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Chapter 1

 


She was quite a pretty girl,
though obviously terrified.

She was strung up a few paces
away from the wooden veranda, wearing only pair of none too clean
cotton knickers. Secured by steel manacles to a metal frame that
gleamed in the hot sun, her arms were splayed above her head and
the balls of her feet just about touched the ground. It would have
been an uncomfortable position even had the weather been cool but
in the rampant heat and humidity of the Congo basin it was only
marginally bearable. She was soaked in sweat, covering her like a
grey haze, dulling the naturally lustrous black skin, plastering
her thick, woolly hair to her head so that it resembled a sodden
helmet.

“Not a bad figure. I wouldn’t
mind tits like that myself,” Eileen Crabtree remarked sardonically.
She was holding a long and potent gin and tonic contained in a
glass within which a generous degree of ice tinkled merrily.
Eileen, together with two other ladies, was pleasantly ensconced on
the shady veranda with its slowly revolving fans and comfortable
seating. It also benefited from the powerful air-conditioning that
emanated from the open doors of the house.

“I find that remark quite
irrelevant,” Marjorie Sims snapped. “I don’t care whether she has
the body of a toad or a Venus; she’s here to work and if she
doesn’t do that then she’ll be punished. Nor do I appreciate
comparisons of their bodies with ours. They’re just
primitives.”

“You’re very strict, Marjorie,”
the third woman present, Jean Davis, remarked, “They’re only human,
darling. You can’t expect them to act like us.”

“Except that she was!” Eileen
laughed, “Copulating in the bush wasn’t she? Am I really the only
one-?”

“Oh, please shut up, Eileen.”
Marjorie snapped angrily, “We don’t want to hear about your dubious
exploits — and certainly not in front of a native.”

Eileen looked not in the least
abashed and she opened her mouth to reply just as the overseer
appeared.

Saul was a big man of mixed race
with a big, muscular body, pug ugly face and shaven head. He
looked, smelled and was a brute but he treated the three white
women with almost grovelling respect, bowing low and wishing them a
good day. He wore a sweat soaked shirt, tatty pair of jeans and
failing sandals and carried a thonged whip.

“You’re late,” Marjorie said
coldly but did not add to the rebuke, “Now that you’re here you
better get on with it.”

She looked at the other
women.

“Anyone want a refill before he
begins?”

Jean covered her glass with a
delicate hand, indicating a refusal, but Eileen happily proffered
hers for a refill.

They were all attractive women.
Marjorie, at 38 years of age, whose husband owned the plantation,
was buxom but attractive and looked rather refined though those who
knew her well said that she was as tough as old boots. She was
conservatively dressed in a khaki safari dress and sported several
small pieces of exquisite gold jewellery.

Eileen was tall and willowy and
wore a white cotton blouse by ‘Donna Karen’ and beautifully cut
white slacks by the same designer. She was twenty-eight years of
age, widowed and owned an adjoining plantation.

Jean was a London girl, aged 18
and was Marjorie’s secretary. She was of medium height with a
pretty face and stunning figure. She was also a relatively new
arrival in Balonga. Unlike the other women, who were used to the
heat, Jean looked hot. She wore white shorts and a loose cotton
over-blouse. It felt like an overcoat. She was perspiring more than
the others and took several cold showers a day as a barrier to the
heat.

The doors from the house to the
veranda were open so that the fiercely efficient air-conditioning
rendered the veranda temperature tolerable — helped by a profusion
of electric fans on the ceiling.

Some people said that the
weather in Balonga, which adjoined the Democratic Republic of the
Congo, was the worst in the world. A few might have argued that the
icy wastes of the Arctic or Antarctic were worse but that was a
moot point depending upon whether you preferred extreme cold or
insufferable heat. The truth was that the Republic of Balonga was
damned uncomfortable by any normal standards.

For the rich planters the
temperature was rendered tolerable by the provision of
air-conditioning. Most plantations had their own elaborate
generator installations; it was wholly impossible to rely on
Balonga’s national grid that functioned with the same degree of
efficiency as that of most of its African neighbours — badly or not
at all.

Saul was eyeing the girl
strapped up helpless in the whipping frame. It was obvious that he
liked what he saw. None of the three white women could have missed
the huge bulge at his crotch. Eileen raised her eyebrows and licked
her lips lasciviously.

Marjorie hissed out her
displeasure.

“I said, begin.”

Saul ceased his ogling of the
trussed up girl and swished his whip importantly.

“How many, missus?”

“Ten,” she replied shortly.

The prisoner snuffled and tears
continued to flow down her face.

“Please, missy. I never meant
wrong.”

“Pull her knickers down. I don’t
want her blanketed against the pain.”

Marjorie’s lips were compressed
and Eileen gazed at her sharply.

Saul looked pleased and tucked
the whip under his arm, grabbed hold of the knickers at either side
of her hips and yanked them down around her ankles with one violent
movement. For a few moments his nose sniffed appreciatively around
her bared buttocks then he readied himself to use the whip.

The girl’s body was now
completely revealed. It was a somewhat Junoesque figure, heavy
thighed and big breasted but with a small waist and swelling
buttocks. She had heavy growths of soaking hair at armpits and
pubis and her overwhelming smell hung in the damp air. The growth
of pubic hair did not hide the thick love lips, which gaped
slightly, showing off the pink interior.

“Hairy bitch, isn’t she?” Eileen
said with amusement. “And dripping with pleasure, I see.”

In fact, the soaked pubic hair
was more likely to be the result of perspiration rather than
pleasure, given the unfortunate girl’s current predicament.

The girl howled with fear,
glancing over her shoulder at Saul.

“Start,” Marjorie ordered and
the whip swung, curling through the air and then landing with a
sickening thud right in the centre of her buttocks.

The girl screamed; her body
jiggled crazily, the big breasts bounced alarmingly, the hips
oscillated and her face convulsed in agony.

“Please, missy,” she begged. “I
won’t do it again’.”

“You won’t,” Marjorie agreed her
languid features contemptuous. She sipped at her cool drink. “We
haven’t all day!” she snapped at the overseer.

The whip cracked again, this
time like a pistol shot and a second bright red welt disfigured the
flailing bottom. A third stroke made the body flail desperately and
the howls of anguish were inhuman.

Saul eyed the three white women
as the beating continued. He watched Marjorie’s face thicken and
coarsen as the screams heightened and the blows drew great weals
across the tortured body. Nor did he miss the slight smile on the
pale, elegant face of Eileen. Once his gaze locked,
expressionlessly, with hers for a few seconds and he swung the whip
with even more emphasis on that occasion. The third woman, Jean had
turned her head away from the scene.

He fantasised, basing such
fantasies on what he gauged to be their natures.

Marjorie, he knew, was a sadist.
Only a sadist would punish a girl for having a fuck in the bush.
Everyone knew that she was cruel even though she pretended to be so
correct and moral. Her punishments were always physical and often
involved humiliation as well. Saul, guessed that she would look
marvellous naked and had fantasies of paying her back in her own
coin — matching her cruelty for cruelty. Stringing her up by her
tits would be a good beginning.

Eileen, thought Saul, was
different. She was a sensualist. He guessed that if he could sniff
her pussy now she’d be as ripe as any native girl. The violence was
turning her on but in a different way from Marjorie; Eileen badly
needed fucking; he had read it in her eyes when his gaze had
encountered hers. But it was not just ordinary fucking that she
needed. She longed for her clothes to be ripped off by a brute like
himself and then suffer a beating to teach her her place followed
by the assault of both her holes. After all that she would need to
be taught how to use her tongue as a body bath. Saul had a
momentary fantasy of the cool, white lady lowering her mouth to
lick her own shit from his slimy prick.

The third woman did not raise as
many fantasies in him. He thought she might be boring. Jean would
just be pussy but he would doubtless find a use for her.

He was slavering as he thrashed
the now hysterical woman, his blows all the harder because of his
creative daydreaming. He was only just conscious of the number of
blows that he had delivered — eight. Saul frowned as moisture
splattered on his jeans, then he realised that the girl had pissed
herself.

He swung the whip again, making
sure that the full weight of his powerful arm was behind it.

The body in front of him seemed
to dance on air, then a disgusting smell engulfed his nostril and
he saw the brown stream pour from the heaving body.

“Oh God! The filthy, filthy
bitch!” Jean said and jumped to her feet. “Really — that’s just too
much. Oh, how disgusting!”

‘Poor bitch has shit herself,’
Saul noted in surprise. He realised that, carried away by his
fantasies, he must have laid on the whip more strongly than usual.
In the past he had whipped plenty of victims and although they
usually voided their bladders it was unusual for them to lose
control of their bowels. He glanced at Marjorie who had also risen
to her feet and was looking thoroughly aggrieved. Nevertheless, for
a moment he thought that she might spare the unfortunate victim the
last blow.

“Whip her breasts; three
strokes. One, which she is owed and two more for doing such a
filthy thing.”

Saul nodded and curled the whip
expertly. It sang through the air before hitting the jutting
mammary with a sort of wet, sloshing sound that was quickly
followed by another unearthly shriek. He was particularly proud of
the second blow that exploded on her right nipple and caused her
body to heave about with such frenzy that for a moment he thought
that the whipping frame might collapse. It was perhaps his
satisfaction at that pinpoint accuracy that made him miss his
target with the last blow — which cut across her jutting belly.

From her scream, the misjudged
blow was an effective enough punishment.

There was a moment during which
he thought that Marjorie might order the last blow to be taken
again but finally she waved an arm.

“Take her away. I hope she’s
learned her lesson.”

“I’m sure that she has,
Mistress,” Saul said ingratiatingly. It was the usual practise for
servants such as himself to address plantation owners as ‘Mistress’
and ‘Master’ and whatever droll and nasty things he would like to
do to Marjorie would have to remain hidden in his mind until
fantasy could be turned into fact.

“Take her away then,” Marjorie
ordered curtly — so curtly that Saul added a few more unpleasant
things to the list of indignities that he determined one day to
inflict on her.

As he dragged the girl away, his
eyes once again met those of Eileen. There was a glint of amusement
in hers, as if she guessed that once out of sight he would fuck the
unfortunate victim; thus compelling a repeat of the same crime for
which she had been punished.

This time he held her gaze until
the languid blonde looked away.

His heart quickened as he
guessed that she might be amenable to his attentions.

 


***

Balonga had once been a British
colony but it had been given its freedom at about the same time as
its Congolese neighbour. Worried by the hubris in the Congo,
Balonga had voted in a black President and the rich planters had
clubbed together to both support him and control him. They had
brought in mercenaries but had termed them the Balonga Foreign
Legion and placed them under the nominal command of a respected but
weak light-skinned Balongese officer who had been trained in the
British army. By a combination of luck, lies and bribery and aided
by the smallness of the country the regime had avoided the sort of
notice attracted by its larger neighbour and had even been
described as a modern African democratic state.

In fact the rich planters ran
everything. Five-year elections were meticulously held but the
plantations — the largest employers — counted the votes and
correlated the results. At any one time the votes for the next
election were kept under guard in the cellars of Government House.
Outside observers could always watch the voting and counting of
votes during an election without realising that everything had been
preordained years before.

Those in the know regarded the
system as being perfectly legitimate. The Balongese government was
wholly composed of natives who were well paid and had many perks.
The civil service followed much the same course.. The President was
always a carefully chosen native who was treated with extreme
respect by the Planters and the rest of the white population and
could get away with virtually any degree of corruption that
appealed to him.

In truth, as long as the boat
was not rocked and the Planters were allowed to go on making a
magnificent living, then all were satisfied.

Most anyway! The ordinary
natives, those who worked on the plantations, did not do well out
of the system. They were paid but such payments were usually
deducted for their living, housing and education expenses. Not that
such facilities were very elaborate, for the Planters were not
generous employers. Work was long and hard, discipline tough and
included corporal punishment. The word ‘slavery’ was never used but
it amounted to the same thing.

On a plantation the Planter was
God with absolute powers of life and death over the workers. They
employed their own guards and overseers –picked for their brutality
— and if there was any real trouble the Balonga Legion were always
available.

Thus was the African Republic of
Balonga in the year 2000.

 


***

Saul walked away from the
bungalow with the naked woman slung across his shoulders. She was
whining and wriggling but he ignored that. In his free hand he held
her knickers, which he sniffed at appreciatively as he walked.

The bush closed behind him and
he tossed the girl casually on to the jungle floor, immediately
unfastening his fly zipper.

She gazed up at him her black
face fearful. “Please, massa. Missy will beat me raw if I fuck
again’. Please you not fuck poor Winnie an’ get her beat
again’.”

“An’ I’ll beat you raw if you
don’t fuck,” Saul grunted. “Now get yer legs open.”

He was kicking off the jeans,
his big cock jolting about seismically. He wished it were the
blonde Eileen that he had here but the native girl would just have
to do.

The girl was tearful but she lay
back and spread her thighs. From experience she knew that doing
what she was told was the safest way to operate.

He was on her and in her in a
trice, the big prick driving through the flaccid lips, feeling the
warmth of her slit wrap around it. Grunting like a wild pig, he
rode without feeling anything for her. He mauled her big tits
roughly and pushed a finger up her ass before spitting
contemptuously in her face just as his spunk shot into her. Moodily
he wished it was Eileen, but decided he was going to be a lot
harder on that sniffy bitch. When he fingered her shit hole it
would be three fingers, not one, and they would go in up to the
knuckle.

Growling in his throat, he
pulled on the worn jeans and walked back to his own hut, leaving
the girl spread-eagled, naked on the ground.

 


***

Eileen had finished her drink,
thanked Marjorie for her hospitality then driven her Range Rover
the fourteen miles back to her own plantation. Her husband had died
three years before but he was now little more than a distant memory
of minimal fondness. Eileen was efficient and well organised. She
ran the plantation with maximum effect and was proud of her
prowess.

Mike Dawson, her manager, was
waiting for her and she immediately offered him a drink even though
she had consumed a considerable amount of alcohol at Marjorie’s. He
was a good-looking man with a pretty if somewhat plump wife and he
had been with her for three years.

“Anything to report?” she asked
when the pleasantries were concluded and the ice was clinking
comfortingly in her glass.

“Rumours,” he said, frowning.
“I’ve heard that General Abando is on the warpath again and has
raided one of the outlying farms.”

Eileen wrinkled her brow.
“Abando. The rebel from the Congo?”

“The very same. The one who was
causing trouble a few years ago.”

“Surely the legion will deal
with him?”

Dawson made a wry face. “The
legion isn’t the force it was once,” he said seriously. “They’re
getting sloppy and lazy. I think that we should hire more of our
own guards.”

She flared with anger. “We
bloody well will not! The legion will do its job. If necessary I’ll
speak with the President.”

He shrugged. There was no point
in arguing with Eileen in that mood.

She relaxed slightly seeing that
he was backing away.

“But I did think that we might
hire another overseer,” she murmured. “Do you know a man named
Saul?”

 



Chapter 2

 


It would have surprised both
Eileen and Dawson to know that Saul was making his way towards
Eileen’s plantation as quickly as he could manage. Fear drove him
and several times he flung himself into the bushes and tried to
control his laboured breathing. He could hear no noise behind him
but he was all too aware that the rebels could move silently
through the jungle.

He hoped with all his heart that
Marjorie would hold Abando’s attention long enough to allow him to
escape.

The attack had come suddenly.
Marjorie and Jean had settled themselves down in comfortable
armchairs with fresh drinks when the shooting outside had
started.

Jumping to their feet in shock,
they flinched as the veranda door burst open and a torrent of
natives burst into the room.

“This plantation is liberated by
the forces of General Abando!” a loud voice announced.

Marjorie appeared to regain her
equilibrium, though in fact terror was striking through her. Some
of the newcomers were workers from the plantation but others wore
camouflage uniforms of various kinds and hues. She knew well enough
about rebels in general and General Abando in particular to realise
that she was in serious danger.

Her face was expressionless and
she held herself with dignity.

“We have never had any quarrel
with General Abando,” she announced calmly.

A roar of laughter followed her
words. More people were piling in through the veranda windows and
the heavy smell of sweaty, unwashed bodies dominated the room.

Marjorie glanced sideways at
Jean and saw that she was trembling uncontrollably. She experienced
a moment of sorrow for the young girl who had arrived in Balonga
only three months earlier and then she turned back her attention to
the interlopers.

“My husband will be back soon
…”

A big man came through the
veranda doors and the crowd of natives parted respectfully to allow
him entrance. She guessed who he was before he spoke.

“Your husband is running away
through the bush as fast as he can go — with my men after him. When
they catch him they’ll cut his balls off.”

“General Abando,” she said
respectfully. “I promise you that neither I nor my husband have any
quarrel with you.”

He was clad in a camouflage
uniform that did not hide his big belly. His face was round and
blue black in colour set off by wild looking eyes.

“Then you’ll suck my cock?”

He cocked his head to one side,
obviously awaiting an answer.

Marjorie’s tongue touched her
lips but she controlled the shudder, which threatened to betray her
disgust.

“Doubtless there are plenty of
girls who will be happy — happy — to look after you, General …”

“But not you,” he growled. “You
too good for cock-sucking.” His eyes switched towards Jean. “What
about her?”

Marjorie ran a hand over her
short dark hair but kept her expression nonchalant.

“She’s merely an employee. Far
too lowly for your attentions, General.”

Then an expression of alarm
flitted across her face as she realised what she implied.

Abando chuckled. “But you’re
not, woman.”

She tried to change the subject.
“Perhaps I could make a financial contribution to your campaign,
General. I realise that there are many abuses taking place in
Balonga …”

“Strip her!” Abando ordered and
there was a rush to obey. A few men grabbed Jean and she shrieked
with fear.

“Not her!” Abando snarled.
“We’ll take our sweeties one at a time and enjoy them at
leisure.”

Marjorie stood, head held high
and hands at her side, knowing that resistance would be useless. A
black finger hooked into the top of her safari dress and ripped it
down the front, sending buttons flying in all directions. A thin
man with tribal scars on his face stood in front of her and scooped
her generous breasts out of her brassiere. Someone grabbed the
remains of the damaged dress from behind her and tore it from her
body.

She saw a face in the crowd of
natives gesticulating at her. It took her a few moments to realise
who it was and then she felt a cold shiver run down her spine. It
was the girl who had been flogged a short time before.

Abando had seized a bottle of
gin and was drinking from the neck as if it were water. Several
other interlopers grabbed bottles at random and followed suit.

Her brassiere slid down to the
floor, the straps cut by a knife-wielding native with a face
painted with white streaks. She could hear someone screaming and
knew it was Jean, but she had no inclination to hush her.

Her knickers were dragged down
around her thighs and she had to struggle within herself not to try
and pull them up. ‘Stay dignified,’ she told herself. ‘Remember
that you’re white and have different standards from these
savages.’

The man with the knife slid it
between her thighs and the material of the knickers and she could
feel the steel on her flesh. Her breathing became faster and her
heart was certainly beating more strongly than usual.

There was a ripping sound and
the knife sliced through the material which slid to the floor. Now
she was naked except for self-supporting stocking and shoes. Abando
pointed to the discarded material of her knickers and someone
picked them up and handed them to him. He sniffed at them
noisily.

Her face flamed a brilliant red
and she looked down at the floor, humiliated that her most intimate
odour was his to enjoy. He saw her discomfiture and bawled with
laughter, offering sniffs of the knickers to those around him.

Someone grabbed her jaw and
forced her gaze upwards to meet those of Abando. Someone behind her
encircled her body with his arms and fondled her bared breasts that
swung loosely at his touch.

“Hey! I had a Belgian whore in
the Congo a few days ago. Her smell — just like yours — maybe yours
is riper.”

Marjorie was praying that her
husband had escaped and would bring help soon. Normally she had
little sympathy with him; he was lazy, fucked the native women and
drank himself into stupefaction each night — but the sight or sound
of him arriving with help would have driven her into ecstasy.

The room seemed to grow smaller
as men — and a few women — continually crowded in through the
window. The smell was stifling and the usually robust
air-conditioning was struggling to do its job over the invading
outside air and the number of hot bodies contained within.

There was a crashing sound which
seemed to come from one of the bedrooms; it sounded as if the
furniture was being turned over. Abando had emptied the bottle of
gin and was wiping his chops enthusiastically. Someone handed him
another bottle which, with a shock, Marjorie saw had come from her
liquor store. Her spine chilled; there was a huge stock of liquor
in the store and the thought of this crowd of barbarians filled
with drink literally terrified her.

Abando fumbled with his belt and
dropped his camouflage trousers. He was wearing no underwear and
his cock, large, burstingly erect and coloured a vivid purple
black, came into view.

The man behind Marjorie shoved
her and she staggered forward to fall on her knees in front of
him.

The huge man touched his prick
and shook it towards her. A few drips of jism splattered her face
and a cheer went up around the room.

Abando raised a peremptory hand
for silence.

“Suck,” he ordered Marjorie.

‘God — or anyone else save me!’
she prayed.

Out loud she said: “Generals
don’t make war on women.”

He laughed until tears poured
down his thick cheeks.

“Make war! I no make war on
women. Just fuck them.”

“Please,” she pleaded
desperately. “We’ll pay you to go away and we won’t tell the
authorities that you’ve been here.”

“You suck first. Then we
talk.”

Marjorie tried to get to her
feet but someone held her shoulders and kept her on her knees.

“I won’t …”

She heard the scream from Jean
but did not understand its import until a terrible pain seared her
left buttock. Her own howl was unearthly and it was accompanied by
a scream of triumph from the natives crowded around her.

The girl who had been flogged
had left the room for a few moments and returned with a red-hot
branding iron held between thickly gloved hands. She had entered by
the side windows, out of sight of Marjorie and — until the last few
seconds — Jean, creeping through the crowd who had made way for her
and finally pressing the incandescent iron into the soft flesh of
her erstwhile mistress.

The pain sheared through
Marjorie, smashing her resolve and reducing her to a mass of
blubbery flesh contorting in agony on the elegantly carpeted
floor.

General Abando roared with
laughter and swigged at his gin bottle while the perpetrator was
grinning and being applauded by the other onlookers. She was still
holding the glowing iron and her baleful gaze was fixed on the
horrified Jean who had managed to get her back to a wall but was
clearly fearful for her own safety.

Someone grabbed Marjorie’s hair
and pulled it up towards Abando’s cock. Tears were pouring down her
face, streaking her normally perfect makeup.

Her pain-slackened mouth was
pushed on to the rampant cock, much as a washer is slid onto a
screw. Then her head was pushed forwards and backwards as Abando’s
pelvis described the same general motions. It took time, but
eventually he came in her mouth.

Jean, still pushed back against
the wall, had so far escaped the further vengeance of the flogged
girl but the ring of men clustered around her were now groping her.
She made no attempt to stop them, obviously preferring being
sexually harassed to suffering branding. Her cotton over-blouse was
pushed up around her neck, showing off exceedingly pretty and
shapely tits and the shorts were down around her upper thighs,
revealing a neat sexual gash and a rather thin growth of pubic
hair.

A few rough hands were pulling
her away from the wall when Abando, having shot his load into
Marjorie’s mouth, growled an order for the men to leave Jean alone
— for the moment.

“One sweet at a time,” he
repeated and laughed at what he obviously considered a witty use of
words.

Marjorie was white faced and in
something of a state of shock but she fought to regain control of
herself. The pain in her bottom was overwhelming and she could
taste Abando’s come. She swallowed several times but could not rid
herself of the disgusting substance.

To her horror she saw the girl
with the branding iron approach her again, the iron held
threateningly. It was black-red now but Marjorie knew that it would
have lost none of its pain inducing qualities.

She threw her hands around
Abando’s knees and begged for his protection.

“You fuck now?” he enquired,
swaying slightly. He was still holding the gin bottle but that was
more than half empty.

“Yes,” she agreed promptly. “I
fuck now. I fuck good.”

As far as Marjorie was concerned
there was no comparison between fucking and being branded again.
The idea of fucking a native had always been anathema to her but
that was before branding was the possible alternative.

Her eyes met those of Jean and
then switched quickly away in embarrassment. She, Marjorie Sims,
the mighty Planter’s wife, was offering her virtue in exchange for
protection by this virtual animal.

Abando grinned. “In bed? In
husband’s bed?”

“Yes, yes.” Marjorie did not
care much where she was to be disgraced. Abando would presumably
feel that he was humiliating the husband by using the marital bed.
Perhaps because of the still agonising pain in her buttock or maybe
her mind was disturbed by her treatment but a coarse thought ran
through her mind. Maybe, when he had finished with her, he would
shit on the bed!

There was a whimper from Jean
and Abando’s attention swung towards her. He regarded her
carefully.

“Take her outside. String her up
on the whipping frame. Leave her clothes on. We’ll deal with her
properly tomorrow.”

 



Chapter 3

 


Marjorie was hustled to the
bedroom amid a crowd of men and women, many of whom were her
erstwhile ‘employees’. It was a painful process.

The sight of their former
mistress naked and helpless, already used as a utensil for General
Abando’s jism, had destroyed her aura of invulnerability. Marjorie
Sims had been a cruel and heartless mistress and now they wanted
revenge. Using an old cliché — it was payback time!

Hands slapped at her body, some
aiming deliberately at the still agonisingly painful brand on her
bottom and causing her to scream with almost demented fervour.
Other hands and fingers quested her body; seeking to tweak the red
nipples, pull sadistically at the generous growth of pubic hair and
thrust into the once secret openings of anus and sex.

Verbal abuse and threats were
heaped on her.

“White cunt wants black
cock.”

“She stink like shit.”

“When general finish — we all
have bit of white quim.”

“I want — up her arse.”

“You slave now, miss high and
mighty.”

Even in a state of bare
consciousness Marjorie was appalled at the destruction being
wreaked on her home. Furniture and crockery had been smashed, walls
were daubed with painted slogans advocating revolution and she
could see through the open doors that fires were burning outside on
the veranda.

There was a sudden loud bang and
she realised that the air-conditioning had ceased. She guessed that
it the mob of looters had somehow wrecked the generating plant.

The bedroom was a terrible mess;
drawers gaped open, two wardrobes were lying smashed on the floor.
There was a strong smell of her perfume in the room and two girls,
each naked except for a string skirt, were squeezing atomisers of
precious aromas at each other. Their breasts glistened with
moisture.

As Marjorie and the rest of the
crowd entered the bedroom one of the girls turned and raised her
skirt, showing a bare bottom; the other girl squirted it liberally
with Yves St. Laurent perfume.

“Bed. Legs open,” growled a
voice in Marjorie’s ear.

Sobbing but compliant, she lay
on the bed, looking up at the sea of excited black faces that
surrounded her, heard their mockery.

“Open legs wider, whore!”

“Big slit.”

“Wet cunt all ready for big
black cock.”

“Ah’m goin’ pee in her mouth
later.”

She did not recognise Abando at
first. He was naked and his great flaccid figure bulged and wobbled
like a jelly. Clothed, she had not realised how fat he was.

His cock was stuck out in front
of him but was overhung by the great belly.

Growling, he lowered himself on
to the bed and crawled over her. His thick odour assaulted her
nostrils.

He took her hand and pulled it
towards his prick.

“You put cock in cunt,” he
ordered.

A fresh set of tears nearly
blinded her but a new paroxysm of pain from her seared buttock
reminded her of the possible consequences of refusal. She groped
downwards and gripped his prick, feeling it hot, hard and throbbing
in her grasp. Carefully she guided it into her slit, praying it was
sufficiently lubricated to avoid another source of pain.

It was not. The big penis
scraped into the dry opening, making her gasp with pain.

Nevertheless a huge howl of
triumph echoed around the room as this once all-powerful white
woman was penetrated by her first black cock.

His great belly seemed to fold
around her and his prick began its tortuous backwards and forwards
motion, sometimes skimming her clitoris but more times missing
contact with it. Her inflamed buttock was ground painfully into the
bedcover and she yelped with the pain from both bottom and
vulva.

The crowd around her started to
clap in rhythm, celebrating the desecration of their hated former
mistress.

Gradually her sex began to
irrigate itself and the pain in her vulva eased. Almost
instinctively she began to move her body in rhythm with his. She
managed to turn herself slightly so that the branded area of her
buttock was largely free of the friction from the bedcover.

The failure of the
air-conditioning had immediately set the temperature soaring
upwards and, together with the effort of sexual movement, their
bodies quickly became sweat soaked.

The regular slap, slap resounded
around the room, as did the thick, obscene snorts issued by Abando.
Marjorie too was open mouthed and breathing fast. Perhaps because
of the way she was adjusting to him, his strokes were now mostly
connecting with the thick bud of her clit and raising a degree of
automatic response in her.

Gasping, she concentrated on
keeping her seared buttock as much in the air as possible.

He came suddenly in a towering
orgasm. He howled in triumph and his weight seemed to press down on
her with such force that she feared the bed would collapse under
her. As it was it bucked and vibrated like a living organism as his
thick stream of spunk hurtled into her womb.

Cheers and howls of triumph
echoed around the room. The old order had been degraded and
humiliated and now a new power ruled the land. The crowd was drunk
with both power and alcohol — an explosive mixture.

But the game was not yet
finished.

While Marjorie, exhausted, lay
back on the bed, hoping for a degree of respite, Abando climbed to
his feet, a grotesque figure, clasping his hands above his head.
His followers cheered him with a degree of enthusiasm that would
have been happily accepted by the old dictators of the past.

At length, having accepted their
homage, he held up a hand for silence. Then he squatted over
Marjorie’s recumbent figure.

It took a few moments before she
realised what he was about to do; to add the final humbling of his
victim. She screamed with the horror of it.

General Abando grinned. He had
publicly fucked the wife of the Planter, herself a noted sadist.
Now he would shit in her face.

 


***

Eileen Crabtree was not very
happy. Not for the first time she cursed the infrastructure of this
benighted country.

She had been trying for several
hours to telephone Marjorie Sims to thank her for her hospitality.
She also wanted to enquire of Marjorie whether she could approach
the overseer Saul with an offer of employment.

Such attempts had failed because
the telephone lines were apparently out of order. The operator had
been pleasant but vague; no one knew why the lines were giving
problems but undoubtedly the Sims’ plantation was not
contactable.

Telephone breakdowns were not
unusual in Balonga and most plantations also had radio facilities,
but they were an uncertain method of communication because they
were manned infrequently. Certainly Eileen’s attempts at radio
communication had been as unsuccessful as had telephone
communication.

As usual, Eileen was nursing a
large gin and tonic. For a brief second she reflected that she must
be well on the way to being an alcoholic — though no further down
that road than most of the white population of Balonga.

After her meeting with Mike
Dawson she had taken a long, cool, relaxing shower, leavened with
other pleasurable activities.

Her bathroom was totally
mirrored, walls, floor and ceiling. Extractor fans removed any
steam and it was air-conditioned to a comfortable 26 degree
centigrade. The fittings were luxurious, marble bath, toilet and
bidet all with gold fittings. She had one white deep pile rug on
the mirrored floor but that was largely for effect. One of her
greatest pleasures was to stand or squat, peering down at the floor
and watch her most intimate parts as she stimulated or even entered
them with practised fingers.

Eileen was proud of her naked
body and enjoyed flaunting it to the mirrors. Her breasts were
rounded and firm with jutting pink nipples that were amazingly
sensitive to the touch — whether her own or that of a lover. She
could make herself come by just stroking her breasts and her
orgasms were truly electrifying. Somewhat unusually for a famously
elegant woman, she lost nothing when unclothed. Her body was
pleasantly rounded, the hips curving in to a small waist which
merged upwards into a swelling diaphragm with wide shapely
shoulders. Her legs were long with shapely calves and slender
thighs. Her pubic hair was silkily blonde and enhanced rather than
concealed the generous, pouting lips of her sex. Her clitoris was
thick, like a bud and seemed to be in a continual state of
erectness. Like her nipples, it was excessively sensitive to the
touch.

Moreover, she had an attractive,
intelligent face, long with mobile features, wide spaced, deep blue
eyes, high brow and a classically straight nose. Her long hair,
when dressed for show, was like a torrent of molten gold and even
when worn casually it attracted the admiring eyes of those around
her.

She was the first to admit that
she was over-sexed and privately thought that she might even be a
nymphomaniac. An English girl from a middle class family she had
married Peter Crabtree seven years before when he had been in
London on leave. It had been a whirlwind though successful
relationship; he had fucked her in the back of his car within two
hours of meeting her, spent the night teaching her to give
satisfactory fellatio and married her by special licence two days
later. Eileen had been soundly and enthusiastically woken into
womanhood and quickly promised to deny him nothing. He celebrated
their wedding night by buggering her over a convenient chair and
then spent the rest of the night teaching her the most obscene
positions illustrated in the ‘Kama Sutra’.

Just before they had left London
to return to Balonga he had sent out from the hotel for a
high-class call girl.

‘To give you a taste of
lesbianism, darling,’ he had told her.

For once she had put up strong
opposition.

‘I’m not a bloody dyke, Peter,’
she had told him icily.

‘Ever tried it?’

‘No.’

‘Then how do you know?’

As usual he had won his point
though not without a fair amount of argument. Eileen had been angry
eyed and apprehensive as they waited for the call girl to
arrive.

But she had been both surprised
and relieved at the stylish, confident, doe eyed beauty that had
arrived at their suite. She had imagined prostitutes as being
rather slatternly creatures. Even so, she was nervous.

The call girl, bearing the
picturesque name of Jade, had taken charge immediately.

‘Um,” she had smiled at Peter.
“She is lovely. You’re a lucky man.’

She had put her arms around
Eileen, fondled her breasts then kissed her. Eileen, surprised at
her own reaction, had opened her mouth to the questing tongue and
her legs to an equally questing hand. Within a few minutes both
women had been naked and gyrating gracefully on the bed with Peter,
also naked, gently masturbating himself as they performed for his
pleasure.

It had been a revelation to
Eileen; the expensively perfumed female bodies caressed and groped
at each with increasing ardour and before long she was hardly aware
of Peter’s presence. Jade’s tongue invaded every orifice in
Eileen’s body and the blonde returned the service avidly.

Eileen quickly realised how a
woman could so accurately select the most sexually sensitive parts
of another woman’s body and drive it to distraction. Jade took the
lead, her obviously greater experience dominating the more timid
fondling of the blonde beauty and driving Eileen rapidly into a
towering orgasm; Jade had sat on her partner’s face, rubbing her
lust dampened ass into the exquisite features as the pale blonde
body lashed about in the frenzy of coming. Both women had wet
pussies but Jade’s was particularly soaking.

The musky odour of female lust
and sweat mixed sensuously with expensive perfumes and drove all
doubts from Eileen’s mind. Gasping for breath as the dark recesses
of Jade’s behind ground into her face, she yet found the energy to
direct her tongue into the foetid hole of Jade’s anus, licking and
sucking as if it contained some rare delicacy.

Eventually, satiated and
sweating, the two girls lay, bodies entwined on the bed. Jade
looked at Peter for approval.

He grinned and clapped. His
penis oozed jism for he had come some time during the performance
though, true to form, it was rising to hardness once again.

‘Still not a dyke?’ he had
mocked Eileen and she had flushed.

‘You had your tongue well up her
cunt,’ he had persisted. ‘How did it compare with the taste of
cock?’

‘Similar,’ she had said,
shamefacedly. In spite of what she had done with Jade she was
reluctant to enter into that sort of conversation.

‘Not the same,’ he had persisted
again.

‘Similar,’ she repeated,
determined not to be pushed into the comparison.

He laughed again and looked at
the prostitute who lay, still naked, on the bed, legs spread, and
fingers gently massaging her nipples.

‘Tell me, Jade. Did you do what
I asked you before coming here?’

She laughed. ‘Of course. I
always do what the client orders.’

‘What did you do?’

‘My pimp fucked me in the car
before I came up to this suite. His spunk was still oozing out of
me when I arrived.’

Eileen went pink with
embarrassment as she realised the import of what was being said.
She also realised why Jade had been so extremely wet.

‘Damn you,’ she had said
angrily.

‘So, elegant little blonde piece
here was sucking your pimp’s come from your cunt?’ Peter
chortled.

‘She truly was,’ Jade had said.
‘Mind you — second hand spunk isn’t that bad. I’ve tasted a lot
worse.’

 


***

Eileen had been annoyed at the
time and her farewell to Jade had been glacial.

‘Don’t get all uptight,’ Peter
had told her afterwards, as she reclined on the bed, nursing a
large gin and tonic and clad in a hotel towelling robe. ‘Think of
the realities. When you suck my cock you’ll taste my piss and maybe
your jism. When you lick my arse, you’ll taste — however faintly —
my shit. When you lick my body you’ll sample my sweat and when we
kiss you’ll be drinking my spit. Sex isn’t a hygienic business,
darling. And as Jade said — you can sample a lot worse than fresh
spunk.’ He laughed boyishly. ‘And you did enjoy the experience
didn’t you?’

She could not deny it outright
and she had flushed. Her physical responses had made her enjoyment
perfectly clear –though she felt a bit queasy at the knowledge that
she had imbibed another man’s sperm.’

‘I prefer male lovers — first
hand,’ she had remarked coldly. ‘And I didn’t like that sort of
surprise. I might be oversexed but I’m not a bloody slut.’

‘Ah!’ he had replied softly.
‘But I want you to be a slut, darling. That’s one of the conditions
of our relationship.’




***

He had ultimately won the
argument, of course — despite his easy manner she realised that he
had given her an ultimatum. Conform to his requirements — or
else!

‘Or else’ meant losing him and
she was not prepared to make that sacrifice.

So when Jade had been recalled
the following night, Eileen had entered into the spirit of the
thing without demure and, indeed, with a high measure of
enthusiasm. Lesbianism would never be her chosen route to sexual
satisfaction, she decided, but the soft touch and perfumed odour of
a woman’s body was not unpleasant and she could live with it, if
watching gave Peter pleasure. Idly she speculated on her reaction
if Peter ever wanted to watch her fuck another man — and was
surprised to find the thought rather exciting.

Once again, Jade’s sex had been
suspiciously wet and the seeping juices thicker than normal female
emissions but Eileen had drank aggressively from the oozing
fountain of femininity, thrusting her tongue vigorously between the
open lips and into the soft, inner sanctum.

At the end, with Jade’s juices
running down her chin and glistening in the shaded light of bedside
lamps, she had lasciviously circled her lips with her tongue
towards Peter. He had grinned then kissed her passionately, his
tongue searching the back of her throat. Jade’s gentle, sensuous
laughter had echoed in the background.

At least, Eileen had thought,
with a tiny measure of inner triumph, Peter was dipping his own
tongue into Jade’s possibly second hand juices.

 


***

The next day Eileen and Peter
had departed Britain for his plantation in Balonga.

Life in Balonga had been
something of a shock to Eileen who was used to urban living. The
plantation stretched for miles in every direction, huge areas of
thick jungle opening into the cultivated sections where crowds of
semi naked native workers harvested rubber, nuts and tropical
fruits.

The large, air conditioned
bungalows were comfortable enough but there was no television and
the radio worked only spasmodically — as indeed did the telephone.
Supplies were purchased in bulk from the capital, Seta, which was
little more than a few stone built government buildings, collection
of wooden trading outposts and a couple of hotels containing bars
and restaurants.

It was, as Peter had told her
from the first, a good place to make money — and everything else
was secondary.

Eileen quickly found that the
local white community were alcohol, gossip and sex orientated. The
men had it easy since there were so many native girls around, none
of who dared to say ‘no’ to the white masters. White women,
however, were not supposed to mate with the natives. She found
herself longing for a local Jade!

There was another change, which
she did not welcome. Peter had wakened her sexually and had raised
an inner heat of almost constant desire within her. Her lusts and
fantasies were increasing and becoming more and more way out. He,
on the other hand, had lost much of his sexual imperative. Planters
had to work hard and the plantations covered a huge area of land —
often he arrived home at night dog tired and barely able to eat his
meal before falling asleep.

Eileen possessed a strong will,
however, and divined that an affair might well be disastrous to a
marriage that she still valued. Thus she stayed faithful — with the
aid of frequent masturbation. Sometimes she managed to rouse him to
the old passions but it became increasingly rare.

The problem was that the male
natives wore very little as a matter of course and were unconcerned
at showing everything they had. And they had a hell of a lot! Their
cocks, often on view as they peed unselfconsciously against a bush,
seemed like tree trunks and they were rarely other than erect.
Often the sight made Eileen break out into cold sweat and her
panties soaked as if doused by a tropical downpour.

It affected her personality.
Whereas before she had managed to hide her excessive sensuality
beneath a somewhat demure exterior, she now became acid tongued and
her preoccupation with sexual things was widely commented on.

The sudden and unexpected death
of Peter had come as a terrible shock to her. It was a simple
thing; he caught a fever and died quickly.

She had inherited the Plantation
and to help get over her grief she had managed it aggressively,
finding; somewhat to her surprise that she had a talent for it.
Nevertheless she knew that she could never stay in Balonga unless
she could organise some sort of sexual partnership.

 


***

That very afternoon she had
broached with Marjorie Sims the possibility of selling the
plantation and returning to Britain. Marjorie had been
surprised.

“Why on earth do you want to do
that?” she asked.

“Because I want and need a big,
hard and regular cock,” Eileen had replied coarsely, getting a
certain thrill out of making her needs abundantly clear. It was not
something that she would have done prior to coming to Balonga —
except with Peter. Nor was it a subject that she would broach with
any other person in Balonga. Marjorie was her closest friend and
boon drinking companion. Marjorie’s own kinks ran to sadism but
that was close enough to understand obsessive sexual needs.

Marjorie had frowned and thought
for a bit. She did not beat about the bush in her reply.

“Bad as that, is it?” she said
curiously. “What about your manager?”

“He’s got a wife — and he loves
her.”

“Then get an overseer. They’re a
mixture of races but they’re more discreet than natives. Pay him so
he understands who’s boss. You don’t want it to get out hand.”

Eileen had been surprised at the
suggestion. Marjorie Sims was notably racist. “A black?” she said
wonderingly.

“Part black, part other things.
I don’t have to tell you to keep it quiet. You don’t want a bad
reputation do you? Now — we never had this conversation.”

“No,” Eileen had said
wonderingly.

Later on she had watched the
whipping, which Marjorie had arranged and seen Saul for the first
time.

She was not a woman to
prevaricate.

He would do. He would do very
well.

 



Chapter 4

 


Eileen had lingered over her
shower during which she had masturbated herself to a couple of
orgasms while fantasising about Saul. The man was obviously a
vicious rogue but Eileen divined that he would be marvellous in bed
— though perhaps a touch brutal. She made a mental note to ensure
that a riding whip was conveniently available during their first
fucking.

After the wanking she had felt
relaxed, donned a towelling robe and had then listened to the radio
news. There was no mention of Abando’s incursions but that was par
for the course. African governments never liked worrying their
population and thus rarely announced any bad news. In any case
Plantations were invariably strongly protected and people like
Abando usually led quite small bands of insurgents easily dealt
with by such defences.

She felt unaccountably uneasy.
Several times she paced over to the windows and peered through
them. Unlike Marjorie she preferred to keep the veranda doors
closed unless she was entertaining, thus allowing the full power of
the air-conditioning to fight out the enervating heat from
outside.

She heard a door bang open at
the front of the house and made out voices which sounded agitated
even though she could not hear what was actually being said. A few
moments later the door to her drawing room opened and Michael
Dawson entered, accompanied by a big, sweat soaked man with bilious
red cheeks.

She frowned at him. It was John
Sims. It was immediately obvious that he was distraught.

“They’ve taken over my
plantation!” he screamed. “Hundreds of them. Killed my guards and
chased me through the jungle for miles. Bloody murderers!”

“What about Marjorie — and your
secretary?”

“Probably getting fucked stupid.
You know what happens to white women if the natives get them.”

‘Roughly the same thing that
happens to black woman when white men are on heat,’ Eileen thought.
Nevertheless the thought of the tough and capable Margaret Sims in
the hands of the savage Abando filled her with horror.

“We’d better leave at once,”
Michael Dawson said. “Mr Sims says his workers rebelled and joined
Abando. That sort of dissension could easily spread to our
plantation.”

It was getting dark outside and
Eileen did not fancy riding through the jungle at night with a
horde of savages on the loose.

“Might be better to wait until
morning,” she murmured.

Sims recoiled. “Wait! Wait! D’y
not hear what I’ve said, woman? The jungle’s full of bloodthirsty
natives!”

“I agree, Eileen. We must get
out as soon as possible. This could be serious.” Michael said.

She clenched her fists in
annoyance and peered again at the windows.

‘Damn it,’ she thought. ‘So much
for my fantasies with Saul.’

 


***

Jean was strung up in the
whipping frame just outside the veranda of the Sims’ bungalow. Her
arms were splayed wide apart above her head and her insteps barely
touched the floor. She was extremely uncomfortable — but far more
than that, she was frightened. There passed through her mind the
memory of the native girl who had been strung up in precisely the
same spot and in the same way those few hours ago while she herself
had sat comfortably drinking on the veranda. Now the roles were
reversed for the native girl, wearing only a short kirtle of
plaited reeds, stood on the veranda, glaring hard at her. Glinting
in her ears was a pair of diamond earrings that Jean knew had been
owned by Marjorie Sims. Jean could not dismiss from her mind the
memory of the beating which the other had suffered and which might
now be perpetrated on herself. There were a few other natives
standing staring at her but the bungalow itself was crowded with
people most of whom were obviously more interested on what was
going on inside than in the white girl hanging from the whipping
frame.

The noise was almost continuous,
shouts, whoops of laughter, smashing crockery and furniture,
rhythmic hand clapping — it was a cacophony of sound indicative of
the barbarity of what was going on inside the stricken
building.

Jean was still technically
clothed though ‘clothed’ was a somewhat marginal description. Her
blouse was torn and her brassiere had been rolled down around her
slender waist. Her high, firm rounded breasts jutted out like the
prow of an old time ship and her nipples were, for some reason she
could not understand, prinking out like long, bulbous darts. Her
panties were around her thighs, revealing most of her buttocks, her
cleft sex lips and a thin growth of pubic hair.

The virtually naked, evil
smelling men who had secured her to the whipping post had groped
her mercilessly, ignoring her screams of outrage and the minimal
amount of struggle that she was able to undertake.

Jean was a somewhat introverted
girl who, in spite of her prettiness, had always been cautious
about sex. Brought up as a very strict Catholic, she had intended
to retain her virginity until marriage. She ultimately realised
that such piety resulted in a dearth of suitors and had been forced
to gradually lower her standards. During the last the last eighteen
months or so, she had finally allowed her body to be fondled by
boyfriends and she had usually confined their attentions to the
upper regions of her body. Her most recent boyfriend had been more
successful in his endeavours and had both groped her vulva and
achieved intercourse with her. She had not found the latter very
stimulating; it had been a little painful and rather messy.
Certainly she had not found being fucked the ‘earth shaking’
experience of repute — far from it. Being groped was exciting
enough; feeling the most secret parts of her body being sensuously
handled by male hands always sent tingles of delight surging
through her. The problem that was heavy petting usually ended in
intercourse. Given her upbringing and her unsatisfactory
experiences that was not something which Jean was very happy about.
Moreover her aim was to get married, not to give males her body
merely for their own gratification.

It was partly to sort out her
sexual complexes that Jean had agreed to come to Balonga on an
eighteen-month contract. She was a competent secretary and thought
that working abroad would broaden her working experience and
perhaps develop a different sort of approach to sex.

Having been in Balonga for three
months, Jean found that she hated the place. The hot, heavy wet
climate, the sickening jungle stenches, the dislike of being
surrounded by semi naked, savage natives — slaves in all but name —
who were kept in submission by a brutal regime of armed guards and
vicious overseers, the heavy drinking white rulers who used the
native women as casual whores. It seemed to her that she had been
dropped into a mid nineteenth century environment that remained
frozen in time.

Until now!

And now it was even worse!

Tears ran down her face. She had
seen the actual stripping and branding of the formidable Marjorie
Sims. Nor did she doubt that the noise from the bungalow indicated
that the once all-powerful woman had been assaulted.

Nor was there much doubt that
she was destined to suffer the same fate. The thick black cocks
would impale her hardly used vulva, spraying their disgusting
juices into her womb with results that she feared to even
contemplate.

Rape would be a terrible thing
but Jean knew that she would welcome it as an alternative to
branding or flogging. All women ultimately got fucked — as her
British based boyfriend had finally persuaded her — but cruelty was
something else again.

Yet she knew that it was not
necessarily one or the other. Marjorie Sims had been branded — and
almost certainly dishonoured as well. Nor was that likely to be the
end of her ill treatment.

She shuddered and gasped as she
was taken from contemplation to reality by the feel of stubby
fingers stroking her nipples.

“White girl fuck?”

There were two of them, both
fairly young, sixteen or seventeen at most, she guessed. One was a
tall, gangling youth, the other several inches shorter. Each had
tribal cuts in his face and wore only a loincloth. She guessed that
they were estate workers — or had been until Abando’s men had
arrived.

“No,” she quavered.
“Virgin.”

The tall native pushed her
knickers down around her ankles and his fingers penetrated her
vulva.

She could hear the squelching
noise as the questing fingers explored at leisure. He bent down and
sniffed at her sex, making her face burn red with humiliation.
Using both hands he stretched her slit sideways and she heard the
other boy laugh.

“No virgin,” one of them
said.

“Please — I am. I ride horses
and it breaks the maidenhead,” she lied. She relapsed into their
sort of pigeon speak hoping it might gain her sympathy.

“Me — virgin. Really.”

The tall native pushed his wet
fingers under her nose.

“No virgin. No stink like
virgin.”

“Lick,” said the shorter boys.
“Lick fingers clean.”

“Please,” she begged. “I’m not a
planter. I’ve only been here a short time. I hate it …”

“Lick fingers,” the tall boy
repeated implacably.

“Please …” she began, and then
screamed in agony as the smaller boy put his mouth over her left
erect nipple left nipple and bit down hard.

Jean capitulated. She licked at
the wet fingers, tasting her own juices, shuddering with disgust
but almost frozen with fear.

The shorter boy had moved round
behind her and was exploring the cleft of her buttocks and, with a
chill of disgust, she felt him test the entrance to her anus.

The tall boy was gazing into her
face, obviously interested in watching her expression. He put up
his hands and cupped her tits; she yelped in pain from her bitten
nipple but he just laughed.

A thumb was pressing against her
anus, pushing hard, entering.

She squealed with distaste and
saw the girl who had been flogged those few hours ago, laughing
towards her.

The invading thumb slid firmly
into her body, reaming her with calculated disdain. She felt
utterly humiliated as other fingers entered her vulva and she
realised that she was held as if she were a jug, the fingers in one
hole and the thumb in another. She felt fingers and thumb press
against her inner membranes as if attempting to meet.

Jean threw back her head in
despair.

“Please,” she moaned
uselessly.

The fingers were withdrawn
suddenly and she imagined that her anus had snapped shut though her
vulva seemed to still agape.

She hung breathless for a
moment, waiting for whatever was to come next. The shorter boy
moved around to confront her, he raised his hand in front of her
face and she shrank back as she recognised the odour of excrement
on his thumb.

“Clean it,” he said gently.

“No,” she said hoarsely.

“Lick it clean, “he repeated.
“It’s your mess and you must clean it up.”

“No,” she shrieked in outrage.
“I won’t do that.”

The taller boy grabbed a bunch
of her pubic hair and yanked it from her body.

Her scream was heart
rending.

“Do it. Lick it clean of shit,”
the shorter boy said tonelessly.

She did it, choking loudly and
crying with humiliation at the foulness of what she was being made
to do.

 



Chapter 5

 


“We have to go now. At once,”
Michael said desperately. “We’ve no idea how close the rebels are
but John says that the jungle is full of rogue workers out to kill
whites.”

“Bloody right!” John Sims
growled.

“What about our guards?” Eileen
demanded. “We employ them for situations like this.”

Sims almost danced with
exasperation. “Most of them have gone already. The rest are getting
ready to leave. They could handle a plantation uprising but not the
whole territory in revolt and General Abando on the loose.”

“What about the legion? They
should have enough men to put this rising down.”

“The telephone lines between
here and the Capital are down and the radio is dead at the moment,”
Michael said. His good-looking face was white and his voice was
strained. “We really do have to get out of here. Every plantation
is like a flame to a moth — and there’s a hell of a lot of
moths.”

Eileen made up her mind. “I’ll
get changed. Get your wife and the Range Rover.”

“They’re outside,” Sims snapped.
“We’ve no time to waste. You’ll have to come as you are.”

“I’m naked under this robe,”
Eileen said acidly. “If I’m going to take risks I’d rather take
them with my knickers on!”

Sims threw up his hand and
turned his back on her. Michael looked worried. Eileen though that
both of them were panicking. She turned on her heel and walked to
her bedroom.

She dressed quickly. Sensible
cotton knickers, a fully supportive brassiere, a long sleeved
safari blouse, cotton bush trousers, thick socks and jungle boots.
Lastly she buckled a revolver holster around her waist and pulled
on a white brimmed bush hat.

She glanced at herself in the
mirror.

“Shapeless but practical,” she
observed to her reflection.

At that moment there was a burst
of shooting at the front of the house and the sound of an engine
starting.

Her blood ran cold and she swung
towards the door, hand fumbling to upholster the revolver. The
veranda door crashed open behind her and she turned to face the
intruder the gun rising in his direction.

She frowned.

Saul was framed in the doorway,
his big frame lathered with sweat. He beckoned her.

“They’re at the front door. In a
second they’ll be here. Come with me.”

She sprinted across the room and
followed him as he ran towards the bush. It was quite dark now but
there were flames to her left; the Dawson’s' bungalow was on fire.
She had a glimpse of dancing figures a few yards away, and then she
crashed into the bush and continued to follow Saul.

 


***

Eileen had no idea where she
was. She had blindly followed Saul and that had worked out OK
because there was no sight or sound of any pursuers. She was
saturated in sweat and her lungs seemed on the point of bursting
from the long run through the jungle. But she had survived — for
the moment.

She sat with her back against a
tree, her breathing harsh and fast, the revolver still clasped in
her hand.

Saul was obviously much fitter
than she because he was breathing normally and his ears were cocked
listening for any untoward sound from the jungle around them. He
waved a hand towards her and put a finger to his mouth indicating
silence.

Eileen tried to reduce the tempo
and noise of her breathing.

In fact the two figures slipped
into the small clearing soundlessly.

In panic, Eileen raised her
revolver. Saul, moving fast knocked it to one side and fortunately
it did not go off.

“Friends,” Saul hissed.
“Friends. Don’t shoot.”

The newcomers did not look like
friends. They were native Congolese, blue black and wearing nothing
but breechclouts. Instinctively Eileen shrank away from them.

 


***

Saul spoke perfectly good
English but he had decided to use a spurious pigeon English in his
conversations with Eileen. He still lusted after her and knew that
the dangerous situation in which she found herself could easily be
manipulated to his advantage.

In truth the small group were
all in considerable danger. The two newcomers were workers on the
Sims’ plantation who had no confidence that the uprising would be
successful. They believed that the Balonga Foreign Legion would
eventually strike back and massacre anyone who had been associated
with the rebels. They wanted to vacate the scene as quickly as
possible — but they would suffer an awful fate if the rebels
guessed what they intended. Saul, a brutal overseer on the Sims’
plantation, had no alternative but to attempt an escape though his
mixed race gave him a limited amount of anonymity — as long as he
was not recognised. As for Eileen — any white woman falling into
the hands of the rebels would suffer plunder, pain and worse as a
matter of course.

Saul however had a fertile, if
ruthless, mind and he had already conjured up a scheme which would
ease the position of everyone — except, possibly, Eileen.

He and the two new arrivals
nodded to each other and Saul once again put a finger to his lips,
indicating silence to Eileen. He could easily have disarmed her but
made no attempt to do so.

‘This proud white bitch,’ he
reflected quietly, ‘can be her own instrument of humiliation.’

Moving quickly he slid off his
jeans, leaving himself naked. Pleasurably he heard her gasp.
‘They’re all the same,’ he thought. ‘Black, brown, white or
whatever, a nine and a half inch prick always gets their
attention.’ He was proud of his cock; it was usually hard and
reared stallion-like as if ever seeking fresh prey.

He flung the jeans into the
bushes surrounding them and stretched his body confidently. She
gaped up at him, clearly lost for words, eyes fixed on his rampant
member.

“Danger,” he grunted thickly as
if having difficulty enunciating English. “Many rebels …”

He waved an indicative hand to
all points of the compass then pointed at the two watching
Congolese. “Friends. No like rebels. We guard you. All friends
here.”

“Oh, yes,” Eileen gasped with
obvious eagerness. “Help me and you’ll be well rewarded.”

‘I intend to be well rewarded,’
Saul thought cynically. ‘And not just with money.’

“We play game,” Saul said
dramatically. “We rebels — you,” he flung his hand out towards her.
“You — our captive.”

He grinned at her in
reassurance, though Saul’s face was not designed to convey
encouragement. “Pretend. Yes. Pretend.”

 


***

Eileen fully understood what was
being proposed and was bright enough to realise that it probably
offered the best chance of escape. They would pretend that they had
captured her and then make their way to safety, bluffing their way
though any difficulties.

She nodded eagerly, though she
found it difficult to take her eyes off his jutting cock. Saul had
attracted her physically from the first moment she had laid eyes on
him and even now, when lust was equally balanced by fright, she
found it difficult to be objective about him. She wondered if he
intended to stay naked?

“You understand. Pretend — but
serious?”

“Yes. I understand. Agree.
Yes.”

He nodded.

“Good. Take off clothes.”

He kept his face expressionless
but inwardly elation surged through him as he saw the shocked
expression dawn on her face.

“My — my clothes?”

“White woman prisoner no wear
clothes.” Saul said poker faced, but inwardly enjoying himself
hugely. “You bare arsed like all other white women this night. No
clothes.”

It did, of course, make sense.
White women prisoners would be stripped and assault d as a matter
of routine.

Her mouth opened and closed like
a fish out of water. Naked in the company of three natives would
leave her vulnerable indeed. Eileen was no fool. She shot a
suspicious look at Saul.

“Perhaps later,” she said
sharply.

“Now!” Saul growled. “Or we
leave you. Dangerous with clothes. Dangerous for us.”

The problem was that she could
see his point of view. Given the horrifying situation in which she
found herself she was probably making a choice between decency and
death.

Slowly she climbed to her feet
and began to undress. She was tempted to ask them to turn their
backs but that would achieve nothing. She threw off the, hat,
shirt, boots and pants and stood in front of them clad only in the
modest knickers and brassiere.

Saul never took his eyes off
her, surveying her figure with obvious interest. Although
reprimands rose to her lips they were never uttered.

“All,” he said as she stood in
front of the men trying to decide whether to continue. Sweat had
soaked both brassiere and knickers but each was solid enough top
prevent any more bodily revelations.

The two Congolese were also in a
state of erection. The three men stood around her and there was no
doubt that their interest was purely sexual. She was aware of their
rank body odours but the most pervasive of those were the
testosterone scents, which they gave off.

“All,” Saul intoned then turned
slightly as if he were about to walk away.

“All right,” she said sharply
and the brassiere came off and dropped at her feet. She then took a
deep breath, bent and lowered her knickers.

Now she was fully revealed,
stark naked, and utterly at their mercy. The thought sent a chill
through her but she gazed defiantly at them.

There was no reassurance in the
looks, which they returned. Their gaze seemed to feast on her bared
body. Saul’s cock jerked several times in a way that left nothing
to the imagination while the other two men pressed closer to get a
better view.

Worst of all, however, was her
bodily reaction. She recognised the musky odour of her lust and
felt the wetness at her crotch. She resisted an urge to cover
herself with her hands recognising that such a gesture would be
ludicrous. The whole point of this humiliation was that it was
taking place in the larger interest of protecting her life — and,
for that matter — their lives.

“Have a good look, boys,” she
said huskily, more for her own reassurance then theirs. “It’s all
the same sort of stuff you’ve seen before, probably many times.
Boring.”

It was clear that the men were
far from bored. Saul was actually fingering his cock and his face
was covered in sweat.

She laughed nervously. “Look
boys — this is a dangerous place to hang about. Let’s get
moving.”

At least if they were moving
through the undergrowth they would have something else to think
about.

Saul shook his head. “No. Other
things first.”

She frowned. “What other
things?”

“You. Too clean. No marks. Not
fucked.”

Her eyes dilated and her voice
rose a pitch. “W-what?” she quavered.

“You white woman. Captured.
First thing — sexual assault. You struggle — get marks on body.
Smell of man on you. Dirt on arse. Wet cunt.”

She shrank back. “I don’t
understand —”

“Best we fuck you now. On
ground. Make you dirty — smelly. But look right.”

“No” she said sharply. “I …” she
hesitated.

There was a sudden crashing
sound and the noise of men talking, perhaps one hundred or so yards
away.

The four people in the small
clearing dived to the ground in common fear and lay there, trying
to control the sound of their breathing.

Saul was stretched next to
Eileen, their bodies touching at the hip. His face turned towards
her and silently motioned silence. His moved on to his side and
hand rested on her thigh. Her mouth opened in shock as she realised
that his cock was pressed, seemingly accidentally, against her
hand.

Her body trembled at his erotic
nearness; it had been weeks since she had been fucked and even the
developing danger so few yards away did not dispel her sudden
desire.

The voices were shouting at each
other though in a native tongue. There was little doubt that it was
a party of rebels. To Eileen’s relief the noise began to move away
towards the north. It was only when it was clear that they were not
going to be found that she made a decision.

She clasped the big cock in her
hand and gently rubbed her body against his feeling his sweat
mingle with hers.

His face turned towards her,
grinning.

“I trust you,” she whispered.
“OK. Whatever you like. But just you.”

He shook his head. “All. You get
fucked good — whenever I want. Whenever they want. Then all
happy.”

His cock felt huge and she
caressed it gently. His hand moved between her legs and his fingers
shoved straight into between her pouting sex lips, making her
gasp.

“No,” she argued. “You happy and
me happy. You no need to share.”

In her excitement she had
relapsed into the sort of pigeon language that he was using.

“All happy or none happy. Other
thing dangerous.”

His fingers were probing into
her sex now and she felt the excitement rising in her. She tried to
think rationally. She was in great danger. Sexual assault was the
least of the things she would suffer if the insurgents caught her.
The best chance of ultimately escaping lay in what Saul was
suggesting; pretending that she was their prisoner and subject to
their constant abuse. That meant that she had to look abused. It
had to be realistic, and the other men had to be kept happy. Three
men and one woman was a recipe for all sorts of disasters.

She pondered. A couple of days
and they should reach safety. Opening her legs during that period
was not all that a big deal — and she had already conjured up some
dark fantasies in regard to Saul. His wet fingers slid out of her
sex hole and flickered around her anus. She put bet forward and
kissed his left nipple, then took it in her mouth and sucked it. As
she raised her eyes she saw one of the other men looking at her
curiously. Not even Peter had suggested that she should fuck a
black man — never mind three black men; like any other planter he
would have been aghast at the idea of three of his workers shagging
his pristine white wife.

She could not bring herself to
say it in words so she just nodded to him. She recognised the flash
of triumph across his face and experienced a moment of misgiving.
How much of this was necessity and how much opportunism? The noise
of the interlopers had grown steadily fainter and had now virtually
ceased. He grinned and raised his body; reluctantly her hands
released his cock.

“The others — can’t they leave
us —?”

“No split up. Not for nottin’.
Stay together.”

She heaved a sigh but she was
roused and she had made her decision. She opened her legs and
caught the graphic smiles on the faces of the other men: They had
probably never seen a naked white woman before and now they were
not only going to see one fucked — they were going to enjoy her
themselves afterwards.

 


***

Saul was delighted with the way
things were going. Watching this woman at the whipping earlier in
the day he had guessed that she was ripe for the plucking — or
rather for the fucking. That judgement had been well validated
though circumstances had helped a great deal. The party of
insurgents coming so close had been a great help; Saul had not felt
that they were in any danger while they were in this tiny clearing
surrounded by thick jungle. It was when they started to move that
they would create noise. By that time this woman would really look
like a prisoner and if insurgents spotted them they could probably
be bought off by giving her to them to use.

The great cock bored into her,
gorging on the wet, warm exterior, eliciting grunts of pleasure
from sweat soaked woman. Saul was proud of his big cock and even
proud of the way that he could use it to bring any woman to do his
bidding. Unlike many men he knew all about the sensitivity of the
clitoris and how skilful working on it could drive a woman to
distraction. He took his time over satisfying her, thrusting hard
and regularly and always ensuring that essential, steady friction
on her pleasure bud. She began to mutter and her body twisted and
turned under his manipulations. Perspiration was pouring off her
and her sex smell equalled that of any native girl.

“Oh — fuck me — please fuck me,
Saul. Oh — harder — harder …” Her well-educated vowels enunciated
clearly around the tiny clearing and the two men waiting their turn
slipped off their cache-sex garments and fondled themselves to
maximum erection.

The wet, regular slap, slap of
the bodies of Saul and Eileen resounded erotically and her legs
circled his hips and clasped behind his body, pulling him deeper
into him on the thrusts and relaxing on the withdrawals.
Remembering his promise to himself earlier in the day, he thrust
first one then two fingers into her arse-hole. He was grunting with
each thrust and his crotch burned against hers, their pubic hair,
his black, profuse and curly, hers blonde, sparse and silky grated
together. He felt the spunk flow begin to build up within him and
calculated to a nicety exactly when it would impel itself from his
body and spatter into hers. His last thrust was massive, driving
like a battering ram against her pelvis and forcing his spunk into
with the force of a hailstorm.

Eileen felt the force of his
ejaculation within her and a cloud of pleasure enveloped her. She
was moaning something incomprehensible but obscene and her body was
shuddering as if she were experiencing a fit. Her mouth gaped in a
wide ‘O’ and her cunt felt enlarged and open. For a long moment she
forgot her dangerous predicament and wallowed in the tide of lust
that engulfed her. Her consciousness was hazy — the only part of
her body of which she was aware was that of her fuck crevice.

When she finally drifted back
into sanity, he was sitting on her tits and shaking his streaming
cock in her face. She laughed but did not object and he bent
forward and wiped the great only semi-collapsed wanger on her face.
He did it slowly and carefully, leaving a glittering, snail-like
trail over her eyebrows, nose, cheeks and lips. It came to her that
she had never experienced such an orgasm before in her life. Not
even Peter had raised her to such heights of pleasure.

Certainly one part of the grand
plan had been achieved. Her body had thrashed around on the wet
jungle floor and she was now dirty. And she knew that she reeked of
sex and had a pussy full of thick, oozing come. No one who had
known the cool, sophisticated blonde beauty of a few hours previous
would have guessed that her performance had been willing — unless
they had watched it.

 



Chapter
6



Marjorie Sims was on her knees
in front of General Abando and no one could have doubted her
terror.

Her plumply naked figure
squirmed grotesquely in front of him for he had ordered that her
grovelling must be thoroughly debasing and apparent, not only to
himself but also to the sycophants who clustered around him, but no
such sycophant wanted to please General Abando more than the once
proud, previous mistress of the great Sims plantation.

Her left buttock still pained
from the cruel branding that disfigured it. It was a brand that
Marjorie herself had designed and was intended to be the ultimate
punishment of transgressors such as runaway workers, those who
attacked their legitimate betters or those who stole from the
plantation. Never had Marjorie suspected that she herself would one
day carry the brand, a large ‘S’ prominent enough to cover most of
the tender flesh of her mutilated nates.

Nearly as bad — no, nothing was
nearly as bad as the branding — were her shit marked features that
Abando had refused to allow her to clean. She was shit, he had
declared — and anyone could read it in her face. He had thought
that a masterpiece of wit and certainly his followers had laughed
uproariously.

So she prostrated herself before
him, vagina and asshole gaping obscenely and drooling jism from a
dozen or more fuckings. To Abando she was no longer important. He
had degraded her in the classic manner and whatever happened
subsequently she would never regain her previous standing. By now
the whole country would know that she had been thoroughly fucked,
branded and her face rubbed in Abando’s shit. Even her husband
would disown her after such dishonouring. The problem was that the
workers who had suffered under her sadistic cruelty were begging
General Abando to increase her punishment.

The General was a proud man with
a large ego and he had been heartened and pleased by the enthusiasm
and pleasure with which his liberation of the plantation had been
received. He was perfectly willing to comply with the workers’
requests. The difficulty was to decide what other degradations
could be inflicted on her. assault was a natural response but she
had suffered plenty of that already and would suffer a lot more
because the men who previously suffered under her brutality were
still queuing up to fuck her. Moreover the women wanted to inflict
their own measure of punishment and some of their ideas were
barbarous. Eventually, whatever punishment Marjorie Sims received
would be known by the whole world and General Abando did not wish
to be known as a monster.

General Abando, it should be
noted, was something of a moralist — within his own lights.

The aggrieved women, headed by
Winnie, the girl who had suffered under Marjorie Sims’ discipline
and had been responsible for her subsequent branding the previous
day, had submitted to the General a list of ultra sadistic
possibilities. Female cut was one suggestion; it would stop the
white bitch ever having satisfactory sex again. Continuing the
branding to include her other buttock and both her tits was
another. A thousand stroke thrashing was a further possibility.
Abando felt that such suggestions were a waste of good fuck
flesh.

Abando, who had slaked his lust
on Marjorie several times, plus a horde of very willing, nubile
young native girls only too willing to yield themselves to the
liberator over the previous night, was not in an imaginative mood.
He was tired. In truth he wanted to move on, for he was worried
that the so far dormant Balonga Foreign Legion might strike at his
forces. He held a number of farms and plantations in the area and
he judged that his forces were spread too thinly to resist a well
co-ordinated counter attack. He made up his mind.

“We will dig a latrine trench
and the white woman will be fastened down within it. Everyone who
needs to piss or shit today will use that latrine. Photographs will
be taken of the bitch. When we move on she will be taken with us as
a brothel woman — if her stink does not offend the nostrils of our
men folk. The other white girl will be a fuck slave for my men as
they continue to liberate the oppressed, when I have had first go
at her.”

There was widespread applause
and Marjorie, who had not stopped grovelling as the sentence was
pronounced, felt the hot tears scalding her cheeks. Her once
vaunted coolness had disappeared overnight and she was just a
frightened middle aged woman. Inwardly she promised herself that if
she ever escaped from this hell she would leave Africa and never
return. She spared no pity for Jean and the varied assaults to
which she would be subjected. She had no pity for Jean for all that
she possessed was concentrated on herself.

The General turned his attention
to military matters for a while; it seemed like a good time to go
the rounds of the farms and bungalows his men had captured and make
sure all was well. In any case he was tiring of his games with
Marjorie, so General Abando went outside to see how things were
faring with Jean. Off to one side some of his men were supervising
the digging of the promised latrine; naturally some of the female
slaves from the plantation, the less attractive ones, were doing
the actual digging, while the men supervised, mostly with the aid
of light bamboo canes. Leaving Jean hanging in the whipping frame
available to be groped by any soldier who happened to pass by, he
set off on his tour of inspection.

 


***

Until now the other two
Congolese had been little more than background figures. Now, as the
first approached her, Eileen looked at them carefully for the first
time. They were of medium height, naked bodies — for both had
discarded their cache sex-- blue black and glistening with sweat
and oil. The oil was rancid and was applied to give protection from
insect bites and both men stank abominably — much worse than Saul
who merely gave out a heavy, unwashed body odour.

They were regarding her
curiously; summing up the big tits, the slender body and the oozing
cooze. There was nothing that they had not seen before — but in
different colours. In their experience, white women were always
modestly covered, usually sparkling clean and haughty in their
relationship with natives. Untouchable –and probably uninterested
sexually — which they had thought, was why white men so frequently
used the native girls.

Now they saw this white woman
naked and dirty and having just opened her legs enthusiastically to
Saul. Her sex still yawned red, wide open, drooling thick, creamy
ooze, her white skin seeming to exaggerate its size. Her obscene
mutterings and sinuous wriggling while being fucked had displayed a
definite lustfulness. And now, it was their turn. The white woman
was going to hump each of them.

They were very alike. Virtually
hairless, of medium height, strong legs and thighs. They had wide,
flat faces marked with tribal cuts and inexpressive brown eyes.
Even their cocks were similar, erect, pink tipped and some eight
inches in length.

“All right boys,” Eileen said
caustically. “This is probably new to both of us.” She settled
herself comfortably on her back and parted her legs wide,
philosophising that if she had to do this she might as well lay
back and enjoy it.

The body stink was the worst
thing and, like most smells, it was not as apparent after a few
moments had passed — particularly when the cock was reaming her
body. As before she clasped her legs behind his back and moved her
body in concert with his. He was not as practised as Saul in
massaging her clit with his prick but he was no amateur either.
Soon she was panting lustfully and murmuring obscene endearments
that he could have understood. He exploded into her with
considerable forces, jerking his buttocks hard so that his jism
slapped bullet like against the walls of her womb.

“Not bad,” Saul’s sardonic voice
said and she made a face at him in the dim light. She had not been
fucked for months and she was forcibly reminded that the cock was
superior to the finger.

“Next client,” she called out
wryly as the first man extracted himself from her.

The next man sat on her belly
and began to tease her tits.

“Oh. Foreplay you want is it?”
she murmured ironically. “Well good on you, mate.”

Her hand gripped his penis and
fondled it gently. She saw a sparkle in his eyes that contrasted
with the expressionless mien of his predecessor.

Just over his shoulder, watching
intently, she saw Saul. His prick was enormous again and, like a
Ghurkha sword, she doubted that it would be put away before being
used.

‘This is going to be a busy
night, darling. And you’re number one attraction.’ she told
herself, though not without some satisfaction. ‘Might as well make
the most of it. Even if it is a tawdry bunch of — literally —
fuckers.’

With the exception of the
sessions with Jade, she had never had sex in front of others before
though Peter had made it clear that he had hankered after it. She
had felt that it would be embarrassing but that was not the case.
They were all naked, all randy and all in the same sort of danger.
Someone had once written that the best time for fucking was when
you were in fear for your life.

Eileen was not about to
argue.

 



Chapter 7

 


When he returned from doing the
rounds of his holdings, General Abando went to see how things were
faring with Jean. Off to one side some of his men were using the
famous latrine; it amused him to see how carefully they were
aiming. Piss was easy to aim, but the way those squatting were
shuffling their arses and looking over their shoulders indicated
that precision shitting was the latest hobby.

Moving over to the whipping
frame the General walked slowly round Jean eyeing her with obvious
interest. When he was again in front of her he took hold of her
pubic hair and pulled none too gently. This moved her mons into a
more prominent position and the General sniffed it.

“Ready for a fuck,” he declared,
“but not just yet.”

Jean was trembling with fear as
he spoke; fear which was not decreased by his postponing her
ravishment. Using his swagger stick he poked at her breasts,
laughing as this made them bounce up and down. He took a
wicked-looking knife from his belt and waved it under her nose.

“Hold still or you get cut,” he
said.

Jean thought he was going to cut
her panties off, but he again grabbed her pubes and started to hack
the sparse hair away with the knife. The pain of the pulling made
her writhe and he warned again, “You get cut.”

When he had roughly hacked most
of her body hair off he pushed the handle of the knife into her
vagina and laughed again. Moving behind her he fiddled at her anus
and then she felt something cold and hard being thrust up into her
rectum. She had no idea what it was until he came in front of her
again, waving his swagger stick with one end soiled with liquefied
shit. Fearing she was to be made to lick this clean, Jean cringed,
but was really quite relieved when he wiped it on her tits instead.
Retrieving his knife from her cunt he licked the handle himself and
then used it, as she had first expected, to cut the remains of her
clothes away. After groping her now almost hairless slit for a few
moments, he stepped back, looking her up and down again and
nodding, she thought, to himself in satisfaction.

The pain of the first cut of the
whip, across the small of her back, was totally beyond anything
Jean had ever experienced in her life. It hurt so much that the
whole world spun round her and she could not even draw a breath to
scream. Urine and faeces shot quite involuntarily from her body as
it thrashed about in the whipping frame, spraying those nearest the
frame with evil smelling liquids. Even her shit was almost a
liquid.

A second stripe was lower and
caught the top of her buttocks, with the end curling round to
inflict a nasty cut to her belly. This time she screamed and
screamed until she passed out from shock and shortage of
breath.

Consciousness and the
concomitant pain returned when a bucket of water was thrown over
her face and upper body. The smell from the excrement on her upper
body was the first external stimulus she noticed and she glanced
down to see that it was now running down her body with the
water.

The third cut of the whip was
across her upper thighs and the pain was somehow slightly more
bearable because of the previous pain. Wildly she wondered how many
times the whip would descend before she passed out into the
merciful oblivion. In the distance she could hear someone
screaming, but never realised that it was she herself whose cries
she heard. She saw the General say something, but in her
disoriented state she did not understand a word of what he said.
Then he disappeared again behind her.

Rough hands rubbed over her
upper legs and her back, making the welts from the whipping sting
dreadfully again. Oddly, this lesser pain helped to clear her head
and she heard the General give an order which made her wonder
whether it would make her situation better, or worse.

 


***

Marjorie’s wrists had been
hand-cuffed together and then the cuffs were tied to a stake in the
bottom of the latrine. This gave her some freedom of movement and
she managed to avoid most of the shit that was dumped in there
during her first hour of punishment. Urine was a different matter,
since the men took great delight in aiming their jets of hot liquid
at the face, especially. After half an hour the stench was
unbelievable and Marjorie could hardly breathe.

Her spirits were at a really low
ebb when she heard an increase in the noise above. The man who was
trying to land the last few drops from his bladder on her face,
quickly turned and ran away, as near as she could tell towards the
house. Then a cheer went up and she assumed rightly that the
General had returned and was talking to his men. Then all went
quiet for a few moments, followed by the unmistakable sound of a
whip being applied with considerable enthusiasm.

No discernible sound came from
the victim, or at least none which was not drowned by the roar of
approval that went up from the crowd. A second blow was followed by
an almost unearthly screaming, sounding like a soul in torment in
hell, which Marjorie recognised at once as Jean’s voice.

‘So they are whipping her first,
before they fuck her silly. I wonder if she can stand it, or if
she’ll go off her rocker?’ thought Marjorie.

Then another thought came, ‘They
haven’t whipped me yet. Oh that frame would be the ultimate
humiliation. Worse even than the assault and the shit.’

Her body shuddered and the
abrading of her arse on the floor of the latrine reminded her of
the brand which already marked her ultimate humiliation. She would
never dare to let a white man see her naked, or even touch her
again. She began to tremble at the thought that the General might
brand her other buttock.

Meanwhile she heard the dreadful
sound of the whip above her. Three strokes she thought Jean had and
then some other torture which made the young girl cry out again.
The lack of any truly horrendous yell told her that Jean had not
been branded. Marjorie found herself wishing she had been able to
see the eighteen year old white secretary in the whipping
frame.

 


***

When she came to her senses Jean
was being untied from the whipping frame, which seemed to involve a
lot more groping, and then dragged over to General Abando. It was a
major tenet of his that the leader of men had to be first with
every opportunity for booty of any kind, so he would fuck this
white woman first, then his men could have her.

“You stink,” he said, quite
unnecessarily because Jean was acutely aware that she still bore
considerable traces of her loss of control over her sphincters.

“Bring water,” he ordered and
then countermanded it, “No the rain barrel will do. Put her in
there to clean herself.”

Jean was dumped unceremoniously
in the large water butt which held the rainwater caught on the
roof. It was usually used for drinking, but it would serve as an
impromptu cold bath. Her head was thrust under the water and held
there for a while, then she was allowed up into the air spluttering
before being dunked again. After the fourth or fifth near-drowning,
the General decided that he had better intervene before they had a
corpse on their hands. That wouldn’t stop most of his men raping
and buggering her, as long as the body was still warm, but he
preferred his women alive and aware of what he was doing to
them.

“Get yourself clean and ready
for a good fuck,” he said to her, “Pretend it’s for one of those
tiny prick white men.”

Jean had her own reasons for
wanting to wash herself, and they certainly didn’t include looking
forward to being sexual assault, which she imagined would be no
long lasting than the fumbling English boy had been. She never even
considered that she might be sodomised.

Before she had really got
herself what she would have considered clean, the General lost
patience and dragged her out of the barrel. Holding her by her hair
he looked her over lasciviously as she tried to cover her breasts
and cunt with her hands, suddenly shy in front of this man who was
about to assault her.

“You got any more shit in your
arse?” the General roared, “Cause if you shit on me you wish you
never been born.”

Jean didn’t answer, but
evidently he did not expect an answer. She was suddenly pushed back
to the edge of the barrel and bent over the rim face down, with her
head dangerously close to the water. Her arms were grabbed and held
stretched out along the edge of the barrel and her ankles were
dragged unceremoniously apart and also held.

Her first inkling of what was to
come was when two hands spread her buttocks apart, reawakening the
pain of the whipping, and she felt what she thought was a thumb
pressing against her anus. The burning and ripping sensation as the
General’s fat prick pushed its way into the narrow sphincter of her
arse was infinitely worse than the pain when a thumb had been
thrust up there earlier. Jean’s shrieks of agony and humiliation
were ignored as the General, encouraged by his troops, strove to
bury his whole giant prick in this tight virgin white arse. A final
thrust achieved his goal and his heavy balls swung against her
cunt.

Jean was thrashing about in
agony and the four men holding her limbs were hard put to maintain
their grips. The General, now ensconced in one of the hottest and
tightest holes he had ever used, decided to take a hand himself.
Leaning forwards he pushed Jean’s face into the water, taking care
not to submerge her ears.

“Keep still, or I’ll drown you,”
he growled.

Jean considered suicide by
drowning for a moment, but could not bring herself to do it. She
stopped struggling and found that the pain was lessened if she
remained still. Then the General started pumping in her arse and
the burning pain was redoubled. Fortunately for Jean, the tightness
of her rectum was having its effect on him and sooner than he would
have wished, he shot a large load of semen into her bowels.

Pulling away, he wiped his prick
on one of Jean’s arse-cheeks and turned to his men saying, “OK. You
can have her now.”

 


***

Eileen woke feeling totally
disoriented. Why was she lying in the grass on the floor of a small
jungle clearing? As she came more awake, why was she naked and
alone? When she moved to get up she realised the soreness of her
mouth, vagina and anus and these aches brought the memories of the
session with Saul and his friends. She could scarcely believe what
she had done. Had she really demeaned herself so far as to allow,
not one, but three blacks have her?

When she though about it she had
not only let them, she had begged them. The moment the second one
had finished his first fuck she had been begging for the third to
take her. And taken she had been, well and truly, and often, and in
every orifice. Worst of all she had loved it.

Coming back to her present
predicament, she could understand why she had fallen asleep, but
had Saul really betrayed her? Had he taken his pleasure of her and
then just left her here for any predator, human or animal to gobble
up? She giggled slightly hysterically as she saw the pun, or for
her to gobble them.

Suddenly something made her
listen intently. There it was again, the sound of someone moving
stealthily through the jungle. There were definitely people moving
round in the jungle; Eileen panicked and ran to the edge of the
clearing farthest away from the sounds. There she started to climb
one of the trees, just as the first of the group of strangers burst
into the clearing, wearing a rag tag of uniforms and carrying
rifles. Seeing a figure climbing a tree one of them fired his
rifle, but his aim was wildly out. Eileen gave up all hope at that
point and fell back down the five feet or so she had managed to
climb.

When she hit the clearing floor
it did not hurt her because of the springy undergrowth, but it did
knock some of the wind out of her. She lay there staring at the
newcomers as they advanced quickly jabbering among themselves.

One of them pushed himself
forwards and asked, “Who you? Where your friends?”

Eileen decided to put a bold
front on things and to bluster her way out of the predicament she
was now in. She had no idea to whom these men were loyal, or even
if they were a small independent band of marauders taking advantage
of the chaos in the area. The man who had asked the question
casually lowered his zip and waved a very serviceable penis at
her.

Without thinking, she came up on
to her knees and started to suck it, almost as a conditioned
reflex. Then she was suddenly surrounded and many hands were on her
body lifting and turning and bending it. Still sucking the first
man’s rapidly growing penis, Eileen found herself standing with her
feet apart, bent at the waist so that her head was in the right
position for the unknown stranger to fuck her face. At each side
were more black men fumbling under her torso to grope at her firm
rounded breasts. As one of them pinched a nipple, she discovered
that her nipples were hard rubbery nubbins on her tits. Another
hand had found her mons and was twining itself in and out of her
hair, pulling and probing her clitoris in the most exciting
way.

Unconsciously she opened her
knees further and a penis thrust deep into her vagina. Eileen felt
the climax building inside her as the penises fucking each end of
her synchronised their movements. Then she felt bereft as the prick
in her cunt vanished leaving an aching void. A howl of
disappointment squeezed out of her mouth round the edges of the now
solid cock in her mouth, and half way down her throat.

Then the prick at her rear was
back, probing the narrower passage. One thrust and the helmet was
through the sphincter and into the cum laden heat of her bowels. A
second thrust and it was deep inside her. The movement this caused
made her jerk forwards and the cock in her mouth was forced into
her throat, causing her to gag a little. Whatever sparked her
orgasm, it came now and the two men were carried into their own
climaxes on the wave of her threshing body. As Eileen lost all
sense of space and time she wondered if there would be an explosion
when the two lots of semen, injected into her body at opposite
ends, met in her belly.

 


***

Just as General Abando’s men
pulled the unfortunate Jean round and down on to the floor to be
fucked, there was a rattle of gunfire and one of the men holding
her arm fell over with a hole appearing just over one eye. ‘How
odd,’ thought Jean in the near delirium induced by the whipping and
sodomy inflicted on her, ‘that his third eye should not be in the
centre of his forehead.’

Dropping Jean’s other three
limbs unceremoniously, the rebels ran in panic for their weapons,
but the surprise attack was devastating and in a matter of moments
the rebel troops had either been killed, captured, or had fled. As
might be expected the brave General Abando was not among those who
remained at the plantation. A group of the uniformed men surrounded
Jean and started to jabber in a variety of languages.

Just then an officer, who she at
first thought was white, came up and asked, “Mrs. Sims?”

“No,” said Jean, “She’s over
there,” pointing to the latrine.

Marjorie was quickly extricated
from her noisome confinement and the officer shepherded the two
women into the house, where they cleaned themselves up as best they
could. When some sort of order and calm had been restored the
officer asked why they had been consorting with General Abando’s
men.

“It can hardly be called
consorting,” snapped Marjorie, “I was assaulted repeatedly and Jean
was whipped and about to be sexual assault when you rescued us. You
saw where you found me; did that look voluntary?"”

The officer wrinkled his nose
and Marjorie wondered if she would ever rid herself of the
smell.

“Tell me what happened,” he
demanded, then changed his mind and rapped out an order to his
men.

Jean was hustled outside while
the officer remained with Marjorie.

“Right,” said the officer as
Jean was led from the room, “Now tell me what really happened.”

“Good God; you’re a white man.
Why don’t you believe me?” blustered Marjorie, “Those bastards
assault me, sodomised me, shit on me, and tied me in the bottom of
a latrine. Then they whipped Jean, Abando sodomised her and were
about to gang plunder her. She was a virgin for God’s sake.”

The officer glared at her for a
moment and then said, “Let us get some things clear. I am Balongese
born of Balongese parents. I am not a white man, thank God. My
light skin is the result of my grandmother being sexual abused by
her owner. You say General Abando assaulted and sodomised you and
then shit on you. What were you doing while all this was going on?
I think you were cooperating because you secretly admired him.”

“No, no,” shrieked Marjorie, “I
had no choice. They would have killed me. I had no choice.”

“I suppose,” sneered the
officer, “I suppose you will tell me that you didn’t start by
kneeling in front of him and sucking his cock?”

Marjorie stared at him, “How did
you know that?”

“One of my men watched you. He
said you didn’t bite it off. That would have been resisting
him.”

“He would have killed me. God,
he already had me branded.”

“No. That was one of your own
women from the Plantation who did that. I think you were at least
half-way on his side. You were available to whoever seemed to be
winning. Well now I’m winning. Lie down and open your legs for me,”
he ordered.

Marjorie moved slowly to comply,
reflecting that he would say she was anti-government if she didn’t
and was anybody’s if she did. Well perhaps she was anybody’s now.
She lay on the bed and slowly lifted and spread her legs. The
officer motioned to the men in the room and three of them descended
on Marjorie and another hellish session of gang abuse started. Once
he was satisfied that his men would fuck her senseless, the officer
went outside to where two guards were tormenting Jean.

“Leave her alone,” he said and
the two men released her.

“You are supposed to be a
virgin?” the officer asked sarcastically, “Did the entire mob that
surrounds General Abando not change that?”

Jean shook her head
silently.

“But he fucked your arse?”

She nodded.

“So if I fuck you now you’ll
bleed will you?”

The shake of her head was so
slight as to be barely visible.

“Why not, if you are a virgin?”
asked the officer, obviously enjoying himself.

“Please,” Jean bagged, “Can’t I
put some clothes on?”

“Do you find it easier to lie if
you are dressed? Most people do,” said the officer, “Why would a
virgin not bleed?”

“In England I used to ride
horses and it broke my maidenhead,” Jean tried her story again,
“And anyway several of them put their fingers …”

She broke off sobbing.

“Come here,” was the next
order.

Jean came closer to him and he
cupped one breast in his hand, feeling her shudder at his
touch.

“I believe you have not had many
men,” he said, “If you don’t want to have a lot of my men fuck you
one after another, you had better be nice to me. You can start by
rubbing that tit into the palm of my hand.”

Jean looked at him for a long
moment and then moved her shoulder forward to press her nipple into
his palm.

“That’s better,” he said, “Oh
and you can rest assured I won’t go into your arse. I don’t want to
catch anything off General Abando.”

His other hand moved her head
round and he kissed her gently on the lips, probing with the tip of
his tongue. Obediently she opened her mouth and let him thrust it
inside.

Breaking off the kiss, he said,
“Now you can kiss me, and make me believe you want it.”

Remembering her more importunate
English boyfriends, she kissed him with as much enthusiasm as she
could muster, and then let one hand rest on his trousers, fingering
his prick through the rough material.

“Better,” he said, and quickly
released his zip.

Pressing her head down as she
shut her eyes tight, he put his already hard prick to her lips.
Jean had never done this, in spite of entreaties from her
boyfriends, so she was at a loss what to do. However he seemed
content to move the back of her head up and down while his hips
moved up. When his cock hit her throat she tended to gag a little,
but she managed to avoid him noticing that. After a minute or two
she felt a puff of air in her mouth and then it was filled with a
stickly, gooey, salty liquid.

As he came he pulled her up by
her hair and whispered in her ear, “Swallow, or die.”

Dutifully she swallowed the
stuff, not caring what it tasted like. Now he had come he would not
be able to assault her, she knew that. The boys in England had all
stopped the moment they had ejaculated.

Pushing her across the veranda
and bending her over the rail, he started to finger her vagina and
to rub her clitoris, just as she did herself sometimes in bed. She
felt herself becoming damper as her body reacted to the stimulation
of his fingers and he slid one, then two inside her cunt. This
roused her more, and she hardly noticed when they were replaced by
his cock. It was only when he held her hips to get more leverage
into his fucking that she realised that he was actually in her. He
lasted longer this time and her belly was rubbed sore on the rail
of the balustrade. As he came, there was a scream from her left and
she looked round to see one of the Balonga Foreign Legion cut off
the penis and balls of a prisoner and push them into his mouth. The
other soldiers watching raised a cheer and the man moved on to his
next victim.

“Stop them,” said Jean,
forgetting that she had just been ravished, “that’s … that’s
barbaric.”

“Oh, so you want to protect the
rebels do you?” asked the officer as he refastened his zip.

“Nobody is allowed to do that to
prisoners-of-war,” she said fiercely.

“Hey,” he shouted across to the
men round the little group of captives, “This one wants you to stop
cutting their balls off. She’s dripping my cum at the front and
General Abando’s at the back. Do you want her instead of what you
are doing?”

The soldiers came over to the
edge of the garden and the officer casually picked Jean up and
dropped her on the floor beside them.

“There you are, and I don’t care
what happens to her.”

The men swooped on her prone
body.

 


***

Two hours later Jean tottered
into the bedroom, over to Marjorie and collapsed into her arms,
overbalancing the older woman on to the bed. As Jean lay in her
arms, half on the bed and half on the floor, with jism oozing from
all three orifices and more drying on her tits, another soldier
came into the room and roughly dragged the young girl to her
feet.

“No,” said Marjorie, “No more.
She can’t stand any more.”

The soldier stared at her for a
moment and let go of Jean who collapsed in a heap on the bed.
Moving over to Marjorie, the soldier grabbed her roughly by one arm
and said, “OK. I not do her. I do you instead. You get what you
want.”

Marjorie sighed and was
surprised to feel a wave of maternal pride sweep over her; she was
sacrificing herself for her surrogate daughter. Moving to the edge
of the bed, she lifted and opened her legs in the now familiar
gesture of presentation and submission. Closing her eyes she waited
for the inevitable penetration by yet another prick. God only knew
how many pricks had been in any of her holes in the last couple of
days. Certainly far more than the four she had previously had in
her cunt and the two in her arse. Of course in her younger days in
England she had sucked more than a few to save herself from risking
pregnancy.

‘Pregnancy!’ she thought, “when
was my last period?’

She couldn’t remember and was
desperately trying to work out when she would be most at risk from
these black cunt users when she realised that she wasn’t actually
being fucked. Looking up at this soldier, she found that he was
pressing her tits together to get himself a tit-fuck.

“Oh, no,” she said, “It won’t
work like that.”

She pulled him down on the bed
and lifted his prick. Kneeling between his legs she gripped it
between her tits and rolled and rubbed it between them. In a matter
of seconds she received a faceful of sticky white goo as he
climaxed more from the thought of his erstwhile owner titting him
than from the actual stimulation.

 


***

Both women slept uninterruptedly
for some time, as the officer had all the soldiers loading their
equipment and all the moveable loot they could find into their
lorries.. Then he ordered that the women be brought out to witness
a parade. They were held by a single soldier each, one on each side
of him, as he stood on a small box as if taking the salute at a
formal march past. The men paraded in a very poor imitation of a
real army, but they did salute as they passed the officer. Then
they started to climb into the lorries.

As the troops left, Jean saw
that Marjorie was being ‘helped’, much against her will, into the
back of one of the lorries.

“Where are you taking Marjorie?”
she asked the officer.

“Oh, she has been assaulted and
injured by the rebels and she needs medical attention,” he
replied.

“I was whipped by the rebels and
violated, and worse, repeatedly by your men. Don’t I rate medical
attention also?” Jean demanded, still not quite grasping what was
happening.

Just then Marjorie’s voice could
be heard shouting “No, no, please, no more,” as the lorry drove
away.

“You too can come with us for
treatment if you wish, but I thought you might prefer to stay here
and take temporary control of the Sims’ plantation,” said the
officer.

Faced with the now clear choice
of more assaults or being left to fend for herself in the middle of
a civil war, Jean did not answer. The officer grinned, cupped one
of her aching breasts in his hand again and turned away to the
lorry. Soon afterwards Jean was alone in the house and she
collapsed on the stinking bed, crying her eyes out with relief at
the departure of all the men. As she lay there one worry above all
others surfaced in her mind.

What if she was, even now,
pregnant with a black man’s get?

 



Chapter 8

 


It must have been half an hour
after the Balonga Foreign Legion troops had left before Jean was
suddenly scared again when she heard stealthy footsteps on the
veranda. The door opened and General Abando came in to the
bedroom.

“On the bed waiting for more
fuck?” he asked, “You no chance.”

Suddenly the General’s assiduous
use of bad pidgin English slipped for a moment as he said, “I don’t
take the Balonga Foreign Legion’s sloppy seconds.”

Grabbing Jean’s hand he rolled
her over on to her belly and started to beat her unmercifully with
the swagger stick. She felt the blows mostly when he caught a bone
and she was sure that he had broken at least one of her ribs. Then
she felt the bed sway as he climbed on to it over her.

‘He’s going to do my bottom hole
again,’ she thought, but he made no move to do so.

Seconds later she felt warm
lumps landing on her back; the General was shitting on her! When he
had completed this process, the General lifted one of her hands and
used it to wipe his arse clean. Then he vaulted off the bed with
surprising ease for so large a man and ordered one of the watching
rebels to tie her to the bed. This operation seemed to require much
adjustment of the position of her breasts and checking that her
cunt was still comfortable, but eventually the men tired of groping
her and went away.

Jean was surprised a little
while later when she cautiously looked round and discovered that
she was alone in the bedroom. Despite all her writhing she could
not free her hands or feet, so she just lay there, fastened face
down on Marjorie’s bed, covered in the General’s shit, and
succumbed to another bout of tears. Eventually she cried herself to
sleep.

 


***

Alone in the jungle again, and
totally lost, Eileen rose to follow the soldiers, on the principle
that it was better to be with somebody, anybody, than be abandoned
again. One of the rebels waved a rifle menacingly in her direction,
so she sank to the floor and cried. They had not wanted to take her
with them. She was good enough to fuck, cunt, mouth and arse, but
not worth keeping. She sobbed her heart out at this, the ultimate
rejection.

Some time later, Eileen had lost
all sense of time; she heard men approaching and wondered what to
do. Before she could decide whether to flee deeper into the jungle,
a group of uniformed soldiers led by an officer came into the
clearing.

“Another white woman and she
used to be a blonde,” he said.

Lifting her roughly to her feet
he added, “And a natural blonde under all the dirt. Stripped and
ready for action, too.”

He groped at her vagina,
expertly catching her clitoris and tweaking it. Eileen could not
believe her body’s reaction as she suddenly flooded with
love-juice.

‘It must be because he doesn’t
smell and is nearly white,’ she thought.

As he suckled on her ample
breast the bruised nipples stood up and her legs opened of their
own accord. Pressing her to the floor the officer entered her
smoothly and with a finesse which contrasted strangely with the
sexual assaults she had endured in the past hours. Her legs lifted
and locked behind his back, her arms pulling his arse to get more
of him inside her. The soldiers gathered round to watch this woman
who was obviously enjoying being fucked and several of them pulled
out their pricks and rubbed enthusiastically. All of them had but
one thought; who would be next to sink himself into this epitome of
white womanhood. None of them noticed the dirt on her skin, and
more importantly, none of them heard the stealthy movement behind
them.

The first volley of fire killed
half of the platoon and most of the others were quickly despatched.
A few escaped into the woods and were allowed to run Because they
were lying on the floor, the officer and the woman beneath him were
unscathed, but their sexual congress was rudely interrupted before
either of them realised what was happening, as they were pulled
apart and to their feet.

 


***

Jean was awakened by someone
releasing her hands from the bonds which held them to the
old-fashioned brass bedstead. Then she was rolled on to her back
and warily opened her eyes. Her relief when she saw Saul was enough
to set her off crying again.

“Get up and come with me, now,”
he snapped, “I don’t have time to waste. You want to stay
here?”

Jean did her best to pull
herself together and looked round wildly for some clothes.

“No time to look for things,”
said Saul, wanting to keep her off balance, “Men come anytime.”

In fact his small group were in
control of the Sims Plantation at the moment and there was no sign
of an imminent attack. His aim was to get her under his control and
believing she was dependent on him for her life. Then he could wrap
her round his prick to his heart’s content. It was unlikely she
would be either as eager or as competent as Eileen when it came to
sex, but he wanted all three of the white bitches. Before the
arrival of the rebels he had only dreamed of raping these three but
now he had had a willing Eileen he wanted Jean and, if possible,
Marjorie fucking him because they thought they wanted to, not just
being held down by force.

They left the house with Saul
dragging Jean by one hand, still naked. Ten minutes into the
jungle, Jean had no idea where they were; after half an hour Saul
stopped in a small clearing which contained a hut with a small
rainwater butt.

“You stink,” he said and Jean
realised for the first time since awakening that she was still
caked in dried faeces, “You wash.”

Jean cleaned herself as best she
could in the cold water and then Saul took her inside the hut.
Inside there was a chair, a small table and a bed, but little else.
It had no windows and when he shut the door it was very gloomy.

“What are we going to do?” asked
Jean, “Where can we go?”

“We go to bed now. Fuck then
sleep,” said Saul.

“No, no, not you as well,” cried
Jean despairingly.

“You can go out there on you
own,” Saul offered, “Next band maybe not have bed. Next band maybe
have twenty men. Next band maybe whip you again.”

His hand ran down her back,
pressing painfully into the marks of the whip.

“Now you with old Saul,” he said
drawing her to him with a deceptively paternal manner, “He protect
you.”

Jean collapsed against his chest
and wept again. Almost without her realising it he lay her gently
on the bed and spread her legs.

‘He’s right,’ she thought,
‘Better just one than lots.’

As he pushed his huge prick into
her dry entrance she cried out, so he pulled back and spit on his
hands. Rubbing his saliva into her sore cunt gave it some
lubrication, but his entry was still very painful and she would
have cried out had he not put a warning hand over her mouth.

As he started to come his semen
made a better lubricant and his next few thrusts were less painful
for her. After what seemed to her like and age of pumping and
jetting into her, he rolled off her and out of her cunt and smiled
at her. One hand started to stroke her pert little breasts and she
saw with horror that his prick had started to rise again.

“No,” she whispered, “No more.
Please.”

“Later, when I wake,” said Saul,
“while I sleep you can escape if you want,” and he turned on his
side and fell asleep within moments.

Jean lay on the bed beside him
wondering what to do. Should she stay, and by staying signify her
agreement that he could fuck her whenever he wanted? Should she go
and take her chances in the jungle during what amounted to a civil
war, lost and without any real idea of where to look for help? If
she ran away she would be at the mercy of any of the bands of
soldiers she happened to run into. After a while she decided to
stay with Saul. He seemed kinder than the soldiers, and there was
only one of him. He hadn’t beaten her, ‘Yet,’ a little voice said.
He hadn’t forced her. It would be easy enough to get rid of him
when the war was over and she could go back to England. In any case
she could probably civilise him quite quickly if she used the
threat of withholding sex to control him.

 


***

Those soldiers of the Balonga
Foreign Legion who had not been killed had all escaped, but the
officer and Eileen were dragged into a nearby farmhouse where
General Abando sat on a bed.

“What I do with you?” asked the
General, addressing the officer, “You fight good for two year now
against me and my men. I win now. What I do with you?”

“Take the woman and let me go,”
said the officer, “I have no men now, and am no danger to you.”

“This true,” said General, “I
take woman as spoils of war. You go now; can be no more problem for
me.”

The officer looked slightly
incredulously at the General, but thrust Eileen into the arms of
one of the men beside him and turned to leave. He was half way to
the door when the General shot him through the back of the head,
blowing half his face off and spattering Eileen with blood and bits
of brains.

“You gone now; can be no more
problem for me,” said the General.

Turning to the shocked Eileen he
asked, conversationally, “What you want to do? Stay or go?”

Eileen hurled herself across the
intervening space and was almost shot for her pains. She arrived at
the front of the General on her knees and quickly fumbled in his
trousers and pulled out his smelly cock. She took it in her mouth
and sucked and licked, doing her best to make appreciative noises
and also not to throw up at the awful taste of his stale urine and
semen. She knew her life depended on pleasing him; success in this
single blow-job was all that stood between her and a bullet.

 



Chapter 9

 


When Jean woke it was because
Saul was standing beside the bed rubbing her tits to make the
nipples stand up. He gestured downwards and she saw that his prick,
while still huge, was hanging quite limp in front of him.

“Suck until hard,” he said,
“Then you can have inside you.”

Jean thought it advisable to
obey. Now was not the moment to tell Saul that she was to be asked,
not told, when he wanted sex. Unfamiliar as she was with the finer
points of the techniques of fellatio, nevertheless she managed well
enough to get his penis to a fine hard rod in a few minutes. As she
looked at it she couldn’t help admiring its beautiful brown sheen
and the pink helmet peeping from its protective covering of skin.
Saul pressed it back to her mouth with one hand and Jean suddenly
noticed that he was playing with her cunt-lips with the other hand.
It really wasn’t unpleasant at all being groped by someone who was
gentle about it. She sucked away with a will and was even slightly
sorry when she was gently disengaged from her ‘comforter’... Still
handling her gently, Saul turned her on her belly and lifted her
hips.

‘Oh God, not my bottom hole
again,’ thought Jean, panicking slightly at the size of the weapon
that was about to ravage her anus.

Instead, Saul slid smoothly in
to her vagina from behind. This was a novel sensation for Jean; she
had never been fucked this way, and she had never been fucked when
she was lubricated ready, except by a previous man’s semen. Sex
with a man you didn’t hate for doing it to you was really quite
nice she decided.

Before the session could develop
any further they heard shots outside.

“Quick. Put clothes on. They
under bed,” said Saul, “Then stay in here.”

As he went outside, Jean pulled
a small suitcase from under the bed and found a shirt of Saul’s in
it. It was far too large for her to wear as a shirt, but it made a
passable dress. She took one look at the trousers and discarded any
hope of wearing them. The belt, however, made her ‘dress’
reasonably respectable; at any rate, it covered her nudity and made
her feel more confident.

She went to the door and peered
through the crack between it and the door-post. There were a group
of men from the Balonga Foreign Legion there and they were clearly
frightened; moreover there didn’t seem to be anyone in charge of
them. She could not hear what was being said but Saul was certainly
haranguing them as he used to the plantation workers. Then he
appeared to pick out three of them and invited them into the
hut.

Once inside, Saul said, “So the
General killed your officer and you don’t know what to do? If you
join me, I will tell you what to do, and as soon as this quietens
down you can all have jobs on this Plantation.”

“Who own Plantation?” asked one
of them.

“I own it now. I own this woman
that was given it by your officer, so I own the Plantation.”

“We get no pay now?” asked one
of the more vociferous of the men.

“I pay you when we get money,”
said Saul, conscious that this was an open challenge to his
leadership.

“What you give us now? We want
to see something before we fight,” persisted the troublemaker.

Saul looked around him,
considering. He had no wish to give them any of the property of the
plantation, because he wanted to set himself up as the sole
slave-owning Planter. Then his gaze rested on Jean, cowering in the
corner.

“You take white woman. Have her
until I pay,” Saul offered.

There was a quick conversation
among the black soldiers, and they called their friends in. Jean
looked horrified as she realised there were eleven of them. Had she
been offered to one or to all? The answer became clear as three of
them came over and dragged her into the middle of the room.

“No. You can’t just give me away
like that,” she pleaded with Saul, “I am a human being, not a thing
to be sold.”

Saul looked at her and said,
“You a white woman. That a thing to be bought and sold now by
blacks. Just like whites buy and sell blacks.”

Jean’s shirt was unceremoniously
torn from her body and the leader lifted her effortlessly and
brought her down on his hard prick. It slid into her cum filled
cunt with a squishing sound and Jean resigned herself to another
assault. Then something happened which she really didn’t
understand.

For the first time in her young
life her body decided that this penis was just a perfect fit, and
she started to have an orgasm from a fucking, a better orgasm than
any she had ever given to herself. Her body shuddered and shook as
she was completely overtaken by her climax and yelled out her
ecstasy for all to hear. The man fucking her also came, shooting
his load deep inside her, and she could feel jism running out of
her cunt around his prick and down her legs to her arse-crack, but
she cared nothing for that, or for the watchers, or for the pain of
her cracked ribs. Her whole being was taken up with pure
pleasure.

When she came down from her
climax, the man had shrivelled out of her and was just handing her
to one of his friends. Jean clung to him and begged him to keep
her.

“Get off; it his turn,” her
unfeeling lover said.

“She sure like the feel of you
cock,” said Saul, “She never yell like that for me. And she never
clings to me.”

The object of Jean’s sudden
affections hit her on the side of the head to dislodge her and she
was quickly put on the edge of the table face down with her legs
hanging down. As yet another prick entered her anus, she wondered
how she could persuade the man she had just found, whom she wanted,
and suddenly believed she loved, to keep her for himself.

 


***

As General Abando neared his
climax, he held Eileen’s head and moved it as he wished by the
simple expedient of grabbing two handfuls of her hair. Eileen had
now given up all attempts at subtlety and was concentrating on
sucking hard as he fucked her face. She feared that spilling any of
his jism on his uniform could anger him enough for him to kill her.
Just before his climax he let go with one hand and used the other
to wrench her head away.

“Climb on me and put cock in you
cunt,” he ordered, lying back.

Eileen moved swiftly to obey and
sank herself on to the purple head. She started to move up and down
but he stopped her with one hand and said, abandoning all pretence
at pidgin English, “Now. Now, my dear, tell me exactly what you
would like this poor old General to do next?”

Eileen stared at him, not quite
understanding the question.

“What would you like me to do
next? Drop dead, perhaps? Shoot you, perhaps? Or something else?”
he taunted.

Then the penny dropped and
Eileen said, as seductively as she could manage, “Please General,
please shoot your spunk into my cunt and fill up my womb with it.
Make me a black baby in my cunt. Please.”

General Abando laughed and
pushed her off. Rising he said to one of his aides, “You fuck her
for me. It too much work for an old man like me.”

As the General was leaving the
room and the aide was reaching for Eileen a ragged volley of shots
could be heard outside. The rebels all left the room at a run and
Eileen hid under the bed.

 


***

The battle was short and brutal.
The rebels were quickly under pressure and again the General had
melted away into the jungle. When they realised that their leader
had abandoned them, the remaining rebels surrendered, but several
of Saul’s men had also been killed. Saul told off a small
detachment to take their dead and their prisoners back to their
camp.

When she saw them arrive and
found that they were bearing the dead body of the man who had
fucked her so successfully only two short hours ago, Jean sank to
the ground and set up a wail of despair. Her mourning for the man
her body had found so acceptable in love, found by chance and lost
for ever in half a morning, was absolute and complete. She simply
lay and wept, oblivious to everything around her.

 


***

When the men of what was
increasingly looking to Saul like a useful small army were looting
the farmhouse, with little success because it had already been
looted twice before, one of them found Eileen cowering under the
bed. They dragged her out and groped her for a little while. Then
she was thrown on the bed and fucked swiftly by each of them. When
they had finished they dragged her outside where she was thrust at
Saul.

“We have this one boss?” one of
them asked, “We find her.”

Saul looked at the white jelly
oozing out from between her labia and said, “Looks like you had her
already. We’ll take her with us and you can have her again
later.”

When the soldiers had left, Saul
said to Eileen, “You can go now,” and turned his back on her.

“Go?” she shrieked, “Go? Go
where?”

“Anywhere you like,” said Saul,
pausing for a moment, then he added, “Or you can come with me and
Miss Jean.”

“Jean is with you?”

“Miss Jean has agreed to stay
with me and my men of her own free will. You have to do the same.
We all share the food and all other things. There aren’t enough
women to go round so we share those as well. You can go if you
don’t like it. If you want to stay, suck my prick now.”

This demand was so similar to
the scene only a few minutes ago with General Abando that it broke
Eileen’s fragile grip on herself and she went off into peals of
hysterical laughter. A slap across the face stopped that and sent
her staggering to her knees.

“You stay, you go. I don’t
care,” said Saul and walked away towards the farmhouse.

Gathering up his men he went
back to the clearing where he had left Jean. As they went, Eileen
trotted along behind them, naked and dishevelled with dried cum
glistening on her thighs.

 



Chapter 10

 


Some time later, Saul was
watching the two women washing each other in a bucket of cold water
when word came of an approaching party of soldiers. They were under
a white flag, which intrigued him, so he asked that they be brought
in to see him, but disarmed first. Anything they had with them by
way of ammunition or food or loot was also to be taken from them.
Before the men came into the bedroom which Saul seemed to have come
to regard as his office, the two women were pushed into the large
wardrobe and the door was shut on them.

“Keep quiet, you be safer,” said
Saul and the women understood the point. They had had enough
assaults to last several lifetimes and had no desire to court any
more. In any case they could not open the wardrobe from inside.

They could not really hear what
was being said in the room, so they simply stood in the dark and
clung together. It started as a reaction to fear, but the
closeness, warmth and now unnoticed nudity conspired to make their
simple hugs of comfort turn slowly into caresses and then into
blatant groping and fingering. There was not enough room to lie
down but fingers found their way on to clitorises and mouths on to
nipples. The temperature rose as the excitement of the two women
rose.

When Saul suddenly opened the
wardrobe door he was clearly horrified to find the two women in
what was undoubtedly a lascivious embrace. Two of Eileen’s fingers
were buried in Jean’s vagina and Jean in turn was sucking one of
Eileen’s breasts with a hand deep in her arse cleft doing Saul knew
not what. Dragging them out of the wardrobe he slapped both of them
hard across the face, swinging his hand forwards and backwards to
catch both cheeks.

With their heads ringing from
these blows that vaguely heard him say, “No sex with own kind.
Bible says it is an abomination. Whites teach us it forbidden.”

To emphasise his point he
slapped them both again. Then he moved quickly over to the window
and looked out as a lorry could be heard on the driveway. Jean and
Eileen were again hidden in the wardrobe as the strangers
approached. The lack of shooting soon signalled to them that these
were, for the moment at least, friends in these times of shifting
alliances.

It was some time before the
wardrobe door opened to release them and they were surprised to see
that it was Marjorie; scarcely recognisable she was so battered and
bruised, but Marjorie, who opened it.

“Where did you spring from?”
asked Eileen.

“Spring from, is hardly the
phrase,” was the reply, “I was brought here by some ex-rebels who
want to join Saul’s new army.”

There was a tinge of bitterness
in her voice as she added, “They brought me as a present for him.
They thought if they gave me to him, it might help them to be
allowed to live on ‘his’ plantation.”

The three women came together
sitting on the bed, staring at each other and seeing the terrible
state of nakedness, dirt, and bruising. In no immediate danger, the
adrenaline rush died away and the horror of what had happened to
them and what might yet be to come gripped them. They clung
together as abject terror gripped them.

 


***

Saul eventually came into the
room and looked at the three frightened women, still clinging to
each other. All the arrangements had apparently been made
satisfactorily between Saul and the new members of his rapidly
growing force, and he took a moment to explain to the women what
would happen next.

“Miss Jean and Missus Eileen,
you sleep out there with the men. They use you if they want, and I
think they want. They not hurt if you let them fuck you. Missus
Marjorie, you in here with me. We lots to talk about.”

“OK, That tonight. Now, missus,”
he said, “You come along me. I sort you somewhere for you now.”

Marjorie followed him out of the
building and was trotting along quietly behind his big strides when
she was grabbed from behind by two men and hustled over to the
whipping frame. She struggled, but in her weakened state it was not
difficult for them to bind her in place on the frame. Once she was
trussed there, as Winnie had been trussed only a few days before,
the soldiers took delight in groping their former boss’s most
private parts. One of them bit on her breast quite hard, but she
scarcely noticed it as he had four fingers up her arse and three in
her cunt at the time.

After a few minutes the two
soldiers moved away and Saul came into sight followed by Jean and
Eileen. Plantation blacks brought chairs for them and they sat down
almost like old times. The difference was that the white women were
naked. The blacks tied them to the chairs and fondled them at will
while doing so.

Saul went round Marjorie,
checking her bonds. To her surprise he made no attempt to molest
her sexually. With a sinking heart she could only imagine two
possible reasons for that; either she was too old to be of
interest, or he had something special saved for later. Neither
prospect was very reassuring.

“I remembers the last time I
used this here old whipping frame,” said Saul as he tied Marjorie’s
right ankle to the frame, “Does you ladies?”

None of them said anything, but
all remembered with awful clarity that dreadful day which had been
passing pleasantly as they watched Saul lash a black girl for some
misdemeanour or other, when General Abando had changed their world
for ever.

“Like I asked last time, how
many, missus?” asked Saul with heavy irony, then amazed the three
women by continuing, “Shall it be the number of the beast? For it
is the number of the man; and his number is six hundred three score
and six. No. Biblical references are lost on a woman such as you.
Shall it be twelve as the number of days and nights it snowed in
the drunken memory of Dylan Thomas? More your style I would have
thought. No, let it be six, his age at the time, and what you
previously considered to be my mental age.”

Without more ado he let fly the
first great lash of the whip, across the plumpest part of her meaty
buttocks setting them and her great tits and rounded belly bouncing
and wobbling as she shrieked in pain.

When she had calmed a little he
carried on conversationally, “Do you remember your next order,
Marjorie dear, the last time we met at a flogging on this very
frame? No need to pull your knickers down, eh? Not worn any for
years, I suppose, a sexy woman like you.”

Saul’s arm went back slowly, but
the downward stroke was swift and the sound as the lash curled
round her shoulders was like a distant rifle shot. She screamed
afresh as blood began to seep out of the welt and to run down her
back. An alert fly landed on it and began to investigate
eagerly.

“Now what else was in that
conversation?” he taunted her, “Oh yes, I remember. Missus said we
haven’t all day. Well I do have all day so we’ll take it slow. You
just think on what you’ve had missus and on what you’re goin to
get.”

After staring at her for a few
moments, Saul came close and traced a letter S on her back in the
blood that was attracting more flies by the minute.

Then without warning he gave her
a short-armed cut across the upper thighs. Of itself it wasn’t too
hard and she probably could have withstood it in silence. It was
the very tip of the whip that curled round her ample thigh, and
landed exactly on her most sensitive parts, which made her scream
again.

Looking across at the two
younger white women who were watching the whipping, Saul noticed
that while Jean was twitching impatiently as the guards’ hands
roamed her body, Eileen was clearly not worried by them. She was
watching avidly and he would have bet that this was exciting her as
much as the last flogging she had seen.

His stare made Eileen realise
that she was, indeed, sopping wet between the legs and she caught
herself wanting a big cock up her while the older woman got her
licks. Marjorie had always been a supercilious bitch and now she
was getting it, at last.

“Ah,” Saul said, “I see Eileen
enjoys this as much as she did last time. Perhaps more. Untie her
and fasten her over the chair. Then you can fuck her as she
watches. We do have to please the white lady bosses as best we can,
do we not?”

When Eileen had been
repositioned and there was a cock firmly shoved into her arse, the
guard started to feel her clitoris and Eileen couldn’t help moaning
in pleasure. As she seemed to be reaching a climax, Saul let fly
across Marjorie’s buttocks again, and her agonised howl merged with
the ecstatic one from Eileen as she came prodigiously. Saul nodded
in satisfaction.

“That’s four missus, he said.
Did you notice, it only took four stripes on you and a black cock
in her arse to make Missus Crabtree have her come. If we swapped
you over would the numbers change? I specs it would take two black
cocks to make you come.”

Eileen heard this and shivered
in fear. Saul was quite capable of doing that, just for fun. Then
he changed his target.

“Well, Jean, missus hasn’t
disgusted you yet. Not like the last poor bitch. She disgraced
herself at this point, but Marjorie is only leaking a little urine.
No faeces yet. You want a black cock as well? No? OK, later
maybe.”

Turning back to the woman
hanging limply in the whipping frame, Saul adjusted the position of
one of her breasts slightly, and pushed a wisp of her short hair
back out of her eyes. Then he stood well in front of her where she
could see him and swung a horizontal swing that wrapped the whip
round her shoulders and on to the side of one tit. She let out
another short scream, but Saul knew she was tiring fast. Not much
more pleasure to be had out of whipping this one.

“Across the breasts now,
mistress? Very well mistress,” said Saul still mocking Marjorie
with echoes of the last black girl she had had whipped in this
frame.

The whip sailed through the air
for the sixth time and landed just above the prominent nipples,
causing a black line of bruise to appear across both breasts almost
instantaneously. Marjorie was now too exhausted to do more than
whimper at this last stripe, and Saul thought that it might not
take many more to kill her.

“Take her away. I hope she’s
learned her lesson,” Saul’s voice was a falsetto parody of that of
the woman now hanging sobbing in the whipping frame, pissing
herself again, sweat stained, bleeding a little, and bruised, the
brand mark on one buttock standing out angrily, “I’m sure that she
has, Mistress,” he concluded in his own voice.

It was not lost on the other two
women that they too, had been at that previous whipping and
remembered it well. Jean had hung in that frame herself and knew
something of what Marjorie had gone through, though Jean’s
punishment had only been three strokes of the whip, and her breasts
had been spared. Saul had not whipped her, though she knew that the
marks on her body would have told him that General Abando had
whipped her.

Only Eileen had not been
humiliated in that way, but she did not doubt that it would not be
long before she was; she had no illusions that she could influence
Saul in any way. He could do anything he wished to her and they
both knew it. Sexual enthusiasm would not spare her.

 



Chapter 11

 


Some miles away to the west
General Abando was rallying the troops he had left on the other
plantations and farms he had captured. Now that the Balonga Foreign
Legion was broken, there was no point in these minor raids,
pleasant though it was to humiliate the white owners whom they
managed to capture.

At the Harrison’s place he found
that they had an interesting prize, a married couple who were
hiding with old man Harrison. During the fighting the Plantation
owner had been killed, but that didn’t interest the General. What
caught his eye was the pretty, dark haired wife, who had a
satisfyingly rounded body. The husband was naked, bound hand and
foot, and tied to one of the posts supporting the veranda awning;
it was clear that he had been beaten with some relatively heavy
pole, and his genitals had had special attention. The General
thought that the man would probably never be able to fuck his wife
again. That being so, it was kind of his men to give her the
attention she would now need, and two of them were offering that
help as he arrived. She was also naked, on her feet with her legs
wide apart and bending forward from the waist, a position which
allowed her breasts to sway beneath her torso most invitingly. One
tall thin black was fucking her face and rapidly approaching his
climax, while one of his companions in arms was ramming into her
arse. She was hanging on to the waist of the man in her mouth to
save herself from falling.

When they realised that the
General was there the rebel soldiers both broke off and stood away
from the woman who collapsed in a heap at his feet.

Lifting her by her hair and then
dropping her again, the General asked, “Who are these?”

“They were hiding here,” said
one of the soldiers, “But I think they lived on that plantation
where we found the white woman who couldn’t get enough of us.”

General Abando smiled as he
remembered Eileen’s eagerness to indulge him in any way he chose,
and her obvious pleasure in sex.

“Is this one as keen as that one
was?” he asked.

“This one said no to us at
first, but she seems to want to stop us killing her husband.”

General Abando went over to
where Mike Dawson hung against his bonds, clearly in much pain. The
man was awake enough to recognise the man who now inspected him and
had just enough strength to spit at him. Drawing his revolver, the
General shot him in the head.

“Shift that muck off the
veranda,” he ordered and two soldiers quickly removed the corpse
and dragged it out of sight round the building.

Turning back to Imogene with his
revolver still in his hand, he said, “Now you have a choice, woman.
You can be my woman for the time being, or I can kill you now.”

“Kill me then, you bastard,” she
whispered and closed her eyes.

The General leant down and
whispered in her ear, “Not just yet. I’ll give you half an hour to
think about it.”

While she lay there, despairing
of ever being free, and grieving for her dead husband, the General
set about organising his men to collect together all the easily
carried valuables and to off-load the larger items of loot from the
Balonga Foreign Legion’s lorry into the house.

It took some time and nobody
paid any attention to Imogene as they worked. She was just
beginning to plan how she could escape when the General returned.
Taking his knife from his belt he gave it to Imogene.

“Now you kill yourself, or you
come with me,” he said.

Imogene raised the knife ready
to plunge it into her body, but found to her horror that she
couldn’t bring herself to do it. Several times she raised the
knife, but finally she dropped it.

“Follow me,” said the General
after some minutes, and he retrieved his knife, turned and walked
into the house.

As he expected, Imogene was
following him. He led the way into a bedroom and turned to face
her.

“So, you are my woman now, are
you?” he asked.

Dumbly Imogene nodded, tears
streaming silently down her face.

“Lie on the bed and raise your
legs wide open ready to be fucked,” ordered the General.

As he sank slowly into her
vagina, he smiled to himself. These white women were all the same;
they hadn’t the guts to kill themselves and they just needed to be
mastered. Then they would do anything. He slipped his hand between
them and expertly massaged her clitoris as he moved in and out of
her hot, wet vagina. Soon she was on the point of coming and he
pulled out.

“Please,” she whimpered,
“Please.”

“Please what?” he asked.

“Please I need to come,” she
whispered.

“Turn over,” he said.

Imogene turned over on the bed
and knelt on all fours with her back to him. The General ran his
hands appreciatively over the plump buttocks and then round her
body to cup and bounce the pendulous breasts. Thrusting hard into
her anus he began to pump in and out, while fingering her cunt with
one arm round her hip. Her moans told him she was again close to
coming, but he had no intention of letting her have the
satisfaction of an orgasm on his prick; not even with it in her
arse. Pulling out of her rectum, he roughly pushed her onto her
back again, and noted with satisfaction that her legs automatically
went high and wide for him.

“You want to come?” he
asked.

“Yes, please, master,” she
murmured.

“OK,” he replied, “DIY
time.”

“What?” she wondered.

“Do it yourself and I will
watch.”

Imogene only hesitated for a
moment, then both hands scrabbled at her vagina and in the
luxurious mat of hair on her belly. In seconds she was coming
loudly.

When she had recovered from her
climax and calmed a little he said, “That was nice, wan’t it, you
dirty little whore?”

Shocked she stared at him.

Slapping her hard across the
face he said, “Answer me.”

“Y-yes,”she said.

“So half an hour after I killed
you husband you opened you legs for me and then your arse and then
you wanked for my amusement. I think you are mine now, don’t
you?”

Imogene couldn’t speak. She just
nodded through her tears.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“Y-yes. I am y-yours,” she
sobbed, realising the enormity of what she had just done.

“Kneel here and suck my cock.
Don’t spill any, just swallow it,” he ordered.

Imogene did not move quickly,
but she did kneel and suck as she had been ordered.

When he had come in her mouth,
the General whispered to her, “Did it taste nicer than your
husband’s?”

Imogene could not bring herself
to answer, and got another slap for her failure.

“Open your mouth,” was the next
peremptory order, and she obeyed.

Taking his now soft cock in his
hand he put it in her mouth again.

“Hold still and drink,” said the
General and a stream of urine ran into her mouth.

Even swallowing the disgusting
liquid as fast as she could, Imogene let a good deal of it overflow
her mouth on to the floor.

When he had finished the General
stood up and said, “You’ll do for now.”

Hustling her outside and into
Harrison’s car with him, the General and his lorry load of troops
set off for the capital.

 



Chapter 12

 


An hour after Marjorie was
released from the whipping frame; she was lying on her belly on the
bed with Jean still gently attending to her whip marks with a damp
cloth.

“I wonder why Eileen hasn’t been
whipped?” Jean mused, half to herself.

“Because she’ll shag anybody and
shows that she loves it,” replied Marjorie, bitterly.

“But you let them do whatever
they want,” Jean protested, “Surely Eileen can’t enjoy just anybody
doing her?”

“Some women just enjoy sex;
others are like Eileen and can’t get enough men to satisfy them.
Then there are the unlucky ones who never enjoy sex.”

“I thought I was one of those,”
said Jean, “But …”

Her voice faded as she drifted
off into a daydream.

“But?” asked Marjorie,
intrigued.

“Oh, nothing,” said Jean.

“No. What did you mean?”
Marjorie persisted.

“Oh. I didn’t like sex when I
was in England and when all this started I hated it. Then with one
of them it was suddenly … well … marvellous.”

Jean burst into tears as she
remembered that her special man was dead.

“There, there,” Marjorie
comforted her, “Do tell me all about it.”

“Some of them were … sharing me
when … I was thinking, ‘here comes another one,’ and then I was …
engulfed, yes, engulfed in pleasure as he … he was in me. It was
wonderful.”

“Yes. I know what it’s like when
you come. What happened then?”

“Oh. He passed me on to the next
one, and the next, and …” Jean sobbed again, “It went on for a
while, then the rebels attacked us and we fought them off, but …
but he … died.”

Tears flowed uncontrollably for
a while.

When Jean had recovered a
little, Marjorie tried to comfort her, “There will be another man
who can do that, perhaps several. Believe me; I have had more than
one. When I first had really successful sex I thought I had found
the only man for me, but the very next one I slept with took me to
even higher levels of ecstasy. Of course, these violations aren’t
really any good for pleasure. The man needs to be trying to please
you.”

Saul came in to the bedroom and
said, “Jean, you go cook the lunch. Marjorie stay here with
me.”

When Jean had left obediently
and set off towards the kitchen, Saul said, “Now we fuck. Now we
fuck slowly and you please me if you want to stay here on my
plantations.”

“Your plantations?” asked
Marjorie sarcastically.

“The former Sims and Crabtree
Plantations were liberated by General Abando and now I control
them. If you don’t like that you can leave and complain to the
Ministry of Land. If they send an army to win them back, I will not
fight. Somehow I think the Government has more to worry about than
two displaced white plantation families.

There was a loud bang and a
rattle; then the air-conditioning started up again.

“Especially if the new owner is
keeping everything running properly,” he added.

Marjorie shrugged and lay back,
opening her legs, “You’ll find me wide open and not much fun.”

“We’ll see about that,” said
Saul, “I’ve wanted to do this for a long time and I want to make
you beg for more.”

With that he dropped his
trousers revealing a huge, purple-black erect prick.

“This fellow will need you wide
open, but I guarantee you’ll feel him all the way to your throat,
from the cunt end.”

 


***

When Jean arrived in the kitchen
she discovered that she was not wanted; not really needed if it
came to that.

“Why you here?” demanded
Marjorie’s huge cook-housekeeper.

“Saul sent me to cook the
lunch.”

Jean looked at the cook and
remembered Dickens’ description of Mrs.Feziwig as ‘one vast
substantial smile’ except that she wasn’t smiling. The black woman
towered over Jean and was extremely well fleshed.

“I do the cooking for Master,
makes no mind if he Master Sims or Master Saul,” she growled.

“Well what do you want me to
do?” asked Jean meekly, thinking ‘I’m much safer here than anywhere
else.’

The cook considered for a few
moments and then said, “You sit over there,” pointing to a chair in
the corner.

As Jean went to sit on it she
added, “On floor, slave.”

Jean hesitated for only a moment
before sitting on the floor.

It was tem minutes before the
cook came over to her and said, “Kneel.”

Jean knelt up obediently and the
woman lifted her apron to reveal two tree-trunk thighs separated by
a veritable forest of black hair which exuded a stale miasma.

“Now you suck me good,” the
woman ordered.

Jean sighed and leant forwards
to lick at the malodorous crack hidden in the forst before her. Her
discomfort was increased when the apron was allowed to drop behind
her head, leaving her in near darkness in the humid stench.

She had a sudden respite when
the cook whirled and rushed to the cooker as a pan boiled over with
a hiss. As the cook lowered the heat under the pan and turned back
Jean was relieved to be told to wash the dirty dishes.

She was left in no doubt that
the cook would use her again later when the woman said, “I have a
break after lunch and you stay with me.”

‘Well, at least it means I won’t
be assault again for a while,’ thought Jean, but she wasn’t at all
sure that that was looking on the bright side.

 


***

As Saul finally rolled off
Marjorie, satiated, he said, “Not bad for an old white woman. You
can pleasure me again tonight.”

Marjorie, who had made a fair
attempt to simulate an orgasm just to please him, considered this
almost as if she had a choice and she decided that a night with
Saul was infinitely preferable to a night with his men, which was
likely to be the fate of Eileen and Jean.

Saul rose and dressed again.

“You stay here,” he ordered,
“Maybe I send somebody to keep you company, maybe not.”

 


***

Later that afternoon, Saul saw
Eileen kneeling in front of one of his soldiers, quite openly and
enthusiastically giving him a blow-job and enjoying it as much as
he was. Calling her away from her pleasures he led her over to the
whipping frame.

“Your turn in here,” he said as
though it were of no more a moment than having a shower.

Eileen’s tall and willowy
elegance, which had been evident as she walked, unclothed and
unashamed, over to him, suddenly vanished at the thought of being
whipped. She fell to her knees and tried to open his trousers with
shaking hands, offering anything to be spared the punishment frame.
Wildly offering to give him the plantation, and to be his wife, and
to be a prostitute for all his men and anything else she thought
might appeal.

Saul took her hands and gently
raised her to her feet. Then he turned her so that she faced the
frame and bent her down from the waist. Running his hand through
her labia and up through her anal cleft calmed her, since she
thought he was about to fuck her, or at least to use her arse. That
would be infinitely preferable to being whipped.

When Saul moved her hands until
they were resting on the cross-bar of the frame at ankle level, he
whispered, “I don’t want you moving about too much.”

Eagerly she gripped the bar,
thinking he was definitely going into her back passage. Saul even
clipped her wrists into the ankle cuffs, and then stroked her
buttocks again. When she was quite calm he gripped both her ankles
and lifted them high above her waist, clipping one of them neatly
to the wrist cuffs at the top of the frame. Then he caught the
other wildly kicking foot and locked that ankle to the other wrist
cuff.

“Shh, calm yourself,” Saul said
soothingly stroking her flank and then her silky mons with a
gesture such as one would use to calm a horse. Gradually her fear
subsided and she opened her eyes on the inverted world. Then she
saw the whip he was holding.

She hung there, her ankles wide
apart and lashed to the top of the frame, her wrists lashed where
the victim’s ankles would normally be fixed. Saul first looked at
the bright red gash, open now between the fringes of silky blonde
hair. The labia were puffy and red, confirmation that the whitish
jelly oozing from between them had been recently deposited by one
of his men. Then as his gaze moved down, he noticed that her
breasts, hanging towards her chin, revealed a broad expanse of the
lightest coloured flesh on her entire body. He moved closer and
played with her labia, spreading them slightly to tease the bud
within, which grew larger as he fondled it. Her hips flexed
involuntarily, pushing her whole body towards the teasing hand.
Casually he inserted three of his fingers into the opening of her
vagina, rotating them and watching the knees trying to part to
allow better access. Eileen moaned in pleasure despite the
uncomfortable position. Saul drew back and lashed out without
warning across the flesh of her lower breasts. Black bruises, and
the occasional trickle of blood where the skin had split, were
clearly visible before the woman’s scream silenced the birds and
animals in the nearby jungle.

“You like some spanking in your
sexual pleasures,” said Saul, “And you got very hot watching Winnie
thrashed a few days ago, and again when I taught Marjorie what it
felt like. You are another one that enjoys a good whipping for
anyone but herself.”

With that he drove the handle of
the whip viciously into her cunt, eliciting a fresh scream from the
inverted woman. He turned it round once or twice and then pulled it
out and walked behind her to strike at her again, on the shoulders
this time.

When she stopped howling from
this pain, Saul pushed the handle of his whip deep into her arse
and twisted it again to make sure it was as far in as he could
manage. Evidently this caused her considerable internal pain,
because she was moaning and whimpering continuously.

He grabbed a spare short whip
from its place on the frame and lashed it vertically down between
her open legs from behind. The supple hide end of the instrument
cut viciously between her labia, across the clitoris and made a
long black line of tortured flesh well beyond her navel. Her
screams redoubled in intensity and were testimony to the agony Saul
had inflicted on her. Of that he approved; it had been his
intention to hurt this woman. She had to be shown that she was not
in control of her situation, however much pleasure she got from the
repeated fuckings from his men.

Moving away, he called to his
men, “Fuck that one where she is for a while. Don’t let her down
until she passes out.”

 


***

The next morning the sun was
high in the sky when Saul appeared with Marjorie in tow. The other
two white women had been awake most of the night being passed from
soldier to soldier and made to suck, fuck and arse fuck with
whoever fancied them. It was only during the last hour, since the
blacks had started to put things to rights around the plantation
under the orders of two of Saul’s trusted lieutenants, that they
had been able to get some sleep. They were roused unceremoniously
at Saul’s order.

“I think it might be nice to
have a picnic on the lawn, eh ladies?” asked Saul when Jean and
Eileen had been brought over to him.

When there was no answer, he
slapped Jean hard on one breast.

“Answer me!” he snarled.

“Y – Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Master,” said Jean with
tears running down her face.

He turned to Eileen who quickly
said, “Yes Master.”

Saul went over to one of his
soldiers and gave some quick quiet orders which the women could not
hear. Soon afterwards a table was brought out from the house
together with three chairs which were arranged around it. Saul
waved the women over to the table and he and his two top
lieutenants also moved towards it. As Marjorie sat in one of the
chairs she was knocked flying be a hard blow on the side of her
head from Saul’s fist.

“The chairs are not for slaves,”
he roared, “How dare a white whore think of sitting on a
chair?”

The three black men seated
themselves and Saul beckoned Jean over to him. When she arrived he
manoeuvred her into a kneeling position in front of him, partly
under the table.

Turning to Marjorie, he said,
“Ever since I heard from one of the black women on your plantation
that Master John liked to be sucked while he was working at his
desk, I thought that might be nice. Now I’ll try it.”

To Jean he whispered, “Take your
time. I don’t want to come so much as to feel the pleasure of
getting near.”

The other two blacks took one of
the women each and followed suit. As the women slurped and licked
and sucked and stroked beneath the table, the men listened to Saul
as he outlined his plans for the two Plantations, the Sims’ and the
Crabtree’s. It was his intention to farm them much as they had been
farmed before. The black plantation workers would be little or no
better off than before. The only real change would be that the
overseer and his cronies would sleep in the big house, instead of
in the workers’ kraal, and they would have white bed-warmers, where
the white men who preceded them as owners had had black ones.

After the plans were made,
involving restarting the air-conditioning and repairing or
replacing all the damage which had been done during the rebellion,
the three men rose and went about their business. As they did so
some off-duty plantation blacks and ex-soldiers closed in on the
women and the night’s festivities started. Each woman was used in
whatever way the blacks wanted. They were all fucked, arse-fucked
and face-fucked, sometimes all three at once. After a more or less
continuous orgy for the last three days, at which they had been the
main attraction, none of the women had any resistance left, nor any
interest in the acts of “love” in which they were involved. Even
Eileen had had all the sex she could handle. Their bodies reacted
to the stimuli when the men bothered to rouse them, but for the
most part they just provided warm holes for the use of the
blacks.

The night fell swiftly, as at
does in the tropics, over the three women. They were fully occupied
by the men using their apertures, yet each felt withdrawn from her
surroundings, alone with her own thoughts. All were enjoying the
sensations of sexual pleasure from time to time, and each wondered
vaguely what the future held for them as outcasts from polite
society, for none of them had any illusions about the length of
time their novelty value for their black tormentors might last.

 


***

In the capital, General Abando,
with a naked Imogene standing beside him as his companion and the
symbol of his victory over the white-run government, was being
acclaimed as the saviour of his people. By the next morning had
been elected, by himself, as President for Life of Balonga.

 


THE END
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