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Chapter 1. Saul The Master

 


Saul, the Black owner of all he
surveyed, sat on the veranda of what was called the Sims’
Plantation mulling over the happenings of the previous few months.
At his feet sat Jean, a White girl who, even now, was gently
lapping at his half-hard cock in a futile attempt to rouse his
interest in her.

He remembered the heady three
days of bitter fighting between the rebel army of General Abando
and the men of the Balonga Foreign Legion which had resulted in
both forces being decimated and had left him, a former slave
overseer, as the owner of two plantations, and the de facto owner
of three out of the four White women who had previously been in
charge of them.

Marjorie, who had been his
effective owner a few short weeks ago, had been branded with her
own iron and would bear the twelve inch high S burned on to her
ample left buttock for the rest of her life. She had now become the
lowest of the slaves on his plantations; useless for field work,
and not particularly attractive, she was used and abused by those
Black male slaves who could not persuade, or even bully, any of the
Black slave women into submitting to them.

Eileen, the owner of the second
plantation, had fared little better, though her obsessive sexuality
had made the transition more bearable for her, and had amused the
Black overseers and slaves more, so that she was still in some
demand by the more attractive men, and women, on the plantations.
They found her exuberant and noisy appreciation of being fucked by
two or three men at once still appealing from time to time.

Then there was Jean, formerly
secretary to Marjorie, a slip of a girl just turned nineteen, whom
he himself still fucked occasionally, just to show his power. She
had been changed from a prudish, shy girl to a hero-worshipping
acolyte who would do anything for him if she thought it would get
his attention. She was now fully recovered from the early
miscarriage she had had a fortnight earlier and was keen to be back
in his bed more often. This, he knew, was not out of affection, but
to avoid the attentions of other senior Blacks on the plantation
staff.

He had no idea what had happened
to Imogen, the third plantation wife with whom he had come into
contact. He had last seen her being taken away by General Abando
and his group at the start of the rebellion. Perhaps she was dead,
or serving as a White whore for the troops, or perhaps she was
warming one of the officers’, or even the General’s bed. In any
case Saul did not care; he had three women here to torment as he
pleased and to use if he felt so inclined, and that was enough for
him. His former bedmate, a Black girl called Winnie had been
relegated to sleep with the overseers now working for him.

He shook his head as he assessed
the situation realistically. The government was now run by the
self-appointed President for Life, the former General Abando, who
could not allow the situation to stay as it was. If he did not
start paying at least lip service to the Blacks who had helped him
to seize power in the capital, they would eventually get round to
killing him and taking over the country, which would probably cause
the economy to descend into a bitter civil war.

Then Saul had an idea. Pushing
Jean roughly off his prick, he stood up and went over to the
telephone which by some miracle still worked, at least sometimes.
After some hours he managed to speak to an old friend of his who
was now something important in the Ministry of Land and invited him
to visit the plantation and to bring his boss.

Turning away from the telephone
he ordered Jean peremptorily to clean up the house from top to
bottom. “I want it back looking like it did when Massa Sims was
boss here,” he said, “And you takes what help you needs to get it
like that in one day from now.”

 



Chapter 2. Imogen

 


It had taken just two days after
General Abando had shot her plantation manager husband to make the
plump, pretty White woman, Imogen Dawson, the sex slave of her new
self-appointed owner. She had been on her back with her legs open
for the General, unforced, within half an hour of the murder, but
that he attributed to shock. He had used her three orifices
brutally then and had taken her everywhere with him, naked. She had
seen all the horrors of war and was totally cowed.

After two days she was wholly
dependent on him and cried if he was out of her sight for more than
a few moments. She was in mortal fear of being given to his
soldiers, as so many White women captured in the uprising had been.
Any thought she may have entertained of holding any power, or even
any real influence, over him had been dispelled.

In the three months since then,
President Abando had consolidated his hold on power. He remembered
with pleasure the day he and his rebel army had entered the capital
to be greeted as liberators by the Blacks who made up more than
ninety per cent of the population. At the Presidential Palace he
had discovered that the White President had escaped into exile.
Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on your point of view, most
of the White staff did not know their former leader had gone. The
General had then been elected, on the ‘one man, one vote’ principle
so beloved by the Whites, by himself in the rôle of the one man
exercising the one vote, as President for Life of Balonga. His
cronies all thought that an excellent idea. His opponents, and any
of his supporters who happened to disagree with this step, were in
jail, or dead.

‘Being the President’s chosen
woman is only a small step from being the President’s wife,’
thought Imogen, as things settled down, reassured by not having
been shared, and once more imagining herself as Evita.

When General Abando took
control, the senior members of the rebel army had moved in to the
Presidential Palace and government buildings without a shot being
fired and had used the official Palace police to round up the staff
of Civil Servants who actually ran the country. These were divided
into three groups, the White heads of departments, the Black civil
servants, and the White junior employees.

The heads of departments were
given five minutes to leave the building or be shot. One senior
career man in the Treasury Department objected and was shot
immediately. After that the others left as fast as they could and
the General neither knew nor cared where they had gone. In the
event, few of them managed to escape the random marauding gangs of
Black ex-slaves.

A ten minute meeting had
sufficed to promote the Black civil servants to run the departments
in which they worked. They had all sworn to be loyal to the new
Government of President-For-Life Abando and the country actually
continued to function pretty well as it had done before the coup,
confirming the President’s view that most of the most senior Whites
did no actual work.

The junior White staff were then
herded into the main meeting room and sorted out by the General and
his aides. Seven of the younger women were re-assigned to the
President’s personal staff, and they were told that this was
promotion for them and that they would have special duties. The
rest of the women were assigned to various senior Black aides to
the President, also for special duties. The men were told that they
were sacked and were to leave the building forthwith. Since they
had all heard of the death of the Treasury Secretary, there were
few objections. One or two asked after their wives, who were among
the female staff, and were told to go home and wait.

Nationalisation edicts had gone
out that made all White owned real estate the property of the
state. All White-run businesses were to be Africanised. All
multinationals were ‘invited’ to replace their White staff with
locals, on pain of nationalisation. All White males were to leave
the country forthwith. Naturally there had been resistance and many
of the White men had died. Their womenfolk had been treated as
spoils of war and after a while many had been sent to the new
President Abando as gifts from grateful followers who had become
rich and powerful after the coup. These were soon despatched to
plantations with paperwork indicating that they had been sentenced
to penal servitude for unspecified offences. The usual period was
ten years.

 



Chapter 3. Recruiting

 


In the Presidential suite the
seven young white women newly recruited to the Presidential staff
were waiting in the private meeting room when the President himself
entered, flanked by four of his soldiers. The waiting women were
completely astounded when a plump middle-aged White woman also came
into the room with him, naked except for slippers.

“Welcome to my personal staff,”
said President Abando, and indicating the nude with him he added,
“This is Imogen who is my closest personal assistant. Imogen is now
your immediate boss and you will obey her, fully and
immediately.”

Imogen looked the frightened
women over, pointed to one frightened mouse of a girl and asked,
“Your name and age?”

“Coral Peters and I’m
eighteen.”

“You will all address me as
Mistress,” ordered Imogen, “Come here Coral.”

Coral stepped forward and the
President looked her over. He felt that Imogen had made a good
choice; this one would be no trouble, would be a good example to
show the others, and was too thin to be interesting.

“Undress please,” said
Imogen.

“What?” asked Coral.

“I said undress. That means
strip, remove your clothes,” said Imogen with heavy sarcasm, “You
will work nude, as I do. It allows the President access to your
body without delay, should he ever want it.”

“I’ll do no such thing,” said
Coral.

At a nod from the President two
of the soldiers grabbed her by the arms and pulled her over to the
end of the room where the President stood beside the conference
table.

“Would you care to change your
mind and to apologise to your boss for your rudeness?” he asked in
a quiet voice.

The young woman was too scared
to speak.

“Let her go, and we will watch
her do as she was told,” he said.

Imogen had come to stand beside
him and he put an arm over her shoulder and fingered one nipple.
Coral stood where she was, making no attempt to unbutton the thin
summer dress she was wearing. Tears were running down her cheeks
from her eyes which were wide open with fear.

“Do you want my men to help
you?”

Coral shook her head and her
fingers moved slowly to the top button of her dress.

“Be quick about it,” snapped
Imogen and the girl fumbled wildly with the buttons.

Impatiently, Imogen reached
forward and tore the front of the dress apart, some of the buttons
opening and some popping off. Under the dress the girl was wearing
a sensible white cotton brassière and childish white knickers.

“Get those off as well.”

Coral was now quite incapable of
doing any such thing and her sobbing was continuous. Imogen spun
her round and unsnapped the brassière, then with one downward sweep
of both hands pulled the knickers to her knees.

Spinning her again, she snatched
Coral’s brassière from her hands and said, “Let the President see
you.”

Two of the soldiers grasped a
wrist each and easily pulled her arms away from her body until they
were straight out at her sides. The figure that was revealed was
not very prepossessing; the breasts were small and already sagging
a little. The nipples were small and pink, though they had hardened
in fear. Her pubic thatch was straggly and a few shades lighter
than the mousy short cropped hair on her head.

“Not much to look at,” commented
Imogen, “I expect you are a virgin?”

“Y-yes,” stammered Coral.

Looking over to the other six
women she shouted, “Virgins over here, non-virgins stay where you
are.”

This caused much worrying among
the women who debated with themselves which group would be better
treated. Eventually two others, both blondes, came to stand by
Coral.

Then the President spoke again,
“I do not like disobedience, and that includes lying. This woman
has disobeyed an order and was rude to my closest personal
assistant who is her boss, so I will punish her now.”

Coral was seized by two if the
soldiers and quickly bent over the edge of the table so that her
arse-cheeks were presented for all to see. Kicking her feet apart
as far as the knickers round her knees allowed made her private
parts more visible and increased her sobs. The intrusion of the
President’s hand along her anal cleft and down on to her pussy lips
redoubled the volume as she sobbed, “No, no, no!”

The others could not see exactly
where his fingers went but he soon withdrew them and sniffed
appreciatively. Then the other hand was raised and fell.

CRACK!

The sound of the riding crop
laying a line of red, quickly darkening to purple, was followed by
a fraction of a second of silence before a scream from his victim
nearly deafened the others in the room.

CRACK!

A second blow followed swiftly,
then the President stood back and surveyed the damage.

“As I said, I don’t like people
who lie. Are there any of you who wish to reconsider whether they
are virgins?” he asked, and after a pause continued, “No? Well and
good. Now all of you will also undress, and quickly.”

There was a flurry as female
clothing was removed and scattered hither and thither in their
haste to comply.

“Line up over here,” said
Imogen.

The President passed along the
line of naked females looking them up and down, and even hefting a
breast as he passed the plumpest one. The look of pure venom that
crossed Imogen’s face as he seemed to approve of what he felt was
not missed by any of them. Clearly the President was picking out
his bed warmers, and equally clearly Imogen felt her hold on that
position was threatened by that.

The woman who had incurred her
wrath was young, perhaps twenty-one or twenty-two, and somewhat
over-weight by European standards. To the African eye she was
pleasantly plump, with prominent labia not hidden at all by her
pubic hair, which appeared to be just naturally thin; certainly it
was not shaved. Her face and hair could best be described as
homely, but marriage had made her less shy about nakedness, and
though she dreaded the thought of multiple pillage, a little
extra-marital sex would not have come amiss. She had already
wondered about the large and frequently erect organ of the houseboy
who had served her husband for some years before their
marriage.

Coral had recovered a little and
as the President turned she tried to stand up.

“Stay down on the table my
dear,” he said genially.

He turned and pointed to the
woman whose breast he had handled, “You, whatever your name is,
come here and suck me until I’m hard.”

The woman moved slowly towards
him, whispering as she sank to her knees, “Morgan. My name is
Morgan,” but the President did not seem to hear.

She was very frightened and
dared not disobey; at the same time she hardly dared to take him in
her mouth, lest she accidentally hurt him with her teeth. Her
husband had enjoyed being sucked, so she knew how to do it, and
what to expect; she sank to her knees with her mouth open as the
President freed his large, purple-headed, and very smelly penis
from his trousers. Taking it in her mouth she used her tongue on it
to good effect and within moments it was hard and huge. Pushing her
away he smiled at the other women, who had watched with a variety
of emotions as their colleague was fellating the new ruler of
Balonga.

None of the spectators was
surprised when he moved over to Coral and with no attempt at
subtlety or foreplay, thrust into her vagina, ripping away her
maidenhead at the first stroke. That actually eased the pain for
her as the blood thus released provided some lubrication. After a
few strokes he withdrew and turned back to the others.

“A volunteer is needed to clean
my weapon,” he said, “Coral has made a bloody mess on it. Who will
lick it clean?”

The women all looked at each
other, and the plump one started to kneel again.

“No, my dear, don’t be greedy.
You have had your turn.”

The oldest of the women moved
forward and knelt before him.

“Very praiseworthy, I’m sure,”
he said, “but I think one of our alleged virgins should do this.
You’ll do.”

The taller blonde woman with
long hair who had claimed to be a virgin, and was now revealed as a
natural blonde, came towards him very cautiously and knelt. Closing
her eyes she licked at his penis ineffectually, and this annoyed
him. Gripping her hair with one hand he rammed his prick into her
throat, causing her to gag. Ignoring the choking noises and her
struggles, he fucked her face for some time. Then his whole body
shuddered as he came into her mouth.

“Swallow it,” he growled,
“Swallow it or die.”

As he put his prick back into
his trousers the blonde lay on the floor retching. Looking down at
her he waved to one of the soldiers.

“You can have that one. I think
it probably is a virgin. The rest of you can have the others. I’m
fed up with fucking White women who aren’t very attractive and
don’t put up a fight.”

As he turned to leave the room
he swung his arm again and caught Imogen across the small of her
back and the top of one buttock with the riding crop. She let out a
small yelp of pain which she quickly stifled as he strode off with
her trailing behind him like a puppy that has just been
smacked.

The soldiers surveyed the women
and each of them made his choice. While the first four sexual
abuses were being consummated, the three other women tried to make
their escape. The door was locked.

 



Chapter 4. Exchange Is No
Robbery

 


It was later that night when
Imogen and the President had retired for the night that her worst
fears were realised. He was actually inside her and moving
listlessly in and out in a bored sort of fuck when Abando suddenly
called out, “Aide!”

Lieutenant Brown, a member of
Abando’s bodyguard, was in the room in an instant; evidently he had
been on guard and alert outside the door.

“You remember that woman this
afternoon when we were sorting the staff? The one who sucked me
hard? Nice tits, name of Morning, or some such?” The question was
asked without a break in the slow rhythm of his sexual
pleasure.

“Yes, Mr. President.”

Abando rolled off Imogen and
ordered, “Bring that one and then take this one away. Just a
straight swap.”

The Lieutenant vanished and
Imogen started to cry. Abando regarded her with distaste.

“I give you some free advice,
woman. Obedience to me without complaint will get you more respect
from me than all your whining and snivelling. Tonight I fancy a
change; just do as you are told and we will get along fine. Be back
here for breakfast.”

They lay side by side on the bed
in silence for some minutes, not touching each other.

Imogen was tortured by thoughts
of whether the General would take her back at breakfast, or whether
it was some trick and she was to be handed to the soldiers … or
even worse. Then again, it might not be a trick and yet the
capricious bedmate she had come to know in the last few weeks could
change his mind arbitrarily, and for no apparent reason.

By contrast the General was
simply dozing contentedly and waiting for his next fuck to arrive.
It wasn’t that he didn’t want Imogen sexually; indeed he was
entranced by the way she followed him everywhere with a puppy-like
devotion, and by her willing inventiveness in bed. He had no
intention of letting her go for more than a night, but a man needs
a change occasionally, and a woman who is confident of her man’s
fidelity does tend to try to control him, which really would not do
if the man was President of his country and the woman merely a
White slave.

Eventually the Lieutenant
arrived with Morgan in tow. The Captain who had just finished
stripping her as a pleasant prelude to a long and thorough
violation had been reluctant to part with her, until the Lieutenant
stopped begging and said, “Very well, Sir. Do I understand that you
are ordering me to go away?”

“Yes,” snapped the incautious
and horny Captain.

“Sir.”

The Lieutenant saluted and
turned on his heel. As he opened the door to leave the Captains
bedroom he said, “I will report the position to the President
General Abando and tell him you prefer to keep the woman. I’m sure
he’ll understand.”

“Wait!” yelled the Captain.

“You mean it, don’t you? The
General has asked for this one by name?” he asked.

“Sir. That is what I said,
Sir,”

“Take her then. I’ll get another
one,” growled the Captain, pondering which of his juniors would
have a reasonable White woman he could commandeer.

“My orders are that it is to be
an exchange for the General’s whore Imogen, Sir. I believe it is
just for the one night.”

With that the Lieutenant left,
dragging the naked and completely panicked Morgan with him. The
Captain considered his options. He had not reached the rank of
Captain by being stupid or by taking risks. He knew General
Patton’s dictum, “No bastard ever won a war by dying for his
country; he won it by making the other poor dumb bastard die for
his country.”

He could accept the Imogen woman
and use her for the night, or he could just grab another woman.
Accepting Imogen would possibly be the only chance he would ever
have of sleeping with the General’s woman, but what would the
General think in the morning? What might the woman say to the
General? If he did not bed her, on the other hand, might the
General regard that as an insult? What might the woman then say to
the General? Truly it was a problem what to do for the safest. As
the time lengthened without the Lieutenant returning with the
promised Imogen he began to hope that this insoluble dilemma had
vanished into the night.

Meanwhile the Lieutenant had
delivered Morgan to Abando’s bedroom and had left again with Imogen
to hand her over to the Captain. Being not a little disgruntled at
being expected to act as a carrier-pigeon for the President,
ferrying women hither and thither, he decided to take a small
reward on the way.

Pushing Imogen in to his own
quarters he threw her on the bed and started to fuck her. She, for
her part, simply lay there and let him do as he pleased, in her
best attempt to do as the President demanded. It was over fairly
quickly, for the Lieutenant had not had a woman in two days, and
the thought of it being the President’s chosen bed warmer excited
him beyond measure.

As soon as he had reached his
somewhat precipitate climax, he was up and dragging Imogen along
the corridors to the Captain’s room. He was not worried about being
caught, because the Captain would assume, if he noticed, that the
jism leaking from Imogen’s cunt was left there by the President.
Certainly nobody would dare to complain to the President of the
condition of a part-used present they had received from him.
Anything the woman said could be denied.

Just as the Captain had decided
to sleep alone, and to take his revenge in the morning on the
errant junior officer, in came the Lieutenant with what was
undoubtedly the President’s woman in tow. Dumping her on the floor
beside the bed, the young man turned and fled.

Imogen looked up and saw the
Captain, who had now decided that if his beloved leader wanted to
lend him this woman, it would be churlish to reject her. The night
was long and fairly unsatisfactory for both of them, mostly because
each was fearful of what might transpire on the morrow.

***

While she was being hurried
along the corridors to the President’s quarters Morgan reflected
that she had been lucky so far. True she had been made to suck the
President’s cock, but he had not cum in her mouth; true she had
then been dishonoured, but only by the one man, the Captain who had
grabbed her the moment the President left the room that afternoon.
She had more or less decided to cling to him after seeing one of
her colleagues, the remaining virgin, sexual assaulted by four men
and in her bottom as well as her vagina. That strategy had worked
well, and she had been fed and then taken to the Captain’s quarters
and locked in for some hours. Then her captor returned and she had
been somewhat relieved to be asked to do a strip-tease for him,
reasoning that this would not be a precursor to despoil, but rather
to indicate a wish for consensual sex. What she didn’t know was
that she had escaped the Captain’s preference for sodomy, of which
she had no previous experience.

When they arrived at the
Presidential bedroom, the Lieutenant pushed her through the door
and closed it behind her. Then he left with Imogen, the
President’s, and ‘closest personal assistant’.

Inside the room the President
lay indolently on the bed, naked, with his prick lolling on his
thigh. He looked Morgan up and down and decided, or at least his
cock decided, that this was a reasonable bed warmer; at least, it
stiffened and straightened somewhat as Morgan stared at it. The
President waved the woman over and patted the bed for her to sit
beside him.

“Is your name really Morning?”
he asked as he stroked her back.

“N-no sir, it’s Morgan, I was
Morgan James,” she answered, gabbling in her nervousness, “My
mother’s family were called Morgan, and parents did that sort of
thing in the eighties.”

The President moved his other
hand to cup her breast and to pull her over towards him.
Reluctantly Morgan complied with his unspoken order and, as she
expected, allowed him to push her head down towards his genitals.
The smell was not so bad as that of his clothes in the morning, so
she set about her duties with some energy, thinking that if he
came, though she might have to swallow his spunk, which would be
the end of him for the night.

Abando had other ideas, though.
He lifted her off his lap and pulled her across the bed to the
other side and pressed her face down. Before she could think what
he wanted he had pressed two fingers between her thighs and into
her cunt. She relaxed immediately at this familiar gesture; she and
her husband enjoyed doggy-style sex, and so she raised her hips and
went up on to her knees and elbows. Abando took advantage of this
the ram his thumb into her arse hole, which made her tighten and
try to escape again.

“Hold still, whore,” Abando
growled.

Morgan forced herself to subside
into acquiescence, in spite of the pain in her rear end. As she did
so she decided that survival was the first priority, and if that
meant letting this creature make free with her body, then so be it.
The lesson of the Treasury Minister’s summary execution had not
escaped her notice.

The General’s knowing fingers on
and in her cunt were working the age old magic on her clitoris and
g-spot to such an extent that before she knew it, she was in the
middle of a small orgasm and had spread her knees wide to allow the
questing hand free access to her most private parts. In her mind
she was shocked by the thought of a Black man arousing her, but her
body didn’t care what colour the fingers were if only they didn’t
stop their manipulation.

Abando rose up behind her,
causing a small whimper as he let go of her clitoris, but this was
quickly followed by a satisfied moan as his formidable prick
ploughed into her eager cunt. The moans quickly rose in pitch and
crescendoed as she had the most deep and intense orgasm of her
young life.

Reaching under her belly, he
fingered her clitoris again and she never noticed the pain as he
transferred his prick from her cunt to her arse hole. It was only
when he stopped exciting her love bud and concentrated on thrusting
in and out ever quicker until he exploded into her bowels that her
ecstasy subsided and she began to feel the pain.

Shuddering with his fifth and
sixth spurts, the General pulled out of her arse and sprayed her
back with his final few spurts. Feeling suddenly emptier than she
had ever felt, Morgan slumped forwards and began to cry.

The General rolled away from her
and asked, “What’s the matter? You enjoyed my fat Black cock up
your nice White body, didn’t you?”

Morgan could only nod through
her tears which redoubled as the exact truth of his questions hit
home to her mind, which did not accept for one moment that her body
liked this … this native fucking her. For this conventional young
White wife of a Foreign Office civil servant who happened to be
working in a predominantly Black country, the thought of a native
even touching her was abhorrent. Discovering that her body reacted
to any cock which was thrust into it, and the bigger the better,
was a nasty shock.

Then her determination to live
through this ordeal reasserted itself and she forced her mouth to
say, “It was very pleasant, but my bottom hurts a little.”

The General roared with laughter
and responded, “Well, it would. Now you can clean my cock for me.
And before you ask, you clean it with your tongue.”

Closing her mind to what this
implied, Morgan obediently rolled over and applied herself to the
appointed task, only to find that the instrument concerned grew
larger and firmer as it became cleaner.

“You’re hard again. Will you
want it again?” she said in astonishment, for her husband had never
managed more than one orgasm a day.

“Several times tonight,”
asserted the General, “Why don’t you ride me this time?”

In the morning the Lieutenant
was sent to retrieve Imogen, but Morgan stayed with the President
also.

Plans

It was not common knowledge in
Balonga, but Saul had been born and educated in America. He had
come to Balonga completely broke after a misunderstanding in New
York between a cop and a bullet which had recently left the gun
that Saul was holding. He had joined a disreputable tramp steamer
that left the same day and eventually jumped ship in Douala in the
Cameroon. Making his way from job to job, he had finally arrived at
Marjorie’s, now his own, plantation and been hired as overseer.

He was a very successful
overseer because he had learned early in life that the way to
persuade people to do what you wanted was to make it seem more
inviting than the alternative. If you wanted a man to dig in a
field for you, you offered him a job cleaning out the stables;
compared to that, digging was cleaner and no harder. If you needed
to get someone to clean out the stables, find someone who is
starving, or a slave who doesn’t want to be whipped. Despite the
boasts and strictures of the Western nations, slavery had never
been eliminated in Africa, though it went concealed under other
names.

Saul’s brilliant plan was to
continue to run the Sims’ Plantation as efficiently as possible,
and with the totally parasitic white owners no longer a drain on
its resources he thought he could turn a reasonable profit from it.
Then there was the old Sims’ Plantation house. It was huge, with
eight bedrooms in the main house and servants’ quarters attached
offering dormitory-style accommodation for at least three times
that number. The slaves who actually did the work on the plantation
could be moved out into the buildings which had once been Eileen’s
fiefdom after the death of her husband, the old Crabtree Plantation
nearer the fields. The Sims’ Plantation house and annex would then
be virtually empty, with only Saul and his personal staff in
residence.

He toyed for some time with the
thought of making it a hotel, but access was not easy, and nobody
had any real reason to visit the area, so that seemed an
unprofitable line of thought. Then he had a brilliant idea; he
would turn it into a brothel for government officials. He would
fill it with whores who were all White women, and change its name
to The White House.

If his brothel was to be
successful the high muckamucks who were its patrons would have to
have the illusion, at least, of consorting with refined western
women. No woman could be allowed to entertain a customer until she
had returned to some semblance of her former looks and ostensible
demeanour. No woman could be allowed to entertain a customer until
she was ready to play the courtesan. Training them to do that would
be interesting, difficult, but interesting. He would apply the
methods he had learned to trust over the years.

The first problem was finding
them. That, he thought, would need government intervention. He
would ask for women to be sent to him as indentured servants
whenever they offended against the criminal or civil law, or fell
foul of the increasingly strict Crimes Against The State
legislation. Indentured servants, who were slaves in all but name,
had been used for years to work the plantations and farms, but they
had all been Blacks; now it was the turn of their former White
owners to suffer, and especially the White mistresses.

The training, he thought, would
be simple. The women would be treated as any other indentured
servants, working twelve hours a day on the land and available to
the overseers and the other Black slaves every night. They would be
shattered physically and well fucked after a couple of weeks of
that, and the offer of living in a clean house, with hot baths and
cool sheets on feather beds would be tempting. Even the bedroom
duties would be far less exacting than the hell of being a White
woman living in communal barracks with Black slaves. He accepted
that some of them would die in the process, and that others would
not be suitable for use in the brothel by virtue of age or looks,
but that could not be helped. In any case the old and ugly ones
would be better than no women for the Black slaves.

He discussed the idea with Jean,
who was very supportive, once he had made it clear that she would
be the administrator, rather than being required to service clients
in the new establishment. She spent some time planning and came up
with a three part rota. Opening hours would be two separate
two-hour sessions in the morning, similar in the afternoon, and one
long session from seven in the evening until eight the next
morning. Six bedrooms would be in use, and the women not on duty on
a particular night would all sleep in the old annex dormitory which
could easily be partitioned into little private bedrooms. There
would be a three week rota of days, nights and housekeeping. The
day stint would be six days of day shift, which would, with luck,
at busy times mean four sessions in a day for each woman. Then
there would be one day off, followed by six nights on duty. The
third week would be passed as a cleaner, housekeeper, cook,
washer-up, laundress or whatever needed doing to keep the place
spick and span.

“What about when the women are
bleeding?” asked the ever practical Saul, “Some men don’t like so
much blood.”

Jean had her answer ready, “All
the women will be on birth control pills. We adjust the dates using
the pills so that they are evenly spread through the rota. Then if
a woman is menstruating she is the last of the six on duty to be
offered to a man, and someone from the cleaning rota stands in for
her,” she giggled, “Or actually, lies in for her.”

“Write all this up for me to
submit to the government,” Saul asked, “We will need a
licence.”

“What licence?” asked Jean.

“A brothel licence, and if there
is no such thing, they’ll invent one.”

Presidential Approval

The first reaction Saul had to
his application was two weeks later, and from a surprising source.
His friend, Colonel Ngamo, in the Land Ministry telephoned late one
afternoon to say that the President, General Abando, was much taken
with the idea of a state brothel, to be equipped with White women
only and available to all senior Black politicians, military, and
civil servants. So taken with the idea, in fact, that he was
already on his way to inspect the proposed White House and would
arrive within the hour. All the women were set to tidy the place
up, and then to make themselves presentable. Saul made it clear
that if the application for permission to open the brothel was
rejected because of any lack of attractiveness, either of the house
or the women, or any reluctance on their part to butter up the
President, then they would pay in the whipping frame.

When the visiting group arrived
Saul pondered on the fact that one of the White women with the
President was formerly Mrs. Imogen Dawson, the wife of the Eileen
Crabtree’s Plantation Manager; the other, with the unlikely name of
Morgan, he did not know. It could not have been easy working for
Eileen, and so it was no surprise that Imogen feigned not to know
her husband’s former employer, while greeting Marjorie and Jean as
one greets one’s former servants. Saul had heard that the General
had acquired his woman by shooting her husband in cold blood in
front of her and then offering her his pistol to commit suicide.
When she couldn’t do it, her spirit broke, and she lay down and
opened her legs willingly to accept the General’s cock less than
half an hour later. What he had not realised was that the woman in
this story was Imogen.

The President for Life of
Balonga, General Abando, did not waste any time on small talk. His
first words to Saul were, “Colonel Amichand Ngamo tells me you want
to run a brothel here? Can you run a plantation?”

“Yes Mr. President.”

“Let’s see shall we?” and with
that he strode outside and began to look around.

After an hour of inspection,
when he had seen only a part of the plantation, the President
changed tack. Turning back to the house he said, “Let’s look at
your brothel then.”

They returned to the house and
the President made a cursory inspection of some of the rooms. Then
he turned his attention to the White women.

“Strip,” he ordered, and Saul’s
three women did so at once, as did Imogen and Morgan when the
President looked quizzically at them.

After looking the five women
over, and hefting the odd breast or buttock, he said, “Not the
best, but acceptable. You really will need to get better women than
these. Younger and better looking. I can help there.”

“May I ask what the President
has in mind?” asked Saul timidly.

“Oh, it’s easy. I’ll send you
any young white women convicted of crimes against the state. Mostly
we give them a ten year sentence on a plantation working the
fields. I see no reason why some of then shouldn’t be sent to this
plantation.”

Saul nodded, thinking that was a
brilliant idea. Someone else would do the ‘recruiting’ for him and
he would have absolute power over his whores for up to ten years at
a time. Any really recalcitrant ones could be sent to work the
fields, and provide sexual services for the field hands.

“What are you going to call your
brothel? I don’t think that the Sims’ Plantation is a good name for
the marketing, though it may well be good for the paperwork.”

Diffidently, Saul suggested, “I
thought we might call it the White House, as it is a house, painted
white, and full of Whites.”

The President roared with
laughter, and spluttered, “If there is ever a State visit, I could
bring the US President here to stay during his visit,” and went off
into more peals of laughter in which everybody dutifully
joined.

“Now let’s see what food you can
provide,” he added.

After dinner, Saul was pleased
that the President approved of the arrangements as far as the
inspection was concerned. He was less pleased when Abando announced
that he would sample the delights of the White House that very
night. He made it clear that he needed several women, and before
Saul could offer anyone, he added, “I’ll take your three Whites and
Imogen. You can have this one,” he waved at Morgan, “and keep her
here to work for you.”

Morgan stood open-mouthed in
shock. It was one thing sleeping with the President for a few
nights, and when he tired of her, trying to find her husband again,
but to be handed to a brothel keeper as a sex worker was not part
of her survival plan.

The President saw her shock and
said, unkindly, “I don’t imagine your husband would have touched
you again after I had ‘defiled’ you, as he would have considered
it, even if he had managed to escape to England.”

The full import of this
statement took a moment or two to sink in, then she stammered, “You
mean … you mean …”

“Yes,” Abando cut in, “He died
trying to escape custody after he was arrested.”

“Arrested … arrested for what?”
she asked.

“Crimes against the State of
Balonga,” was the meaningless answer, “You will find that Saul here
will look after his whores every bit as well as he looks after his
crops. He is exactly the kind of industrious citizen this country
needs.”

With a satisfied look on his
face, he waved the four selected women out of the room and followed
them ordering, “Take me to bed, ladies. I am tired, but not too
tired.”

Saul turned to the first White
woman slave to be handed to the White House brothel and said, “You
had better come with me. I am as surprised as you at this turn of
events, but we had better obey the boss. If we try to do anything
else he would probably have both of us killed.”

Morgan followed him in a totally
bemused state and he led her up the stairs to the very back of the
house, and into a clean and pleasant bedroom which was one of those
Jean had prepared for their first ‘workers’. There he undressed her
almost tenderly and then laid her on the bed and kissed her
breasts, down across her belly, and sucked on her love bud until
she was on the edge of a climax.

Morgan recovered her wits in
time to realise that in a very few minutes this Black stranger had
roused her to the point where he could move between her wide-spread
knees and her body would welcome his invasion of her most tender
places. The thought came to her that she had only met this man,
this Black man, a couple of hours ago and now he was her owner, and
was fucking her in a truly delightful manner. Perhaps it was right
that she belonged in a brothel, being fucked all the time.

As Saul took his pleasure in a
new White woman slowly savouring the novelty she thought, ‘He’s
longer than Abando and he’ll go further down my throat and I’ll
choke, but he’s thinner so my bum won’t hurt so much.’

Then she realised that she had
already accepted her new status, and that Saul could, and probably
would, take all her orifices in the course of this night, and in
the days to come. Mentally she shrugged and thought, ‘I expect I’ll
have to take much worse as a tart in his brothel.’

Then a loud scream, clearly not
a woman’s, rent the air and Saul leapt up and rushed off to
investigate.

 



Chapter 5. Four In Hand

 


In the largest room, usually
Saul’s bedroom was a huge square bed over six feet on each side.
Even this would have been overcrowded with the General and four
women lying down to sleep on it, but for a multiple sex romp it was
fine. The General lay on his back with two of the women, he
couldn’t see and didn’t care which in particular, licking and
sucking his prick and balls. A third was leaning over him, offering
her teats for him to suckle.

For the moment the fourth woman
was forgotten by all of them. Unfortunately for the other three,
that was Imogen, who thought that she was vastly superior in
current status than the other three. She was the President’s woman,
while the others were merely whores to a former overseer. Worse
than that for the other three, she was very jealous of their
current sexual activities with ‘her’ man.

Casting round the room, she
found a riding crop in the wardrobe, presumably left over from the
days when this was Marjorie’s bedroom as the wife of the White
plantation owner. Seeing the hated Eileen, formerly her husband’s
boss’s wife, crouching over the prick Imogen thought she owned, and
presenting an upturned arse, she let fly with the crop, heedless of
the consequences.

Eileen’s first reaction to the
intense burning pain of the riding crop landing across her buttocks
was to shut her mouth, which was unfortunate as she clamped her
teeth down on President Abando’s most treasured and most sensitive
appendage, causing him to emit the scream Saul heard, and to throw
off the women above him.

“Bite me would you?” he screamed
and grabbed Eileen by her hair, wrenching her painfully down to the
ground beside the bed. As she fell he saw the obviously new stripe
across her buttocks and the crop in Imogen’s hand. It took only a
fraction of a second for him to understand what had happened and he
unceremoniously dropped Eileen, grabbing the crop with one hand and
Imogen’s throat with the other.

When Saul looked in at the door
of the bedroom, Abando was laying in to Imogen with a riding crop
as though she was trying to cut her in half with it. Most of the
blows were landing on her back below the shoulder blades and on the
kidneys. Seeing that all was under control, at least all except the
General’s temper, Saul wisely withdrew. If the President for Life
of Balonga wanted to maim his mistress for life, or even kill her,
which was no concern of Saul’s.

Some time later there was a loud
bump from the bedroom which Saul rightly interpreted as Imogen
being dropped on the floor.

‘Time enough in the morning to
find out if she’s alive or dead,’ Saul thought, and went on slowly
fucking Morgan, to her body’s utter delight.

Downfall Of A Mistress

When the General woke after the
orgy with the four women he was in a vile temper, mostly because he
still felt some pain in his bitten prick. Saul heard Imogen whining
something at him, but could not make out the words, then the
General burst out of the bedroom dragging her by one arm.

“Please, darling, please, you’re
hurting me,” she whined.

“I’ll teach you not to try to
order me about and not to make someone bite me,” he raved, “Now
you’ll get what you’ve been asking for for a while, you White
whore.”

Calling the Lieutenant in charge
of his bodyguard in, he asked, “Is all secure here?”

“Yes, General. I have two men on
watch and the rest are stood down. There has been no sign of any
trouble, and anyway Saul seems to have the place well
defended.”

“Good. Rouse the men who are off
watch and have them ream this stupid White cow until she can’t
stand up. No whips, just pricks, in every hole and for as long as
it takes. If she can still stand up without hanging on to anything,
she hasn’t had enough. If you don’t have enough men, borrow some
field hands from the plantation. Then we will leave her here to
work in Saul’s brothel.”

The General went back into the
bedroom and Lieutenant Brown lost no time in assembling three of
his men.

“This is yours, by the kindness
of the President,” he announced, “She is to be used until she can
no longer stand. When you are shagged out, the others can take
over.”

The men were a little
nonplussed. How could they dare to fuck the mistress of the
President, even at his explicit order? If he changed his mind he
might well have them shot, as they certainly would have been if any
of them had dared to touch her in the capital.

“If you are not men enough to do
it, go back to your wanking and send the others in,” ordered the
Lieutenant, and with that he tore what remained of her night-gown
off Imogen’s pallid White body.

“Do you want her first,
Lieutenant?” asked one.

The Lieutenant realised their
fears; indeed he had had similar thoughts himself, but he turned
her to face the table and pressed her down on to it. With a single
vicious thrust he pushed his prick into her arse, making her scream
at the unexpected and unlubricated entry.

Pulling out again, he said,
“I’ve wanted to do that for a while, bitch,” and slapped her arse
hard.

“Now get on with it,” he ordered
and the men closed in on the hysterical woman.

Two of them hastily strapped
Imogen’s arms to the legs of the table, using their belts to do so.
A predictable side effect of this was that the trousers of the
fatter soldier fell down, so he took first turn in the cunt which
had so recently been the prized property of the President For Life.
It turned out that she was lubricated, probably by Presidential
semen, and he slid into her fast, bottoming painfully against her
cervix, eliciting a squeal of pain. Emboldened by the Lieutenant’s
sodomy, he pounded her cunt unmercifully, and climaxed within less
than a minute.

“Harrumph,” he said, “I’s had
better in de barracks. She big enough to drive tank up she.”

This did not deter his
colleagues who followed, first the Lieutenant, then their comrade.
This apparently did not give either of them much pleasure, and
their nervousness about a fairly unpredictable General seemed
justified when he came out of the bedroom, but all he did was pull
her head up from the table by the hair, look into her eyes, and
then slam her head back down.

When she was released, Imogen
swayed ominously, but she could clearly still stand unaided, so her
ordeal was not over. More soldiers were summoned and the orders
were conveyed to them. More assaults and more sodomy followed
during the next hour with less and less reaction from the victim.
Eventually it was determined that she truly could not stand
unaided, so she was left in a heap on the floor of the reception
room of the White House.

 



Chapter 6. In Triplicate

 


In the bedroom, the President
heard Imogen’s screams and pleas with some satisfaction.

Turning to the three other women
he asked, “Who wants to pleasure me first?”

Eileen fairly leapt across to
him and knelt, unfastening his trousers. When she had succeeded in
getting his prick out and was about to take it in her mouth, a foot
planted squarely in her belly sent her flying backwards across the
floor.

“I don’t trust your mouth; when
a White woman gets a taste for human flesh you can’t trust them,”
averred the President, “Who’s the next to offer?”

Marjorie and Jean looked at each
other, remembering the brutal fucking of the night before when he
had seemed in a good mood and dreading what he might do in a bad
temper.

“Well, don’t all rush at once,”
he prompted.

When neither of them moved he
seemed to cheer up.

“Good,” he said, “You do well to
be frightened of a President in a bad mood. You!” pointing at
Eileen, “Over here and wrap your arse hole round this.”

Eileen moved with alacrity and
turned her arse up at the last moment. She pushed backwards,
reaching round for his prick to aim it at the specified
orifice.

““Hold her, you two,” snapped
the President, pushing in as the two other women held Eileen’s
shoulders to support the weight pushing forwards.

His entry was very painful for
Eileen, judging by her screams, but the President came surprisingly
quickly. As he backed off and fastened his trousers the three women
straightened up, waiting warily to see what would be the next
demand.

Eileen’s heart beat strongly
when he said, “You, come with me,” and strode out of the room.

Her excitement diminished a
little as he added from the doorway, “All three of you.”

Imogen’s screams seemed fainter
now, but the women rightly assumed this was for lack of strength
rather than lack of pain. Saul worried as the President led the
three women outside that he might take them with him to the
capital.

‘Oh, well. Nothing I can do
about it, so forget it,’ he thought.

The Lieutenant was dancing
attendance on the President and was instructed to string Eileen up
on the whipping frame.

“Keep the other two here as
well,” he added, “I’ll need them in a minute.”

Soldiers grabbed them and
enjoyed holding the women by a variety of interesting parts of
their bodies, surmising that the President was about to have them
whipped, so they were fair game. They had seen and done this before
… more than once.

When Eileen was strapped in
place the President fingered her tits and bum a little
absent-mindedly before ordering, “Bring me two whips and those two
tarts.”

When he had the whips in his
hand he offered one to Marjorie and one to Jean.

“There you go,” he said. “One
either side and you whip her until I tell you to stop. Hard, mind
you; if I think you are slacking we can always change your
places.”

Marjorie went first, swinging
the whip with a will and bringing it round in a firm arc to CRACK
satisfyingly across Eileen’s shoulders. A scream confirmed that the
pain was intense.

Then Jean had her turn, aiming
for the arse, and although she didn’t have the weight to put behind
her CRACK nevertheless Eileen screamed again.

The President held his hand up
to stop a second blow from Marjorie.

“Vicious bitches aren’t you?” he
remarked, “I thought she was a friend of yours?”

Turning away he said to the
Lieutenant, “We leave in half an hour. The silly cow we brought had
better come with us. Your men can pass the time with these
three.”

He walked in to the house, where
Saul was standing watching.

“Good,” the President said,
“Very good. Keep this place full of White whores, no Black girls
under any circumstances … understand? You will do well here and
many of my friends will visit … they all pay, even me. If you need
more women don’t hesitate to ask.”

With that he went into the bar
area and helped himself to a drink, not paying for that either.

When the President and his
entourage left, Saul was pleased that they had not stolen any of
the women. He was also pleased that the bodyguard took away a
bruised and unconscious Imogen, bleeding from the nose, mouth, cunt
and arse. Above all he was pleased that the visit had gone well. He
didn’t want to get involved with the General turned President any
more than was absolutely necessary, and certainly not to get on the
wrong side of him. It was nice that he had left Morgan with Saul;
she would do to pay the President’s bill nicely.

It was a week before the first
indentured criminals arrived to be use as whores. The order
committing the women to slavery, or ‘indentured service’ came in
three sheets, white, blue and pink. For each woman a signature was
required on the pink, bottom copy to signify that she had left the
court in the care of the transportation officer. The pink copy was
then filed by the prison or court from which she had been sent in
order of the release date. Eventually, when that release date was
almost reached, a new form demanding the woman’s return to the
capital would be issued.

After the journey from the
capital to the plantation indicated in the indenture form, a
signature was required on the blue copy to allow the officer in
charge of transport to prove that he was no longer responsible for
them, and had correctly delivered them, in this case to Saul. The
correctness of the delivery was checked because each woman wore a
plastic bracelet with her prison number on it, and that had to
correspond to the paperwork. The top, white, copy stayed with Saul
until he released them on completion of their service. It contained
elaborate details of the woman, her “offence”, and her sentence,
and it would eventually go back to the capital with the woman, and
Saul’s paperwork would be completed by the inclusion of the release
form, duly signed by the transportation officer. Usually the first
thing Saul did was cut the bracelet off the woman and clip it to
the paperwork.

Three days later a Government
cheque arrived for a surprisingly large sum of money with a note in
the President’s own hand saying, I hope this covers my
bill.

Even better, the cheque did not
bounce.

 



Chapter 7. Harvesting

 


As things settled down in the
countryside, and the work in the plantation returned to normal,
albeit with Saul in charge instead of Marjorie and her husband,
Saul’s thoughts turned to what was happening in the surrounding
districts. He knew that the larger plantations had all been taken
over by Blacks, most of whom were cronies of General Abando.

‘No,’ he corrected himself, ‘I
must remember he is now President Abando.’

Some of the smaller farmsteads,
however, might have escaped the general mayhem and the uprising of
the slaves. The small places where only the owner and his immediate
family scratched out a living from the land might have been
overlooked by the marauding slaves, intent on wreaking vengeance on
the hated White bosses. The General’s army would certainly not have
bothered to loot them, since none of them would have yielded enough
valuables or women to satisfy even the smallest patrol.

Saul took two of his most
trusted men with him, Asimbo and Jonas, all three of them heavily
armed, on his exploration of the nearer small farms. He had singled
out three which he decided were small enough to have a chance of
having been missed, yet possibly large enough to justify the
effort. They drew a blank at the first two; one had been burned to
the ground, and the other was now run by three Black former slaves,
two men and a woman. Saul made a careful note to remember this one;
two Black men with one Black woman spelled trouble, despite the
African tradition of sharing women, and when the men had three
parts killed each other, he might be able to grab the farm and the
woman; for the moment he did not need to start unnecessary
fights.

The third farmstead they
approached, Saul knew little about. I had been kept by some Whites
who were, for reasons he did not know, not acceptable socially to
any of the other Whites. As they approached there were no signs of
fighting or damage and all looked peaceful.

As they came to about two
hundred yards from the buildings a shot rang out high above their
heads and a man’s voice yelled, “That was your only warning. Clear
off.”

Saul retired into the trees out
of sight of the buildings. He planned their next move with some
precision. Positioning Asimbo and Jonas on either side of the
buildings, he circled round to the rear. At his pre-arranged
signal, a bird call so poor that the bird itself would not have
even noticed, let alone recognised it, his men moved in
simultaneously firing from both sides. Soon both of them were
engaged in sporadic fire fights with the defenders, and, Saul
hoped, occupying all the attention of the Whites.

Saul crept up to the back window
and peered in to the kitchen; nobody was in the room and so he
tried the door carefully. To his surprise, it was unlocked, and so
he pushed it open very fast. A pile of empty cans which had stood
behind it fell down with a clatter, alerting the occupants, but
when one of then came rattling down stairs to see what had
happened, there was no sign of the intruder. Meanwhile Saul’s man
on the side which had been left unguarded moved swiftly up to a
good firing position close to the house.

Saul had crept round to the
front, keeping out of sight of the defenders by crouching close to
the walls, too close to be seen. There he tried the front door, but
that was securely locked. The fire fight on the side where his man
had got close to the house was now fierce, but the defender had the
disadvantage of only having one window to fire through, while the
attacker could pop out for a quick shot from behind any one of half
a dozen trees.

Saul returned to the back door,
which had now been secured firmly. That suited him perfectly. Now
the inhabitants could not get out, and he had already proved to his
own satisfaction that there were only two of them. He set about
piling brushwood against the back door, while his men kept the
defenders busy. After that it was only a matter of minutes before
the back door, and the wooden cladding of the building were alight,
and smoke started to seep into the upper storey.

Twenty minutes later, with the
fire expertly doused by his men, Saul was sitting in the main
living room talking to the two Whites who owned the farmstead.

It was clear that they were dirt
poor, and that there was nothing there to steal. The woman looked
much older than her thirty years and was not particularly
appetising. Saul estimated that it would take weeks, if not months,
to fatten her up to the point where she would be useful in his
brothel. He decided to leave them to their own devices to try to
stay alive on their poor crops, though where they would sell the
surplus to buy fuel and clothing he had no idea.

However, he didn’t want to give
any impression of weakness to these, or any other Whites, so he
would have to do something to show who was the boss. Saul decided
that making the woman lie down for his two Black aides would
suffice, provided she could be made to do it as if she were
willing, though under duress.

“Well, I leave you alone,” he
said, “You got nothing I want. You got nothing anybody want. So if
missus take off clothes and be fuck by my men, we be off.”

“No way,” said her husband.

“There be only two of they,”
said Saul reasonably, “It not hurt her.”

“No,” the couple said
simultaneously.

Saul shrugged and stood up;
pointing his pistol at the woman he said, “Both outside, or I shoot
woman.”

The two had no choice but to
comply. Asimbo and Jonas took the husband and tied him to the fence
with his arms stretched out along the top rail, ripping his shirt
off as they did so.

Passing his whip through his
fingers, Saul said to the woman, “Now you clothes off.”

“Never,” she said, “you’ll have
to kill me first.”

Saul switched from the
unlettered local Pidgin English to his ‘educated’ voice and
replied, “But my dear lady, it will be most frightfully
inconvenient for your beloved husband if you do not comply. You
see, I shall subject him to the most intense flagellation.”

The two Whites stared at him.
The transformation of his accent was truly frightening. There was a
hissing and a crack and a scream from the man as the whip cut an
angry line across his shoulders. Blood started to ooze from the
blackened line of abused flesh.

Looking at the woman, Saul said,
“You still not clothes offing, missus?”

He turned back to the man and
casually laid another stripe across his shoulders. The Black
plantation overseer’s movements as he plied the whip were
deceptively smooth and graceful; the soft hide end of the weapon
cut deep into the flesh beside the previous stroke. Blood welled up
much faster, as this stroke had clearly been much harder.

To the woman he said, “You
undress now?”

She bit her lip and shook her
head.

“I tell you missus. I know my
whip. I give five lashes, your man not work for days, maybe weeks.
I give ten lashes, your man never work again. I give fifteen, your
man dead.”

Again the shake of her head.

“When he dead, my men tear off
you clothes anyway. They like that.”

The woman burst into tears, but
as Saul lifted the whip again, she said, “Stop. I beg you.
Stop.”

He turned and looked at her, and
very slowly she started to unbutton the front of her dress. Saul
turned back and swung his arm. A third line of blood and bruising
appeared across the man’s shoulders and he sagged in his bonds as
he passed out from the pain.

“No!” shrieked the woman, “I’m
doing it.”

“Faster,” was the laconic
reply.

She went frantic now, pulling
and tearing at her clothes to get them off, proving yet again the
truth of the ancient proverb, ‘more haste, less speed’.

The three Blacks watched her
with interest as she shed her clothes. Saul eyed the naked body
which was finally presented to them and decided that it was not an
appetising sight. She was thin and worn out with years of toil in a
climate which was not kind to White skin. Her breasts were mere
flaps of flesh which hung down on to the top of her belly, and the
nipples, even roused by fear, were somehow twisted and ugly. Below
the belly was a patch of thin hair which did nothing to conceal her
cunt, and added nothing to her meagre beauty. All in all, not
within a mile of being a candidate for employment in his new
venture.

Jonas and Asimbo, on the other
hand, did not have the unlimited access to young and beautiful
White women that Saul had. For them this was a chance of a revenge
fuck of one of the hated, but therefore desired, White women. As
she stood there she made a vain attempt to hide her nudity with her
hands, but this was not successful in diminishing the obvious
erections that the two Blacks were sporting.

Saul looked at the two for a
moment and then picking one at random, he asked, “Front or
arse?”

“Front, boss,” was the reply,
and the woman blushed as she realised what the question meant.

Turning, Saul said, “Now I’ve
still got my whip, and these two fine fellows are going to have
sexual congress with you whatever you do. So why don’t you just lie
down here, on the lawn, and lift your legs high and wide, like a
good little courtesan? That way nobody will get hurt much.”

Realising finally that there was
to be no sudden release from her nightmare, she saw the sense in
what he said and sank to the ground, closing her eyes tightly as
she lifted her knees to her chest. Jonas, designated by Saul as
having first use of the woman, knelt and thrust into her unprepared
vagina in a single long movement. It was almost as painful for him
as for her, and he swore as he pulled out. Lubricating himself with
spit, he tried again, burying his penis to the hilt in one long
steady push. He paused for a moment and she opened her eyes,
closing them again tightly when she saw the Black face only inches
from hers. Jonas’s pumping started steadily enough, but it soon
speeded up as he became more aroused by the thought of his black
penis deep into a white womb.

“I bet you never had no fucks as
good as that?” asked Saul, conversationally.

The woman was crying again now
and thrashing her head from side to side, but Saul knew why; her
body was betraying her. It did not care what colour the invading
prick was; all it wanted was the semen that could be garnered from
such a large, virile organ. And her body was granted its wish very
soon, as Jonas exploded into her vagina and continued to spurt for
what seemed to her like ages. When he was finally emptied, he
pulled away from her and stood up. Casually he picked up her
discarded dress and used it to wipe his sticky penis.

Asimbo lifted her from the
ground by one arm and for a moment she thought he was going to let
her off the second assault. As he turned her and put her hands on
the middle rail of the fence, about two feet off the ground and
casually kicked her feet apart, she realised that he was planning
to enter her from behind. She ‘knew’ as all the Whites ‘knew’ that
this was the way the Blacks usually had sex. Her vagina was now
well lubricated with Jonas’s semen and some secretions of hers, so
his entry was smooth and easy, but he thrust there only once and
then withdrew. It was only as he forced the glans into her darker
entrance that she understood that she was to be sodomised,
something she had never permitted her husband to do, nor the
neighbour she had occasionally entertained when her husband was on
a trip to the capital.

This was a very painful
experience for her, but the heat and tightness of her virginal
rectum meant that it did not last long. Again her dress came in
handy to wipe the shit, blood and semen off Asimbo’s prick.

Saul took her up into a standing
position and pushed her forwards to lean on the fence beside her
husband, who was now staring in shock at her, having come round to
see her apparently allowing a Black arse bandit a privilege she had
always refused him. A nod from Saul and her arms were tied to the
top rail stretched out as her husband had been.

“If you have Black little ‘un,
you be tells I. I owns Jonas, so I owns his get,” said Saul.

The woman turned to look at him,
exactly as he expected, and she saw the whip descending for the
first blow. It caught her across the bottom edge of her shoulder
blades and the skin parted along almost the whole length of the
mark and blood started to flow down her back. Her face went white
and then green as the shock caused her to vomit. It was only after
that that she managed to draw enough breath to scream.

The second blow was much lower,
on her upper thighs and much more painful, though it did little
permanent damage. Again blood seeped out, mixing with the
bloodstained semen seeping from her anus. Again she screamed,
though not so loud now.

“I hope you understands,” said
Saul, “When me or one of my men comes round to see you, you strips
double quick without order and you lies down to be fucked double
quick sharp.”

As she stared at him, he
switched voices again, “If you should be visited by myself or one
or more of my companions, then it would be advisable to remove your
apparel without prompting and offer your body for the use of your
coloured visitor.”

She shook her head as if to
clear it, and Saul decided to put her out for a while, so he struck
hard across her arse at what should have been the meatiest part.
There wasn’t much meat on her, but the flesh blackened nicely and
yet more blood seeped down. She made no sound and Saul thought she
had passed out, but she was still staring at him.

As he so often found among the
Whites, the woman was stronger than the man. She needed a fourth
application of his whip before she became unconscious. Saul would
not have liked to be thought of as an unkind man, so he untied both
of the victims before he left; otherwise they might have starved to
death before anyone found them.

As they drove away, Asimbo asked
Saul, “What was the woman’s name?”

“I don’t know,” his Black master
replied, “I never asked.”

What none of the Blacks knew was
that their visit had been observed by a hidden watcher, who
ventured out some ten minutes after they left and did what was
possible to tend to the couple’s wounds.

Training

The White House settled down
again into a routine. Saul had the training of new arrivals also
down to a fine art. However Saul and Jean’s skills in this respect
were sorely tried when six women arrived in a single batch with
only twenty-four hours notice.

#when they arrived, forty-eight
hours late, the six women’s condition was pitiful. For some reason
Saul could only guess at, the six hour drive from the capital had
taken three days and clearly the nights had been difficult for the
women. They had an escort of ten soldiers, so he expected that each
woman had had to please at least one and probably two or more men
on each night. He later learned that they also stopped during each
day for more torment and assaults.

The escort handed them over and
left as fast as they could, almost crashing the lorry as they left
the plantation. The women stood, cowering together and leaning on
each other for support. None of them had any energy left to attempt
to escape, for which Saul was grateful, as it enabled him to call
up a handful of his men to guard them.

“When were you last given food?”
he asked.

Eventually one of them said, “In
the capital,” which explained a lot.

Jean was despatched to get hot
food for then as quickly as possible. Far sooner than Saul expected
she returned with metal plates and a large cauldron of stew. The
women fell on the food with gusto, and soon seemed taller and more
self-assured. Water from the yard pump helped to revive them and
the guards became more watchful.

“Hobble them in two sets of
three,” he ordered, thereby quashing in moments the possibility of
escape, even to the doubtful safety of the wild country beyond the
plantation boundaries.

“Now, pay attention,” Saul
ordered, “You are here to work, but not in the fields. This is a
brothel or whorehouse if you prefer. You are to be some of the
whores being fucked, sodomised, and generally abused by our
customers.”

Horrified looks appeared on most
of the faces of the women.

“The only alternative, if I
cannot persuade you to perform in our bedrooms is to be handed over
to the overseers of this plantation to be used as field hands. That
may seem preferable to some of you.”

Several women nodded, and seemed
to cheer up.

“Unfortunately, you must
remember that most of our field hands are male Blacks of the
uneducated class. They rarely have access to any women, let alone
White women, so you can imagine their reaction when you are sent to
the same dormitories as these men. The overseers do not patrol the
dormitories at night, and will not accept complaints about anything
which happens between sunset lock up and dawn unlocking.”

The horrified looks returned.
Saul let all the implications of this well practised speech sink in
for a whole minute.

“Now you must choose. Hands up
those women who would rather be in the fields all day and the
dormitories all night?”

No hands went up.

“Good, you have all chosen to be
prostitutes in my brothel. The first step is to remove all your
clothing here and now.”

The women looked at each other
for a moment and then the oldest of the women, by at least ten
years Saul estimated, spoke up. “In front of these men?” she asked,
indicating the guards.

“Your name?”

“Mrs. Bardfield or ma’am to the
likes of you.”

Saul consulted his clipboard and
replied, “You will strip in front of these, and any other men I
choose … Alice, and quickly!”

Two of the women started to
remove what little clothing they had left after the tribulations of
their journey.

“Take Mrs. Bardfield out of the
line,” Saul rapped out, “Leave the bracelet on.” He indicated the
woman who had spoken, and had not yet undone so much as one
button.

Two guards freed the ankle
hobbles which connected her to two of the others. Then they calmly
tore all of her clothes off, paying no attention to the damage done
to the already torn dress. Seeing this, several of the other women
started to remove their clothing carefully.

“Put her up,” was the next
order.

Alice was immediately and
efficiently strapped in the whipping frame, and Saul hit her hard
on the buttocks with a soft flat leather flogger the shape and size
of a tennis racket. The woman screamed in pain and a crimson blush
spread quickly across most of her arse. The other women paled
visibly.

“Next,” ordered Saul.

Each of the six in turn was
stripped naked if she had not already taken off her clothes, and
received one solid spank with the flogger. Leaving the last woman
hanging sobbing in the frame, Saul addressed the set of women
again.

“You will have noticed that you
were only paddled with my soft friend here. That has the advantage.
For me, of causing pain without doing visible damage. Therefore you
will not be marked for long, and so can work here again within a
very few hours of punishment,” said Saul in a rather pedagogical
manner, “However the soft flogger is only used for the most minor
infractions. For more serious offences, like failing to get a
commendation for good service from a client, I use a riding crop;
it hurts more than a flogger but it leaves a mark for up to two
days. That will not stop you working, and may even recommend you to
some clients. I will demonstrate.”

He proceeded to strike the woman
in the whipping frame once across the back of her upper thighs,
causing her to scream in pain and leaving a nasty bright red weal
across the pale flesh.

“I am sure your colleague will
advise you that the pain is greater than that of the flogger. Take
her down.”

When she had been released from
the frame the six were herded into the house, three of them walking
somewhat erratically. Saul deduced, rightly, that these three had
never been flogged before, and might need another session to put
them in a properly submissive frame of mind.

In the house, the women were
shown to bedrooms in pairs by Jean, who explained that they would
have a room each once they were ‘in service’, but that they were in
pairs for company until that time. Jean had noted which women
appeared to be friends and had deliberately split those pairs, and
peremptorily refused to allow changes to her allocations. If these
rules were broken it would give her, and hence Saul, an indication
of which of the new recruits might cause trouble.

The women’s first priorities
were warm baths which some of them had not had for weeks, and food
which none of them had had for two days. Only after these two needs
were satisfied did Jean start to look at caring for their cuts and
bruises, mostly caused during the violations on the journey from
the capital. Finally on this first day Jean gave each of them
clothes, and took away the rags they were wearing on arrival to be
burned. As well as the dressing gown given to each of them after
their baths each woman was given an overall buttoning down the
front. This, she explained was for everyday off-duty and housework
wear. For use when entertaining clients the women were kitted out
with a baby doll nightie, and a thin summer dress. None were given
any underwear, but they were told that it would be available when
it was needed to accommodate clients’ fetishes.

In each room there was a notice
listing the rules of the house, which it transpired were not unduly
onerous, given that the women were in a brothel. The punishments
were, however, extreme, with paddling for the smallest infraction,
whipping for more important infringements, and banishment to field
work among black workers for serious breaches. This latter includes
sharing their dormitories, with the inevitable repeated abuses by
the lowest grade of workers.

The first time any of them saw
anyone except her roommate and Jean after their arrival day was
when Saul had all the women brought together in his bedroom one
morning dressed in their overalls.

He started by asking, “Were you
all reasonably experienced with sex before you were arrested?”

Alice Barfield, the outspoken
woman, replied caustically, “That depends what you mean by
‘reasonably experienced’ I suppose.”

“Well,” said Saul, apparently
treating her comment seriously, “how many of you have had sex with
half a dozen different men before you were arrested. I know you
have been sexual assaulted repeatedly since then but that is not
what interests me.”

“It interests us,” said Alice,
“and I, for one, demand to see a lawyer, or at least a policeman to
register a complaint about the assaults and about the disgraceful
treatment on our first day here. I know that … Ow!”

Her little speech was
interrupted by a casual backhanded slap across the face from Saul
which knocked her to the floor and left her mouth bleeding where a
tooth had split the skin inside her cheek.

As Saul dragged her to her feet
by the simple process of grabbing a fistful of her hair he snarled,
“Shut up, whore. Remember in the rules – you only speak when you
are spoken to. If you need to ask a question, raise one hand and
wait.”

“I will …” another slap across
the face silenced her, and Saul released his painful grip on her
hair.

Saul continued, “Well, how many
of you have had willing sex with six or more men?”

Nobody raised their hands.

“How many of you have willingly
had sex with one or more men?”

All six raised their hands.

“Good. How many have sucked a
man and swallowed his sperm?”

The women all looked at each
other, basically too embarrassed to answer.

“Oh for God’s sake,” snapped
Saul, “Do I have to put each of you on the whipping frame and beat
the answers out of you?”

Four hands went up, and Saul
noted the numbers from the bracelets of the two who did not admit
to having fellated a man, marking his clipboard.

“A man fucking you up your
arse?”

Two hands in the air.

“More than one man in your body
at once? More than one man in the room while you fucked?”

Nobody moved for either of these
questions.

“Now, if you don’t understand
any technical terms I use raise your hands. I will now explain
exactly what will be required from you here. Men, important men, or
at least rich men, will come here to visit. They may arrive during
the day or for the night. They may have a meal, and if so you may
be required to act as waitresses at table. Then one or more men
will take one or more of you to a bedroom and there you will be
totally available for any activity the man or men may choose, and
you will at least appear to enjoy the sex. The most common activity
will be sodomy, so I will get you all used to that in the next few
days. Fellatio …”

A hand went up, from one of the
two less experienced women.

“Sodomy is a man in your shit
hole,” Saul explained, “It hurts, but there are things to make it
easier. Fellatio is sucking a man’s prick until he cums, sometimes
in your mouth and sometimes just on your face or tits. OK?”

The woman who had put her hand
up nodded.

“As I was saying, fellatio is
also very popular.”

Another hand went up.

“Yes?” Saul asked.

“Do we use condoms all the time,
and what about supplies of the pill?” asked the woman.

“Now that is a sensible
question; you will make a good whore.”

The woman blushed.

“No condoms are used here, ever.
You are all already on the pill in the food you have eaten since
your arrival,” Saul lied, and then added more truthfully, “but
pills will be issued as we don’t want you pregnant too soon.
Eventually one or two of you may well get pregnant because the
pills we use are not a hundred percent, but there are men who enjoy
using pregnant women so you will be able to keep on working almost
to the delivery day. Some women we may abort so as not to lose
regular clients who do not want to fuck a fat belly.”

He paused and looked at the six
of them.

“Any more questions?”

Silence and no raised hands.
Saul considered whether to start with the inexperienced pair or the
stroppy woman for the training, or testing, programme. The he
decided.

“Right … you,” he pointed at the
woman who had asked about condoms, “What’s your name?”

“Grace, sir; Grace Wells.”

“You stay here, and the rest of
you can go back to your rooms,” ordered Saul, and then he noticed a
glance passed between her and one of the other women.

Cousins

After the rest had been herded
away by Jean, Saul asked Grace, “Who was that?”

“Pardon, sir?”

“The woman you looked at as they
left. One of the ones who hasn’t had a man in her mouth; who is
she?”

“Oh … she is my cousin Faith, my
father’s sister’s daughter. I believe her, by the way, about her
mouth.”

Saul thought about this, then
asked “A very religious family?”

“Yes. We were brought up very
strictly, hence the terrible names, Grace and Faith.”

“Yet you have sucked a man’s
prick?”

Grace blushed a little and
nodded.

“White man or Black man?”

Grace blushed even deeper
red.

“Black I assume; what was his
job?”

“He was a groom in my father’s
stable. He wanted to … but I didn’t let him do me often. It was too
dangerous. Sucking him was an alternative.”

“And who do you think Faith has
fucked?”

“Her husband, of course. She
married her second cousin who is also a Wells. I imagine she
probably fucked him at least twice a year.”

“Take off that overall, please,”
said Saul politely. He had decided that this one would co-operate
and so he could afford to treat her nicely.

As she unbuttoned the front of
her overall she asked, “What are you going to do, sir?”

“I thought you could perhaps
show me the skills you already have in the bedroom. Then we will
move on to teaching you the other skills you will need.”

Grace could not help giggling as
she said, “All my experience has been in the stables, or the back
of the lorry coming here. I’ve never … never done it in a
bedroom.”

“It is much more comfortable on
a bed than either of those,” Saul smiled at her comment.

The naked Grace stood waiting
for Saul.

“Well, undress me, or at least
open my trousers and take my prick out,” he ordered.

Grace knelt and performed these
actions, cradling his half-hard penis tenderly before peeling the
foreskin back and taking the helmet into her mouth with a quiet
murmur of approval, and swirling her tongue round the head in most
exciting fashion. Saul stepped back suddenly, pulling away from
her.

“OK, I believe you can suck
cock,” he said, “On your back now.”

Grace moved over to the bed and
lay down, spreading her legs obligingly.

“You like sex, don’t you?” Saul
inquired.

“Best feeling I know when
someone plays with my little nubbin,” she replied, “And M’goso was
good at that. That’s how he got to … do me, playing with me until I
let him.”

Saul slid easily into her cunt
which was very slick, as he had expected. ‘A natural whore here,’
he thought.

“Turn over, on your hands and
knees,” he ordered.

“Are you going to … to … put it
in my …?” Grace stammered.

“You need to use the words men
use,” Saul advised, “I am going to put my prick or cock into your
arse, or shit hole, and fuck it.”

“Oh.”

“Go on, you say it. Ask
properly.”

“Please will you … fuck my …
arse?” she stuttered.

“Good. Indeed I will. Perhaps if
you practice using those words it will get easier.”

Saul decided that his prick was
slippery enough from her juices, but that she was co-operating so
well that he should make it as easy for her as possible.
Accordingly he reached below, found her clitoris and played with
it. Meanwhile his cock had found its own way into her cunt, and he
thrust in and out until Grace started to shudder in ecstasy. Then
he moved to the darker entrance and pushed in hard. The sphincter
soon opened and he went deep into her arse as he continued to
fiddle with her nubbin as she called it. Evidently the pleasure hid
most of the pain because her wailing could be interpreted as either
emotion.

A quick set of thrusts and Saul
released a jet of semen into Grace’s bowels. He withdrew
immediately and flipped her on to her back. Suddenly she was
presented with the prick so recently in her arse and Saul demanded
she clean it with her mouth. Closing her mind to the recent events,
she took it into her mouth and rolled her tongue round his prick.
Again Saul pulled away and said, “Good. Off you go and ask Jean to
send in Faith next. Tell her I said you could have half an hour
with her before she comes to me. She won’t take to sucking, fucking
and arse banditry as well as you have, I fear.”

“Sir, thank you for being so
kind to me. I think you may be surprised by my cousin if you handle
her right. She is used to submitting to older men’s rules.”

Rather less than half an hour
after Grace left, there was a timid knock on Saul’s door.

“In,” he shouted.

Faith entered very slowly and
diffidently.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” she
asked.

“Why are you here?” asked Saul,
“And what are your duties?”

Faith looked lost.

“Did Grace not explain?” he
asked.

“Well, she said I was to let you
… do me if you asked.”

“Is that all?” demanded
Saul.

“Do me … in my mouth and my
bottom as well as …”

“As well as where?”

“The … the proper place.”

Saul decided to ease up on her a
little.

“Good. That’s a good girl,” he
saw she was suddenly proud that he was pleased with her, “Now tell
me about your marriage, the sex you have had with your husband, and
any other men.”

“Only my husband, sir, and he
only did it properly, except the violation in the lorry coming
here.”

“How often did you have sex with
your husband?”

“Far too often sir. It wasn’t my
idea, but he wanted it almost every week at first and even with the
light on sometimes. Later on he calmed down.”

Saul could barely stop himself
laughing at this grown woman sounding like a naïve child. He
changed the subject, “How old are you?”

“Twenty seven, sir.”

“Twenty-seven and you still
think sex is just to have children? Don’t you ever play with
yourself?”

Her blush told him everything he
needed.

“Now we’ll start again. What did
Grace tell you?”

“She said that sex was lovely
with you, and could be nice with most men, and that she intends to
have a lot of it now her father is gone and nobody can stop
her.”

“And you? Do you believe her,
and will you do the same?”

A very diffident, “Yes, if you
want,” was Faith’s answer.

“With me? Here and now?”

A nod and Faith started to
unbutton her overall, revealing a body so similar to Grace’s that
they could have been taken for twins.

Saul took her mouth, cunt and
arse in that order, very quickly, and then returned to her cunt
until she had an orgasm.

‘After all,’ he thought, ‘you
reward obedient dogs; to make sure they obey again next time.’

When they were both dressed
again, he asked, “Did you enjoy that?”

Faith blushed as she nodded.

“Do you want to do it
again?”

Another nod and her hand went to
the top button of her overall.

“Not with me. With someone
else?”

She looked very doubtful.

“I can’t promise they will all
be as nice to you as I have been, but it won’t be carnal abuse like
it was in the lorry,” said Saul, “but you may find that you have
more than one man in a day, and you may find that some men come to
see you often while you see others only once.”

Faith started several times to
say something, but Saul could tell she was frightened to do so.

“Go ahead,” he encouraged, “Ask
me.”

“Will I have any say in who it
is?” she finally managed to blurt out.

Mentally crossing his fingers
fearing that he would frighten her, Saul said, “None whatever. You
are not here by choice; it is supposed to be a punishment, so you
fuck,” she winced at the word, “anyone who wants you, any time,
anywhere. Maybe there will be a party with say three men and three
or four women and it all happens where everybody can see. If you
refuse anything to anyone you can be flogged. Remember your first
day here?”

“Yes,” she said, “It hurt.”

“Ok then. Now run along to room
4 and someone will come and fuck you in a few minutes.”

Faith looked startled, but then
her head dropped and she said, “Yes Master,” as she left the
room.

Saul sent Jonas to her room and
she experienced another two hours of sex in every hole, most of
which she enjoyed. Jonas’s report back to Saul was that she had
been very passive, not encouraging him or flattering him at all.
Saul sighed, but consoled himself with the thought that it was her
first day and the two cousins were at least obedient. Next he would
have to deal with the more obstreperous of his charges.

Alice Resists

First thing the next morning
Saul called for Alice Bardfield to be brought to his bedroom. When
she came in and stood just inside the door her body language and
stance indicated her truculence even before she spoke.

“I must again protest and demand
to see a lawyer,” she rapped belligerently.

Saul said nothing but walked
slowly round the woman, eyeing her up and down.

“You were married?” he asked in
a tone of voice which indicated that he severely doubted this
claim.

Alice ignored the question.

“When will my lawyer arrive?”
she demanded.

“Did Jean give you a copy of the
rules?” Saul countered, “and did they say that you speak only when
you are spoken to?”

Then as an afterthought he
added, “I am assuming that you can read.”

“I’m not frightened of you and
your kind. There are laws in this country and they will prevail,”
the woman averred forcibly.

“There are indeed laws in this
country and you have been convicted of breaking them. For those
offences you have been sentenced to ten years incarceration with
labour on this plantation. This plantation has two operations, the
first of these is fields growing food crops where the work force is
almost entirely male, and which has no separate female facilities
whatever. The second is in the brothel in which you now stand and
which I remind you, you chose to enter yesterday.”

“Chose? Chose? I had no choice
in the matter. It was go to a quick death by sexual abuse or stay
here.”

“That is a choice, and you made
it. What I don’t understand is why I let you. I cannot believe that
you would ever be seen as a sexually attractive object, even to a
White man. In fact I think you would probably be safe in the field
hands’ dormitory, at least for as long as they could see you. As I
recall you naked on the whipping frame your nipples hung below your
navel, or would have done if your empty tits had not been resting
on the top of your belly.”

Alice Bardfield was utterly
enraged by this word picture of her body, because although it
wasn’t accurate there was an element of truth in it. Her breasts
were sagging and her belly was very far from flat, but she was
proud of having kept her body in very good condition for her
forty-two years. As for sexual attractiveness, she had been fending
off a series of approaches from a number of men since her husband
had died some two and a half years earlier.

She had turned to Saul and
opened her mouth to object to his comments when he slapped her very
hard across the face, knocking her down on to the bed.

As she lay there shocked into
silence he said, “I was going to show you, carefully and slowly,
what the men who visit you will want and expect. I was going to
train you to be comfortable with the duties and responsibilities of
being a working hostess in a brothel, but sod you. You are stubborn
and unreasonable, so you will start work this afternoon. Colonel
Ngamo, the Minister of Land, is visiting today and you will be his
bed toy for a couple of hours.”

“There you are so wrong,” Alice
said triumphantly, “I know the Colonel slightly and he is a very
competent civil servant in the Ministry; he reports to the Minister
direct but is not the Minister himself. When he hears what has
happened he will see to it that you and the soldiers who brought us
here will be dealt with.”

“Actually he is the Minister
since the election of our new President Abando. The Colonel is a
good friend of mine,” Saul retorted, “He is a physically large man
and will take whatever pleasures of you he chooses. By tea time
today it will be you who has been shown what is what. Now get out
and go back to your room. You have two hours to prepare yourself
before the Colonel comes. He likes his harlot to be naked and
kneeling on the bed, shoulders down to the pillow, with her back to
the door and her knees apart when he arrives. That position shows
him all her private parts most clearly.”

Alice swept from the room,
determined not to give in to any of this. Sex, had only ever taken
place with her husband, at night, under the bedclothes, with the
light off. She had never enjoyed it, and if this Black thought she
was going to allow it with any Black, member of the new Government
or not, he was in for a big surprise.

 



Chapter 8. Alice Resists
Again

 


When Colonel Ngamo arrived at
the White House Saul asked, “Can you do me a favour today? I won’t
charge for your visit if you do.”

Cautiously Ngamo replied,
“Depends. What laws do you want changed, bent or broken?”

“Oh, nothing like that. I have
been sent some more White women and one is convinced that she does
not have to obey anything, or do anything. You know the sort; the
‘You Blacks must bow down’ type. I know you like older women and
this one is forty-two.”

“Ho, ho, so Lady White Trash is
playing hard to get is she?”

“Lady White Trash?”

“That’s what she was called in
the Ministry in the old days, Mrs. High-and-Mighty Bardfield. I
arranged for her to come here. How is her training going?”

“Not started yet. She refuses to
do anything, so I thought you might like to tame her a little. That
is the favour I wanted.”

“Willingly, my friend,
willingly. Especially if it is free!”

Saul nodded appreciatively, and
handed Ngamo a key. “I had her put in Room 5. She knows you are
coming, and thinks you will put me in my place. She has been told
to wait on the bed, back to the door, arse up, naked, but I doubt
she will have remembered that, let alone done it.”

Ngamo chuckled as he went up the
stairs and unlocked the door of the room with a crude blue figure 5
painted on it. As Saul had predicted, Alice was fully clothed and
facing the door, at least, she was wearing her summer frock and her
overall. The Black official carefully locked the door and turned
back towards the White woman.

“Get me out of here!” she
snapped peremptorily.

“Where to?” asked Ngamo,
deceptively quietly, “The city jail? The plantation fields here? Is
either of those preferable to staying here?”

“That odious Black who seems to
be overseer here says I have to become a … a …”

“… Prostitute? Whore? Tart?”
offered Ngamo, “Yes, those are the usual words for women who work
in brothels. Now get out of those clothes.”

He honestly thought that Lady
White Trash might have an attack of apoplexy as she turned puce and
was speechless. Reaching out, he tore the overall off her, and then
the dress. Ignoring her protests and attempts to fight him off, he
sat on the bed and pulled her over his knee. Using only his bare
hand he started to spank her.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

After three slaps her arse was
as red as her face and she had quietened down a little, though she
was sobbing, more he thought from humiliation than from pain.

Standing her up in front of him,
Ngamo said quietly, “Now I like spanking and whipping arrogant
Whites, so we can do that for a while if you want. I came here to
fuck you, and you were sent here at my orders for that purpose. We
can do it the easy way, on the bed, or the hard way, outside on the
whipping frame. Which do you want?”

Alice did not answer, but just
stood weeping and shaking her head in disbelief. Ngamo slapped her
hard on the breasts, both at once with each hand.

“Which?” he asked again, louder
this time.

Still Alice did not reply, so he
stood up and undressed while she just quaked with fear. When he was
naked with his formidable prick standing erect before him, he
pushed her face down on the bed. Heaving at her hips he got her on
to her knees.

“Now we fuck,” he said, “Do you
agree?”

All he heard was a whispered,
“No … oh God, no, no, no.”

Gripping her round the hips with
one arm, he started to maul her pussy lips with the other hand. A
questing finger found her very dry, so he burrowed in her pubic
hair until he found her little clitoris and started to tweak that.
The reaction was electric; Alice squirmed and wriggled in an
attempt to avoid his fingers, but he held her firmly in place with
no discernable effort. Inevitably his persistent tweaking of her
clitoris roused her body, her crying subsided to quiet sobbing, and
her legs parted of their own accord.

“Now can I fuck you?” he asked,
provoking more crying and a vigorous shaking of her head.

“Never,” she snapped.

Ngamo did not reply, but
redoubled his attentions to her love bud, which had grown
considerably under his ministrations. A quick dip into her cunt
added lubrication to his fingers and the sensations which Alice had
barely ever felt with her husband became more intense.

Now he moved his hand and pushed
his thumb into her cunt and kept it there and his fingers continued
to rouse her. When he felt the first flutterings of the muscles
surrounding his thumb he withdrew his hand completely, eliciting a
moan of disappointment from the anguished woman.

“Want to fuck?” he asked.

“No, she whispered.” Her refusal
was much quieter, but no less certain.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

He smacked her buttocks thrice
more with his open hand, and she started crying again. Again his
fingers started their devilish stroking and squeezing of her
clitoris and again his thumb went into her cunt. Again he withdrew
his hand when she started to approach an orgasm,

“Fuck?” he asked.

“I can’t stop you,” she
whispered.

“We both already know that,” he
sneered, “Do you want me to fuck you?”

The very tiniest of whispers,
“No.”

“We can go on like this for a
long time. Your arse will hurt a lot and you will feel more and
more excited, but get no release. In the end you’ll beg me to let
you cum.”

“What do you mean, ‘get release’
and ‘cum’? Only men ‘cum’ and that’s only to make babies,” she
said, calmed a little as his hand was back in its familiar
position.

“You don’t know?” he asked
incredulously, “You’ve never had an orgasm playing with yourself,
or your husband fucking you?”

“I don’t ‘play with myself’ as
you call it. It’s unnatural and dirty. Women don’t have orgasms
anyway. Oh, some fake it to please importunate husbands, but that’s
only loose women.”

Ngamo twisted his hand a little
and moved his thumb in time with his fingers’ movements on her
nubbin. As he expected she had a thunderous orgasm and almost
passed out. He noticed with pleasure that the muscles in her vagina
clamped tightly on to his thumb as she came.

When she had calmed down again
he asked, “What was that then?”

Alice did not reply, too
astonished to think clearly.

“Do you want more of those, and
better?” Ngamo asked enticingly.

Against all the instincts of her
upbringing, she nodded her head. Moving her into his favourite
doggy position, and then pressing her shoulders to the mattress,
Ngamo found her cunt and arse open to his attack. Not pausing even
to lubricate his prick, he rammed it full depth into her unprepared
arse hole.

Her screams of pain could be
heard all over the house.

He immediately withdrew and
pumped into her vagina, tweaking her clitoris again and causing an
orgasm which went a long way to over-riding the pain in her arse.
After several minutes of non-stop pumping orgasms for Alice, Ngamo
could hold back no longer, and flooded her womb with his first load
of hot jism.

After a brief respite to calm
Alice and restore his prick to full strength, Ngamo started to move
in and out again, then stopped and asked, “Do you want that
again?”

Shyly, Alice nodded.

“Then ask me for it,” ordered
the Colonel.

“Please,” said Alice.

“Ask me properly,” he
retorted.

“Please do that again.”

“Do what?” asked her new Black
lover, slapping her arse to remind her who the master was.

“Please … please … I can’t say
it,” she whispered.

Ngamo pulled his cock out of her
cunt until only the head remained.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Please … please fuck me,” Alice
buried her head in shame at using such a word for the first time in
her life, “Aaahhh,” she exclaimed as he thrust back into her so
delightfully.

Bringing her quickly to the
brink again, the Colonel stopped all movement and asked, “Will you
fuck any other men?”

“No, I promise, nobody but you.
Please fuck some more,” she replied, misunderstanding what he
wanted.

“Saul will want to fuck you
tonight, I expect and you must co-operate with him. And with any
other man he sends to fuck you. Do you understand?”

Alice started to cry again, but
a few deep strokes of Ngamo’s cock soon had her back on the brink,
whereupon he stopped and asked, “Anyone he says, you fuck?
Yes?”

Alice could not bring herself to
say it, but she nodded in mute acceptance.

Two more deep strokes and, “Say
it.”

“I’ll fuck anyone he says, now
please, please do it to me again.”

Three deep strokes tipped Ngamo
over the edge and he sent a second load of sperm chasing the first,
and the sensation of him filling her tipped her over.

After he finished and his prick
started to soften Ngamo withdrew and rolled on to the bed beside
her. Pushing her head down with his hands until it was close to his
genitals, he ordered, “Clean it with your mouth. Suck on it until
it is clean.”

Alice was more revolted by this
idea than she had been by anything so far that afternoon, even than
his rude entry into her bum, which she had assumed was a
mistake.

Ngamo decided that patience was
needed more than pain, so he said gently, “You will have to suck
many cocks here, as well as fucking many men. It is the way of
brothels.”

“Oh, I couldn’t. That’s so …
dirty.”

The Colonel discovered that his
patience was in very short supply that afternoon and a blow across
the ear sent her tumbling to the floor. The Colonel stood up and
put one foot on her chest, preventing her rising.

“Listen, White whore. Anything a
Black master wants, you do, understand? Now you suck my prick clean
and hard again. Then you climb up on this bed and kneel again,
reach your White trash hands back to open your arse and I go in
there again. This time you don’t scream. Now tell me what you going
to do.”

Alice was shaking with fear as
she stammered, “Clean your ... and then let you … in my …
bottom.”

“Use the right words, dung
heap.”

Alice took a deep breath and
somehow managed to say in one fast gabble, “I clean your prick and
then open my arse for you.”

“Better, except it will be the
next Black man who comes through that door that you service. And if
he does not leave this room happy, I will thrash you on the
whipping frame.”

Slowly, as Alice lay on the
floor crying, Ngamo dressed and went out of the room. As he went
back down stairs he saw Asimbo, one of Saul’s more trusted staff,
crossing the hall, and called, “You there.”

“Yes, Colonel, sir?”

“Go to room 5 and the white
woman in there should be naked. She will suck your cock and then
let you fuck her arse. Report back to me in ten minutes.”

“Yessir.”

Saul and Ngamo were enjoying a
beer some minutes later when Asimbo stood before them at
attention.

“Report,” said Ngamo.

“Colonel Sir. She did what you
said, but she was crying the whole time. Her arse was bleeding
before I went in it. It wasn’t my fault, sir.”

“Good. Nobody is blaming you.
Dismiss.”

Turning to Saul the Colonel
said, “If you keep her busy with different men for the next few
days, even if it is plantation hands, and whip her a couple of
times when she plays up, she’ll be quiet as a lamb after that.”

More Recruits

A week later two more women were
sent to the White House from the capital. Surveying them, Saul
wondered briefly what had happened to them to bring them to the
state they were in. They were both White women, in their thirties,
he guessed, and were utterly cowed.

“Undress,” he said, in a kindly
and disarming tone, “and Jean will treat your wounds.”

Jean stood by with a bowl of
warm water and cloths and salves ready to repair any damage they
had sustained. Naked, it was obvious that the women had been beaten
and abused cruelly. There were bruises all over their bodies, and
their backs and breasts had been whipped. Jean did her best to
clean them up, even washing the dried blood from their arse cracks
where repeated sodomy had split the sphincters.

They seemed totally unable to
object to Saul’s presence or to his intimate inspection of them,
and he decided that they would make excellent workers in his
brothel with a little careful handling. In a few days, when they
had recovered from the worst of the shocks they had endured they
would begin to object to their fate. That would be the time to show
that punishment could still to be part of their lives. For the
moment he only wanted their skins and general appearance to be
restored to a semblance of their former beauty. A look at the
paperwork which accompanied them showed that each had been the
wife, and was now presumably the widow, of a White plantation
owner.

‘Used to fucking, then,’ he
thought, ‘It shouldn’t be too difficult to persuade them that there
are worse fates than being a pampered prostitute.’

“While you are here, you will
not be abused again,” he said, “If you obey me, that is. I have
work for you which is neither difficult nor arduous. Some
plantations are using White women as donkeys to carry loads, and
working them to death in the fields. We do not insist on that, and
you could have comfortable quarters and be fed well.”

“What sort of work do we have to
do?” asked one.

“I’ll explain that later. For
now all I will say is that you will not be expected to do anything
you haven’t done before. No field work or anything like that is
actually necessary if you work well at your assigned task. Just
concentrate on getting well again first. I know you have had a hard
time. Which of you is which?” he asked, waving the papers he had
received.

The one who had asked the
question said, “I am Susan Smith. Please, what is really going to
happen to us?”

Checking with the papers, Saul
noted that she was thirty. Looking her over he saw a brunette with
a solid body which probably had a tendency to run to fat. She had
ample breasts with big, pale pink areolae and flat, almost concave
nipples. The thin pubic hair could not begin to conceal very
pronounced labia. She would be very popular with some clients for
her ample curves, and he intended to fatten her up even more.
Ignoring her question, he turned to the other woman who, the papers
informed him, was Helen Johnson, thirty-one years old. She was a
complete contrast to her companion, with mousy hair and a slim,
athletic figure. Clearly she kept herself fit, and she still had
breasts like little hemispheres, which he guessed would be firm and
resilient to the touch. They were tipped with small nipples and
areolae whose colour betrayed the fact that she had borne at least
one child. Below, her pubic hair had been crudely shaved and
revealed a tight little crack which showed no sign of protruding
labia.

‘Better not to ask about the
children, I imagine,’ Saul thought.

Aloud he said, “Just let Jean
help you to your room. Perhaps you won’t mind sharing for the
moment? When you are recovered you will each have your own room, of
course,” and he left the room.

“You’re Jean?” asked Helen.

“Yes,” replied Jean, “And before
you ask, Saul is mine. I am in charge of the house and everyone in
it, for him.”

“What will he want us to do?”
asked Susan, again.

“Oh, this and that,” said Jean,
wisely deciding it was not her place to tell them that they were
here to work in his brothel, entertaining Saul’s customers.

The room they were assigned was
light and airy, but the windows did not open, and appeared to have
been nailed shut. It had a double bed, a dressing table, a
wardrobe, one chair, and a small en suite bathroom. It also had a
supply of cheap detective novels, but nothing else by way of
entertainment. They were well aware that they were prisoners here
because the door to their room was locked most of the time. Sharing
the double bed was comforting at first, but gradually became more
embarrassing, since neither of them had ever been in the least
inclined to lesbianism. Jean came and took them out for exercise
from time to time, and they were certainly well fed, and there were
adequate supplies of clothes, but no underwear.

Helen

Two weeks later Susan and Helen
had more or less recovered from the pillages and beatings they had
suffered at the hands of the rebels who had killed their husbands
and taken over their plantations. Helen was not worried about her
son; for the moment he was safe at boarding school in England, and
the school would not send him home without detailed arrangements
for his reception at the airport. They had speculated for some time
on what would happen to them, but neither had seriously thought of
escape. Here they felt safe, while they feared the bands of rebels
whom they rightly imagined were still roaming the jungle and the
plantations.

Then Jean came to their room one
day and said, “Susan, stay here. Helen, come with me.”

“Why?” they both asked.

“Orders. Saul wants to see
Helen,” she replied.

They went through the house and
into a room which was oddly furnished as part office and part
bedroom. There was a filing cabinet and a desk with paperwork such
as any plantation has, but there was also a large double bed and a
wardrobe. Saul was sitting on the desk as they entered.

“You can go,” he said brusquely
to Jean.

“Don’t you want me to help?” she
asked.

“No. I can do very well here on
my own, thank you. I’ll call if I need you.”

Jean left, looking daggers at
Helen, and that made her wonder about what was to come. She had not
thought much about her future on this plantation, but now all the
worries about her treatment and the mysterious ‘work’ came to the
fore.

“Undress,” said Saul.

“Pardon?” asked Helen.

“Strip. Remove your clothes,”
said Saul, “Don’t you understand plain English?”

Helen stared at the plantation
boss, seeing him as a man for the first time. He was a large man,
probably of mixed race she guessed, with a big, muscular body, an
ugly face and a shaven head. He looked as though he could be really
nasty if he tried. He was wearing a sweat soaked shirt, and tatty
pair of jeans in the waistband of which was a thonged whip. For the
first time she noticed a huge bulge at his crotch. Sensing that he
was beginning to get angry, and remembering that he had seen her
naked when she first arrived at the plantation, she unbuttoned her
robe and slipped it off. That was followed by her overall and she
stood before him in her thin summer dress, feeling a little
foolish.

“And the rest,” he growled.

Thoroughly frightened now, undid
her summer dress and let it fall to the floor. Quickly she stepped
out of the puddled cloth.

“Put your clothes on the
sideboard,” was the next order.

She complied, aware that this
revealed her nakedness from behind as well as the full frontal view
he had had as she undressed.

“Now lie on the bed and put your
legs up in the air. I am going to sample that fair White body of
yours,” the big Black man said.

“No, please, don’t do that,” she
whimpered.

“You are going to work here for
me,” said Saul, “whether you like it or not. This is a brothel, so
the work involves fucking who I say when I say. The only
alternative to willing co-operation is a taste of my whip.
Eventually, if you hold out against the whipping for long enough, I
will just give you to my workers, naked.”

Helen almost fainted, and Saul
waited. As he expected, she moved over to the bed and lay down.

‘This one will be no trouble.
The soldiers broke what little spirit she had, and she is used to
obeying a man,’ he thought.

“I know I have to do it,” she
said in a voice little more than a whisper, “but all the whipping
in the world won’t make me enjoy it.”

“Just do it. I’ll deal with your
reluctance later. As to enjoying it, we’ll see,” whispered Saul as
he leant over her, “Now, legs up, just like you did for your dear
husband.”

Helen sighed and lifted her
knees up to her chest and held them there with her hands,
uncomfortably aware that she was showing every detail of her most
intimate parts to this complete stranger.

‘At least he asked first,’ she
thought, ‘and he has fed me and protected me for the last two
weeks.’

She shuddered at the memory of
the night her husband died, when she lost count of the men who had
dishonoured and sodomised her, interspersed with whippings for no
reason at all. Her reverie was interrupted by a warm tongue running
along her vaginal crack, and fingers delicately opening her to
allow it access to her clitoris.

‘Ooh,’ she thought, ‘how did he
know that turns me on?’

Within seconds Saul was pleased
that she was humping her hips up to his questing tongue. He licked
her through her first orgasm and then, almost without her noticing,
he slid his prick into her fully moistened tunnel and began to fuck
her in earnest. Then he heard her whispers.

“Yes. Yess. More. Harder.
Deeper,” she murmured as she lifted up her hips, matching him
thrust for thrust.

‘Good,’ he thought, ‘No problems
with this one.’

Slipping out of her, he turned
her over on to her knees and re-entered her cunt from behind. This
excited her even more and as she came again, he moved swiftly to
bury himself deep in her rectum. That too seemed to please her and
he fingered her clitoris until she was almost coming again. In one
swift movement he was out of her and standing beside the bed where
she knelt, moaning a little at the loss of his touch and the sudden
feeling of emptiness in her arse.

There was a thud as the whip
landed on the upturned arse. Helen screamed in shock and pain as
the blow sent her buttocks into a frenzy of burning agony.

“Up,” said Saul.

Helen managed to stand up
shakily.

“That is what you will get if
you do not obey me. It is also punishment for your reluctance to do
as you were told. Now do you understand your new work?”

“Y-yes,” she stammered, “You
want to … have me whenever you like.”

“No,” rapped Saul, “I want you
to be fucked by anyone I say, when I say. They will take your cunt
or your arse or your mouth, and you will at the very least make
them think that you enjoy it, or I will whip you until you do. Is
that clear?”

Through her tears, Helen managed
to say, “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

Remembering the demands of the
rebels, she guessed right and said, “Yes, Master,” and reached for
her clothes, which were on the sideboard.

“Leave those there,” Saul
snapped, “You won’t need them again; Jean will issue you with
different clothes.

“Jean!” Saul shouted and Jean
was in the room in seconds.

“Take Helen to meet the others
and see her new room, then bring Susan here. They are not to meet
or speak.”

“Yes, Master,” Jean replied and
led Helen out of Saul’s room.

 



Chapter 9. Susan

 


As he waited for Susan to be
brought to him, Saul pondered on how he should approach Susan.
According to Jean, Susan was the one who asked all the questions,
and seemed to be much the stronger willed of the two. Perhaps it
would be necessary to send her out as a field hand for a couple of
weeks as she would not be begging for ‘more’ and ‘deeper’ within
minutes of coming in to the room.

His assessment was clearly
right, for Susan’s first words when she came in to the room were,
“Why are we locked in all the time?”

“You can go Jean,” said Saul,
and then to Susan he replied, “Mostly for your own protection, and
partly for mine.”

“Your protection?” she
asked.

“I am responsible to the
government for you. It would be very embarrassing for me if I were
to lose you.”

“You mean we are your
slaves?”

“Not to put too fine a point on
it, effectively yes,” said Saul, inwardly amused to see her react
to this blank statement with horror.

“And I suppose all that talk of
not doing manual labour in the fields was just so much guff?” she
persisted.

“Having you do manual work in
the fields is not my intention at all,” said Saul, and with a tinge
of contempt in his voice he added, “The Blacks can run the
plantation.”

“So what work do you have for
us?”

“You are to be hostesses here in
my house,” said Saul, deciding to take the bull by the horns, “You
will entertain the customers, serve their food, and warm their
beds.”

“What?” screamed the woman, now
thoroughly frightened.

“You heard me. You are to work
in my brothel as a tart. Now strip and lie on the bed.”

“Never!” she declared
vehemently.

Saul took the whip from his
waistband and tapped his palm with it.

“I suppose you said that to the
members of the glorious Balonga Liberation Forces who released you
from your plantation?” he asked.

“I don’t think I could …” Susan
started to cry.

“Well if you can’t, you can go
to the fields today. Tonight most of the overseers will fuck you
where you sleep, on a pallet on the floor of a wooden barracks hut.
If you want to sleep in a nice bed tonight in civilised
surroundings you will undress now and lie on that bed. I will fuck
you and you will at the very least pretend to enjoy it.”

Susan did not move until the
whip curled round her upper thighs and landed on the back of her
legs, not viciously, but enough for her to feel some pain.

“Now that was nothing, as I am
sure your recent experience tells you,” said Saul, “I like whipping
naked White women in a proper whipping frame. I particularly like
whipping their tits.”Susan could not bring herself undress, much
less offer herself to him. If he had stripped her and then forced
her into the position he wanted, she might have been able to
acquiesce in their coupling. She might have lain there and let him
have his way with her, but she could not do as he asked; she could
not remove her own clothes and lie in that welcoming position for
him. As she was overcome with despair, she sank to the floor
sobbing.

It was all too much, first the
attack on the farm when her husband and son died, and she was
subjected to hours of abuse. Then the weeks of hopeless waiting in
the prison in the capital, made the more abject by occasional
assaults and more frequent beatings. Finally the relaxing comfort
and safety Susan thought she had found here had turned into a
nightmare when her benefactor, as she had considered him, had asked
her to become a prostitute.

Saul watched her for a few
moments and then called, “Asimbo.”

The Black overseer shambled into
the room.

“You can have this one for a
week,” said Saul, “Then I’ll ask her again.”

 



Chapter 10. Retraining

 


Susan’s nightmare now turned
into a hell on earth. Asimbo grabbed her by the hair and dragged
her up painfully into a standing position. Then he used both hands
to slap her on both cheeks simultaneously, rattling the very teeth
in her head.

“You listen, and you listed
good, White trash,” he snarled, “I is your new Master, and I is
your new God. If I says ‘Jump’, you don’ stand round asking ‘How
high’? You understand?”

Susan stared at him.

In a matter of moments he had
torn the overall and summer dress off her body and she cowered
naked before him.

Satisfied that she was
sufficiently shocked and cowed for his purposes, he dragged her by
one arm out of the room, off the veranda, and along the path which
led to the Crabtree Plantation building now being used as barracks
for the field slaves. Half way along, they came upon a party of
four large Blacks who were cutting down trees, evidently to widen
the path so that motor vehicles could use it.

“Hey, what you got there?” asked
one of them, “Is that Asimbo’s new wife?”

“Hell, no. I don’t like white
meat,” said Asimbo, and to show he was not offended he offered,
“You want to take a break ten minutes?”

“You mean …?” The man said.

“Sure,” said the overseer and
pushed Susan hard towards the man, so that she almost fell, being
caught at the last moment by the burly Black and she stood naked,
surrounded by five laughing Black men, each the best part of twice
her weight. Then she saw with horror that one of them was dropping
his shorts.

It was not a long ordeal, as
these things go. The men just took her once each, three in her cunt
and two in her arse. In her bemused and utterly depressed state,
she didn’t put up much of a fight, and within no more than fifteen
minutes Asimbo was on his way again, dragging the naked Susan by
her hair into the Crabtree Plantation area. There he took her into
a large room, once the formal dining room, where a number of slaves
and overseers were eating their midday meals.

“Hey, lookee here what Saul give
us,” he said, and swung her off her feet and stood her on the
table.

Susan tried to crouch down;
hiding her private parts, but vicious pinching of her buttocks soon
had her upright again.

“Okay,” said Asimbo, “The hands
can have her once before back to work. The overseers will clean her
up and can play with her all afternoon. Then she sleeps with the
others in the dormitory.”

That was the start of a
nightmare week for Susan. Seven of the field hands sexual assaulted
her before the back to work whistle went. The rest went off
grumbling that it wasn’t fair that they had to wait until sundown
to get a chance at Susan. Their departure did not lessen Susan’s
ordeal. She was only dimly aware of being roughly hauled to her
feet from where she had been left lying on a table, naked, covered
in semen and bleeding a little from over-zealous bites, and she was
taken outside and dropped unceremoniously on the ground and hosed
down. Half way through the process she was turned over on her belly
and the rest of her was subjected to the jet of cold water.

Hauled to her feet again and
taken inside the mess room, a coarse towel was thrown to her, and
then used to dry her off when she made no move to do it herself.
Once she was clean and half-way dry, she began to recover her
senses only to be spread on a table again and tormented by the
three overseers. Only one of them actually penetrated her, but she
was slapped, both by large pricks and by bare hands, mauled, groped
and her tits were used to masturbate. Towards sunset she was turned
on her belly and two more of the Blacks fucked her arse, but it
wasn’t much fun for them because by then she was effectively
unconscious and certainly wasn’t reacting to any of their actions,
even when one used a riding crop across her buttocks.

The overseers set up a rota for
the workers so that only five of them were allowed to use her any
one night and five more at lunch time. There were a few fights over
people accused of stealing other people’s slots on the rota, but by
and large the system kept Susan fully occupied without actually
wearing her out too quickly. By the end of the week, if all went to
plan, every worker would have had at least two sessions with
her.

Susan only made one serious
mistake. She found some spirit from somewhere on the third day, and
when a man waved his prick in her face while she was being
sodomised, she opened her mouth; when he pushed into her throat she
bit down, hard. Immediately she was taken outside and thrashed with
a riding crop until she was unconscious, then revived and thrashed
until she passed out again, and a third time. At the end of the
week Susan was returned to the White House very dazed, but it was
several days before she was sufficiently coherent to talk to
anyone.

The Ministry Inspects

It was Colonel Ngamo who
telephoned personally from the Land Ministry and spoke to Saul. “My
staff tell me that you have two plantations there and several White
prisoners to work on one of them?” asked the Colonel.

Saul immediately realised that
this was a formal conversation and probably being monitored, so
there could be no hint of the Colonel’s previous visits, nor of
their friendship.

“Yes, Colonel, but the Whites do
not work on the land. They work in the house.”

“Good. That was my
understanding. As Colonel-in-Charge of the Land Ministry I have to
be sure that these prisoners are working well. Do you understand
me?”

“Perfectly, Colonel. If you wish
to inspect the White prisoners and check their work, please feel
free,” said Saul.

“Very well. Some of my
inspectors will visit you tomorrow afternoon. Have the place ready
for a detailed inspection.”

The Colonel rang off without
waiting for a reply. Saul sat thinking for some minutes, planning
how to organise the orgy these government men were expecting. He
knew that whether he was a friend of the Minister or not, if they
were not satisfied, he could be working in the fields within the
hour, or possibly even worse. Conversely, if they were happy, then
their recommendations could set him up for life. The chief problem
was money. He needed to persuade these men to pay for their
pleasures, or every civil servant in the country would expect to
make an ‘inspection’ visit for free.

He decided that the tour of the
house would be complete and detailed, according to a carefully
prepared set programme. If they wished to sample the women he would
make it clear that they had to pay. Presenting this idea was his
problem. The solution he hit on was simple but he hoped it would be
effective. He would auction the women’s time and the bidding could
be open and in half hour slots. Furthermore he would make it clear
to the officials exactly how much they would have to pay in the
usual way of things.

The inspection party consisted
of six men of various ranks, and it was clear that four of them
were entirely subservient to the other two. ‘Bloody yes men;
neither use nor ornament,’ Saul thought, but he did not let it show
on his face, or in his manner. By the time Saul had marched the six
of them through the White House, showing them first the garden with
its whipping frame, the women’s private accommodation, the waiting
area, the kitchens, and the dining facilities, and the bar, the
officials were becoming a little impatient.

Finally he took them to the
bedrooms in which the whores would entertain customers. He showed
them two of these rooms, each of which was well appointed and on
each bed there was a naked white woman, doing her best to obey
Saul’s injunction not to move a muscle while the ‘inspectors’ were
in the room. He had thought long and hard which women to ask to
take this rôle and it seemed he had picked well when he selected
Helen and Alice, who both were almost statues during the
inspection.

When he had the chance he tipped
each of the senior men that later they should hold back and let the
junior staff take the lead. When asked what this meant he merely
tapped his nose in a mysterious manner, and changed the subject to
the matter in hand, actually the reliability of the electricity
supply. By the end of the formal part of the inspection there was a
general hope that Saul had something interesting for them, as their
Minister, Colonel Ngamo, had promised them.

There were some very grateful
smiles when the visitors were offered drinks in the bar and
discovered that they were served by White females, including the
two they had seen naked in the working bedrooms. The women were
dressed, to a certain extent. Each had her hair held in place by a
small hat, rather like those of air hostesses. Each one also wore a
small apron, similar to that which formed part of a French Maid’s
outfit. Fortunately or unfortunately, depending on the point of
view, as the women had no skirts or underwear, the edges of the
pubic hair could be seen, as could the pussy lips, because the
aprons were too small to cover the whole of a woman’s private
parts. The rear view was totally open, with just the apron strings
tied in a bow at the middle of the waitress’s backs.

After drinks and some tolerable,
if not outstanding food, Saul announced that the men could now bid
to take any of the waitresses upstairs for half an hour at a time.
As each came downstairs again, she would be put up for more bids.
This seemed acceptable to all of the officers, and nobody consulted
the women.

Seeing that the first waitress
to be auctioned, Marjorie, was apparently the oldest, and was not
really plump enough for local tastes, the bidding was slow.
Eventually it stopped and Saul brought down the small hammer he was
using as a gavel.

As the officer who had bid the
highest moved towards his prize, Saul said, “Not sold.”

“What do you mean?” demanded
Major Hlabisa, the winner of the auction, “I made the highest bid.
I want my half hour.”

“Sorry, Major. She did not reach
the reserve price.”

“What reserve price? You never
mentioned a reserve price.” The Major was clearly very angry
now.

Saul replied patiently, as
though to a foolish child, “We have a set price list. This auction
is not intended to under-cut that. If you want to compete for the
choice of the waitresses we will have an auction; if not we will
charge you the usual rates, and you get to have one woman for two
hours with no swapping or re-bidding. The reserve price for each
girl is exactly one quarter of her session rate.”

There was some grumbling among
the four more junior officers, but in the end they agreed to the
auction. Once this was agreed, Saul started again, but with Helen
instead of Marjorie. The bidding was brisker and again Major
Hlabisa won the auction and departed upstairs. As they left the
room Saul noticed the delightful contrast of a black hand fondling
a round white buttock. Two more women, Samantha and Jennifer, were
auctioned quite quickly to Major Meschack Ntshangase and Captain
Dumisani Thusi respectively, and then the fourth woman was offered.
By this time there were only three officers left, Colonel Amichand
Ngamo, Colonel Yoliswa Khumalo, and
Lieutenant Cassius Brown. This raised tension because there
appeared to be only the rejected waitress, Marjorie, and Isobel to
service the three of them. Obviously the Lieutenant was not going
to bid against the two most senior men, if only out of
self-interest; upsetting a Colonel did not help the career of a
junior officer.

At this point Saul mentioned a
starting price and asked the Lieutenant if he would like to open
the bidding. Cassius thought about it and decided that if he opened
the bidding, then the Colonels could bid it out between them.

Much to his surprise he was off
up the stairs with Isobel in less than a minute as neither of the
Colonels had bid. As he left the Lieutenant looked back and the
Colonels did not look in the least annoyed.

Once the couple had gone out of
sight, Saul nodded to Marjorie who went out of the room. Turning to
the two Colonels he said, “Well done gentlemen. You understand that
I do not intend to auction the next two ladies, and that you have
them for a full two hours if you wish. Whether you want to swap, or
have some other arrangement, I leave to you. As to payment, I leave
it to you to pay me whatever you believe these women are
worth.”

Just then Marjorie ushered Grace
and Faith, the two cousins into the room. As soon as he saw the
reaction of the Colonels to the two cousins Saul knew he had judged
it correctly. The women were not particularly better looking than
the waitresses, but to the Colonels they were special because the
less senior officers had not had the chance of bidding for
them.

Acceptance

After a week of unremitting hell
on earth as the sex toy of a dozen or more Black workers, Susan was
almost catatonic when Asimbo brought her back to Saul a week after
she was removed from the White House.

Two days after her return, two
days during which she had slept almost non-stop, Saul sat her down
and plied her with hot sweet tea. Then he ran a bath in his private
bathroom and bathed her sore and bruised body so gently that she
began to recover her wits. He dried her and helped her dress in a
beautiful clean summer dress for the first time in over a week.
When she realised who was ministering to her needs a shudder ran
through her body as though someone had gripped her very heart with
an ice cold hand.

She was not wrong to fear what
would happen next. As soon as Saul was sure that Susan understood
what he said, she was again offered the choice; she could stay in
the White House and be a pampered prostitute, available to any
customer Saul chose, or she could return to the Crabtree Plantation
to the frequent assaults, sodomy and beatings by up to a dozen men
a night, until she died of malnutrition or maltreatment.

All she had to do to choose the
luxurious life of a harlot was to undress and offer herself to
Saul, voluntarily entering into sin. If she returned to the
Crabtree Plantation she would be used by many more men, in a much
worse environment, but it would not be voluntary; it would be
sexual abuse, for which she could not be blamed by whatever God was
allowing this.

At least that was how she saw it
until Saul said, in an innocent voice, “Of course it is your
choice. Stay and become a scarlet woman for me, or you can choose
freely to go back and be a scarlet woman for all those field hands.
It really is your choice.”

Then her ravaged mind began to
wonder if he was right. Would she be culpable if she went back to
Crabtree, knowing in advance what awaited her? Would she actually
be choosing to have all those men use her body? Should she choose
the lesser evil?

Susan finally made herself
undress, mechanically, knowing that if she did not, then she would
return to the nightmare hell of a dormitory slut. She resolved to
lie on the bed totally supine during the assault, so that this
beast got as little pleasure out of it as possible. She walked to
the bed and lay on it.

“Legs up in the air,” ordered
Saul.

When Susan did not move he swung
the whip, catching her upper thighs just below her cunt with the
tip of it. It stung but did not really hurt, but the memory of the
intense pain of her previous whippings came flooding back and Susan
accepted the inevitable, lifting her legs high in the air and
opening them wide.

“I see you understand me,” said
Saul as he slid into her cunt.

He was still slick from a
session with Jean, lubricated with her love juice, which was
fortunate as Susan was completely dry. He was glad he had not had
to whip her properly; because he did not want to damage her skin
any more than was absolutely necessary. Thrashing a field slave to
the point where her skin was covered in scars did not matter, but
for a woman who was intended to earn money for him in a bedroom,
scars were not an advantage. He humped away at her for some moments
and got no response at all.

“Try to pretend you are enjoying
it,” he said, slowly drawing the whip across her breasts with one
hand while balancing himself on the other.

“Oh darling, fuck me hard,” said
Susan, utterly unconvincingly.

Saul sighed, and then said, “You
will learn to be a good prostitute, or I’ll let you service the
customers who don’t care.”

“What do you mean?” asked Susan,
who was desperately trying to tell her body that having this big
prick moving deep inside her vagina wasn’t nice.

“The ones who don’t care if you
cooperate. The ones who want a fight, or only want to whip you. The
sadists. People like that,” said Saul, resuming his steady pumping
and sure that he detected a reaction from her body, if not from her
mind.

There had been a certain
slackening of her muscles and a widening of her hips which he
recognised as the first signs of arousal.

“Oh God,” muttered Susan as the
import of his threat sank in, “I’ll try, I suppose.”

As Saul raced to his climax,
pumping harder and harder, Susan felt herself becoming very
aroused, and as he flooded her womb with his hot semen she felt a
small mini-orgasm flutter her muscles. Afterwards he lay heavily on
top of her, his prick still deep inside her, though soft now.

Gently stroking her breasts,
Saul surprised himself by saying, “I could get used to you.”

Susan considered this for some
moments and then decided that his bed might be her best bet, at
least for the moment. She reached up and pulled his head down to
hers, kissing him and letting her little tongue snake between the
big thick lips.

“I came a little at the same
time as you did, darling,” she said, trying her best to sound like
a woman in love.

“Good,” said Saul as he stood
up.

“Jean!” he shouted, and again
Jean was in the room in a matter of seconds.

Turning to Susan he said, “No,
stay there,” as she started to get up off the bed.

To Jean he said, “She’s full of
my jism. I know you like to eat it, so eat it out of her.”

Saul had no idea if Susan had
any experience or even any inclination to be with other women, but
he had decided that this would be a way of finding out. The look on
her face told him all he wanted to know; she looked horrified.
Jean’s face looked eager, but he knew better than to believe that
meant anything more than an eagerness to please him.

Lost, Stolen Or Strayed

Katherine and Patricia Hutchins
were worried. Their father, on whose farm they lived and worked,
had been on a trip to the capital when the country had erupted into
a rebellion which soon turned into a full scale civil war and just
as quickly subsided as the Black majority ousted their erstwhile
White rulers and General Abando was declared President, mostly by
his own decision.

After the brouhaha died down
their father did not reappear and so a few weeks later the two
sisters foolishly travelled to the capital to look for him. They
first inquired at the hotel he usually stayed in and were met by
blank indifference from the new Black manager. By dint of some
wheedling they finally discovered that he had checked in to the
hotel but had not been seen there for some time; they were also
presented with the outstanding bill for his stay.

Tricia at nineteen was somewhat
more timid and immature than her sister, Kate despite the latter
being the younger by some eleven months. Kate, it was, therefore
who decided to go to the Presidential Palace and inquire after
their father.

“Remember what father always
said,” she told her sister, “Always go to the top. Minor officials
are a waste of time.”

At the Presidential Palace they
were somewhat surprised to be admitted with alacrity and to be
interviewed by a bright young Black clerk who described himself as
a personal aide to the President. He consulted various other people
by telephone, but with no result. Just as he was promising to ask
the President personally about their father’s whereabouts a large
Black man clad in a camouflage uniform came along the corridor and
asked the clerk what the problem was. As the clerk explained the
story of the missing White farmer, the girls looked the man over.
There was no denying his impressive manner, but as a man he looked
less than handsome. His face was round and blue-black in colour,
set off by staring eyes, and his great flaccid figure bulged and
wobbled like a jelly.

“Bring the ladies through to my
office,” the General ordered.

“Who is that?” asked Kate as
they were led along the corridor.

“That is President Abando. I’m
quite sure he will want to deal with your case personally,” said
the clerk with an odd expression on his face.

Had Kate or Tricia had more
experience of dealing with the native Blacks on their father’s
estate, they might have recognised the expression as one of
gloating. In the President’s office he sat behind a huge desk,
playing with an absurd executive toy.

“Tell me what you want the
Government of Balonga to do for you and I will explain what we can
do,” he said, “Start with who you are, names, addresses, ages and
so forth.”

“I am Kate Hutchins and this is
my sister, Tricia. We live on our father’s plantation in the north.
He came to the capital ten days ago, and we have not heard of him
since the trouble started. We want someone to help us to look for
him.”

The President said nothing for
some moments, as though waiting for something, and then he
spoke.

“Pardon me, but you have not
given me the information I requested. I have your names, but your
ages, status and so forth are lacking,” he said, studying the
papers the clerk had left.

I am eighteen and my sister is
nineteen,” replied Kate, “And we are both unmarried, though I do
not see what that matters.”

“I will decide what matters, not
you. You are here asking my help. I did not come to you. Where is
your mother?”

“She died many years ago, when
we were young.”

“Marriage prospects?” asked the
President.

“If you mean are either of us
engaged, no,” said Kate.

“Please be silent now, and let
your sister answer me,” asked the President politely, “now
Patricia, do you either of you have a boyfriend?”

“No, sir,” Tricia replied,
wondering where this was leading.

“And you are both virgins?”
asked the President.

“That’s no business of yours,”
snapped Kate, “If you aren’t going to help us we will go
elsewhere.”

“I think not, ladies,” said the
President, rising from his chair and walking round the desk.

As he stood behind Tricia she
trembled. His hand slipped gently down her cheek in the lightest of
caresses and continued over her shoulder to cup her breast.
Immediately she shot to her feet and turned towards him.

“How dare you, you filthy man,”
she yelled.

“You would prefer a woman?” he
asked and then pushed a button on the wall.

“Certainly not,” said Tricia,
“Come on Kate, we are going.”

As Kate rose, the door opened
and a naked White woman entered with four soldiers behind her. The
two girls just stared in horror.

“You wanted me, Master?” the
stranger asked the President, sinking to her knees before him and
fondling the tent on the front of his trousers.

“Not just now, my dear,” he
said, then addressing the two sisters he said, “May I introduce my
personal assistant, Imogen. Imogen, these two foolish girls do not
want to stay here with me. What should I do?”

“Send them away, Master.”

“But I don’t know if they are
virgins?” asked the President, “If they are I should surely protect
them from the general rabble?”

“Then make certain they are not
virgins before you send them away, Master. Then it will not
matter.”

She stood and turned to the
girls. Looking them up and down she sniffed as though finding them
in some way wanting.

“Remove your clothes,” she
ordered.

“What?”

“Strip. Now, or the soldiers
will do it for you,” said Imogen.

“No.” “Certainly not.” The two
girls spoke at once.

The President nodded and the
young women were quickly and efficiently dragged to the middle of
the room by two soldiers each, and their clothes were hastily torn
from their bodies. The soldiers then held them with their arms out
horizontally to each side as the President slowly walked round them
to inspect their bodies.

Much to Imogen’s relief he did
not find them to his taste. They were very similar in appearance,
tall, fair haired without quite being blonde, slim of build with
small, hard looking breasts tipped with pale pink nipples and
mounted on clearly defined ribs, White, almost pasty flesh where
the sun had never been allowed to reach, thin bottoms with the
bones at the hips almost coming to the surface. The pubic hair was
the greatest contrast, since Kate’s had recently been shaved off
and was just starting to grow back, while Tricia had a thick bush
of pale undergrowth that just lapped on to both thighs.

As he passed in front of Kate,
she tried to kick him in the balls, but he was too fast for her,
catching the ankle and twisting the foot viciously, drawing a
scream from her as the knee was wrenched.

“Do you know what the penalty is
for attacking the Head of State?” he asked.

“No, and I don’t care,” Kate
flung back at him.

“Something slow, involving
boiling oil I think, just as the Mikado said,” he informed her.

“Will you want them?” asked
Imogen.

“No my dear, much too thin for
me. I’m afraid I shall have to call on my troops to sacrifice
themselves again in my place,” said the President, waving Imogen
over to kneel at his feet and stroke his erection again.

The four soldiers did not seem
to think that fucking these two White virgins was asking too much
of their willingness to serve their General and President. They
glanced at each other and smiled in anticipation.

“You can use my desk,” the
President said, “Do the hairy one first.”

One of the soldiers holding Kate
released her and the other one expertly grabbed the free hand and
held her wrists together in one huge grip. He used his free hand to
stroke her body freely as he watched his companions hustle Tricia
to the desk and lay her face down with her legs hanging over the
edge and her arse in the air, affording access to either orifice.
Tricia decided to play dead and offer no resistance or help. She
thought that that way she would be hurt the least as the inevitable
happened.

One of the soldiers dropped his
trousers and thrust hard into her rectum. Tricia had not expected
the invasion to start in the narrower sphincter and she screamed as
the burning pain seemed to envelop her entire bowels. The blood
seeping from the damaged membranes eased the friction a little as
the man pumped enthusiastically into her, sending jets of hot semen
deep into her innards. He withdrew with a popping noise and some of
the pink mixture of jism and blood ran down the crack between her
labia.

The soldier picked up part of
what had been one of the girls’ dresses and wiped his penis before
putting his trousers on again. Tricia lay sobbing on the desk,
becoming more and more frightened of the defloration to come. A
second soldier dropped his pants and approached the girl. He ran
his hand experimentally between her labia and thrust a finger into
her vagina. Then he added a second and third finger and twisted
them in her cunt, causing Tricia to whimper a little. Pulling them
out he sniffed them and turned to the President.

“This one not virgin, Master,”
he said.

“Never mind, use it anyway,”
said the President, as Imogen unzipped Abando’s trousers and took
his magnificent prick deep into her mouth.

Dutifully, the soldier turned
back to Tricia and thrust hard into her waiting cunt. Pumping
valiantly, but steadily, he managed to gain the most pleasure he
could while not coming for a long time. Slowly, in spite of
herself, Tricia felt her body reacting to this impaling penis in
much the same way as it had to the dildo she and her sister used on
each other.

‘So a man feels much the same,’
she thought, ‘only warmer.’

Then, much to her surprise, she
was wracked by an orgasm, and this precipitated the climax the
soldier had been trying to delay. Seeing the couple in the throes
of their ecstasy sent Abando over the edge and he filled Imogen’s
mouth to overflowing with his semen.

Kate was appalled to realise
that watching her sister’s dishonour had excited her physically and
her pussy lips were glistening with love juice in anticipation of
the entry of the first male prick it had known.

She was led over to the desk in
her turn and pushed face down on it. As she was held there she
turned her head and looked at the soldier who was to be first to
take her body.

“My … pussy …first, please?” she
managed to stammer.

The soldier was quite willing to
indulge her, but Imogen said, “No. I want to hear her scream. Fuck
her tight little dry arse until it bleeds.”

The soldier paused, looking at
his President.

“You heard the lady,” said
Abando, lifting his White whore on to the desk at the other end and
putting her face down, “I’ll have this arse while you have
hers.”

The soldier shrugged. It made
little difference to him which hole he had, as long as it was hot
and tight on his prick. He thrust into Kate’s arse as his master
thrust into Imogen’s, and Kate screamed her agony.

“Oh, shut up,” said Abando,
“Bigger things have come out of that hole than the prick going into
it.”

Kate subsided into quiet sobs,
and scarcely noticed the second soldier as he reamed her cunt.
Abando came a second time in less than half an hour, filling
Imogen’s rectum with his seed.

“Odd,” he remarked, “She didn’t
come. Perhaps she needs a bigger prick.”

The two girls were now lying on
the floor, weeping profusely and in abject fear of what was to
become of them next. They did not have long to wait to find
out.

“Send those two to work
somewhere,” ordered the President, “I will sign a certificate for
ten years hard labour for each of them. After all one did attack
me, and they resisted my orders.”

He swept from the room, followed
by Imogen.

 



Chapter 11. More Women

 


Saul went to inspect the latest
batch of women to be sent from the capital and discovered that he
recognised one of the three. She was sitting dazed and forlorn with
the other two, and showed no sign of recognition. The bruises and
whip marks which could be seen through the torn dress spoke of
considerable maltreatment over recent days. This contrasted with
the much better condition of the other two. Though they had
obviously been ravished, there was no sign of a whipping on either
of them.

Looking at the paperwork which
came with the three, he marvelled that in a country which had been
torn apart a few weeks ago by rebellion and the forcible overthrow
of years of colonial rule, the civil service passion for forms and
their completion in triplicate had been one of the first things to
reassert itself.

Yes, he was right, one of the
three was indeed Imogen Dawson, the wife of the former Manager of
Eileen’s plantation, now incorporated into his own fiefdom. He
remembered her from pre-rebellion days as a pretty, if somewhat
plump, dark haired woman with a figure that bounced in a rather
jolly way as she walked. Later, he remembered, she was the
autocratic mistress of General Abando when the President had
visited the White House for the first time some four months ago,
and been taken away by the bodyguard in disgrace.

He examined her file with care;
she had been discarded, it seemed, a week earlier, for ‘crimes
against the state’. That usually meant speaking out against the
General, but in this case he thought it more likely that the
General suspected her of being unfaithful. The General’s propensity
to fuck anything and everything in sight was not of any relevance
to the fact that she had to be faithful to him. Clearly she had not
been caught in flagrante because that would have meant death for
both of them. Perhaps her only crime against the state had been
boring the General when she was really there to screw him. Saul
smiled at his own pun.

The other two women turned out
to be Kate and Tricia Hutchins, two sisters in their late teens who
had been working a farm with their father way up in the very
northern part of Balonga. He had been on a trip to the capital when
the rebellion took place and after the brouhaha died down the
sisters had foolishly travelled to the city to look for him. The
President had seen them when they inquired at Government House and
after their assault had simply ordered them sent to Saul, meanwhile
despatching one of his cronies to take over their family
plantation. Neither of them, nor the Ministry of Land had any idea
what had happened to their father.

Their journey from Government
House the fifty miles to Saul’s White House Plantation had taken
four days. Saul suspected that meant four nights in the hands of
different members of the government and the services, each taking
the chance of fucking a white woman as she passed through his
jurisdiction.

The two sisters had little
paperwork, except the necessary certificates categorising them as
prisoners of the state condemned to plantation work for ten years
for unspecified crimes. Effectively they were slaves. Nobody would
ask what had become of them, though a form demanding their return
would undoubtedly arrive in ten years’ time. Saul laughed to
himself; he would deal with that when it came. Imogen’s papers, he
noticed, specified twenty-five years indenture.

***

When he saw Imogen stripped and
washed, the plumpness he remembered was gone; the tits were now
sagging and the pubic hair was lice infested. Patches of it had
been torn away, though it was obvious that it had once been
luxurious and extensive. Some of the sores on her body were turning
septic.

“Disinfect her, shave her and
treat her sores,” he ordered, “No maltreatment whatever until she
is ready for me to try her.”

The sisters presented a
different set of problems. They were far from cowed and were
demanding to see a lawyer, and to know when they would be freed.
They had not taken kindly to being stripped and washed. Saul had
them brought in one at a time.

“Which one are you?” he
asked.

“I am Kate. My sister Tricia is
shorter and slightly older than I am. I must insist that we see a
lawyer immediately. We were treated shamefully and severely
assaulted in the capital. We also wish to complain about our
treatment here. A man was present when we were stripped, and we
were made to shower in front of him. All of this, including our
being brought here is illegal.”

“Shut up,” said Saul.

“I will not shut up. I know my
rights …”

Her voice tailed off as Saul
took a long, heavy raw-hide whip from the wall and waved it in her
direction.

“You are prisoners condemned to
work here for ten years. I will use any means I have at hand to
make sure that work is profitable for me, since I have to feed you
for the duration. You will have no lawyer, since you were already
convicted. You spoke to the President in person, I understand?”

“Y-yes, but only to ask about
our father,” Kate sounded less sure of herself now, and could not
take her eyes off the whip in his hands.

“He did not pardon you, or allow
an appeal. You have exhausted every legal avenue open to you. I
suggest that life for the next ten years will be infinitely more
pleasant for you,” he waved the whip again, “if you co-operate
here.”

“What would we have to do?” she
asked in a voice so quiet that he could hardly hear it.

“Obey every order. It is that
simple,” replied Saul, “Now, will you do that?”

Kate was silent.

“Answer me!” he rapped.

“I suppose we have to. What sort
of work will it be?”

“This is a house of
entertainment, a brothel if you prefer that term. You will work
here as hostesses,” said Saul.

“What?” shouted Kate, “You want
us to be whores?”

“Yes, in a word. You will
entertain the customers in any way they want, including sex. Any
and every variety of sex they may demand.”

“Never!” she said, “You can
never make me do that.”

“We will see,” said Saul, “Take
her out and bring the other one in.”

Tricia was less aggressive than
her sister, but also less intelligent it seemed. Saul had to spell
out the duties of a hostess to her before she was moved to
refuse.

Saul had her sister brought back
in and addressed them both.

“Do I understand that you both
refuse to work as hostesses in my establishment?” he asked, “Think
carefully because I will not ask you again.”

It was, to his surprise, Tricia
who spoke up for both of them, “If it means sex with your
customers, I won’t do it. I don’t mind waiting on tables, or
serving drinks, or even washing up, but I won’t be sold for
sex.”

He looked at Kate who nodded her
agreement.

“Take them out. Put one on the
frame and tie the other where she can watch,” he ordered.

The girls’ father had been a
kind employer who rarely used physical punishment on his workers,
but both women recognised a whipping frame and had seen one used.
It was Tricia the younger sister, who was handcuffed into the frame
by her wrists and ankles first. Kate was tied to the rail of the
veranda where she could see her sister hanging ready for
punishment. Both of them were sobbing and yelling as Saul stepped
out on to the lawn beside the frame.

Kate called to him, “Master we
will do it. You don’t have to whip us. We will do anything.”

“Too late to change your mind
now. In any case I don’t believe you,” he replied, “You will be
much more inclined to obey when you understand what will happen to
you if you don’t.”

Turning to Tricia, he stood in
front of her and waved what looked like a girth strap from a
horse’s saddle.

“I shall use this and you will
have six strokes each. I do not want to use a real whip on you
because it could damage your skin, and that would reduce your
value.”

Moving to the side the muscular
Black man swung the leather strap hard around the full curve of her
buttocks.

SPLAT!

Neither of the sisters had ever
been so much as smacked since early childhood, and Tricia had
nothing in her past to prepare her for the blinding agony she felt
as the leather landed. If she had sat on a red hot stove the pain
could not have been worse. She hung silent for a few seconds,
unable even to scream, then she gulped in air and screamed so loud
that it actually hurt Saul’s ears.

SPLAT!

The second blow, in quick
succession to the first, rather quietened Tricia as she fought for
breath, shock having winded her somewhat.

SPLAT!

Saul was pleased that she could
scream again, remembering one woman he had seen almost asphyxiate
because shock had prevented her breathing after a few blows of the
whip.

SPLAT!

The white arse and upper thighs
were now thoroughly reddened by a criss-crossed network of wide red
bands where the blows had fallen. Saul could remember only too well
what it felt like to be whipped, though he did not know that these
two sisters had never experienced it before.

SPLAT!

Saul allowed a further long
pause after Tricia again ran out of breath to scream and she
thought, in so far as she could think through the pain-induced fog
in her mind that her ordeal was over.

SPLAT!

Tricia never really understood
that she was wrong about the end of her ordeal as the last stroke
removed all possibility of coherent thought for some minutes.

“Swap them over,” Saul ordered,
and the men moved with alacrity to do so.

When they had released Tricia
from the whipping frame she slumped down and would have fallen if
there had not been a large pair of black arms under her shoulders
supporting her, and a pair of black hands gripping her breasts.
When she was tied to the veranda rail she simply hung there, head
down on her chest, almost unconscious.

On being freed from the rail,
Kate fought like a demon to get free of the Black man holding her,
apparently more in an attempt to get to her sister than to escape
the whipping frame. However, she was no match for Saul’s muscular
henchman and was soon manacled in the frame in the same manner as
her sister had been. Clenching her teeth she resolved to make no
sound at all during the whipping.

‘I won’t give him the
satisfaction,’ she thought.

“Wake the other one up,” ordered
Saul and proceeded to sit under a tree in the shade and watch as
buckets of water were emptied over Tricia until she showed some
semblance of interest in her surroundings.

He had decided that Kate’s
whipping would be a test of his ability to lay stripes parallel and
as close to each other as possible.

SPLAT!

The first stroke marked the
ignominious end of Kate’s determination to remain silent. She
screamed as a band of scalding pain ran across the fleshiest parts
of both buttocks. Saul was pleased with his aim, which had left the
red band across the white flesh exactly where he had intended.

SPLAT!

Saul frowned as Kate screamed
again, because his aim was not quite so good this time. There was a
narrow ribbon of white between the two red bands, and he had
intended them to be touching.

SPLAT!

Saul had taken careful aim, and
the wait had finished the breaking of Kate’s spirit, so that she
was babbling please for mercy as Saul tried to take aim. It annoyed
him that she was dancing about in pain and exhortation, and that
made his job the more difficult. The consequence was that the next
blow was rather harder than the previous ones, and overlapped by
about half an inch on the one above it.

‘At least the screaming stopped
her wriggling and babbling,’ he thought.

SPLAT!

Ignoring his planned parallel
stripes, Saul just let fly with the fourth stroke which resulted in
a diagonal stripe across one buttock and on to the sensitive upper
part of the other thigh. Saul deliberately calmed himself, well
aware that the skin on her thighs would split much more easily than
that on her arse,

SPLAT!

SPLAT!

Two more stripes in quick
succession completed the punishment and Saul dropped the girth
strap and turned away to the house. Kate was lowered to the ground
and just fell there. Saul untied Tricia and she stumbled over to
where her sister lay. The other Blacks dispersed and left the women
on the lawn, sobbing in each other’s arms.

Half an hour later the two women
staggered into the house, where Jean helped them up the stairs and
tended their bruised bodies. Saul did not see them again that day,
but was just as affable as usual at breakfast the next morning.

 



Chapter 12. Success

 


When the transport pulled in one
day, Saul knew there would only be one woman on it to be added to
the staff of the White House.

Examining her details, he was
puzzled by her age; at thirty-two years Amanda Jones was much older
than the women being sent to him these days. When he started the
brothel he had been happy to use any women he could catch, plus a
selection of women sentenced to servitude. With the formalisation
of the White House as an approved Government establishment, the
central government had been sending many, and much younger women,
mostly from eighteen to twenty-two or three. Saul carefully read
all the details on the form to see if he could work out why she had
been sent to him.

It seemed that she was guilty of
unspecified “crimes against the state”, but that was not unusual.
Her history, as the widow of a plantation owner, later working in
the capital as some sort of drudge in a hospital, and as a cleaner
in a couple of government departments, apparently included no
trouble until suddenly she was sentenced arbitrarily to be sent off
to a brothel for ten years. Perhaps she had rejected the advances
of some senior Black and he has taken out his spite on her.

Looking her over, he saw a
reasonably normal White woman who had a pleasant enough face and
figure. Her clothes were clearly of good quality, though they had
obviously been damaged during her three day journey from the
capital or more likely during the intervening two nights. Unlike
most new arrivals, who tended to cower and try to be as
inconspicuous as possible, this one was looking round her with
interest, taking in all the details she could see. Also she did not
have a prison bracelet, and claimed it had fallen off.

That set off alarm bells in
Saul’s mind. Was this a spy sent by some high official in the
Government to send back information which would allow someone to
usurp the ownership of this highly profitable business? Was that
the first step to depriving Saul of what he considered an idyllic
existence? After all the owner of the White House had plenty of
money, unrestricted access to a large number of White women for
sexual or sadistic pleasures, and servants to do his every bidding.
What could be a more pleasant existence in these troubled times?
And therefore what could be more of a target for an ambitious
man?

“Who send you?” he asked
abruptly.

“It says on that paper,
President Abando sentenced me,” she replied.

“For what?”

“Does he need a reason? Perhaps
he did not like having a White woman working in the Ministry of the
Interior,” she answered.

Saul considered her answer, and
more particularly her tone of voice. There was definitely something
wrong here.

“I send you to the fields, I
think. You too old for house,” he reverted to his ‘stupid native’
voice.

“Saul, my Master, you do not
fool me. I have been dealing with the White House correspondence
for two months now. Your English is probably better than mine, and
you are no unlettered plantation worker. If you like I’ll tell you
what I did and why I am here,” she offered.

Saul considered this insolent
reply for some seconds before nodding his approval.

“There is only one lie on that
form. I know because I prepared it myself. My husband died before
the uprising, not during an attack by Abando’s forces.”

“Wait,” interjected Saul, “You
prepared this yourself?” He waved the white paper.

“Yes, and everything else on it
is true. The signature really is President Abando’s and there is
one further advantage; the pink copy is lost so that nobody in the
capital knows I am here. May I sit down? It will be a longish
story.”

As a young girl she had trained
as a nurse, and then married a plantation owner. Six months before
the uprising, Amanda’s husband finally succumbed to a tropical
fever, and she was in need of help to control the natives on the
plantation. Several of the neighbouring White plantation owners
offered to help, and she gratefully accepted all of the offers. It
quickly settled down to three or four days a week when one or other
of the half dozen helpers would visit the plantation and give
orders to the overseer, threatening him with reprisals if the
mistress was not satisfied with his work. Then they would take tea
with the widow Jones, and after a few visits, be allowed to join
her in her bedroom for an hour or so.

Amanda stressed to each one to
keep that part of their visit secret from the others as, she
claimed, each man was the only one with this extra privilege. In
fact she was a highly sexed woman and having a series of lovers
suited her perfectly. She was getting the thorough fucking she
enjoyed without having to deal with the less appealing parts of a
relationship with a man, like washing his underwear, or listening
to his snoring.

Then the uprising happened and
Amanda’s overseer decided, much as Saul had done, that he now owned
the plantation, and with it the White woman who lived there. She
accepted this for one night, more from curiosity than anything, but
while he had a satisfyingly large prick, and excitingly crude ways,
she did not fancy the snores and laundry element with him any more
than with any other man.

Donning some of her late
husband’s clothes, she drove the plantation’s old and decrepit
pick-up to the capital. Shrewdly she went to the hospital, and
found exactly what she expected. Of the twenty doctors there,
seventeen were white and had gone; the twelve men were dead, and
the five women had been spirited away, nobody knew where. The
remaining three doctors were surprised and pleased to have the
offer of help from a trained nurse provided only that they kept her
from being abducted. It soon became apparent that she did not mind
sleeping with one or other of them every night as long as it kept
her safe.

Within days she was running the
hospital’s pharmacy and so came into contact with officials from
the Ministry of Health. A month later she was ensconced in the bed
of a middle ranking civil servant in the Ministry and working as a
cleaner there during the day. Promotion was swift, not from the
cleaning duties but in terms of the rank of the official whose bed
she adorned. A White woman was not a novelty to the higher
officials, but a willing, even eager one was a rarity.

When the number three in the
Health Ministry was transferred to the Interior Ministry she went
with him, again apparently to a menial task in his office. Her
intelligence soon meant that she was doing most of his work during
the day and ministering to his needs every night. It was there, in
his bed that she learned of the White House and its owner. Her
lover, as she thought of him, owner as he considered himself,
boasted of the pleasures he had enjoyed there, and she dug into the
files to discover more.

She considered the life of the
women in the White House, spending every night in a comfortable
bed, eating well, getting all the sex they could possibly want.
Then she considered her probable life over the next year or two,
losing the man she currently serviced as he grew bored, or was
promoted, or found a younger, prettier White slave. Next would come
the inevitable slide down the greasy pole as she lost her looks and
was handed from civil servant to lower ranking civil servant time
and again. If she became a fixture at the White House she could
probably gravitate from hostess to other reasonably secure posts,
such as cook or housekeeper, or even book-keeper.

After that it was a simple
matter to prepare a form for herself to be sentenced to ten years
there, put it in the pile of similar forms sent to the
President-For-Life for signature, and abstract it on its return to
lose the pink copy. When all the transport copies were handed to
the officer in charge he took them without a murmur. Although he
thought he had signed for seventeen women, and there were eighteen
waiting at the lorry, he had eighteen white and blue sets of
papers, so that was OK; the number of papers and the number of
bodies matched. After that all was automatic. She was sexual
assaulted twice by low ranking members of the transport detachment
during the journey, but considered that a small price to pay for
moving to the one place in the whole country where a White woman
could live in comparative security, luxury and comfort, all in
return for doing what she, personally, liked best.

When she finished her story Saul
asked her, “Won’t your man in the Interior Ministry wonder where
you went?”

“Yes, but he will be told I was
shipped out by Abando; I showed the form to one of the junior
Blacks and let him grope me to make him remember it. Who would dare
question an order from the President for Life? That is not a career
enhancing activity.”

“So what do you expect to do
here? You are rather much older than most of our staff,” Saul
pointed out.

She chose her words carefully,
to strike just the right note.

“Yes, but I am willing,
experienced and good at my job. Just try me out Master and see what
I can do. I assure you it is very different, being serviced by a
woman who wants to be where she is, rather than one who is there
through fear.”

Saul liked her use of
“serviced”, just as she had thought he would, and it was pleasant
to be called Master.

‘She may be right,’ he thought,
‘A willing woman might be different.’

Aloud he said, “Go ahead,”
wondering what her reaction would be and whether she was
bluffing.

As she sank to her knees before
him, pulling his trousers down as she did so and exclaiming at the
magnificence of the revealed prick, he began to think that maybe
she was good enough for the permanent staff at the White House,
maybe even for his own bed.

This view was increased as she
opened her mouth, pulled her lips back over her teeth and gripped
his prick firmly, just beyond the helmet to allow her tongue to
swirl round the tip, giving the most exquisite sensations he had
ever experienced. As he looked down at the source of these
pleasures, he saw that her hands were not involved and she was
quickly releasing the remnants of her dress, allowing it to fall in
a puddle round her hips as she knelt there, letting him see her
firm mature breasts, which sagged only a little, but which bore
unsightly teeth marks from her ordeal in the last few nights.

‘Oh, well,’ Saul thought, ‘those
marks will vanish in a few days.’

Just as he thought he would
explode in her mouth, she pushed him back in his chair and rose to
her feet, dropping her clothes to the floor, lifting his legs high
on to her shoulders, and impaling herself on his prick. It did not
allow of very deep penetration, but the muscles in her cunt were
working overtime and he soon exploded, hosing her womb with his
seed.

As he shrank out of her, she
dropped back on to her knees in a posture of supplication.

“Master, I enjoy doing that
often, certainly half a dozen times a day,” Amanda said, “but I
don’t like pain, and don’t react well to being whipped or beaten.
If you feed me, clothe me and give me a bed of my own, you can send
me as many fuck-seeking men as you want, night and day. They can
pay you for all I care, and you can keep any money they leave for
me; that way we will both be happy. Otherwise kill me now, for I
think that this is my last chance of a comfortable life.”

“Stand up,” Saul ordered, and
when she stood naked before him he studied her body, which had a
neat landing strip above prominent love lips and buttocks which
sagged a little, but not too much.

Satisfied wit this inspection,
he asked, “What about your arse?”

She grimaced, “I don’t mind
that, but I must admit that I haven’t the knack of milking a penis
with my rectum that I have with my vagina. In fact, men tell me
that my mouth is the most efficient of my techniques.”

 



Chapter 13. Failure

 


Few of the women sent from the
capital were as willing to accept their situation as Amanda, and
some were not trainable as Tricia and Kate had been.

Constance, neither the officials
in the capital nor Saul ever discovered her surname, proved totally
intractable. Saul tried making her work in the fields; she just sat
down and refused to move.

He tried having her sexual
abused; she fought like a demon and it took four men to hold her
down while one penetrated her cunt or her arse. None of the men
would even try to use her mouth after she bit one, badly.

He tried starving her, but she
seemed content to die of starvation.

While she was starving, after
five days without food, he had her dragged into the kitchen, hoping
the sight and smell of food being prepared would tempt her. She
stopped her struggles and one of the guards got careless, relaxing
his grip on her arm. Quick as a flash she had grabbed a carving
knife and tried to sink it between the ribs of the other man
holding her.

Fortunately for him he twisted
away and only had a very bad cut on his chest.

When they had overpowered
Constance they dragged her to Saul and explained what happened.

“That does it,” he snarled, “You
are useless.”

“Then let me go,” she snapped
back at him.

“Oh yes …” Saul replied slowly,
“You can go, but not where you think you want to go. Take her
outside and string her up.”

“I’m not afraid of your whip,”
she said defiantly.

“I know,” Saul said very
quietly, “I know you aren’t afraid of anything.”

Fastened securely to the
whipping frame, she hung naked in the heat of the day, glaring her
hatred at anyone who came near. She was left there all that day,
the next night, and half the following morning. Then all the women
who worked in the White House as ‘hostesses’ were assembled to
watch. It was half an hour before Saul arrived carrying a bull whip
such as was used by the drivers of the ox carts. It was a fearsome
thing, fully ten feet long and over three inches wide at the
handle.

Standing some eight feet away
from where Constance hung in the frame and a little in front of
her, so that she could see him clearly, he let fly with the whip
using all his weight and strength across her breasts. Both split,
spraying blood everywhere, and Constance passed out
immediately.

“Staunch the bleeding,” ordered
Saul, “Bring her round and call me when she is fully aware of what
has happened to her.”

It took an hour for Marjorie and
Jean to clean the woman up and restore her to some semblance of
consciousness, though she still shuddered uncontrollably from time
to time.

When Saul finally reappeared
with the whip and stood again in the same place Constance fainted,
but smelling salts soon roused her.

“I …I …” she tried to say
something.

“Too late,” said Saul, “You
injured one of my men seriously. That can not be allowed, or soon
every woman would be doing it.”

He raised the whip and she
fainted again. Smelling salts roused her again. Saul let fly
again.

This time the whip landed across
the top of her thighs, splitting the skin on both legs and the
lower part of her belly. Unfortunately for Constance, she did not
pass out this time, but remained conscious and semi-delirious as
her wounds were attended by the two thoroughly frightened
women.

It was Jean who summoned up the
courage to speak to Saul. “You’ll kill her if you go on like this,”
she ventured.

“Yes,” said Saul, “But not for
some time. It’ll take ten or more strokes to do that.”

“She’ll be insane long before
then,” Marjorie added.

“Yes,” said Saul, “It is a
lesson for those who have watched her resistance, not for her.”

There didn’t seem much else to
be said; the two women realised he was set on his course and
nothing they could say or do would change his mind.

The next stroke was across her
belly at the navel, again cutting her open and again rendering her
unconscious. Jean demurred at being told again to attend her wounds
rouse her.

“You can take her place if you
prefer,” was Saul’s offer when she objected.

After that the process continued
with a very subdued group watching until Constance died on the
seventh stroke of the whip. Truth be told, even Saul was becoming
disgusted by the process, so the seventh time he laid the blow
across her throat, crushing her larynx and breaking her neck.

All of the women were very
assiduous in their attempts to please the customers for some weeks
after the whipping. Even Kate and Tricia were offering to do more
than was asked of them, suggesting other pleasures in addition to
those demanded by the clients.

 



Chapter 14. Orgy

 


“What you must do is treat these
men who are making this special visit to us as very important
guests. They are important to you; if they are not pleased with
you, you will be in the whipping frame again. On the other hand if
they are pleased, you will be in my good books,” said Saul, “Do you
all understand that?”

The women nodded.

“Good. Now what will happen is
that they will arrive here and eat their evening meal here. You
will each be assigned to serve one of them, and there will be at
least two for each man, and will attend to all his needs as a good
servant would. After the first round of drinks, and after each
round of drinks, and after each course of the meal, you will move
on to the next guest in order round the table, so that you will
have served several of them by the end of the evening. After the
meal there will be dancing and you will dance with any of them who
wants you to.”

He paused, then continued, “When
I say ‘dancing’ I am sure you all understand me?”

“An orgy,” said Morgan.

“Quite so,” agreed Saul, “After
that you will accompany one of them to bed if invited to do so. It
may not be anyone you served at dinner, because they will choose
who is with whom. During the evening and the night, and in the
morning, you will change partners whenever they say so. You will
tell anyone who is fucking you that he is the best you ever had,
but not so loudly that the others can hear. You will respond with
enthusiasm to every suggestion. Is that all clear?”

Again the women nodded.

“When they leave you will appear
sorry that they are going and will do your best to get them to
promise to come here again.”

One woman raised the query that
had been in her mind for some time, “What if two of them want the
same woman?”

“Then they will both get her,”
replied Saul, “Any woman who is left out of the orgy will help all
she can by using her hands and mouth on any part of any of the men
she can reach.”

“What do we wear?” asked Jean,
“And will you be one of the men?”

“You wear nothing, or at most a
brassière to keep your tits out of the way serving,” said Saul,
“and I will not be one of the men.”

“What if one of them starts to
grab one of us during dinner?” Kate asked.

“Try not to spill anything you
may be carrying at the time,” was Saul’s unhelpful reply.

***

Later, Saul was wondering what
to do to make the evening special; after all these men held his
future in their hands, and he was sure that an orgy would not be
unfamiliar to any of them. He meditated on this problem as he
walked past the end of the plantation and into the surrounding
jungle along a little used path. Naturally, he was walking
virtually silently; this had become second nature in a country
where lawlessness abounded and nobody advertised their presence
unnecessarily.

It was pure chance that he had
wandered along the path which led to the nearby small plantation
where he, along with Asimbo and Jonas, had found a tired couple of
whites barely scratching a living and had left them undisturbed,
other than a whipping each and several violations for the woman. As
he reached the edge of the jungle he could see them working in the
nearer fields, but much to his surprise there were three of
them.

Unslinging his AK47, Saul
charged into the field shouting, “In house, now!”

Recognising him, the man and
woman headed for the house, but the third figure ran for the
forest. A carefully aimed bullet passing close to the third figure
and slamming into a tree some thirty yards ahead soon stopped that
one.

“In house with others, or die,”
he ordered.

Reluctantly the third figure
turned and moved towards the house. It was then that Saul realised
that it was young, white and female.

‘Interesting,’ he thought,
‘Where did that spring from?’

Inside the house, the older
couple waited in abject terror, remembering Saul’s last visit and
the pain and humiliation he had inflicted. It never occurred to
them that he might be alone; they just assumed that he had
stationed his men outside. The woman shuddered in dread and slowly
started to unbutton the front of her dress.

“Who this one?” demanded Saul,
determined to keep them off balance.

Nobody replied, so he applied
more pressure.

“Which do I kill? Then others
tell me,” he stated waving his AK47 across first one then another,
“I know, I kill new one,” and he firmed up his aim at the young
girl.

“No, no,” begged the older
woman, “I’ll undress now. You can all have me; just don’t harm
Brenda.”

“Keep clothes on – you prettier
that way,” snarled Saul unkindly.

“So Brenda, you want I shoot
her?” he asked the young woman, moving his aim to the older
woman.

Silently Brenda shook her
head.

“Answer question then. Who
you?”

“I … I’m … Brenda,” she
stammered.

Switching voices in a manner
which completely unnerved her, Saul asked, “But my dear child, I
was already made aware of that by the less than beautiful old
harridan over there. The import of my unfortunately imprecisely
worded question was what is your history?”

Staring at him, Brenda managed
to mumble, “I am their daughter.”

“How old you?”

“She’s fourteen,” broke in the
man, clearly mortally afraid.

“Strip,” Saul ordered the
girl.

She hesitated only for a few
seconds and then, remembering the whipping she had seen and heard
when Saul and his cronies had visited previously, she undressed as
quickly as she could bring herself to move, dropping her dress and
underclothes on the floor.

Saul surveyed her body, taking
in the womanly curves and the flame red luxuriant pubes which
matched the hair on her head, and then said casually, “Five lashes
to somebody for man’s lie. I decide later who I whip, but just now
I think probably girl. Now how old she?”

It was Brenda who answered, “I’m
eighteen. Please do not punish my father for his foolishness. Would
you not protect your own daughter?”

“Okay,” said Saul after a
moment, “Here is deal. You come with me, I not punish.”

“Come with you where?” asked
Brenda.

“Work in my house; work for
me.”

“I couldn’t do that,” she
replied, though she could feel her body tingle at the thought.

“If I kill them first, then I
just take you.”

“No,” said Brenda, more
confidently, “You don’t understand. It’s not that I’m unwilling; I
know what your house is, and I could not do the work because I
don’t know how. I am a virgin and don’t know anything about
pleasing a man. Also if I go who will help in their fields? They
cannot do it all themselves.”

Saul laughed aloud.

“You drive a hard bargain,
little naked fake fourteen year old.”

He thought for a full minute,
weighing the alternatives, then said, “Final offer, take it or
leave it. You come with me and work for me. I will send a man to
work here every day for as long as you are working for me.”

Brenda immediately shot back,
“Two men, and no whipping for my father’s lie.”

Saul exploded with merriment,
“Ho, ho, you crease me up. OK two men, or no whipping, not
both.”

Brenda stared at him, realising
that not only was she selling herself, but that this man could and
would do what he said.

“Whip me then,” was her final
despairing offer.

“Oh come on. Put clothes on and
come before I accept that. You get two men and no whipping if you
come now.”

Brenda donned her dress, leaving
the underwear where it lay. Then she squashed her hat on her head
and went out of the door, leaving her parents staring aghast at the
scene they had just witnessed. Saul followed her outside, expecting
that she would have run away, but she came close to him and put her
hand in his.

“Will you teach me yourself?”
she asked, “And be my first?”

Saul was about to say yes when a
better idea occurred to him.

“Come on,” he said gruffly and
set off at a fast pace, causing Brenda to run to keep up with
him.

 



Chapter 15. Brenda’s
Training

 


As Saul and Brenda walked into
the White House, Marjorie was dusting the furniture in the front
hall and looked up. When she saw Brenda she sniffed in disapproval
and went back to her dusting.

“What is that supposed to mean?”
Saul asked her.

“Nothing, Master,” she replied
with her eyes still firmly fixed on his feet.

“Jean,” he shouted and within a
few moments Jean appeared.

“Get this one cleaned up and
kitted out,” he ordered, “She will be joining the staff soon. Don’t
let her talk to any of the others, and don’t get chatty yourself.
She doesn’t start work for a few days yet.”

As Jean and Brenda disappeared
up the staircase he turned to Marjorie and asked, “So, what is
wrong with her?”

“Nothing, Master. Nothing at
all.”

“Well then; you know all the
whites round here, so tell me who and what she is?”

“It’s a very odd story. The
Morrisons, Ben and Marlene, arrived here as, we were told,
newly-weds about ten years ago, and they both looked to be in their
early twenties. The odd thing was they had Brenda in tow, who was
clearly about eight or nine, which implied that Marlene had birthed
her at twelve or thirteen. Inquiries were made and they had been
registered as immigrants, definitely newly married, Marlene was
definitely twenty years old and the child was eight. The story went
round that she was a by-blow of the older sister of one or other of
them, though the colouring didn’t resemble them in the least. They
offered no explanation so nobody in polite society would have
anything to do with them. That’s all I know.”

Saul considered this information
and finally said, “Thank you,” much to Marjorie’s surprise, and
followed Jean and Brenda upstairs.

After Jean had given Brenda her
‘working clothes’ and the girl had spent half an hour luxuriating
in a hot bath, a pleasure she had rarely known, Saul had her
brought to his bedroom. To her surprise he did not want her to
undress, lie down and submit to being deflowered immediately.
Instead he asked about her family.

“You know my parents, the
Morrisons; you whipped them both and let your men dishonour my
mother. I don’t hold that against you; I know it happens a lot in
these troubled times.”

“They are not your parents. I
already warned you that I do not like being lied to. You have seen
the result of my whip, and I assure you I will use it on you in the
whipping frame outside if you continue to tell lies.”

Shrewdly he made another threat
which he thought would worry her more, “And then I’ll send you back
to the Morrisons’ farm to work.”

“I don’t know who I am, and
that’s the truth. I can’t remember anyone but the Morrisons and old
Mr. and Mrs. Morrison in England. Ben was like a brother to me and
when he married and came to Balonga it was decided that I should
come with them and be passed off as their daughter. They are the
only family I have ever had.”

“So why do you hate them?”

“I don’t,” she declared, “it’s
just that …”

She broke off into tearful
sobs.

Saul insisted, “Just that
what?”

“Since you came and …
dishonoured Marlene … he said she’s … tainted … and he won’t go
near her sometimes ... and other times he wants to do things to her
… and she refuses … and then he … he …” She subsided into more
sobs.

“He started after you,” Saul
finished for her.

He let her calm down and blow
her nose loudly before he asked, “Well, why is that worse than
being a whore in my brothel?”

“I don’t know,” she said
thoughtfully, “but I think I will choose to be here rather than
there, because I think of him as my father or brother, so it feels
like incest. And I don’t like him much.”

“You don’t choose to be here,
you have chosen,” said Saul and seeing her puzzled look, added,
“You chose when you came away from the Morrison farm. There is no
way out now.”

Brenda suddenly sat down on the
bed as his last statement sank in.

“But I offered to come here,”
she protested, “Surely I can change my mind?”

“You can ask to change your
mind, true, but I decide whether you leave … or not, and if I did
let you go it would only be back to the Morrisons,” Saul replied,
“However, it is unlikely I would let you go. If you misbehave I
shall simply punish you. Your virginity now belongs to me and I
intend to sell it for a large sum of money in an auction a week
from today. By then you will be an expert cock sucker and will be
accustomed to being fucked up the arse. You will also give every
appearance of enjoying those activities, and will offer yourself
naked, on your back, spreading your own cunt lips, in a room full
of Blacks, when your virginity is for sale. The next week will be
passed in learning how to do these things.”

Brenda stared at him for a long
moment and then appeared to make up her mind to go along with this,
asking, “Will I actually enjoy it?”

“You will enjoy fucking, that is
for sure, every woman does if her partner knows what he is doing.
Most women enjoy cock sucking. Some like being sodomised. Some like
having lots of different men, and some like to have more than one
man at once. Where you will fit into this pattern I cannot say,”
and, changing his voice disconcertingly to that of a field hand, he
finished, “Us Blacks not know what likes Whites’ missuses,
missus.”

“When do I start finding out?”
she asked.

“Now,” Saul snapped; he had to
get control of this woman before she took over, “Strip!”

Brenda slipped easily out of her
overalls and stood naked before him. Even though Saul had seen her
naked only a few hours earlier he was again struck by her
exceptional beauty, but gave no sign of that.

“Kneel, take my cock in your
mouth, and roll it around on your tongue. Keep your teeth out of
the way.”

Brenda did her best to comply
and after a few moments she had adjusted to the size of the object
in her mouth. She then started to suck occasionally as a variation
of licking. Most of his cock was not actually in her mouth, so she
stroked its warmth and varied that by cupping his balls.

After some minutes she broke off
her sucking, looked up at him and said, “That’s very exciting. I’m
tingling like mad between my legs. Are you sure you won’t take my
virginity yourself, now?”

“Quite sure. Go back to what you
were doing. In a few minutes I’ll cum in your mouth and you can
swallow it, every drop. If you let any spill I’ll punish you.”

Saul knew perfectly well that if
it really was her first experience of mouth fucking she would
certainly spill some, and then he would spank her until she was in
real pain. The thought of her beautiful arse as red as her hair,
and her face all crumpled and tearful as she begged him to stop was
exciting to the point that he suddenly came, surprising even
himself. Sure enough jism sprayed out of the sides of her mouth,
spattering his thighs, and her shoulders and tits as she
gagged.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.
I’ll try harder next time, I promise. It was my first time; please
don’t punish me. Please!”

Saul kept a completely straight
face as he said, sternly, “I warned you,” and pulled her roughly to
her feet. Without any further ado, she found herself across his
knees being spanked very firmly.

SLAP!

She squeaked in protest.

SLAP!

“Please stop, please; I’ll do it
right next time, I promise.”

SLAP!

SLAP!

Soon she was sobbing
uncontrollably.

SLAP!

SLAP!

Suddenly he stopped and she felt
his hand stroking her burning arse cheeks. His fingers went between
her thighs and tweaked her cunt lips. Finding a morsel of flesh
between them and above her entrance, the fingers tweaked and
without warning her body convulsed in the first orgasm she had ever
had. She felt guilty because from a very young age she had been
told that touching her own private parts was dirty and sinful, and
that letting anyone else fondle her there would mean instant and
perpetual damnation.

When she had calmed down Saul
made her suck him again, though he did not come in her mouth this
time. After a few minutes he simply pushed her way and said, “Back
to your room.”

Within two days she was sucking
and swallowing without any problems so Saul decided to move her
on.

“Lie on the bed,” he ordered,
“face down.”

When she was in the position he
wanted, he ordered her to hold her arse cheeks open.

“Are you going to fuck my arse?”
she asked.

“You were shocked when I touched
your clit, yet you seem willing to let me do this?”

“I saw your men do it to Marlene
and I heard Ben saying that if she would let them, then he could
have it as well. That was when she hit him with a frying pan. He
said he would still have it whatever she said, but she never let
him, so I expect it’s something lots of men do to women whether
they like it or not.”

He carefully oiled her bum crack
and then worked the oil into her rectum. First he used only his
thumb in her arse, then fingers. After an hour or so he slid his
prick into her, and it went in easily, though she winced as it did
so. Soon he was moving in and out firmly and completely without her
complaining. When his hand crept round to her clitoris again and
tweaked, she convulsed in another orgasm which masked the pain in
her bum, and caused Saul to fire his jism deep into her bowels.

 



Chapter 16. Dinner

 


Of course the visitors took
advantage of the near nudity of the ‘waitresses’ in a number of
ways, some more predictable than others. Bare bums and tits were
groped, brassières were unsnapped, cunts were fingered, and the
occasional waitress was required to kneel and suck a black cock
under the table, or even out in the open.

Less predictably, food items
were used to decorate the nude women. During the first course, a
sort of beef casserole, gravy was smeared to turn Grace’s face into
what Major Ntshangase called, “a proper Balongan woman’s face”.

During the sweet course, several
bananas were lodged in various precarious places, including one
which was stuck between Marjorie’s breasts using custard as glue.
While her cleavage was solid enough to hold it for a while, it fell
out when one of the diners slapped her arse and made her jump. This
caused considerable laughter, and she was smacked on the buttocks
enthusiastically by almost every diner for the rest of the meal, as
witnessed by the crimson of her arse skin.

Major
Ntshangase summed up the humorous aspect when he said, “See, I
always said that Whites were closely related to Chacma
Baboons. This one even has the typical red bottom.”

After the meal was over and
everyone had settled down with their selected women in close
attendance, General Abando called for silence, and then addressed
the group, “I think we are all grateful to Saul for this
evening?”

Nods and applause gave him his
answer.

“Now Saul has promised me that
as a finale he has an extra item such as has not before been seen
in Balonga. He has further promised me that it will be an event to
remember for the rest of our lives, for it may well never be seen
again. In return for this event, if it is a success, he has made me
promise that each of you will pay your bills promptly when they are
presented in the next week. I decree as President for Life of
Balonga that you will pay them on the day you receive them, or
answer to me. If, that is, I am satisfied by the finale.”

Since Saul had written this
speech, it came as no surprise to him as he stood just out of
sight, with Brenda in tow. Right on cue he dragged her into the
room, covered from head to foot in what looked to be a burqa such
as Moslem women wear. She was restrained under the burqa, hands
apparently pinioned behind her since her arms were clearly not in
the sleeves of the garment, and her ankles were obviously hobbled
to a foot long rope. This alone intrigued the men in the
audience.

“Gentlemen,” he started, “I
present you with a unique event. The auction of a White virgin
resident in Balongan for ten years, of eighteen years old,
beautiful, unwilling but trained in oral and anal sex, yours or the
night to the highest bidder. Now what am I bid?”

“We can’t see her,” one of the
men shouted, “How do we know she’s worth anything?”

Saul immediately retorted, “Any
white virgin has to be worth money, doesn’t she?”

There was a chorus of dissent,
so Saul bent and tore the covering, which it became apparent was
made of paper, just above the knees, showing shapely calves encased
in sheer nylons, and dainty feet in high-heeled shoes.

“Now no more revelations until I
have some bids.”

With a little grumbling, since
it was clear that there was a young white female under the
wrapping, some bids were made, but they stopped well short of the
price of a good field hand.

“Is that it?” asked Saul,
apparently disgusted.

“Show more, get more?” the
President suggested.

Saul stripped the very top
couple of inches off the paper burqa. This revealed some flame red
hair which fairly glowed in the room’s lighting. Bids quickened,
but again died down after a while. Saul’s next revelation was her
thighs, but only to a point where the pubes were still concealed.
This excited the men further and real money was now being
offered.

Judging that the strip tease had
achieved all it could, he tore the rest off in a single gesture,
but made sure that Brenda’s back was to the audience. The officers
there went wild with their bids as her good figure and clear,
unwhipped skin were presented to them, since all she wore were
shoes and stockings.

President Abando held up his
hand to stop the proceedings, and then asked, “Saul is she
guaranteed to have lived since childhood here in Balonga, and to be
a virgin?”

“Yes, sir, I guarantee those two
facts,” replied the brothel owner.

“I won’t ask where you have been
hiding her,” remarked the President, “At least not just yet.”

“I haven’t been hiding her. I
only acquired her a week ago. She had been hidden by her adoptive
parents.”

Turning Brenda to face the
audience drew some appreciative whistles, and the bidding started
again, finally finishing when Captain Kwazi Mthimkhulu bid almost
as much as an ordinary week’s takings for the White House for one
night’s unlimited access to this virgin.

Saul handed the end of her lead
to the Captain, and then said, “Down.”

Obediently Brenda went down on
her knees, almost falling over because her hands were still tied
behind her.

“Close,” ordered Saul.

Brenda closed her eyes.

“Open,” ordered Saul.

Brenda opened her mouth.

“You may wish to inspect her
teeth,” Saul suggested, and then caused considerable laughter by
adding, “But I wouldn’t put your hand in her mouth; she is trained
to take a prick without biting, but I haven’t got on to finger
sucking yet.”

The Captain made a quick
decision when he saw the President’s lascivious gaze on the
kneeling girl, and he remembered that the President had not bid on
her at all. It had to be an opportunity not to be missed.

“Sir, would you care to take her
virginity?” the Captain asked his commander-in-chief.

“Why thank you Colonel, I think
I will, but by all means fill her mouth first,” replied the
President for Life of Balonga. It is by gestures such as the
Captain’s that rapid promotion is possible for clever young men in
autocratic regimes.

Hastily the newly promoted
Colonel dropped his trousers and thrust his prick into the girl’s
mouth. He pushed a little too eagerly, however, and she
overbalanced on to the carpet. Saul quickly freed her hands and she
came up to her kneeling position, taking him deep into her mouth
and steadying herself with one dainty white hand on his knee, while
the other one kept his pubes pressed away from her face. Such was
her skill and enthusiasm that she was swallowing urgently within
moments and the whole room cheered as the Colonel suddenly pulled
out, spraying her face with his last spurts.

Saul wiped her face, and gave
her a glass of wine to drink, whispering to the President, “You
want her to taste nice, don’t you?”

The President replied, “Doesn’t
matter, but a kind thought. Thank you.”

 



Chapter 17. Defloration And
Delights

 


Taking Brenda’s left hand in
his, President Abando lifted her to her feet and pushed her on to
her back on one of the tables. Releasing her hand, he lifted and
spread her knees, allowing him to inspect her private parts and
satisfy himself that she was truly a virgin. Pulling his prick from
under his robe, without any preliminaries he thrust deep into her
cunt, tearing through the fragile hymen and bottoming out on her
cervix. Although she squealed in pain as he did this, Saul thought
it was more in surprise than agony.

Much to everyone’s surprise,
President Abando pulled out immediately and put his bloodstained
prick away.

“I won’t spoil your fun,
Colonel,” he said, and as he left the room he added, “Saul, come
with me.”

Outside he asked, “Where did you
get her, Saul? I am amazed that there are any virgin Whites left,
let alone beautiful ones.”

“She was hidden on a tiny farm a
few miles north of here. It isn’t a good farm, and a White couple
worked it themselves, so nobody tried to take it over. That one was
disguised as a boy child and was worked hard by the adults. There
is some mystery over her origins, but she isn’t their own child. I
don’t know who she really is, and I don’t care. She thinks of this
place as a happy escape from being a field drudge.”

Abando shrugged and then said,
“I suppose it is in a way.”

“Oh yes,” Saul agreed, “She
doesn’t have to work physically hard, and the beds are soft, the
food good and she can bathe whenever she wants. I do wonder,
though, how she will cope with some of our more demanding
customers.”

Saul turned away and found
Lieutenant Brown who supplied him with a pair of Colonel’s
epaulettes.

In the dining room, meanwhile,
Kwazi was trying to go to bed with his purchase, while all the rest
were trying to persuade him to share her. After a few minutes he
managed to drag her from their clutches, literally, and they went
up to her working bedroom.

There the officer stripped
quickly and pressed Brenda to her knees again. She was grateful to
be required to suck him again, as she knew well enough how to
please him in this fashion, especially as his prick was quite a bit
smaller than Saul’s. She was very apprehensive about the rest of
the night; although she could take him in her arse without worrying
too much after Saul’s training, she was acutely aware that her
experience of vaginal sex amounted to five seconds or so of
moderate pain. That clitoral stimulation such Saul had practiced,
whether by her hand or her master’s, would far outweigh any
residual pain did not occur to her.

Downstairs the party was
breaking up as the various officers chose their companions for the
night, strictly choosing in descending order of rank.

As she swallowed Kwazi’s first
offering of the night, Brenda was thinking of her own life and
future. She wondered vaguely what would come after her time in the
White House.

Finally freeing his now
shrivelled penis from her sucking mouth, Kwazi pushed Brenda onto
the bed, in her back, and opened her legs. She tried to co-operate
as much as she could, but it took her a moment or two to realise
that what he actually wanted was to look up her vagina, presumably
to satisfy himself that she really did still possess a newly torn
hymen. Once she understood what he wanted she splayed her legs and
used both hands to open her cunt lips as far as she could.

Kwazi stared into the narrow
entrance and then explored it with a finger, and then with two
fingers. Grunting in satisfaction at the partly split hymen he saw
and felt, he suddenly rammed three fingers into her, completing the
demolition of her maidenhead at a single thrust. Brenda squealed at
the sudden intrusion, which please him, but in truth the pain was
minimal compared with the psychological enjoyment she was feeling
at becoming a woman at last. Saul’s manipulations and training had
roused her body’s instinctive desires to fever pitch without giving
her any real satisfaction.

Looking at him as he inspected
his blood-stained hand, Brenda noticed that he was half hard again.
She stroked him and pulled him by the prick towards her, offering
herself as openly as she knew how.

Kwazi quickly regained his full
erection, and submitted to her oiling his organ with a little baby
oil before she led it to her entrance. Nothing loath, he pressed
into her, again causing some pain but giving her much enjoyment
also. Once properly in her he started a steady in and out rhythm
which increased her pleasure to a point where she had a small
orgasm. Kwazi was being very careful to make this fuck last and be,
for him, a memorable one, as he knew it might well be the only time
in his life that an almost virgin actually offered herself to
him.

The slow to and fro continued
through her orgasm, causing it to build slowly to a full climax
which had her screaming her ecstasy incomprehensibly for several
minutes. All the house could hear, but only Saul was certain that
these were screams of joy and not of pain. Naturally nobody would
interfere between a client and his whore, even if he were actually
murdering her. Saul would just have added the “special service” to
the bill next morning.

Eventually Kwazi could hold off
no longer and flooded her with his jism, then rolled off to the
side and started snoring within seconds.

It was not yet dawn when Brenda
was woken by Kwazi fingering her clitoris. She rolled over towards
him and found a very respectable erection available for her hands.
He pushed her away and got out of bed, slipping quietly out of the
door.

It seemed like an age to Brenda,
but was probably less than five minutes before he came back into
the bedroom and pulled the covers off her. The moon illuminated the
room quite well enough for him to see exactly what he was doing as
he pulled her by the legs until she was lying across the bed with
her bum on the very edge. Then he lifted her legs on to his
shoulders as he stood beside the bed. This put his prick in exactly
the right position to enter her.

This time he oiled it himself,
then he started a fast and enthusiastic fuck, which did not last
long before he came, leaving Brenda wanting so much more. However,
he did not slide out of her, but continued to pump slowly in and
out, causing his jism to ooze out of her vagina and both of them to
be covered in white foam, Brenda on her shaven belly and bum, and
Kwazi on his pubic hairs.

Moving slower and slower,
Kwazi’s prick solidified until it filled her very satisfactorily
and they continued for some delightful minutes in what a watcher
would have described as a slow motion fuck. Slow though it was,
Brenda was building up to another orgasm, and as Kwazi sensed that
she was on the brink he stopped moving until her excitement
subsided a little.

Brenda tried twisting and
turning on the bed in an effort to renew the friction, but Kwazi
casually back-handed her across the face and said, “Lie still.”
Obeying him was one of the most difficult things Brenda had ever
done, with her every nerve crying out for more stimulation.

Each time as she subsided a
little, he would restart the tantalising slow motion stimulus.
Finally, on the fourth or fifth pause, he knew he was very close
himself, so when he had stopped moving he used his internal muscles
to flex and harden his prick as it lay stationary inside the
woman.

As he knew it would, this
triggered her climax, which was truly spectacular because of the
many delays. Her cries woke everyone else in the house, except for
Major Hlabisa who was sleeping off such a
drinking session that a serious earthquake could not have roused
him. Kwazi understood, as her orgasm triggered his equally
spectacular explosion, just why some of his fellow officers
sometimes beat their chests and howled in victory.

When they had calmed down, Kwazi felt Brenda
licking his pubic hair, and wondered why. Then it dawned on him
that she was licking the mixture of their juices from his body.
Pushing her away violently on to the bed, he took a quick shower,
dressed in his smart uniform, which had, mysteriously during the
night, acquired the proper insignia of a Colonel, and went
downstairs to an early breakfast.

Brenda lay where she fell, suddenly very sad
that he had not wanted to stay longer, nor had he even kissed her
goodbye. She knew everyone said you never forget your first, but it
was Kwazi she would remember, not Abando, for the rest of her
life.

By time dawn broke there were
some hangovers among the officers, and some sore orifices among the
women, but as they drove away the customers all thought that they
had had a thoroughly enjoyable visit. This was especially true for
the newly promoted Colonel Kwazi Mthimkhulu, who resolved to visit Brenda again as
soon as possible.

 



Chapter 18. A Madam For The
White House

 


Saul was tiring of being the
recipient of all the petty complaints and jealousies of the
seventeen women now living in the White House, most of them working
there as whores. He asked Jean what he could do to stop the
bickering and jealousies. They were in bed one morning when he
asked her, and he was buried in her bowels at the time, so he did
not hear her reply, muffled as it was by the pillow.

Abruptly he reared backwards out
of her arse and snapped, “What did you say?”

“I said that if you had a woman
in charge of the working women then she could deal with all the
minor problems, and you would only have to deal with major
troubles. I could do that if you want?”

“No,” he said thoughtfully,
“That is not a good idea. I don’t like the idea of a woman
supervisor. I saw what Marjorie was like when I was the overseer
when she ran a Plantation, remember?”

He thought for a while, and
became irritated when Jean tried to get his prick back inside
her.

“Just fuck off,” he said, and
she crept out of the bedroom frightened that she was losing her
tenuous hold over him.

Hiding in an unused room she
thought, mistakenly, that if she lost her unofficial position as
his concubine she would be put to work as a prostitute in the
brothel operation.

Saul went in search of Amanda,
who happened to be preparing lunch at the time, and asked her if
she thought a Madam was a good idea, and if so would she like to
take on the job. She took a while to decide, and filled the time by
herding Saul into his bedroom and then mounting him as he lay on
his back. After she had first milked him with her cunt, she knelt
between his legs and garnered a second harvest of his jism with her
mouth.

So skilled was she that Saul
found it difficult to concentrate on anything while she was working
on his penis and he simply lay back and enjoyed the session, and
made only one minor decision, to replace Jean in his bed by Amanda.
On the larger question, Amanda accepted quite willingly, but said
that she would rather still be one of the workers, at the same time
as controlling the others.

“It will keep me in touch with
their problems,” she lied, meaning it would ensure her continuous
supply of pricks, to which she was totally addicted. So life
improved even more for Amanda, as a Madam dealing with the girls
and the customers.

For Saul it was perfect, because
he continued to take his pleasures with any girls he fancied, while
not doing anything like as much detailed work as before. He had
finally discovered, the hard way, why the Whites had always used
overseers to do the day to day drudgery of running their
plantations.

Only Jean was unhappy, since she
met a much worse fate than she had feared; the very next morning
she was sent to the fields to be a house cleaner and bed warmer,
though strictly for the overseers and not for the field hands.

 



Chapter 19. The President
Visits Again

 


The first intimation that Saul
had of President Abando’s next Presidential visit was a discreet
tap on the door of his bedroom followed by Marjorie coming into the
room. Saul was balls deep into Brenda at the time, and rather
resented the intrusion.

“Yes?” he snapped.

“I’m sorry to intrude on your
working day,” Marjorie replied sarcastically, “but I really think
you ought to be downstairs now.”

“Why?”

“Because the President for Life
of Balonga, General Abando, is here and has indicated that he would
like to speak …”

He voice tailed off as Saul
charged past her, still naked, and flew down the stairs three at a
time.

“Mr. President,” he said, “How
can the White House amuse you today?”

“It can’t,” replied the General
in mock anger.

“In fact,” he continued more
civilly, “I’ve come to pay for that party we had here, when young
Mthimkhulu bought the virgin’s cunt. Or do you have one of those
every night?”

“Sadly not, Mr. President, the
supply of White virgins has completely run dry, as far as I can
tell.”

“Did the young man ever pay you
for the girl?”

“I’m afraid not, Mr. President,
but his bill awaits; I’ll present it to him next time he
visits.”

“Is my bill also ready?” asked
the President.

“Assuredly, sir. I would not be
a business man if I didn’t ask for my money.”

“Well give it to me, and the
boy’s bill as well. I’ll pay both,” offered the President.

Saul presented the bills and the
President wrote a cheque, then snatched it back as he spotted an
item on the bill.

“What is this five percent
discount?” he asked.

“Presidential discount,” Saul
replied.

“Hmm, I’ve heard about this.
Reputedly there is a discount for Civil Servants, another for
Senior Officers, and another for Junior Officers, and now one
especially for the President, and strangely enough they are all
five percent?”

Saul just smiled; the President
laughed aloud and handed the cheque back to Saul.

“Now, there are two things I
need to discuss with you,” the President was serious again.

“Yes, sir.”

“First I want to take back the
woman I left here, Morning or some such.”

“You could rent her if you
like?” said Saul, hastily adding, “Joke, Mr. President,” as he saw
the General’s expression change.

He called Marjorie and told her
to get Morgan packed ready to return to the capital.

“Literally packed?” she
asked.

“No, of course not. Just her
luggage.”

As she left the room, the
President said, “You touched on the second when you said there were
no more virgins. We are not seeing any Whites these days; they all
seem to have left, or to be in use. Do you have any idea how you
are going to keep this place going if there are no convicts?”

Saul pondered how to tell the
President what the two obvious solutions were, without offending
him. ‘Honesty,’ he decided, ‘and risk it.’

“There are two solutions, Mr.
President, and they are not mutually exclusive. The easiest is to
use some Black convicts, assuming that there are a few.”

The President frowned at this so
Saul hastened to the alternative solution, “The second possibility
is that you could encourage Western tourists.”

“We already want to do that, but
how does that help?”

“Some of the younger, prettier,
student tourists are bound to be carrying drugs, and in some
countries that carries a death penalty. Ten years seems a lot less
onerous sentence than execution.”

“I suppose that could be an
answer. I’ll think about it, carefully. I don’t want some rich
lawyer tramping round looking for his precious daughter.”

“Oh, I’m sure the offences will
be genuine, and the punishment can be demonstrated to be field
work. The girls will choose to be in the house here after a few
days in the fields, and will tell lies to their parents if that
gets them a clean soft bed.”

The President looked shocked as
he asked, “You mean we could actually do it legally? Where’s the
fun in that?”

Just then Morgan came down the
stairs in her overall carrying a small suitcase.

“You are my new personal
assistant,” said the President, “Do you remember how the last one
dressed?”

Morgan remembered the naked
Imogen following Abando everywhere and shrugged her shoulders. ‘At
least I’m out of here and back in his bed,’ she thought. Discarding
the overall, she revealed that she was naked under it.

“Mr. President,” she asked, “I
don’t recall whether she wore shoes or not?”

The President smiled and reached
out to cup one breast. “Please yourself,” he said, “I don’t have a
foot fetish. Now get to work assisting me.”

When Morgan stood looking
puzzled, uncertain of what she was to do, the President said, “Suck
my prick.”

“Here?” asked Morgan, “In front
of …”

“Yes,” snapped the President,
“It isn’t the first time you’ve sucked it in public.”

Morgan sank to her knees and
sucked at the proffered instrument for a few seconds.

Then the General abruptly pulled
away from her and turned to Saul. “Riding crop, please?” he
asked.

Saul passed him one and he
proceeded to haul Morgan to her feet by her hair. Wielding the crop
with his other hand he applied three very firm slashes across her
buttocks. Right from the first one she was screaming in pain as a
pattern of very angry weals appeared on her white flesh.

“Shut up or I’ll give you some
more,” the President thundered.

Morgan subsided but could not
wholly suppress her sobbing.

“That was for being slow,”
explained her master, “And perhaps next time you will move a little
quicker. If not I’ll see you are properly punished.”

After the President for Life of
Balonga, General Abando had left with his chosen replacement
“closest personal assistant” Saul sat pondering his future. The
number of customers was not as high as he had hoped, but he was
making good money with the White House. If the supply of fresh
women to his brothel ran out, the ones he had at the moment would
not last for ever. He had already decided that he would not keep
any woman for much more than a year unless she was still in strong
demand from customers, and certainly any pregnant ones would go as
soon as it became obvious. He had not decided on his method of
disposal yet, but rather than sending them to the field hands, he
was favouring the idea of selling them to a man he knew who would
buy any available White or light skinned slave, especially
females.

Perhaps he would have to become
a customer of this man as well as a potential supplier. Perhaps the
President would supply arrested tourists. Perhaps both. Who could
tell?
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