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Emily could not say exactly when she began to
feel disappointed with her lot in life. When had she first realized
that things were not as she had once hoped they would be? When had
her fantasies turned out to be lacking in color, lacking in
life?

All she could say with some certainty was
that it was too late to do anything about them. She had made her
choices, and if they had turned out to be the wrong ones, well, who
could really say other choices would have turned out better?

Zachary was a good man, a righteous man, a
responsible man, an honest man of integrity, a man of God. He did
not drink nor do drugs, did not break the law nor beat her, nor
cheat on her. He provided for her and was even, in some ways, a
kindly man.

He was, in fact, the parson of The Rising
Waters Pentecostal Church in Bloomsfield Alabama. He was a leader
of the community and a respected man by all who knew him. She lived
in a nice wood framed home not far from the church. It was clean
and bright, if not terribly large, and it was, in all respects, a
perfectly lovely little house.

The requirements for being the parson's wife,
however, were numerous. She had to comport herself in a proper,
conservative, modest and moderate way in all things. She had to
keep her voice low, her face fixed in a smile (even when idiots
talked to her) and her dress quite modest.

She was by nature a quiet and modest young
woman and always had been, but the need to act the role of a
southern parson's wife was more difficult than she had imagined.
She was, after all, only twenty three, had gone to university, and
was from Houston, a large city, which, while it was from Texas, had
a far more liberal attitude than Bloomsfield, or anywhere else in
Alabama.

Many of the people in Bloomsfield were, for
example, appallingly racist, and quite matter-of-fact about it.
This distressed her. She could not openly criticize them either.
That was simply not done. She could only show her disapproval in
small ways, such as in small frowns, pursed lips and silence.

Judge not, lest ye be judged, Zachary
said.

She agreed, yet it was hard not to upbraid
such people, in order to educate them, if for no other reason.

She tried, then, to lead by example. Hiring
Caleb Jones to do odd jobs for them was one of those ways. Caleb
Jones was a black man. He was, as far as she knew, a God-fearing
man who had never been in any trouble with anyone, and who worked
hard for his living. That some of the members of the congregation
thought ill of him was, to her mind, an illustration of their own
ignorance.

Not that she would ever say such out loud,
anyway, at least to them.

Caleb Jones fixed the front step on the
porch, first, and then the fence. Emily felt that hiring him every
time they needed some small thing done (Zachary was hopeless with
such things) was an excellent demonstration of how one should
behave, one she hoped the congregation would learn from.

So when another contractor fixed the wood
fireplace so it could work again it seemed quite natural to hire
Caleb to chop wood for them. Certainly Zachary wasn't going to do
it!

Zachary was a slim man, nearing thirty and
already suffering much from premature baldness. He was not exactly
the most masculine of men, to put it bluntly. He was intelligent,
kind and sensitive, all traits Emily had very much desired when
they had met, and still did.

But... it could also be said that his...
asexual behavior was something of a relief to her. Preserving her
modesty in the face of the often rudely displayed interest in her
body parts from men at college had been a difficult and often
stressful effort. They ogled her! They talked about her breasts in
a shockingly rude manner! And they made it clear they expected sex,
if not on the first date, then soon thereafter!

Emily had been raised by religious parents,
but they had been quite liberal in other ways, or perhaps more to
the point, politically correct. She was taught to dress modestly
not simply because it was sinful and wicked to do otherwise, but
because it would be beneath her dignity as a woman who insisted on
equality to be looked upon as a sex object.

She was proud of being intelligent,
well-educated and thoughtful. She demanded equality and respect.
She would not lower herself to flaunting her body like some airhead
bimbo in desperate need of attention. People would respect her for
her mind, not her breasts!

But at the same time it had to be
acknowledged that her breasts were a notable part of her body. They
had embarrassed her from the time she was thirteen, as boys stared
at them and commented on them. Even the girls did so! And that was
soooo improper!

Zachary had paid them no attention, and that
had been a huge relief. He hadn't tried to paw her or even kiss her
until a half a dozen dates in, and then it was only hugs and a
little light kissing. He never tried to assert himself or force her
into anything, nor even persuade her to do any of that icky stuff
other young men wanted.

Honestly! The thought of putting a penis into
her mouth was so unsanitary!

Sex after marriage was fine, of course. And
she and Zachary had had sex on their honeymoon. Twice. One on the
first night, and the second time a week later.

Since then the sex had fallen to once a
month, usually.

At first that hadn't bothered her. It wasn't
like sex was something particularly pleasurable anyway. She could
have done with a good deal more bodily contact, though, more
affection. She would have liked a lot more hugging and kissing, for
example.

As the parson's wife she had to be somewhat
aloof from the congregation. She met them all frequently and was
called upon to visit and discuss things and give advice, but her
relationship with them was always a bit distant. And since she
wasn't from Bloomsfield she didn't really have any friends
here.

Zachary's lack of physical attention thus
became an issue. Emily was becoming lonely. And she had too much
time on her hands, time she used in reading biographies and then
articles on psychology and sexual psychology. She tried to do
things to attract Zachary, to excite him. She dressed much less
modesty at home alone with him, all-but flaunting her prominent
assets to him.

He paid her little attention other than to
smile tolerantly.

She bought and wore very sexy lingerie to
bed, but he ignored it. Some of it was quite scandalous, and she
had to buy it from the internet, rather than walk into a shop and
purchase such things. She even had to shave all her pubic hair off
for a few of them!

He ignored that too.

Since they had a private back yard she bought
very small bikinis and then arranged to be 'sunbathing' out back
around the time he was expected to return home. He didn't show any
particular surprise, approval or disapproval of this when he looked
at her.

She was frustrated by this, and since she had
so much time she surfed the internet, looking at pictures of other
women and then comparing them to herself. She thought that, if
these women were considered to be sexy, then she must be, too.

Or was there something else wrong with
her?

Daringly, she took pictures of herself in her
bikini – a thong bikini, and posted them on an internet web site
devoted to such things. Her face was not in the pictures of course!
She asked people what they thought of her body, and blushed hotly
at some of the crude responses.

But no one said anything unflattering.

In fact, even though she blushed and squirmed
at some of the crude responses, she felt extremely flattered by
most of them. Everyone seemed to think she was an incredibly hot
and sexy woman! They wanted to see more! They wanted to see her
naked!

She wasn't about to do that, of course! But
at the same time, a part of her exulted in so many flattering
posts. These men thought she was beautiful, and talked about how
excited they would be if they saw such a body in person!

The anonymous nature of the conversation was
a protection against her embarrassment, and she soon began to take
even the crude and graphic words in stride. She giggled and blushed
at all the flattering responses, and posted a few more pictures to
get more flattery.

Slowly, over the course of some weeks, she
was persuaded to show more. First came the picture of her topless
with her arms folded across her chest. Then the picture of her
topless with her hands over her breasts (not that they covered them
sufficiently, of course). Then came the picture of her from the
side, with her chest pressed against a wall, showing what the men
called 'side boob'.

Finally she showed her breasts, and blushed
happily at all the praise, flattery and delight!

She also felt... aroused, which was a mostly
unfamiliar emotion. She squirmed not just mentally, but physically,
at reading some of the things these men said they wanted to do to
her! Some were disgusting, of course, but others sounded quite
intriguing!

The site had other pictures of other women,
often naked, and sometimes actually in the act of sex! She had
ignored them, at first, but slowly, over time, glanced at them, if
for no other reason than researching possibilities.

There were also videos, and some of these
left her breathless! These weren't actresses but real women, and
some of them showed such incredible excitement and pleasure at what
was being done to them that she began to feel a desperate longing
to experience the same!

Her only experience with sexual intercourse
was with Zachary, and in the missionary position. The idea of
riding up and down on a man was delicious, though, and she stared
at such videos with open mouthed awe.

She also felt that sense of arousal, of lust,
and felt guilty about it, knowing it was wicked and sinful. She
prayed to God to forgive her human weakness. But eventually her
body began to react such that she couldn't help touching herself in
places she knew she shouldn't.

That led to masturbation, and thus her first
orgasm.

THAT had certainly been
enlightening!

The same site had pictures of men, often
wearing little or nothing, and she found herself looking at them
admiringly, especially the ones with broad shoulders and powerful
chests. These were real men, she thought, like in olden times. They
were men with powerful shoulders, the salt of the land. They might
not be terribly sophisticated or kindly, but there was a machismo
and strength there that made her body thrum longingly.

Emily had long admired Caleb's shoulders, but
on that morning, a hot, humid morning in September, when he arrived
to chop wood out back she felt a wild and sudden jolt. Looking out
the window, she saw Caleb chopping wood, shirtless. His body was
glistening with perspiration in the hot sun, and she stared,
open-mouthed, while feeling a powerful energy rising from low in
her belly.

Zachary didn't approve of nudity, even
between husband and wife. He changed in the master bathroom, and so
did she. She wore a long nightgown to bed and he wore underwear and
pajamas. On those monthly occasions when he fulfilled his husbandly
duties the act began under the covers with the lights turned out,
and ended soon thereafter.

But Emily knew that Zachary's upper body
looked nothing like Caleb. It was half the size and had no
sign of musculature whatever. Of course, he was also extremely
intelligent, kind, and an earnest and caring man who ministered to
his flock's spiritual needs. It wasn't like he wasn't a good man,
she told herself guiltily, as she watched the muscles move beneath
Caleb's glistening black skin.

Of course, what she was doing was outrageous.
She was staring lustfully at a man not her husband! This caused her
considerable shame, and made her turn away... repeatedly. It just
happened, though, that she had occasion to look out the window
often that morning.

Nor would it be Christian of her to not see
to Caleb's needs by bringing out a pitcher of cold water for
him.

“Thankya much, Miz Withers,” Caleb said in
his deep, rumbling voice as he accepted a glass.

“I imagine it's very thirsty work,” Emily
said, with a gentle smile plastered on her face.

She most determinedly did not stare at the
man's chest!

“It is that, especially on days like
this.”

“You'd think they'd have a machine for this,”
she said, frowning.

“They gots machines for everything, Ma'am,
but praise the Lord there's still work for a man like me
anyways.”

“Of course. And you're doing a wonderful job,
Caleb,” she said, almost reaching out to pat his arm.

It wouldn't do, of course, not his bare
arm!

She also had to resist the urge to talk down
to him. His manner of speech and lack of education seemed to cause
an instinctive sense of superiority in her she found disturbing.
Plus he behaved in a distinctly meek and mild mannered way around
the wife of a pastor.

“Oh it ain't hard, Ma'am. You could probably
do it yourself, seeing as how you're in such good shape.”

Emily had never, of course, chopped wood, nor
given much thought to how to do so, but Caleb seemed quite earnest
and eager to show her, and she pursed her lips as he led her closer
to the stump he'd been using, put a cord of wood on it and then
showed her how he did it – in slow motion, swinging the big axe
overhead and down slowly, several times as he pointed out how you
wanted to hit dead center.

Emily watched with considerably more interest
than she probably should have had, were she the God fearing woman
she was supposed to be!

“Why don't you try one?” he asked.

“Oh I couldn't! I'm too small!”

“Don't look specially small to me, Ma'am,” he
said with a wide grin. “You look like you work out some.”

“Well, I do exercise,” she said,
flattered.

That thrumming was softening but spreading
into a sort of general sense of heat that had little to do with the
outside temperature.

He handed her the axe. She hesitated, but saw
no polite way to refuse. She took it gingerly, gasping at its
weight, but he gripped her arm to steady her, then she hefted it
easily enough.

“Uhm...”

He set a new cord on the stump and she raised
the axe high.

“No, Ma'am. You don't want to do it like that
as you gots to shift your hands further apart on the haft, see,” he
said.

He moved surprisingly quickly for such a
large man, placing himself directly behind her, and his big arms
reached around her on either side, enormous hands gently grasping
her forearms and then wrists to shift her hands further apart on
the axe handle.

Then his hands moved hers upward, lifting her
hands and arms.

That she was pressed back against his
powerful, shirtless body, directly pressing against him, did not
escape Emily's notice, of course. She was slim but shapely, lithe,
but medium tall for a woman, and was wearing shorts and a t-shirt
given the informality of her expected day.

And she felt Caleb's groin pressing firmly
into her backside!

That sent a jolt right up Emily's spine, and
left her jaw dropped again, holding the axe as if unaware of it. In
fact, she almost dropped it! Caleb had to catch it and then quickly
place her hands around it more firmly again.

His hands were so big! They completely
enveloped hers!

“Now you just lift up like this, Ma'am,” he
said, raising her arms himself, high above her, even drawing the
big axe up and back behind her head! The weight of that caused her
back to arch somewhat and pushed her bottom back.

Against Caleb's groin!

Emily's face was flushed hotly by then, and
her mind was swirling wildly, churning with sharp, shocked,
uncertain thoughts! Did Caleb even know... was he even aware of
how... indiscreet this was!? He was not, after all, a sophisticated
and intelligent man like Zachary!

It wouldn't be right for Emily to think
unkindly thoughts about him, much less jerk away and reprove him!
That would be sooo embarrassing if he were innocent of mind!

“Now bring it down with your eyes right on
the center of that cord, Mrs,” he said.

Caleb used his hands on hers to draw her arms
forward and down again, slowly, slowly, until the axe-head was
pressed right against the top of the cord.

And her bottom was pushed back even more
firmly into his groin!

“Now let's do another practice chop, then you
can do it all.”

He drew her hands up and back and then down
and forward again, her buttocks rubbing obscenely against his
groin!

Emily hardly even saw the axe-head, so
flustered and uncertain was she. Her chest was tight and she was
fighting to keep her breathing from getting ragged. She was also
sweating much more than her modest physical efforts would account
for!

She realized that as he pulled her arms and
hands so far back and her back arched her full breasts thrust out
quite tightly against the thin fabric of the t-shirt she wore, and
that Caleb was looking over her shoulder – at the axe of course but
still...!

Male attention to her breasts had often
embarrassed her. This time the possibility that he might be paying
attention only made the wild churning in her mind and the heat in
her body grow more intense.

“You wants to make sure your core is tight
when you swing an axe, Mrs.,” Caleb said.

His big left hand left hers, and was suddenly
on her stomach – practically covering it.

“You wants to tighten the muscles here, make
sure they're strong so your back doesn't give you trouble,” he
said.

His fingers probed lightly against her
stomach, increasing the wild confusion, uncertainty and flusters in
Emily's mind!

“Feels like you got some decent muscle here,”
he said.

“I-I... I w-work out!” she gulped, finding it
hard to keep her voice straight.

His fingers lifted the t-shirt up a bit and
then his fingers were probing at her stomach – her bare stomach
underneath!

“Yeah, it feels pretty good for a woman,” He
said. “ You could do some more squats to tighten things up
further.”

His fingers probed lightly against her, then
stroked along her skin.

“You have very soft skin, Miz Withers,” he
said admiringly, his soft, deep voice right next to her ear.

“I-I don't... you... shouldn't... !”

His left hand slid into the elastic waistband
of her shorts, pushing downward inside her panties, and right along
the smooth, soft skin of her lower abdomen until they found the
tight, neat line of her sex, then stroked lightly along it!

Emily's eyes bulged and her jaw dropped and
she froze in place, gripped not only by a sense of shocked
disbelief, but by a wild, raw pulse of sensation that rippled up
her spine like a crackle of electricity and almost dropped her legs
out from under her!

“You're one fine, fine figure of a beautiful
woman, Miz Withers,” he said softly.

Emily dropped the axe.

Her left hand grasped at Caleb's wrist, for
much of his hand was now down inside her shorts, but it was like
trying to pull a thick tree root the size of a baseball bat out
from the ground!

“C-C-Caleb!” she gasped. “You... you...
m-mustn't!”

And all the while those big fingers on that
huge hand moved against her with a surprising gentleness, slick
with the perspiration on both of them, rubbing insistently against
that spot... the one she had only recently really discovered
herself! The one she, of course, knew from sex-education class back
in high school as her clitoris.

Caleb was still holding her right wrist in
his right hand and she found herself unable to move, to pull free!
Though it was also true that she was so flustered and shocked she
could hardly summon the necessary decision to throw herself
free!

“You knew that once I touched your beautiful,
sexy body, Miz Withers, I wouldn't be able to resist touching it
some more,” he said, his lips so close to her ear now his breath
wafted across her.

“But... but.. I-I'm... I'm... a ...”

“You don't got nothing against me being a
Black man, do you, Miz Withers?”

Of course, that idea was outrageous! Emily
prided herself on her sense of equality and lack of racism! She had
done her best to instill such thoughts and values in parishioners
herself, though she despaired of reaching some of them!

“No! I... You... this isn't... I'm not...
I-I'm a m-married woman!” she gasped desperately.

Those fingers were rubbing against her so
gently and yet so forcefully! The sensations were sweeping up
through her body like nothing in her experience! They felt so much
more intense, so much more powerful than when she touched
herself!

“Don't you know what the sight of a beautiful
woman like you does to a simple man like me, Miz Withers?” he asked
mournfully.

While his two middle fingers rubbed her there
the others pushed back against her so her buttocks pressed even
more firmly against him, and now another shock swept into her as
she realized how … hard it felt there against her.

Surely that wasn't... surely he... that
couldn't be... but – !

And then his right hand released her arm, did
something behind her, and then gripped the waistband of her shorts,
suddenly tugging them down along with her panties! Emily squealed
and grabbed at them – too late!

And then she felt his big hand on her arm
again, holding her in place, and felt his... something... something
big and... firm and warm pressing up along her backside between her
buttocks! Surely that wasn't him! It was far too large! She, of
course, had heard the nonsense about Black men being heavily
endowed, but dismissed it as racial myths.

But she was quite certain Zachary felt
nothing like that! Even though he tried not to touch her with it
except for his duty of entering her.

“Just the touch of your skin makes me nearly
crazy, Miz Withers!” he moaned into her ear.

Emily moaned helplessly. All the myths about
violent, sex crazed Black men suddenly poured through her mind!
Would Caleb become violent if she denied him!?

“Please! Please I-I... you... you... oh!”

He drew his hips back and then pushed
forward, his hand abandoning her wrist to reach in between her
thighs. Gaping down at her body Emily saw the head of his mighty
shaft pushing out beneath her sex! She stared at the fat helmet
head in disbelief, then jerked helplessly as gripped himself and
pressed up against her soft, throbbing mons!

He rubbed himself up against her even as his
lips began to kiss on the nape of her neck, even as his teeth began
to nibble lightly at her earlobe!

His skin felt so amazingly soft as it rubbed
against her there, even though, obviously, he was anything but soft
himself! Emily shuddered, and then her legs gave way! Caleb eased
her down to her knees, coming down behind her, and Emily grasped
the tree stump for support, gulping in air.

“You feeling too hot, Miz Withers?” Caleb
asked in concern. “It's mighty hot outside. You might should loosen
your clothing.”

He abandoned her sex and his manhood, and
before Emily quite understood his intent he was peeling her t-shirt
up her body. He did it with such force that when it reached her
armpits her arms were lifted up and he peeled the t-shirt off her
entirely! A moment later she felt the strap of her bra opening
behind her, and then she gasped, clasping her hands against her
chest as he pulled the bra free!

“There, you can breath much better now,” he
said.

“C-Caleb! You... you... I – !”

“You just relax, Miz Withers. Caleb will take
care of everything,” he said.
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Emily felt her shorts tugged off her ankles,
then his big hands grasped her thighs, jerking them further apart.
She gasped and half fell, forced to reach out to grab the stump
again!

Then she felt the pressure against the mouth
of her sex! The pressure mounted quickly, and she was about to
demand he halt when the lips of her sex finally gave way before it,
spreading apart so that his mighty shaft pushed up into her
body!

Another powerful shock ran through her, and a
moment later yet another, as his big hands came up beneath her bare
breasts, squeezing them firmly!

Emily felt... defeated. It was too late! It
was far too late! She should have.... but she hadn't!

She shuddered as the thick hard male heat of
him pushed deeper inside her, stretching her out in a way which
ached but which roused that dark wild emotion even further. It was
suffocatingly hot now, making it impossible to think or react!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she whimpered.

“You just rely on old Caleb, Miz Withers,” he
said, fingers kneading her breasts.

His hips drew back, then pushed in, drew
back, then pushed forward, and Emily felt that familiar sensation
of movement inside her, only far more powerful. Caleb was thicker
than Zachary.

“You gots beautiful breasts, Miz Withers,” he
said, his big fingers kneading them, pushing them together.

Emily was gripped by a wave of misery! She
was an adulteress! There was no point in blaming Caleb! He was just
responding to his animal instincts! It was her responsibility to
put a stop to things and she'd failed! Of course he had simply
acted like the unsophisticated male animal he was!

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Please!” she panted, as
the size of him continued to startle her.

He slid his big hands off her breasts,
grasping her thighs again and jerking them apart, where she had
begun to instinctively draw them closed.

“You keep those legs apart, girl,” he
said.

Crack!

“Oh!”

He had slapped her bottom!

“This is the position I want you in,” he
said, his voice a low grow now.

Emily's mahogany hair spilled over her
forehead, sweaty and tangled now, and getting worse as her hips
moved in and out in time to the movements of Caleb's shaft. Every
time he pushed into her her body pulled away from him and every
time he drew back it seemed to pull her with it!

Until Caleb grasped her hips to do the
opposite. She squeaked and gasped, for that increased the force and
speed of his strokes, and they seemed to be pushing deeper and
deeper!

Emily was bewildered about what she could do
about this! It was far too late to say no!

She felt herself surrendering to the situation, giving up any
thought of how to undo what was patently already done, and waiting
for it to end so she could be alone and think on what to do
next!

Surely it was almost done now. Zachary never
lasted much longer than this.

“What a gorgeous female you are!” he growled,
his hands sliding up her waist, along her ribs and then under to
grasp her breasts again.

She gasped and squeaked as his big hands
forced her chest up and back so that her back was pressed against
his chest. His fingers kneaded her breasts as he chewed his way
along the nape of her neck.

“A woman like you was made to be rode hard,”
he growled.

“I-I don't... Caleb you – !”

He squeezed her breasts harder, turned them
both and then shoved so that she fell forward, her hands catching
her, digging into the grass and dirty as he jerked her thighs up
and apart.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!” she gasped.

“Keep that behind in the air, Mrs.,” he
growled.

He gripped her hips once more and pushed into
her – and into her – and into her! He pushed soooo deep! Emily was
astonished and cried out in helpless amazement as she felt him
driving impossibly deep!

Then she felt his hips against her bare
buttocks, and felt him grind himself against her!

She stared across the yard in bewildered
shock. How had this happened!?

His big male body came down upon her back,
his lips running along her neck as his hands slid under her to
squeeze her breasts again.

“Love your titties, girl,” he growled.

His hips ground against her, then drew back
and thrust... and thrust... and thrust! His thrusts grew harder,
and were so deep it felt as if the head of his long shaft was
punching against the back wall of her sex!

“Beautiful titties!” he said, his fingers
mashing her soft breasts together, then apart, while he thrust
harder – faster – harder – faster!

Emily had never been taken from behind
before. She had never been taken in any position but the
missionary. She felt like... like a wild animal! This was the way
the beasts did it! This was the way the cavemen did it! This was...
was ancient, she thought dazedly!

The weak female submitting to the animal
lusts of the dominant male!

She trembled at the heat sweeping over her
from without and within, and her arms shook. She dropped to her
forearms and elbows in the dirt, whimpering and moaning as his hips
now began to strike her upraised buttocks. The force of those blows
jarred her, made her shudder, threw her body forward.

Ancient, she thought dazedly.

His huge, solid shaft stroked in and out of
her, his hips slapping against her, and she felt her entire lower
body churning wildly like the lava pit of a volcano! The pressure
growing and growing!

Her breasts wobbled and swung beneath her as
she felt herself becoming light-headed, felt her mind melting under
that terrible heat, sloughing off all thoughts or cares but those
of her carnal, animal instincts!

And then the orgasm hit. It was far more
intense than the few she had recently been able to give herself
with her explorations of her own body. It shocked her, overwhelmed
her, and she cried out, louder and louder as the force and
intensity grew more powerful!

She felt like an animal! A rutting
animal!

His big dark arms folded around her pale,
slender body, crushing her in his embrace as his hips moved hard
and fast. Her entire body shook and trembled under the impact of
his hips and the steady stroke of his big cock!

Her hips bucked back frantically, and her
arms gave way so that her cheek was pressed against the dirt and
grass. Her eyes became glassy and she gurgled and sobbed
breathlessly as he continued to ram himself into her with
unrestrained violence!

Like a savage! She had been... she had been
captured by a wild savage, some part of her mind thought in dark,
thrilled heat. A helpless and chaste maiden being outrageously
overpowered and used by a muscular, uncouth male!

There was a great deal of comfort in such a
thought since it absolved her of most of the guilt which was still
swirling within her.

Why was he still doing it!?

God, would it never end!?

His hips continued to slap against her as his
big dark shaft slid up and down inside her lower – and upper
belly!

“Ohhh! Uhhhhhhh!” she moaned dazedly.

Her body had flared so intensely she felt as
if her skin were raw, as if her nerve endings had burned out!

And yet he continued to thrust his terrible
lance into her trembling body!

Some instinct caused her to reach back,
pushing at his thigh. She felt her wrist seized and her hand turned
in and back against her back. Then he reached out and gripped her
other wrist, drawing that back behind her, crossing her wrists, and
holding them in one mighty hand!

A moment later she felt a thick mass of her
hair seized.

“Unghh!” she cried as her head was jerked up
and back.

“Love how tight you are, baby,” he growled,
thrusting into her. “You got a man's dream between your beautiful
legs.”

Her eyes were wide as her scalp was pulled
back, but with her wrists pinned behind her and her head forced
tightly back she could barely move at all!

A helpless maiden overpowered by a thuggish
brute, she thought dazedly. Like something from medieval times, or
earlier still!

She shuddered and trembled as he drove
himself into her aching sex. Her body pulsed and boiled with
sensations, and after a minute or two they coalesced into a dark,
intense heat once again! She felt a sense of shock at that. She had
climaxed! Why did she still feel this way?! Why was her body
starting to tremble and burn with heat once more!?

It grew and deepened as he held her firmly and tightly in place.
Now and then he released her hair so that her face dropped into the
dirt, then he would adjust her body, lifting her buttocks higher,
and often slapping them. Then he would seize her hair once more and
jerk sharply back!

“Fuck! You got a tight, sucking little cunt,
Miz Withers!” he growled.

Emily cringed under the use of such language!
It was absolutely wrong to use such words, and especially to
describe a woman like that! It was true Caleb was not an educated
or sophisticated man but she would have to talk to him about
that!

But it was an isolated thought in a mind
melting under the terrible heat of what was being done to her. She
gurgled and gasped and moaned and sobbed as the sexual pressure
grew, as the heat became a firestorm and her mind was gripped by
feverish need.

Every deep thrust made her cry out in wild,
almost exultant pleasure! It didn't matter that it ached, that it
hurt, that her scalp burned! It was so wild and animal-like, so
intense, so shocking and wild and incredible!

And then another orgasm washed over her! She
cried out, twisting and thrashing, sobbing in wondrous pleasure as
he continued to skewer her, continued to slam into her, jerked back
on her hair to force her aching sex back onto his thrusting
cock!

She might die, she realized absently. Surely
this was going to kill her. Surely this intensity of sensation was
overloading her system and she would have a heart attack and
die.

But she couldn't really bring herself to
care.

It was just too good, just too wonderful. She
was drowning in pleasure!

Caleb abandoned her hair and arms, seizing
her hips and giving a final flurry of hard, powerful thrusts, then
stopped, panting, buried inside her body.

“Fuck yeah! That was fucking great!” he
groaned.

“Gorgeous woman,” he said, his hands sliding
over her back and arms and shoulders as he drew himself out of her
slowly.

His hands kneaded her breasts, and he gave a
little laugh, then slapped her bottom lightly and backed away.

“You're wasted on that little man you
married, Mrs.,” he said.

Emily was too dazed, her mind shattered by
the intensity of the orgasm, to talk just then, or care what he was
saying.

He pulled his pants up and walked over to the
axe, picked it up, then walked away, leaving Emily on her belly in
the dirt and grass, her bottom raised up, legs apart, arms
stretched out before her.

Slowly, moaning, she let her hips down and
lay on the ground. But as that wild sexual heat which had enveloped
her faded she quickly became aware of her position, naked outside!
Anyone might stop by and look in the back yard! And then what!? How
could she explain herself!?

She forced herself up onto her hands and
knees and then rose upright, panting, covered in sweat, grass and
dirt, swaying a little. She ached inside! She dropped her eyes and
reached down with trembling fingers, wincing a bit as she touched
the tender, swollen lips of her sex.

*

Emily paced.

She paced back and forth up the narrow hall
in her small home, her mind gripped by anxiety and guilt. She had
cheated on her husband! She was an adulteress! How could she be
such a slut!? What had possessed her!?

Did a strange obsession for hard male muscles
outweigh her oath of marriage and all the fine qualities Zachary
possessed!? Was she so shallow and thoughtless that animal lust
would outweigh his intelligence and kindness?!

If only she was Catholic and could confess!
But there was no one she would dare reveal her sordid behavior to!
Not with any degree of confidence they would not pass it on to
others! There was no one to absolve her of her wicked
sinfulness!

And that was what it was. Of that she had
little doubt! She was not as devoted to God as Zachary, but it was
somewhat comforting to think she had been tempted by the Devil. Of
course, that still meant she had failed to resist.

She tried praying for guidance but that
didn't seem to help so much as show what a hypocrite she was to
pretend that she was religious enough to even obey her marriage
vows!

Fornicating in the grass like some
animal!

And worse than the guilt was the strange
simmering heat which came over her whenever she thought about it.
For the experience had been traumatic – shocking! She had never
imagined sexual intercourse could be so... intense! She had, in
fact, largely dismissed the fictional portrayals she read in
romance novels as so much nonsense – exaggeration for effect.

But to be... to be taken like that! In
the grass and dirt! By... by a wild black savage!

She knew that thinking of Caleb so was
horribly racist, but she couldn't help herself!

The man could barely read and write! He had
never seen a college campus! He didn't even watch the news! And she
now suspected his oft-stated devotion to Jesus was an exaggeration.
For was he not an adulterer? Tempted by her body or not!

Tempted by her body...

That was something of an eye-opening idea in
itself. Oh, she had long been aware that men ogled her body, of
course. And of course, she knew they wanted to do all manner of
nasty things to her or with her. It was a very small step in most
ways to consider that an otherwise righteous man could be
tempted into sin and wickedness by merely looking at
her.

And so she wound up naked, posing for herself
before her closet mirror, imagining her body as men saw it, as
Caleb saw it, as those men on the web site saw it. It was a good
body, she thought grudgingly. She was fit, and slim, but nicely
rounded. And her breasts were... large, which men liked, and
reasonably firm due to her youth and exercise.

Her face was pretty, she acknowledged and she
had nice hair.

She had simply never seen herself as a
temptress, as one who caused men to growl like animals and pant
after her with lust in their hearts.

It was … an interesting thought, and
flattering, in a wicked way. No decent woman – and no proper
feminist woman – should have been flattered by it, of course.
Decent women avoided tempting men not their husbands. Feminist
women wanted men to respect them for their intelligence, not their
bodies.

Being flattered was thus doubly wrong. And
yet even so, she found herself feeling oddly proud of her looks in
a way she hadn't really before. Why be embarrassed about the
prominence of her breasts when they pleased so many men? No, no!
That was wicked! She needed to cover herself! She was a shameless
slut!

She hurriedly got dressed, even fetching a
bra from her dresser which was designed to press down and thus
minimize the apparent size of her breasts.

But an hour later she was naked again and
posing for herself, imagining herself naked on one of those porn
sites. Not just parts of her body, this time, but all of her! Her
face too! Wouldn't Zachary's parishioners go crazy if that
happened!?

“Slut,” she said, glaring at herself.

She looked like some kind of woman who was a
cheap slut, a stripper at a road club!

She got dressed again, glaring at her
image.

She did her best to behave as a good and
devoted wife after that, and sin no more. She felt like a
hypocrite, though, like a whore disguised as a parson's wife. She
did her best to resist the temptations of the flesh, too. But she
was less successful there.

She stared at her body in the bathroom before
and after each shower, grudgingly admitting she was attractive,
imagining how men would react, men like Caleb, and what they would
do to her!

And one day at the grocers she was in the
vegetable aisle when she saw a cucumber that looked somewhat like
the size of Caleb's.... penis!

She gulped, reminded instantly, flushing with
embarrassment and... and something else. For a thought, a wicked,
horrible thought swept over her which caused her to almost run from
the vegetable aisle. Yet it bubbled away in her mind all the while
she was in the grocers, and so, before leaving, she bought that
cucumber!

Alone at home, with the assistance of baby
oil, she placed the wider part of the thing against the floor of
the bathroom, and then, slowly, kneeling over it, lowered her
body.

The moment it began to penetrate her she felt
her breath getting ragged, felt her body thrumming with sexual
energy, her pulse racing and her heart pounding! She eased down,
bit by bit, gasping, moaning, remembering...

She stared at it in the mirror, at herself,
watching with breathless excitement as the lips of her sex spread
wider and wider, and then slid down along the green vegetable! She
felt the delicious stretching and aching as she had with Caleb,
felt it pushing deeper into her belly.

And then her fingers began to stroke across
her slick, slippery, swollen clitoris.

Rapture!

The heat rolled through her in waves and she
moaned and gasped and shuddered as she sank lower and lower, then
cried out as the first orgasm swept over her! Her back arched and
she rode up and down frantically on the thing, crying all the
breath out of her lungs, and then gurgling and whimpering and
moaning as the raw, powerful rush of pleasure continued to scream
through her body!

God, it ached! Yet she forced herself lower
and lower, groaning and whimpering, rubbing her clitoris, riding up
and down as a second massive orgasm tore through her, then a third!
Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back as she thought about how
Caleb had taken her, on all fours, then face down, his mighty hips
slamming against her as he drove his big cock into her trembling
body!

From then on, cucumbers were part of her
steady diet. But while they certainly relieved the tedium of her
day, they did nothing to take her mind off her dilemma. If
anything, her continued sexual experiments only made it more and
more clear what a waste of time Zachary was in the bedroom.

She tried tempting Zachary, ensuring he
'caught' her 'accidentally' in various states of undress,
especially topless, but he never seemed to care! He only apologized
and backed quickly out!

What was wrong with the man!? Just because he
was devoted to God that didn't mean he ought to be divorced from
lust! Lust for your wife was all right!

She longed to show her body off to others but
the parishioners would hear of it and be outraged. So she posted
more pictures on the web site, some of them more graphic. She even
had some with the cucumber!

She realized she was being sinful and
perverted. And since she was an educated woman she also recognized
she was being weak, that in essence she was seeking male approval
of her body to in some way legitimize her sense of self-worth. Not
only would religious people frown on that but so would feminists
like her mother.

She was still delighted at the outpouring of
compliments and flattery, even if some of them were rather crude
and rude in saying what they wanted to do to her.

It was harmless anyway, since she never
showed her face.

And all those flattering, lust-filled posts
encouraged her to keep trying. So she ordered a thong bikini from
one of those internet sites. This time, when Zachary came home, he
would see her laying in the sun, her body glistening. Maybe
that would incite his male interest!

The bikini was scandalous, of course. She
felt a little embarrassed putting it on and looking at herself in
the mirror. On the other hand, she also couldn't help thinking
those men who looked at her pictures on-line would love it.

“You look gorgeous,” she said to herself,
pretending a confidence she did not, in reality, feel.

She had to time it carefully. She didn't want
to go out there and wait for hours for nothing, after all. Nor did
she want to get much of a sun tan. That was bad for the skin!
Zachary usually showed up at five, so she got all ready and at
quarter to five she went out in the yard, flushing a little at
wearing so little out of doors!

She picked out a spot right near where he'd
park, which was handy as it was hidden from the road by hedges and
bushes – not that many people drove down this quiet rural road
anyway. She set out a towel, oiled herself up, and then lay down.
She hesitated, then rolled onto her stomach so he could see the
thong!

Then, after a bit more hesitation, she undid
her top – as if she were wanting to tan without tan lines. Her
breasts were hidden by the ground anyway, after all. Though laying
there like that in just the tiny thong did make her feel
deliciously wicked and aroused.

Then there was the sound of a car coming up
the road. She felt her heart beat faster, and raised her head
anxiously and uncertainly. What if it was someone else coming
visiting!? She wan't expecting anyone by... she'd be ready to
quickly roll the towel over herself if it was a stranger's car!

It wasn't. She recognized Zachary's old Ford,
and lay her head back down, waiting.

The Ford pulled up, and she pretended to
ignore it, even as the sound of the car door sounded, opening and
closing. Even now he would probably be looking at her, she thought
anxiously. She heard the sound of footsteps on the gravel drive,
and then a shadow across her body.

“You're looking mighty fine there, Miz
Withers,” Caleb's voice said.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Emily gasped, and twisted her head up and
around – which exposed her breasts! She jerked her hand in across
them as Caleb grinned down at her.

“Caleb!” she gasped. “But... but what are you
doing in Zachary's car!?

Caleb knelt beside her as Emily crossed her arm across her breasts,
blushing hotly.

“He was going out to see Dan Robinson with
Mr. Billings,” he said. “They was gonna take Mr. Billings car, and
he asked me to take his car home, sayin' Mr. Billings would drop
him off. I was doing a little work at the church, you see.”

“Oh, uh... oh, uhm...”

“Ain't no need to hide those fine breasts
from Caleb, Miz Withers,” Caleb said, beaming. “I done seen and
touched and tasted your lovely nipples already.”

Emily blushed hotly, then gasped as Caleb
rolled her fully onto her back!

“Caleb!”

“Your body sure is fine, Miz Withers,” Caleb
said appreciatively. “I hope Mr. Withers enjoys himself like he
ought to and gives you the pleasure you deserve.”

She squeaked as his hand pushed between her
thighs, his hand stroking her sex through the little thong.

“C-Caleb! Don't!” she gasped.

But he was already forcing her legs apart and
kneeling between them, smiling.

“Why's that, Miz Withers?” he asked, sliding
his fingers through her hair. “You know you like what old Caleb
does for you. All the ladies do.”

“But... but I'm married!” she gulped.

“And you should be, a fine looking woman like
you. Any man would be proud to have you as his,” he said, his big
hands gripping the thin strings of her thong and then tugging them
down.

“Caleb!” she gasped.

“Don't you worry, Miz Withers. Caleb will
take good care of you,” he said.

He spread her legs and then pulled her hand
aside as his tongue began to lick at her!

With one arm still across her breasts, Emily
gaped at him, and gasped at the feel of his big tongue sliding
across her sex! She'd never felt oral sex before, and looking at a
few videos of it left her feeling somewhat appalled! How dirty that
must be for a man!

Of course, Caleb was a rural, uneducated,
barely literate, well... you couldn't expect him to have the same
standards of cleanliness as normal people. But still!

She gasped as his tongue licked at her, like
some kind of dog! No, more like a cat, with shorter licks! But the
sensations! The feel of a tongue against her was like nothing she'd
ever imagined! She wanted to shove him away, to push him, to slap
him, to jump up and run away!

But those sensations!

“You... oh... Oh... Please!” she gasped,
pushing feebly at his head.

He ignored her, his big hands gripping her
thighs firmly and spreading them so far apart it was almost painful
as he licked at her naked sex!

His hands shifted inward, his thumbs rubbing
along the line of her sex, then spreading them gently apart, his
tongue pushing into her an then sliding up and down the length of
her sex. Then his lips began to suck lightly and rhythmically
against her clitoris!

Emily was... mesmerized! She stared at him,
appalled, but... feeling a wild, dark, and very intense rush of
heat and pleasure and rising passion!

This was so wrong! But it felt so...
incredible!

His big thumbs pushed into her sex, and she
moaned as they slowly pulled apart the mouth of her opening to let
his tongue probe deep! She gasped and yelped and moaned and stared,
to the point her neck ached so much she had to drop it and stare up
at the sky!

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh my God! Oh!”

His hands slid up her body then, slick with
the oil she had covered herself in, pushing aside her arms,
kneading and squeezing her breasts as his head remained buried
between her trembling thighs!

Emily stared up at the sky with a sense of
disbelief, powerful sensations and violent emotions tearing through
her body and mind!

And then... and then he was sliding up her
body! She gasped as his hands pushed aside her hands again and his
big black body came up to block out the sun above her.

He gripped her hair and jerked her head back
sharply enough to make her cry out, and then he kissed her! He
kissed her with the kind of deep, rough passion she had never known
with Zachary! His lips covered hers and slid against her as his
tongue dipped into her mouth!

His other hand was on her breast, big fingers
kneading and squeezing it, then they slid downward, and she gasped
as he raised his hips and she felt something warm and hot against
her opening.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she squealed.

The head of his shaft slowly sank into her,
and then the shaft followed, pushing slowly, stretching her,
forcing aside the soft folds of her sex as it drove deeper and
deeper! Emily felt a wild sense of animal heat and shocked pleasure
at that penetration, an almost instinctive sense of exultation!

She gurgled helplessly into his mouth as his
big cock pushed high into her belly, her legs jerking and trembling
on the grass.

“You need to be done, woman,” he said,
pulling his lips free. “You need to be done proper, done like a
hot, sexy woman should be, done so you know a man's done you, and
done you hard!”

He pushed himself up and back, reaching back
for her legs, and lifted them, then pushed them back against her.
With his heavy chest coming down she shuddered as her ankles went
up over his shoulders and her legs were jammed down against
her!

His thick shaft pushed shockingly deep inside
her!

“I am going to do you like you need doing!”
he growled.

And then his hips ground against her upraised
buttocks before pulling up and back. He thrust into her, then
again, then again, faster and harder, his hips slapping down
against her buttocks as his heavy chest pushed her legs down and
back against her own body!

Folded in half, gasping and shuddering, her
sex open and vulnerable, Emily whimpered helplessly as his hips
began to slam down against her with more and more force, his long,
thick shaft punching deep into her belly as a roiling, frothing
wall of sexual heat and arousal churned up her mind!

She could do... nothing! She could
say...nothing! She could only lay there and gasp and grunt and cry
out as that big hard male organ rammed into her again and again and
again while his heavy body crushed her to the ground!

It was... astonishing! It was shocking! It
was stunning and the force of it made her breathless and dazed! The
world was reduced to his black body atop her, the hard ground under
her back, and his hard cock driving into her with relentless,
savage power!

Her breasts ached as her own legs crushed
them, and his shoulder came down above her face as his hips
continued to drive against her like some kind of relentless,
unstoppable machine! He grasped her arms, her wrists, and shoved
them down above her head, pinning them there with one hand, and
then his hips really began to pound against her!

Her gasps became cries at every powerful
thrust, every time his big body hammered down against her buttocks
and rammed his mighty shaft deep into her burning, spasming
belly!

And then the orgasm came. It was instantly
overwhelming and overpowering! She sobbed as the power of it
smashed through her mind and her muscles began to tremble and
spasm! It was an irresistible explosion of raw pleasure that howled
through her skull like a hurricane of sensation and left her dazed,
mind-blasted!

And yet he did not stop, nor even slow! His
heavy hips rose and fell, rose and fell, atop her crushed and bent
body, her bare feet in the air above her, above and behind her
head, pinned back by his shoulders, rising and falling as they
did.

She felt as if she were becoming hollow down
between her legs, as if his mighty shaft was churning her insides
into a froth and would leave her forever gaping! But she didn't
care. The heat and sensation were too intense, and she cried out
again as a second orgasm swept over her, convulsions wracking her
pinned body.

And then came a third, leaving her barely
conscious, breathless, gasping and flushed from head to belly,
until finally, Caleb grunted and finished, hammering his big hips
down in a final flurry of powerful, violent thrusts that left her
almost screaming.

He sighed as he eased back onto his heels,
letting her legs finally unfold.

“There. You been done the way you deserve to
be done, the way a woman with a body like that deserves to be
done,” he said in satisfaction.

He got up and walked away, leaving her laying
spreadeagled on the grass naked, gaping at the sun, chest heaving,
body glistening, her insides spasming as her fingers twitched and
jerked. After a short while she grunted and moaned, her hands
sliding over her body, then slowly rolled onto her side, and
finally pushed herself to her knees.

She was still gulping in air, still reeling
from what had happened, from the shocking intensity of the sexual
heat and explosions of pleasure. She grabbed her bikini and
stumbled naked into the house, numbed and still twitching.

She felt sore inside!

She went to the bathroom and stared at
herself, at her tangled hair and flushed skin.

Had that really just happened!? Her day had
been quiet, boring, moving along smoothly and slowly and without
much of interest and then... and then Caleb... and sexual heat had
exploded into her life and left her stunned and trembling!

It was like she had been another person, in
another world, for those few minutes!

Her body had... burned!

Caleb! She was... she was going to have to...
do something about Caleb, she thought dazedly. But what?!

And did she really want him to go away!? That
had been so... incredible! An overwhelming storm of pleasure and
heat and excitement that had lifted her out of her boring life!

Of course she wanted him to stop, she thought
in outrage.

Or … did she?

She did her best to act as normal as possible
when Zachary got home. His soft, quiet voice and polite manner were
so different from Caleb. And he was nothing like Caleb physically
either! It was like they were different genders, she thought. With
Caleb being this raw, carnal male creature!

But Zachary was by far the more intelligent
and civilized and capable, she thought sternly. Only a wanton slut
would let her attentions wander to the likes of Caleb Johnson, a...
a crude, uneducated brute of a man!

The next time Caleb showed up she was going
to give him a piece of her mind instead of her body! And she would
make it clear to him that he was not to come around again!

It was not all his fault, she conceded. She
had inadvertently tempted him, especially today in that thong
bikini. That was simply a mistake in timing, a very unfortunate
coincidence. Next time she would most certainly be wearing
something more decent, and appropriate, and she would put him in
his place and not let him get any sordid ideas!

*

A week later she was gardening. Well, partly
gardening, partly relaxing. It was a nice day, and it was a good
day to harvest her corn. She was proud of being able to grow her
own! And it made her feel a little more of a relationship with the
parishioners, and understand them just a bit more.

She was dressed in a practical manner for it,
in shorts and halter, and was a bit sweaty and a bit dirty. She was
not at all thinking of sex or feeling sexy, especially with her
hair pulled back behind her in a pony tail and her panting in the
heat.

And that was when Caleb showed up again.

“See the corn came up pretty good, Miz
Withers,” he said, startling her.

She gulped, her heart starting to race, and
then got to her feet, determined.

“Caleb,” she said firmly. “We have to
talk.”

“Talkin's good,” he said.

She walked over to the table where she had
left a glass of water and took a drink as he followed. Then,
firming up her resolve, she turned, cocking her head back, and
glowering at him.

“You have been taking advantage of me!” she
said accusingly.

“You think so? I don't rightly recall that,
Mrs..”

“You recall very well, Caleb Johnson! You
ought not to be laying your hands on a married woman like you been
doing! And you've been using your... your strength to... to force
me to do lewd and nasty things with you!”

“Now, Miz Withers, you know that just ain't
true,” he said firmly. “You didn't one time ever try to make me
stop. And that was your job, Miz Withers.”

“I said – .”

“That was your job as that married woman
you're talking about,” he said firmly, frowning with disapproval.
“You're the parson's wife and you know what is proper and you
should have been the one to stop anything you didn't want
happening.”

“I... well, I recognize that – .”

“But you didn't and you, a married woman,
used my body for your pleasure.”

“I did not!” she said in outrage. “You were
the one who used my body!”

“Miz Withers,” he said. “You going to stand
there and tell me you didn't feel pleasure?”

“Well.. well, of course not but – .”

“You going to stand there and tell me you
didn't scream out in pleasure with what I was doing to you?”

She blushed furiously. “I.. it was... it was
a natural reaction!” she gulped defensively.

“Natural? Miz Withers I been with a lot of
women, and let me tell you that ain't the way a woman reacts unless
she's a wildcat who lusts after a man the way a female animal in
heat does!”

Emily fidgeted uncomfortably, horribly aware
that she couldn't really refute that.

“Now you might be right that I oughto have
respected you being the parson's wife and all, but I'm just a poor,
uneducated working man without all the education you gots. And you
being the parson's wife, you shoulda made it clear you didn't want
none of that there sex stuff. And you didn't do it!”

“I... we... it happened so... fast but
...”

“And you didn't do it because you wanted it.
Because your body wanted it and because, Miz Withers, you was being
a bad, bad girl. You gave in to your own lust and you just let
nature take its course so you could enjoy it,” he said
accusingly.

“I wasn't... I never... I mean, I ...”

And it seems to me that even here as we're
talking you're remembering how powerful exciting it was and wanting
more.”

“I'm not!” she gulped.

“And if you truly want to teach yourself a
lesson and maybe get control of that powerful lust you're feeling
for me then there's only one way I can see doing it, and that's for
you to be punished for your promiscuous behavior.”

“I – ! But you – !”

“I'm a poor dumb man, Miz Withers. You're the
one who shoulda said nosir, Caleb. We'll have none of that cuz I'm
a married woman and wouldn't want to break my vows. That's what you
shoulda said, Miz Withers! You got to admit it's as much your fault
as mine. More, cuz you're so much more educated and all.”

“But – .”

It was very hard to argue with him given he
was basically telling her exactly what she'd been telling herself
for weeks now!

“A parson's wife ought to be setting an
example of what's okay to do,” he said indignantly. “I's just a
simple man. If'n you don't let me know something is wrong I's gonna
take it that it's okay to do.”

“Well... it's not like – .”

“I think you been real bad, Miz Withers, an
you led me astray,” he said sternly.

With that he sat down on the chair there by
the table, and then took her arm and yanked her towards him. Emily
gasped as she stumbled and then fell sprawling across his lap!

“You been bad, girl,” Caleb said sternly.

“Caleb!”

She felt his big hands tugging her shorts
down over her buttocks. Her panties came with them and she flushed
hotly, then squealed as his hand slapped down sharply across her
buttocks!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down relentlessly against
her wriggling bottom!

“Ow! Oh! Caleb! Stop!”

“You gots to take your medicine, Miz
Withers,” he said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand hurt! Emily twisted and wriggled and
yelped, and instinctively kept thrusting her hands back trying to
block him from slapping her stinging bottom!

“Now, Miz Withers. Yer acting up again,”
Caleb said.

He pinned her wrist, and then undid her
halter and whipped it off!

Emily gasped as it was pulled out from under
her breasts! Then it was twisted around her wrist! Caleb gripped
her other wrist and pulled it back behind her, and then tied the
two together before resuming his spanking!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Please!” she cried, her bottom
already burning hot!

Every blow sent a stinging jolt of pain
through her tender flesh, and that was only a little offset by the
sudden quick rising of a wild dark, breathless sense of inner heat
as she realized she was not only pantsless but now topless! She was
virtually naked as she lay across his lap! And now her wrists were
tied up! She was helpless!

“Is you sorry for being so bad, girl?” he
asked sternly.

Crack! Crack!

“Is you?”

“I-I... but – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please! Yes!” she cried.

“Is you sorry?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Now, Miz Withers if'n I'm going to be the
person in charge of protecting our mortal souls from bad behavior I
think you should oughto call me sir.”

Crack!

“Say it.”

Crack!

“Sir.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Say it, Miz Withers.”

Crack!

“Sir!” she cried.

“Good girl,” he said.

Emily gasped as his big hand slid between her
trembling thighs and massaged her sex.

“Now is you sorry for your bad behavior?” he
asked.

“But... but – !”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes! Yes!”

Crack!

“That's yes sir, Miz Withers,” he chided
her.

“Yes, sir!” she cried.

“Good girl,” he said approvingly.

His hand slid between her thighs again,
stroking along her sex, his big finger pushing between and sliding
up and down and across her clitoris.

“Now, Miz Withers, I want you to demonstrate
you learned your lesson and want to make it up to me,” he said, his
finger dipping lightly into the mouth of her sex, then pushing
slowly deeper.

“Oh! Oh! Caleb!” she moaned.

“Don't you worry,” he said soothingly, his
other hand sliding under to gently knead her breast. “I won't make
your punishment or duties too harsh.”

He rolled her over and lifted her into a
sitting position across his thighs.

Emily flushed hotly, heart pounding and pulse
racing.

“Spread your legs, girl,” he said
sternly.

Whimpering, she obeyed, and his fingers
stroked along her sex, while his left hand slid up behind her head,
gripped it firmly, and brought it forcefully in and down so that
her lips pressed against his!

Emily's mind was spinning! The sharp,
repeated stinging pains had been... traumatic, and she was
desperately glad they had stopped! But this was... wrong! She
shouldn't be kissing Caleb! And she shouldn't be naked!

But that finger inside her felt sooooo good!
She could feel the muscles of her sex clamping down around it and
spasming as it moved, and the pad of his thumb was now brushing
upward against her clitoris with rapid little movements, then
halting and brushing from side to side, then down and up!

And her insides were roiling and churning
with wild waves of intense sensation!

And on top of that her lips were crushed
against Caleb's as he kissed her voraciously! She wanted to tell
him to stop but could hardly do that with his tongue in her mouth!
Not to mention the kiss was so... startling! She was again
reminded, as she was the last time, how much different this was
than the little pecks that Zachary gave her!

And much more... passionate!

She gasped as he pulled back on her head, way
back, forcing her head back and her chest to push out! Then she
felt his mouth on her breast, licking, chewing, sucking, kissing,
in and around and over her nipple!

Meanwhile the finger inside her was now
pumping in and out, and Caleb had a very long and fat finger! She
was gulping in air and gasping for breath as she stared up at the
sky, her mind swirling with the wild emotional turmoil and
overpowering sensations flooding through her!

Caleb pulled her head forward again, and she
gaped at him, gasping, eyes wide.

He lifted up her leg and turned her around to
him so she was facing him, and then reached down and undid his
jeans.

Emily shuddered as his big black cock sprang
up and out and she saw him guiding it against her opening.

“Oh! Oh! Caleb!” she moaned.

“Jes you let Caleb look after everything, Miz
Withers,” he said.

She shuddered as his other hand went to her
throat, almost completely encircling it! He didn't close it tight
so she couldn't breath, but she certainly moved when he moved the
hand up – and then down!

She felt herself sinking down onto his stiff
cock, felt it spreading her open and then pushing up, up, up
through the tight folds of her body, up deep and high as she
gurgled and moaned and gulped in air!

Then he pulled her forward by the throat and
kissed her again, his other hand down between her legs, fingers
rubbing her clitoris. The hand around her throat signaled her to
rise and fall, rise and fall, and she obeyed, moaning into his
mouth as a dark whirlwind of shocked excitement, heat and passion
swept through her mind!

The sensations grew and grew, and her mind
began to fixate on the feeling of penetration every time she sank
down, the feel of his thick shaft pushing up into her body! Again,
and again, and again, and again, pushing waves of glittering erotic
heat and wildfire pleasure with it!

His hand slipped off her throat and gripped
her hair, forcing it down and back, and his mouth now feasted on
her breasts, on her nipples, chewing and sucking and biting and
licking as she rode up and down.

Dazed, gasping, whimpering, moaning, the
explosion of pleasure ripped through her and she cried out, staring
up at the sky as the storm of pleasure engulfed her mind.
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And then came October, and it rained and
rained.

And the roof leaked.

Zachary, of course, had no idea what to do
about that other than put pails down below.

Emily sniffed at this. She had been coming to
have less and less respect for Zachary's masculine nature of late.
His lack of interest in sex with her was the start of it, of
course. But the man had no idea how to do any of the sorts of
things most men took for granted. No, he would kill spiders for
her. But that was pretty much it.

“I'll call Caleb tomorrow,” he said.

Emily froze!

“B-but... uhm, there's only a narrow entrance
to the attic through that little square trap door in the ceiling!”
she gulped, trying to keep her voice calm and reasonable. “I mean,
Caleb is a very large man! He probably won't fit through it!”

Zachary chuckled.

“If that's the case I'm sure he knows someone
who can,” he replied.

What was she going to do when Caleb came over
again, Emily wondered anxiously. How could she face him given what
they had done!? And what he would want to do again!

“In any event, just looking at it from
outside, it looks like the roof needs shingling,” he said. “Might
be he doesn't even have to go into the attic for that. I'll talk to
the church elders about it. Can't have the roof leaking, after
all.”

There was nothing Emily could think of to
cause him to look elsewhere for help with the roof! There was no
excuse for protesting against Caleb when she herself had declared
it her Christian duty to show the parishioners the foolishness of
bigotry. Especially since Zachary had entirely agreed with her.

Nor was there a way to get out of being there
for him since Zachary had to work. She would have to somehow face
him again, the man who had spanked her bare bottom and then made
her ride up and down on him like she was some kind of wanton
whore!!

She put on a modest house dress, along with
the bra which squeezed down on her breasts to make them seem
smaller. Caleb would not be tempted now, and he would get the
message that their... dalliance was over!

She looked at herself in the mirror and
nodded her head jerkily. This wouldn't temp anyone! She would even
pull her hair back into a bun and – .

Why should she act like some sort of...
asexual creature anyway? Why should she pretend she wasn't an
attractive woman? Why should she hide what she was? She couldn't
pretend she had small breasts to Caleb! The man had held them in
his hands and sucked and chewed on her nipples!

He would know what was underneath this modest
dress.

What if... her mind thought, mulling over the
idea. What if... something... happened... again?

Her stomach churned wildly at the thought, but a crackling sexual
electricity spread through her body, as well. To do it again! To
feel him inside her like that! To feel those powerful male arms
squeezing together around her, overwhelming her, overpowering
her!

She lost herself in the thought, and found
her breathing had become ragged.

As if in a dream, she stripped off all her
clothing, stared at herself, and then walked naked to the storage
room where she kept the bag of clothing for the poor. She picked up
donations around town and sorted them here, then washed them before
bringing them to the church for disbursement.

She looked through the things and found what
she was looking for. It was a tiny pair of shorts, denim shorts.
She stepped into them and slid them up her legs, then sucked in her
breath, blew it out and managed to button them. Getting the zipper
up was a little harder, but she managed it.

Then she found a shirt. It was made of red
and white checks, and buttoned up the middle. She didn't button it,
but instead rolled the lower part up and and tied the two sides
tightly together beneath her breasts. The fabric was thin enough
that her hard nipples poked out through it fairly obviously! There
was also a fair amount of cleavage.

A fair amount for a normal woman. It was a
shocking amount of cleavage, in fact, for a parson's wife!

Her legs seemed so long in these tiny shorts!
And the crotch was digging into her uncomfortably, especially given
how hot and swollen she felt down there just then. It was also low
on her hips, which meant not only was her lower chest and stomach
naked to the world but a fair amount of her abdomen was too!

It was a shameless outfit! Maybe a teenage
girl in the city could get away with this. But she was a grown
woman and a parson's wife! She began to feel guilt and shame
clawing at her and wondered if perhaps this wasn't too obvious
anyway. She should put on something less... revealing.

Except there came a knock at the door that
took her breath away! She stared at the clock with wide eyes. If
that was Caleb he was early! And what if it was someone else! She
couldn't be seen like this!

She darted to the front door and eased the
curtain just a crack, just enough to see his enormous shadow before
the door.

“I'm here to look at your roof, Mrs,” Caleb's
deep voice called.

Gulping, she opened the door.

“Caleb,” she said, face already flushed.
“You're er, early. I uhm, meant to change into uhm,
something...”

“You look fine, Miz Withers,” he said with a
smile.

He stepped in and she fell back, then gasped
as another man came in behind him.

“This here's Lemar,” he said.

Lemar was much younger than Caleb, younger
even than Emily. He looked barely out of his teens, if that. He was
about her height, and slender, but had a handsome face.

“Your husband he say I might not fit through
the trap door so I brought Lemar. He's tiny.”

“But not all over!” Lemar said with a
grin.

Lemar was staring at her breasts, and Emily
felt horribly self-conscious! She wanted to clamp her arms across
her chest!

Caleb was carrying a step ladder. Emily led
him to the hall where the trap door was and he sniffed, set up the
ladder, then stepped on the first couple of steps, reached up, and
lifted the trap door up and out of the way.

He got down and gestured Lemar, who scrambled
up the ladder, reached up, grasped the edge and lifted himself into
the attic without apparent effort.

“Lemar can fit places I can't,” Caleb said
with a lazy smile.

Then his hand swept out around her, grasping
her buttocks and pulling her in against him even as his other hand
filled itself with her breast! Emily's eyes widened but before she
could protest his lips were on hers!

She was stunned into immobility for long
seconds, long enough to feel a darkly delicious hunger at the way
Caleb was kissing her. Some of the boys she'd dated had kissed her
in a similar fashion, but of course, Zachary would only kiss her
lightly on the lips.

Caleb's mouth was... was feasting at her
mouth! His tongue slipped back and forth as his lips slid against
her, and then dipped into her mouth to stroke lightly across her
own tongue! All while his big fingers deftly kneaded her breasts
through the thin blouse!

It felt like she was being ravished, then and
there! Orally! Emily's mind spun at that, for she'd never really
even imagined such a thing, and, combined with the fingers on her
buttocks and the ones kneading her breast produced a wave of dark,
wild, almost shocked arousal!

But Lemar was right up in the little
attic!

She struggled helplessly, afraid of him
looking over the edge at her, rolling her eyes wildly upward until
Caleb chuckled and got the message. But he didn't stop. He only
drew back a bit and half lifted her bodily, swinging her around and
into the open door of the nearby bedroom, and up against the wall
just inside the door – and just out of sight of anyone looking down
from the attic.

“Caleb!” she moaned as he stepped inside and
kissed her again.

His hands undid the front of the blouse and
Emily gasped aloud as her breasts came free, only to be caught,
cupped, and kneaded by his big hands!

“Oh! Oh God! Oh please! You mustn't!” she
gasped. “H-He might come down any second!”

“Caleb!”

He drew back and leaned out into the hall,
looking up.

“Got leaks in a bunch of places here. Inside
looks as bad as the outside.”

Caleb went out into the hall and Emily
managed to get her trembling fingers to function well enough to do
up her shirt again!

Lemar hung down from the attic, then jumped
to the floor.

“Hot as shit up there,” he said,
sweating.

“Gonna be hot on the roof too, boy,” Caleb
said with a lazy smile.

“Gonna be more air there than here.”

“All right. Get the ladder and let's see if
there's any patching we can do till we replace it.”

Lemar went out and Caleb turned to her, then
frowned.

“Why you covering up those beautiful breasts
again, Mrs?” he asked. “I like seeing them bare to the world.”

“But... Lemar...”

“You let me worry about Lemar. Lemar says a
thing he shouldn't he knows what'll happen to him.”

He untied the shirt and pulled it wide,
staring at her bare breasts, and Emily blushed hotly, her chest
tight again.

“Gorgeous,” he said.

And then he swung her around so her breasts
were pillowed out against the wall, drawing the two sides of the
shirt back behind her, then jerking sharply so she gasped in sudden
pain as her shoulders were forced back.

“Caleb! Wh-what are you doing!?” she
gasped.

He chuckled low in his throat, then released
her, and she found he had tied the shirt together again, though
this time behind her, effectively pinning her arms behind her
back.

“Beautiful,” He said, running his hand over
her breasts.

“Caleb!” she moaned.

He undid her shorts, unzipped them and then
shoved them down.

“Beautiful all over. All a man could want,”
he growled.

“But... but... Lemar!”

“I told you, let me worry about Lemar.”

He pushed down on her shoulder and she was
forced onto her knees before him. He looked even bigger, more...
powerful, more dominating from her knees! She gasped and looked up
at him, then gasped again as he undid his trousers and dropped them
to his ankles!

His cock sprang out hard and ready and he
swept his big hand behind her head, seized her hair and jerked her
face forward.

“Oh! Oh wait!”

He rubbed her face up and down against his
hard erection as Emily's mind spun.

“I need a little something to tide me over,
Miz Withers.,” he said.

“But... but – !”

He jerked her head back, then forward,
guiding the head of his thick black cock into her open mouth before
she could think to close it!

This was... outrageous and... and degrading
and... sick and... degenerate and... and...

“Suck that cock, Miz Withers.”

She moaned helplessly, for he was already
pumping his cock in and out of her mouth! She had little choice but
to obey him, as awkward as she was at it. She had, after all, seen
videos, and she knew, intellectually, this was fairly normal.

But it was outrageous to her!

She bobbed up and down, sucking and licking,
as his fingers stroked her hair.

“That's it, Miz Withers. You suck that black
cock,” he growled. “You know where it's going.”

She shuddered, heat and anxiety sweeping
through her dazed, bedraggled, churning mind!

Suddenly his grip on her hair tightened and
he pulled her up.

She cried out, then cried out again as he
shoved her back hard so she fell across the bed. He came forward,
dropping to his knees beside the bed, then seizing her legs to jerk
her hips forward so her buttocks were on the edge of the mattress.
She cried out as he spread her legs wide and then.. his tongue
began to lick her there!

Emily felt another wild, helpless thought
that this was outrageous and disgusting, but it began to quickly
melt away as the sensations he was rousing in her body built up. He
used his big arms to pin her thighs achingly far apart as his
fingers tugged aside the lips of her sex, and then one of his big
fingers drove deep inside her body as his tongue licked hard and
fast at her clitoris!

The orgasm swept over her and she cried out
in helpless shock and pleasure, back arching and hips bucking
violently up against him!

Oh my God, she thought. Oh my God!
Oh my God!

The pleasure swept around her like a
hurricane, tossing her around like a rag doll! And then he
straightened up as she lay, gasping, chest heaving, slack jawed,
and rubbed his hard, thick cock up and down along her sex before
pushing against her.

It wasn't as much of a shock as the first
time, especially since she had been working at herself with the
cucumbers, but she still moaned helplessly as he pushed into her
body.

Helpless, tied up, like a prisoner to a...
a wild black savage, she thought in dazed heat.

“Uhhhhnghh!” she groaned as he pushed
deeper.

His big hands slid up her body and enveloped
her breasts, kneading and squeezing them as he leered down at
her.

Ravished! Tied up and ravished by a wild,
black beast of an African, she thought wildly.

She raised her head, staring at the size and
thickness of him, at the sight of him pushing into her body! He was
almost all the way inside!

He lifted her legs up and then pressed them
back against the bed on either side of her. Then as he rose and
leaned over her, he let his chest push her legs back harder,
chuckling as he gripped her ankles and forced them down behind her
head!

His big, powerful body hovered over her,
connected only by the hands on her ankles and... his thick shaft
inside her!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped as he
began to stroke.

His huge weight was practically crushing her
in two, like he had before, but all Emily thought about was the
feel of his thickness as it drove into her – again and again and
again!

The air sobbed out of her tortured lungs as
she cried out at every thrust, as her body hummed like a tuning
fork and the dark heat became a feverish thing that took over her
mind! He simply filled her! She shuddered and gasped and her
muscles spasmed as she felt the long, thick shaft driving into her
again and again and again, all while he crushed her body in
two!

Never before Caleb had she imagined the raw,
carnal heat of being so completely and totally possessed by a man!
She was like a helpless toy in his hands, and all she could do was
try to keep from going insane as he used her like... like a savage!
Like an animal!

Her buttocks were elevated because of the way
her legs were forced back, and every time his powerful hips struck
them she felt as if her spine were straining as she was hammered
down into the bed – only to spring back up to meet his next mighty
thrust!

Oh how it ached! How she ached inside! But
the dark, writhing heat was suffocating, and she could only shudder
and gasp and cry out as he used her. And then another orgasm tore
through her mind and she gave herself to it, let her already
shattered mind fall away and simply surrendered to the wild,
churning boil of pleasure within.

“Oh yeah! Oh yeah!” he groaned, jamming
himself down hard and grinding his body against her. “Yeah! That's
it, Mrs!”

He half crushed her as he lay there, then
lifted himself up and back, letting go of her ankles, which sprang
up and back and fell onto the bed on either side of him.

He chuckled and gave one of her breasts a
squeeze, then got out of bed, pulled his pants on, and left,
swaggering out of the room.

Emily lay on the bed, chest heaving,
shell-shocked, twitching in the aftermath of that hurricane of
sensation which had seemed to scour all the thought from her
mind.

It took some time to gather her wits together
so she could move, try to awkwardly sit up in bed, groaning.

She felt as if she'd been run over by a
truck!

Her arms tugged against the shirt binding
them behind her, and she began to feel a resurgent sense of guilt
and anxiety. She heard his voice, distantly, coming from outside as
he spoke to that other man, the young one.

Emily stood up, fell back on her bottom on
the edge of the bed, and then stood up again, shaking her head. She
pulled against the shirt again, feeling frustrated and anxious. How
was she to get it off!? She certainly couldn't go and ask him!

Could she peel the shirt down her arms
somehow? She was naked! Her guilt rose again, and she wanted to
dress quickly and pretend... somehow... that it hadn't happened.
She couldn't very well do that with her arms bound behind her!

She peeked out around the corner of the
doorway. Perhaps she could go to the garage and get something there
to cut this thing. There were scissors in the kitchen but they were
small things. She needed her garden pruner! It was tough!

She scurried down the small hall to the
garage door, turned her back to it, and felt for the knob with her
fingers, then turned it and hurried into the garage. There, against
the wall, were her things, all neatly in their place. She found the
pruners, backed against them, and managed to get them in her hands,
then twisted them upward and slowly snipped at the shirt there.

It was a slow job. She had to be careful
about what the powerful little jaws bit into! But each bit they
snipped freed her wrists that much more, and after a couple of
minutes she was able to loosen the shirt enough to snag it against
a corner of the work table and peel it slowly down and off.

Free! Now she could get some clothes on
before – .”

“There you are! Woman, what the hell you be
doing?!” Caleb demanded.

She cried out at first, startled, afraid it
would be the other one, then gasped in relief, though her face
flushed.

“I-I... you... you forgot to... to undo
the...”

“Bitch, I didn't forget! I like you that
way.”

She gasped at his words, her mind trying to
reconcile them with his former respectful words and then drawing in
what colloquial references she knew about how Black people talked
among themselves (mostly from watching television and movies). They
seemed to use 'bitch' a lot to refer to women, which she regarded
as rude and insulting, but which was not necessarily meant that
way.

While she was trying to work this out in her
mind he moved in and grabbed her arm with a snort, drawing her into
the middle of the garage under the overhanging metal rods which
supported the chains linked to the garage door.

He picked up a length of old rope and then
twisted it around her wrist as she stared stupidly.

“Wh-what – ?”

“Given' you what's best for you, girl,” he
said, grabbing her other wrist and crossing it against her
first.

Emily was still staring stupidly, not really
understanding, as he looped the rope around that wrist, too,
binding them together, then criss-crossing them. As she did
understand she blushed hotly again, now trying to remember some of
those 'sex' things she'd heard about how people liked to tie each
other up for some reason!

“Oh but... but you shouldn't!” she
gulped.

“Lotsa stuff I shouldn't.”

And then he jerked her wrists up high and
tossed the rope over the metal rod which crossed above, then tied
it that way.

“But... but what... you can't... I mean..
someone might come and – .”

“You're the one gonna come, Miz Withers,” he
said.

And with that he kissed her. Hard!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Emily gasped helplessly, her mouth crushed by
his, his enormous arms sliding around her as his fingers dug into
the soft, rounded flesh of her buttocks.

There was little she could do to resist, even
if she could have summoned the will to do so, which was well-beyond
her as she felt herself becoming fascinated by the way his mouth
was moving against hers, the way his lips caressed hers and his
tongue darted in and out.

This sort of kissing was far more delicious
than any other kisses she'd ever had! True, it was rather invasive
and shocking and quite, quite lewd. But given what else she'd
allowed herself to do of late that didn't seem quite so
shocking.

And as he kissed his hands slid up and down
her body, big, powerful, rough male hands, exploring her with a
sense of eagerness Zachary had never evidenced, stroking and
squeezing her soft flesh as his mouth left her breathless.

Then she cried out, gasping, as his hands
seized her hair and jerked back.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped in
confusion.

“I love the way that makes your titties look,
girl,” he said.

Emily flushed hotly, then gasped again as she
felt his mouth on the center of her left breast. His teeth were...
were chewing at her flesh! It ached, but there was a wild
dark rush of sensation as his tongue swirled and swept across her
eager nipple, and he began to suck hungrily!

She felt his other hand sliding down her taut
belly, and his fingers stroking her down there! The raw heat began
to surge through her veins again, and she whimpered and moaned as
he continued to chew and suck on her breast while his big finger
curled under and pushed up inside her!

He shifted to her other breast, leaving the
first one throbbing hotly, the nipple flaring and sparking like a
live wire, the flesh sore and aching! Now he was chewing and
sucking on her right breast, even as his finger slid up and down
inside her and stroked her clitoris!

She groaned helplessly, staring up along the
length of her arms to her bound wrists, feeling a sense of dazed
amazement that they were there, that they were tied up! Tied up!
She was tied up!

And then he finally slid his hungry mouth off
her breasts, and lowered himself to his knees. His mouth slid
downward, kissing and licking at her flesh as she slowly let her
head fall forward again, then dropped her chin to stare down at him
as he gripped her thighs and jerked them apart.

“Oh!”

His big tongue licked up the line of her sex,
and then his fingers and thumbs were stroking her there, spreading
her open as she blushed hotly. His tongue drove into her, and
jerked her eyes away, gasping, staring around her, moaning and then
crying out as his lips found her clitoris and began to suck
rhythmically!

This was crazy! This was insane! This was
perverted! She had to stop this!

But she was … tied up! She was a prisoner! A
prisoner to a … a savage!

She let her head roll back as heat rolled up
her body, moaning helplessly, whimpering as the heat burned hotter
and became a wild voracious force flaying her with lust. She had
never felt nor even imagined anything like it before him!

Her hips began to grind helplessly, muscle
spasms growing more intense!

And then he paused and stood before her. He
seized her hair again, holding it tightly, jerking her head up
sharply so she faced him. Now he glowered at her.

“You're a very bad girl, aren't you, Miz
Withers,” he growled.

Emily stared at him stupidly and he jerked on
her hair.

“Oh! Oh! Please!”

“You're a very, very bad girl. Isn't that
true?”

“Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

His other hand cupped her breast, then his
thumb and forefinger pinched together around her hard nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she yelped as her nipple
began to burn.

“Are you a bad girl?”

“Yes!”

“Say yes... Sir.”

The demand baffled Emily, but then he pinched
her nipple harder, and began to stretch it up and out.

“Oh! Caleb! Please stop!”

“Say yes Sir.”

“Yes, Sir!”

He stopped pinching her nipple and rubbed it
between the soft pads of his thumb and forefinger.

“Are you a bad girl?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” she gulped anxiously.

She gasped as he jerked sharply on her hair
again.

“What do you call married women who have sex
with other men?” he asked.

She flushed hotly.

“You call them sluts, isn't that right?
Aren't you a slut, Mrs?”

Emily moaned and closed her eyes.

He jerked on her hair and she cried out, eyes
jerking open.

“Aren't you!?”

“Yes!” she cried.

He pinched her nipple again and she yelped in
pain.

“Yes, Sir,” he said.

“Yes, Sir!”

Now he kissed his way along her exposed
throat and neck, chewing lightly as his free hand caressed her
breast.

Emily was completely confused!

He raised his head again.

“But you're my slut, ain't you.”

She gaped up at him and he jerked on her hair
again sharply.

“Oh!”

“Say it.”

“I-I... I'm a slut!”

Again he jerked on her hair.

“You're my slut. Say it.”

“I-I'm your slut!” she cried.

Again he pinched her nipple.

“You forgot to say Sir.”

“Oh! Please! I'm your slut, Sir!”

“Say you're Caleb's slut. Do it.”

“I-I'm Caleb's slut... Sir!” she
whimpered.

He dropped to his knees before her and
started licking once again, his fingers sliding up inside her,
pumping slowly in and out as she moaned and whimpered and gasped
for breath. What was going on!? Was he crazy!? This wasn't what sex
was supposed to be like! Was it!?

But her confusion began to recede in the face
of the rising dark tide of heat, as his tongue lapped hungrily at
her. His big hands squeezed her buttocks, then her thighs, and
then, then he forced her legs apart, wider and wider, until her
toes were barely touching the floor!

With apparently no effort, he lifted them up,
so that she was dangling from her bound wrists, with his hands
supporting her thighs, and his tongue licking voraciously!

“Oh! Oh! Oh please!” she gasped. “Oh God!
Oh!”

He stopped and released her legs, then stood
up, looking sternly down at her.

“Did you forget to call me Sir again, girl?”
he demanded.

Emily gaped at him, panting and flushed.

He snorted and slapped her bottom sharply
enough to make her squeal in pain!

“You're a very bad girl!” he said.

Crack!

Another sharp slap to her bottom made Emily's
hips jerk forward as if her feet could run away from the sharp
sting! But that only pulled her back again.

“Aren't you?”

Crack!

“Oh! Please! Caleb!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he said.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“Sir!” she cried.

He gripped her hair and jerked her head
sharply up and back.

“Are you my slut? Are you?” he demanded,
shaking her by the hair.

“Ye-Yes!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You forgot to say Sir again.”

“I'm sorry! Sir!”

“Are you my slut?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Say I'm Caleb's slut.”

“I'm Caleb's slut, Sir!” she cried.

He moved around before her and grinned,
kissing her lightly, gently, his free hand stroking her breast.

“Know why I want you to call me Sir, baby?”
he asked with a gleaming smile. “Cuz you're my little sex
slave.”

Emily gaped at him again! What!?

Then he kissed her again and she moaned into
his mouth, feeling as if she were on a wild, out of control
roller-coaster! Sex slave? What an absurd idea! It was perverted!
It was ridiculous!

He pulled his lips back, leaving her
gasping.

“Are you gonna be a good girl, baby?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!” she gulped, her voice
quavering.

His eyes narrowed. “That means obeying your
master, little sex slave.”

Emily stared at him, open mouthed.

Put your feet together, slave girl.”

She stared and then yelped at another slap to
her bottom.

“Now!”

She jerked her feet tightly together.

“Now push your bottom out. Further. Push that
gorgeous round ass of yours out and back. That's my little slave
girl.”

Emily had to rise onto the balls of her feet
to satisfy him, and stood there unsteadily as his hand kneaded her
buttocks and stroked up and down against her.

“Gorgeous ass,” he said.

His fingers began to stroke up and down along
the line of her sex again, massaging her clitoris.

“Are you my slut?”

“Y-Yes, Sir!”

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Sir!”

What else could she say without getting a
stinging slap to her already hot bottom!?

“Now, cuz you're such a bad girl for being a
slut and then for not calling me Sir, you gots to be punished,” he
said. “All bad girls gots to be punished.”

He stood beside her, his left hand between
her legs, finger curled up inside her as he ground his thumb
against her clitoris, and Emily shuddered and moaned, assailed by a
wild churning sense of confusion and emotions.

His right hand was kneading and caressing her
bottom as she kept herself in position, pushed back.

Crack!

“Oh!”

That stung! But the big hand between her legs
kept her from shifting position. She gulped and moaned, standing
shakily on the balls of her feet, her upper body leaning forward as
his right hand glided over her bottom.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That's for not saying please Sir,” eh said
as she yelped.

“Please, Sir!”

“Please what? You know you're a slut. You
know you're a bad girl. You know you gots to be punished.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You think bad girls shouldn't be
punished?”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“You got to learn your place, woman.”

Crack!

“Can't have sex slaves being disrespectful to
their masters.”

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Next thing you know they'll be disobeying
orders.”

Crack!

“Can't have that.”

“So this what you been doing while I'm
sweatin'.”

Emily squealed in horror and tried to twist
her body away as Lemar came through the door.

“I's just attendin' to business,” Caleb
said.

“Yeah, some business,” Lemar sniffed, staring
at Emily greedily.

The best she could do was turn her body away,
but that didn't last long, for Caleb simply jerked her around again
to face the younger man.

“What you think?”

“This is one fiiiine piece of woman flesh,”
Lemar said, shaking his head.

“She gonna be my sex slave.”

“I'm not!” Emily cried wildly.

He snorted and then slapped her bottom
stingingly. Both men laughed as she cried out.

“Maybe you'd like it if we just leave,” Caleb
said.

He reached up and pressed a button on the
automatic garage door opener and it began to clank noisily
upward.

Emily gasped as the sunny outside world
appeared, until the whole front of the yard was in view, and the
garage was bathed in light!

“Oh! Please! Untie me!” she cried.

“Can't do that. You gots to be punished.”

“Oh please!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Please Sir,” he said.

“Caleb!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ah! Ungh! Oh! Please! Oh!”

“Say it.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please, Sir!”

She felt her face burning hotly as the other
man chuckled in amusement. The two men stood there grinning at her,
and there she stood, naked, helpless, exposed to them and to the
world, her wrists helplessly bound high above her!

“How's that tongue of yours, Lemar? You
always bragging about it.”

Lemar grinned widely, then dropped to his
knees in front of her.

Emily gasped, staring down at him, then his
hands forced her thighs apart and his tongue began to lick at
her!

“Oh! Oh no! Please! Caleb!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“What you call me?”

“Sir! Please, Sir!”

They both laughed, and Caleb then turned and
walked out of the garage.

“I be back in a minute,” he said over his
shoulder.

Emily stared at him in, eyes huge, until he
disappeared, then stared down at Lemar, licking at her sex!

This was... mortifying! She had been
discovered! Now what was she to do!? Her mind and body both
squirmed and she felt her eyes brimming with tears. It would be
such a scandal! Zachary would divorce her and she'd have to... to
run away somewhere to escape the stares of people!

“Hmm, mmmm. This is some fine pussy!” Lemar
said enthusiastically.

Emily flushed anew. She was such a whore! She
was an adulterous whore! Caleb was right about that! Bad girl? She
was a wicked woman! She shouldn't have her bottom slapped! She
should be horse-whipped! She should be tarred and feathered!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped, as his tongue
pushed deep inside her.

Startlingly deep! How long was this man's
tongue anyway!?

Then Caleb was back, and behind her, and
kissing the nape of her neck as his hands slid around her to knead
and fondle her breasts.

“Hot, nasty slut,” he growled. “Gorgeous,
fuckin' sex slave!”

Emily shuddered, her mind fluttering like a
bird in a cage.

Caleb's hands slid down her body to her
thighs, jerking them apart, far enough apart she had to rise on the
balls of her feet!

She felt his cock rubbing against her, and
the other man, Lemar, stood up, grinning, fingering her clitoris,
then bending to suck and chew on her breast!

Caleb's cock pushed into her, slowly, slowly,
but not stopping, sliding inexorably up into her body inch by inch
by inch!

“Push your ass back, slut!” Caleb barked.

Whimpering, she obeyed, and he chuckled as he
chewed hard on the right side of her throat, pushing himself ever
deeper. His right hand cupped her thigh right next to her groin,
and his thumb reached across and began to stroke across her swollen
clitoris.

His left hand enveloped her throat,
completely covering it, pulling her head up and back and around as
he kissed her.

“Beg me to fuck you, baby,” he growled into
her ear.

Emily only moaned and gasped helplessly.

“Beg!”

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

He chuckled and began to do that very
thing.

Emily cringed and moaned as his cock slid
into and out of her with Lemar looking on. It was mortifying! It
was humiliating!

“Don't you worry about Lemar's long tongue,”
Caleb said. “He don't use it for talking about stuff I don't want
talked about or he knows he'd get it cut off. Ain't that right,
Lemar?”

“Oh yessir! You gots that right, Caleb!”
Lemar exclaimed.

He rubbed her clitoris and stroked her
breasts as Caleb thrust into her, and the whole thing began to seem
like a dream to Emily! Surely this couldn't be happening!

And yet, was it really so horrible, she
thought, as her body shuddered to the impact of Caleb's hips. She
had felt so wild and alive when Caleb took her, jarred out of her
routine, boring existence, her pulse racing and gripped by a wild,
thrilled heat.

What was wrong with that!?

Didn't she deserve some of that? Didn't she
deserve to be appreciated as a woman? Didn't she deserve to know
what that aspect of life was like!?

Lemar wouldn't tell anyone. He couldn't!
Neither could Caleb! They might not be lynched, as they would have
been a generation ago, but both would surely be driven out of the
county! Her secret sluttish... experiment... would be safely
kept!

Her secret sluttish weakness would remain
hidden!

She shuddered as Lemar stroked her clitoris,
as she felt Caleb's big cock thrusting up into her again and again!
This was so crazy and sick and perverted! But her body was starting
to pulse with heat once more, despite her embarrassment. She began
to embrace the dark fantasy of herself as the helpless prisoner of
lewd men!

Big men! Strong men! Men who would manhandle
her and use her like a whore! Men who would make her body burn with
heat!

“Man, I want some of this white pussy!” Lemar
growled.

“This pussy belongs to me, boy,” Caleb said,
grunting as the thrust into her.

“You be a generous man, right, Caleb?” Lemar
asked with a grin.

Caleb chuckled.

He reached up and then untied the rope which
went over the rod overhead. That didn't untie her wrists but let
her drop them. Then he pushed her down to her knees as he held
tightly to the rope.

“Lemar does deserve a little reward for him
keeping his mouth shut, O'course,” he said.

Lemar grinned down at her, unzipping his
trousers.

Emily gasped dazedly, staring as he pulled
his cock out and wagged it back and forth.

“Got something for you, preacher's lady,” he
said.

Emily's hands and arms jerked, but Caleb held
tight, even drawing it back a little as Lemar reached for her hair.
She gasped as he jerked on it, then his cock was sliding through
her open lips into her mouth and over her tongue.

“Suck that cock, white girl,” he growled.

Emily cringed at his crude words, but did her
best, pursing her lips around it, sucking, and licking hesitantly
on the underside.

“This white girl don't know how to suck
cock,” Lemar complained.

“Then teach her, boy.”

Lemar laughed and dropped his trousers
entirely.

Emily gasped as he pulled her mouth in
against the underside of his cock.

“Lick! Lick up and down!” he ordered.

Panting, moaning, Emily obeyed, licking at
his cock like it was an ice cream cone.

“Suck my balls!”

That was unbearably crude!

“Don't be so crude!” she gasped.

The two men laughed, and Lemar jerked on her
hair, pulling her lips against him.

“Do it!”

Moaning, Emily licked at them hesitantly,
then took them into her mouth, sucking and licking at them in her
mouth.

Caleb knelt behind her, pulling back on the
rope so her hands were drawn back behind her neck. He reached
around her, kneading her bare breast, then sliding his hand down
between her legs to stroke and finger her.

“You got a lot to learn about pleasing a man,
baby,” Lemar said. “Time you start learning.”

He had her suck and lick as Caleb chewed on
the nape of her neck and offered his own advice, then pushed his
cock into her mouth again as Caleb drew her hips back and pushed
himself up inside her once more!

Gasping, moaning, Emily's body began to pulse
and burn as her mind baked under the dark heat. This was...
forbidden! It was utterly out of bounds! This was the kind of thing
a horrible, sluttish woman would do, not her!

Yet as a good girl all her life she had
always entertained dark fantasies of being such a woman, a wild,
feral animal of a woman ignoring all the rules in order to satisfy
her own lust.

She stared in fascinating at Lemar's cock as
it slid in and out of her mouth. It wasn't so horrible as she had
once thought. In fact, it felt wickedly exciting and deliciously
naughty! But she was still overwhelmed by it all.

With Caleb's big arms around her and his body
pressed against her, and his big cock thrusting up into her, and
now Lemar driving his cock into her mouth! It was outrageous!

And then, shockingly, he simply thrust
forward and Emily's eyes bulged as he pushed right into the back of
her throat! And down it!

She tried to pull back, but given her
position that wasn't possible. Lemar held her hair in his fist as
he pushed himself deep into her throat, all the way in, in fact,
until her lips were wrapped around the base and she was staring,
stunned, at his black skin pressed against her!

“Ah, now that's more like it!” he
growled.

Lemar wasn't as big as Caleb, nor as thick,
but he was considerably longer and thicker than Zachary, and
absolutely filled her throat, making it ache! She trembled and
shook, beset by panic and gagging and the threat her stomach would
overturn.

But the latter two problems faded quickly,
leaving only her sense of panic that she couldn't breath.

“All good sex slaves learn how to take a man
down their throat,” Caleb said.

Not that she was listening, with her head
pounding wildly!

Lemar pulled back, and she coughed violently
as he came free, a flood of saliva following and drooling onto the
floor.

“You're gonna be a good little sex slave,”
Caleb said approvingly.

Lemar jerked on her hair and her head pulled
back, then he thrust into her again, and before she could protest,
was driving deep into her throat once more! Again she was assailed
by a powerful gagging reflex, by the threat her stomach would
overturn, and by panic at the lack of air.

And again, the other two faded, especially as
her chest began to burn and her head to pound. She got
light-headed, dazed, black dots dancing before her eyes. He drew
back and she gurgled and gasped dazedly as he rubbed his spit-wet
cock over her face.

She sucked in air in deep, desperately
breaths as Caleb ground his hips into her from behind.

“You're one hot, sexy slut, Miz Withers,” he
growled.

She became even more light-headed the third
and fourth time, but her panic was lessening, as was her fear of
throwing up. She gagged, but not as powerfully. By the tenth time
she was just kneeling there and accepting it, gurgling a little,
eyes glassy, as he pumped eagerly in and out.

“Hot little fuck toy!”

“Sex slave!”

“You're my slut!”

“Love this bitch's tits!”

The two men laughed and mauled her as their
hard cocks moved in and out of her body.

Emily just knelt dazedly and submissively in
place, reduced to her lowest instincts.

Lemar pulled back and released her hair and
she sank to the floor, her arms before her, slack jawed, gasping as
Caleb began to thrust harder and faster. Now she began to get her
breath back a little and her mind stirred, her eyes slits as she
stared at her arms ahead of her.

“Keep that ass high in the air, slave girl,”
Caleb said, jerking on her hips and then slapping at her
bottom.

She moaned dazedly. Slave girl. I'm a
slave girl!

He let his upper body press down on her, his
right arm sliding around her, hand down between her legs so he
could rub her clitoris. His left pushed under, as well, big hand
cupping her right breast.

And all the while that big cock pushed into
her, again and again and again, his hips jarring her, making her
body shudder under each blow.

Flickering memories of him taking her in the
same position rippled through her mind, and the raw, wild animal
heat which had accompanied it. Caleb's finger was rubbing skilfully
at her clitoris as he thrust into her, and she felt her mind
swirling, tumbling and turning like a cork in a high sea.

She grunted at each thrust, gasping and
moaning weakly.

It was funny how being unable to breath
pushed all other concerns into the background and made them seem
utterly unimportant. Now that she could breath again, it was hard
to care once more about the embarrassment of what was
happening.

And she'd started to get used to Lemar
anyway. Him being naked now made him less of a watcher and more of
a... well... participant. That was bad in one way but less
embarrassing in another.

Somehow.

And Caleb was thrusting into her steadily
now, his hips smacking against her upraised buttocks. Her breasts
were throbbing, aching, pillowed out beneath her against the floor,
and she was rolling back and forth atop them as he thrust.

It was so degrading, so animalistic, so lewd
and obscene!

But she'd given up caring about that in the
face of being unable to breath, and found it hard to regain that
care.

She felt herself slipping into that dark
sense of awed disbelief and dark fantasy, the thought that she was
a helpless maiden being ravished by some wild savages rising once
again. Heat burned hotter and higher, and her gasps each time he
drove that big black spike into her body became louder and more
passionate.

And then the orgasm hit, and she lost
herself, shuddering and gasping, breath sobbing out of her as her
body trembled and jerked, as convulsions wracked her body. It was
so good! It was soooo goood! It was better than anything!
How could she possibly live her life without this!? How could any
woman!?

She was like an animal, a she-bitch being
ridden by a bull or stallion, his big cock driving into her with
savage violence as the sexual energy tore through her mind and
body. It left her drained, both physically and emotionally,
slack-jawed and eyes slitted, her chin on the floor even as Caleb
gave a final flurry of harsh thrusts that hammered against her
buttocks.

It was so much like that other time, when
again she was an animal... except that this time as Caleb stepped
back Lemar moved in behind her. She groaned as she felt him sliding
his own cock into her body. He was not as thick as Caleb, nor as
long, so she stayed relaxed, luxuriating in the soft afterglow of
her orgasm even as he started to ride her too.

Her inhibitions were absent, her mind half
sleeping. She groaned as Lemar's hands pushed under her chest to
fill themselves with her breasts, her eyes blinking and fluttering
as he leaned into her, his hips thrusting harder now.

The cobwebs began to fade and her eyes
cleared somewhat. She saw Caleb out of the corner of her eyes as he
walked past her. But... who then... ? And then she realized it was
Lemar behind her! That jolted her for some reason. Then she tried
to figure out why. It was... natural, at least from his
perspective.

Sex with two men like this, though, two men!
What a slut she was! She thought that with both a sense of shame
and of awe.

Lemar didn't last long, though, and cursed as
he finished, then drew back.

He laughed and untied her wrists, and then he
followed Caleb out of the garage.

Panting for breath, she picked herself up,
and then scurried out of the garage, lest some neighbor come by –
or Zachary – and discover what a fallen woman she had become!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Emily was prim and proper in her dress, with
a high neck and loose hem that reached to her ankles. It was not
tight, that dress, and was quite discreet about the shape of the
body beneath – as was only proper for a parson's wife.

“Would you like another pancake, Zachary?”
she asked.

“No thank you,” he replied.

She never called him anything but Zachary,
she realized. Most men would go by 'Zach' but the reverend Zachary
Withers thought such a term improper and disrespectful.

He was kind of prim and proper himself, she
thought, more than a little resentful.

They heard the sound of a car out front, and
she went to the window to see Caleb arrive in his rusty old truck,
along with someone else she presumed was Lemar. She flushed and
licked her lips nervously.

“It's Caleb and his helper,” she said.

Zachary looked at his watch.

“They're early.”

“Well, it probably gets hot up on a roof,”
she said.

“I suppose so.”

Southern Alabama in October routinely got
into the high 70s, and often into the 80s.

A ladder was set against the wall of the
small, wood framed house, and then they heard the sound of
footsteps on the roof, as well as the men talking.

“And how is Mrs. Jackson doing?” she
asked.

“Poorly.”

“You think I should visit her again?”

“She won't recognize you. It's sad but there
you have it.”

“What about the Moores?”

“We should go and see them together, perhaps
later on this afternoon.”

“Have you uhm, worked out your next sermon
yet?”

“No, I hope to have that done today. I'm
going to pray for inspiration.”

It was natural that he pray a lot, but Emily
thought he prayed rather too much for simple things. The Lord helps
those who help themselves, after all. She didn't think it wise to
say that to Zachary however.

The Lord certainly hadn't been helping her
with inspiration of late! And she'd been praying desperately! She
had no idea what to do, how to handle the outrageous situation she
found herself in! She had no previous experience with men like
Caleb!

She had thought him just a simple but honest
working man, and had had no idea he was such a, well, there was no
getting around it, a pervert! And he had a deep and abiding lust
for her!

That could be handled, of course, with a firm
'no' accompanied by a frown and a suggestion she speak to her
husband if he was rude again.

She had not handled it that way, not even
remotely. She had let herself be seduced into perversion and
unnatural lust of a kind she had heard about, and that only
remotely!

She had been arrogant, she now realized, in
thinking of Caleb as simple, dull-witted, and amiable merely
because he was a large, muscular man and had no education. There
was a cunning mind in that enormous body.

She had let him tempt her, and let him touch
her, and let him inflict upon her the sorts of sensations and
feelings and emotions she had barely known existed! It had inflamed
her body and mind both, and those flames had never really subsided.
They'd left her vulnerable, as if she had been nearly instantly
addicted to that dark hunger and passion and desperately wanted
more!

The sight of his bare chested black body,
glistening in the sun as he'd chopped wood had caught at her eyes
and then her mind. Compared to the slender, meek, mild mannered
Zachary he was like a member of another species, another
gender.

A man, not just a male, like Zachary.

She had no idea how to treat that addiction
other than indulge it. Yet she knew how wrong it was. She was a
married woman! Giving into temptation was giving into the devil!
She was an adulterous whore! A parson's wife committing adultery
was bad enough in small town Alabama, but doing it with a Black man
was unspeakable! She'd be tarred and feathered and run out of town
on a rail!

But no one needs to know, she thought
anxiously. No one would suspect that she, Emily Withers, so prim
and proper, would stoop to such animal behavior with anyone, much
less someone like Caleb!

And Lemar, she thought, cringing. She had let
Lemar use her like a whore too! God, she was such a hopeless
slut!

Zachary got up and put on his blazer, and she
hurried over to follow him to the door. Her heart began to beat
faster now, wondering what Caleb would do once Zachary left!

“I shall likely see you around Three,”
Zachary said.

He leaned in and gave her a kiss – on the
cheek.

It was the sort of kisses she was used to
from him, and she'd never really questioned them until lately, when
she'd had Caleb's kisses to compare them to. It was like comparing
a house cat to a lion, like comparing a chihuahua to a wolf.

Zachary's kiss was chaste, dry, and brief.
When he kissed her Caleb's mouth invaded hers and threatened to
devour her!

She opened the door, peering anxiously out,
but saw no sign of the two men. Zachary went out to his car, not
looking back, and she closed the door, going back to the kitchen to
clean up. She heard Zachary's car drive off, and felt a tightening
in her chest.

The door opened and closed, and her heart
skipped a beat! She turned to stare at the doorway to the hall,
then jerked her eyes away, pretending she'd heard nothing.

She heard his heavy steps, then he loomed
behind her as she picked things up off the kitchen table.

Suddenly, he gripped her hair behind her neck
and jerked her head up and back.

“Oh!” she gasped, dropping the plate and salt
shaker as her eyes rolled up and back anxiously.

“I like ta see my sex slave bent over like
that,” he said in a soft, deep voice right next to her ear.

“C-C-Caleb!” she gasped.

He shoved her roughly down on the table and
she cried out again as she heard him chuckle low in his throat.

“Now that ain't what you're supposed to be
calling me, Miz Withers.”

She felt him pulling her loose skirt up her
legs, up over her knees, then up to bare her bottom – aside from
her panties.

“What are these? Granny panties?” he asked in
amusement.

He jerked her panties down and then slapped
her bottom stingingly.

“Oh!”

“What are you supposed to call me, woman?

“Please! Caleb I – .”

Crack!

“What?”

“But you can – !”

Crack!

“What?”

“Oh! Please! Sir!” she cried.

“I like ta hear that,” he said. “Say it
again.”

His big hand caressed her bare bottom as
Emily gasped, her face next to the sugar bowl.

“S-Sir!” she moaned.

It was so... perverted and ridiculous and
nasty and wicked and lewd and outrageous!

She started to rise only to have him shove
her down again. She was bent across one of the kitchen chairs, its
high, hard back sticking into her abdomen, lifting her bottom as
her breasts pillowed out against the table top.

“This is one fine ass you got here, Miz
Withers.,” he said, fingers kneading her buttocks. “It's a sinful,
wicked thing for you to hide it away from the world the way you
do.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please, Sir!” she gasped.

Every time she said that she felt a strange
jolt run through her! It was so... degrading!

She felt him roughly spread her legs apart,
then felt his fingers sliding along the naked line of her sex.

“Nice tight, pussy too. You could be pleasing
a lot of men with this.”

He reached beside her and stuck his fingers
into the butter, then drew it back, and she shuddered as his
now-slippery fingers slid up and down against her sex, penetrating
between the tight lips, sliding over her clitoris, rubbing and
rolling it between them as her heart pounded wildly in her
chest!

“Say you're my bitch, Miz Withers” he
growled.

“I-I'm your bitch!” she moaned.

Crack!

“You forgot ta say Sir.”

“I'm your bitch, Sir!' she gasped.

Crack!

“Say I'm Caleb's bitch.”

“I'm Caleb's bitch!' she cried.

It made her mind squirm so to say such
things! But her bottom stung and burned with his heavy handed
slaps!

She moaned as his finger penetrated her,
twisting and turning, pushing in and out, but always deeper! Hot,
thick, slippery, it pushed deep into her rapidly heating body, drew
back, then pushed again, this time much thicker!

“Oh! Oh please!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Who you talkin' to, woman?”

“Please, Sir!”

He chuckled throatily, two thick fingers
sliding deep into her trembling body.

“Tell me you're my slut.”

She cringed again.

Crack!

“I'm Caleb's slut, Sir!”

He chuckled once more, his fingers twisting
and turning, pumping slowly in and out.

Between them they were probably as thick or
thicker than Zachary's penis, she thought wildly.

Not that Zachary would even dream of taking
her like this from behind, bent over the kitchen table! Zachary
made love to her only once a month, in bed, with the lights out, in
the missionary position!

Now his thumb began to roll and stroke across
her swollen clitoris, and the fire burned deeper, her body starting
to burn with a passion and heat which enveloped her mind like a
drug! She panted and moaned helplessly, gasping for breath as his
fingers stroked and pumped.

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

“I'm Caleb's sex slave!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Sir!” she moaned.

“You're a bad girl, ain't you, woman.”

Emily moaned.

“A bad, slutty girl.”

Crack!

“Ain't you?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes, Sir!”

Then she felt his finger rub along the narrow
line between her buttocks, across her wrinkled back passage. She
flinched, then flinched again as it slid back. She gasped as it
halted, rubbing her there in a circular pattern. Her eyes widened
and she started to straighten.

Crack!

“I tell you to stand up, slave girl?”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Did I?”

“No, Sir!” she moaned.

The finger rubbed her there, slippery, slick,
buttery, and then... it pushed into her!

“Oh please!”

Crack!

“Please, Sir!” she cried, squirming.

“Please what, slut? What do you want your
master to do?”

“Oh! Caleb! You mustn't!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please, Sir!”

His finger pushed deeper and deeper, pumping
in and out! It withdrew, and then something else pushed into her,
something cool and rounded, but thicker, and thicker still, and
then still thicker, as she clawed at the table clothe and her eyes
widened.

“What are you dooooing!?” she cried.

Crack!

“Whatever I want.”

Crack!

“You're my sex slave, after all.”

Crack!

“I can do anything to you.”

“Oh please, Sir!' she cried.

“You know, Miz Withers, seeing as how you're
my sex slave... you done admitted it just this moment, I think you
should call me master instead of sir.”

Emily blinked, staring at the table before
her.

Crack!

“Say it, Miz Withers.”

“Oh but – !”

Crack!

'Say it, sex slave.”

Emily shuddered.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please, Sir!”

“That ain't the word I wanna hear, sex
slave.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please, Master!”

He chuckled throatily as Emily's mind spun
wildly in circles. To call him master was... outrageous! It was –
.”

“Say it again, sex slave.”

“M-Master!” she gasped.

The thing in her bottom was spread her wider
and wider, and then abruptly, she felt her body sucking it inside,
her opening snapping closed. Or, no, not quite. There was something
pressed against the outside!

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
rapidly forcing her to her feet before him. Almost at once, though,
he pulled her dress up her body and over her head, then tossed it
behind her before shoving her down against the table again. She
felt his hands on her bra, felt it being undone, then it was yanked
away from her body to leave her – naked!

Sinfully, wickedly naked!

He chuckled again, then gripped her wrists,
drawing them back together behind her and crossing them.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Y-Yes,” she squeaked.

Crack!

“Yes, Sir!”

Crack!

“That ain't the word.”

“Yes... Master!” she gasped.

Strange, twisty, dark, thrilling, and scary
emotions rippled through Emily saying that word!

She felt something pressing against her
wrist, and gasped as she realized it felt like rope again! Sure
enough, he quickly tied her wrists together behind her back!

Someone started banging on the roof overhead
and she gasped, jerking her head up. But then Caleb dropped to his
knees, gripped her thighs, and jerked them wide. A moment later she
felt his lips press against her sex, felt his big thumbs spreading
her soft, swollen labia, then he began to suck!

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!”

It would never have entered Zachary's mind to
press his mouth to her down there, Emily knew. It had stunned her
the first time Caleb had done it. She shuddered now as he sucked
rhythmically at her clitoris as he pushed his fingers in and out of
her body!

She was such a whore, she thought
despairingly, feeling her will and inhibitions melting away under
the rising heat. Her body began to fill with a dark, roiling sense
of need and hunger, and her hips jerked and twitched as her muscles
spasmed.

Her mind began to swim in dark passion as she
gulped in air in ragged gasps.

“Tasty little white pussy,” he growled.

She had to stop this! She had to show some
spine! She had to resist temptation!

“Please!” she gasped.

He made rumbling noises as he sucked and
licked at her and she squeaked and gasped helplessly,
desperately.

What could she do!?

“Stop! You... you... negro!”

Even in the midst of desperation she could
not bring herself to use the actual N-word.

He halted, and for a moment she felt a sense
of relief, even as he rose behind her.

“What'd you call me, Miz Withers.,” he asked,
almost in disbelief.

She had to continue! She had to be unbearably
rude! It was the only thing which would work! Even if her words
were racist!

“You... you're a... a negro!” she
blurted.

He laughed.

That was not what she wanted, and she gulped
anxiously.

“I know what I am, Miz Withers. I live in
Alabama. White folk never let you forget that. But mostly they just
call me nigger.”

She flushed at that word!

“So you thinking maybe you're too good for ol
Caleb the negro?” he asked in amusement.

His fingers were stroking her again, and
Emily fought desperately to resist the rush of heat they were
rousing in her.

“You're a bad girl,” he said. “Bad girls get
punished.”

She gasped, but he was certainly right. Not
only was she bad she absolutely deserved to e punished! Yes! And
that would remove this awful heat she was drowning in!

He did something. There was a strange sound,
and she rolled her eyes, turning her head, then gasped as she saw
him pulling his leather belt from the loops of his dirty jeans,
then doubling it in his hands!

She squeaked, and turned her head away.

“Such a bad little white girl, saying racist
things!” he said.

Crack!

“Oh!” she cried.

The belt snapped across her upraised bottom
with a stinging blow! It was lighter than his hand, but the sting
sharper!

But she could already feel the dark heat
retreating!

“Negro!” she gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She flinched and gasped and moaned at each
blow, but a part of her reveled in the sharp edged pain. It was
what she deserved! She was a filthy whore!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

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

She refused to talk!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

She moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, Miz Withers.”

Her bottom was burning! It was throbbing with
every beat of her heart, and Emily squirmed and moaned, her wrists
pulling helplessly against the rope binding them!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

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

“Oh please!' she moaned.

Sex slave!

The words swept through her swirling,
churning thoughts like a dark wave! All her fantasies about being
the helpless prisoner of evil, cruel (but sexy and handsome) men
rose within her! Poor helpless, virginal maiden being tortured by
cruel, lusting men!

Crack!

“Say it, girl.”

Crack!

She shuddered and moaned, the lust and
passion drowning her in need.

Crack!

“Say it, bitch.”

“I-I – !”

Crack!

“Say it, sex slave.”

“I am!” she cried.

Crack!

“Master!” she cried helplessly.
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Caleb's hand thrust between her trembling
thighs and she cried out as it fingered her.

“You are what, slave girl?”

“I-I'm your sex slave!”

Crack!

“What do you call me?”

“Master!” she cried, her voice breaking.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Gasping, she obeyed, and felt the rounded
head of his thick cock rubbing up and down along the noticeably
slick, swollen lips of her sex.

“You want my Negro cock inside you, baby?” he
purred.

He gripped her hair and yanked sharply.

“Oh! Please!”

Crack!

“Please, Master!”

“You want my cock inside you, white
girl?”

“Y-Yeees!' she moaned.

Crack!

“Yes, Master!”

“Tell me you want my cock.”

“I-I do!”

Crack!

“Say it, bitch.”

“Oh, please!”

Crack!

“Please, Master!”

Crack!

“Oh! I-I... I want your... penis insi – !

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please, Master!”

“Say it, slut.”

“I want... I want your... c-cock inside me,
Master!”

Emily hated using such crude language! She
knew, given she was bent over her own table naked in front of a man
that such prurient interest in avoiding obscenities was
foolishness, but it was also instinctive.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Oh! Please, Master!”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Beg for it, slut!”

“Please fuck me!'

Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!

Crack!

“Louder, white girl.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

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

Emily heard him chuckling, and then the
rounded nose of his cock rubbed up and down against her again, and
now began to push – and push – and push. She gasped and whimpered
as he spread her buttocks apart and she felt the lips of her sex
aching under the pressure, felt them pushed in and back, wider and
wider!

And then his cock pushed into her and she
shuddered in dark, helpless heat, a feverish sense of exultation
gripping her as her every sense was turned to the feeling of him
penetrating her and spreading her wide, then sliding deeper and
deeper into her trembling body!

“You got a hot little cunt here, baby,” he
said.

She cringed again at such crude words, then
gasped as he yanked on her hair.

“You ain't gonna thank me for saying
something nice, bitch?”

“Th-thank you, Master! Oh!”

He thrust into her sharply and the thickness
of his staff drove deep. Then he began to pump in and out, in and
out, slowly, but pushing deeper with every thrust. He leaned over
her, gripping her hair to jerk her head up and back, chewing along
the nape of her neck.

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

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

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, Master!” she moaned.

His cock moved deeper and deeper, aching
deliciously, and fire seemed to run up her spine as his hips ground
against her throbbing buttocks.

“Tell me you love the feel of a big nigger
cock inside you.”

Emily squeaked and his other hand closed
around her throat.

“Say it!”

“I-I love... the feel of a b-big... nigger
cock inside me!” she gasped, her voice rasping as his hand
tightened.

He chuckled and released her throat, grinding
his hips against her, then started to thrust into her with short,
hard strokes that seemed to punch the nose of his cock against what
she thought must surely be the very back wall of her sexual
tunnel!

I am a whore, she thought desperately.
I am a slut! No decent woman would allow this! No decent woman
would say such things! No proper woman would feel like
this!

“Oh! Oh! Oh God!” she sobbed as the
fever-heat rolled her mind.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please! Please fuck me, Master! Please fuck
me! Please fuck me! Oh! Oh! God!”

His hips thrust harder, the head punching
into her faster, and then the orgasm swept over her and Emily felt
the wild, raging overload of sensation racing like a flash fire
through her body. Her hips bucked violently and she cried out, her
body spasming and jerking as Caleb rammed himself into her with
unrestrained anger, like a bull or wild savage!

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, and she
prayed it would live forever, for nothing else in the world could
possibly be as good!

“Well, hot damn. Caleb, you sure do know the
best paying jobs,” a man's voice exclaimed.

She moaned dazedly, slumping to the table as
Caleb slowed and stopped. Her glazed eyes saw another black man
standing in the doorway. At first she thought it was Lemar, but she
quickly realized it was a larger, older man, as tall as Caleb, but
not so broad shouldered, and bald.

She shuddered, gulping in air as Caleb slowed
his thrusts to long... looooong strokes.

“This here is my little white slave
girl.”

The man came forward, grinning, rubbing his
crotch, and Emily moaned weakly, then cried out as Caleb gripped
her thick hair and twisted her head up and then to the side.

“Ain't she got a pretty mouth?” Caleb
asked.

“Man, do she!”

He unzipped and pulled his cock out. It
wasn't as big as Caleb, but was thicker than Lemar, and much larger
than Zachary!

Emily stared at it, her mind not quite
functioning yet, and he pushed it forward into her open mouth. She
gasped and moaned, her eyes fluttering as it pushed deeper.

“Suck that black cock, white girl,” he
ordered.

She had very little choice, as Caleb started
to stroke harder, and this man, whoever he was, took hold of her
hair and began to pump his cock in her mouth. Emily started to
suck, and to lick the underside, feeling a wave of disorientation
and confusion sweeping through her. She didn't understand what was
happening or what she should do!

But the pain in her scalp said she had to
suck, so she sucked.

She gurgled and gasped as he pumped it in and
out.

“Where you find this slut?” the man
asked.

“Right here, man. She's the parson's
wife.”

“Sheeeeit! Really? She don't act like no
parson's wife!”

“Maybe she wasn't getting much.”

“Well I can see how that would affect the
poor thing.”

Both men pumped into her as they talked, and
while the stranger jerked up and to the side on her hair he also
shoved his hand under her chest to grope her breast.

She felt one of Caleb's hands sliding over
her hip and down between her legs to rub her clitoris while the
other groped her other breast.

It was simply insane!

And then as the dark, feverish heat began to
make her body throb again the stranger suddenly thrust hard and she
gurgled and gagged as his big cock drove down deep into her
throat!

“Yeah! Yeah! Swallow that, baby! Swallow
that!”

“Swallow that nigger cock, baby,” Caleb said,
rubbing her clitoris. “Hot little white bitch.”

She had little choice. The man had already
buried it in her throat before she even realized his intent! Now
all she could do was tremble and shake as it lay there, stretching
her throat, making her ache, blocking her breathing so that her
head pounded and her chest began to burn.

He pulled it slowly back and out and she
coughed repeatedly as he rubbed it over her face.

“Hot damn! This is one fine looking woman!”
the man said as Caleb began to thrust harder and harder.

Caleb halted with a gasp and pulled back.
Emily moaned, feeling vacant.

“I could fuck her all day,” he said. “Maybe I
will.”

The two men laughed.

She gasped as he pulled her back off the
table by the hair, and her knees gave way, dropping her to the
floor. He and the other man moved before her, both with erections
pointing at her face, looking down at her with eager lust in their
eyes.

“Suck me now, baby,” Caleb ordered. “Suck
your master's nigger cock.”

The other man laughed as Caleb shoved his
cock into her mouth, and Emily started to dazedly suck on it.

She gasped and gagged and cried out, for he
used his grip on her hair to yank her forward at the same time,
until her lips were wrapped around the base of his cock.

He was thicker than the other man, and her
throat absolutely ached to have such a thick cock pushed down it!
She twisted and writhed helplessly as the three men looked down at
her, but she didn't have the strength to do anything more.

Caleb drew back, inch after gleaming black
inch pulling free of her mouth until she was gulping in ragged
breaths of air again, then the other man drove his cock into her
gaping mouth, and also pushed himself deep into her throat!

“Hey, you know how these tables work,” Caleb
said suddenly. “They're adjustable for small places.”

He laughed and looked at the round kitchen
table, then reached under and dropped one of the leafs. He moved to
the other side and dropped the other leaf. Both of them were half
moons. With them dropped, the table was now a narrow rectangle only
large enough for two to eat.

He pulled the dazed woman up and lifted her
onto the table, then jerked on her legs so she fell back onto her
back, onto her arms, and her head and shoulders hung over the other
side.

Emily was already light-headed, her chest
heaving, and now the blood began to rush to her head as she stared,
upside down, across the room. She felt her legs spread and felt
Caleb pushing into her once more, his long, slick cock stretching
her wide as it was forced deep into her quivering stomach.

The other man moved into her view, and she
stared at his cock, then he gripped it in his hand, stepped
forward, and pushed himself into her open mouth – and straight down
her throat.

He laughed as hands alighted on her breasts,
squeezing and kneading, and then began to pump in and out of her
throat!

Emily gurgled and gagged and gasped as the
slick cock moved up and down her throat tube, but her dazed
condition seemed to insulate her, at least somewhat, from the shock
and gagging which would otherwise have resulted.

Her body began to shudder as Caleb thrust
harder, his hips slamming hard against her buttocks as he drove his
thick cock into her hard and fast. The entire table shook as he
cursed and growled and rammed himself home again and again! It
hurt! It ached! But somehow it felt... natural.

As much as she could know, of course. She was
dizzy and light-headed and not thinking very well. Black dots
danced before her glassy eyes, and then the black cock slid free
and she was able to gasp for breath again.

Caleb finished and groaned aloud, then drew
out of her, leaving her feeling sore but vacant.

“I better see to the unloading or someone
might wonder,” he sighed, doing up his jeans.

“I'll take care of the preacher's wife,” the
other man said with a grin.

He moved around out of her view, and then a
moment later Emily grunted as he lifted her upright on the table.
She stared dazedly at him, swaying in place as she continued to
gasp for breath.

“You got nice tits, baby,” he said, cupping
and squeezing them.

He pulled over a chair and then pulled her
off the table. She would have fallen had he not held her. Then he
sat down, pulling her down atop him so she was straddling him and
the chair.

As she caught her breath, and some semblance
of thought returned to her mind, he sucked and chewed and licked
her nipples and breasts hungrily, his hands racing over her
body.

“Fuuuck, you're gorgeous!” he exclaimed.

Emily began to feel embarrassed again. Who
was this man!? This was outrageous! This was horrendous! What a
slut she was!

He pinched her nipples and she gasped in
pain.

“Oh! Please!” she moaned.

“Up.”

She rose, back arched as he pinched her
nipples. He let one go, then raised his cock and pressed it against
her sex.

“Now down.”

Gasping, her nipple burning, she sank down,
felt the cock pushing against her, then into her, and shuddered as
she slid downward.

He let go of her nipple and licked it
instead, then sucked it as she sank down all the way.

Something clicked in her mind, and she
remembered doing this with Caleb, and the wild wave of heat and
pleasure which had engulfed her! Zachary would never countenance
such a thing, of course. Even the missionary position seemed to
strike him as obscene.

But she had been fascinated, and now, here
she was, straddling a man again, with his... his thing up inside
her!

Way up inside her! Throbbing hotly!

He pulled his hungry mouth off her sore
nipple briefly. “Ride me, baby,” he said.

His hands seized her buttocks and jerked up,
and she gasped and rose, then sank back as he eased off. She began
to hesitantly ride up and down, using her leg muscles, as he
continued to suck on her nipples – which were now swollen and
intensely sensitive!

His hands kneaded her buttocks but also
helped her rise and fall, and Emily felt a sense of heady awe as
she rode up and down, as she felt him sliding in and out of her, as
she experienced sex from this new angle once again.

She could do it better if her hands were
free, she thought.

It was hard on her legs, though, but she
didn't pay a lot of attention to that just then. The feel of his
cock inside her was far more intense than the aching in her
muscles!

And her nipples were simply raw from all his
hard sucking and licking and chewing!

Up and down she rode, gasping and moaning. It
all felt so... surreal! Was she really doing this! Was she really
riding up and down a man's cock, not even knowing his name!?

She felt another wave of guilt and shame but
continued to ride him, moaning as his hands kneaded and caressed
her, her legs aching as she slid up and down atop his slick, steely
black cock. She felt the darkness engulfing her again, surging and
withdrawing, surging and withdrawing even as she rode up and down,
surging higher and higher until she abandoned guilt and fear and
anxiety and shame as passion and lust and need filled her!

He stopped her suddenly, jerking back on her
hair as she sat impaled upon him, forcing her back to arch as he
licked and chewed at her nipples.

“Hot slut!” he growled.

His hand moved up and down her, then between
her legs, rubbing at her clitoris.

Emily shuddered, grinding herself against
him, then riding her hips up and down in short, frantic movements
as the dark heat burned hotter.

Another orgasm washed over her, and she
gurgled and gasped and sobbed, riding more frantically as he chewed
and sucked at her burning nipples. She rode up and then dropped
herself, impaling herself on his thick staff, glorying in the deep
penetration again and again and again as she drowned in the surging
wave of pleasure.

*

“Oh! Oh! Omygod! Ohmygod! Please! Please!'
she gasped breathlessly.

“Don't drop it, woman,” Caleb said.

It was Saturday morning. Caleb and the other
man, who's name was Jerome, had stopped by, along with Lemar, to
get a little work done while it was cool.

Zachary was home. Though he – and she – were
going to church for Saturday service soon. It had been his idea for
her to take a tray of lemonade out to the three men before they
left!

Now she was backed against the side of the
truck – which at least mercifully hid her from the house, while
Lemar knelt between her legs, her skirt pushed up high, her panties
pulled free. His tongue was thrusting into her hungrily as she
clutched the tray with a glass of lemonade on it.

Caleb and Jerome sipped from their own
glasses as they watched – and watched the door of the house over
the top of the truck.

“I-I... my... my husband... I... we... we
have to... we're... going to... church! Oh! Oh!”

“Gonna repent your sins, Miz Withers.?” Caleb
asked with a broad grin.

If Zachary looked out the window he would see
them! Of course, all he would see would be her head and shoulders
over the top of the pickup, with two of the men standing there
facing her politely and sipping lemonade. She knew that not even in
his wildest dreams would he imagine the third one was kneeling
before her licking hard at her swollen clitoris!

“Bad girls need to go to church a lot,” Caleb
said. “They need a lot of churchin'.”

“I like bad girls,” Jerome said with a
grin.

Caleb snorted and put his glass on the tray,
then reached into the back of the pickup and drew out a length of
rough hemp rope. He looked at her consideringly, assessing the
flush on her face, and the way her hard nipples poked out through
the fabric of her dress.

“Tha's enough, Lemar,” he said.

Lemar pulled back, and Caleb moved in. He
grinned and swept the rope around her waist, then cinched it tight
and tied a knot there. He let it drop down between her buttocks,
then reached in between her thighs and drew it forward. He drew it
upward along the line of her sex, then pulled back and tied a knot
in it before drawing it up once more.

With a sharp tug the rough rope pulled up
between the lips of her sopping sex, and he pulled tight, the knot
jamming against the very top of her sex as he fed the rest up to
her waist and tied it off there.

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

He grinned and Lemar let her skirt fall down
to her ankles, then stood up and took his own glass of the tray to
drink.

“Now your bad little pussy is gonna be
punished,” Caleb said with a smirk. “And ain't that only right for
a bad girl like you?”

“Y-Y-Yes...S-Sir!” Emily moaned.

The screen door banged and she gasped as
Zachary came out. Lemar and Jerome put the glasses back on her tray
and she hurried around the truck.

“We don't want to be late, Emily,” Zachary
said sternly.

“Yes, Zachary!” she gasped.

She took the tray inside, and then, with
Zachary right there, had to go to the door. He locked it, nodded
and then saw her into the car, before getting into his side and
driving off.

Emily gulped in air.

“You feeling the heat, Emily?” Zachary
asked.

He turned the air conditioning up and she
nodded, waving her hand before her face.

“I must be,” she gulped.

Although the heat was mostly inside her, she
thought dazedly.
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They got to church, and by then her inner
heat had eased off considerably, enough for the rope digging in
between her legs to ache a lot! But there was no opportunity to go
off somewhere and remove it for Zachary was in a hurry and she had
to accompany him as they went into the church, then out front.

So she took her place in the front row as he
came out and started his sermon, feeling strangely like a spy in
the camp of the enemy! If anyone discovered, if anyone found her
out...!

She felt the hot, sharp ache of the rope
digging into her sex, and the rough knot pressing down against the
very top of her sex, over her clitoris. Aside from that was the
shock of appearing in public without any panties on! That wasn't
something she had EVER done, and it made her feel naked!

Except, of course, that no one could notice.
Zachary certainly hadn't, as he began his sermon on the need to
forego earthly pleasures in the name of the life everlasting. She
cringed at that, wondering if he could possibly suspect, but no, he
had often spoken the same way, and decried people's pursuit of
money and consumer things.

Was that one of the reasons he also ignored
her, she wondered. Did he think the pleasure he forsook would make
him closer to God? Except it had never really seemed to her that he
was making much of an effort or struggle, never really been tempted
by her. It seemed more like when he did have sex it was a task he
undertook with some distaste.

Which certainly did little to make her feel
like an attractive woman!

She fought to not squirm as she sat there on
the rope. The benches were hard, and that meant her spine was
resting on the rough rope, which was very uncomfortable!

It would have been unseemly for the parson's
wife to do anything but sit attentively as he gave his sermon,
however, so she did so, her hands folded in her lap, a fixed
expression on her face as she tried to ignore the rising tide of
discomfort in her body.

But it wasn't just discomfort.

The rope digging into her soft flesh –
especially there! – was a continual reminder of the wicked, wanton
things that had happened to her with Caleb and his people! They
reminded her of dark heat and wild, thrilling passion, of pleasure
beyond anything she had ever imagined, and an incredible lust, and
of course, of men staring eagerly at her naked body, eyes filled
with appreciation as they spoke of how hot and sexy and beautiful
she was.

And, of course, it was simply outrageous to
have such a thing worn at church! Not to mention without any
panties! That made her feel sinful and wicked, but in a delicious
and daring way that, despite the discomfort, she found helplessly
arousing!

For Zachary was an uninspiring speaker. He
was, she admitted to herself, boring. Well, church wasn't supposed
to be exciting. But now as she pretended to listen her mind was
filled instead with the memories of dark passion and hunger and
depravity, and the constant pressure of the rope digging sharply up
into her sex.

It was an arrogance on Caleb's part to make
her wear this. Of course, it was unlikely there would be any cause
for anyone to see it at church. On the other hand, she ruefully
admitted, she could have worn it for days on end and there was
little likelihood anyone – including Zachary – would notice.

She shuddered as she remembered the feel of
Lemar's tongue on her sex, remembered having to stand there as the
other two men watched, their eyes alight with hunger. And with
Zachary in the house! That was so outrageous!

After the sermon and service she stood at the
door alongside Zachary, talking to members of the congregation,
smiling and listening, trying to ignore the rope digging into her
tender sex. It was impossible, though. She was sweating,
overheated, anguished. And... hopelessly aroused!

It was a good thing she had a thick bra and
thick, dark colored dress or she was sure people would see her
erect nipples! She did her best to cut the conversations short, and
was growing increasingly frustrated with people who wanted to stay
and chat and chat over nothing!

She was grateful when Joshua came from inside
the church.

“Oh, Mrs. Withers,” he said. “We got those
rented tables for the church sale. How did you want them to be set
up?”

“Uh... oh! I'll have to show you, Joshua!”
she gulped.

She apologized very insincerely and excused
herself, following Joshua back into the church, up the aisle, and
then out through the door that led down a narrow hall to the new
church meeting hall. It was really just single floor building that
could be used for wedding and funeral receptions, church book or
bake sales, or rented out to the community.

Joshua led her into the big hall and then off
to the side to the storage room there. And as she entered she saw
another man there, and gasped, her face going white.

It was Lemar!

She gaped at him as he grinned and waggled
his tongue at her, and then as the door closed behind she heard
Joshua's voice in her ear.

“Caleb, he told me you might need taking care
of, Mrs. Withers,” he said.

His black hands slid around her waist and
then up to cup her breasts, and Emily squeaked, eyes going wide.
Lemar moved in and grinned at her, his hand sliding in between her
legs and rubbing over her where the ropes were.

“I bet this is feeling really hot and
bothered, Mrs Withers,” he said with a grin.

“But... but... I... you...!”

Joshua's hands dropped down low and he
gripped her skirt, then peeled it upwards. She squeaked but was in
too much shock to resist as it slipped upside down up past her
waist, up past her breasts, and then pulled her arms up as it
slipped over her head.

“No! We... I... Zachary is – !”

“Busy,” Joshua said flatly.

He swung her around and pushed her face first
against the wall, then gripped her hips and jerked them sharply
back. He gripped her arms as they rose and slapped her hands
against the wall above her head.

“You just stand like that,” eh growled.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

Lemar dropped to his knees and slipped
between her and the wall, then reached up and untied the knots.
Joshua stayed behind her, gripping her wrists, grinding his pelvis
into her buttocks.

“You are one fine, fine figure of a woman,
Mrs. Withers,” he said into her ear.

She gasped as Lemar slowly peeled the rope
down and out from between the lips of her sex. The relief was
intense!

“Oh! Ohhhh!” she moaned.

Joshua began to kiss and chew on the nape of
her neck, then his hands slid down her arms and undid her bra.

“Please!”

“Don't make me spank you, girl,” Joshua
growled.

Lemar gripped her hips, pushing them back a
little, spreading her thighs wider, and then... his tongue began to
gently lick up and down the line of her sex.

The sensation of his soft, warm, wet tongue
against her irritated, incredibly sensitive, sore sex was almost
shocking! It almost made her swoon! The pleasure was indescribable,
and she gurgled dazedly as Joshua's hands kneaded her breasts and
his teeth and lips found her earlobe.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh please!” she moaned, head
thrown back as her eyes began almost instantly glazed.

She was drowning in sensation!

Joshua drew back, and she focused all her
attention on Lemar licking her, her hips already starting to jerk
and spasm against him as a wild, surging, tumbling flood of white
hot pleasure raced through her body!

Then Joshua was back, and his finger was
pressing against her back opening! She almost ignored it, totally
focused on Lemar's tongue, shuddering and trembling and moaning as
he licked harder, as he gently spread the lips of her sex and his
tongue slithered up and down against her throbbing flesh!

Joshua's finger pushed into her back opening,
slick and slippery and warm, driving so deep she squeaked, twisting
and turning, pumping in and out. It was shocking and outrageous and
perverted! But it was still a minor thing compared to the delicious
bubbling riot of pleasure overwhelming her from where Lemar's
tongue licked!

Another finger pushed into her, and then she
felt something soft and warm and slick, pressing harder, pushing
harder. A distant part of her dazed mind thought it was like that
thing Caleb had pushed into her, but this was warmer and
softer.

She groaned as it pushed deeper, not getting
wider like the other thing, but not getting narrower too, sliding
shockingly deep, deep enough to yank some of her attention away
from what Lemar was doing as Joshua's hands gripped her breasts
again.

It was his... it was his... his penis, she
thought in a dazed disbelief! She was not, of course, so innocent
as to have never heard of sodomy. For that matter, anyone who'd
read the bible had heard of sodomy. Now she felt his cock driving
deeper and starting to pump in and out, and she felt like a fallen
woman indeed, shuddering, surrendering herself to the deepest of
perversions!

And then Lemar's tongue found her clitoris
and her hips began to jerk and pulse. Joshua's hand rose from her
breast to her mouth as she began to cry out, louder and louder,
more and more passionate! His hips worked in and out and his cock
pushed shockingly deep, giving her cramps!

The orgasm was like an explosion, shattering
her mind! She cried out, screaming, writhing, her hips bucking
violently even as Joshua's other hand slid up around her throat,
squeezing, silencing her so she gurgled, her eyes bulging!

His cock thrust into her to the balls, his
hips grinding against her buttocks. Lemar pushed on her thighs to
keep her from ramming into his face, and that made her rise onto
the balls of her feet as Joshua began to grind and thrust.

“Tasty white pussy!” Lemar chortled.

Emily was burning with a feverish heat,
trembling and twitching and gasping, her chest burning.

Joshua eased his grip on her throat, and
slowly eased his hand away from her mouth as her face came forward
with a shuddering moan, her head pressing against the wall.

Her hips were still back, though, her legs
apart, as Joshua thrust into her with long, deep strokes and Lemar
lapped hungrily at her sex.

Starbursts of pleasure crackled through her
body, and she shuddered and moaned, her head thrown back, her hips
starting to grind again. Joshua's hand came up over her mouth,
comfortingly, in a strange way, and then another orgasm swept
through her, then a third, as she gloried in the tidal wave of
overheated pleasure, yes, even exulting in the hard slap of
Joshua's hips against her buttocks, and the deep thrust of his cock
up into her belly!

*

Fifteen minutes. She had climaxed, she
thought, five times. It was also time enough for Joshua to bury his
cock in her back passage and come inside her, then for Lemar, as
she slipped to her knees, to push himself into her mouth and have
her suck his cock to a climax.

Only Lemar pulled himself out before he came,
and to her stunned amazement, sprayed an astonishing amount of
semen over her face! Smirking, he then wiped it into her skin, from
chin to forehead, with his softening cock, spreading it out so it
was invisible as it dried.

She had it on now as she rode next to
Zachary, on the way home.

Joshua had tied the rope up again, too.
Worse, he had also tied a big knot right where the rope passed over
her back opening. And as she sat there the weight of her own body
forced the rough knot partially up inside her.

She was more than slightly dazed,
shell-shocked, and mind-blasted by the intensity of those
incredible orgasms and her own wanton, slutty behavior.
Fortunately, Zachary was talking only about how much everyone liked
the sermon and wasn't paying much attention to her non-answers.

“I'm going to go see the Bishop,” Zachary
said. “I'll drop you off at home.”

She started, and felt her stomach churn.

“Yes, Zachary,” she said faintly.

He was as good as his promise, and as he
drove away she walked as if in a dream to the house, unlocked it,
and then, not bothering to close it save for the screen door, went
up the small hall to her bedroom and stood there next to the
bed.

Caleb appeared. She didn't turn to look at
him. She felt his fingers unzipping her dress in back. He pushed it
forward over her shoulders and it slid down her body to pool at her
ankles. He undid her bra and pulled it free.

“Kneel on the edge of the bed.”

She obediently climbed onto the bed and knelt
there as he removed her shoes.

“Bad girl,” he said. “Are you a bad girl,
Mrs.?”

“Yes, sir!” she whispered.

He had a belt doubled up in his hand.

Crack!

Emily moaned.

“Are you a bad girl?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a... a bad girl, Master!” she
moaned.

Crack!

Jerome came into the room.

“Say it again.”

“I'm a bad girl, Master!”

Crack!

She heard Jerome chuckling.

“A very bad girl.”

Crack!

“I'm a very bad girl, Master!” she
whimpered.

Joshua unzipped his trousers and let them
slide off, then peeled his t-shirt up and off.

“Are you my slut?”

Crack!

“Yes, sir! I'm your slut, Master!”

Joshua climbed onto the bed before her, then
lay back along the center.

“Crawl over there and suck his cock.”

Dazed, moaning, Emily obeyed, crawling
between his legs, dropping her upper body onto her elbows, then
licking at his balls.

“Are you my whore?”

Crack!

“Yes, sir! I'm your whore, Master!” she
gasped.

Then she resumed licking and sucking. She
sucked his balls into her mouth, then began to bob up and down on
his stiff cock as she felt the ropes being untied. She moaned in
relief as the knot pulled out of her bottom and the rope peeled out
from between the lips of her sex!

Jerome reached for her hair with one hand,
and her breast with the other.

Emily shuddered, sucking and licking as she
felt the weight on the bed behind her. Then Caleb was there,
rubbing the head of his cock along her sex. She was sopping wet,
and incredibly sensitive! She gasped and shuddered, crying out as
his big cock pushed into her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh God yes! Oh my God!”

“Put your mouth back on my cock, woman,”
Jerome ordered, jerking down on her hair and forcing her mouth back
on him.

She gurgled and gasped as Caleb forced his
cock deep, then began to thrust. It was impossible to focus on
anything else as her body was rapidly charged with sexual
electricity and a feverish hunger took her mind.

Jerome cursed and rose onto his knees,
jerking up on her hair to lift her head back, then he drove himself
deep into her throat, and started to thrust hard and fast, his
balls slapping against her chin as he used her roughly and
cruelly!

Her hands pawed feebly at him for a moment,
then she felt her arms gripped suddenly, jerking them up and back
behind her. The rope which had been tied around her waist and
between her legs was wrapped around her arms just above the elbows.
She gasped as it was tightened, and then tightened still further,
drawing her arms back sharply, forcing her shoulders back
painfully!

The ropes were tied off, and then Caleb
resumed thrusting, doing it in time with what Jerome was doing now,
so that her body shuddered and rocked, and it felt to Emily as if
one long cock was impaling her from top to bottom! Her body jerked
to and fro, her breasts wobbling and shaking until the two men
grabbed and groped them.

Her mind was bathed in a wild, seething storm
of sexuality, lust and passion, and she sobbed around Jerome's cock
as another orgasm lashed her senses.

And then Lemar was there, laughing, and Caleb
halted, letting her slump dazedly as Jerome released her hair. They
spoke, but she was intoxicated on the dark heat and could hardly
understand. She saw Jerome lay back again, this time with his head
nearly at the side of the bed, then gasped as Caleb gripped her
hair, using it like a leash, guiding her upright, then making her
crawl forward to straddle him.

She cried out as she sank down onto his cock,
feeling it push high inside her. Caleb then moved behind her,
pushing so she fell forward onto Jerome's chest.

Emily felt she could hardly breath, as if the
universe was squeezing down around her body! She felt Caleb slowly
working his cock into her ass even as Lemar distracted her,
standing at the side of the bed, gripping her hair and jerking her
mouth up so he could shove his cock into it.

This could not be happening, and yet it was.
Dazed and swept by waves of dark, crackling, fiery sexual heat and
hunger, Emily could do nothing but absorb the shock of it all,
along with the wildfire pleasure.

The feeling of having two big male cocks
inside her slender belly was incredible! The impact on her mind was
even more profound! She cried out as another orgasm tore through
her, but her cries were silenced as Lemar shoved himself deep into
her throat.

Orgasm after orgasm tore through her as six
male hands roughly raced over her body, as three male cocks drove
into her with unrestrained lust, as she was bathed in the fires of
ecstasy and passion. Inhibitions faded or were melted away as
pleasure became the one prime focus of her existence.

When they were finished with her, they left
her on the bed, exhausted, soaked in sweat, mind-blasted again, her
legs apart, her wrists now tied together above her head, and bound
to the center of the headboard, laughing and high-fiving each
other, they went outside to get back to their roofing job.

Emily lay there staring up at the ceiling,
her mind wrapped in gauze, occasionally twitching or trembling. She
slowly began to calm, her chest stopping its heaving and her skin
became less flushed. She began to think about getting up and... and
… doing something.

She realized only then that she was tied to
the bed. That realization produced a dark rush of heat, some
embarrassment, and some emotional discomfort. She kept her legs
apart. Her thighs and groin felt sore, aching, the lips of her sex
swollen and tender, as was her clitoris.

And then there was a sound in the hall. She
gulped and looked up, as a figure came up the hall, then into her
room. She stared, flushed, and then dropped her eyes.

He was a stranger!

Her eyes were caught by his movement as he
peeled his shirt up and off, and then undid his trousers.

She should object! She should say no! She
should call for Caleb! She should... should... do something! She
jerked her eyes up, blushing hotly. He was another large,
powerfully built man! And he was already erect!

She closed her legs as he knelt on the edge
of the bed. He gripped them and yanked them sharply apart, then
dropped onto his belly.

His face between her thighs.

Emily moaned as he began to lick her. She was
still incredibly sensitive, and his tongue produced swirling floods
of sensation.

She determined, feebly, to resist them, but
that didn't last long. They overcame her, and she was soon panting
and moaning, her body undulating, her back arching as the man
licked her skilfully!

Then he was climbing up her body, licking and
sucking and chewing at her breasts and swollen nipples, then
kissing her as he sank his hard cock into the fiery pit between her
legs!

He began to thrust, and Emily lost her mind,
swept by waves of passion and dark heat as the man drove himself
into her with hard, fast, powerful strokes.

Two orgasms later, he got dressed and
left.

Another man came into the room. He didn't
talk either, just leered at her. He was as black as the others,
knelt between her legs, lifted her knees up and back, and put
himself into her, then thrust hard and fast. He didn't kiss her,
just thrust down hard.

He left after one orgasm.

Another man came into the room.

She moaned helplessly as he stood there, not
smiling, but glaring.

“Roll over, slut!”

Flushing, she obeyed.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

Trembling, she obeyed.

“Spread your legs.”

She obeyed, and he got onto the bed behind
her, thrust into her sharply, then began to ride her. There was no
tenderness or affection in it, she realized. She didn't think the
man even liked her. He slapped her bottom, called her a whore,
roughly groped her breasts, then yanked back on her hair as he
thrust harder.

She came three times.
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“Well, the boys got a lot of work done today,
I see,” Zachary said, pleased.

“Uh hmm,” she gulped, ladling stew into a
bowl on the table for him.

“They're working hard,” he said.

Beneath her dress she had no panties again.
She was too sore for that. But she had that butt-plug thing inside
her. Caleb had ordered her to keep it there, saying he liked the
feel of her ass around his cock and would be using her often
there.

Her breasts were sore, bruised, with bite
marks on them, especially around the nipples.

She didn't worry about Zachary discovering
that.

She moved as if in a dream, still. She had no
idea what to do about this shocking and wicked situation in which
she found herself. It couldn't last, she knew that. For one thing,
she'd go out of her mind! Another day like this could drive her,
quite literally, insane!

It had been bad enough with Caleb, but then
Lemar... and Jerome and now Joshua and... and she didn't even know
who else! This was outrageous! She couldn't go on being this
sluttish, letting them use her like this!

And yet it all felt so deliciously sexual and
sensual to have men lusting and panting after her, to be showing
such emotion and hunger for her! And it aroused her, quite aside
from anything else! And to have all those hands on her, touching
her so intimately! God! She was losing control of herself!

If Zachary's parishioners ever even
suspected... let alone with Black men! God, they'd go insane! A
part of her almost wanted to giggle at that. It would show the
bigoted rednecks their world view was far too narrow!

But it was also mortifying to her as a woman
who believed in equality, and that women should be respected for
their minds, not their bodies! She didn't understand her own
weakness, her own pleasure in men, even strangers, ogling her naked
body. But it was undeniable. And, to some extent, irresistible!

But she had to put her foot down! If she
didn't Zachary would find out! Even if he seemed oblivious now
someone would notice and tell him! She would have to tell Caleb...
somehow... that... that... well, that they would have to be more
discrete! And that it would have to be just him, not all those
others!

They had a quiet evening, as usual. Zachary
wrote some letters, read the bible, and watched some television
with her, then they went to bed early since they had to go to
Sunday services the next morning.

At church, she was much more comfortable
without those ropes digging into her! Those she was sitting on the
slim base of the butt-plug, and thus continually reminded, as if
she could forget, that she was really a slut, despite what everyone
here might think.

She had to stay for all the morning services,
as the pastor's wife, but she didn't have to stay for the afternoon
business Zachary conducted.

“I'll have Joshua drive you home,” he
said.

She gulped and nodded. What could she
say!?

Joshua said nothing as he drove her, and
acted like a perfect gentlemen. She was extremely nervous, waiting
for him to say something or to touch her, but nothing happened.

“Th-Thank you, Joshua,” she gulped as he
pulled up in front of her home.

She got out, still nervous, and went to the
door, fumbling with the keys.

She gasped as she turned to find him right
behind her. She gaped at him, and he took the keys and unlocked the
door, then opened it. She gulped and went inside and he followed
her.

What was she going to do!? She should say
something!? But – .”

“Take off your dress, Mrs. Withers,” he
said.

She gasped, her pulse racing as she whirled
around!

“J-Joshua! I-I... you...!”

What was she going to say?! That she was a
married woman!?

He leered as if reading her mind, then
roughly turned her and shoved her face-first into the wall. She
gasped as he undid the buttons on the back of her dress, then
shoved it forward over her shoulders.

“Joshua!”

He yanked it down, undid her bra, and yanked
that off too. Then he pulled her into the kitchen, sat down, and
jerked her down to her knees before him.

“Joshua!” she gasped.

“Caleb said to tell you to call me sir,” he
said with a grin.

Emily gulped, face flushed hotly.

He jerked her forward by the hair as he
unzipped his trousers, then pulled her mouth onto his cock.

She moaned and began to suck and bob her lips
on him. There didn't seem to be anything much else for her to do!
And Joshua was much less kindly sounding and acting than he had
been before... before... she had... he had... done it!

She moaned and then gurgled as he forced her
all the way down.

“Beautiful,” he groaned. “Not enough women
know how to please a man proper.”

She moaned, some part of her flattered,
preening due to the compliment, to her ability to deep throat
him.

She would talk to Caleb later!

For now she bobbed up and down as he fondled
her breasts, and started to feel the rise of a dark, thrilled sense
of sexuality and passion. The way he had been so forceful once
again provoked that breathless sense of being owned, being
controlled, being dominated by a powerful man!

“Get on... slut.”

She gasped, the word jolting her, but with a
sharp pull to her hair she scrambled to her feet, then straddled
the chair and spread her legs as she sank down. She gripped his
cock and pressed it against herself, slightly shamed to find how
wet she was, then groaned as she slowly sank down on him.

“Ride me... slut.”

She whimpered, then obeyed, gripping his
shoulders as she began to slowly ride up and down on his stiff,
slick cock. He fondled her breasts, then slid a big hand around her
neck and closed it.

Emily gurgled, grabbing at his wrist with
both hands.

“Drop your hands... slut.”

There was nothing she could do to pry that
big hand off her neck! Gasping, eyes bulging, she dropped her
hands, and he loosened his grip so she could breath again.

“Ride harder... slut.”

Moaning, gasping, she rode up and down,
feeling light-headed once more, even though she could breath. His
hand was still firmly wrapped around her throat, and her heart
pounded in her skull as she rode up and down on his cock.

Her eyes started to become glassy, and she
flinched and gasped as he began to stroke her clitoris with the
fingers of his other hand.

“Hot white slut,” he said. “Wanting that
nigger cock inside her.”

She flushed hotly, but kept sliding up and
down, gurgling and gasping, face hot and red.

“Ride faster, slut.”

She moaned and obeyed, his hand rising and
falling with her as her arms dangled uselessly at her sides!

The dark heat and hunger began to rise and
spread throughout her body. The feel of him pushing into her, of
her sex sliding up and down on him, was wildly erotic and darkly
delicious. And the way he was treating her, however much it shocked
her with its rudeness and even crudeness, was thrilling that dark
side of her mind.

Her body thrummed with sexual energy, and she
rode him more and more frantically, bouncing atop his thighs,
gasping and moaning as she took him deep, impaling herself again
and again, her mouth wide as she tried to gulp in more air.

The orgasm welled up within her and he cried
out – or tried to, but he clamped his fingers down even more
tightly as she rode him frantically, the hot, churning rush of
liquid heat drowning her in pleasure as her eyes slitted and she
arched her back, gurgling as her eyes rolled back in her head!

*

The next morning she was in much the same
place, in the kitchen. She was wearing a light, loose summer dress.
It wasn't modest enough for a parson's wife, really, but she wasn't
going out today, and instead planned to do some cleaning around the
house.

She was surprised when Caleb's truck came
into the yard. Zachary looked up from his newspaper and frowned,
then shook his head. “He's certainly early.”

“He did say the other day he would be doing
some work this morning on account it was supposed to rain a lot
tomorrow.”

“Well, it's true that rain comes when it
will,” he said. “We wouldn't want the roof to be only partly
shingled.”

The door was open as he had already gone out
to get the morning newspaper, but the screen door was closed. It
banged now, behind Caleb as he walked in. That surprised her, since
Zachary was here, and coming in without knocking was more than a
little impertinent for a working man.

“Mornin', Mr. Withers,” he said as he filled
the kitchen doorway.

“Good morning, Caleb,” Zachary replied. “My
wife was pointing out rain is expected.”

“Don't want that wood to rot, Mr. Withers,”
Caleb said as came further into the room, and over to the sink
where Emily was washing up the morning dishes.

“Almost done are you?”

“Should get all but the trimming done today,”
Caleb said.

Emily gasped as he ran his hand up her thigh
and then over her buttock!

She jerked her head around but Zachary's back
was to her, then looked up at Caleb with a wide eyed expression of
reproval.

He grinned.

“Woulda had it done except for that dry rot
we found,” he said.

He ignored Emily's stare and instead moved
his big hand up along the inside of her thigh, then around in front
to squeeze her between the legs. Emily grabbed his wrist, trying to
shove him away but his arm was far too powerful for that!

Then he moved in right up against her, both
hands sliding up to cup and firmly knead her breasts through the
thin dress as he ground himself against her buttocks!

Emily was filled with shock and alarm, her
head craning around to stare at Zachary in fear he would turn
around and notice! She wriggled against him, but he was so big and
powerful that he was able to completely ignore her silent
resistance!

“Darn near doubled the cost,” Caleb said.

His right hand firmly cupped her left breast,
while his left slid down and gripped her dress, pulling it up her
thigh high enough to slide his hand in underneath. Emily gasped
aloud as his big hand pushed in against her sex, rubbing and
stroking, and desperately turned the water up to increase the
sound!

“It was good of you to accept trade instead
of cash,” Zachary said.

“Well, it was a good bargain from my side,”
Caleb said. “And Lemar agreed. Jerome wasn't sure he wanted to
supply that wood for free without no money, but he came
around.”

He leaned in to kiss the side of Emily's neck
as his fingers stroked along her sex – which was still swollen and
sore and thus ultra-sensitive.

“And you didn't have any trouble with the new
shingles?”

“No, sir. Friend of mine handed them over
real quick once I talked to him.”

Emily was growing desperate! She could do
nothing to resist his strength without making a noise which might
well draw Zachary's eyes around! She didn't even dare tell Caleb to
just wait until Zachary was gone, or to get him somewhere else
alone!

“Emily's been cooperating, I take it.”

Caleb chuckled. “Oh she's been real
cooperative,” he said. “I know how to keep women cooperative, I
do.”

And with that he suddenly drew his hand out
from between her legs, jerked her skirt up even higher, and then
slapped her bare bottom sharply!

Emily couldn't help herself! She yelped in
pain!

Zachary turned around.

“What's that there between her buttocks,
Caleb?” he asked curiously.

Emily's eyes widened even as Caleb shoved
her, forcing her to bend over the counter!

“This here is a butt-plug, Mr. Withers,”
Caleb said, as he fingered it.

Emily gaped at the wall as she felt the thin
base pulled so that much wider part inside her slowly pulled out
into view.

“Oh I see. And this is intended to allow you
to sodomize her more easily, I take it.”

“Yes, sir. Works real good too.”

Emily was thunderstruck! She couldn't believe
she was hearing what she was hearing!

“Of course, with a man my size, you still got
to use something to lubricate it. You want to hand me that butter
there. Thank you.”

Emily was frozen, flushed, and totally
bewildered.

“I disapprove of sodomy on the one hand,” she
heard Zachary say. “The Lord intended intercourse to be for
reproduction. Then again, we don't want that here.”

“No, sir,” Caleb chuckled.

She felt his slippery fingers slide into her
back passage and squeaked as they twisted and turned.

“Your wife, she's got her a real nice, tight
little butt,” he said.

“I'm glad you're pleased with her.”

The fingers pulled out and then something
else pushed into her.

“My, you are large. You fit all that into her
bottom?”

“Oh yes, sir.”

“That doesn't hurt her?”

“Not really. It's all mental, you know. You
got to take the mind off it.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“And besides that the butt-plug makes the
opening more ready.

Crack!

“Oh!”

She felt his big cock sliding into her,
pumping in and out slowly, but pushing deeper and deeper. Then she
felt his hands gripping her dress and pushing it higher still, up
under her arms, then forcing it off altogether! A moment later he
was undoing her bra, even as his hips pumped in and out!

“Your wife, she's got fine breasts!” Caleb
said.

“Yes, many men think so,” Zachary
replied.

Caleb jerked up and back on her hair and
Emily cried out as her upper body was forced up off the counter! At
the same time, he drove his thick cock deep into her bottom, which
drew a second cry.

She twisted her head, rolling her eyes around
to see Zachary, and to her astonishment saw he had pushed his chair
back and around to watch, undone his pants and... now had his penis
in hand as he pumped his hand up and down on it!

She was dumbfounded even as Caleb roughly
squeezed one of her breasts and drove himself fully into her
bottom.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please!”

He chuckled, his hips grinding against her
bare buttocks. Then he shoved her down again, slapped her bottom,
and started to thrust in earnest.

Emily was still bewildered and astonished.
Her mind simply could not accept that Zachary not only knew and
didn't care, but had known all the time!

“Z-Zachary!?” she gasped.

“Now you know we had to have the roof fixed,
Emily,” he said. “The church just didn't have the money. So Caleb
agreed to take... trade.”

“Yessir,” Caleb said, thrusting with long,
deep strokes.

“That looks amazing, Caleb. I might try it
myself some day.”

“It'll squeeze you tight, Mr. Withers,” Caleb
said, as Emily gasped and moaned and trembled.

“And of course, the other tradesmen needed
something in exchange for the material,” Zachary said, his voice
becoming more excited as he watched.

“Oh! Oh my God!” Emily gasped.

Caleb gripped her hair and jerked her up off
the counter again, forcing her head sharply back as he drove
himself into her.

“You treat her the way a woman should be
treated, Caleb,” Zachary said.

“They all know it, too,” Caleb said. “Your
wife knows it down deep inside.”

“Looks like you're already down deep inside,”
Zachary said in amusement.

Caleb chuckled, his other hand coming around
to rub her clitoris.

“It's hard to believe she responds as well as
you say,” Zachary said.

“You just got to know how to treat them,”
Caleb said.

“Tell me you're a slut,” he ordered her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

'Say it,” he barked, jerking sharply on her
hair.

“Oh! Ow!”

He shoved her down hard against the counter
and drove himself into her with a series of powerful thrusts that
hammered him against her buttocks. Then he abruptly pulled
free.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“C-Caleb!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“But – !”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack!

“You want me to take a belt to your bottom,
woman?”

“I've got one!” Zachary said eagerly,
removing his from his pant loops and handing it over.

“I-I'm a slut!” she whimpered.

The belt instead looped around her throat and
she gurgled as it jerked tight, then forced her up and back off the
counter again.

“Hands down, woman!” he barked as she
instinctively grabbed at it!

Trembling, whimpering, she dropped her eyes
to her sides. The belt wasn't so tight she couldn't breath
anyway.

“Again!'

“I-I'm a slut!”

Crack!

“Is that how you answer me?”

“I'm a slut, Master!”

“Excellent job, Caleb!” Zachary said.

“They're all sluts, Mr. Withers. You just got
to show them so they can't deny it.”

His hips slapped against her buttocks now as
he drove his big cock into her ass with hard, deep strokes that
sent her hips bouncing forward again and again!

Caleb drew her wrists back behind her and
tied them there, then turned her and dropped her belly-down across
the table as he resumed thrusting.

“You were always complaining about not enough
sex, Emily,” Zachary said. “This seemed a remarkably good bargain.
We get the new roof and it costs us nothing.”

She gurgled as Caleb tightened the belt,
jerking up and back and raising her torso off the table.

“Her breasts certainly do... move when you do
that, Caleb,” Zachary said, watching them shake as his his slapped
against her buttocks. “It looks very attractive.”

“Yessir. Just about everything about Mrs.
Withers looks attractive to me,” Caleb said.

Zachary reached out and fondled her breast as
her body shook and shuddered, and Emily's eyes started to become
glazed as lack of air made her light-headed.

The screen door banged again.

“Morning,” Lemar said.

“Morning, Lemar,” Caleb said.

“Good morning to you, Lemar,” Zachary
said.

“I see we're starting off early today,” Lemar
said in amusement.

“We've got to leave for church soon,” Zachary
said.

“Oh well. I might as well get my payment
early then.”

Emily gurgled as Caleb whirled her around off
the table, grabbing her bound wrists and keeping her bent over. She
came face to face with Lemar's long cock as he gripped her hair,
then took hold of the belt instead. Caleb hung onto her bound
wrists as Lemar pushed himself into her mouth and then straight
down her throat.

“Now that's a marvelous thing to see!”
Zachary said excitedly.

“Ain't it though? Even better to feel,” Lemar
said with a laugh.

“Can you get it all into her? My goodness!
Every last inch!”

Lemar jammed himself hard so her lips were
wrapped around the base, and held her there by the hair and the
belt as her body shook to the hard thrusts coming from Caleb.

“And her breasts move delightfully like this,
too,” Zachary said.

Zachary stared in facination as Emily gurgled
and gasped and moaned and shook between the grip of the two big
black men. He was still masturbating, but now as she rolled her
eyes towards him, he came, groaning in pleasure.

He used some tissues on himself, then did up
his pants and got up, picking up his jacket.

“I'll tell the congregation you're feeling a
bit peaked today, Emily. They'll understand. It's necessary to get
the roof fixed after all. And the church roof will need fixing soon
too.”

He grinned, gave one of her breasts a
squeeze, then left her with the two men.

Zachary was pumping in and out of her throat
with hardly any restraint, while Caleb was doing the same behind
her. Emily was too dazed, confused and astonished to let her mind
feel any kind of arousal!

That didn't last, however.

Through the day, he and Lemar and Jerome and
other black men came into the house to use her as they chose. None
asked her permission. None was particularly gentle. None acted like
she even had a say in anything whatever!

Caleb ordered her to keep her clothes off.
And when he came and saw her getting out the mop and bucket, he
smiled and took away the mop, ordering her to clean the floors on
hands and knees.

“I like to say women naked and on their hands
and knees,” he said with gleaming eyes.

It was so outrageous! So shocking! So
degrading! When a man she didn't even know came into the kitchen he
simply dropped to his knees and roughly took her like that, without
a word!

What was worse, she had an orgasm!

Then she got back to scrubbing!

When Zachary came home he found her in the
bedroom.

“Well, Emily,” he said, smiling down at her.
“I suppose we should talk some.”

Emily was kneeling naked on the floor at the
foot of their bed. Her knees were spread achingly far apart, and
held in place by rope tied around them which led to the bottom legs
of the bed.

Her arms were bound tightly behind her by
ropes which went around her ribs and encircled her breasts,
squeezing them out so they throbbed continually, the nipples like
crackling little live wires. Another rope circled her neck and
pulled up and back behind her, tight, but not so tight it really
got in the way of her breathing.

Unless she sank lower. Onto the cucumber,
most of which was now inside her.

She didn't reply to Zachary because there was
a clip on her tongue which pulled it downward across her lower lip,
the little cord attached to the clip also clipped to her aching
nipples.

“My, that does look a sight,” he said,
shaking his head admiringly. “That Caleb is a clever one.”

He sat down facing her, smiling genially.

“I never had much interest in sex, but you
know that by now. Or perhaps I should say, in normal sex, the kind
of sex which seems to me to be, well... rather routine and
commonplace. But you seemed far too prudish for any other kind.

Her prudish? She wanted to glower at him! He
was the one who was prudish! Or at least... she had always thought
so!

“Caleb disagreed. He said inside you was a
ravening sexual animal waiting to get out, and it was his opinion
that you would never let that happen around me. I guess he was
right.”

He glanced down at the cucumber, or what
remained.

“I thought he was quite wrong. Even laughably
so. It seemed a delightful bargain to have him do the roof for
free. All he wanted in return was permission to do whatever he
wanted with you that you let him get away with. I didn't think he'd
get a thing for his trouble and actually felt guilty, at first, for
cheating him.”

“And on the small chance he was right, well,
I thought I'd still get the best of that bargain, for I'd have a
wife who was considerably more... interesting, not to mention
valuable.”

He slipped forward off his chair and onto the
floor in front of her, then reached down and let his fingers stroke
her swollen clitoris.

“When Caleb told me what you were doing with
this I just couldn't believe it,” he said. “But apparently he knew
you better than I knew you.”

He frowned at her. “I'm not very happy at
that, with you or me. We should have had more honesty in our
marriage.”

Emily moaned helplessly. She'd been kneeling
like this for an hour, her body trembling and flush with heat. The
tip of the cucumber was wedged deep inside her, painfully deep. But
the way she'd been tied, the … outrageousness – of it, had aroused
her so thoroughly she was able to ignore the pain.

Now as Zachary stroked his fingers over her
clitoris her hips jerked and spasmed and she gurgled helplessly as
sensation rolled her mind.

He chuckled. “A true slut, just like Caleb
said. Well, I'm man enough to admit I was mistaken.”

He stood up and undid his trousers, dropped
them, and folded them neatly, then removed his boxers and stepped
up before her. His hand went behind her head and pulled her
forward, then drove his cock through her open mouth and deep down
her throat.

“Ahhhh, that does feel wonderful,” he said in
satisfaction.

He jerked her head in and out as he thrust,
which jerked the cord against her aching nipples, and also pulled
her throat against the rope, making her eyes bulge. At the same
time she felt her body grinding away at the cucumber and... sliding
even further down!

“There'll be some changes now that I know
what kind of woman you are, Emily,” he said. “I'm sure we'll both
enjoy them.”

Her sex slid down harder on the butter
covered cucumber and she screamed silently, then her body exploded
into orgasm, shaking and writhing, thrashing and bucking, even as
her mind exploded against the confines of her skull, or felt like
it! The rope around her neck and the cock in her throat blocked her
breathing and she almost lost consciousness.

But before that the orgasm simply tore apart
her mind as her body was wracked by violent convulsions!

Zachary pulled out of her throat, then,
leaving her red-faced and gasping. He snorted and undid the rope,
then removed the clip from her tongue and nipples. He untied her
knees, then dragged her to her feet by the hair and threw her on
the bed, climbing on behind her.

She gasped, sucking in air as he jerked her
hips up.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, slut!”

Emily moaned as she felt the butt-plug pulled
free, then Zachary thrust into her there and rode her hard and
fast, jerking on her hair and slapping at her bottom.

Afterwards, he took his belt to that same
bottom, of course, to punish her for her adultery and sluttish
ways.

A strapping, in fact, was to become a normal
part of the week, as he kept track of her offenses and then
punished her every Sunday evening. The rest of the time she was to
remain nude except when they had visitors, and service his every
need without complaint, sexual or otherwise.

She would also use her body to pay for any
goods or services the church didn't have or didn't want to part
with, in service to the greater good and to God, of course.

It was all quite a shocking change to Emily,
but not, on the whole, an unwelcome one. It continued to startle
her that she acquiesced, and she remained haunted and guilty over
acting in such a degrading way when she knew she ought to have
insisted on equality and respect.

But her life was considerably more lively
now, not to mention she felt considerably more... alive! So she
wasn't about to complain. She would play the part of the modest,
soft-spoken parson's wife for most of her parishioners, and then be
the wild slut for Zachary, or whoever else he wanted at other
times.

It all balanced out, after all. And if it was
in the service of God, she couldn't really complain.

 


End

*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master
(Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New
Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur
series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a
startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Mirror Box

FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female
prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box,
nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and
images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position
their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual
services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
itself conditioning them

 




cover.jpeg
The Parson's W1fe

By JJ Argus






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

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();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



