like thick straps being folded around each wrist
separately. There was a metallic sound is something clicking
together and then he released them.

But Olivia quickly discovered that whatever
was around her wrists was fastening them to the back of the collar
somehow.

"Keep those elbows back, slut," Tamira said
from across the room.

Olivia stiffened, pushing her breasts up and
out.

"I swear this little white girl needs to have
her ass tanned," Tamira said.

"You're just jealous because she's got such
fine titties," Malik said in amusement.

Tamira glared at him then at Olivia. "You
think you have better titties slut?" She demanded.

"No, Mistress," Olivia exclaimed.

"Uh-huh. Lying bitch. I think what you need
is some punishment. I can't let you go on being dishonest to your
mistress. Have you ever ridden a Sybian?"

Olivia looked at her in confusion.

"I didn't think so. You're way too vanilla
for anything like that. Go get her the Sybian," she said to
Malik.

Malik left the room again only to return
carrying an odd-looking object which resembled a short. low rounded
bench or stool. Olivia looked at it, mystified. It had an electric
cord dangling from it.

He put it down just in front of her and then
grasped her hair forcing her to rise and shift forward to straddle
it. There was nothing on it below except a small screw sitting in
front of a rounded lump. Malik eased the dildo down out of her
until it was over the screw and then somehow attached it there.

"Down, baby," he said.

Olivia eased down on the dildo until it was
again buried inside her and she was sitting straddling the rounded
stool. Tamira fastened straps around her ankles to bind them to the
rear of the stool while Malik stretched the cord out and then
attached it to an extension cord before plugging it into the
wall.

Olivia felt something like a cord or strap
attached to the back of the collar and felt the pressure as it was
pulled down towards the rear of the stool, forcing her back to arch
more. Then Malik gripped her hair and winked at her as he showed
her what looked like a black ball with a cord running through
it.

“Open wide, sex slave,” he teased as he
pressed it against her lips.

Olivia unwillingly let her lips part as she
felt a rising sense of anxiety. It was bad enough to be tied up but
now she wouldn't even be able to scream! Or even complain! But the
ball was being pushed hard and she opened her mouth wide as it
pushed inside.

Or mostly inside. She couldn't close her jaw
behind it for it was too big, and she now remembered seeing
pictures of girls with these things in their mouths. Kinky
pictures! She moaned helplessly as the two looked down at her.

“Sex slave!” Tamira taunted.

She had a small box in her hand and did
something to it.

Olivia gasped as the thing under her began to
vibrate!

"That looks pretty fucking hot,” Malik
said.

"You always did like the white girls," Tamira
sniffed.

Malik grinned. "White girls, black girls,
brown girls, yellow girls, any kinda girls as long as they're
pretty and have nice bodies like this one."

He reached out and ran his hand along her
bottom but Tamira still scowled at him.

Olivia was trying to adjust to the sensations
flooding up into her body. She had never used a vibrator before.
She had thought, whenever she had thought about them, that they
simply vibrated. But this one was buzzing in strange pulsations
which rose and fell in intensity even as the dildo which was now
attached to the thing began to move up and down inside her.

It felt bizarre in any number of ways,
especially since she had two grown adults standing before her
looking down at her as this was happening. And even if she was
technically speaking an adult, she didn't really think of herself
as one compared to these two.

Now she felt a strange mixture of
self-consciousness and heat as they watched her squirming on the
low stool. Her breasts felt swollen and hot, and her nipples were
hard, aching little eraser points tingling with excitement.

Tamira seemed to notice them, as well. Or
maybe she was responding to Malik's admiration of her breasts. She
frowned down at Olivia then smirked as if thinking of something.
She turned away and walked across the room and when she returned
she had a small stick-like object in her hand.

It was perhaps 20 inches long with a
leather-wrapped handle and a slim flexible stem on the end of which
was a small flat hard piece of leather or plastic. Tamira looked
down at her and then extended her arm letting the flat tip rub
against Olivia's hard nipples.

"What pretty little pink nipples you have,
slave girl. They stand out so nicely against your white skin."

She drew the little stick back and then
slapped the flat part lightly against Olivia's nipple. She did it
again and then again harder. She smirked and then slapped her other
nipple again harder and then faster.

Olivia could do nothing but sit there gasping
and moaning around the gag as the woman rained rapid little blows
against the center of first one breast than the other until they
both burned and stung. Each blow produced a sharp little sting from
her nipples. And Tamira was swinging the thing so quickly the
stings were a crackle that made her nipples feel ready to
explode.

"What's the matter, little white girl?"
Tamira asked sweetly. "You're a bad girl, after all. Didn't you say
so? Haven't you admitted you're slut and a whore and a bitch?
Surely bad girls should expect to be punished. Even pretty little
white girls."

The stick hurt! But it didn't hurt that much
compared to the wild rush of sensations flooding through her body.
In fact, in some ways, Tamira's punishment only excited her more.
It was so… outrageous! It was so kinky and sick and perverted and
just added to her sense of what a strange exciting thrill ride this
was!

She moaned and squirmed and pressed herself
forward against that hard buzzing lump on the stool to grind her
swollen clitoris against it. Even as she did the dildo pumped up
and down inside her belly. That she was tied up again, this time in
this awkward helpless, and vulnerable position only added to the
dark, wicked heat enveloping her mind.

"You going to come for us, white girl?"
Tamira asked.

"I'm guessing yes," Malik said.

"Well this isn't much punishment then,"
Tamira growled.

"I'm more into fucking her than punishing
her," Malik said.

"That's because you're a man-whore."

Tamira fooled around with the box again and
the dildo began to move faster. The vibrations changed pitch and
also sped up. She put the box down and turned away, walking across
the floor and out of the room.

Olivia looked at Malik then closed her eyes
gasping for breath around the ball in her mouth and trying not to
drool around it. Her body seemed to be vibrating in tune with the
thing she was sitting on. Her nerve endings were crackling and her
muscles were spasming as she writhed in place.

Tamira returned carrying a three-foot long
pole and a heavy metal base. She set the latter down on the floor
in front of Olivia and then slid the pole into it. She smirked at
Olivia and then showed her an odd, Y-shaped cord. She attached the
long end to the pole in front of her and then took the two short
ends which had alligator clips and opened the clips before framing
her rigid nipples. An instant later she let them close and Olivia
squealed in pain as the jaws pinched down on her already burning
nipples.

Tamira laughed at her response and then
adjusted the cord higher. That made Olivia arch her back further.
She tried to rise up to ease the strain on her now burning nipples
but the cord attached to her wrists kept her in place.

"Bad little sex slaves deserve to be
punished," Tamira said.

That seemed to satisfy her and she turned
away. Malik was across the room now apparently making drinks.

"I'm going to get changed," she said before
leaving the room and trotting up the stairs.

For the moment, no one seemed to be paying
attention to Olivia. That allowed her to focus all her attention on
herself and on what she was feeling. Which at that moment was a
mixture of burning, aching pain in her nipples and a ferocious dark
heat everywhere else.

The pain of her nipples eased into a dull,
throbbing heat which began to merge with the rest of the heat
engulfing her. And this was still more evidence of how kinky all
this was. Which added to the dark fires consuming her. She ground
herself against the vibrating lump again, gasping and moaning as
she felt the pressure within herself grow.

She began to instinctively try to ride the
dildo pumping inside her, working her thigh muscles. She couldn't
move much but every movement both eased and then tightened the pull
on her nipples. And yes that ached, but even that aching heat began
to be absorbed by the wild hunger and dark excitement gripping
her.

Her eyes closed and she ground herself
against the lump as she rolled her hips up and down, up and down,
whimpering and moaning as the sexual pressure rose and the heat
became an intoxicating rush. Her movements became more frantic and
then the orgasm hit and she cried out, again and again, her mind
blasted by the massive wall of pleasure screaming through her
body.

Malik wandered back to stand over her, drink
hand as he watched her appreciatively.

"Damn, girl, you could give an erection to a
gay man."

He watched her twisting and bouncing and
grinding and moaning as the orgasm raged within her, and felt his
cock stirring again. He put down his drink and then moved forward
to unhook the chain from the pole in front of her.

Even as she began to ease her frantic
movements he shoved the pole back and unzipped his pants. A moment
later he stepped back with a curse and pulled them off completely.
Then he stepped forward again undoing the ball gag and easing it
out of her mouth.

Olivia gulped in deep, ragged breaths as he
reached down for her hair. He lifted up the chain still biting into
her nipples and gave it an experimental little tug to make her
gasp, then shifted himself forward.

"Suck my balls, slave girl," he growled in a
deep almost angry voice.

He pulled her face forward and she began to
suck on his balls, pulling them into her mouth and working her
tongue against them as he tugged on her hair and nipples.

"You are one hot little fuck-toy, baby," he
said.

Olivia worked her tongue against his balls as
she sucked. They filled her mouth, but not as much as the gag had.
And she could see his cock hardening before her eyes. He drew
himself back and let his cock drop before pushing the head into her
open mouth.

"You know what to do, white girl. I want you
to swallow every inch of my cock."

It wasn't as if she had a lot of choice!
Olivia began to suck and lick as he drove it deeper and deeper into
her mouth. With one hand in her hair and the other pulling on the
chain attached to her nipples, he had no difficulty holding her in
position as he drove his cock into her throat and then all the way
down until her lips were wrapped around the base.

He groaned in pleasure, holding her there
against him, looking down at her with an expression of something
like cruelty, as if he was enjoying not only the feel of her tongue
and lips and throat around his cock but the sense of having
conquered her, and having her helpless before him.

Like a prisoner! Like a sex slave!

Tamira came into the room then. She certainly
had changed. She was now wearing stiletto heels, the tiniest of
black leather skirts, and a black leather bra. She looked down at
Olivia and then dropped to her knees beside her. Her hand reached
down and she began to rub her clitoris with her fingers.

"Dirty little white girl," she taunted. "You
love having a black cock filling your mouth and throat. Slut! I bet
you wish there were more black men here to stick their big black
cocks in you! Maybe I should invite some more men here. Think you
could take on ten or twenty at a time? I bet you'd love it."

Olivia gurgled helplessly, her chest starting
to burn and her head pounding as Malik effortlessly held her in
place.

"What's the matter, little white bitch? Are
you choking? Are you choking on a black cock? Wouldn't that be a
wonderful way to go for you?"

Malik drew his cock slowly back up out of her
throat like a swordsman drawing his weapon from a sheath. And as it
popped free of her throat Olivia drew in deep, shaking breaths.

Tamira removed the clips from her nipples and
then bent her head and began to suck and lick on each in turn as
she continued to rub her clitoris.

"I think I want this little teenage bitch's
ass," Malik said.

"You want it, it's yours," Tamira said. "She
belongs to us. She's our sex slave. We can do anything to her."

She undid the straps holding Olivia's ankles
in place, then the cord holding her wrists back.

She gripped Olivia's hair and forced her up
off the stool then reached down and unhooked the dildo from the
screw before thrusting it back inside her.

"All right, slut, face down ass up, just like
I showed you."

She pulled Olivia's head forward and down and
she half fell forward off the stool as Malik kicked it to the
side.

"Face down, ass up, like a proper little sex
slave," Tamira ordered.

She picked up the stick thing and the thin
shaft cracked down across Olivia's bottom with stinging force.

Olivia squealed in pain and quickly
complied.

"Raise that little white ass higher,
slut!"

Crack!

"Spread your legs, you nasty little white
girl!"

Crack!

"Now beg your master to fuck your tight
little white ass."

Crack!

Olivia yelped again at the stinging blow.

"Please fuck my ass, master!" She cried.

Crack!

"That's not what I told you to say, bitch.
Beg him to fuck your tight little white ass."

"Please fuck my tight little white ass,
master!" Olivia cried.

Malik chuckled as he dropped to his knees
behind her. He pushed on the base of the dildo even as he gripped
the flat little coin bottom of the butt plug and began to work it
out. The instant it pulled free Olivia felt his cock pushing into
her. She moaned and shuddered as his slick cock slid several inches
deep before her sphincter closed down on it.

Crack!

At the sharp slap to her bottom, his cock
drove in deeper as her startled muscles relaxed. He wrapped her
long hair around his fist and yanked suddenly. Once again, this
sudden sharp pain served to distract her and he was able to thrust
himself still deeper.

"Fuck, she's got one tight little ass!"

“Little teenybopper probably only ever been
fucked by those skinny little white boy friends of hers. And
probably never even let them fuck her tight ass," Tamira said with
a sneer.

She knelt next to Olivia and slid a hand up
under her abdomen until a long finger found her clitoris then she
began to rub as Malik pumped his cock slowly in and out.

"Bury it in her!" she growled. "Shove every
inch of your black cock into this tight little white bitch."

"I intend to," Malik said.

Olivia drew in a sharp breath as she felt the
head of his cock jammed high inside her. She began to feel cramps
back there as he worked it still deeper.

"Oh! Oh, God!" She gasped.

Tamira slapped Olivia's head.

"Beg him to fuck your ass, slut!"

"Please fuck me, master!"

Tamira slapped her head again.

"Beg him to fuck your ass, slut!"

"Please fuck my ass, master!"

Tamira jerked on her hair. "Beg him to fuck
your whore ass!"

"Please fuck my whore ass, master!" Olivia
half sobbed.

"Every inch!" Tamira said in a low excited
voice. "Every fucking inch! I don't care for it comes out her whore
mouth!"

Olivia cried out as Malik thrust harder. It
felt as if he were trying to batter his way in now. And then she
felt his thighs and hips against her buttocks and felt a sense of
wonder that he had gotten his entire cock inside her. It ached and
she felt cramps but a wild ripple of dark excitement spread through
her.

Every hard thrust drove her forward along the
rug, only to be jerked back by his hands on her hips. That was
grinding her soft, tender breasts against the rough wool in a way
that was both painful and wickedly pleasurable. Her breasts were
sensitive at the best of times, and after that nasty slapping from
Tamira they were already warm and extra sensitive.

The way they were rubbing against the rug
should have been uncomfortable, but somehow her body and mind were
interpreting every harsh touch through a hazy dark sense of lust
and heat. Even the way he would abandon her hips to jerk sharply on
her hair, though it ached, sent a dark thrill through her mind.

She felt herself sinking into the role they
had designed for her, of a sex slave, the helpless prisoner. And
again that should have been anything but exciting, but it allowed
her to abandon all inhibitions and all sense of responsibility and
all thought of what she should and shouldn't do. For she couldn't
do anything anyway but whatever she was told.

A wild, almost animalistic sense of abandon
gripped her and the rougher and more savage he was as he used her
body the more realistic and exciting that felt. She had never
really done anything in her life which wasn't boring until she had
met these two. Now she was finding their dark game to be
overpowering and overwhelming.

"Nasty little white whore," Tamira taunted as
she rubbed her clitoris. "You love that black cock!"

Olivia's body shuddered and trembled as Malik
drove himself into her with unrestrained force. The head of his
thick cock was ramming deep into her ass, again and again, making
her ache. But like everything else, her mind, soaked in liquid
heat, exulted in her own rough use and abuse.

She felt Tamira's fingers grip the base of
the dildo in her pussy and shove it deeper again. That pushed the
head against what felt like the back wall of her pussy. She
shuddered once more as the woman held it there while rubbing her
clitoris. She was losing herself to the dark heat, her hips jerking
convulsively back against Malik's thrusts.

And then the pleasure welled up within her
again, astonishing her as it swamped her mind. Having two orgasms
this close together was not something she was accustomed to. Her
mind lost all thought as it wallowed in the pleasure like an
unthinking animal. She could feel her muscles violently spasming to
send her hips bucking back against Malik, and cried out in a long
undulating wail of pleasure as the orgasm raged within her.

Malik was not like the boys she had sex with
before really. And one of the ways he was different was how long he
seemed able to continue to pound away at her without coming. He
stopped several times, often pulling himself free of her to rub his
thick cock over her buttocks before sheathing himself once more.
His hands roamed her body when they weren't jerking her back
against him.

Tamira moved around in front of her,
gathering Olivia's hair up in a thick mass to pull her face forward
as she spread her legs wide to either side.

"Now please your mistress, slut. And your
tongue better be good or I'll hang you from your wrists and get the
whip. Have you been whipped, white girl? Have you ever been hung by
your wrist naked and whipped? I bet you'd love it, whore! Lick my
black pussy, bitch!"

Olivia gasped and moaned and whimpered in
dazed confusion. Her body was still shaking to the harsh blows of
Malik's hips, and her scalp ached as Tamira pulled on her hair. She
began to lick the pussy pushed against her face and at more harsh
words licked more frantically as Tamira taunted her.

"I bet you love the taste of black pussy,
little white girl. Little white teenybopper. Little white whore.
Lick me white bitch, or I'll take the whip to you."

Olivia licked and sucked on the woman's
swollen clit, her face pushed hard against the woman's sex by both
Malik and Tamira. It was like her world narrowed to the black flesh
before her, and even Malik's hips striking her upraised buttocks
and the feel of his cock driving into the depths of her belly
became secondary.

"Lick your black mistress, white slave girl,"
Tamira growled.

She jerked on Olivia's hair and slapped her
cheek.

"Sex slave!" she taunted. "Wait till I bring
ten more black men in here to use your pretty little white body.
They'll fuck your little brains out!"

"Who says I want to share my bitch?" Malik
demanded.

"She ain't your bitch! She's our bitch."

Malik grinned. "You're my bitch, baby."

"And don't you forget it!"

Malik gripped Olivia's bound wrists and
pulled them sharply up and back, arching her body but also pulling
her away from Tamira's sex. He pulled her up further as he sat back
on his heels, drawing her back until she was practically straddling
him, his cock deep in her ass. His hands dropped her wrists and
folded around her breasts, squeezing and kneading and mashing them
together.

Tamira got to her feet spreading her legs as
she moved forward and gripped Olivia's hair again as she pulled her
mouth in against her pussy.

"Lick your mistress, sex slave!”

Olivia licked and licked and sucked as Tamira
tugged at her hair and mashed her face against her. Malik had
dropped his big hands down to her thighs and was using them to lift
her up and back and then down on his cock while at the same time
rubbing his thumbs against her clitoris. She felt as if she was in
a wild, never-ending thrill ride of kinky, perverted animal
sex.

And somehow her body, despite the two
powerful orgasms, was still thrumming with sexual pressure and
need. There was no thought in her head but obeying Tamira as best
she could while absorbing the torrent of sensations continually
churning through her nervous system.

Malik's cock felt like it was so deep inside
her that she had a thought that it must somehow have damaged her,
penetrating where nothing was supposed to go. How else could she
have taken him so deep? It wasn't fear or worry, for such things
seemed unimportant compared to the lust and heat gripping her
mind.

And then somehow still another orgasm poured
a raging flood of liquid pleasure through her body to drown her
mind and she lost herself to the hunger and ecstasy.
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"Can I ask you something?"

Malik grinned at her. "If Tamira was here
she'd say that you need to rephrase that. Something like 'may this
miserable slave ask you a question master'."

"May this miserable slave ask you a question,
master?"

They were in his car and he was about to drop
her off at her apartment.

"Does Tamira not like white people?"

"You mean because all that white slut, white
whore stuff? It's just part of the game, babe. Like, you probably
don't know it but Tamira sometimes likes to be a bottom instead of
the top. And she still gets really turned on by being a black slave
to some white guy. And then she wants him to use lots of nasty
language and call her nigger and stuff."

"How come?"

"You never know what's in someone's mind,
babe. You never know what'll turn them on and what won't. And it's
not like any of us can control what turns us on. She's a liberal,
like you. The racist stuff is as wildly against how you're supposed
to act as this sex slave stuff. Maybe that turns people on because
they're so far outside what society says we ought to say and
do."

He pulled over to the curb and stopped then
reached out and slid his hand around her throat squeezing
lightly.

"You think I don't feel it when I do
something like this? Men are supposed to be so respectful and never
put any pressure on women, and absolutely never use any kind of
physical force. You think it's not fun to just throw a bitch down
on her hands and knees and ram yourself into her without any please
and thank you, ma'am? Believe me, it is. This is like a dream come
true for most men. Especially with a girl as hot and sexy and
beautiful as you. Not to mention young."

He released her and sat back with a smile.
"And don't tell me you don't feel the same thing in reverse.
Because I can see how much it turns you on to just let go and just
give yourself to a strong man without any thought about whether or
not he's going to respect you in the morning or any of that
shit."

Olivia flushed and opend the door but he
caught her arm just as she was about to step out.

"Tomorrow, baby girl."

His other hand reached out and slid under her
short skirt and she felt something being pushed into the front of
her thong, something papery. He released her and she swung her legs
out of the car and stood up. She hesitated and then closed the
door, watching as the car pulled away from the curb and drove off
down the street.

She thought he had probably put money in her
thong but wasn't about to check here on the sidewalk. That thought
both excited her and caused her some anxiety. She certainly liked
money. And it wasn't as though she didn't need it. But accepting
money after what had happened that evening struck her as something
like prostitution.

She unlocked the lobby door, walked through
the narrow lobby to the elevator and hit the button. She looked
around warily then stepped inside and pressed the button for her
floor. She was always wary in this neighborhood, especially at
night.

It wasn't until she was inside her bedroom
that she lifted her skirt and reached down into the front of her
thong to pull out five more $100 bills.

"Holy shit!"

That was $1000 now! An incredible amount of
money for her. And what had she done other than have incredibly
exciting, thrilling sex with multiple orgasms? If this was
prostitution then… she was going to keep doing it! The first $500
had helped her pay the rent. Now she was in the unusual position of
having money and no bills that needed to be paid with it. It was
almost always the other way around.

And what if he gave her another $500
tomorrow?! She'd have a thousand dollars to spend!

She peeled off her dress, slipped off her
shoes, and then pulled her thong down and off. There was a mirror
standing against the wall. It was allegedly full-length but not
really big enough unless she stood back further. It had cost $19 at
Walmart. And it was leaning against the wall at an angle because
there was no way to actually hang it up. At least none she knew
about. It didn't have any sort of frame or hooks.

Maybe I'll get an actual full-length
mirror that I can hang on the wall, she thought to herself.

She looked at herself naked in the mirror.
There was nothing new about how she looked, other than her hair
being tousled and unkempt because of how Tamira and Malik had used
it so roughly. There were no marks on her body. There was really
nothing to show what kind of a wild night she'd had.

She arched her back more and brought her
hands up behind her neck thinking that this was how they had seen
her. She dropped to her knees then to do it again, sitting back in
her heels and spreading her legs wide.

I'm a sex slave, she thought,
imagining them looking down at her like this.

"I'm a sex slave, master," she said.

She understood that her pose was erotic and
submissive and displayed her considerable assets to their best. She
didn't quite get the master and slave thing, but she understood
what Malik had said. And it was certainly true that the way she was
letting them treat her was so outrageous in a sexual way that it
turned her on and like nothing else ever had.

Just letting some big strong man throw her
around and use her roughly definitely was a turn-on. She didn't
understand why it turned her on when Tamira treated her in such a
nasty fashion, though. Especially the racial stuff. But it did.
Maybe, like Malik said, it was just so out there, so much against
what society said.

She sighed and grabbed her towel then went to
the tiny bathroom to have a shower. She still had work tomorrow,
after all. It wasn't like she could support herself with sex. Well,
not unless she did it every single day. Or, at least, two or three
times a week, maybe…

She let her mind drift into thoughts like
that as the water poured over her. Imagine if she could quit her
job and just have sex with Malik and Tamira two or three times a
week. But no, they wouldn't be able to afford that. At least, she
didn't think so. They were clearly rich enough that $500 or even
$1000 was no big deal to them. They had a nice house and a nice
car. But it wasn't like they lived in a mansion and drove around in
limousines.

She wondered what they did. Was he a lawyer
or doctor or something? Was she being sexist and it was Tamira who
made a lot of money? How much could they afford to spend on her?
When would they get bored with her? No, she was going to need to
keep this job.

Disappointed at the thought she soaped
herself up wincing a bit at how sensitive her nipples were then
shampooed her hair before rinsing off and stepping out of the
shower. She toweled off and then with a towel around her hair
walked out and around the corner to the little kitchenette, pulled
a frozen dinner from the miniature fridge, and popped it into the
microwave.

She went back to the little bathroom and
brushed out her hair while using a hairdryer. She wouldn't bother
to style it tonight. It would just get messed up in bed. She went
back around the corner and took the frozen dinner out of the
microwave then sat down on her little sofa and turned on the
TV.

Looking around her, she couldn't help compare
her tiny apartment to the large comfortably furnished house Malik
and Tamira lived in. Envy struck her for a short time and she again
considered how she could make more money to improve her life.

She had never before considered how much
money people might be willing to pay her for sex, especially sex
she enjoyed. Still, her realism told her that trying to do that
would inevitably mean she would wind up having sex with horrible
men who were not only ugly on the outside but on the inside. And
those men probably wouldn't have the skills or maybe even the
interest in giving her orgasms that Malik and Tamira had.

She let herself imagine becoming some kind of
international model type escort wearing designer dresses and
expensive makeup and only having the most wealthy and sophisticated
of clients. There would be millionaires and billionaires, actors
and singers and sports stars. She wouldn't mind having sex with
people like that for money

But that was just fantasy. She didn't know
any people like that and wasn't likely to meet any. She finished
her TV dinner, put it in the garbage, and then went in to brush her
teeth and floss before going to bed. She would take the money down
to the bank tomorrow morning. She was sure not going to leave it
around this place. And it was far too much money to carry on her
person.

She was off during the day and used that time
to do various chores and buy food at the local market. Now that she
had money, though, she couldn't help spending some time looking at
clothes. Maybe because of the experiences she'd been having with
Malik and Tamira, she found herself looking at sexy clothes.

If you've got it, flaunt it, she
thought. Still, she knew she wouldn't be brave enough to wear most
of this stuff out in public. It was one thing to be sexy around
Malik and Tamira, and quite another to try doing it out on the
street or in buses where strange men would stare at her and maybe
say rude things. She'd been embarrassed in public enough by such
men. She could only imagine how much more often that would occur if
she was wearing clothing like this.

Lingerie, on the other hand, could be sexy on
the inside. She wouldn't have to worry about strange men coming on
to her and saying nasty things. She had very little lingerie
because it was expensive and it didn't wear well. But now she was
feeling temporarily rich.

She bought some sexier bra and panty sets and
brought them home with her. She really liked a particular light
green set that had a tiny front, then straps that angled up sharply
across her abdomen and over her hips and a tiny inverted triangle
at the top of her buttocks. The bra had half cups lifting and
squeezing her breasts together.

I look hot, she thought as she turned
before the mirror. She would wear this to work tonight and if Malik
showed up as he said… Then she halted that thought, disappointed.
She couldn't wear a bra with the dress she wore to work. Oh well,
she thought. I'll wear it the next time I go out.

She was doing some cleaning when the buzzer
sounded. Surprised she went to the little intercom and pressed the
button.

"Hello?" She said.

I got a package for you," a man said.

"A package for me? What's the name on
it?"

It just says occupant," he said.

"Is it advertising?" She asked
suspiciously.

"I don't think so. Advertisers don't spend
the money to send stuff by courier," he said.

"Well, why do you think it's for me?"

"This is apartment 1014?"

"Yes."

"Then this is for you. You want to buzz me
in?"

"No, I don't think so."

"Fine. I'll leave it here by the door."

He didn't say anything more but a moment
later she heard the outer door close. Surely it was just some guy
who was trying to use her to get into the building, she thought.
But what if it wasn't? Maybe it was even some horrible man who
hoped she would open her door to him so he could rush in and attack
her. But what if it wasn't?

Cursing softly to herself, she let herself
out of her apartment and took the elevator downstairs to the lobby.
The outer lobby was very visible. There was nowhere to hide in
there. She went up to the interior door and looked through it and
could just see a box propped up against the door frame.

She hesitated then opened the door, watching
the outer door closely, ready to spring back and slammed the door
closed. But no one came in as she grabbed the box. She was relieved
as the door closed. And then gripped by curiosity she made her way
back to the elevator. Whatever could this be? Was it a mistake?

Once in her apartment, she set it down on the
tiny kitchen table then went to the kitchen and got a bread knife
to cut the tape on either end the box Inside was what looked like
black gauze, somewhat similar to the material in stockings or
pantyhose. There was a note on top. She picked up the note and
sucked in a deep breath.

This is for you, sex slave. Wear it tonight
when I pick you up. I'll meet you downstairs in front of your
apartment at One AM. Be there or Tamira says she'll hang you from
the wrists and whip you raw.

She pulled the fabric out of the box and held
it up before her, her eyes widening. It was a dress of some kind.
Or more likely some sort of sexy nightie or lingerie. You certainly
couldn't wear it on the street, for it was see-through.

She took off her sweatshirt and then
sweatpants. After a moment's hesitation, she pulled off her bra as
well. She stepped into the dress, sliding it up her body. It was
tight across her hips and waist and the hem was very short, not
much below her buttocks.

It clung to her as tightly as a stocking
would to her leg, skin-tight. The back didn't go much above her
buttocks, leaving her back naked. The front pulled up across her
breasts and had a kind of thick loop at the top which, after a few
moments, she realized she was to put her head through.

She did so, and the thing settled into place
against her. Flowery lace strips were running along the sides of
the breasts so that the sides of her ribs were bare. Another lacy
strip ran along the hem, and it had a pair of lace strips dangling
down from it. She found a pair of matching stockings in the box and
slid them up her legs, then attached the strips to the tops.

Two final items in the box were a tiny black
thong, and a pair of high, strappy stiletto heels.

She walked back to the mirror, careful in the
high heels. The dress, or nightie, or whatever it was, was almost
as revealing as she had suspected. The way the lacy fringes drew in
as the thing narrowed at the top of her chest did somewhat cover
her nipples. But she was basically naked, save for the thong and
that little fringe of lace.

She went back and picked up the note again
and read it. Wear it when I pick you up, it said. Well, there was
no way she could wear this outside her apartment. Not without
something on top anyway. Only this was not meant to be worn
underneath something else. This was the kind of thing you put on
only to have some man rip it off. Still, if she wore a longer,
loose dress, that would hide it nicely.

She really ought to wear a black bra under
this, she thought. But Malik had included a thong and not a bra, so
clearly that was not what he wanted. Or Tamira, if that was who had
picked this out. She didn't want to do anything which would annoy
either one.

She turned and posed in various positions in
front of the mirror, shaking her head a little at how revealing the
thing was. The chest part curved inward along the edges of her
breasts leaving them partially bare. Also bare was her upper chest
other than just below her throat and her shoulders and arms, not to
mention most of her legs.

She was bemused by the thing and finally put
it down to the kind of strange kinkiness that old people, or at
least Tamira and Malik seemed to have. But if they wanted her to
wear this at their house, she had no particular problem with it.
She looked at herself and imagined wearing this at the bar.
Imagine what kind of tips I'd get, she thought in
amusement.

She pulled the thing off and pushed it down
her body then folded it over a chair before taking off the
stockings and shoes. They clearly thought of her as a sex toy. And
now they were dressing her like one, like their own sexy Barbie
doll. She wasn't sure what she thought of that, but at least she
liked the idea of looking sexy and hot.

She put on her work clothes, but strange,
delicious thoughts of herself as a living sex doll, as a sexy
escort or something, flitted through her mind. The thoughts were
certainly more exciting than being a waitress living in a
bachelor's apartment. I need a new job, she thought.

She left for work just before Three. She did
not, of course, wear her uniform on the bus. She never wore that
outside the bar, unless, like last night, someone was driving her
home. It wasn't as revealing as the thing Malik had sent her, but
it would certainly draw stares anywhere outside the restaurant. It
brought enough stairs even inside the restaurant!

Sitting on the bus was even more boring than
cleaning her apartment. Her mind again played various fantasies,
especially as she let herself imagine what would happen that night
when Malik picked her up. She'd been picked up twice now, after
all. And both times they had sex with her in the car. Not only
that, but they had tied her up first.

Well, at least that made for a more exciting
ride than this one. Then again the only excitement that ever
happened on this bus was when someone was drunk or getting into a
fight with someone else. She would way rather get from place to
place in a beautiful car like Malik had.

She got off at another stop and waited
patiently for her transfer bus then climbed on that and crowded in
with people who seemed to be on the way home from work. It sucked
working the evening shift. Everyone else was happy to be going home
and she was just heading off to work.

I definitely need a new job, she
thought again.

She wondered if Malik or Tamira knew anyone
who was hiring. The way to get decent jobs was through connections.
The problem for her was that the only people she knew were
waitresses and store clerks and the like. And the only jobs they
could recommend were that kind of job. She'd like to try working in
an office or something, as long as it paid enough that she could
buy the right clothes. She certainly didn't have anything in the
way of office wear now.

She got to work and when into the back to
change into her uniform. Putting it on reminded her of how
incredibly outrageous she had been the other evening. She had been
basically naked and riding Malik's cock! It was a miracle no one
had spotted her.

And while it would've been mortifying if they
had, now she could look back on it with a sense of wonder and dark
delight. Every time she saw that booth she would remember
straddling him and riding up and down on his thick cock while he
sucked and chewed on her breasts and nipples.

There was no such excitement tonight, of
course. There were certainly enough men leering at her, and even a
few with wandering hands. But for the most part, they were
well-behaved. Even the groping didn't bother her like it once had.
Maybe she was becoming used to the thought of herself as some sort
of sex toy.

As the hours passed and she came closer and
closer to the end of her shift, she began to think about Malik and
Tamira more and more. A little butterfly took flight in her abdomen
and as the time ticked by more and more began to flutter away
inside her. What would they do to her tonight, she thought with
equal parts anxiety and excitement.
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The bus was late on the way home. That
produced a rising sense of anxiety in her. What if Malik got there
and she wasn't there and he just drove away?! Would he go and find
some other girl? Would she not get any more money? When the bus
stopped she practically ran up the street to her apartment relieved
that he wasn't out front.

She jabbed the elevator button repeatedly,
then hurried up the hall and unlocked her door before tearing off
her clothes inside. She slipped on the thong and pulled the nightie
thing over her head then pulled on the stockings and attached them
with the thin black strips before sliding her feet into the shoes
and doing up the straps.

There wasn't time to put on anything else so
she simply grabbed a raincoat from her closet, pulled it closed,
and buttoned it up before heading out the door again. She almost
fell as she tried to rush in the stiletto heels, but she still got
to the front door a few minutes late.

The sedan was already waiting there as she
hurried out the door. She grabbed the handle of the passenger side
door but it was locked. The other door opened and Malik stepped out
then walked around the car to her, scowling down at her.

“You're late, slave girl," he growled.

"I'm sorry but the bus was late!" she
exclaimed.

"I'm sorry? Is that how you talk to your
master?" He raised his eyebrows.

"I'm sorry I'm late, Master," she said.

"And why aren't you wearing what you were
told to wear?"

"I am! it's under the coat! Master," she
hastily added.

"Did I tell you to wear a coat?"

"Well, no, but I'd get arrested if I didn't
wear something over this."

"Why would I want you to be arrested? You
think I would tell you to do something which would get you
arrested?"

"Um, I don't know…"

"Do you think you can accept that despite
your vast legal training I know the law better than you do?" he
said in a sarcastic tone.

"Um, I guess. Master, I mean."

"Take off the coat," he ordered.

Olivia gulped anxiously and her head swiveled
from side to side. This was something like what Tamira had done the
other night. But that was downtown, not in front of her building!
Still, it was unlikely that anyone looking down at her from a
window would be able to tell just how gauzy and see-through the
thing was.

With a final check to make sure no one else
was walking towards them she opened her coat and slipped it
off.

"Much better," he said.

He opened the car door and tossed her coat
in, then reached in and pulled out... a collar and chain. He
grinned at her as she looked around her anxiously, then slipped the
collar around her neck and buckled it in place. A moment later he
slipped studded leather restraints around her wrists and buckled
them in place.

“Right. Let's go.”

She had expected to get into the car but
instead, he closed the car door, locked it, and headed up the
sidewalk, pulling on the chain attached to her collar.

Olivia was caught off guard and stumbled
after him.

"Go where!? I can't walk around outside like
this!"

"You let me decide what you can and can't do,
slave," he said. "You aren't going to be arrested. Especially at
night. I can't see your nipples or your sweet little pussy. That
means the cops can't, either."

"But… But, you can see my breasts!" She
exclaimed.

"Sure can. Well, a large part of them,
anyway. And they sure are nice."

He had continued to walk away leaving Olivia
with little choice but to follow after him. Even her keys were in
the pocket of the coat which was now locked in his car. So she
couldn't go back inside if she wanted to.

"Please, Master!" she moaned in a low, urgent
voice, looking all around her.

"You shy?" he asked with a smile. "Sex slaves
can't be shy. Their bodies don't even belong to them. They belong
to their master and mistress. And their master and mistress can
show them off to anyone they want. Or give them to anyone they
want, for that matter."

Olivia's mind squirmed. It was after One in
the morning, so the streets were mostly empty. Even so, there was
the occasional car driving by. She crossed her arms over her
breasts briefly, before Malik ordered her to drop her arms to her
sides.

"Where are we going, master?" She begged.

"To visit a friend," he said.

Olivia felt a jolt. That suggested she was
going to be introduced to somebody. In other words, someone was
going to see her in this thing! And while it might well be true
that the thin lacy strips covered her nipples, barely, the rest of
her was in see-through black gauze.

Her heart was already beating rapidly and her
pulse racing. As she felt her chest tightening with anxiety.

"Aren't you proud of your body, sex
slave?"

"Yes, but… I mean… It's not like I'm used to
having strangers see it!"

"Well, it's time you got used to it then. You
have a spectacular body, white girl." He grinned at her “White
slave!” he taunted. “You should show it off more.”

“Someone's going to call the police!” she
gulped, looking frantically around.

“Nonsense. This is the big city. A man
leading a woman around by a leash hardly raises an eyebrow unless
her hands are bound. Which is why yours are free – for now.”

“But... but...!”

“Probably should have gagged you but that
might not go over well in public.”

She gasped as she looked up the sidewalk.
“Someone's coming!” she exclaimed.

“So? Stop being so shy, Slave.”

A man was walking towards them, a black man,
middle-aged like Malik, and wearing a dark suit. Olivia's heart was
already racing, and now she cringed, dropping her eyes as they got
closer and closer, horribly embarrassed.

“Why, that's a fine-looking white girl you
got there, friend,” the man said.

Malik stopped!

“She is, isn't she,” Malik said amiably.

Olivia gasped as she felt his hand behind her
head grip her hair and tug it down to force her head up. The man
was standing before them, looking her up and down as her face
burned with embarrassment.

“She's my white slave,” Malik said.

“Really? Did you pay a lot for her?”

“Nope. She's got a thing for Black cock.”

“Is that so? Well, you know, I just happen to
have one right here.”

To her astonishment, he unzipped his trousers
and pulled out a long, thick cock that was already hardening.

“I'm sure that would please her a lot,” Malik
said.

Olivia was not an idiot. It was almost
immediately obvious this was the man Malik had brought her to meet
and this was some kind of act. That eased her humiliation, but only
a little. And then Malik released her hair and pulled her wrists
back behind her to lock the restraints together!

“Would you like to see how talented she is?”
he asked.

“I do believe I would,” the man said.

Olivia's pulse raced! They were standing next
to a large black sedan parked at the curb. There was a tree on the
narrow lawn in front of a large apartment building, and its
spreading branches would serve to block the sight of what was going
on here from anyone looking out the window.

But they were still on a public street not
far from her home!

Malik gripped her hair again and jerked her
sideways so she was on the lawn, then pulled down so that she
gasped and dropped to her knees. The stranger stepped forward,
grinning, and Malik tilted her head back.

“You know what to do, Slave,” he growled in a
deep, commanding voice.

Olivia shuddered as the man's cock slid
through her lips and onto her tongue.

This is insane! I'm out of my mind for
going along with this! she thought wildly.

But the man's cock pushed deeper and she
began to lick and suck as the two Black men stood over her
watching. A sense of darkly outraged excitement began to rise
within her as she moaned anxiously and began to bob her lips back
and forth along the man's cock.

“Take it all the way down your throat,
Slave,” Malik ordered.

Moaning, she pushed deeper, gurgling and
nearly gagging as the head pushed against her throat. She drew
back, then forced herself forward, letting his cock slide down her
throat as she forced her lips closer and closer to his body.

“Nice,” the man said.

“Well, you know these white whores,” Malik
said. “Nothing they love more than taking a black cock deep.”

The man reached down and slid his hands
through Olivia's hair, jerking experimentally on it, then pulling
her back. She gasped for breath as he rubbed his cock over her
face.

“Did you like that, Slave girl?” he
asked.

“Answer him, Slut!” Malik ordered.

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” she panted.

“Master. I like that,” the man said.

He pushed himself back into her mouth and she
slid her lips down his glistening cock as a car drove past them,
briefly lighting up the street and making her cringe.

“Say, you wouldn't mind if I fucked your sex
slave, would you, my man?”

“Of course not. She's free for anyone to
use.”

The man pulled his cock back and as Olivia
gulped in air he and Malik pulled her to her feet and drew her onto
the sidewalk, then bent her over the hood of the sedan. The man
lifted the little hem and then pulled the thong aside. A moment
later Olivia felt his cock rubbing up and down against her before
it pushed forward.

“Ahh, nice and tight,” the man said as his
cock penetrated her.

Olivia shuddered, her breasts pillowed out
against the hood as she stared dazedly across at the other side of
the street. Not for the first time since she'd met Malik and Tamira
she felt a sense of how impossible it was that she was engaged in
such... outrageous sex! That she was being such a complete and
utter slut!

She gasped as the man plunged deeper and
started to pump. His hand slapped her bottom, then his leg forced
hers further apart as he drove himself all the way into her
trembling body.

“Ahh. Nothing like burying your cock in a
pretty white girl,” he said.

“I hear ya, man,” Malik said.

Olivia felt her insides starting to thrum
with energy. A sense of wild hunger grew within her mind as his
hips began to slap against her buttocks.

Malik moved around to the front of the car
and then gripped her hair, turning her head towards him as he undid
his own pants. He pulled his cock out and pushed his cock into her
mouth as the man behind thrust harder and faster.

I'm going out of my mind! Olivia
thought.

She gurgled as Malik's cock pushed deep into
her throat, her body shuddering to the impact of the man behind
her. His cock drove deep into her belly as the two men used her as
casually as if... as if she really were a sex slave! It was unreal!
Yet they were making it feel real to her! And that was setting her
mind on fire!

The man finished quickly and then drew
back.

“Thanks for the use of your white girl, my
man,” he said.

“Any time, friend. Have a good night,” Malik
said.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth, leaving
Olivia gasping, and moved around behind her.

“Hmmm. You ought to be wearing a butt-plug.
You should wear one every day, all day, so this pretty little ass
of yours is ready for any black man who happens to pass by and
wants to shove his cock up inside you.”

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“Apologize for not being ready for your
master, slut.”

“I-I'm... I'm sorry, Master!” she gasped.

She felt his finger pressing against her
there. It felt... slippery with something. It pushed in and out but
didn't go deep. A moment later something thicker and cooler pushed
against her back opening and slowly forced it wider as it drove
deeper. She moaned as the butt-plug spread her open and then
slipped inside.

“You'll be ready for my cock in no time,
white girl. In the meantime.”

He pulled her upright and led her back onto
the lawn, then undid her wrists, only to lock them together again
in front of her. He lifted her arms high and then removed the chain
from her collar, clipping it to the wrist restraints instead, and
then wrapping it around a branch over her head.

Olivia shuddered as she stared around her.
Again and again, she felt how impossible and unreal it was for them
to be doing this on a public street where anyone might walk or
drive by!

“Wh-Who was that man... Master?” she
gulped.

“How should I know? Just a stranger.”

Olivia knew that wasn't true.

He closed his hand around her throat and
squeezed lightly as he leaned in to put his lips near her ear.

“Remember, white girl, you're a sex slave,”
he said in a low growl. “Your body belongs to me to do with as I
choose. I can do anything I want to you and let anyone use you if I
feel like it.”

He pulled back, then gripped the front of the
lacy garment and tore it open.

“Anything,” he said.

He tore the thin garment completely off her,
then, grinning, gripped the thong and ripped it off in one powerful
jerk.

Olivia cried out, then clamped her lips
closed, staring around anxiously. The thing wasn't much but it was
something! Now she was completely naked on a public street!

Malik grinned and ran his hands over her
body, kneading her breasts, rolling her nipples, then pinching them
and tugging them up and forward so that she was forced to arch her
back.

“Tell me you love black cock, baby.”

“I-I love black cock, Master!” she
moaned.

His hand slid down her belly and his fingers
began to rub her, then they drew back and he took something from
his pocket. She'd never seen anything like it before. It was a
small, rectangular thing that fit against the back of his hand as
he slipped his fingers through loops in the front of it.

It began to buzz as he dropped his hand
lower, and she gasped as she felt his fingers rubbing lightly
against her. They were now... vibrating!

He gripped her hair and jerked her head back,
then crushed her lips with his while his fingers rubbed her
skilfully.

Olivia moaned into his mouth, feeling herself
surrendering, helpless to do anything but accept whatever he
wanted. She could almost feel herself simply placing herself into
his hands, and not just physically. Whatever happened, even if
something bad happened, he would take care of it.

She was, after all, just a slave girl!

His fingers probed and then slid inside her
even as his thumb stroked her clitoris. His lips, meanwhile, were
showing all the expertise which had first astonished her, and she
felt almost as if her mouth and lips were surrendering too as his
kiss became hungrier and more demanding.

With his hand controlling her hair and his
lips against hers, she could no longer look around her, could no
longer watch for someone approaching. She was also losing herself
to the sensations he was rousing in her body, beginning to narrow
her focus to the rising heat and hunger.

“Hey, you!”

She squeaked in shock at the strange
voice!

Malik released her and turned around and she
saw a Black woman standing on the sidewalk with her hands on her
hips, glowering at them.

“What are you doing with that white slut?”
the woman demanded.

“Using her like I should be, Ma'am.”

The woman came closer, glowering at Olivia,
who quickly dropped her eyes, face burning hot.

“What do you mean doing that out in
public?”

“All I'm doing is pleasuring my white slave,”
Malik said mildly.

The woman snorted disdainfully. “White slut,
you mean! That's what you are, ain't it, white girl!?”

“Answer her,” Malik ordered.

“Y-Yes,” Olivia moaned.

She cried out as Malik jerked back on her
hair, forcing her head up.

“Answer properly,” he growled.

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Filthy white slut,” the woman spat. “You
ought to be whipped!”

“I'd do that but I got better things to do
with her,” Malik said.

He moved around behind her and his zipper
came down. Then Olivia felt his cock pushing up between her
buttocks. He pulled her thighs wider then pushed his cock up
through the swollen lips of her pussy.

“Filthy slut!” the woman said.

She slapped Olivia's face!

Olivia cried out, then again as the woman
slapped her other cheek.

“White whore!” the woman hissed.

“Apologize to the lady for being a filthy
slut,” Malik ordered, pulling back on her hair as he drove his cock
deeper.

“I-I-I'm sorry for being a filthy slut,
Mistress!” Olivia whimpered.

“You should be! I bet you love that black
cock pushing up inside you! Don't you, slut!”

Olivia gasped as Malik jerked on her
hair.

“Yes, Mistress!”

The woman dropped her hand between Olivia's
legs and her fingers slid down across her clitoris until they felt
Malik's cock driving up inside her.

“Feels like a nice big one,” she said. “You
love big black cocks inside you, don't you, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“Whore!”

She slapped her face again, though
lightly.

Then she dropped to her knees in front of her
and began to lick her clitoris!

I'm losing my mind! Olivia thought
dazedly.

She hadn't had much doubt this woman was also
in on whatever games Malik was playing, but it was still a shock to
feel her tongue against her clitoris as Malik pumped in and out of
her.

A car drove past on the street and she
cringed, but it simply added to how astonishing and unreal this
was. It was like she was in another world, where all the rules were
different and where sex slaves were real!

Malik's cock was skillfully driving up and
down in her pussy, rubbing against the front wall of her sex –
against her G-spot. The woman's tongue was as expert as Tamira's
was, and as she felt herself surrendering to the strange, unreal
role of sex slave Olivia's fears and inhibitions began to melt
away.

Malik squeezed and kneaded her breasts as he
drove himself into her, while the nameless woman forced her thighs
further apart and back, pushing her face forward to suck hungrily
on her clitoris. It was impossible to ignore the surge of raw
sensation spreading up through her body. It began to act on her
brain like alcohol or narcotics. She lost all her cares and
concerns and her head rolled back as she gave herself to the rising
heat and dark excitement.

She felt the pleasure pulsing within her like
pure energy, growing more and more intense. Only her bound wrists
kept her from falling as she jerked and trembled and shook in the
throes of a flood of liquid heat and pleasure.

She began to cry out, her voice rising, until
Malik's big hand covered her mouth. That, oddly, leant her a sense
of more freedom. She no longer had to even attempt to repress her
cries. That allowed her to relax that last portion of her mind
given to self-control and the orgasm exploded within her.

She screamed into his palm, her hips bucking
violently as Malik drove herself into her, the woman licking
furiously at her clitoris as convulsions wracked her body and her
mind tumbled in somersaults of dazed animal pleasure.
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For Olivia, the shocks kept coming too fast
for her already staggered mind to handle. The next one was the
arrival of Tamira, who was suddenly right there standing before
her.

“I might have known why you were late," she
said as she glared at Malik.

"I got distracted, baby," she heard Malik
say.

"You mean this little slut waved her white ass at you, and you're such a man-whore you couldn't resist."

"She is nice and warm and tight inside,"
Malik said.

He was still thrusting up into her even as
the strange woman stood up, her fingers still rubbing Olivia's clitoris. But he
gave a final few hard
thrusts and then groaned as he buried himself inside her and ground
his hips against her buttocks.

"This white girl is such a slut," the woman
said.

"She sure is, honey," Tamira said. "This
little whore can never
get enough black cock inside her."

Malik's
cock slipped out of her and she heard him zipping up his fly
behind her.

"You can't be trusted with this slut," she
said. "You go get the car."

Malik walked back up the street leaving a
panting Olivia looking nervously at the two thirtysomething black
women glowering at her.

"Whore! Tamira said.

"Slut!" The other woman said.

"Thinks she's
so special because of her fine titties,"

Tamira reached up and cupped Olivia's right
breast, the other woman reached up and cupped her left.

"What should we do with this slutty little
white girl?" Tamira asked.

"She needs to be taught her place," the other
woman said.

"Her place is on her knees licking my
pussy."

"This little slut is a cock lover," the other
woman said. "The way to control a cock-lover is to give her
cock."

"Well, you know what, I happen to have one right here."

"Spread your legs, whore,” the other woman
said.

Olivia gasped as Tamira pushed a long, thick
black dildo up inside her. The woman pumped it in and out several
times, twisting and turning it until the base was almost buried
inside her and the head was jammed up against the very back wall of
her sex.

The dildo had a pair of thin straps attached
to the base which Tamira drew up diagonally across her abdomen and over her
hips. The other woman went behind her and fastened them together at the small of her back.
There was a third strap that Tamira pushed between her thighs
and which the other
woman then drew up between her buttocks and fastened to the others
behind her.

Olivia was startled, but not shocked when the
thing began to vibrate. The two women ran their hands over her
breasts fingering and rolling her nipples. Tamira reached up and
gripped her hair jerking it back sharply enough to make her cry
out.

"Tell me you love black cock," Tamira
growled.

"I love black cock, Mistress!" Olivia
moaned.

"Dirty little white girl," the other woman
said

“She shouldn't be wearing clothes of any
kind,” Tamira said. “She's an animal!”

“A sexual animal!” the other woman
growled.

They tore off the stockings and even her
shoes to leave Olivia barefoot and naked there on the cool lawn
beneath the tree. The woman was rubbing her clitoris and rolling
her left nipple as Tamira squeezed her right breast and ran her
hand over her soft buttocks.

“Beg me to fuck you, whore,” Tamira
growled.

“P-Please fuck me, Mistress!' she
whimpered.

“Dirty slut,” the other woman said.

She and Tamira leaned in and took the center
of both of Olivia's throbbing breasts into their mouths, sucking
rhythmically as their tongues swirled and caressed her stiff
nipples and areolas.

Olivia shuddered, staring around her dazedly
and moaning under the sensations the women were rousing within her.
Four hands slid up and down her body, caressing and stroking her
soft flesh, kneading and squeezing her breasts and buttocks and
thighs and pussy.

“We should take her somewhere more private,”
the woman said, “Where we can beat her and torture her.”

“She definitely deserves to be punished,”
Tamira said. “She's such a bad girl.”

“Such a nasty girl.”

“Such a slutty girl.”

“Such a dirty girl.”

Olivia gasped and swayed on her feet as the
two reached up and undid the chain holding her wrists above her
head. They drew her arms back behind her and locked them together
again. Then Tamira pushed the black ball-gag they'd used on her
before into her mouth.

“Let's go, sex slave,” she said, tugging on
the leash.

“Sex slave!” the other woman taunted her.

Tamira pulled her to the sidewalk and Olivia
moaned into the gag, staring around her as her bare feet hit the
cool pavement. Nothing was hiding her from nearby windows now as
the two women walked up the street, with her anxiously following.
Her head turned continuously from side to side as she scanned the
windows and then the sidewalk and road in front of and behind
her.

“What's the matter, sex slave?” Tamira
demanded. “Afraid someone will see your naked white body? Aren't
you proud of them titties and that bubble butt?”

Olivia couldn't answer, of course, could only
moan helplessly. She was vastly relieved as a car pulled up and
Malik looked out at them.

“Bout time,” Tamira said. “Pop the
trunk.”

He did and they led Olivia to it.

“Inside, slut. We don't want you dirtying up
our fine interior with your slutty body.”

They pushed her head down into the otherwise
empty trunk, then lifted her legs up and pushed her fully inside
before shutting the lid overhead. Olivia heard doors opening, felt
the car shifting as the two got in, then the car accelerated
forward.

Yet again she told herself she was insane to
go along with their dirty games, but really what choice did she
have now!? She might as well be kidnapped! Well, except she wasn't
scared. She was certainly anxious, but that was more
wariness about who else she would be exposed to without
warning!

And there was no denying this was darkly
thrilling. She'd been terrified of someone seeing her back there,
but it was over and no one had – except for this woman, and that
other man, who were clearly in on Tamira's nasty games. And now she
marveled at having gone through it, of having been fucked by Malik
while some strange woman licked her from in front!

Right there in the open!

These people obviously had few, if any
inhibitions about sex and nudity! Which made it difficult for her,
since she had plenty!

She turned onto her back in the dark trunk,
grateful it was carpeted. The ride was still uncomfortable. She was
also uncomfortably aware of the dildo protruding from her pussy,
especially as it would start vibrating without warning, then
abruptly stop, only to start again.

She let her mind drift, imagining herself a
prisoner – which didn't take a lot of imagination – about to be
subjected to lewd, obscene sexual demands by evil people. She had
never thought of herself as a masochist, but somehow the idea was
intensely arousing. Maybe because she'd had so much incredible
excitement and pleasure from them treating her like one
already.

This was so dirty!

The car turned and stopped and her eyes
widened in the dark. Now, what were they going to do to her!?

The lid opened and Tamira and the strange
woman looked down at her.

“Get out, slut,” Tamira growled.

She reached in and grabbed an arm while the
other woman did the same. They quickly helped the naked girl out of
the car and Olivia realized she was at their house again with a
sense of relief. She felt the restraints binding her wrists
together parting, and then Tamira pulled on the leash and led her
onto the lawn.

“Get down on all fours, you little animal,”
she ordered.

Moaning, Olivia obeyed.

“Crawl,” Tamira ordered, tugging on the
leash.

Olivia crawled, with the other woman
following. This time, though, Tamira didn't lead her to the door,
but to the side of the house. She crawled along the grass between
the house and the hedge which bordered the yard as the other woman
came behind.

“Nasty little slut animal,” she taunted.

They came out in the backyard, with Olivia
starting to pant with effort. It wasn't like crawling was something
she did a lot of, after all!

The backyard was wide and spacious, and there
was an in-ground swimming pool with underwater lighting, shining
blue. Olivia flinched from the brightness and her eyes rolled
around to the nearby hedges, gratefully noting their height.

Malik emerged from the house, with another
man behind him. He was the man who'd already used her earlier, she
realized with some relief.

Though why that was a relief, she wasn't
sure!

The two men sat down in lounge chairs as
Tamira led her up to them. The woman turned and snapped her fingers
at her.

“Sit,” she ordered.

Malik snorted as Olivia looked at her in
confusion. Then the other woman gripped her hair and jerked her
down.

“Sit on your heels, slut,” the woman said.
“Knees spread wide, hands behind your neck.”

Oh, Olivia thought. She did so,
flushing under the gaze of the four older people as she displayed
her body for all to see!

“Mmm, Mm, Mmm,” the strange man said. “I bet
you could sell her for a pretty penny.”

“Maybe after she's properly trained,” Tamira
said. “Would you like to be on a stage being bid on by rich old
men, slut? Not that you'd have a choice, of course.”

“She'd probably find that exciting,” the
other woman said.

Tamira jerked on the leash, pulling her to
her hands and knees.

“Turn around, slut, and show these men your
pretty pussy,” she ordered.

Flushing, her head swirling, Olivia turned,
and then on a further ordered, dropped her upper chest to the
ground and spread her legs apart.

“Now that looks ready for fucking,” the
strange man said.

“This little slut is always ready for
fucking,” Tamira said.

The vibrator began to buzz.

“Roll your hips back at the men, slut-puppy,”
Tamira ordered. “Roll those hips.”

Olivia cringed! This was so awful! So
dirty!

Crack!

She yelped at a sharp, stinging blow across
her buttocks, and saw the strange woman was holding a long, thin
stick-like object.

“Roll those hips, slut!”

Gasping, she began to roll her hips.

“Slowly, sensuously. You're inviting them to
come and mount you and ride you like the little bitch in heat you
are.”

This was so humiliating! But Olivia did it,
gasping around the ball-gag as the four of them watched, rolling
her hips slowly, and getting another stinging blow from the stick
to force her to do it more sensuously.

“Whore!” Tamira said derisively.

“I told you she was an animal!” the other
woman said.

“A fuck animal,” Tamira said.

“A slut puppy, like you said.”

“Nice looking pussy,” the strange man
said.

“Nice and tight too,” Malik said. “Really
squeezes tight around your cock.”

“Have you fucked her ass yet?”

“Not yet. I got a pretty thick cock. We want
her little ass to get used to having something inside it.”

“She's got a nice butt-plug there.”

“Yeah, I put that in tonight.”

Tamira stood directly in front of Olivia, her
pointed shoes almost touching her chin.

“Are you grateful to your mistress for being
so nice to you, slut-puppy?”

She moaned but of course, couldn't talk.

Tamira squatted and undid the ball-gag, then
pulled it free.

“Answer, white girl.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she panted.

Tamira stood again.

“Then thank me, slut.”

“Thank you for being so nice to me,
Mistress!” Olivia said, gasping as she felt the vibrator starting
to move in and out of her as someone gripped it from behind.

“Now show me how grateful you are to your
mistress, you filthy little she-animal.”

Crack! The stick cut across her
buttocks and Olivia yelped. Then Tamira nudged her lips with the
toe of her shoe.

“Lick, sex slave!” she taunted.

Crack!

Olivia gasped and licked at the toe of her
boot.

“Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“Long, eager licks, fuck-puppy. Show us what
a happy, eager little white girl you are.”

Moaning, Olivia licked at the woman's leather
shoe, her tongue lapping up and down the top as the vibrator buzzed
away inside her. Fingers rubbed her clitoris, and then she felt the
butt-plug being pulled out of her bottom.

“Beg Master Lionel to fuck you in the ass,
white girl,” Tamira ordered.

Crack!

“Ah. Please fuck me in the ass, Master
Lionel!” she gasped.

She felt the firm, soft, warm head of the
man's cock pushing against her and sliding inside.

“Keep licking, slut-puppy.”

Gasping, panting she continued to lick
Tamira's foot as the cock pushed deeper, as male hands slid up and
down her hips and the vibrator buzzed away. This was all getting
even more insane, more depraved, more outrageous, but her mind was
catching fire and her body flaring wildly.

The feel of the man's cock pushing down into
her ass, filling her up, stuffing her, made her feel like sexual
electricity was crackling along her skin.

“Lick, whore!”

He drew his cock back, then pushed forward,
drew back, then pushed forward, going ever deeper into her belly
until she began to feel cramps.

Then Tamira moved aside and grasped her hair
forcing her up onto all fours. She squatted next to her, holding
her hair as Malik knelt before her, his cock already hard. The
other woman knelt on her other side, and her hand slid in beneath
to rub her clitoris as Malik pushed his cock into her open, moaning
mouth.

“Dirty little white bitch,” Tamira taunted,
squeezing her breast and rolling her nipple.

“Nasty little white sex slave,” the other
woman said as she rubbed her pussy and kneaded her other
breast.

“Swallow my black cock, white girl,” Malik
ordered as he pushed himself deep into her throat.

“I'm gonna bury every inch in this tight
little white teenybopper's ass!” the other man said.

“Animal!” Tamira growled into Olivia's
ear.

“Sex slave!” the other woman hissed into her
other ear.

“Whore!”

“Bitch slave!”

“Fuck toy!”

“Slut-puppy!”

The two men buried their big cocks inside her
and Olivia trembled and shook, gurgling and moaning as her mind and
body were roiled by wild shock-waves of pleasure, passion, and
heat. Then the orgasm hit and she began to tremble and shake,
bucking back feverishly against the man behind her.

He began thrusting in and out, harder and
faster, his hips slapping against her buttocks, even as Malik
fucked her throat, jamming himself to the balls with every
stroke.

“Come for us, white girl!”

“Come with those black cocks inside you,
white bitch!”

“Sex slave!”

“Fuck animal!”

The orgasm overwhelmed her mind while
convulsions wracked her body. Olivia was lost in a dark, wild storm
of ecstasy, wave after wave making her want to scream at the top of
her lungs. If she'd only had air to do it with.

Malik finally pulled out and she sucked in
deep, wracking sobs of air as they let her collapse, except for her
hips. They remained held high, strong male hands clutching them as
the man named Lionel continued to pound his hips against her. His
thick cock plunged deep into her belly again and again as her
glassy eyes stared at the ground her chin was rubbing against.
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Olivia had expected something wild,
thrilling, and undoubtedly perverted to happen tonight. She had
thought that she was prepared. But the events of the night far
exceeded what her imagination had laid out before her.

This demonstrated once again that these older
people were way more perverted than she was. Or perhaps it was
better to say that they had better imaginations than her. After
all, it was clear she was pretty perverted, too. Otherwise, why
would she have become so aroused, so filled with excitement and
pleasure at the outrageous and degrading things they had done to
her?

Every time she thought they had pushed
impossibly far into the realm of kinky, outrageous perversion, they
simply went further. And every time they did, hot little
shock-waves of excitement and energy rippled through her mind and
body. So clearly she was a pervert, as well.

The four of them, Tamira, Malik, Lionel, and
Rhonda, sat fully clothed in the spacious backyard under the
lights. She remained naked, collared, with a vibrator stuffed deep
in her pussy, and a long thick dildo almost but not quite buried in
her ass.

The women had combed her hair over a clip
they had placed over her head which held some sort of animal ears.
The dildo in her ass held a sort of furry tail dangling down
between her thighs as she crawled. And she was expected to crawl
everywhere. In fact, she was basically playing the role of some
sort of animal. That meant she was not allowed to stand or to speak
unless spoken to.

The four of them took turns giving her
orders, ordering her to pose her body in certain ways, invariably
degrading, and sexual. They seemed to find it amusing to make her
wag her tail and bark like a dog. She could see why but was still
bewildered about how being so utterly degraded down to the state of
an animal aroused her so much.

Maybe because being an animal freed her of
any need for shame or guilt in what she did or who saw her do it.
Animals knew no shame, after all, not even doing things in front of
people that would be considered humiliating for a human being.

"Sit up and beg, slut-dog," Tamira
ordered.

Olivia rose up on her knees drew her arms up
against her chest and then dropped her hands limply as she hung her
tongue over her lower lip like a dog.

Tamira smirked and then threw a piece of
popcorn at her.

Olivia tried to catch it in her mouth but
failed and dropped down to all fours to lick it off the ground.

"Fetch the ball, fuck-puppy," Rhonda said, as
she tossed a ball across the lawn.

Olivia turned and crawled rapidly across the
lawn until she reached the ball, lowered her head grasped it
.between her teeth then turned and crawled back to the woman to
place it in her hand. She was rewarded with a pat on the head and
"Good fuck-puppy,"

She had a feeling that they were testing her,
seeing how far they could push her, how far they could degrade her
before she refused to carry on. The scary thing was that no matter
what they did, her body was simply bubbling and simmering with
sexual fever to the point that it only seemed to arouse her more.
Was she just that much more sick and kinky than any other girl
they'd come across?

The vibrator started to buzz again and her
lower body jerked convulsively. They weren't keeping it on for
long, just long enough to heat her up, watching her closely as it
did, and then turning it off before she could come.

Malik held his hand out with a piece of
popcorn in the palm and she crawled to him and licked it out of his
hand.

"This is one hot little fuck toy," Lionel
said.

"She looks great in any position," Malik
said.

"Dirty little white slut," Tamira said.

"Pose for us, white bitch," Rhonda
ordered.

Olivia sat back on her heel spreading her
knees wide, brought her hands behind her neck, and arched her back
to thrust her breasts out at them.

"Are you a cock sucking whore, white girl?"
Tamira demanded.

"Yes, Mistress," Olivia said. "I'm a cock
sucking whore!"

"Does that vibrator feel good in your pussy,
fuck-puppy?" Malik asked.

"Yes, Master," she gulped.

"Lay on your back and spread your legs,
slut," Rhonda ordered.

Olivia lay back down on the grass and spread
her legs apart.

"Wider, slut!"

"Reach down and undo the little strap that
holds the vibrator in."

Olivia obeyed, moaning softly.

"Now fuck yourself, slut. Fuck yourself and
rub your little clit while we watch," Rhonda said with a sneer.

Another shock wave ran through Olivia's body
at the order. But she obeyed instantly, her fingers caught the base
of the vibrator and she began to slide it in and out of her tight
pussy while her other hand stole down so she could rub her
clitoris.

The fresh sensations were like throwing oil
on an already raging fire and she cried out helplessly, her hips
starting to buck and jerk upward as she pumped the long black
cock-like vibrator in and out of her body. That four virtual
strangers were sitting there looking down at her while she did this
was both outrageous and scalding.

Her heart pounded and her breathing rapidly
grew ragged as her chest heaved and her pulse raced. She drew her
knees wider and back, helplessly gripped by a dark, feverish heat
which seemed to rage higher the more she degraded herself. She
plunged the vibrator into her body with hard frantic thrusts as she
began to tremble and jerk to the sexual pressure building within
her.

"Stop!" Malik ordered.

“Stop!" Tamira ordered.

Olivia managed, only barely to halt her
movements, though her body trembled and shook.

"Take that cock out of your pussy, slut!"

Olivia shuddered and obeyed.

"Do you want to come, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Olivia moaned.

"Beg, white girl,"

"Please may I come, Mistress!"

"You need to beg a lot harder than that,
fuck-puppy,"

"Come here, slut."

Olivia moaned and rolled onto her side then
pushed herself up on her hands and knees and turned toward them.
Tamira held her foot out and Olivia shuddered then leaned in and
began to lick her shoe.

"Long, eager licks, white girl. Show me how
much you want that come."

Olivia ran her tongue up and down the woman's
leather shoe. It was a very pointy shoe and she started at the toe
and worked her way back as the woman held it propped up above the
ground.

"Beg, white girl."

"Please may I come, Mistress!"

"Keep licking, slut."

Olivia licked up and down along the top and
sides of the pointy leather shoe.

"Kiss the toe," Tamira said. "Now purse your
lips in a pretty kiss. That's it, white girl. Now slide your lips
forward and take my shoe into your mouth."

This command seemed to startle the others,
and not just Olivia. They snorted and snickered as Olivia trembled
and pushed her lips forward. It was easy to get the pointy toe in
her mouth. Of course the further back her lips moved the wider the
shoe got until her lips were spread as wide as they possibly could
go. There was simply no way she could get the woman's foot into her
mouth.

“Suck on that, fuck puppy. In and out. Fuck
your mouth with it," Tamira ordered.

"Now reach back with your hand and rub your
click, fuck-puppy," Malik ordered.

Olivia trembled and moaned as she obeyed,
rubbing her swollen clitoris as she slid her lips up and down the
front of Tamira's shoe. She felt a sense of wildness, of dazed
blistering heat.

"Sit on your heels and spread your legs
wide," Tamira ordered.

As Olivia obeyed the woman lowered her foot
and brought the heel in underneath Olivia's body pressing the
pointy toe up against the soft overheated mouth of her sex.

"Sit on that, white girl. Sink that hungry
pussy of yours down on my shoe."

Olivia's breathing was coming so raggedly she
was becoming lightheaded as she obeyed. The pressure against the
mouth of her sex thrilled her as it spread her open. The lower she
sank the thicker the woman's shoe became and she felt stretched
wider and wider.

"Fuck yourself on it, whore."

The others were looking at her excitedly.
Rhonda was particularly enthralled as she watched Olivia tremble
and shake and slowly ride her pussy up and down on Tamira's
leather-covered foot.

“Now beg to come, sex slave."

"Olivia's voice shook. "Please, Mistress,
p-please may I come, Mistress! Please! Please, Mistress!"

Tamira smirked down at her smugly as she
watched her riding her foot. "Rub your little clit and come for us,
slut dog."

Olivia let out a broken sob and obeyed. Her
fingers rubbing frantically at her clitoris as she rode up and
down. Her pussy was stretched and straining around the slick
leather shoe. But the pain didn't matter against this kind of heat
and the orgasm exploded within her.

Already prepared, Malik quickly slid out of
his chair and moved behind her. Even as Olivia's voice began to
rise in animal pleasure he slid a thin belt around her throat and
tightened it. Her eyes bulged and her mouth opened wide again and
again as she screamed nearly soundlessly. She made no move to
loosen the belt, her fingers rubbing her clitoris and squeezing her
breast as she rode Tamira's shoe through a massive storm of
ecstasy.

It crossed her mind that he might actually be
intending to kill her, and that brought a flicker of fear, but it
didn't really seem important next to the absolute need to embrace
the pleasure coursing through her veins.

She wallowed in that heat and pleasure, dazed
and overpowered by it. Black dots began to dance before her eyes,
but she didn't care. The orgasm raged within her and her mind was
like a cork in a storm-tossed sea, helpless and unable to affect
anything which happened. Then the belt loosened and she
instinctively sucked in a deep ragged breath of air crying them out
in animal pleasure as the others laughed at her and Malik put his
hand over her mouth.

The orgasm must have gone on for a full
minute, and when it faded she lost the intensity which had kept her
dazed body in place and fell back on her back as Tamira pulled her
shoe back.

"Whore!"

"Slut!"

"Animal!"

"She should be punished for being such a
filthy slut!" Rhonda said.

"First, she has work to do," Tamira said.

They dragged her up onto her knees and pulled
her wrists together behind her to lock the restraints in place,
then snapped a pair of nipple clips to her swollen pink buttons to
waken her from her half-stupor.

Olivia then spent the next half-hour licking
first Tamira then Rhonda then Tamira to orgasms while they slapped
her breasts, pulled her hair, and tugged on the chain leading to
the nipple clips.

*

Olivia was taken to the attic. It was warm
outside, but the house was air-conditioned. Not so the attic. The
attic was hot and stuffy and dark. There was nothing in it but old
boxes of clothing, furniture, and other things they had no
immediate use for.

Olivia was tied to a roof support post, her
arms stretched up above her head, and her wrist restraints chained
up and back around behind the post. Her ankles were similarly
chained in place. Rope circled both her body and the post, loops
pulling around her neck, her shoulders, her hips, and thighs. She
could not move an inch.

Before leaving her, they had thrust the
vibrator back inside her and then for good measure tied a larger,
plug-in vibrator in between her thighs with the rounded head jammed
up against her sex. With a ball gag in her mouth, she could scream
as much as she wanted, they told her.

And then they left, turning out the
lights.

Olivia's body trembled and twitched, her
muscle spasming repeatedly as she moaned around the gag. It had not
taken her long to come. And after that had come another orgasm, and
then another and another. She lost track of how many.

Her abdomen ached from the muscle spasms
which accompanied them. Beads of sweat trickled down across her
breasts, belly, hips, and thighs. She had no idea how long she had
been there and only the ropes and chains kept her from falling to
the floor.

She was aware she was drooling around the
gag. It kept her lips stretched open around it and at first she had
simply swallowed her saliva. But as the heat and violent orgasms
had begun to drain the energy from her body her mind begun to drift
and she had lost track, her thinking growing fuzzy.

Every now and then she recalled herself and
lifted her head back and swallowed the saliva. But as her body
trembled and the waves of pleasure raised the sexual pressure
within her she had lost track again.

She felt the buildup of yet another orgasm
with a mixture of dread and glee. She welcomed and embraced the
pleasure, but her body now ached from her muscles clenching and
spasming so often and so intensely. The pressure peaked and her
entire body stiffened and then shook violently there against the
post as the orgasm took possession of her.

She writhed and trembled as convulsions
wracked her body, causing her to strain against ropes dampened by
the sweat of her skin. Her head rolled and thrashed and she cried
out again and again around the gag as she ground her buttocks into
the harsh wood behind her. Her chest heaved as she sucked in ragged
breaths of air only to cry them out again in animal pleasure.

An animal! That was what they called her. She
was a sex toy for them, a sex slave! The idea was wickedly exciting
and darkly thrilling. And even this, being tied in this dark hot
attic and tormented by vibrators was merely another wild scalding
outrage that served to free her of all inhibitions.

She gasped for breath and her head sank as
her body went limp, the orgasm fading. Was it possible to die of
too many orgasms? She never heard of that happening. Surely it was
impossible. She had never felt more helpless, more at the mercy of
others. Nor had she been so completely resigned and accepting of
that.

It was so hot in here! Even without the
physical exertion, she would've been sweating freely. With it, her
body felt soaking wet. Her hair lay matted against her skull. Beads
of sweat trickled down to the tip of her nose then fell onto her
chest before slowly sliding down onto her left breast to pool at
her nipple.

Her nipples were both excruciatingly tender,
and she knew a deep, instinctive desire to have someone touch them.
But she was alone and could do nothing herself.

Her body ached from being pinned in place for
so long, her arms and back and legs stiff. Her breathing grew more
shallow around the gag as she lowered her chin to her chest. Her
eyes were glassy and unseeing as she moaned around the gag.

Suddenly light flooded the attic, stabbing
her eyes so that she had to close them to slits. Tamira walked
across the floor to her, a smirk on her face. She grasped Olivia's
dampened hair and jerked her head up and back against the post.

"Whore," she whispered into her ear.

She cupped and squeezed one of Olivia's
swollen overheated breasts and the younger girl shuddered in
pleasure.

"Slut," she whispered into her other ear.

She reached behind Olivia's head and undid
the strap holding the gag in place, then worked the ball out of her
mouth.

"Are you a sex slave, bitch?" she
demanded.

Olivia knew she was supposed to say
something, but only moaned dazedly.

Tamira caught her straining nipples between
her thumbs and forefingers and rolled them gently and then more
strongly. But then she jabbed her fingernails into the sensitive
little buttons and pinched sharply tugging them up forward so that
Olivia cried out in pain and arched her back, or tried to.

"Answer your mistress, white girl.”

"Yes, Mistress!" Olivia cried.

"Say it, whore!"

"I'm a sex slave, Mistress!" Olivia
moaned.

Tamira released her nipples and then slapped
her cheek sharply.

"Louder, slut!"

"I'm a sex slave, Mistress!" Olivia
cried.

Tamira slapped her other cheek. "Louder,
whore!"

"I'm a sex slave, Mistress!" Olivia
exclaimed.

"Are you going to obey your mistress, sex
slave?"

"Yes, Mistress!" Olivia cried.

Tamira began to untie her, and as the ropes
loosened Olivia felt her legs growing rubbery and shaky. Tamira
undid the metal clips binding Olivia's ankles to the post and then
did the same with her wrist restraints.

Olivia sagged to her knees on the floor
gasping and moaning she fell forward onto her hands.

Tamira pulled away the large vibrator and
then slapped her bottom sharply.

"Ass in the air and legs spread, slut." She
barked.

Groaning, Olivia slowly raised her hips
higher into the air and then shifted her knees apart on the floor.
She felt Tamira's fingers at her sex, prying the other vibrator,
which had buried itself inside her out of her pussy. The absence of
the vibrations felt very strange to her now. Although her body
continued to tremble, anyway.

"Tell me you're my fuck-puppy."

"I'm your fuck puppy, Mistress," Olivia
moaned.

She felt the woman's fingers pushing into
her; one, two, then three, thrusting deep twisting and turning.

"You are absolutely sopping wet, you nasty
little white slut."

Olivia felt the lips of her sex stretched
wider as Tamira added another finger.

"Beg me to fuck your slut brains out,
whore."

"P-Please fuck my slut brains out, Mistress,"
Olivia whimpered.

She gasped as Tamira brought the heel of her
left foot down against the back of her neck to pin her chin harder
against the floor.

"Who owns you, slave-bitch?" she
demanded.

"You do, Mistress," Olivia moaned.

She gasped as the fingers in her pussy
stretched wider and wider somehow.

"Tell me you're my slave-bitch."

"I'm your slave-bitch, Mistress," Olivia
gasped.

The fingers seemed to get wider and wider and
she moaned as her opening stretched even more. She felt a hard
pressure against the lips of her sex as they strained around… A
shock ran through her. For long seconds her mind was frozen as she
realized that Tamira was pushing her entire hand up inside her!

She could feel the fingers stroking against
the inner walls of her sex even as the woman's knuckles slowly
pushed through her opening. She gulped in air again and again as
the fingers seem to flutter within her abdomen and the hand pushed
still deeper.

Now she felt some relief as the heel of her
hand slid into her body and her pussy was able to close behind it
around Tamira's wrist.

Crack! Tamira's hand snapped down
stingingly across her buttocks.

"Tell me you're my slave-bitch, white girl,"
Tamira demanded again.

"I'm your slave-bitch, Mistress!" Olivia
cried as a wild dark wave of astonishment, uncertainty, anxiety,
and rising heat spread through her body.

Crack!

"Again, slave-bitch!"

"I'm your slave-bitch, Mistress!" Olivia
cried.

The hand slowly twisted and turned within her
abdomen, the fingers spreading as Tamira's wrist pushed
forward.

"Oh!" Olivia gasped as she was stretched
achingly wide. "Oh, oh, oh! Please, M-Mistress! Oh, God! Oh!"

The thick, solid mass of Tamira's hand slid
deeper, and then she felt the fingers pressing and prodding and
pulling inward, stretching her deep inside her belly as the fingers
drew back into a fist. The fist slid backward and forwards, then
backward and forward again turning slowly, twisting.

"Beg me to fuck your slave-bitch brains out!"
Tamira ordered, slapping her bottom again.

“P-Please fuck my slave-bitch brains out,
Mistress!” Olivia squealed.

She heard a buzzing sound and then the bigger
rounded vibrator pressed up against her clitoris and began to grind
and rub against her as the fist moved slowly in and out. Her body
began to tremble and shake and the foot on her neck pressed down
harder to hold her in position.

The sensations were overwhelming even as her
mind was still coping with the astonishing realization that she had
an entire hand inside her. Her body began to jerk and buck and
twist as the fist moved in and out faster, the knuckles jamming
achingly deep as the vibrator moved firmly against the mouth of her
sex.

She began to hyperventilate, becoming
lightheaded as her body filled with sexual pressure and raging
heat. She cried out, and then again, and then again, and began to
squeal and moan and gasp with every thrust of Tamira's fist into
her spasming pussy.

The orgasm exploded, the heat like an inferno
consuming her mind as her body shook violently and bucked back
against the plunging fist.

"Fuck toy!" Olivia growled. "Sex slave!"

Olivia lost control of her bucking,
trembling, shaking body as her nerve endings crackled like live
electric wires and her muscles spasmed again and again. Her mind
was overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations flooding through
it.

Then it all became too much for her and she
lost consciousness entirely.
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When she woke up, Olivia found herself curled
up in a cage. It wasn't a very large cage either. But compared to
being tied against the post in the overheated attic, it seemed very
luxurious. It even had a mattress on the bottom. It was a sort of
cage one bought for a large dog.

Fuck puppy! she thought with a flutter
in her chest.

She was still naked but felt cleaner as if
she'd been washed, and wondered how long she'd been unconscious.
She’d certainly been exhausted even before… She ran her trembling
fingers down against the mouth of her sex. It still ached from
being stretched so wide.

I can't believe she managed to get her
whole fist inside me! she thought incredulously.

Slave-bitch! she thought, bringing
another little flutter to her chest.

This was so fucking outrageous!

She ran her hands along the metal bars and
then squirmed around to look at the door of the cage. It was
locked.

I'm locked naked in a cage like an
animal! she thought wonderingly.

The thought brought excitement rather than
fear.

She wondered what time it was. She had no
work tomorrow, so it wasn't like she had to rush home and get to
sleep. Maybe she could sleep here, she thought. Though preferably
not in a cage.

The cage was in a bedroom in a corner. There
were curtains on the wall to her right, presumably over a window.
No light came through, of course. It was still night. There was a
large double bed on the other side of the room with night tables on
both sides and some sort of bench at the foot. It didn't look like
a bedroom anyone was living in. It was more like a spare
bedroom.

Still, it was almost as big as her apartment.
Her mind briefly sifted through possibilities like a new job or
something which would allow her to have a nicer place, if not quite
so nice as this. But everything kept circling back to sex, because
sex had been the focus of her life lately. At least as long as she
was involved with Malik and Tamira.

She imagined herself as a stripper, dancing
seductively across the stage while dozens of men looked on. The
idea was scary, of course, as it had always been. But it also held
a certain dark sense of excitement. She was perhaps less inhibited
about people seeing her naked than she had been before.

Maybe I could become an expensive call
girl, she thought. Then only one man at the time would see her
naked. Of course, he'd also get to touch her and do other things to
her, but that didn't seem so intimidating as it once had. Hadn't
she just had sex with a man who she knew absolutely nothing about,
when he was a complete stranger? Not to mention Rhonda.

Maybe she could have sex with complete
strangers and still find it pleasurable. Obviously, she’d already
done so, so why not do it again? And again. Especially if it was
for a lot of money and she could live in much nicer places than her
current apartment.

She let her hand slide over her body gently
caressing her breasts and rolling her nipples between her thumbs
and forefingers. Her hands slid down between her legs and her
fingers delicately pried apart the lips of her sex before her
middle finger dipped lightly into the mouth of her pussy.

Her fingers slid lower and she felt the
rounded butt of the plug in her bottom. That reminded her what it
felt like to be sodomized, and she felt another little flutter of
excitement.

I can't believe all of the stuff I've been
doing lately, she thought to herself.

If someone had suggested she would do such
things a month ago she'd of thought they were out of the minds. She
was a good girl, after all, not some insane slut.

Slave-bitch! she thought.
Fuck-puppy. Animal!

The door opened suddenly and Malik walked in.
He smiled as he came over to the cage, a bundle of leather of some
kind in his arms.

“How's our little sex slave doing?" he
asked.

Olivia thought about what kind of answer he
wanted. But before she could utter it he leaned over and unlocked
the cage with the key.

"Crawl out, slave girl," he said as he
straightened.

Olivia rolled onto her side and then up onto
all fours before ducking her head and shoulders low to ease through
the door of the cage. Just as she did he dumped the things he'd
been carrying onto the floor and she saw a pair of very long boots
with very high stiletto heels.

He knelt beside her and removed the
restraints from her ankles.

“Put the boots on, sex slave," he said.

She sat and picked up the first boot,
examining it briefly before pushing her foot into it. The boot was
open from the ankle to the top with loose laces needed to tie up.
It felt like her foot fit well enough and she drew the laces in one
at a time to tighten it as she closed it. That took longer than it
would with most boots but these ones went up way past her
knees.

Perhaps because he was impatient, Malik knelt
and slid the other boot onto her other foot and began tying up the
laces even as she finished with the first boot.

"Now these," he said.

She thought the other things were gloves,
long gloves. As with the boots, he had to remove the restraints
from her wrists first. Her hand slid into them as the leather
pulled up past her wrists and past her elbows before cinching
tightly but there were no thumbs in these gloves and no fingers.
There was not a lot she could do with her hands in these
things.

He put the restraints back around her wrists
and her ankles, then stood.

"Kneel and present," he barked.

Olivia scrambled to obey, kneeling, spreading
her legs wide, and easing her buttocks back onto the edges of her
now high-heeled boots. She drew her hands up behind her neck and
arched her back as she thrust her breasts out.

"On your back, feet flat on the floor legs
spread," he said again in a stern tone.

She obeyed, at once.

"Now take your heels in your hands," he
ordered.

To do that required that she push her hands
down further than they would go, and the only way to do that was to
raise her hips and much of her back up into the air so that her
hands could stretch down to reach the heels. She also had to
stretch her legs achingly wide.

"You have a very neat, tight little pussy,
sex slave," he said. "On your knees, position for mounting."

Olivia rolled over and knelt in the
now-familiar position with her buttocks raised high and knees
spread wide, her arms thrust out before her. She felt his fingers
on her sex rubbing gently against her clitoris, and the sensations
began to rouse her immediately.

"Beg me to fuck you," he said.

"Please fuck me, Master!" Olivia
exclaimed.

"Are you my fuck-toy, little girl?" he
asked.

"Yes, Master! I'm your fuck-toy, Master!" she
said, a dark thrill running through her.

"Stand up and present."

The order confused Olivia, a little. The
stand-up part was pretty clear, though so she did that. And the
'present' part must be, she thought, much the same as when she
knelt and did it. So she drew her hands behind her neck, arched her
back, and shifted her legs apart. She felt a surge of relief when
he apparently approved.

He ran his hands over her breasts and down
her body his fingers rubbing skillfully at her sex.

"Are you going to obey your master,
slave?"

"Yes, master!" she said.

"Keep your hands where they are and don't
move them unless I tell you to. Do you understand me, slave
girl?"

"Yes, master!"

He reached into his pocket and pulled out
what she quickly realized was a leash, snapping it to the ring
dangling from the front of the collar around her throat. He tugged
lightly, then turned and headed for the door and she followed. He
turned to look back, then drew her out of the room.

"Keep those elbows back and chest out,
slave."

Olivia stiffened, feeling her heart beating
faster as he led her down the hallway like that. She felt awkward
walking on the high, stiletto heels, and had to focus a lot of
attention on ensuring her balance.

That got even worse when they reached the
stairs and she had to descend in the stiletto-heeled boots with her
hands behind her neck and her head back. Somehow she managed,
however.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs,
he turned her into the living room, and there she lost her
concentration. There was a stranger there, a strange man looking at
her. She felt the shock run through her, followed by a sense of
humiliation. Her hands jerked down instinctively to cover her body
before Malik's voice lashed out.

"Hands behind your neck, slave!" his voice
snapped.

She gasped uncertainly, her eyes wild, and
then at a glare from Tamira jerked her hands back up behind her
neck and arched her back. Her face flamed as the stranger eyed her
with approval but her mind was filled with swirling rushes of both
embarrassment and anxiety at apparently angering both Malik and
Tamira.

The woman came over to stand next to her,
scowling angrily.

"Are you embarrassed about something, white
girl? Is there something wrong with this black man looking at your
naked body? Don't you love having black cocks inside you?"

She had that stick thing in her hand, which
Olivia had now come to realize was probably a riding crop. The tip
was flat and leathery and she snapped it down stingingly across
Olivia's stiff pink nipple again and again.

“Are you being a bad little, sex slave?" she
demanded.

"Bad little sex slaves get punished," Malik
said.

"Tell me you love black cocks, slut!" Tamira
demanded.

"I love black cocks, Mistress!" Olivia cried,
horribly embarrassed in front of the smirking stranger.

The man moved forward, and she felt another
shock as his hand rose and then landed casually on her left breast.
He kneaded her breast and rolled her nipple between his thumb and
forefinger.

"This is a pretty sexy little slave girl," he
said.

"But a disobedient one," Malik said.

"Well there are ways to deal with that," the
man said.

Malik tugged on the leash and led her back
into the hall, then down it towards the kitchen. He stopped and
opened a door and she realized there were stairs leading down to a
basement. Pulse racing, she followed, with Tamira and the stranger
following behind her.

The basement was unfinished, with a stone
floor and stone walls. They walked through it to the center and
then Malik stopped and turned to her, dropping the leash. Even as
he reached for her right arm the stranger took her left and both
men raise them up and apart.

She looked up and saw a wide metal bar
overhead with hooks on either end. The hooks were fastened to her
wrist restraints just as Tamira kicked at her ankle and ordered her
to spread her legs apart. As she did the woman fastened a chain to
her right ankle restraint and drew it across to a nearby post.
Malik fastened another to her left ankle so that she was now locked
in place almost spreadeagled.

She felt her hair pulled back sharply and
then what felt like some sort of leather cap was pulled over her
head. As it was drawn lower, though, she saw it was more than
merely a cap. It was a hood which covered her entire face, leaving
only small holes under her nostrils and a larger hole over her
mouth.

Then a ball gag was pushed into her mouth,
the strap drawn behind her head and buckled in place.

Olivia could no longer even see what they
were doing, much less protest, if she was minded to do so. She
could certainly not move in any way that would allow her to resist
whatever they intended doing to her. However, the first thing she
felt was a vibrator rubbing up and down against her sex and wasn't
minded to resist that.

She felt the plug in her bottom pulled out
and then what felt like a long thick dildo was worked up inside her
until she felt cramps high in her belly. Like the plug, it seemed
to have a round, thick part just near the base which when forced
into her allowed her sphincter to close behind it and keep the
thing inside her.

She was not the least surprised when a
similar object was worked up into her pussy, nor when it began to
vibrate against her.

Hands moved over her body, many hands. It
felt like all three of them were stroking and caressing her at the
same time.

As her initial shock and embarrassment at
being exposed naked in front of the strange man faded, she began to
feel herself sinking into the mindset of the slave girl again. That
she could not see them, made that easier still. So what if there
was a stranger? It wasn't like she hadn't had a similar experience
with Lionel and then Rhonda, after all.

That she could not speak or move, meant there
was nothing for her to do or even think about doing but simply
focus on and sensations they were creating within her.

She felt fingers at her ears, and then
devices, little plugs, were pushed into them. She recognized them
as air pods, or something similar. These didn't play music,
however. Instead, she heard her own voice, a bizarre mixture of her
crying out in pleasure and screaming in orgasm as a background to
her denouncing and degrading herself.

"I'm a slut! I'm a filthy white whore! I'm a
fuck puppy! I'm a sex slave! I love black cocks! I'm a cock sucking
whore!" The pods carried on a continuous stream of self-abuse from
the words she had been made to say earlier.

Her body began to tremble, and her hips
ground against the vibrations. She moaned helplessly as mouths
sucked on the center of her breasts and tongues flicked across her
nipples. Heat rose within her and her pussy squeezed down around
the buzzing vibrator inside her.

"I'm a sex slave!" her own voice cried in her
ears. "I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I'm a sex slave! I love
black cock!"

Her body was soon writhing with sexual heat
and pleasure, quivering like a live wire. Her pussy throbbed hotly,
and her breasts felt swollen, her nipples tingling, exquisitely
sensitive so that every touch made her moan in helpless
pleasure.

"I'm a whore! I'm a slut! I'm a filthy little
girl! I love cock!"

Her own voice rose and fell in her ears as
she listened to herself coming again and again.

The hands withdrew, and then she felt
something cut diagonally across her back. It was something thin,
lightweight, and flexible. It was so lightweight that for a moment
she felt almost nothing, and then there was a stinging sensation
where it had landed, a line of heat across her back.

The next blow cut sideways across her
buttocks, and was harsher, the sting more immediate, so that her
hips jerked sharply forward. Then it landed across her back again,
and her swirling, churning mind realize that they were… Whipping
her!

Oh, of course, it wasn't a real whipping, she
knew. It wasn't like those things she occasionally saw in the
movies. Otherwise, it would've hurt horribly. But this stinging was
more than enough to invoke the sense that she was really being
whipped.

I'm a slave girl! I'm a sex slave! she
thought dazedly. She felt the whip strike her back again, lower
down, and the sting was sharp so that her back arched, her wrists
and ankles jerking against the chains.

Whipped! I'm a sex slave being
whipped!

She cried out around the gag at the next
blow, for the sting was sharper, but her body was burning with
arousal and hunger. Her mind was filling with a feverish sense of
awe at how wild and real and kinky and sick this little game had
turned.

The whip landed, again and again, the stings
growing worse, and leaving lines of heat behind. But that was
nothing compared to the heat consuming her mind. She writhed in
place twisting and straining against the restraints as the whip
snapped out at her bottom and back and shoulders.

The whip landed across her lower back again
so that her hips jerked forward, her back arching. And just as it
did the whip also landed across her breasts just at the level of
her nipples. The shock of that jolted her out of her hunger,
momentarily. Her mind swirled with confusion. Then she realized
there were two whips.

The idea that someone would whip her breasts
flooded her with a dark, scalding heat. It was so outrageous! It
was so sick!

She felt the whip strike her right hip oddly,
then the thin, flexible leather swept around to cut diagonally down
across her abdomen and snap at the delicate flesh between her legs.
She cried out again, startled at this new source of stinging pain.
But another rush of feverish heat caught her mind and sent it
tumbling.

The second whip cut across her breasts again,
drawing a cry from lips stretched taut around the ball gag. Then
the other whip curled across her other hip down across her abdomen
and snapped at her pussy again. Her body twisted and jerked, her
mind flooded with wild emotions, sensations, and confusion.

Whips snapped out faster, and her breasts
began to throb and burn. Her pussy ached.

And then they all stopped. She felt fingers
at her sex, and the big dildo slid down out of her bottom. It was
quickly replaced by the real thing.

One of them, Malik or the stranger buried his
cock in her ass. A moment later, as the vibrator was drawn out of
her pussy, another cock was thrust up inside her there and she
found herself sandwiched between two large men as they worked
themselves in and out of her trembling, shaking body.

In her ears she continued to hear her own
cries of pleasure, and above them her own words. “I'm a sex slave!
I love black cock! I'm a whore! I'm a fuck toy!"

She couldn't see, but she could certainly
feel. She moaned helplessly, gasping, crying out as the two big
cocks thrust into her from front and back at the same time.

I'm a sex slave! she thought
dazedly.

Hands clutched her aching buttocks. Hands
squeezed her breasts and mashed them together. Cocks churned inside
her overheated belly.

She screamed as the orgasm took her mind and
sent it spinning wildly. Her hips bucked frantically and her wrists
and ankles strained and jerked and twisted against the restraints.
The orgasm went on and on until she thought it would blast her
unconscious as the other one had. But she stayed conscious though
she sagged against the chains.

The two men continued to thrust into her
front and back saying nothing, using her body, using her like their
whore, like a sex slave. She grunted and panted and moaned as they
did. And then they withdrew. Then the vibrator and dildo were
pushed up inside her once more, or so she thought.

Whatever was being pushed into her bottom, it
wasn't the dildo. It felt smooth and curved. It only went in a few
inches and then she felt it pulling upwards as it hooked against
her tailbone. She felt a chain running along her spine from it,
going up behind her head. After a few moments, she realized the
thing actually was a hook of some sort. Though of course, had never
heard of such a thing before and had no idea why they were using
it.

She heard no voices other than her own. No
one touched her. The vibrator buzzed within her. And she stood in
place, legs apart, arms raised up and apart, and waited.

As the heat died down, she began to think she
might have been left alone, as she had been in the attic. Here, at
least, it wasn't so hot. But she was still blind. And she was deaf,
or might as well have been. All she could hear were her own moans
and groans and cries of pleasure accompanied by her own voice
telling her that she was a slave and a slut and a whore.

Time passed, but she had no idea how much,
having no way to measure it. Her body ached where the whips had
fallen. It felt like it was crisscrossed in dark, lines of heat.
Her breasts throbbed hotly. It was not pleasant, much like a
sunburn, perhaps. Still, she felt the low, simmering arousal, as
well as a sense of wonderment.

They whipped me! she thought,
marveling at how shocking an idea that was.

Her body began to feel stiff, as it had in
the attic. But she could move no more now than she had been able to
then. Her back and legs ached. Her feet in the high, stiletto boots
ached even more.

How long are they going to keep me like
this? she thought.

Her mind began to sink into a dull sense of
lethargy. There was nothing to do or see or say, and the voice in
her ears was repetitive. It went on and on with the same words. The
bubbling sexual heat never really left entirely, but her mind half
slept as she stood there. She couldn't fall down, after all. The
chains ensured that.

She was there for some time. She almost fell
asleep repeatedly. When she did, of course, her body would sag
against the chains, including the one in her bottom, bringing her
up short and waking her. Her legs ached stiffly and her feet were
burning. Her eyes were slits behind the hood. All she wanted to do
was lie down and sleep.

Still, she stood in place, for what felt like
hours, while her own voice in her ears told her what a slut she
was, and cried out in repeated orgasm.

She started awake to the feel of large hands
on her hips, jerking her back somewhat. The vibrator pulled out of
her pussy and a cock pushed up into her. The man began to use her
roughly, his hips slapping against her buttocks as his cock drove
up into her belly from behind and underneath.

She realized with a sense of wonder that she
had no idea who it was.

When he had finished she felt him drawing the
hook from her bottom, then the chains were removed from her wrists
and ankles. She sagged to her knees and found herself alone again.
She tried to move but quickly realized her collar was still
attached to something by a leash or long chain. So she sank down to
her belly and fell asleep.

She woke, groggy, to a voice barking orders
at her. The voice was accompanied by stinging blows from the crop
across her bottom and she quickly raised herself into the proper
position, belly down, bottom-up, arms stretched before her. She
didn't recognize the voice, though it was male. And a moment later
a hard cock pushed into her and began to ride her.

A few minutes later he was finished and
withdrew. She held her position for some minutes and slowly sagged
and lay on her side on the stone floor again. She ran her hands
along the chain link to her collar but had no fingers to undo
anything even if she could feel where it was clipped in place. She
rolled onto her back and sank back into sleep again.

She didn't think she slept long, for she woke
groggy again to more commands and more stings, this time from
Malik's voice. She posed her body as she had earlier in various
ways. Then, with her wrists behind her neck, he undid the ball gag
after telling her that she would be whipped again if she spoke so
much as a single word.

His cock pushed into her mouth and she began
to suck and lick energetically, as he slapped lightly at her
nipples with what felt like the tip of the riding crop. She sucked
his balls when he put them in her mouth and then swallowed his cock
as he plunged it deep into her throat.

When he was finished his fingers put a piece
of chocolate into her mouth and let her chew and swallow it before
putting the ball gag back in place and leaving her.

She settled back onto the floor again, laying
on her side, wondering what it was they were doing, or planning,
and how long she would be left on the floor like this. She would
rather be back in the cage, for at least that was padded.

She heard the footsteps on the stairs next
time. This time it was Tamira's voice that barked orders at her,
making her turn and kneel and stand and pose her body. And when she
was done Tamira took the chain or leash and led her crawling across
the floor and then up the stairs.

She felt carpet under her knees as they
reached the living room and then was again warned not to speak as
the ball gag was removed.

She was brought to where there was a sofa and
another cock was pushed into her mouth. She began to suck and lick
and bob up and down on it as hands kneaded her bottom and spread
her legs. Another cock pushed into her and began to ride her as her
lips slid down the cock in her mouth all the way to the base,
strong hands on the back of her head. Holding her in place,

She had no idea who was attached to the
cocks, nor did it matter. It was her job to take care of the one in
her mouth, and she did so to the best of her ability. Hands kneaded
and squeezed her breasts as hips slapped against her buttocks and a
thick cock pumped in and out of her belly.

The cock in her mouth came and she swallowed
his semen, and then another piece of chocolate was popped into her
mouth. She chewed and swallowed that as she was moved a little to
the side and another cock was at her lips and she slid her mouth
down its length.

She was used by several men, but she had no
idea who they were. Then she was led upstairs and placed in the
cage where she fell asleep.

She woke, dazed and hungry, her stomach
cramping. She'd had nothing to eat but a few chocolates. And she no
idea how much time had passed but it seemed like lots. The ball gag
was no longer in her mouth but there was no one to talk to. Besides
she was wary of saying anything in case she was punished again.

She heard a sound and then Malik's voice
ordering her not to speak. He undid the cage and pulled her out and
she crawled a little way across the floor before he stopped
her.

“There's food and water in front of you,
fuck-puppy," he said. "Just reach your lips and tongue down to the
bowl to find it."

Olivia could smell it, and recognize the
smell as oatmeal. She eased her lips down towards the smell,
lowering herself onto her elbows and forearms, and then began to
sip from the bowl below her.

"Keep your ass high and your legs spread,
fuck-puppy," Malik ordered.

She instantly complied.

As she consumed the oatmeal his fingers
caressed her sex. His thumb dipped into her as his fingers
skillfully rubbed her swollen clitoris to produce throbbing heat
which radiated up inside her.

"Tell me you're my fuck-puppy," he
ordered.

"I'm your fuck-puppy, master," she
gulped.

Another bowl was placed before her and she
drank from the water there, then he led her crawling out the door
and down the hall. Crawling down the stairs was awkward but she
managed it and then up the hall to, she knew not where, at
first.

She realized where they were when he led her
outside and she felt first the stone then the grass under her
knees. She could feel heat on her skin so knew it was daylight as
she crawled across the grass.

“Do you need to go to the bathroom?" He
asked.

"Yes, master," she whispered.

"This is where you do it, fuck-puppy," he
said.

Olivia gasped.

"You're an animal, remember?" he said.
"Animals go to the bathroom outside. They have no shame."

Olivia moaned in denial and confusion, but
when he warned that she either went now or she wouldn't be allowed
to she had little choice but to spread her knees wide and pee on
the lawn.

Like an animal! she thought wildly,
embarrassed and yet feeling a wild raw sense of shocked
excitement.

*

It was several more days before they removed
the mask and hood. During that time Olivia crawled everywhere she
went and slept on the floor, or in the cage. She was not permitted
to speak unless spoken to, and her body was used frequently by she
knew not whom.

Her body, as a sex slave, was available to
anyone who wanted it. That was the way things were if you were a
sex slave. So it didn't even feel wrong.

The rules didn't change when the hood came
off. She still wasn't permitted to speak unless spoken to. She
posed at orders from anyone who was in the room, and performed
whatever sexual act she was told to do.

Sometimes it was someone she knew, in the
vaguest sense, like Lionel or Rhonda, or Malik and Tamira. But
often it was for people she didn't even have names for. It didn't
really make any difference, for as a sex slave, she had to obey
whatever orders she was given, and service whoever wanted to use
her. That was the way it worked, wasn't it? That was the role.

And then one day, the hood went on again and
she was tightly bound. She was made to crawl out into the garage
and then lifted into the back trunk of a car, her wrists and ankles
fastened together. The hood slammed down and the car drove off.
Drove for some time, long enough she dozed a little, before
stopping.

She was taken out of the trunk and loaded
into a box of some kind and the box was wheeled across the floor
and into an elevator which ascended.

She had no idea what was going on or where
she was. When the box finally stopped and was opened, her wrists
and ankles were unbound. A strange voice ordered her to stand, and
hands gripped her arm to steady her and help her rise.

"Hands behind your neck, slave girl," the
man's voice barked.

She obeyed and then she felt the pull on the
front of the collar and walked forward across the hard floor and
then what felt like that carpeting. When she stopped she felt hands
at the back of the hood and it was drawn up and over her head so
that she could see.

She was looking out at the city through a
huge glass wall. Startled, she turned and looked around her and
realized she was in some kind of enormous apartment with a high
ceiling, one very high above the city. The man beside her was
slightly familiar. He had been one of those who had come to visit
her and used her body a few days earlier.

"You may call me master," he said. "Let me
show you to your bedroom, slave girl."

He tugged on the leash and led her across the
largest living room she'd ever seen in her life. Then down a marble
hallway, past open doors to a library, a games room with pool table
and pinball machines, and office of some kind, and then a theater,
then around the corner and into a very large bedroom.

The high ceilinged bedroom was the largest
she'd seen in her life. It was larger even than the one Malik and
Tamira lived in. It had huge floor-to-ceiling windows looking out
over the city on the other side of an enormous king-size bed. An
open door to her left showed a glittering bright bathroom.

"This will be where you will be sleeping,
slave girl," he said. "This is your home now."

She turned and looked incredulously at
him.

It was a middle-aged man tall and
distinguished-looking. He smiled slightly. "I just bought you,
slave girl. I'm your new master."

Olivia looked around her again with a sense
of wonder at the thought she was to live here in this luxury.

“I'll give you a few minutes to ponder that
and decide what you think.”

He left, closing the door behind him, and
Olivia stared at it, then around at the bedroom.

It was easily twice the size of her
apartment. And that was leaving out the bathroom, which was
enormous and had a walk-in shower big enough to put a bed in.

Everything gleamed, clean and polished,
luxurious and rich.

The bed was incredibly soft, and there was a
large TV on the wall. She moved to the window and stared at the
city wonderingly.

Live here?! Here!? As … a sex toy for some
guy?! As a sex slave!?

Here!?

The door opened and he came back in.

"Now let me see how happy you are to be
here," he said as he unzipped his fly.

Olivia stared at him a moment and then
hurried over, quickly dropped to her knees, and began to service
her new master.

 


END
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}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













