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I first became aware of the suffering of the Negro and African race when I was away on holiday as a child with my mother and elder sister.

I was only a youngster, 12 years old and, as my parents had divorced and I lived mainly with my father, I would go with my mother and sister who lived with her, on vacation whenever she had the time to take me.

On this occasion we went to near the Gulf of Mexico, a small island in the turquoise blue of the Caribbean-sea where there were some luxurious 5 star hotels for us to play, swim and entertain ourselves.

The resort was not busy, as it was a quiet period of the year, and I began to spend a lot of time with one of the deep black, pool guards called Noah who befriended me and helped to teach me how to swim properly.

Noah was pretty young, extremely friendly and funny and became part of our little family group for the fortnight we were there.

I knew Noah liked me and I began to be aware that he was getting on very well with my mother Madeline and my 18 year old sister Emma as well, who I had mentioned previously.

Sometimes in the evenings my mother and Noah would go walking down the beach and one night I followed them, just out of mischievousness, and hid out of sight behind a shady, darkened, palm tree as they stood beside one of the empty sun-beds.

I saw them kiss and heard my mother groan as my dark friend began to embrace her in close, warm hug of friendship.

She was moaning, seemingly crying and I was starting to get worried for her well being, when she dropped to her knees and seemed to quieten as she hugged him around his hips.

It seemed that Noah didn’t like her making too much of a fuss of him like this and he was soon moaning and complaining a little as well. 

They both suddenly seemed tired and lay down together on one of the loungers; I saw my blonde sister Emma near the hotel; ran over to her and told her about my mother’s strange affections for my personal, special friend.

She smiled and laughed, told me not to worry and that our mum would speak to me about the situation when she came back.

My mother and I were sharing a small suite, my sister had her own room and sure enough, when she returned she changed into her soft, pink, perfumed pyjamas and sat by me, on my bed that was in the room next to hers’.

She stroked my short, black hair, then questioned and whispered to me.

“Did you see me with Noah, darling Cole?”

I nodded and she smiled.

“What did you see?”

I shrugged in uncertainty.

“Nothing really! But you were kissing him and then you seemed unhappy, and then he… seemed unhappy.”

She stroked my hair gently again.

“Exactly darling…do you know why he’s unhappy?”

I shook my head and she explained to me why that was so.

“Because he’s an African and many years ago they were slaves…so it’s our job to make them feel better. When I moan and he moans it’s like…”

She thought for a moment in contemplation and I gazed and admired her shimmering, blonde, resplendent hair.

“It’s like sharing his pain and making him feel better.”

I smiled in understanding as if this strangely, all made perfect sense to me.

“Oh I see Mum.”

She nodded and went on.

“You and your father owe them more than most Cole, because your Daddy’s family made their pile of money out of exploiting black men like Noah on his farm in Georgia.”

I was shocked and listened enraptured as my mother told me all about the terrible slave trade and how so many black men and women had previously been exploited for such a long time in the southern states of America, where we lived.

I was fascinated, instantly overcome with guilt and blurted out my feelings spontaneously to her.

“You must help Noah as much as you can Mum!”

She nodded, smiled and placed her slender, elegant arm around my young and innocent shoulders.

“So if you see or hear anything Cole then, it’s just me helping Noah with his agony and sharing the guilt for what we’ve all done to the black race, darling!”

I nodded threw my arms around her and kissed her.

“That’s great Mum…that’s exactly what we should do!”

She tucked me into bed and I was just drifting off to sleep when I sensed someone come into the main lounge and then a door, quietly close.

Soon I could hear groaning and sounds of hurt and pain; immediately I knew it was my mother and Noah and she was helping him share his grief and suffering again.

I then slept happily listening to the faint, rhythmical sounds from next door knowing only that my beautiful mother was doing good work, repairing the bad things that had been done so long ago.

The experiences of that holiday and my mother’s incisive explanation was the prime catalyst and reason in raising my consciousness about the issue of black slavery, and was the cause of my initial interest and concern in making things better for the unfortunate, persecuted, African race.

My mother took her commitment to her calling very seriously; most early evenings and nights she was always with Noah and one or the other of them was crying or groaning as if to release the fetid demons of the past.

It also seemed as if my pretty, fair haired sister Emma also got caught up in the good intentions as I happened to enter her room on the last day of the holiday and she was lying on her bed beside Noah, with no clothes on, crying, screaming and moaning as if they were both in unbearable misery.

I ran out immediately but my sister saw me out of the corner of her eye before I left! She grabbed me afterwards and made me swear and promise on the bible that I would not tell our mother about what I saw.

I didn’t of course, but was confused why she was so worried, as I felt sure she would have been proud of her helping share the burden of Noah’s suffering.

It was surely such an admirable thing to do!

So that was the start of my discovery and eventual obsession with the awful mistakes and horrors of the past.

The internet and libraries were full of information and, as my maternal parent had informed me, it was indeed true that my father’s family had become rich off the black slaves it employed and the divisive cotton it grew.

It gave me the most overwhelming feeling of guilt and remorse for what had transpired and although it seemed impossible to achieve, someday I hoped that in some small way I could make amends.   

It was almost impossible for me to comprehend what had happened in that time; the beatings, abuse, and enslavement of men, women and even children and the more I read and knew, the less I seemed to truly understand.

Whenever I saw my mother on holiday, which was rarely, I always encouraged her to frequent with Negro or African men and she seemed always happy to spread her warmth and healing abilities in her special, unique ways.

Emma also seemed involved and curious about my chosen passion, although it was often hard to tell what she was truly interested in, as she seemed to flit from one black boy, and one interest, to the next. 

My father was less impressed and told me categorically not to be so foolish and concentrate on the future and not worry about the past.

It was alright for him to say that as he had done so well financially; I truly wanted him to share his good fortune, but he was a selfish, life hardened man! 

He had never paid much attention to me or my interests and unfortunately I knew he never would.

My father was more interested in more earthly matters, with his new young wife, the lovely flame haired Jessica, but I never truly liked or bonded with her from their marriage when I was 13.

She was only 8 years older than me!

I was sent off to boarding school and saw my parents infrequently but kept alive the relationship with my mother through my research into American Slavery.

I discovered that there were many people and groups on the net that were interested in the same period and, as I began to grow older, I formed a relationship with a girl of my age called Abigail who lived in the same state, and was equally involved in the trawling of the murky, unsavoury past as I was.

We both shared the weight of guilt for what had been done by or forebears and quickly realised that we shared a truly, common bond.

We swapped photographs and I was delighted to see that she was an extremely beautiful, blonde haired girl and hoped that she would not be disappointed that my own physical attributes and qualities didn’t quite measure up to hers. 

She was however more interested in our mutual purpose and interests however and we became ardent exchangers of e-mails dealing with all the latest developments on making right the mistakes of the past, to the unfortunate descendants and families of the original, African slaves.

I tried not to ask too many personal questions of her when we interacted, as I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable with me or that I was prying too much into her private life.

I did not wish to upset my relationship with her and was extremely shy, inexperienced and nervous around girls generally.

After a few months, to my joy it appeared she was staying overnight near Georgia State University, as she had some school competition, and I went along to watch her perform with her school troupe at a nearby stadium.

They created dizzying routines of dance and acrobatics, her team came second and when she met me afterward she was beaming, thrilled and delighted with the large, golden trophy she had shared with her teammates.

When I met Abigail in the flesh she had not changed from her dance outfit and was still in her tight, shiny, blue leotard and black tights and, with her exquisite figure, beautiful, long, golden hair and pale, blue eyes, she quite took my male, hormonal, breath away.

But she was very pleased to see me, gave me a small kiss on my cheek in welcome as I had promised to treat her to some dinner. 

I blushed, took her bag and she placed her slim, delicate arm in mine.

“Can we go to your dorm to change please Cole…the rooms we’ve been placed in are not very nice and I’ve told the mistress I’m staying with some family; so I can get back when I want!”

I nodded as my apartment was not far, and we held hands, walked and talked as if we were as close as we were when exchanging short, constant, electrical messages.

When we got back Marquis, my roommate was in and he immediately welcomed my new friend warmly into our humble home.

Marquis was a black sports star here; he looked after me around campus and was aware of my sympathetic feelings for the treatment of his race in this country.

We had been living together for a year or so, were extremely friendly and seemed to get on pretty well.

However he seemed to take to Abigail very quickly and they busily involved themselves in conversation as I made my new female friend a cooling drink.

When I came back into our small communal lounge area, she was perched on his muscular lap and his black hands were stroking her back through the pretty leotard she was still wearing so alluringly.

She seemed to press her body down on him, wriggle her bottom and then leant over and whispered something, suggestively into his ear.

He nodded and she rose off him, took my hand and led me off to the privacy of my bedroom.

She spoke to me softly.

“Are we as one mind, Cole…with the slavery thing?”

 I nodded in bewilderment.

“Yes I think so.”

She seemed a little uncomfortable and moved from one foot to another as if she was still dancing.

“Well I need to tell you something…to see if I can trust you…tell you my most precious secrets…I feel I can Cole?”

We sat side by side on my small bed and she took my trembling hand as I spoke the words of a child.

“You can tell me Abigail…you can trust me.”

She blinked and I looked into her blue, sparkling, dazzling eyes as she sighed in a strangely appealing way.

“I try and ease the suffering of some of the young, deserving, African men I meet to help their pain… to put something back.”

I exhaled, as I had been holding my breath and nodded like an idiot.

“That’s good Abigail…I would like to feel like that, and to do something constructive.”

She smiled at my encouraging words.

“I hoped you would understand Cole…well I’m going to help Marquis because he’s tense…you can watch me from the door if you want…but…I’m only doing this because it makes everyone feel better.”

I was extremely confused.

“Do what?”

She squeezed my hand firmly until it pinched my skin.

“Bring him off of course silly…with my mouth or hand…it’s the least I can do.”

She laughed dryly.

“You do understand… and see Cole?”

I was shocked at the words coming from her pretty, innocent mouth but, as if I recalled the conversation and confused events with my own mother all those years ago, somehow I appreciated her perspective.

“Oh…yes…yes… I do see Abigail.”

She suddenly leaned across, then placed her tongue in my mouth and I flushed in excitement as I realized I had suddenly been kissed by a girl, and a divine girl at that, for the first time in my life.

“I’ve never told anyone before Cole…I’m so pleased I trusted you!”

She rose up and brushed down her clingy leotard, opened the door and walked over to where my flatmate was sitting expectantly on our battered, old, dark settee.

She kneeled down between his thighs and he opened them, as if to assist her; then softly stroked her shiny, long, blonde hair.

She whispered up to him sweetly and innocently.

“I told you it would be fine Marquis…Cole thinks like me…we want to make amends to your race for the sins of the past.”

The man stared at her amazedly, with wide, darkened eyes as she undid his jeans and, as his huge penis was released, she took it in her fingers and squeezed it firmly.

He murmured to her as I gasping for air.

“Ease my pain then Abigail…I am… so upset.”

Her tongue began to lick his flesh; he grunted and grimaced in pleasure as he murmured and moaned and in his whispered lamentations, I heard distant echoes of my own childhood and past.

Her delicate prurient mouth, took the top of his dark flesh inside her lips and she began to suck and draw the solidity expertly.  

She lowered the trousers and shorts to his ankles and subserviently sucked and lapped at his balls and penis and then began to move her pretty head faster, as she placed him in her pert, painted, little mouth.

Marquis was moaning and gasping and in a sudden cry of anguish, he grabbed her hair tightly and jerked his semen inside her mouth until it is seemed to spill over like a white, flooding river, from between her, plump, pink lips.

She drew it still and stroked it until finally it was spent; she turned to me, watching breathlessly through the crack in my open door and smiled with utter purity.

“You see we all feel better for this small act…do you understand now Cole?”

I was trembling and my small penis was harder than I had ever known it to be, but strangely I actually did seem to comprehend her sordid, lewd actions.

She was demeaning herself before him, to show her solidarity for all the black, female slaves that had spent so many years performing endless, debasing acts such as this without any choice. 

She was subjugating her body to give something back, to suffer as they had; I saw enlightenment and suddenly admired my new female friend more than anyone in my entire life.

I nodded and smiled at her openly and with conviction.

“Yes Abigail…I do understand… completely.”

She left my gasping and recovering flatmate and returned to my room where she kissed me deeply once again.

I could taste Marquis’s semen on her tongue but I didn’t care as the oral caress from her was so inspirational and heavenly.

She moved back from me and stared teasingly.

“Have you a robe?”

I nodded like a mad, toy dog.

“Then… as you have passed my test of trust I am prepared to let you see me naked if you want to?”

I tried to speak.

“Yes…please… Abigail.”

She stood erect and straight in the middle of my carpeted floor.

“You may undress me Cole.”

I nervously released the tension filled straps from her shoulders, then pulled the leotard fully off her body leaving her large white breasts exposed and just her tights and a thin pair of pink knickers on.

Her nipples were thick and pink and had small patches of dark pink around them; she looked gorgeous and she was the most wonderful and desirable thing I had ever seen in my life.

I kneeled before her instinctively, rolled her black nylons to her ankles and, as she kicked them away only a tiny, pink pair of cotton, lace trimmed panties was left between me and her tight, vaginal mound.

I had never seen one before and she knew I was a virgin; it was as if I carried a sign with me that told everyone!

It was that obvious.

She looked down at me kneeling before her.

“Do you want to understand what it feels like to be a slave Cole?”

I had always longed to know what it was emotionally like to suffer for someone else.

“How did you know?”

She laughed.

“Do you want to serve me Cole; be my slave?”

I would have promised her anything.

“Yes, yes Abigail.”

She inhaled in suppressed tension.

“If you remove my panties then you are the first man to see my special place and I will trust you to worship it Cole.”

I looked up at her like a drunken soldier.

“I will Abigail I promise…may I?”

She smiled and nodded slowly and I placed my fingers on the elasticised material and drew them down her thighs and ivory legs to reveal some fine blonde hair and then the thin, dark line of her perfect, delicious vagina.

It was inches from my mouth and, almost in compulsion; I kissed it softly with my lips and let my tongue lick it gently like a mouth.  

She stroked my dark hair and whispered lovingly.

“I knew you were the boy for me darling Cole; lick me darling…be the first man to make me come…use your tongue darling.”

She placed my wetness almost accidentally, on a small, hidden rise of flesh and she ground her hips against me as she began to murmur, mumble and moan like my mother had, so long ago.

She muttered darkly.

“Yes just there Cole!”

I didn’t know exactly what I was doing but I held my position, her speed increased then she gripped my head and seemed to shake and shudder until she was still, apart from the remnants of her vibration that seemed to run like a small tremor throughout her perfect female form.

She was extremely disoriented but apparently happy and seemed to effuse in pleasure with me.

“Oh Cole that was so delicious…are you as happy as me darling?”

I nodded as I definitely was.

She moved away from me but left me kneeling still on the floor; she was still naked and looked utterly divine.

“Remove your clothes Cole.”

I quickly pulled off my jeans, shorts and top and was as nude as she was; she could see my small, stubby erection that had been solid hard since this wild excitement all began.

She laughed softly.

“Do you want to come, Cole?”

I shook my head up and down crazily and she laughed like the devil herself.

“Well you can’t…that’s what it feels like to be a slave darling…you can’t do what you wish…just what you are told!”

Her words just aroused me further as she went on.

“You don’t think I like it when I suck off these arrogant African men? I do it because… I have to…Cole.”

I nodded but I was not listening; only staring intently at her voluptuous, naked, pink body and my little cock seemed to mimic my motion.

“I know Abigail.”

She smiled at me dirtily.

“Pick up my knickers Cole.”

I did as she said and they were crumpled, wet and smelly.

“Sniff them”

I brought them to my nose and the aroma was pungent, profound and distinct.

“That is my scent Cole…that’s what you answer to… as my servant.”

I nodded as if I was high on drugs.

“Do you masturbate Cole?”

I did all the time and nodded once more.

“I thought so well… put my panties on and you can masturbate into them…if… you ask me nicely.”

I pulled them around my genitals and my erection seemed to thrill even more when it was just contained with the thin, moist material. 

I was aching for release.

“Can I come please, Abigail?”

She laughed in demonic pleasure and questioned me.

“Do you sense your liberty disappearing Cole?”

I did and bent my head up and down, one final time as she went on.

“It’s intoxicating isn’t it…we’re both slaves now…servants…I’m the African man’s servant and you’re… mine!”

I thought about her sucking Marquis and my hand went to my crotch but she stopped me.

“Wait…I’ll do it Cole.”

She stood beside me and stared into my brown, pathetic, weakened, eyes.

“You come when I say….”

She pressed my raised flesh lightly.

”You can climax now Cole; in my knickers and… be my slave.”

I grunted and jerked my show of semen into the slim, delicious material and exhaled promptly in foul pleasure and blessed relief.

She made sure all of the sperm was in the pretty, feminine panties and patted the soft, wet crotch of them.

“Leave them on Cole…I’m going to shower and then we’ll have some food…I’m starving.”

I blinked and before I realised she had put on my blue, cloth robe and gone out through the door towards the bathroom.

I saw my reflection in the mirror, of me naked with her slim, pink, stained knickers around my manhood and I felt ashamed.

However I had to acknowledge that this was the emotion of all people that were enslaved, and somehow in my inflamed mind, saw the female adornment as something of a lascivious, badge of courage.

Abigail seemed to be taking her time and I opened my door a little to see her having showered, but now in the lounge on her knees again, wrapped in a white towel, before the strapping, nude, black Marquis. 

His cock was between her lips and he fucked her small, sweet, mouth selfishly, and soon filled it with more of his thick, rancid, white ejaculate.

They did not see me secretly looking and terribly, it made me hard again in her knickers, and when she returned to my room she laughed as she saw my obvious little bulge.

“You watched Cole and me you bad boy; but your friend needs a lot of release Cole…but you understand I cannot refuse if he asks me?”

I seemed to comprehend but was confused still, although I did not reveal this to her.

“Of course, Abigail!”

She seemed content then sat and dried herself on my bed and observed me with just her stained, pink knickers around me.

“We really have a connection Cole…don’t you sense it?”

I did certainly and I responded at her as if I was insane.

“I feel I would do anything for you Abigail.”

She smiled shyly.

“Would you like me to stay with you tonight, Cole?”

I thought I’d misheard her.

“Would you?”

She giggled. 

“Of course darling…unpack my bag…put out something for me to wear tonight and you can dress me…we’ll eat and I’ll sleep here and get the bus in the morning… early!”

I quickly laid out her clothes from her travel case and was unsure what to choose from the array of items available.

I selected a pair of blue, thong knickers, a matching bra, a short white wrap around skirt and a red top.

She seemed happy and told me to place her pale, pink cotton pyjamas on my bed for later.

I just pulled on some jeans and a T shirt and we walked passed Marquis who smiled at us as we left the apartment and he spoke kindly to my new friend.

“Abigail…thanks…I feel so much better now.”

She beamed back at him as if she had accomplished something.

“Good, see you later Marquis.”

I sensed his eyes glint and glisten in some hidden, crude, emotion but felt that it was an undeserving thought on my part, and put it down to my confusion with the situation. 

I shrugged the feelings off and soon my girlfriend and I were sitting in a nearby pizza place, eating pasta and wine.

There was so much we did not know about each other but somehow through our sexual discovery and sharing, it seemed to open a door of communication between us where suddenly we could discuss almost anything.

She explained that her awareness with feelings of responsibility for slavery stretched back to her childhood and from the time she was just 16, she had begun to perform these small, sexual services for African men that she felt needed them. 

She explained most practically, that it was just a kiss or a touch at first, but as she got older, then the pattern of bringing black men to sexual fruition with her hand or mouth became part of the guilt and obligation contained within her.

I was somehow jealous that she had something constructive that she could offer where all I had, was merely my principles and high ideals.

It was clear and obvious to me that the delightful Abigail was so much better and more engaged with real life than me! 

We chatted about everything and, as the wine loosened my inhibitions, I plucked up the courage to ask her a question that had been awakened and forming in my demented brain all night.

I stared into her glistening, blue, eyes nervously and took the emotional plunge and leap into the unknown.

“Abigail, do you…?”

I found it hard to form the words but she seemed to read me so well already, and did it for me.

“Fuck the men?”

I nodded in crimson abashment and she giggled and shook her head dramatically, much to my relief.

“No Cole…the two things are separate! I fulfil my obligation to the past with my hands or mouth…what is between my legs is my obligation to the future and the man I am to marry.”

I smiled in glee that I could not contain at her words as she continued with more information that delighted me, even more.

“The only man that has seen me naked is you Cole…and you are the only one to lick my…what do you call it darling?”

I spoke crudely and honestly.

“Cunt!”

She laughed at my coarse honesty.

“You are the only man to lick my cunt Cole….so you should be very honoured….extremely so!”

I was and I told her frankly and gratefully.

“I know I’m lucky Abigail…for you to trust me like this…I will not let you down…you can trust me implicitly”

She giggled and sighed; I just adored the way she sighed, it was like an angelic southern girl’s delightful prayer, as she did so.

“I feel very close to you Cole…I’ve never met a man like you that seems to understand me so well and what I have to do…”

She broke off and looked forlornly into the distance at, nothing at all.

“…Some men would be silly, jealous and envious.”

I tried to sound surprised.

“Well I’m not Abigail…I promise you!”

She squeezed my leg under the table and sidled up to me.

“I might bring you off again later in my knickers again…after you lick my… cunt!”

She seemed amused by the vulgarity of the word; it was clear she had never used it before and all I knew for sure was that I was very, very lucky and excited.

I whispered to her as if everyone around us could hear.

“You mean…I can do it again Abigail?”

She laughed at my timidity.

“You will do it every time we see each other now Cole; I do get so wet when I bring off these African guys and need someone like you to service me and stop me doing something stupid and that I would regret!”

I was naively and foolishly confused.

“What do you mean?”

She sighed and giggled again.

“Well I’m only human Cole…sometimes when I suck these big black things; I want to jump on it and let it fuck me! If I did then that would be terrible and so gross; I’d be a black man’s whore and… slave!”

Her descriptive words made me instantly hard; she could tell and secretly stroked my small bulge, under the privacy of the white, linen covered table.

“You really are perfect for me Cole…I like it that it excites you for you to think of me really being a servant for an African man; him taking, using my body and fucking me as he wanted!”

She saw I was on the sexual edge and sniggered.

“It’s OK Cole…you can come in my knickers darling; I know you can’t help yourself.”

She spoke to me as if I was a child then pressed my rise very lightly; I tried to resist, but helplessly jerked my body, to the vision of her being rutted foully by some unknown, dominant, strong, black male.

I sighed in release without the same purity as she did!

We strolled slowly back home, with me now disgustingly having two loads of my sticky essence in her knickers around me, and I was agitated and thrilled at the prospect of her sleeping over with me as she had indicated.

However when we reached the apartment, Marquis was sitting prominently on the settee with his best friend Dwain, another member of the winning football team!

My flatmate stared at her with expressive, dark, demonic eyes and whispered timidly and almost apologetically to my pretty, blonde friend.

“We’ve both got some big pain, Abigail…especially Dwain, and I told him how you…you like to help us.”

My girlfriend laughed at them, sighed, then dismissed me to the bedroom and I watched perversely through the crack, as she knelt down between the two of them, and took a long penis from each of their opened trousers in each of her delicate, prurient hands.

The men quickly gasping and determined not to come too quickly, but she sucked them, stroked them and then rubbed them harder and harder until finally they succumbed to the inevitability of their climaxes.

No man could have resisted such female endeavours that Abigail supplied so enthusiastically.

I shut the door and I sensed how flushed and aroused I was; Abigail quickly rejoined me in my room and then stood in the centre as if waiting for my services.

I eagerly removed her clothing and saw that her face and neck was covered in their thick, slimy, white, viscous, sperm.

I instinctively began to lick and lap it from her and I did not stop using my tongue for cleansing purposes until I had kneeled between her perfect, naked, ivory thighs.

Then, through my privileged access to her pretty pussy; I found her secret little rise of flesh and cleverly, I thought, made her orgasm once again as she pressed and twisted her hips firmly against my mouth.

I wiped her with a wet, then a dry cloth from the bathroom then placed on her wonderful body, her sensuous, bright pyjamas as she just stood calmly and watched me serve her until finally, she slipped happily into my small, brown, single bed.

I was still in my jeans and shirt but quickly removed them and was embarrassed that the knickers she had given to me were so obviously soaked with a further load of my agitated sperm.

My pretty new friend smiled as she saw them.

“You really do like it… when I do what I do with the African Americans… Cole?”

I tried to explain, but was honest enough to admit my ignorance as I did not really understand why myself.

“I’m not sure Abigail…can I come to bed now?”

She shook her head purposefully.

“No… it’s important I understand you…you are my slave now Cole…or have you changed your mind?”

I shook my head forcefully to demonstrate my resolve and she giggled at my submission to her.

“Pull my knickers down and let me see your penis Cole.”

I knew I had no choice given what I had agreed to, and pulled the soaking, pink panties to my knees.  

She was still laughing which was extremely disconcerting.

“You’re penis is very nice, darling Cole.”

I knew it was much, much smaller than Marquis’s and I blushed in shyness and inadequacy as she continued.

“You accept that you’re my slave now darling Cole?”

I nodded meekly.

“How does it make you feel?”

I was unsure and tried to think on my naked feet.

“Excited, nervous…I think of a how a real, black slave must have felt with his mistress…or master.”

She smiled enthusiastically, seemingly enjoying the vivid, colourful vision of my answer.

“It’s so nice that we have found each other to share this passion we have darling….just so delightful!”

Whilst she was romanticising our situation, I was standing there with nothing on, with her wet, twisted knickers around my thighs and feeling very stupid and helpless.

“Yes Abigail…can I come to bed now?”

She mused as if enjoying my discomfort which I knew she was not; she was far too much of a lady for such cruelty and sadism.

“I need to know that you will do exactly as I say Cole…I’ve never allowed any boy in my bed…ever!”

I was pleading….I was so close to being with her and wanted to hold her body more than anything in my life.

“You can trust me Abigail…I swear it!”

She seemed almost convinced.

“OK Cole…there’s some tight white panties in my case…put them on… then your cute penis is put away and, with your pyjamas over, I’ll feel… safe!”

I wanted to argue but was tired suddenly; I went to her small piece of luggage, found the knickers she mentioned and pulled them around my genitals until they hugged me tightly, against my crotch. 

I quickly put on my stripy, dark pyjamas and then silently lay close beside her in my small bed and turned off the nearby, side light.

She inhaled and sighed beautifully in her unique way and feminine fatigue.

“You can kiss me good night Cole…if you want?”

My mouth went to her lips but she put her fingers coquettishly over them.

“Kiss my bottom…that’s what I want Cole…I want to feel that you love me completely…all of me darling.”

I pushed my head under the sheet and let my lips pucker and press her soft ass; it was such delightfully, smooth, sweet smelling flesh it was a pure pleasure for me to do so.

“I do adore you Abigail darling!”

She let me smother her backside with my worship and veneration and finally she seemed happy with my debased adoration of her and instructed me to cease.

We relaxed side by side and I tried to sleep but the smell and warmth of her was intoxicating, and my penis pressed against the tight knickers as it was so aroused and thick.

She began to relax into my mattress and murmur deliciously to me in her southern, sweet drawl.

“Goodnight Cole…I’m so pleased we’re together now…so few people would understand what drives us.”

She turned, kissed my cheek, sensed my erection through my bottoms and just laughed softly and giggled.

“That’s so nice darling but you need to suffer… as a slave Cole…don’t touch it…I forbid it!”

I gulped in sudden helplessness and felt truly disempowered for the first time in my cosseted, privileged life.  

I closed my eyes to sleep but horribly all I could see was her small, plump lascivious mouth around my flatmates huge, black cock whilst my own, less impressive male specimen, was pressing against the sensual  material of her tight, restrictive knickers.

The visions of her lewd action seemed imprinted on my mind and, however I tried, I could not dislodge the debased images from my brain. 

The more I thought about what I had seen the more my cock ached and I so desperately wanted to touch it; I was cruelly frustrated and began to faintly understand what real service was like when suddenly you did not have free will.

I knew I had to just endure it, as all slaves did, but only began to sweat and suffer unspeakably.

I twisted and turned and, as if to torment me further, Abigail flipped over onto her side and her plump, covered ass was pressed close against my crotch.

I wanted to push against her so badly but knew that would spoil everything between us so I just bit my lip and kept silent and, as still as I could.

It was unbearable!

Somehow after a while I dozed and was disturbed late into the night by a knock at the door, and as it opened, Marquis was standing nakedly in the white frame and the shadows and his impressive erection was silhouetted in the pale light.

He whispered earnestly to her.

“Abigail…I’m feeling troubled again.”

She groaned, in agitation.

“I’m tired Marquis…please!”

He stroked his cock in the gloom and moaned to her.

“I’m in such anguish Abigail.”

She sighed in annoyance but got up resignedly and kneeled down by him at the doorway; I could see his huge manhood now clearly in the murky light as she placed her hands around it and began to suck.

She murmured sharply to him as she did so.

“Don’t touch my breasts Marquis…don’t or I’ll stop!”

I could see his hands pressing the mounds on her chest and she sucked him harder and faster as he inexcusably, slipped his fingers in her top.

She began to groan, all familiar sordid sounds from the distant past, held his cock and stroked his balls with her tongue until he cried and squealed in release and climaxed, disgustingly in her mouth.

She spoke up to him weakly.

“Go now…enough!”

He stroked her hair and wiped his penis on her delicate, pretty face.

“I feel better now again…thanks Abigail.”

My own cock was fit to burst but, as instructed, I still had not touched it and I was right on the physical abyss and edge once more.

She came back to the bed and switched on the side in sudden, stress and tension to partially illuminate the room.

“I’m horny now Cole…you know what you need to do!”

I nodded, removed her bottoms and she kneeled over my face and lowered her sopping, blonde pussy onto my mouth as she gasped.

“I always get so turned on when I ease pain like that…with those huge black cocks….and Marquis is enormous!”

She sighed then pressed her weight down energetically and my tongue wriggled in her slippery softness as she writhed against it.

She grunted like a whore and it shocked me.

“Fuck this is what I need…lick me Cole…fuck he was so fucking big and full and sticky.”

She was lost in another world, was consumed in her desire to climax and finally shuddered on top of me, and then began to relax and settle on my face in relative contentment and peace.

I heard that sigh of pleasure once again and I was already addicted to hearing it as it brought me such arousal.

“Oh that was good…we are so lucky Cole…Wipe me now and put my bottoms back on.”

I moved from under her, took a towel from the floor and patted her saturated slit of sexuality and, only when it was perfectly dry and pristine, did I pull the pyjama trousers back on her, and she then slipped back under sheets.

She stared at me, noticing my little bulge of discomfort and spoke innocently.

“Do you want to come, Cole?”

I nodded eagerly and she shrugged impatiently as if her sleep had been disturbed enough.

“Kneel on the bed in front of me.”

I did so and she pulled my pyjama bottoms to my knees and looked at the small rise in her tight, pretty knickers.

She smiled darkly.

“Who has control darling?”

I groaned weakly.

“You do Abigail.”

She laughed softly.

“Yes…I have all the power over this darling.”

She placed the tip of her manicured nail on my hardness and I groaned in profound frustration and need.

“I bet you’d love me to suck it Cole?”

I grunted like an animal as if to answer her question and she just laughed as if to increase my desperation.

“You’re not African, Cole, and now this is your time to suffer…so you have to watch me, serve other black men and spunk into the soft crotch of my panties.”

I was shaking and trembling in desire; she pushed her nail just a fraction against me and I jerked forward as if I had been stabbed, and shamefully left the deposit of my white vulgarity in her soft, tight knickers.

I groaned in fetid relief, she pulled the bottoms up over me turned off the side light and we finally, tiredly both surrendered to, much required sleep.

She had to leave early in the morning, I placed her clothes out for her as she required, and she showered then went into Marquis to say goodbye.

I looked in as well and wished I hadn’t, as I saw that she was giving him a quick hand-job on his morning erection and his cock soon released a voluminous spurting orgasm in her expert, little fingers.

Abigail retreated out quickly as if she had fulfilled her obligation, waving at him as she went and then stood close beside me in my room. 

She wiped her hand on my mouth and made me lick the remaining sperm off it disgustingly, and giggled in glee.

“Thanks Cole…I’ve had fun…have you?”

I said nothing; the experience with her had been extraordinary but as I watched her dress then walked her back to catch the bus back home I realised that weirdly, I had loved and enjoyed her delicious company more than I had been prepared to admit to myself.

She kissed me on the cheek and just before she boarded her transport she leant over and whispered into my ear.

“Left you something under your pillow darling Cole…speak to you on the net!”

She entered the bus then quickly was engaged with all of her friends, and I soon watched it disappear into the far distance; my stomach seemed to sink and I realised that I missed her immediately. 

When I returned to my apartment I saw Marquis eating his breakfast heartily and he smiled at me in apparent sincerity.

“Nice girl that Abigail…got a great attitude to life! When’s she coming over again? She’s welcome… anytime!”

He laughed gutturally and I felt he was trying to mock me, as he had enjoyed my girlfriend’s mouth on his penis, right in front of me and so liberally, but I chose to ignore his cheap, uncalled for remarks and rise above it. 

He obviously didn’t see the deeper point to my Abigail’s prurient actions and I felt that sometimes you just had to be the bigger man!

I looked under my pillow and to my surprise I found 5 pairs of Abigail knickers; 2 of them, the pink and the white pair clearly stained in my foul essence.

There was a small note as well and I read it excitedly.

 

Do you really want to be my slave Cole? If you do then wear them for bed each night and do not touch yourself unless I give my permission.

I want to find out if we are truly as like minded and fated as we appear!

Yours 

Abigail x 

 

I immediately went to my computer and confirmed my devotion and obedience to her as I wanted her to have my response immediately. My words were sincere and simple and sent from the innocence of my heart.

 

My Darling Abigail

I am your servant and will wear your tokens around me with pride. My manhood is yours to command…I only wish to prove my worth and love to you.

Your devoted slave

Cole x

 

She must have picked it up on her phone in seconds, she replied with an X and it seemed that this short communication set our path going forward.

We spoke ardently over the Internet from that point, about virtually everything; it seemed that nothing was now outside our scope of shared information.

We had always found communality about the history of slavery and making amends, but there was a new delicious salacious edge to our conversations and video calls. 

Our communication was incessant, often about sex and the emerging desires of our bodies and new relationship we had.

She would often sit in front of her small camera on the computer naked as she related some tale of her oral or tactile debauchery.

I would listen spellbound on my bed in her underwear and would become always excited and erect to her decadent stories and lurid revelations.

I would finally bring myself off in her pretty knickers but only and strictly with her permission and to her specific directions.    

Her power over me was so addictive; I had given Abigail full licence over my body and ability to orgasm and as the weeks and months went by I accepted her authority completely.

Sometimes it would be many weeks until she allowed me to climax and by the time she allowed me to I was literally bursting.

I however had no control over her, seemingly at all; she pursued her lascivious obligations to the African men that she came into contact with alacrity and all I could do was listen in fascination and excitement and try to be supportive.

In truth it hurt me that she gave her favours to so many others and, the fact that they were suffering black African men did not dull the pain of it for me.

I accepted it because of our joint purpose and understanding but the only thing that brought me comfort was that I knew her special sexual place belonged to me! 

The torture it brought me that she should demean herself with so many black men was part of my suffering that I had always craved so badly, and I tried to embrace the learning curve I was on.

In some deviant way I tried to welcome my anguish, as if I deserved it, for the money my family had made out of the revolting and sickening slave trade.

It was confusing but exhilarating at the same time and in spite of my concerns I loved and adored the fact that I had Abigail to share this journey and experience with.

We would meet up every couple of months and each time we did I would be totally in thrall to her and spend copious amounts of time between her perfect thighs, licking her divine, innocent, pink and blonde cunt as she desired.

This I knew was still untouched and I wanted it to be mine, and only mine, more than I could possibly explain.

I recognised the first time I saw her that Abigail was the girl I wished to marry and become my wife.

I invited her down a further time to stay for a weekend at my campus but became annoyed with Marquis who seemed to take such ongoing pleasure in filling her mouth with as much of his thick spunk as he could.

Sometimes I wondered if he was in a much suffering as he made out; he made sexual demands on Abigail all the time which frustratingly she always happily and eagerly complied with.

When we were lying in my bed on the last evening of her visit I picked up the courage to question her about it.

“Don’t you think Marquis is taking advantage of what you are offering darling Abigail?”

She laughed at my inquisition.

“Of course…but that’s the point. Slaves are taken advantage of… as I do to you darling Cole.”

It made weird sense but it still aggravated and confounded me.

“Do you enjoy it?”

She was silent for a minute and then sighed in reply.

“I’m not sure…I’ve done it for so long… it is part of me…it is what I do.”

I was so mixed up and spoke out in my childish, puerile frustration.

“Can’t you leave him alone for a while Abigail?”

She rapidly became agitated and more than a little annoyed.

“How dare you ask me that…I thought you understood me Cole?”

I went moody and very quiet and her ire roused.

“I want you to ask me to give Marquis a blow job…right now!”

I was still silent however and she muttered darkly and dismissively to me.

“You don’t understand me after all Cole…maybe we need a break?”

I was suddenly sick of my girlfriend, pleasuring other men, even African men and did not argue or try to change her mind.

I had reached breaking point with all of this.

We did not speak again until the morning when Abigail made a special point to give my flatmate the longest, slowest, oral sexual service at the breakfast table she could, as if to make her foul point and humiliate me beyond breaking point.

I dropped her to her train in terrible anguish and anger; I was pleased to see the back of her for the first time since we had first spoken and met.

She was treating me terribly and I finally was standing my ground and becoming a man!

As the train pulled out of the station I was happy that I was well rid of her; she had pushed me way too far!

My annoyance lasted for about an hour after I returned to my room and then it dissipated, like fine mist on a sultry hot day and  I realised I had lost the one special girl I loved when all she had done was continued exactly as we had agreed.

I was mortified and rang her immediately, but she did not take my call and I e-mailed her in panic to express my feelings that ran through me like sharp pins of constant agony.

 

My Darling Abigail

I am so sorry…I was jealous that another man should take what I see is mine. But that is what you have tried to teach me…the pain of service and servitude.

It is right that I suffer, as we both do for what we believe.

I want you to suck off Marquis, whenever you wish or he wishes.

I understand now that I love you completely with all my heart. I submit to you completely…be my partner, my mistress and lover and I beg you…to be my wife.

I will never question what you do again but will only always support you.

Your loving servant 

Cole x

 

My phone pinged in a second and I opened it with bated breath.

 

My Darling Cole

I am so pleased to receive your message; I thought perhaps you were not the man I thought you were. We are here to make amends for the past in whatever way we can…you cannot be jealous of me or my body.

It is there to serve as you understand or I thought you did. 

I love you and would love to marry you but my life priority is to right the wrongs of the past. 

I will not allow you to question me again ever in what I have to do. I need you to make it clear that you understand darling.

Our life together will be rectifying the guilt I feel towards the African race or I must find a partner that can.  

Abigail x

 

I looked at the message and trembled…I had to somehow convince her!

It was as if my whole life depended on this and I went into one of my drawers then visited the bathroom and returned hurriedly to my computer.

My blank screen challenged me and I typed quickly once again in earnest resolution.

 

My Darling Abigail

Forgive me my jealousy. 

I have put on your pretty yellow knickers and I am hard at the thought of what you did with Marquis…sucking his big cock. Please let me come to the vision of you with him…come back anytime and pleasure or suck him…I am happy that you do…. I’m not… but you understand. 

We both accept that we have chosen this suffering.

You are my dream girl. Let me share my life with you. I beg you…I will support you at all times with our journey together.

I love you…Marry me please and let me prove it all of my life. I will devote it to our cause and your happiness.

Please…I beg you marry me!

Your loving servant and slave 

Cole x

 

There was nothing for a few minutes and then a small ping of my phone and I shivered in nervousness and trepidation as I opened it.

 

Dear Cole

I love you and want to marry you but I will make you suffer; is that what  you want?

You cannot come in my knickers… yet…this is nothing to what may happen between us.

Is that what you want for your life?

Abigail x

 

I replied in an instant.

 

My Darling Abigail.

Yes, Yes, Yes, Yes…I would rather suffer endlessly with you than have a so called normal life with another girl…I love you utterly and completely.

I will not question you again and we have a destiny to fulfil.

Together…please give me another chance.

Marry me my darling. I love you.

Your servant 

Cole x

 

The response was instantaneous.

 

Darling Cole.

I am yours to marry. I would love to be your wife.

In answer to your question last night; I love to suck African men; to please and swallow them, I will do it for ever while you watch!

You may think about this fact and come in my knickers now… slave!

Abigail x

 

I sent my final reply.

 

My Darling Abigail.

That is perfect. You should enjoy your chosen path.

I want you to suck them and swallow their life essence.

It is how I want it because it is what you want!

I will always encourage you from now on.

I love to watch you…I am erect thinking about you and will climax to the vision of you and Marquis in my mind’s eye… and into your lovely yellow knickers.

I love you forever.

Your servant and slave.

Cole x 

 

I knew she was just trying to tease me but my mind flashed with a picture of her sweet mouth around his huge cock and as I had written, I spent my sticky fluid into the sweet, clean crotch of the knickers.

As the sexual tension and desire instantaneously left my body, I heard the faintest alarm bells ringing on my head at what I had agreed to with the delightful but wilful Abigail.

Is this what I truly wanted? It was too late for such thoughts as I had offered my role as her husband, had been accepted and my word was my bond. 

I was a Southern gentleman after all!

My relationship with Abigail was now most definitely back on course. 

University life was coming to an end as hers’ was, and we soon had the opportunity to spend more time together.

We got on better seemingly, as we now went on, and Abigail got so caught up in the arrangements for our engagement party that she seemed to lose the drive and time for her providing relaxation to the African men that she had previously, and frequently meted out in her own inimitable style.

The party was at my elderly father’s house and my pretty girlfriend made an instant impression on him, although he would have been horrified at her promiscuousness with coloured men whom he had always so frowned and looked down upon.

However I insisted on inviting my African American friends from college and University and during the busy evening I was not overly surprised to find my fiancée dancing with all of them in turn, and ignoring me.

I had promised I would not question her and I did not break my word.

She looked lovely, innocent and demure in a pretty, silken, purple dress with layers of fabric around the waist to make her look like a real southern belle and a fairytale princess.

She was my princess after all!

Abigail seemed to get on well with my father’s new wife Jessica, although my mother and sister who had come up especially for the party were less than impressed with my choice of a bride.

My mother rook me on one side as Abigail was pressed closely against Marquis’s hips during a slower number from the dance floor.

She stared out at her and shook her head disapprovingly.

“Should you be allowing that darling?”

I shrugged in annoyance at her unwelcome comments and observations.

“It’s nothing Mum…it’s… fine…it’s harmless…I can deal with her!”

My mother smiled at me curiously…and with, I detected an element of life experience!

“If you say so darling…but I have to say darling I think that your little blonde haired, Miss Abigail likes black men…so be warned Cole!”

I ignored her and walked away from her lurid predictions concerning my wife to be; she was sometimes too presumptuous and critical.

I decided generously it was just a joke on her part and how could she possibly know what Abigail was like?

How would she understand the higher principles and life ambitions Abigail and I had set for ourselves.

The party went well and just before the guests were leaving Abigail asked me to follow her to our room. 

My father had insisted as we were now engaged we stay overnight together and seemed happy for us to share a bed in my room and in his house.

He seemed to delight in the dirty thoughts that I should be fucking a pretty girl like Abigail!

However she now stood straight near the bed and instructed me bluntly.

“Marquis and his friend are coming here in a few minutes…will you stand outside the door and make sure no-one comes in Cole.”

I went to speak, that this was our engagement, but remembering the commitment I had made, kept silent and stood meekly outside the room as she commanded.

Marquis and his friend Trevon came bustling past me laughing; I let them in and closed the door leaving just a thin crack for me to see through.

Abigail had their cocks out in seconds and was soon busy pulling, tugging and sucking them to completion; their groaning and cussing was loud, continuous and extremely unsettling.

The men came out shortly after and both patted me solidly on my overburdened back.

“Congratulations on the engagement Cole…Abigail’s such a wonderful, great and helpful girl!”

They laughed together, left and I went into my room to find my fiancée’s beautiful face covered in thick sperm and she smiled at me.

“Under my dress Cole…you know what I need now!”

I did, and I kneeled before her, pushed under the layers of the pretty hemline and found her slit that was pulsing and salivating in raw, female reaction and debasement to what she had just so foully performed.

She was so wet, as she always was after performing oral sex to these black males; I moved her knickers to one side, and quickly brought my fiancé near to her lascivious peak.

Her hands gripped my hair and she was just about to climax when I sensed the door open and someone come in.

I could not see who it was, as I was under her skirts, but heard Abigail whisper urgently.

“Shut the door Jessica…he’s nearly finished…keep going Cole.”

I returned to her slimy pussy and with a few more flicks and licks she held my head and trembled against me.

I withdrew and looked up to see my young mother in law looking surprised, and a little shocked.

“My… Abigail…you are full of surprises!”

Abigail only giggled stupidly.

“I did tell you Jessica but you didn’t believe me…I always get him to do that when I suck the Africans off!”

The red haired woman smiled in humour as well.

“I thought you were joking…My…My!”

The woman was flushed and looked as bright as her long, red, shiny dress.

Abigail brushed her own pretty dress down and walked over to her.

“If you wish to see how he does it then come back later….now let us go down and say goodbye to our guests…”

She laughed once more.

“…And I will tell you some more secrets!”

They left and I could not believe that suddenly my father’s horrible wife knew of my shame and I followed them downstairs and kept quiet until our well wishing, visitors had departed.

We were all tired and Abigail and I retired to our room and I stripped her as normal and prepared her for bed. 

I had become accustomed to women’s clothing, how to remove it, change it, hang it, wash it and keep it organised.

I drew a short white cotton slip over her without knickers, as it was so hot, and kissed her thin, sexual, folds softly and lovingly.

“As we’re engaged now Abigail…can I…?”

She chided me dismissively.

“No…Cole…My…not until I’m married…you naughty boy…put my knickers on and I’ll let you come in them.”

I pulled on the pink pair she’d been wearing, we slipped into bed and I knew I would be servicing her pussy very shortly with my tongue.

I was so lucky!

There was a faint knock at the door and to my surprise Jessica drifted in quietly in a long, silken blue and white lace night gown and sat beside Abigail on the bed as she whispered in gasps of breath.

“I had to speak to you Abigail…what you told me tonight…”

Jessica looked at me nervously and my pretty fiancée smiled at me.

“Don’t worry about him…he’s my slave as I told you…pretend he’s not here…what is it you need to know?”

The girl sat and shuffled anxiously.

“The work you do helping the African men…is it true?”

My future wife answered proudly.

“Ask Cole.”

She looked at me and I felt compelled to answer.

“We wish to make amends for the past Jessica; Abigail sucks and tugs them to ease their pain; she’d just done two of my friends before you came in.”

The red haired woman flushed and spoke shyly in a hushed, cultured tone.

“I’d like to become involved with the work Abigail…to find out about it all and help…just like you do!”

I blurted out to her without thinking.

“What about my father?”

The woman groaned dirtily.

“He’s old now…I am young…I have need of other things Cole!”

Abigail put her arms around her shoulders and she trembled.

“You will get true purpose Jessica when you suck a big, black, African’s cock and when he ejaculates…right down your throat…it’s so refreshing, exciting and then my Cole will bring you off.”

Jessica was listening and let my fiancée pull her onto the bed and she gently grabbed her silky robe and drew it to her waist to expose her inviting, thick, red pussy.

The woman muttered and mumbled weakly.

“I want to suck them like you do Abigail; I feel so overwhelmingly guilty too and want to release it.”

Abigail stroked her nipples through the soft material.

“You will soon…now let Cole settle you darling Jessica.”

She looked at me and I bent me head to her bright bush and began my oral exploration of a new, unexplored vagina.

I tried not to be excited by it but as the pervert I was turning into, I definitely was engaged and moved by the opportunity.

She was so wet and needy that she came quickly under my learned tongue but Abigail made me do it again and again for her, until she was completely settled and released from her base, lewd, female desires.

She rose tiredly and stroked my short, black hair.

“Don’t think badly of me Cole…I still love your father but he is old now and sometimes a woman needs to give of herself.”

As she left Abigail kneeled aggressively over my face, raised her top and ground her hips into my tongue as well, until she too, had been satisfied.

She lay beside me and pressed her hand on the raised erection in her panties I was wearing.

“I’m so pleased I’m marrying you Cole…I think I’m going to get on so well with all of your family!”

I closed my eyes and saw my mother in law, Jessica’s red mouth around a thick black penis in my fetid imagination and spurted my seed into my sensuous knickers to the raw vision.

As we drifted off to sleep, I mused and thought; it seemed, given my mother in law’s newly stated aims of joining Abigail and I in our quest, that there were more people interested in doing-good and rectifying the mistakes of the past than I thought!

My true love and I wanted to get married as soon as we could; Abigail wished to set up a studio to pursue her love of painting, and I wanted try my hand at writing.

Once wed, we could therefore soon buy a house with my trust fund, as living at home with my father was beginning to cause me concern. 

Abigail would visit frequently and Jessica would come out with us to visit bars and clubs and soon they were both orally feasting and gorging endlessly on local, black penile flesh.

Worse, the nubile, flame haired Jessica was always horny and I soon knew her slimy, red pussy almost as well as my treasured Abigail’s.

We could not find a venue for our impending nuptials however, that was, until one fateful evening we heard about a talk and lecture being given about local slavery and history, within an hours’ drive from home.

It was just a simple advert in the local paper depicting a black slave girl in chains and some detail about the event and the company behind it.  

It seemed that it was to be given by representatives of a new museum and history centre that had been set up and we were all engaged, fascinated and intrigued to learn about it and promptly made arrangements to attend.

My father was so old now that Jessica could go out as she wished; she joined Abigail and I on our journey to the venue and soon we were seated in a crowded small wooden church hall listening intently to the presentation about local slavery and what awful things had happened in the country’s recent past.

There were 3 African men talking eloquently and confidently in turns, two younger men and one stocky older man with grey hair, and they related tales of terrible abuse from that period. 

There was also a striking, tall, young woman with short, dark hair and an athletic body set in black trousers and a tight black top.

She did not speak, just stayed on the periphery and seemed to listen and watch everyone with her active, searching, inquisitive, black eyes. 

Surprisingly the room was full and most of the audience were young, white women like Jessica and Abigail and it was obvious that, as females, they all somehow felt burdened by the guilt of this dark legacy so strongly.

As of course I did.

When the older man talked he spoke of a permanent record and memorial to the past in a new centre where there was a working plantation.  

He explained that it had been established to encourage white people to go and see the history; to experience what it felt like to live and be a slave in those unfortunate times.

It was something of a living museum and it catered for day trips, holidays and more importantly events, one of which was having a licence for marriages!

Abigail and I looked at each other and knew immediately it sounded like a perfect venue for our forthcoming wedding.   

It seemed as if there was a lot of interest to view and go, for as they finished their lecture, the 3 men each entered a separate room and asked for anyone wishing to visit to come and have a brief interview.

I was intrigued as to why a visit to a museum should require a conversation but we queued up obediently with the rest of the audience.

There were very few people that did not wish to make enquiries.

Anyone desiring a single pass had to see the younger men and there were soon loads of young women waiting.

The older man and the striking woman were giving more information separately, concerning the events side of the centre.

There were 2 couples before us and the process appeared to take some time and seemed harrowing as they all left looking a little dishevelled and shocked.

The younger girls I noticed seemed to get through quicker and were far happier when they had completed their process.

Finally it was our turn and Jessica, Abigail and I walked into the small private office where the older man was sitting forward on top of a desk while the tall, enigmatic woman stood against the wall and, as I had observed previously, watched intently.

The man spoke first and very softy; almost like a poetic drawl

“My name is Earl…I’m 62 years old…my historic family were born into slavery and I’m looking to tell the world. Let it share our pain. I take it all very seriously and need closure.”

Abigail twittered to him in undisguised enthusiasm.

“That’s what we want Earl…we want to learn and feel what it was like to be a slave in that time.”

He looked at her with expressive, shining, inky eyes.

“Is that so Miss?”

My fiancée blushed excitedly.

“Abigail, this is my future mother in law Jessica and, my fiancé Cole; we want to get married at your museum… like the slaves of the past did.”

He walked to her and she seemed to dither as he stared intently into her innocent, pale blue spheres.

“Our home is called Reparation…it is only for those who wish to learn and suffer and give something back.”

Abigail gushed and immediately confessed her terrible secrets to him.

“I want to feel like that Earl…I give my hands and mouth to the African men to make amends…Cole and I wish to experience Reparation.”

He looked at me then Jessica, and we both nodded together in confirmation of what she had said.

“We interview because people think they can try to experience slavery and then leave… but true suffering is not for everyone.”

I spoke suddenly, as if I was a child and did not wish to sidelined or be left out of the conversation.

“We understand Earl.”

His eyes stared wildly in apparent, demonic fury and immediately terrified me.

“A black slave calls his master Baasss!”

I nodded nervously and replied as if to please him.

“Yes Baaass.”

He fixed me with a stare.

“You want to be married at Reparation as a slave Boy?”

I murmured again, almost enjoying the game.

“Yes Baaass.”

He turned his attentions to the women, presumptuously stroking Jessica’s bright, red hair and let his finger touch her painted, rose coloured lips.

“Do you want to visit, be a slave and suffer Jessica?”

She coloured as red as the attractive covering on her head.

“Yes Baaass…yes Baaass!”

He left his finger on her lips and to my disbelief she began to suck it sweetly as he smiled.

“You can show me…how you both feel ladies.”

Abigail instantly understood his meaning and gently tugged at, then removed his trousers and shorts and the two of them began to suck and lick his solid, gnarled, black erection that was exposed and sat impressively, in thick, dark, black and grey pubic hair.

He was a real, solid, bull of black masculinity.

My future wife and mother in law began together to orally service the older man’s penis and balls as if they were honouring him and trying to curry his favours.

He sat back with his hands flat on the desk, his cock sprouting vertically and my fiancé and Jessica licked and sucked his stark erection and large impressive testicles as if it was the finest, black chocolate.

It was unbelievable; my own penis was harder than I had ever known it, as I had never seen Abigail so involved with her lascivious oral actions, and it was pressing tightly against her pink knickers I was wearing.  

I tried to look away and caught the attention of the mysterious, black woman, leaning against the wall still noting and scrutinising everything.

“You eyeballing me, Boy?”

I was instantly petrified of her.

“No Miss.”

She sneered and her thick pink lips twisted in distaste.

“I’m in charge not Earl…I’m the owner of Reparation…of it all…I’m the boss.”

I trembled as I spoke instinctively.

“Yes Baaaass…sorry Baaass.”

She stared at me coldly with icy, demonic, black eyes.

“Come here Boy!”

I walked, visibly shaking to where she was, and looked into her black globes again and wished I hadn’t, immediately!

“Don’t eyeball me Boy…my name is Jezebel…you can call me Baaass if you wish to attend Reparation.”

I bent down in submission to her, looked at her dark, shiny boots and saw my prostrated reflection.

“Yes Baaass.”

She patted my head playfully

“Look at your girls…they can give a good head…that’s very nice for pretty, white girls; they should know how to pleasure a black man!”

I turned and saw them both sucking and drawing his flesh expertly like 2 whores; I glanced up at her nervously and saw the prominent mound of femininity in her tight, clingy trousers.

She observed my degenerate look as she seemed to notice everything.

“You like that Boy…is that what you can do for me?”

She laughed as I gazed apparently helplessly at the perfect shape of her crotch in the stretched covering.

“Yes Baaass…if you want Baaass.”

She stroked my head then squeezed my hair until I winced in pain and she drew me between her thighs.

“Smell me Boy!”

I inhaled, and the aroma was of perfume and musk and I kissed her protrusion instinctively with my lips.  

Her copper palm struck me with real venom and I cried out in shock and agony causing the other two women to stop their delectation and veneration of the man’s cock for a mere instant.

The woman, Jezebel, scolded them fiercely and it was clear to us all now that she was obviously the person truly in command.

“Keep sucking whores until he comes…suck him you white Bitches!”

My fiancé and Jessica returned immediately to their salacious task and the woman grabbed my hair again and pulled it almost out by the roots.

“You don’t ever touch or kiss me until I ask or tell you Boy!”

I was completely in awe of this demonic woman but my cock was so hard and aching and she pushed her hips at me.

“Do you want to kiss it Boy?”

I did desperately and she released the pressure on my strands.

“Yes Baaass.”

She smiled evilly and looked at the other girls who were working harder and harder and ever more diligently on the iron, black male.

“Do you do it for them?”

“Yes Baaass.”

She smiled as if she already knew my shameful answer.

“Good…Boy…a servant should know how to please a woman in the only way he can!”

She exhaled in expectation and pleasure.

“You may kiss it Boy…respectfully!”

I pressed my mouth to the rise between her legs and perversely longed to explore beneath the coverings; bring this diabolical female pleasure and service and prove my worth to her.

I felt so helpless in her company and inexplicably longed to please her for some strange reason that was lost to me.

I heard the man begin to grunt and gasp and turned to see him jerk his body forwards and cover the two energised faces of the young women at his feet, with his prodigious, thick, white ejaculate.

They continued to lick him, as if they were unable to put his shrinking flesh down and the woman patted my head condescendingly and instructed me.

“Go and lick the semen off their faces Boy…quickly!”

Without thinking I kneeled to them, used my tongue to lap up the juices that stained their cheeks and lips until they were cleansed and finally, we tidied ourselves up and were all back to some type of normality and apparent respectability.

The woman now sat behind the desk and addressed Jessica.

“Do you wish to come to Reparation, to enslave yourself Girl?”

She responded quickly and determinedly.

“Yes Baaass.”

She smiled

“Go and see Demetrius next door and do what he says…if he is happy then you can visit next week; if he is content with your attitude!”

She queried her further.

“Are you married?”

Jessica nodded.

“Yes Baaass.”

“Is he white and rich?”

“Yes Baaass.”

She fixed her devilish, cold globes on her.

“Write a cheque for $500.00… that is our fee for allowing you to attempt to join us.”

Jessica quickly removed her cheque book from her bag and scribbled out the amount required to Reparation then handed it to the woman who took it and nodded.

“Good… go and see Demetrius.”

“Yes Baaass.”

She was gone suddenly and there was only Abigail and I; the older, now perspiring man took his place where Jezebel had been, reposed against the wall as if recovering from his exertions and watched his superior take the meeting.

The mercurial woman smiled at my fiancé.

“I am happy that Reparation may allow the two of you to marry…you can come down next week to look and if we are all satisfied then you can book the wedding and you shall be tied together as slaves; as in the past, if that is genuinely what you desire.”

Abigail and I held hands excitedly and she gushed to her.

“Thank you Baaass.”

She shrugged her sturdy shoulders.

“You leave me $1,000.00 and we will see you next Wednesday…come there first thing in the morning and you will be interviewed then shown around.”

I had a wad of money, counted out ten $100.00 notes and handed them to her; she took them without thanks and gave me some leaflet of their centre, headed, Reparation and waved me away.

“Go now Boy…I will see you both on Wednesday and we will go forward or not….we will see!”

I was suddenly, weirdly agitated.

“What about a receipt and what happens if we don’t want to book and…”

Her face was instantly set tense in anger and fury.

“Come here Boy!”

I bit my tongue for questioning her without permission, walked behind the desk and watched hopelessly as she quickly undid my trousers which she then pulled roughly to my ankles.

She saw Abigail’s pretty, pale, lace knickers covering me and laughed.

“Lay over my knees Boy…I am going to thrash and beat you for speaking to me like that!”

I was mortified and begged her.

“No Baaass…I’m sorry Baaass!”

But I had no choice and I pressed myself over her thighs and she let her hand squeeze my testicles through the sheer finery around them.

“Such a small Boy…but hard from seeing your girl acting the whore…come in your pretty knickers and then… I’m going to spank your ass!”

In one more experienced twist of my excited penis from her, I groaned to release my blobs of manhood in the material of the crotch, and as I did so I felt her hard palm immediately on my covered, ass cheeks.

I squealed and she instantly pulled the bottoms of my panties back a little and slapped my naked flesh harder and more sharply until I cried out to her in agony.

“Don’t Baaass…I don’t care about the money…sorry Baaass…sorry Baaass!”

She hit me, humiliated and chastised me until my bottom was red raw, and only then did she release me and push me uncaringly and callously onto the floor.

“Wednesday…first thing… you can bring Jessica with you as I presume she has passed her test…see you then!”

I rose up and stood beside Abigail who seemed as shocked and traumatised as me but the woman was unconcerned with our reactions or normal pleasantries and spoke with a dry, acidic tone in her voice.

“If you want to understand slavery then I warn you…it will not be fun or entertaining…just constant pain, disgrace and degradation for you all. There is no dignity in slavery…that is just a myth made up by white folks like you!”

She smiled evilly and with a dark foreboding of our possible future with her

“My advice to you is to lose the money and not come to us…it will be too much for a weak white boy and easy, pale girls like you.”

I realised that she was trying to earn our money for nothing and I answered but, given what had just transpired, chose my words carefully. 

“No Baaass…we’ll be there Baaass.”

Jezebel laughed and raised the fearsome hand that had abused me; I shrunk back in apprehension as she waved us away dismissively. 

We left the room and met up with Jessica who was breathless, red faced and also extremely shaken.

Abigail whispered to her expressively and with concern as we departed the hall.

“Have you been accepted?”

My mother in law blushed to her very red shoes.

“I think so…definitely…was told to come with you on Wednesday!”

We drove home in silence, did not speak at all until we were back safely and in my bedroom.

Both girls were very, very agitated, aroused and excited and Abigail spoke first.

“Lie on the bed Cole…you need to get me off!”

I did so; she was naked in seconds and pressing her slippery pussy hard down on me and breathing as if she was running flat out for a bus!

“That Earl was so cool…fucking hell…wanted to suck him and fuck him and suck him…fuck, fuck…fuck!”

I had never seen her so horny, sexually needy or come so quickly! 

Jessica slipped off her own clothes and, as soon as my fiancé had left my tongue, she instantly pushed her own salacious cunt down upon me as well.

I knew immediately it was different; it was slimy and dripping and knew the dirty girl had been fucked and infused with male, black essence.

I groaned and complained as the sickly juices ran into my mouth.

“Fuck Jessica you’ve been screwed…you are so full!”

She only pressed down harder and more firmly with her flat, soaking sexuality.

“Fuck yes…that bastard fucked me…said I was married cunt…just right for breeding; they want to breed me and enslave me and fill me every night with so much black sperm!”

She trembled as if consumed by her foul dreams, desires and lust and she held my head as she vibrated in urgent, explosive release and vented her deviant passion.

Soon both girls were lying on the mattress as I went from one glistening, pulsing vagina to the other to try and soothe them.

It was not easy as they were so sexually wound and worked up.

They spoke as if I wasn’t there and Abigail took the lead.

“How was it Jessica?”

She mumbled in disbelief.

“Oh I’ve been fucked lots but not like this…he was all over me like a wild animal…a black stallion…I felt so used!” 

My girlfriend’s eyes seemed to light up like an exploding firework and she whispered to her friend.

“I always wondered what one of those big, African cocks would be like Jessica…inside me…I never would let one of course… but… how does it feel?”

Jessica sighed in perverted tension.

“I felt so cheap…that big cock taking me…pumping me…rutting me as if I was not the lady I am.”

She shivered in base recall.

“I’m so pleased that I’m on the pill…or I might have got pregnant!”

Both girls were getting wetter and wetter as they spoke and I tongue kissed their pussies deeper and deeper to please them and relieve their anxiety.

Abigail opened her thighs widely until she was almost squat on the mattress.

“That woman Jezebel was so cruel…I’m not going on Wednesday…fuck the money!”

Jessica grunted and groaned in agreement.

“Nor me…not going, for them to fuck me like some whore or slave and be bred, by some big, black Negro!”

They both screamed, almost together in combined anguish and then held on to each other like sisters, as they climaxed loudly until it seemed finally they were settled and done!

Jessica picked up her dress, waved almost embarrassedly, retreated to the bathroom and then off into my father’s bed and I felt suddenly ashamed of my disloyalty to him.

Abigail freshened up, changed into a short silken top, lay beside me and after I washed and brushed my teeth, I joined her.

She was tired and spoke softly.

“We won’t go on Wednesday Cole…I saw how that woman beat you and hit you…she treated you so badly; humiliated you terribly!”

I remembered how degraded I had been at her hands and shamefully felt my penis rise in my already, stained knickers.

My fiancé sensed my agitation and arousal.

“Do you want to go Cole?”

Her slim hand went to my bulge and she giggled.

“Maybe we could go and see the place…just for fun!”

I groaned in confusion.

“She said that real slavery was no fun Abigail!”

My fiancé laughed and dirtily pressed my hardness.

“If you climax, then we’ll visit, if not then we’ll forget it…So do you want to explore Cole…be a real slave…and for me to be one as well?”

I remembered the woman’s hands on me, slapping and beating me and then her prominent mound that I degradingly wanted to serve so badly.

“No,” I lied.

Abigail was unconvinced, pressed and squeezed my erection with just her two probing fingers.

“Good Cole…you wouldn’t want to see me sucking more black cock and being enslaved would you?”

I was so aroused, just saw my fiancé in my mind’s eye sucking that huge old bear of a man’s erection, and pathetically jerked into the teasing, sensual knickers that held me so snugly.

Abigail giggled at my shame and show of degenerate emotion and desire.

“We both want to go and see Cole…so no more discussions…let’s find out together what Reparation has to offer for us! Then we can decide!”

We were up early on the fateful, initial day and the girls dressed in hot-pants and shirts and I put on some shorts, punched the zip code into the navigation and 2 hours later we were rolling slowly up an immaculate, shiny tarmac drive with fields all around and a resplendent southern, white mansion set high on the hill in the near distance.

Reparation was magnificent and it shimmered, shone and gleamed in the early morning sunlight like a polished, ivory stone set in green baize.

We looked out and saw people working on the grounds; they were all white men and there were two young, black women dressed in pristine, riding clothes, atop two white stallions and galloping into the woods to the far right of our horizon.

The visage was picture perfect; truly a miraculous landscape.

Abigail and I looked at each other and held hands as we knew this was, as if a gift from our maker, for us to make our wedded vows to each other.

It was as though this was the place we had dreamed of all our lives, to find the redemption and forgiveness for the past that we both so badly sought. 

We followed the signs to the office which ended just outside the grand old house and we were met by a tall, white man in bare feet, old tatty, black trousers and a clean, but well worn, white shirt.

He seemed happy and smiled inanely at us.    


  

“Welcome, welcome my name is Joe…you must be Miss Abigail and Ms Jessica and Cole…please follow me.”

He took us through a side door and then into a small room where there were some straw and wooden chairs and he chattered to us excitedly.

“I will tell the Baaass you are here.”

We sat and waited and waited, as the clock span around and I began to become more and more irritated and impatient.   

The man returned after an hour and did not apologise for the delay, or for letting us stew for so long in this heat without a drink and, ignoring his lack of etiquette, he then spoke urgently to us.

“Follow me the Baaass is waiting.”

He led us through a small corridor then knocked on an old polished, wooden door that creaked expressively as it opened and we were escorted through into an office that seemed to belong to a different, bygone era.

Everything was antique and the finest quality; the woman we had met the other night was on the phone behind a truly glorious, shining oak desk and the older man Earl was sitting on a brightly coloured, velvet padded chair near the rear wall. 

Joe spoke deferentially to the woman and bent his head.

“These are here now Baaass…can I go now Baaass?”

The woman put her hand over the phone and replied.

“Yes Joe…Pick your feet up Joe!”

He nodded, smiled and walked away as if he was dumb.

“Yes Baaass…thank you Baaass.”

We stood and waited for the woman to finish but she was in no hurry; she ignored us and talked animatedly for many minutes by which time I was even more annoyed than I had been, with all this anticipation and procrastination.

Finally she stopped and placed the phone down and smiled demurely.

“Welcome to Reparation.”

Abigail and Jessica curtsied like southern ladies but I stood still as if to make my point of anger at being kept in attendance so long.

The woman noticed my irritation and impatience immediately.

“You don’t like to be kept waiting Boy?”

She smiled as I shook my head and I spoke my piece; I was not a man to be trifled with so easily!

“No we have come to spend a lot of money and expect to be treated accordingly and …with some respect!”

The woman’s black, pretty face hardened and I instantly felt the return of that fear she inspired in me so readily.

“Then keep your dirty fucking money and leave; to pay and be here is a privilege if you truly wish to learn to suffer as my forebears did. If you do not have the resolve to bear, wait and learn then it is best that you leave….now!”

I realised that the woman was teaching us a lesson and I had made a mistake; I had no power here at all and I recalled vividly the last time I had met her and the salutary beating she gave me.

I spoke in deferential terms as if suddenly understanding my place in this incredible environment I so longed to share.

“I am sorry Baaass…I forgot myself Baaass…I am stupid Baaass.”

She smiled at my contrition as if in acceptance of my apology and then spoke to us as a group.

“There is no place for your pride here! You think that you can understand our pain? You cannot so easily! If you wish to marry here and be with our community then you will have to become real slaves….and embrace the experience completely.”

The girls spoke as one.

“We do Baaass.”

She berated and insulted them

“You think giving your cheap mouths makes you slaves…it does not, it just makes you sluts! Real slavery is having no control or say; I do not think you could suffer so willingly!”

The woman was zealous and dynamic and I spoke up for all of us now.

“Please Baaass we are committed and have been for so long, show us…we all wish to suffer, learn and be involved Baaass.”

She looked at the girls, they nodded expressively and excitedly in agreement and she shook her head, in contradiction to what she then said.

“I will make you slaves for just 10 minutes…if you wish to continue after this, we will release you, show you around, book the wedding date and explain what your commitment will be. Is that agreed?”

I spoke again in a communal reply.

“Yes Baaass.”

She walked out from behind her desk and I saw she had on tight white jodhpurs and a black top that showed off her full and ample breasts.

“You are now true slaves just arrived, on the estate…what are you all?”

We chorused together.

“Slaves Baaass.”

She nodded.

“Yes…not guests! The first things slaves suffered on arrival was nudity and examination to see what use they could be around the plantation. 

She slapped my bottom disrespectfully hard.

“Remove your clothes….all of you!”

I quickly took off my shirt and trousers and was pleased I had put my own underwear on as I was half expecting something like this, and did not wish to be embarrassed again in my Abigail’s finery and lace.

The woman stared at me once more with those dark, hypnotising eyes.

“Everything off!”

I removed the shorts then stood before her naked and helpless and she smiled at my timidity.

“You are a weak boy; look at that small penis! What do you think Earl?”

The man rose slowly from his chair and his hands began to examine my body; squeezing my arms and legs and testing for strengths and physical defects of which there seemed many to my own eye.

He looked in my mouth and bent me over and stroked my ass and laughed.

“He looks better in knickers…too weak for the fields more of a house boy and ladies maid!”

The woman took my shrunken penis in her fingers and twisted it cruelly.

“We certainly can’t use him for stud duties!”

The man laughed darkly and I was humiliated to my centre but kept my tongue as the black woman stood before the girls, and began to unclip my fiancés denim shorts.

I went to stop her and turned sharply to speak in Abigail’s defence but she grabbed my balls fiercely until I screamed in terror for her to stop.

“Shut the fuck up Boy… or I will geld you right here and now!”

I was instantly corrected and was nervously contrite and apologetic.

“Yes Baaass….sorry Baaass!”

The shorts on both girls were quickly and delicately removed by the formidable, ethnic woman; then the tops and bras until they were just covered by their pretty, feminine, fine underwear.  

Jezebel stared at me in instruction.

“You will remove their last layer and then you shall all know and experience how humbling it is to be nothing other than the flesh you carry!”

I knelt down, removed Abigail’s pink knickers with a blue frill and then Jessica’s lemon lace shorts and, in spite of their fear; I smelled and sensed their excitement and the moistening of their sexual folds. 

I was disgusted and disappointed with them both by their base and crude reaction.

However I then stood beside them and immediately we all understood what humility truly was as, without any covering at all, we were suddenly, terrifyingly, entirely devoid of any protection or pride.

It was an awful, unedifying experience and ordeal; I understood it had possibly only just begun and I trembled and tried to avoid unwelcome, eye contact with anyone.    

However Jezebel’s dark, intrusive spheres found me and she seemed to enjoy and relish in my discomfort.

“So we have established the Boy is probably for maid’s and house work and what about these fine, young women?”

She walked and stood before Jessica and stroked a thin, erect, pink nipple on her pert, white, rounded breast.  

“Such a pretty girl, such divine fair meat and…”

She let her hand meander to where her rich, red, pubic hair was, and stroked the length of it whilst my decadent mother in law groaned in suppressed, deviant, sordid reaction.

“Such a delightful little cunt…Demetrius said that you loved the earthy act of fornication…and being married you were ideal for the breeding programme?”

The girl shuddered dirtily.

“That is your destiny here, slave, to be fucked and bred…does that frighten you?”

Jessica was panting and gasping as the woman continued to touch her intimately.

“Yes Baaass.”

She laughed at her honesty.

“You will have no choice once you commit; just be fucked and used as I see fit for you!”

She left her breathless and then moved dangerously before my Abigail.  

I longed to help or protect her but could do nothing as the woman cupped her large, fleshy, pale bosoms in her pink and copper palms and pressed them tenderly and softly.

“Lovely breasts, my dear; so rich and full and ripe, for some young black stud, to feast upon!”

Abigail was puffing heavily as well and I yearned to be her protector and to stop this but I had no will or choice now, and could only compliantly listen.

The woman’s fingers were between her thighs and I could tell by her urgent sounds that she was delicately pressing on and inside, her innocent, vaginal lips.

“Oh My… Abigail you are a saucy girl…this is very saleable and sought after…a virgin little cunt?”

It was a question and she answered truthfully.

“Yes Baaass…it is for my husband…only!”

The woman laughed darkly and demonically again at her naivety

“Not if you are a slave my dear Girl…then…then… we shall see.”

Jezebel looked at Earl quizzically; he walked over to her and began to take over the inspection of the women as if they were mere cattle or beasts of burden as the scary black woman questioned his obvious expertise.

“What do you think?”

He bent my fiancé forward, stroked her soft bottom and let his hands run diabolically between her delicate, ivory thighs.

“She is very submissive and willing, Jezebel. Good meat and sport for a man!”

He went to the front of her, began to stroke her thick, pink nipples and soft, full, milky breasts and my girlfriend mumbled and moaned weakly. 

It was again once more the soulful sounds of my mother I recalled so well from when I was a small child. 

To my shame my penis was sticking out from between my thighs like a thin, firm, lead pencil as if it had a debauched mind of its’ own, and was reacting disgustingly to the debasement and degradation of my wonderful Abigail. 

Earl was teasing both girls now with his long fingers and they meekly pressed their knees apart at his invasion and let him until he finally, and unexpectedly, brought them both expertly, to a shuddering almost violent orgasm.

Abigail glanced at the black woman and she drifted slowly to her knees as if the shock of her climax was making it impossible for her to remain upright.

“May we suck him off Baaass?”

The woman came to me and placed her elegant, slim, black fingers around my pulsing, small cock.

“I think we should let your girl suck him off Boy…in case it fucks her little cunt by mistake!”

To my horror at the mere thought of her outlandish suggestion, I spurted blobs of my male cream in her crude hands and she laughed softly at my deviant and demonstrable weakness.

She rubbed the foul, slimy juices on my mouth and lips then slid her index finger in the hidden, private crevice of my ass.

“Maybe you can all get something fucked Boy….if you are a houseboy then this may be taken as well!”

Her finger slid inside my bottom and she bent me forward as Abigail had been and, as the Jessica and Abigail watched, I felt more humiliated than ever before in my life.

“No Baaass…please!”

She pressed her finger harder inside me and I saw the girls begin to suck the elder man’s, now released penis, and it was as if I was in a flaming hot, southern hell and damnation of my own choosing and making.

Jezebel was behind me now and her thick covered thighs were pushing and slapping gently against my bottom, as if fucking me. The more she did it, the more weakly and further I bent forward in submission.

She giggled in amusement at my complicit reaction and patronisingly patted my soft backside.

“Now… you do like this Boy!”

I had no voice to answer now and pathetically let her hips, pretend fuck me helplessly, as I watched Earl explode and deposit voluminous amounts of sperm over the two girls, who were meekly prostrate on their knees in front of him.

The pressure on my anus vanished suddenly and the woman returned to sit in her chair and she instructed me as she did so.

“Clean and dress the women Boy!”

Trembling and distraught I went to Abigail and Jessica, sucked and licked the white sperm off their faces and neck then helped them to dress, before clothing myself and finally we stood before Jezebel, as a traumatized, confused threesome.

She spoke coolly, ignoring our obvious disorientation and distress.

“You are not slaves any longer now… but that is just a small taste of what truly being in service is like…and I would categorically state that it is too much for timid, white folk like you!”

Abigail gathered her courage and energy and countered bravely.

“I want to suffer Baaass…I hate it of course… but understand that I need to learn Baaass!”

Jessica then whispered sweetly to Jezebel as if demonstrating her desire for her grace and favour.

“I would go on the breeding programme Baaass….if you think I’m acceptable and suitable?”

She looked at me; I was still shaking in fear and disbelief and it was inconceivable that it seemed I was the only one with any reservations.

“May we have a look around Baaass and discuss it then let you know later.”

She was ambivalent and unaffected at my inability to make n instant decision.

“Of course…it will cost you $1,000.00 to inspect the grounds and if you decide to go ahead with the wedding then it will cost you $10,000.00 and the money you have given will go towards it. If you change your mind the deposit will be lost.”

I gave her a wad of money and she took it again, without appreciation, and we were escorted out by Earl and then taken to a tall, athletic, handsome black man with a smooth bald dome, who provided us with some cooling drinks and biscuits and then, when we were refreshed, began to walk us around the vast and hugely, impressive estate. 

The young man’s name was Darryl; he was well educated, dressed in a sharp blue suit and red tie and looked very smart and dapper.

Abigail and Jessica liked him immediately and we followed him impassively as he strode purposefully around the grounds pointing out historical things of interest and various artefacts from the bygone days of slavery.

He explained that the estate belonged to the mercurial, mysterious woman, Jezebel we had met. 

Her family had been slaves here many generations ago and somehow, by marriage or trickery or fate, the grounds had passed to her great grandfather and eventually over time, through to her.

She had heard, been told and seen suffering for so long and she had the idea for this working museum and monument to inhumanity as she felt there was a huge swathe of men and women wishing to learn from the past and to share some of the guilt.

Reparation was a name Jezebel believed suited the principles of the project, and it had proved successful in the few years it had been open.

Everywhere I looked there were white men working in simple clothes and black and white women, walking or talking and it all seemed energised, bustling and busy.

Darryl led us to the stables where there were many fine horses and pointed to where the grassy acreage ended in the far distance on the horizon. 

He showed us the simple, intimate, wooden, picturesque chapel, the barn for any party or celebration, and then one of the many small cabins where the slaves used to spend their restricted lives. 

The home was basically one large room; it had been furnished with an antique bed, white, cotton bedding, small oil lamps and simple wooden furniture. 

Abigail squeezed my hand excitedly and whispered almost silently to me

“This is where I want to lose my virginity Cole…this is so perfect!”  

I nodded and looked around; it was so quaint and extremely, historically, emotionally, evocative and provocative.

It truly stirred my waking soul!

This was where real slaves lived and worked; it was irresistible for both Abigail and I, and I knew that whatever my reservations about our commitment to this world, the appeal of being here and experiencing this life was intoxicating and was proving to be irresistible.

We stayed in the cabin for a while and sat on the soft bed that was supposedly filled with feathers. 

My fiancé and I were floating in enthusiasm as we continued our visit with Darryl and, near the end of our tour we came finally to a small barn, set back from the main stables.

As soon as I entered inside I felt the pain of the past strike me as if it was a real, demonic, living force. 

We strode about the small oppressive area and were suddenly surrounded by the most appalling iron and steel contraptions.

There were chains and shackles hung off the wooden beams above the sand covered floor, and all around there were assorted devices for restraint and punishment that seemed more unbelievable and inhuman, the closer we inspected them. 

Darryl was well informed on each and every implement, all designed to restrain, train, humiliate, capture and even castrate, and he told us all about them in terrible, diabolical detail.

They were fascinating but evil and, to lighten the experience, the smart, black man suddenly tied both girls willingly to the restraints above us.

They were amusingly shackled, as if they had been brought in on the slave wagon all those years ago, and crudely now awaiting inspection.

He pointed out a small wooden, elongated, stool shaped object, like a gymnastic vaulting horse, that he referred to as the Rutting Chair!

He released the girls then bent Abigail over the slim leather top of the frame and placed her hands in some forward restraints on the furniture so her bottom was perched tantalisingly on the edge of the slim flatness.

He stood dominantly behind her and patted her bottom through the tight, denim shorts she was wearing and grimaced in apparent distaste.

“This is where so many black slaves…women…were taken and sexually abused by their masters; especially the non co-operative ones!”

He inhaled as if in true regret at the cruel history he related.

“So many were fucked and taken like this!”

My Abigail gasped and whispered tantalisingly to him.

“Pull my shorts down Darryl…please…I want to feel my body naked on this foul, diabolical thing.”

He stood and stroked her bottom for a minute as if thinking about her request, and she wriggled it playfully.

“You like to feel helpless Girl?”

He did not wait for a reply just quickly tugged her blue denim down to her ankles and then her little, pale blue knickers, to leave her naked ass and rear, pretty pussy, vulnerable and available to him.

Abigail sighed and the sound inflamed me, and then she groaned pathetically.

“Fuck I can just sense what it felt like…it’s so terribly gross…Darryl… pretend to fuck me…please…let me imagine it!”

His fingers ran along the lines on the crevice of her bottom and slim lines of sexuality and she squealed out weakly to him.

“Oh fuck Darryl…this is so…so degrading!”

He pushed his crotch against her bottom and sexual folds and it was clear he was hard; Abigail grunted dirtily in response, as she must obviously have felt him.

To my shock he suddenly withdrew his vile, black cock from his trousers and he was monstrous; enormous, huge black flesh that was thick, like a dark, threatening rope and he muttered menacingly to her.

“If you were a slave then I would fuck you… you white, fucking whore!”

My fiancé trembled noticeably and gasped excitedly and the man placed the tip of his cock at her rear holes and wiped it dangerously against the giving flesh.

“Fuck… I’d like to fuck this ass you Bitch!”

I screamed out sensing the fun was getting out of hand.

“You can’t we’re not slaves…just visiting!”

He seemed to come back to his senses, as if in realisation of his fetid lust, and quickly rubbed himself as if to relieve his sexual frenzy for my fiancé, until he jerked huge loads of his spunk over her ass and rear pussy.

He groaned in foul release and smiled at me in reflex, as if to demonstrate his power over my girl and as if I was his inferior

“Lick it out Boy…bring the Bitch off!”

I spoke as if I was already in service to him and people of a dark colour at this strange, beguiling, bewildering place.

Her degraded, glazed bottom looked so dirtily appealing to me and I nodded and answered him as if I was already enslaved.

“Yes Baaass.”

I knelt behind her and obediently lapped at the slimy mess and cleansed her sensitive, delicate, feminine flesh. 

I then licked her vigorously until her body shook and vibrated, like a human, female machine, on the devilish chair.

I brought the knickers and shorts back around her prostrated form; she was released limply from the restraints and we somehow continued the remainder of the inspection as if nothing had transpired.

It was just a further crazy incident in this weird environment we had thrown ourselves into and, I tried to take it in my stride, but it was all beginning to unnerve me and made me question the path we were set upon.

Also Abigail was beginning to change somehow; becoming more friendly and involved with each new staff member she met.

She spoke to Darryl warmly as we sauntered and as if it was him, not me that was soon to be her master and husband.

“Thank you for not fucking me Darryl…I do so want to be pure for my wedding night.”

He nodded as if he understood, and as if somehow he had the conjugal rights to take her so easily.

“I wanted to …you have a great sexy ass Abigail.”

He stroked her bottom through the denim shorts and she smiled gaily at his arrogant, black face as if he had given her the highest compliment.

What was the matter with her? She was a lady not a slut!

She stopped and looked up at him and there, right in front of me, she leant up and began to orally embrace him, passionately on his mouth and murmured as she did so.

“I really do want to thank you for not fucking me Darryl…it was so darling of you!”

He kissed her responsively, stroked her bottom and breasts for many minutes before my very nose until thankfully, we saw Jezebel come striding elegantly towards us, and that finally forced my shameless fiancé from his tongue, wandering hands and disrespectful embrace.

I watched surreptitiously as the enigmatic black woman walked; she was very elegant and strong and her tight jodhpurs clung ever more tightly and engagingly to her substantial but shapely hips and thighs.

Every time I saw her my eyes were drawn to her mound as if it was calling and entreating me to serve it.

She stopped abruptly and addressed us as if we were already servants.

“You have seen…do you like it? Is Reparation what you wish for and expect?”

Abigail presumptuously, answered for us all.

“Yes Baaass it’s perfect…I love the cabin especially…it’s so pretty.”

Jessica murmured as if she had forgotten she was married to my elderly father that simply loved and doted on her.

“I adore it here to Baaass; I want to go on the breeding programme if you still think I am suitable?”

The woman smiled warmly at her and nodded.

“Demetrius is willing to accept you…go to my office there is a 3 month contract for you to sign and you need to pay $5,000.00!”

Jessica did not flinch for a second at the price or the description of her obligations and the black woman continued almost without pausing for breath.

“From that point then you will do exactly as I say.”

I expected her to refuse as any sane person would have, but she just smiled sweetly and obediently.

“Yes Baaass.”

The woman stared at her with her intelligent, shining, black, perceptive eyes.

“Give me your bag Girl.”

My youthful mother in law handed her the soft purse she was carrying, and Jezebel rummaged inside it a removed a silver sheet of tablets.

“Thought so…go and sign the contract…no contraception now…your new master will beat you now before he fucks you…so you learn not to be so sly! His seed is for fertile ground or… you cannot be part of our programme.”

Jessica flushed in abashment but did not contest anything with her; it seemed that no-one argued with the fearsome Jezebel!

“Yes Baaass.”

She walked to the house and to begin her new life commitments and Jezebel turned her attentions to me.  

I withered under her gaze once again.

“You are still unsure…speak to your future wife, make a decision together…if you wish to marry here then you need to sign a contract and then you will remain as slaves here for just an hour over lunch before you leave.”

I inhaled in tension as her dark eyes mesmerised me, and she further informed us of our options.

“You will stay with me and your whore of a future wife can go and spend her time with Darryl and his friends.”

She saw my horrified look and was amused at my reticence and insecurity.

“They will not fuck her…she needs to be innocent and virginal for the wedding as is our way, but as you know… there are other methods she can serve and be of use to them!”

She laughed deeply and clapped her hands like a small roll of thunder.

“You have 15 minutes; make a decision and commitment… or leave.”

She turned away sharply; the black guide followed after her and, my beautiful Abigail and I sat down quietly on a nearby, shiny, black, painted bench and tried to make head and tail of it all.

My mind was in a spin and it was impossible for me to focus, as I was being bombarded by so many different thoughts and emotions at the same time.

Abigail took my hand in understanding.

“Let’s go home Cole…you seem so distressed.”

I was so confounded and mixed up; the day had literally blown my mind!

“But you love it here Abigail…the wedding and cabin and… everything”

She sighed wonderfully but breathed out sadly.

“Perhaps we are not suited Cole…the reality of slavery is too much for you…I can see and understand it.”

I began to panic at her words; they were being carefully formed.

“The wedding? Our wedding?”

She shrugged disinterestedly.

“Our union seems to be built on a misunderstanding that we wanted the same thing….it is patently not the case Cole!”

I was drowning in the depth of her words of resentment to me and floundered in my answer to her.

“I do Abigail…I do darling Abigail!”

She shook her head in lamentation.

“You say that but lack the courage to commit to the terrible prospect of service…did the true slaves know what was in store for them darling Cole?”

I blinked at her, shook my head pathetically and let her disappointment wound me to my very spiritual centre as she went on.

“No Cole…I will wait and look again for a life partner and perhaps in time I can find someone else to share this cause and adventure with.”

I began to cry real tears of regret and loss.

“But Abigail…I love you.”

She smiled.

“Just words darling Cole, you lack the courage to enter this near perfect world for us that you always said you craved.”

I suddenly admitted and told her what concerned me and had scared me from the very start of all this with her, but had been too dishonest to admit until now.

“They’ll fuck you Abigail…you’ll be my wife but they will fuck you!”

She laughed at my concerns as if they were unimportant and irrelevant.

“This is just a test Cole…you don’t think in this day and age they can do that? It is just a game…we will be married and share the experience and will be enriched for it. It’s obvious that this is just to frighten, intimidate and to teach us the reality of slavery!”

She convulsed in vapid hilarity.

“You are so stupid sometimes darling!”

I blustered in argument with her.

“But look at Jessica!”

It seemed that my darling Abigail suddenly had the answer to everything.

“She’ll take the pill secretly and have some wonderful sex with a young, black, hung male darling…she needs it after being with your old infirm father…she’s entitled to some fun!”

She patted my hand as if I were a silly child.

“Don’t worry…let’s go home darling…it’s over…we’ll go back and have a think about things.”

She rose up and I pulled at her fingers as my mind was suddenly and instantly made up at the mere prospect of losing her.

“No Abigail…you are right…I do love it here but…frightened as you say.”

She sat again and retook my palm limply and without emotion.

“Of what?”

I seemed so puny and pathetic.

“Of losing you!”

She patted my arm condescendingly and as if she was my mother.

“Cole darling really; you haven’t lost me to all those men that I’ve sucked off…have you?”

I answered truthfully.

“No.”

She smiled innocently and with true purity.

“We’ll be married…whatever I do from then… we will be married and if one of the young black men, accidentally… fucks me as a slave then, it won’t mean anything…we’ll still be together darling!”

She saw I had flushed and that at the mention of her being rutted by another man, disgustingly my disobedient penis had become aroused. 

She pressed the bulge and giggled.

“We have so much to look forward to darling, and we must endure the inconvenient and difficult parts of it, but I feel it is what we were always bound for…Now….”

She stared at me mockingly with those innocent, blue diamonds of hers’.

“Do we book the wedding or not? It is your decision Cole!”

I looked up into the clear blue sky and then at her eyes once more which were the same distinct alluring colour, and knew that the choice for me had somehow been made so long ago.

Reparation was where my dreams of making recompense for the past could be realised and it was too much of an opportunity to run from in spite of my concerns and reservations.

So I gathered all of my courage; took Abigail’s hand and placed myself on one knee, as any gallant gentleman of the south would have done.

“Will you do me the honour of marrying me here as slaves at Reparation Miss Abigail?”

She laughed in joy, bent forward and kissed me lightly on my blushing, flushing cheek.

“Why of course Mister Cole…it would be my pleasure to marry you here and suffer with you so…delightfully and wonderfully.”

We kissed, the pact was set and within a few minutes we were back in Jezebel’s office, confirming the date of the wedding in 8 weeks time and signing a large cheque, and wieldy, onerous contracts that we did not even bother reading, as we were suddenly so engaged and excited.

When we were done writing we stood together and the woman’s penetrating, black eyes stared at us once again.

“The document ties you to Reparation for the full day of the wedding and then 2 weeks after when… you can have your honeymoon here.”       

We nodded as if we understood… but we truly did not.

“There is a get out clause the first morning after the marriage; if you leave before midday then you are free but, if you stay then you are slaves of the estate and will spend the honeymoon as my servants.”

I spoke as an innocent fool.

“That sounds fair Baaass.”

She spoke menacingly.

“You don’t get this Boy…there is nothing fair about this!”

Abigail was not listening to her warnings and whispered almost urgently to her.

“You said I could go to Darryl for an hour Baaass?”

She was amused at her obvious enthusiasm.

“I’ve told him he can’t fuck you…yet!”

Abigail sighed and inhaled sharply.

“Can I go Baaass.”

She nodded and chuckled

“He’s near the shed with the Rutting Stool in it…I heard that you had a small go on it? It’s very interesting isn’t it? There are lots of curious toys in there!”

My blonde girlfriend blushed, crimson red.

“Yes Baaass.” 

She then ran out towards the stables and I was alone with the despicable, dazzling, demonic Jezebel! 

She smiled at me dryly.

“Follow me Boy…you’re my little houseboy for an hour or so!”

I wasn’t sure what to say but just mumbled, “Yes Baaass” and walked after her through the corridor and into the mysterious, main house.

We were then in the hallway where a fabulous white, ornate staircase rose in a gentle swirl to the top landing and it seemed to be decorated with bright, clean, marble and red carpet on the risers with golden rods as fixings.

The woman walked up, took them easily, 2 or 3 at a time and I ran behind her until she led me through a door and into a room where there was a sumptuous, white trimmed, four poster bed in the corner.

Again the room was decorated with incredible detail of the Colonial historic period of the 18th century and it took me all of my powers not to stare in fascination and wonder.

However I soon had other things to capture my attentions as Jezebel stopped still in the very centre of the room.

“Remove your clothes Boy then…you can strip me.”

I wanted to run away… but what could I do!

I quickly took off my coverings until I was trembling naked before her and she stood erectly to her full height, intimidatingly over me.

“Remove my clothes Boy!”

I nervously began with her tight Jodhpurs, undid the buttons and pulled the material down to her small boots and then removed them both.

I then pulled up her top and unclipped her white bra to release her large, sumptuous, black breasts with huge dark areoles and thick black nipples.

There was only a dark pair of knickers around her now and I looked at her anxiously, not wishing to make any mistake that would incur her wrath. 

She spoke impatiently to me as if I should know what to do.

“Get on with it Boy…I want to have a shower!”

I pulled at the small cotton, black knickers and, as I removed them I saw her dark sexual folds of flesh set in only the finest, thinnest, black, pubic hair above it; otherwise she was completely bald.

I tried not to stare but it was intriguing and she smiled at my prurient interest.

“You have a good look Boy…you like it…good because you will be seeing a lot of black pussy Boy…get on your knees Boy!”

I did so quickly as if I was praying and worshiping to her.

“You suck it Boy…use your tongue and lick it Boy!”

I leaned into her and began to lap at the sharp pink slit of weeping flesh and she took my hair and ground her hips into me firmly.

“That’s it Boy…serve on your knees and worship black pussy…you learn to please, black pussy Boy!”

I was licking her raised mound and she pressed her hips and thighs ever tighter to my face until I thought I would be unable to breathe and then she shuddered and trembled in sudden, violent completion.

She released me instantly and I gazed up at her in ongoing trauma and shock.

“Put my clothes straight on the bed and yours’ on the chair…you will keep everything tidy at all times Boy!”

I could hardly speak or stand; my tongue was so wet and my head so disoriented.

“Yes Baaass.”

She instructed me further as she walked nakedly away into the shower room, letting me admire her soft, shapely, rounded bottom as she went.

“Put my knickers on and go and get me a tray from the kitchen…for my lunch.”

I spoke in sudden fear.

“But Baaass….I have no clothes on!”

She was dismissive.

“You are a houseboy…this is what you do…now go or I will beat you and make you suffer Boy!”

She had vanished and I picked up her crumpled panties and placed them on my ankles then around my crotch.

They were soaked with her perspiration and essence and the feel and sense of them around my genitals made me uneasy but erect, immediately.

I tried to calm myself and went downstairs; there was a white man there dressed in just long, frilly, white antique knickers and seemed unsurprised at my own mode of dress as I made enquiries of him.

“Where is the kitchen?”

He pointed me towards a door and spoke to me with a slight feminine lilt to his voice.

“Through there…don’t spill anything on the way up the Baaass gets upset if there’s a mess or anything’s untidy!”

I quickly went as directed and another smaller white man was putting the finishing touches to a tray of food. 

He was also dressed in just the same white frilly, feminine ruffled pants; I made no comment to him, nor did he speak to me.

Our only combined purpose it seemed was to ensure Jezebel received her food properly.

I gingerly held the substantially covered silver tray and carefully, step by step climbed up the elegant stairs and went back to her room.

I had to put the tray down to open the door and when I bent and picked it up I spilled a drop of orange juice and hoped she would not notice.

The black woman had showered and was reposed on an exquisite, beige, Colonial chaise longue trimmed with straw; she was dressed in just a lilac, silken gown covering her nakedness and I placed the tray on a table at her side.

She noticed the spill immediately; sat up straight, made me lean over her thighs and I knew she meant to discipline me.

I was so helpless and squealed weakly to her.

“Sorry Baaass, had to open the door Baaass, sorry Baaass!”

She lowered her knickers that I was wearing to my thighs, and her palm slapped my bottom sharply and with ferocious energy.

“Stupid Boy…A houseboy needs to be tidy!”

She beat me again and again and, as my cheeks began to glow in heat, she stopped and then I sensed her finger press my tightly wedged, anal hole.

“Such a pretty Boy…I think we’ll put this in here and stretch you.”

I cried in absolute terror and fear but felt something hard slide in my anal cavity and heard her laugh in devilish delight.

“That looks so cute Boy…lets turn it on.”

I gasped and, as she pressed a button, the tightness began to vibrate and I groaned and grunted in ongoing shock and disbelief at her profoundly, disrespectful treatment of me.   

She pushed me to my knees, took her orange juice from the tray, untied the belt to the gown, opened her thighs widely and showed me the cleansed, gleaming pink and black slit of her femininity I had pleasured earlier.

She relaxed back and it was clear what she wanted from me but I waited for instruction to be sure.

“Nice and slowly and very deep Boy…I like to be licked and pleased…while I eat and relax.”

The object she had placed in my rectum was still snug in my asshole; humming and vibrating and it was giving me strange, mixed sensations.

“May I remove the thing in my bottom Baaass?”

She laughed as if it was a puerile question.

“No Boy…you need to get used to things in your ass Boy…as a houseboy…you will have many duties to perform!”

There was no point me trying to convince her, this was only to be for and hour or so and I could endure it; as I understood, a slave had to endure!

I meekly bent my head to her sexual folds and began to lap at the pink, entreating slither between her wondrous thighs.

She smelt divine of freshness, perfume and black musk!

I licked her very slowly with my tongue and Jezebel murmured appreciatively as it slipped inside her slither of flesh and ate her food as I worked.

She pressed back on the raised edge of the seat and opened her thighs even wider; the silken material of her gown brushed me and the mere touch of the expensive, light fabric was sensual and delicious.

I was being very careful and gentle and whispered to her as I explored her dripping, special place.

“May I put my hand on your thing Baaass?”

She finished her mouthful then muttered to me directly and with distain.

“No Boy…you only use, your mouth, unless I give you express permission.”

My tongue was deep inside her pink, vaginal flesh now and she was so relaxed and receptive it was hard for me to believe how aggressive she was normally.

She stopped eating for a minute and grabbed my hair and pulled it sharply.

“Harder boy on my clitoris…harder…fuck that’s it! Yes…Boy…you good little houseboy!”

Her pussy squirted juice in my face and she trembled, vibrated and came; she rested for a second and I looked up at her trying to ignore the stains and essence of her on my mouth and lips.

“Do you want me to stop now Baaass?”

She seemed surprised at my question.

“No Boy…keep licking and do my asshole as well…nice and deeply and… how is yours’ doing?”

She bent forward and pressed the tremulous hardness a little further into my throbbing anal cavity; something in my head exploded and snapped and I jerked helplessly and spurted my semen in her black, wet panties.

She was cross immediately.

“Dirty Boy…they were expensive knickers…I will give you some white standard ones to wear around the house; if you come and work here, you can squirt in those as much as you want!”

I was so confused and just returned to my oral task of licking and sucking her and, as she finished her food, she just lay back and noisily sipped her wine as I demeaned and prostrated myself before her.

I knew the hour was nearly finished, my tongue was getting tired and my bottom was still receiving vibrations from the toy she had placed there.

This was all so degrading and humiliating but it would all be over soon; I just had to hang on!

Her phone went and she listened as I diligently still licked her sodden, pink, vaginal flesh very carefully and tenderly.

She smiled suddenly as if the conversation she was listening to amused her

“I’ll ask him.”

She patted my head like a dog!

“Your girl wants to stay longer with Darryl and his friends, and Jessica does too, it depends if you wish to remain with me for a few hours?”

She passed me the phone and I heard Abigail’s, agitated, pretty voice.

“I want to stop here for a while Cole…I am learning a lot …as I am sure you are…is that OK Cole?”

I knew if I refused then she would return to me in fury and demand I cancel the wedding; I just had to be patient, get us away from here then talk some sense into her.

I pretended I was as enthused and happy with the idea as she seemed to be, for her sake!

“Yes darling the Baaass is teaching me…that is fine darling Abigail…fine…enjoy yourself!”

The woman took the phone and finished the call with my fiancé; she then spoke to various people as I continued to venerate her sopping, hungry, insatiable pussy endlessly.

Finally it appeared that she’d had enough and she pushed me away from between her dark, thick, dripping thighs.

“Dry me and powder me, then go and get me some new underwear and I think a skirt for my work this afternoon.”

I turned to get up and she removed the hardness from between my buttocks and showed me the small black vibrator that had been teasing me.

Strangely the instant it was taken away I missed the sensation of pressure I had experienced there.

She handed it to me gently.

“This is a present for you Boy…you can use it when you go home!”

I hated it but pretended I was pleased with her gift.

“Thank you Baaass.”

I got a cloth from the bathroom then gently patted her wet vagina and then spread some oil and talc on it and gently kissed the bald lips almost without thinking.

She murmured in surprise and appreciation.

“You like black pussy Boy?”

I blushed in uncertainty.

“Yes Baaass!”

She laughed.

“Good I think you’ll be seeing a lot soon.”

I went to her wardrobe, chose a small yellow thong for her and a light, lengthy, black skirt that she could wear with the same top she had on earlier.

She seemed pleased and I placed any dirty clothes, including the stained knickers I was wearing into a straw, wash basket, tidied up and went to put my own things back on.

The woman shook her head and reached into a drawer in her cupboard and drew out a frilly, pair of long white knickers, almost coming down to the thigh.

They were the same as on the other men I saw downstairs and I took them in horror as she handed them to me but she ignored my discomfort.

“You are a houseboy now… this is what they wear around me; it denotes what they are and what lowly position they hold.”

I tried to object.

“But…Baaass!”

She dismissed my protests with a flick of her wrist, went into her side drawer, drew out a small round black object and went behind me to my bottom and smacked it playfully.

“Bend over Boy!”

I leaned forward; she wedged and pushed the small firmness up into my anus and patted my ass cheeks as they clenched around it.

“Gotta get that ass opened up a little for fucking Boy; houseboys get fucked around here…now put your pretty knickers on or I swear I’ll take you here and now!”

I was shaking in dread at her threatening words and quickly pulled the frilly, soft pants around me and trembled fretfully like a real slave.

I inadvertently stroked the ruffles on the front of the knickers and felt my penis begin to swell inside them and she saw my perversity.

The woman chuckled knowingly.

“Boys like you love these panties, you can come in them if you wish; they wash really well!”

I was distraught but she just found it all, very amusing.  

I followed her to her office and she sat behind the desk and made me kneel below it, like her favourite, obedient, loyal, hound dog!

I spent the next few hours under her skirt kissing and adoring her mound and wet folds as she was writing or having one phone call or another.

She did not climax but just enjoyed my submissive attentions as if it was nothing more than just a harmless, innocuous pleasure.

To my shame I actually did come, twice more in the knickers as I served her, but tried to hide the fact from her ability to pick up on almost everything.

I was finding the whole demonic process all very disturbing and impossible for me to fathom

Eventually I heard Abigail and Jessica come into the room and they were shocked when I emerged from under Jezebel’s desk with the white, sissy panties on.

My fiancé only commented dryly, much to my distress.

“Very nice darling… they do so suit you!”

My own clothes were brought down but I did not withdraw the hidden plug in my bottom and changed quickly as if to avoid further embarrassment. 

We then all stood before our new mistress each lost in our own separate, confused, sordid thoughts.

She addressed me first and handed Abigail the vibrator she had first used on my bottom and given to me as a gift.

“You keep the knickers and use the toy in your ass; if you want to serve then you need to get used to the feel of hardness there!”

I went to argue but she raised her hand and Abigail put the white pants of my shame and service in her bag along with the horrible toy.

The woman then spoke calmly

“There’s no point denying anything; it is your choice if you wish to return and be wed here? If you do… then as I told you, you are under contract until the middle of the day after the wedding and if you remain, then for 2 weeks after that….then we shall see if you are suitable to continue here.”  

I exhaled in repressed anger at this ongoing, endless humiliation but kept my frustration bottled up as if I was an unopened can of cola.

“You know what to expect…so it is up to you!”

She looked at Abigail.

“You are still a virgin and will not be defiled there until you are married; once you are wed then remember you belong to Reparation!”

My girlfriend nodded innocently and demurely and Jezebel finally confronted my disreputable, unfaithful, mother in law, Jessica.

“Demetrius says you are very willing and enthusiastic in the breeding; you send me your monthly peak times for ovulation and he will come to your home and take you there.”

She drew breath then continued.

“You can come here mostly each weekend as well when you are less active as… sometimes you can catch on the quieter times if you are lucky.”

Jessica blushed and Jezebel laughed evilly.

“Demetrius is very thorough …he breeds well and is very virile…isn’t he whore?”

My father’s wife was crimson, in what I perceived and hoped was shame.

“Yes Baaass…but how can I have him at my house with my husband there?”

The black lady smiled knowingly.

“You are a woman…we have our means to get what we want… so find a way!”

Jessica just shook her red hair stupidly as if somehow this was all possible.

“Yes Baaass.”

The day for us was complete and we were dismissed; Jessica was in breeding, I had been sexually abused and I had no doubt my darling Abigail had as well.

Yet we were booked to be wed in 8 weeks time in this weird, but wonderful place and, as we began the drive home, I felt the plug in my ass and the hardness in my groin, to all these sexual shenanigans, and knew that I was somehow going completely insane!

Jessica slept almost immediately as if to find refuge from her devilishness and Abigail and I stared out at the darkening road, each of us lost in our own confused thoughts. 

I knew that this madness would lead us to damnation but there was something about it that was exciting, frightening but irresistible all at the same time, like a perfect drug.

After an hour or so my fiancé spoke softly to me.

“Is there anything you wish to tell me Cole?”

I concentrated on the white lines and the lights that seemed to mesmerise me and stop me from thinking too much.

Abigail picked the ruffled knickers from her bag and giggled when she inspected the crotch.

“My darling… dirty…you do like these!”

I flushed and tried to explain.

“I had no choice…she made me wear them and lick her cunt, over and over again like I was some base animal.”

To my horror I was immediately hard as I spoke about my prurient actions; it was as if I had released a whirlwind of my foul emotions and recollections and could not eradicate them or quell the tension they caused inside me.

Abigail sensed it and soothed me.

“That’s terrible darling but we wanted to experience what it felt like to be enslaved and we are beginning to understand…it was not easy for me with Darryl and his friends either!”

What she said was, unfortunately true; we had sought out this experience and I had to ask what happened to her with the predatory black males, although I dreaded the answer.

“What did they do to you darling Abigail?”

My girl lay back on the large seat, pressed a button so it formed a more horizontal shape and snuggled into it.

“There was him and guys called Andre and Darius and obviously… I sucked them all off!”

She sighed as she always did, and then murmured in perverse recollection.

“A couple of times…you know what these men are like…then the two other men left and there was just me and Darryl and….”

She smiled at me sadly as if understanding my pain at listening to these foul revelations.

“Do you really want to know darling Cole…remember I was a slave.”

I gasped for breath.

“Did he fuck you?”

She smiled teasingly.

“Would that upset you darling Cole? Knowing that he had fucked my little innocent cunt?”

Was she mad; we were being wed in a few weeks and she was mine!

“Of course Abigail…that is my job when we are married…my treasure and prize!”

She stroked my thigh gently.

“No darling my cunt is still virginal and untaken; he just stripped me and explored my body as if I was his.”

I grimaced in disbelief in the man’s effrontery and villainy as she continued.

“Did he finger you?”

She laughed as if the question was bizarre.

“Of course darling in and out of all of my holes constantly bringing me off; put his huge cock on my sex and pussy lips but didn’t take me… although he could have!”

She laughed softly to herself and her thighs seemed to open as she patted her little mound absentmindedly.

“Darryl was a real gentleman!”

I ignored the absurdity of her foolish comment but still had to know it all.

“What did he do then?”

She muttered softly and let her fingers play with the zip on her shorts.

“Just covered me with his sperm darling…I am literally smeared with him, on my bottom and pussy, as you will see when we get home; I will expect you to clean it and… Jessica will!”

I mumbled in foul, debased shame.

“OK darling… as long as you are still pure!”

She smirked, a dry empty smile, leaned back pressed her crotch one final time and closed her eyes in lewd recall.

“I am Cole…I am so pleased that you and I can share all of this together and we will be married soon at Reparation.”

I took her soft, white hand, as I drove.

“And me darling…can I ask you what is the main reason for you getting married to me? The fact we see things so clearly and together?”

She seemed to laugh almost silently.

“Of course darling and I love you but…between you and me I am definitely fed up being a virgin; I really do want to get fucked and fucked darling!”

I comforted her in her foul admittance.

“We will soon Abigail…on our wedding day in that beautiful, soft bed!”

She was so tired and drifted into a deep restful slumber; I drove in silence and isolation and tried not to think of the risks of marrying at Reparation.

They wouldn’t fuck my wife surely, never! It was just a game but what if they did? 

If Darryl took her and stuck his huge black cock inside her and fucked her little, perfect, virginal cunt!

I muttered under my breath to myself.

“Shit, shit, shit, shit!”

My penis was hard again, it heightened the pressure coming from the plug in my ass and I was horribly worked up.

It seemed that I was becoming so perverted; every time I thought about Abigail being touched by these men, or used for sex I became physically aroused, and I realised I was truly deviant and pathetic.

When we reached home the house was in darkness and my father must have retired early as he did frequently now.

The girls came to my room and Jessica lowered her shorts and knickers and made me kneel between her thighs and quickly lick her slimy pussy that was so full of thick, male juices.

I lapped and cleaned her thoroughly and she came quickly, then left to join my father having spent the day being bred by some black, well endowed stud and being unfaithful to him in the basest of ways.

The moral maze I was in was increasingly becoming more difficult to navigate and I tried not to dwell on it.

Abigail threw her clothes on the floor until she was completely nude and I gasped when I saw her slick, dark slit of sexual flesh.

It was completely covered in sticky and dry sperm and the small blonde down she had above was matted and full as well.

She smiled as she saw me staring as if hypnotised by her promiscuity.

“I told you Darryl came so much Cole…you are lucky it could have been inside me…he could have taken me, I could not have prevented him… but…he was such a gentleman!”

She relaxed on the bed and I placed my mouth to her foul centre.

“Yes Cole…suck it from me…He was so huge and powerful darling…could just keep coming and coming and…when I swallowed him he was so thick and sweet.”

I could taste him on her and tried to hate it but I did not.

She was becoming involved with my tongue and her memory of her dirty time with the bastard of a black man; she bucked her hips, trembled and climaxed as my tongue was deep inside her sopping, slippery folds.

She was so saturated and she kept me licking for a few minutes then she showered and let me dry, perfume and dress her, in a long, silken, white gown.

Finally she seemed at peace and after I had tidied up and taken the clothes out for washing, I returned to face my one true love.

She laughed at me engagingly.

“Turn around and bend over Cole.”

I rotated and bent forward and she could see my firm, little, rear plug that somehow I had adjusted to and forgotten about.

“That’s nice Cole but take it out now and shower…let’s be clean!”

I blushed and removed the small, black, rounded toy then washed it with me, in the cleansing force of the warm water.

I came out and there were the frilly knickers on my side of the bed that Jezebel had made me wear earlier

I stared at Abigail and cursed my penis as it pulsed at the sight of them.

“Put them on Cole…I’m fed up with you spoiling my knickers; these are much better and Darryl said all houseboys have to wear them!”

I groaned in my disgrace.

“I’m not a houseboy here Abigail!”

She stared at me in exasperation and sighed; I put the stained underwear on to keep the peace and she made me pose so she could observe me in them.

“You look lovely…come to bed darling you must be desperate to come…I’ve been so selfish!”

I snuggled in beside her, she spooned with me and drew my knickers down a little and let her finger play with my now enlarged, anal hole.

To my horror she suddenly placed a large hardness in there and giggled like a naughty schoolgirl.

“Daryl said that Jezebel would do this to you…did she?”

I was shocked and told her the truth.

“Yes…yes!”

She flicked the switch and it began to vibrate and she placed a hand around my erect cock in my ruffled knickers.

She murmured in amusement as I grunted in foul pleasure and confusion.

“He said that some men like you, love the feel of something in their backside! Something about an erogenous point there and it makes them come and have sexual enjoyment and fulfilment?”

She pushed it deeper inside me, I groaned out loud and she squeezed my roused cock harder.        

“It’s like I’m fucking you Cole…you’re the girl…fuck, fuck your little ass Cole!”

I jerked weakly and spent my ejaculate on the crotch once more and felt completely humiliated at her pretty hands.

She was tired and just gently teased the dildo back and forward into my recess.

“You do it Cole…I have to rest now…this is all so interesting…I’m learning a lot…aren’t you?”

I held the vibrator in my own fingers and left it to torment my anal passage and I grunted in shame.

Maybe there were some things you were better of not knowing!

I let it confuse me for a while then withdrew it, turned it off and placed it on the small, side table.

My muscles seemed to miss it and I ignored the sensation of craving and resolved not to play with it again.

I was asleep in seconds and slept surprisingly well given the awful and bewildering circumstances.

When I awoke in the morning Abigail was already up and I quickly took off my knickers and placed them with the other clothes due for washing.

I put the vibrator in the bathroom cabinet, and after my shower, saw the black plug from last night and for some reason inserted it in my bottom; I realised privately I actually liked it there, it made me feel full and somehow sexually alive.

When I got downstairs everything was action; Abigail was organising the wedding and making numerous calls to organise invitations and tell Reparation what the guest list would be.

We had planned as small affair, mainly family and she reckoned on around 100 people.

She came off the computer and suddenly waved her hands frantically.

“Demetrius is coming here tomorrow…Jessica is fertile this week so we need to organise it so he can stay!”

I was shocked and speechless as she berated me.

“Think Cole!”

She was sleeping with my father, it was his wife; what could I do?

Jessica came into the kitchen and was instantly excited by the news of her lover’s impending arrival.

Again the onus was placed upon me to find a solution to getting rid on my father and all I could think about was taking him out for a rare, social drink together.

My father was 70 and he loved the devil grape!

I told him that a friend of mine from college was coming to stay and when Demetrius, the black man from Reparation arrived early the next evening, he was not fazed. 

It would be fair to say however that he was unenthusiastic to have a black man staying in his house but was accepting, as if this was the modern world and he could do nothing to change it.

He liked to go for an early evening walk around the nearby park and as he did so, Demetrius took Jessica up to the master bedroom and rutted her forcefully and loudly as she screamed the place down as he fucked her.

All I could think about was how I was going to manage for the next few days?

It was clear that this man must have her in the main bedroom; that was the wishes of Jezebel and part of the ridiculous contract she had signed!

When my father returned, his wife was in her long blue nightgown and her lover dressed and eating food.

I pushed my elderly parent towards the door and quickly to the nearest bar where I could buy some time.

He was old now, I suspected possibly suffering some degenerative condition but his mind was clear tonight and he drank whisky and spoke lovingly about Jessica and about how happy she seemed to be at the moment.   

He also complimented me about Abigail and what a divine choice of a partner I had made for myself!

He talked and we unusually conversed, then he drank and drank again and unfortunately, when I left him for a few seconds to go to the toilet, he seemed to fall, bang his head and pass out.

In a sudden inspiration, I realised that this was a blessing and I could take him to the local nursing home where he could recuperate, slowly!

Very slowly!

I left him there, knew the girls that ran it and my father was given a room and the space to recover from his drinking spree.

He would see the doctor in the morning and I would ensure that he would be incapacitated for a few days.

I arrived back home in high spirits, went into my father’s room to find Jessica bouncing up and down on Demetrius’s long, potent cock as she coaxed and teased it for more life giving semen.

The man spoke sharply to me.

“What Boy!”

I stood shocked and as if I was the proverbial rabbit caught in bright headlights, but blurted out to him.

“My father is gone now Baaass…you are safe to continue!”

He laughed demonically and drew my promiscuous mother in law deeper on to his flesh and pressed her down harder.

“I was always safe…fucking this whore…she will be full of my seed, over and over again!”

She muttered, groaned and I left them and returned to my own room beside theirs’ and listened with Abigail, to their coarse, crude fornication.

My future wife was beside herself in frustration and made me lick her out immediately and murmured as I did so.

“Oh fuck…I want to be fucked like that darling…so fucking hard and full…fucked and filled and fucked…oh...My, My!”

She climaxed and held me to her pussy until she repeated and further released the blessed vibrations she craved, and only then did she finally relax in exhaustion.

I showered, removed my plug and pulled in the sissy knickers that were now clean as if this was already my daily uniform, and lay beside her.

The vibrator was on her table and I wriggled my bottom to her expectantly and she murmured in exasperation and fatigue.

“I’m tired Cole!”

I breathed in disappointedly, and she spoke impatiently.

“Ask me and I will…pull your own knickers down Cole!”

I had no shame any more, did as she ordered and lowered them to my knees.

“Please play with the vibrator in my ass darling…it does help me come!”

She grabbed the toy turned it on and stuffed it up my anal cavity whilst I stroked my penis and climaxed almost instantaneously. 

This was dangerously addictive, but it was just a distraction and I was confident that I could handle this mild experimentation.

It was just a bit of amusement after all!

The days and weeks began to fly and followed a familiar pattern. 

Jessica was being fucked at every opportunity either here, as somehow I could always find a reason for getting my father removed or incapacitated; or at Reparation where she would spend most weekends.

Jessica seemed very dedicated and determined to her task of becoming pregnant!

Abigail spent her time between here and her own home a couple of hours south, but she had lost her parents when she was young and lived with her elderly aunt, and preferred to stay with me as much as she could now.

The sex games we played were fun and exciting but I was desperate to finally mount my wife and take her for my own on our forthcoming wedding night.

I still practised with the anal toys and wore the knickers but it did not detract from my true nature and masculine sexuality. 

I knew that once Abigail and I were joined in matrimony then we could and would have a more normal sex life.

It was obvious and inevitable.

The lengths we had gone to, to keep my darling girl a virgin, had tested us both and we knew it was soon time for a new, more fulfilling, sexual course for us both. 

Finally as if by magic the day of the wedding arrived and Abigail and I drove down together to Reparation in the bright early morning. 

They say it is unlucky to see your bride before the wedding but I doubted this to be the case.

Abigail looked wonderful and was so divinely positive and excited.  

Jessica and the rest of the family would follow later for the nuptials at 3p.m and then for the reception afterwards.

Everyone thought the idea of a slavery wedding was cute and inspirational, and Abigail had spoken to Jezebel continuously over the last few weeks and everything was fully prepared for us.

My future wife held my hand all the way there and as we entered the picturesque drive and saw the wondrous house again, we both strangely gasped in pleasure as if we sensed we were truly coming home. 

My feelings of well being however lasted until we were in Jezebel’s office again and she smiled at us coolly and ensured we understood our contractual obligations and the arrangements for the day.

She sat back in her chair, looked at me and I flushed as I remembered serving her pink, wonderful pussy as I kneeled under the desk.

She apparently had no such recollections of intimacy or enjoyment and was brusque.

“You are here early that is good…you are now slaves of Reparation…you cannot refuse any instruction I give you!”

Abigail and I inhaled and breathed out in a communal gasp.

“Yes Baaass.”

She picked up the phone and spoke into it.

“Tell Darryl he can come in now.”

The man appeared in seconds and, to my distress, my fiancé gave him a dazzling smile but he ignored her as the demonic woman barked her orders.

“Take them to their cabin…the man is to work the morning in the garden, as our forebears did even on the day of a wedding …the girl can relax and prepare herself for the wedding as she needs to be rested for the night…also…”

She smiled wickedly.

“…As history records!”

I was horrified that I was expected to work on my wedding day and wanted to refuse but how could I? 

I was a slave; had welcomed servitude and embraced it and now I would truly have to properly endure it.

We were dismissed as cattle, and as we walked towards our cabin Abigail sidled closely beside the tall, strong, black man and touched his arm teasingly.

“It’s so nice to see you again Baaass.”

He smiled, placed his copper palm under her short skirt she was wearing and then onto her bottom; she giggled and seemed to welcome his presumptuous touch.

“You make me hard Bitch!”

She smiled at his crude remark and to my dismay, replied dirtily.

“Good Baaass!”

When we entered the pretty cabin there were simple clothes hanging up and waiting and the man directed us.

“Change into your uniforms…you will carry nothing of the outside world in here…just be, servants!”

The reality of enslavement suddenly hit me like a brick but it was too late, as Abigail was already naked and kneeling subserviently before the arrogant, black man.

“May I relieve you Baaass?”

Darryl smiled.

“You wish to…you white slut…on your wedding day?”

She nodded and let her fingers reach for his trousers and zip.

“Yes Baaass…I’ve not tasted you for so long Baaass! Want to Baaass!”

His cock was now released and Abigail licked the long, hard, black flesh, lovingly and the man murmured in delectation then smiled mockingly at me.

“You are so lucky marrying such an eager girl Boy…get dressed and go to the garden by the barn…there is a patch of ground for you to dig…you come back here at 1p.m to ready your bride for the ceremony at 3p.m.”

I had to speak, as Abigail was moving her head against his hard penis as if it were a dirty, lascivious piston.

“But my wife…girl?”

The man sneered and lightly, stroked her bright, golden hair.

“Get changed Boy…if I wanted to fuck her I would have done so by now…now get changed and go or I will beat you!”

I had to remove my own clothes, place on the tan trousers, white shirt and faded, leather shoes and I was suddenly, truly an intrinsic living part of Reparation.

“Done it Baaass!”

My future wife was sucking him like a whore now as he teased her ample, plump, white breasts with his fingers and stroked her blonde tresses with his other hand.

He gasped at me as if he was in pain.

“Go now and work; be back here at 1p.m!”

I cried out to him for pity.

“But my wife Baaass?”

He raised his voice in anger.

“Go… she is not your concern until later! She has to rest and at the moment…”

He grunted, chuckled and tried not to climax to her energetic sucking of his most delicate, masculine parts.  

“She has to fucking work as well!”

I walked out of the cabin leaving my future bride, dispensing oral service to this despot of a male and not being able to believe that she had demeaned herself to him so eagerly on our special day.

I wandered to the barn and a small white man, also dressed in the same servants’ uniform as my own, was expecting me, handed me a spade and showed me where to dig.

We began to work and chat and the man told me his name was Garrett and that he had been attending Reparation for nearly a year now.

There was an imposing black man in a blue suit watching us and we found it hard to talk as we were expected to dig with real energy.

I found out however that his young wife was a house girl and that he was classified as a labour hand and seemed very jealous that I was already designated as a houseboy.

His servitude was manual labour only and it was tortuous, back, breaking work and he longed for the easier labours of a houseboy but had been told he lacked the qualities or finesse for the work.

Strangely this gave me a sensation of privilege and I was grateful that in these ridiculous, circumstance someone actually seemed worse off than me!

It was unbelievable that I had chosen to persecute myself in the way I had and I tried not to think about Abigail, as it made my unforgiving penis pulse and straighten when I did so.

Her disgrace with Darryl, I felt confident was just a further test, and as the clock on the barn neared 1p.m I hoped finally things would find normality again.

I waved goodbye to Garrett and as I expressed my hopes to him for the future he just laughed into the dry, warm wind that blew gently across the dusty field we had just worked on together.  

It was somewhat unnerving, but in all fairness he was a mere labourer on the estate and I was already a houseboy, so perhaps my treatment and experiences would be superior to his.

I opened the door to the cabin in trepidation but Darryl was not there and Abigail was lying naked on the bed.

I waked over to her; she was sweating and covered with white slimy stain over her belly and sexual slit and she smiled at me dreamily.

“I’ve waited for you to clean me darling…as this is our wedding day!”

I went towards her but she held her hands up to stop me.

“Strip darling, your clothes are dirty!”

I removed them instantly and in seconds my head was laying between her thighs and I was licking her lovingly.

She was so smeared and covered in sperm and I had no anger now just concern, as I spoke timidly and anxiously.

“He didn’t fuck you darling…did he?”

She murmured as I pleasured her.

“No darling just took his time and explored me and smothered me with semen…just perfect before my wedding darling…don’t you agree?”

My tongue was deep inside her slippery vagina now and it was as if I was making love to it.

“Yes darling you are perfect…I adore you…love you.”

Her juices were running into her ass and I licked it all up until she finally trembled, vibrated and came.

She relaxed back in delight and muttered happily.

“I love you Cole…I am so pleased you’ll be my husband!”

There was a noise behind us, the door opened and two other servants suddenly appeared carrying a large tin bath into the room and some clothes.

As they departed Jezebel marched in brazenly and smiled when she saw me in my subservient position to my wife.

“You love licking that sexual slit Boy!”

I sat up in my embarrassment and disgrace and she instructed us further.

“You will prepare your wife for the wedding…I wish her to look perfect but like a slave bride…hot water will be brought in and you will scrub and clean her until she is pristine.”

I could only comply and what she asked was not a chore but a pleasure.

“Yes Baaass.”

She looked at me and I averted her impenetrable stare.

 “Stand up Boy!”

I struggled to my feet and she saw my plump, erect penis.

“It is good you get aroused that she is such a whore…soon she will be properly fucked Boy!”

She held my little cock rubbed it and, as I now gazed into her dangerous, satanic black eyes, I weakly, but excitedly, spent my semen into her fingers and she wiped the sticky, stain on my lips.

“You are released now so concentrate and ready your wife; you need to get used to preparing women to be a houseboy!”

I blinked in helplessness and humiliation.

“Yes Baaass.”

Abigail rose from the bed and I re-made it, as the two white male servants carried buckets of hot water into the room and filled the deep tin bath.

They left and Jezebel addressed us for a final time and directed her conversation to my soon to be bride.

“Earl will escort you both down to the chapel and give you away at the altar…your guests will be waiting for you.”

My future wife nodded and placed herself selfishly in the hot water and bent her pretty head to the black woman.

“Yes Baaass…I will try not to let Reparation down Baaass!”

She smiled, closed the door and I placed the clothes onto the white, perfect sheets of the marital bed.

The dress was divine, simple white cotton and there was exquisite white, antique, satin lingerie in a red, velvet bag and I pulsed at the thought of what she would look like in it.

I walked to her and knelt by the bath, picked up the bar of soap and slowly began to wash and wipe her naked body as she relaxed in the steaming water and allowed me to cleanse and serve her.

The door opened unexpectedly once more; it was Darryl and he quickly walked over to the side of the tub and spoke to Abigail.

“Just checking you have everything.”

She murmured in devilishness as I wiped her thighs and the giving pink crevices between her innocent, white thighs.

“Nearly Baaass.”

He looked at her nakedness understood her naughty, implied suggestion and withdrew the huge, black cock from his trousers once again.

He kneeled down a little; she moved her head and mouth slightly and, as I cleaned her body, she gently sucked his flesh expertly as if desperate to ingest a further, slimy deposit from him.

“This pleases me Baaass…to give you service.”

He laughed and murmured disrespectfully.

“You dirty whore…it is good you are married today!”

She muttered as she sucked him.

“Why Baaass?”

He grunted in fetid, base urges.

“Then this seed will go inside you in different… more violent ways!”

She only drew on him more urgently; he climaxed over her face and mouth and she shuddered in delight as his semen mixed into the muddy, murky, bath water.

She licked her lips and whispered to him.

“Thank you Baaass.”

He smiled, drew up his trousers and without a word to me walked out the door as my future wife shuddered in obvious, crude, dirty satisfaction and sighed in pleasure.

“That was so nice…I’m truly, ready for the marriage now darling.”

I continued to wipe and clean her, ignoring the hardness that was again part of my being and genitals and finally, after an hour, she was done.

She got out and I spent the next few minutes patting her body dry and knelt down and gently dried the virginal slit of sweet, smelling flesh between her ivory thighs.

She was so beautiful and I spread lavender powder on her body and pussy and sprayed her naked body with expensive perfume.

There were tiny, white cotton knickers for her in the bag and I drew them around her pussy and saw her little mound so deliciously covered.

I kissed the crotch of the knickers very lightly with my mouth and she stroked my dark hair lovingly.

“I will worship this Abigail.”

She laughed.

“You will darling…now get me dressed…I don’t want you getting me excited now…I want to look pure and virginal on my wedding day… as I am!”

There was no bra, but her breasts were full but firm and I helped her into the magnificent, historical, cotton, wedding dress and she looked outstandingly beautiful. 

It was so simple, plain and straight but spoke of her humility and innocence and I stood back and admired her.

“I am so lucky to be marrying you darling Abigail!”

She looked at her reflection in the mirror and smiled as it obviously pleased her.

“I told you this was so perfect for us darling…now quickly bathe and get dressed.”

I cleaned myself in the soiled, sullied water and returned to the bed where my clothes were laid out.

It was a plain black suit and white shirt and to my distress the ruffled knickers and black plug, were waiting for me as well.

I had to speak up for myself

“I can’t wear these to marry in darling…please!””

She smiled dismissively.    

“Don’t be foolish…we are slaves…and no one will know…this is what we are instructed to wear…come on or we will be late!”

I put the plug in my ass and then pulled on the knickers and black suit and with a quick comb of my hair and a spray of her perfume we were ready.

I spread the long, silk, white gown we had been supplied with on the bed, so it was ready for her to change into for our first night together and I suddenly smiled at her in renewed hope and anticipation.

I longed to see her naked body in the sensuous material, raise it and finally take my place between her soft, white thighs and fuck her!

It would be the very pinnacle of my life and truly begin our marital destiny together.   

Earl arrived to escort us at the allotted time and, as we had no shoes to wear, we walked barefoot across the grass and down to the chapel where we could see the latecomers to the celebration making their way in.

There was a multitude of young, black men all dressed in blue suits and red ties acting as escorts and ushers and ensuring everything was in order.

Abigail took my hand and looked a vision in pure white cotton; I felt my spirit rise and my body flush in love and knew that the old wives tale of it being unwise to see your wife just before the wedding to be ridiculous.

I was the luckiest man in the world and knew it beyond doubt!

Jezebel was waiting outside the church and took us into the side room whilst the congregation finally settled down.

She stroked Abigail’s resplendent, blonde hair softly and smiled.

“You look lovely Girl.”

My bride smiled in shyness.

“Thank you Baaass.”

She stood before me, undid my trousers, saw the white knickers and then bent me forward to unsure the toy was snugly in my bottom.

She patted my ass patronisingly.

“You are a well behaved Boy!”

I blushed, shook, did up my suit and she smiled I felt, in mock sincerity.

“Enjoy the wedding!”

I wasn’t going to allow her to spoil my mood and brushed off the shame she always burdened me with. 

I walked past the guests, stood at the altar and Abigail soon walked in with Earl to the sound of a full, black chapel choir singing Hallelujah and Here Comes the Bride in dynamic harmony.

It was as if the spirit of the lord was amongst us and my soul was lifted and raised to the highest point of expectation.

Abigail stood beside me and I glanced at her and thought she was the most wondrous, beautiful, intoxicating female in the world.

I looked straight ahead and the rotund black preacher spoke to us in a singing, lilting tone, made some blessings and asked the questions about loving and obeying to which we both answered.

“I do!” 

We were finally, permanently wed and I took her into my arms and kissed her to the full chorus once again of Hallelujah.

She smiled and turned to Earl and to my horror he also French kissed her and stroked her bottom as he did so.

However their lewd actions were lost in the excitement of the moment, as we walked back into the throng of friends and family and the multitude of black men and women who sang and celebrated as if I was truly a part of their family.

We soon all walked over to the large barn where Earl became master of ceremonies, welcomed all of our guests, and we sat at the head of the table as everyone was treated to fine, fresh, local food and, as the beer and wine flowed I felt so privileged to be here and, delighted with our decision to use Reparation for our special day.

I made a small speech after the food was eaten, to thank everyone for coming and Earl rose once more, officially welcomed everyone to Reparation and explained some of the principles of the estate and how they were so pleased to have us belong there.

He announced that once the dinner was concluded, the tables would be moved, as there was to be a local band that would play into the night to continue and prolong the celebrations.

He invited anyone that wanted to look around the estate to go with the young, black men who would be happy to show them whilst the room was being prepared.

Everyone did so, apart from a few older stragglers and Abigail, who was busy chatting to all and sundry.

I noticed to my annoyance that a lot of the young, black men would kiss and touch my wife and she would not object but let them willingly.

It was one thing when we were single but now we were married I expected some propriety and loyalty!

My father sought me out, took me to one side and whispered in anxiety.

“What are you doing Cole with all these Blacks? They will fuck your wife…take her Cole!”

I stared at him; he was so racist and thought about the irony that his own Jessica was being bred by such a man, right before his eyes and he was worried only about me!

I put my arm around his elderly, now fragile shoulders.

“It will be OK Dad don’t fret.”  

He shrugged concernedly and I looked across to see Abigail, kissing a stranger; a tall, black man, with long twisted hair and she was necking with him intimately!

It was just playful I was sure, but my penis pulsed and my bottom clenched as I felt the hardness there and I just wished she would be more reserved and reticent in her actions.  

To my misfortune however I was aroused and agitated instantly just watching her, and selfishly wanted everyone to leave.

However the dance was soon in full flow and my wife was shared amongst the black bucks as a sought after dance partner.

In fact a lot of the white women were interacting and flirting with the multitude of fit Negro men and I saw even my own mother dancing closely with one.

After her dance was over she came and spoke to me and I noticed her face was pink with perspiration and she was flushed in happiness for me.

“My what a wonderful place Cole…so interesting!”

She glanced over and saw my wife kissing another dark, male dance partner as he stroked her ass, and my mother laughed at my expense.

“I think you may have your hands full darling with her; she seems to like the black men darling…but you must know that?”

I blushed in stupidity and she only giggled.

“The grounds are amazing and that little barn where those toys were…really fascinating!”

I saw her pale eyes glowing in unrecognised arousal and just put it down to the wine and convivial atmosphere.

I kissed her on the cheek and she walked over to my sister Emma who waved at me as she conversed intimately with yet another African male, as her new slight, white husband Dean watched her, apparently vapidly from the sides.

I was pleased they were enjoying themselves and just involved myself as best I could with the party even though all I wanted was to be alone with my wife, in our quaint, lovely little bed that was enticingly waiting for us.

After half an hour or so I noticed that strangely some of the women I had seen dancing were missing and as I glanced around the room I saw my mother slip out swiftly through the rear door as well.

Abigail was involved in yet another intimate dance with another black stranger so I took the opportunity to follow my mother Madeline as I was curious where she was going.

She moved quickly in the shadows towards the dark stables and I saw her go unnoticed into the small innocuous barn that contained the diabolical, mechanical, terrors, shackles and chains of the past.

As I ran after her my mind transported me back to when I had been that small boy following her down the deserted, nocturnal beach and then hiding secretly behind the palm tree as I spied upon her.

The memories made me flush and shudder in strange anxiety and anticipation; I reached the door to the barn, pulled at it tentatively, then cursed as I found that it was locked shut.

I could hear movement inside and I knew there was a rear ladder and entrance and I went around the back of the building, climbed up the sturdy, wooden rungs and entered into the loft of the building through a small open, coal black hatch.

I crept across the straw carpet silently; soon I could see out over the edge and down at the events being enacted below.

As I did, it took me all of my will not to scream and gasp; there below me were 6 women, including my mother and sister all tied up and hanging down from the restraints above them as if they were mere chattels just arrived on the latest slave wagon.

There were groups of black men and they seemed to split into pairs and begin to undress and play the dirty game of incarceration with the helpless, hapless, captured ladies.

A striking Negro removed his clothes completely and was an impressive male specimen, with a strong muscular body and a penis that was pulsing life, stretching and becoming the focus of so many lustful, female eyes.

He smiled at their obvious debauchery and desire and placed the infamous Rutting Stool directly in the centre of the floor.

He spoke with perfect, refined diction, the women and I were instantaneously spellbound and held breathless by him.

“My name is Xavier, one of the masters on this estate…you all wanted to experience the Rutting Stool and what it felt like to be an abused, black, female slave in those terrible, past days?”

It was a question and all of the women nodded and mumbled as the confident, powerful man smiled at their combined agitation and enthusiasm.

“Firstly the women were stripped and examined and we do not have the time to remove all of your clothes, but my colleagues will take off the appropriate parts so you can feel the sense of degradation and humiliation….real slaves experienced!”

Skirts were raised and shirts, knickers and bra’s removed and the women began to moan like animals and the men beside them began to handle their soft bodies and explore their most intimate places.

The man mumbled, murmured and continued.

“Pretty, sweet, sensual girls like you would be used for sex; taken to the Rutting Stool, spread across it and fucked as if they were mere beasts. Who wants to try it?”

The nearest woman spoke darkly, she was petite with long, brunette, hair; she was wearing a short, black dress that was now around her hips, yellow panties at her ankles and the men beside her teased her sexual lips, small breasts and nipples with their active hands and fingers as she writhed in apparent agony to their unwelcome, invasive touching.

“Me Baaass…I want to see.”

He nodded, one of the men released her from the chains holding her wrists; she collapsed onto the floor and was promptly dragged and placed into the hidden restraints and over the crude, evocative stool.

Her pert naked ass was open and available and Xavier questioned her crudely from directly in front of her.

“This is where the slaves were fucked whore…is that what you wish to experience…to be taken, used and fucked and make amends?”

The girl gasped as she saw his irrepressible, impressive cock harden in readiness for sexual exploration.

“Yes Baaass…please Baaass.”

He then stood commandingly behind her, patted her small bottom and let his fingers feel her lascivious wetness.

“You white whore…it will not be pleasant for you, slut!”


  

She trembled in foul need, grunted, bent her head and muttered weakly.

“Yes Baaass…I understand Baaass…fuck me Baaass!”

I watched in disbelief as his huge penis settled on her soft folds of giving flesh and in a rough, single, masculine stroke of dominant power, he thrust himself inside and began to fuck her resolutely.

She screamed loudly in shock and humiliation and the man placed his large brown hands on her ass and held her tightly as he took her like a true, helpless slave.

All the women seemed to moan in tandem to the girl receiving the sexual service, as if they were all bound by a deep set, sexual yearning and need.

A low whimper and howl seemed to emit from them all, and somehow fill the room as if it had been haunted by ghosts of the distant past!

That sound, that demonic sound of suffering was what had plagued me all of my life; since that fateful evening under the palm tree watching my mother when I was just a mere child.

And now I was watching her again, but this time I understood what the sounds were and the craving that drove her and, as a second man fucked the tethered girl in her ass I observed how she was being touched and abused by her dark, lecherous and dangerous admirers.

Her red dress was around her hips, knickers to her knees and even though the weather was so sultry and hot she still wore black stockings, and no doubt a suspender belt, that I could not see.

The inescapable fact was that my mother was a whore, a black man’s whore, and as I now realised, had been for as long as I could remember.

She was dragged willingly next, to the accursed stool and quickly placed in the helpless, prostrated position.

Her bottom was larger than the first girl’s, who was now lying on the sandy floor shaking and recovering and, the man that had been toying with my mother came and took his dominant position behind her.

He let his finger press coarsely and disgustingly, in and out of her ass hole and smiled happily as he did so.

“This has been a well fucked slut!”

My mother moaned and cried softly in arousal; that cursed mournful lament and song of my memories I knew so well.

“Yes Baaass!”

The strong black stranger took her bottom first, roughly and without care, but she just grunted and cried in apparent delight as he filled her quickly.

Two other men then took her pussy, one after another and, the folds that bore me were disgustingly, dripping and covered in thick, viscous, white, pungent, black sperm.

She breathed out in what I hoped was shame, but somehow I doubted anymore whether such an emotion from her was possible as she mumbled in strange contentment.

“Oh fuck that was so gross…so deliciously gross!”

She was released and collapsed, half dressed beside the first girl, as used, white trash and I knew unpalatably my lovely, delectable mother was a slut!

I drew myself away from the debased spectacle, as I did not wish to witness any more or see my sister Emma degraded or dishonoured in a similar way.

I slipped down the ladder, retreated and ran back to the main barn and party that was still going strong.

I knew in that instant I had to get way from this place; it was pure evil and poison and if I stayed it would destroy me.

I longed to see my wife but to my horror she was kneeling outside the barn and sucking off a huge black African male, as if his penis was made of icing from our wedding cake.

My mother in law Jessica was also nearby in the hidden darkness that acted as a cover for their disgraceful actions; her dress was raised, and she was being fucked against the rough sides of the barn like some cheap whore by Demetrius and they both seemed to be revelling in their outrageous and diabolical actions.

Abigail smiled as she saw me then waved sweetly, as if what she was doing was normal and inconsequential, and she whispered loudly in explanation

“Darius was so hard darling…just helping out…I’ll be in… in a minute!”

I escaped to the melee, had more punch than I needed and felt that all women were sluts, whores and unable to resist the allure of a stiff, black cock.

I stood, becoming heady with the drink and watched as my mother and the other women returned from their rutting and amazingly, they were all beaming, smiling, annoyingly happy and full of energy.

It was all terribly upsetting, confusing and confounding and it was as if I had been transported to a strange parallel world where everything was twisted towards black men with huge appendages!

I sipped my alcohol as it assisted me in attempting not to think any more. 

The women quickly found their partners and husbands as if nothing untoward had transpired, and I felt as I was the only sane person in the room!

Abigail came back, embraced me in a passionate kiss and I could taste the seed of the man she had just swallowed on my mouth.

To my chagrin I was erect and I knew instantly that I was not such a stable person either, and was caught up and consumed by all of this erotic, interracial, irresistible insanity.

She surreptitiously stroked my small rise and giggled excitedly.

“This has been the best wedding ever darling Cole… thank you.”

I kissed her passionately again, my tongue became coated with semen and I swallowed it meekly and muttered darkly to her.

“I want you darling.”

She laughed.

“Soon, my love...very soon!”

Sure enough, finally the guests began to depart, couples and women holding and, gaily waving, leaflets on Reparation and the delights it could offer.

I wondered absentmindedly if any of them would return. 

I was unsure, just understood that Abigail and I needed to escape from all of this as soon as we possibly could.  

I said goodbye to my father and Jessica; Demetrius had offered to take them to the nearby hotel and, as my father was already drunk, I knew that his unfaithful, feckless wife would fuck him again and again as the old man slept off the night somewhere nearby.

I kissed my mother and sister goodbye and shook the hand of my insipid, blonde haired brother in law Dean and felt sorry for him that his wife Emma was such a whore.

Disgustingly I wondered for a second if he would remove her knickers and feast on the male cream as I would have done, but despised myself for even thinking such foul, unworthy thoughts. 

I reproached myself, remembered the principled and honourable person I was and tried to be, and that not everyone was as sexually adventurous or deviant as Abigail and I were.

However as I looked at so many women going to their cars with their dresses askew and their lipstick smudged with signs of their interracial adventure and infidelity, I wondered perhaps if my new wife and I were so unique after all!

I took Abigail’s hand, we ignored the stragglers that remained and walked out into the darkness and held hands in the bright, silvery moonlight as we danced on our naked feet on the warm grass as we sped to our cabin.

Finally Abigail would truly be mine!

We reached our room, I lifted her in my arms and carried her over the thin, wooden threshold; she was so light and smelt heavenly and delicious.

I placed her onto the bed removed her cotton wedding dress and turned on the small oil lamp that spread a dim, pale light around the quaint, perfect room.

She slipped off her knickers and the ivory, virginal pussy I had lusted after for so long was open, glistening and inviting.

She murmured to me.

“Strip down to your knickers darling; then wipe me down and freshen me…I’m melting!”

I removed my clothes to my ruffled panties, took a bowl of water and a cloth and gently washed and wiped her all over, taking special, careful attention to her thin unused, slit of sexuality.

I powdered and perfumed her, stood back and admired her innocent nakedness and then draped her in the white, silken nightgown and kissed her feet lovingly and in adoration of her as she reclined back on the soft bed.

“I love you darling!”

She giggled stupidly as if she too had ingested more punch than she should have.

“And me; adore me Cole.”

I kissed her ankles and legs then her thighs and finally kissed her sweet smelling folds of her female flesh very lightly and respectfully with my lips.

She grunted in mysterious, feminine pleasure.

“Lick my ass Cole…deeply…show me you love me.”

My tongue entered her anal hole and she pressed against it and I knew excitedly she was getting so wet for me.

The door suddenly sprang, menacingly open and I jumped in up in shock; Earl was standing there, his bulk framed in the glimmering light of the translucent moon and smiling delightedly, as if it was Christmas!

He laughed at my actions and the surprised look on my stunned, stupid face.

“Good Boy…you lick her good Boy…as head Baaass, I claim her for the first night of her marriage…as is the custom!”

I stood up and he came in, removed his jacket and then slowly and purposely his belt, trousers and shorts to reveal his thick, twisted, well used, black erection.

He stood threateningly proud with his hands on his hips and pointed his cock dangerously at my precious, innocent Abigail.

“I’m going to enjoy fucking her Boy!”

I leapt up in horror and stood before him challengingly.

“You can’t…just take her!”

He hit me with his flat palm like a whip, and I fell to the floor instantly in capitulation and defeat.

“Don’t speak to me like that Boy…you’re a slave…apologise or I’ll slap you again and worse!”

I stared up at this enormous, gnarled bear of an African male, trembled and shivered in undisguised fear.

“Sorry Baaass!”

He laughed at my complicity and in arrogant superiority.

“Go and lick her Boy…ass and pussy…now Boy!”

I bent down to my wife once more and she muttered darkly as I made her virginal crevices even wetter than they already were.

“It will be fine Cole…I won’t enjoy it Cole…I won’t like it Cole…just endure it darling, as I must… I’ll be fine…don’t worry about me darling Cole!”

I felt a hand on my head and I drew back as Earl chastised me coldly.

“Stand there Boy…you’re wife will come into service tonight…you can watch Boy…make notes!”

I hated this black pig with the enormous erection that was now moving ever closer to my innocent wife and wanted to fight and stop him, but I was too meek and cowardly to do so.

I looked on helplessly naked, apart from my white silken knickers, at the side of the large giving bed as my wife just lay there with her long, silken, bridal gown bunched around her breasts.

Her white thighs were spread wide apart and her thin slither of almost bald, sexual flesh noticeably salivating, in the dim murky light.

There was just a trace of puffed up blonde down above it and it was irresistibly feminine and inviting.

Abigail stared up at the man bravely as he kneeled between her open legs and touched her belly provocatively with the palm of his large, copper hand.

“I’m not going to enjoy this Baaass!”

He laughed and placed a finger on the very tip of her vagina as she suppressed a distressed, mournful groan.

“I don’t give a shit Girl…I am!”

His fingers stroked up and down her slimy slit and she bit her plump, red lip and seemed to open her smooth thighs ever wider.

I knew she was trying to resist him but he was so dominant and forceful and she was so femininely weak and helpless.

He pulled himself up until the tip of his erect penis was at her sexual entrance and then, very slowly and methodically pushed his hips forward. 

I then watched in mortification as the, long, uncaring piece of masculine, dark, meat inexorably made its’ way inside her tight, unused, vaginal walls.

It was surreal, as if it was some perverse magic trick; the black rod of male, black iron entered this delicate flesh so quietly and easily until unbelievably it was fully and snugly within her.

Any trace of her purity and virginity was lost in that single instant.

I could see her trying to fight him but she had no will or choice but to lie and take him, as he was so strong and powerful over her.

She gripped the sheets angrily with her little fingers and exhaled in repressed fortitude.

“I’m not going to like it you bastard!”

He moved the cock almost out of her and she gasped and pressed her limp body back into the mattress.

He entered her again fully and she grunted, groaned and moaned and he began to settle into a gently rhythm of slow fucking.

She looked at me in obvious shock and closed her eyes in shame as her body began to move instinctively to his sordid, dominant motions.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Her crude observations matched the timing of his thrusts and as his speed increased so did her foul language.

His hands went onto her belly, breasts and nipples and suddenly my wife was screaming and crying and then, as if she had been struck by a powerful object, her body convulsed and trembled and she moaned out in weariness as if she was somehow devoid of energy.

She opened her weary eyes; they were glazed in confused emotions and I knew that she had come under his degrading, debasing, mastery of her.

He withdrew from inside her most delicate, intimate place, flipped her like a toy onto her front and made her kneel in front of him until she buried her head into her white, cotton pillow in obvious shame and disbelief.

She was being used and soiled like a true beast of burden, as if she had no say or rights at all in her unfortunate fate.

He now fucked her quickly and uncaringly for a few minutes from behind, then wiped the flowing juices from her pussy into her anal cavity and pushed his finger in and out of it, as if it was a little, tortuous piston.

He chuckled as he played her heavenly, full, pale body.

“Slaves have to suffer all indignities Girl!”

She moaned at him as if she was a wounded, small animal.

“No Baaass…No Baaass…not there Baaass…please Baaass!”

His cock was at her ass now and he seemed to take great care and delight in slowly stretching and pushing against, then past the resistant entrance, until his hateful flesh began to invade her.

She bit the pillow in horror and degradation and gasped for breath as it finally was fully, wedged inside her.

The man grunted in dirty pleasure and crude satisfaction.

“You are so tight you white Bitch! Fuck I’m going to come in here…you tight, pretty white bitch!”

He slowly fucked her and then seemed to lose his gentleness as he gyrated madly and pressed his body against hers’, until he jerked as if he had been electrocuted, and came disgustingly, in her compressed, virginal, anal passage.  

He pulled away and I saw the semen on her backside and his cock, to my disgrace I knew that had come in my panties, pathetically as I had watched them.

I was completely without honour and deeply ashamed of myself!

Earl relaxed by my wife, who had collapsed face down onto the bed by now and spoke sharply to me.

“Get some water Boy!”

There was a bottle in a small fridge by the side of the room, the only exception to the rules of realism of the period setting, and I handed it to him and he swigged the cool liquid thirstily.

Abigail turned over and took the icy, glass container from him and swigged, unacceptably from where his mouth had been.

She then lay close beside his broad, black chest and stroked his hardened muscles playfully, as if she was suddenly in league with this awful unfairness and abuse of their powers over us.

She muttered innocently and timidly to him, as if unsure what she should say or do.

“Have you finished with me Baaass?”

His fingers pulled off her crumpled, pretty gown until she was naked and he poured water onto her protruding, erect, pink, thick nipples and licked it off with his long bright, devilish tongue.

“No Girl…this goes on for fucking hours!”

Her blue eyes widened and they both took a further drink and almost instantaneously he was over her and rutting her pussy once more with incredible force and energy.

My darling wife tried to be passive but she pressed her legs around his thighs and drew him into her, as if she could not help herself.

She came once more just before he released his further load of unwelcome, slimy semen inside her and it was as if any trace of decency or resistance from my wife to this soiling of her seemed to dissipate and fade.

She was suddenly an active partner in this evilness and seemed to push and pull to each and every dirty movement and pressure.

They drank water copiously and Earl took her in every conceivable position, including her riding on top of him as he just lay back and insulted me.

I was mesmerised by her pink, salivating sexual lips rising and falling on his vertical cock as if she truly revelled in his lascivious, base power.

“You’re wife loves black sex Boy…she’s going to make a great whore and addition to Reparation!

I grunted and tried to hide my disgusting arousal at what I was seeing but could not mask the agitated, red brightness on my puerile face.

Abigail could see through me however; she understood me after all, and tried to comfort me as she fucked herself eagerly on his salacious, steely body.

“We have to endure it darling….as slaves did and do…I am suffering Cole… as you can tell….and you must too.”

I nodded as I knew she was correct, and this was small recompense for the mistakes of the past and is what I had always craved. 

But she had closed her eyes again and increased her actions on his black, thick stillness until she shuddered again in release and it made me doubt, just for the merest instant, her protestations of displeasure.

The disquiet and suffering I experienced however was excruciating, almost darkly exquisite, and caused tension inside me that I could not comprehend. 

The copulation between them seemed to go on endlessly, until at last it was complete and the man rose, dressed and left silently through the same door he entered so unwelcomed, those many hours ago.

My beautiful Abigail had been defiled and she lay across the bed naked with her thighs wide apart and glistening sweat and juice from every part of her; she looked more demonically beautiful than I could ever have believed possible.

I removed my own stained pants; my cock was erect and inflamed by her and she smiled tiredly as if she could read my unworthy, dirty mind.

“Take me Cole…I’m yours’ darling.”

I fell on her as if I was a foul dog and pushed my cock, past the matted and soppy wetness that seemed to cover her. 

I was inside my wife and fucked her crazily, with just a few wonderful strokes of my love, passion and devotion to her.    

I came in seconds but we had crudely cemented our union and I was elated. 

As if she understood; she held me close to her and whispered kindly, as I knew that my physical expertise in fornication did not match the cursed Earl!

“I love you Cole darling; I’m so happy we were married today, like this!”

I responded by hugging her tightly and we were both so exhausted from the pressure of our relative, prurient actions that we fell asleep in each other’s arms as if we were, pure, innocent children.

I awoke in the early morning; the light was breaking and intruding into the room through the small window and slowly illuminating the scene.

Abigail was still dormant, lying naked on her side and as I moved to give her space, she rolled onto her back and I gasped as I saw her beautiful body, literally smeared and coated in male essence.

There was sperm everywhere, especially between her perfect, white thighs, over her mound of sexual flesh and all in her, now flat, pubic hair.

I could not help myself and, as if I was possessed by the devil himself, I leant forward to closely inspect the awful sight.  

As I did so, the putrid smell of her fornication with the man that took her so crudely, filled and inflamed my senses and roused further, hidden baseness in my soul.

My wife was such a dirty slut; she had been used and fucked like a chattel and I knew she was such a whore!

My tongue lapped at some white crusted semen on her belly, it dissolved in my mouth and, as if in ghastly reflex, I searched for more.

My foul compunction led me down to her covered mound of feminine flesh and, ignoring the stinking aroma of her disgrace, I kissed it gently with my mouth as if to savour the inauspicious moment.

She sensed me, murmured in her slumber and her thighs parted a little as I kissed her inverted slit again softly and whispered crudely.

“You dirty girl Abigail…fucking him….I saw you!”

I licked the full length of her sexuality and my tongue was suddenly coated with sticky and stale, male seed.

The more I feasted on her to try to sate my dark appetites, the further I desired to go in my crude base exploration of her slippery sexuality.

I licked her ever more deeply and urgently and began to slowly clean her.

She was so disgustingly full of him; she’d just lay there and let him fuck her and pump her full of spunk and my mouth muttered as it worked.

“You fucking whore Abigail!”

She was awake now, responding to my oral caresses and joined in the perverse game I was playing in my mind.

“Yes Cole…your wife’s a whore and a slave to these strong black men…you like that darling?”

I hated it of course! 

She was so wrong in her assumption, but I was compelled to lick her ass until the semen and juices had been expelled by my tongue.

My language to her was so disrespectful and crude.

“They can all fuck this cunt Abigail; all of these black men can fuck you and I can’t do anything… but watch them!”

I was licking her clitoris now and she was beginning to sexually rise.

“Yes Cole my body belongs to  Reparation…fuck…fuck…fuck!”

She trembled on my tongue; it was delicious as she did so and, as the orgasm washed over her, she spread her thighs widely and smiled warmly at me.

“Mmmm that was perfect darling…do you love me?”

I nodded passionately and without judgement of her disgusting actions.

“Yes darling Abigail of course.”

She looked demure and shy suddenly, and ran her fingers tantalisingly over her slim slit of femininity.

“You don’t think less of me that I had to let that brute of a man fuck me darling? He really took my virginity and innocence darling, as you clearly saw!”

I shook my head and she smiled sweetly as she noticed my small, but hard erection.

“I don’t think any less of you… that it excites you Cole; sometimes suffering and abuse can be so awful…but strangely… stimulating!”

I mumbled to her not wishing to discuss such absurd things.

“Can I fuck you darling?”

She shook her head teasingly and firmly.

“No you must suffer as I have! Kneel over me Cole; tell me how it felt when that black bastard fucked me? Fucked your wife right in front of your eyes, as if I was his slave to take at his will!”

I held my penis instinctively, as it was impossible for me not to; I saw them instantly framed in my mind’s eye as she lay under his abusive, irresistible power, then groaned and cried like a simple, helpless child.

“It was terrible Abigail…fucking terrib….”

I never finished the sentence before I jerked in reflex, and spent my blobs and spurts of pale white essence over her pussy and belly.

She laughed softly and sadly at my disgrace.

“We are truly beginning to understand slavery, Cole!”

I bent my head to her and quickly cleaned the new slimy mess I had made and then we relaxed in silence on the disturbed bed in contemplation.

As the morning became brighter I rose and filled a bowl with fresh water and cleaned her beautifully, rich body lovingly; from her shining head her to her delicate toes.

The divine and irrepressible Abigail was my wife and I loved her.

I did the same to myself, but with less devotion and I made the bed, quickly hand washed her silken, bridal nightgown and my cursed, ruffled knickers, to remove the stains from them both, and left them out on the porch, in the sun to dry. 

We then dressed in the simple clothes of slaves of the estate that had been provided for us, and walked hand in hand down to the main barn where we knew food was always available for the servants and workers which at the moment we still were within Reparation.

That was until Midday by which time I was set determined to be long gone!

The clock told us that it was 9a.m and the eating area was open and busy with men and women all in plain, simple clothes, taking their breakfasts. 

We did not converse with anyone, just nodded at people we had seen and Abigail loaded her plate with food and we sat out in the morning freshness and light, and I observed she ate copious amounts of fresh bacon, eggs and grits. 

She was ravenous; we both were hungry and only when our appetites had been satisfied did we settle on the wooden planks that double for seating to the basic tables and begin to sip our coffee in thought.

I spoke to first, with a serous concerned edge to my tone.

“We need to leave here Abigail!”

She looked around at where the green, rich land stretched out gloriously in the emerging sunlight before us and, this apparently perfect life we were now leading, and she seemed somewhat surprised.

“Is this not blessed Cole…to be part of this?”

I had to concede that the day was heavenly, the food and scenery were both delicious and it was as if, like Satan himself, Reparation was trying to deceive and seduce us.

I tried to hang on to some sanity for both of our sakes.

“This is blissful darling but… it will suck us in!”

She laughed stupidly into her coffee and mocked me.

“It was you doing the sucking darling!”

I blushed in embarrassed recollection.

“I’m sorry Abigail…it won’t happen again.”

She teased me.

“That’s a shame darling… I like you licking a man out of me! It’s…”

I could see her look up as if trying to search for the appropriate word.

“Special!”

I tried to think straight.

“I’m going to get the keys of the car…we have to go!”

She shrugged and suddenly a wave of sadness blighted her sunny, beaming face and instantly cast a shadow and cloud on the lovely morning.     

“If you say so Cole…I am your wife now…it seems that you were not honest in your quest for redemption as you once claimed.”

Her words wounded me; was I so shallow to run from the hardship and absolution I had sought for so long?

My wife went suddenly silent, withdrawn and sullen.

In spite of my feelings of regret; it was undoubtedly true that I was scared of what this life would do to us, and I knew we had to go, and go quickly.

I rose up and spoke firmly to her.

“I’m going to get the keys!”

She stared at me and nodded, a trace of a tear welled in her eyes and I walked away from her feeling shallow, sick, dishonest and less of a man of principle and honour than ever before.

Here was a place that truly we could make amends for the sins of the past and I was bailing out before the going, got too tough.

What did I understand about slavery? Nothing!

I was ashamed and repentant but my biggest overriding emotion was fear and it drove me onwards and towards sanctuary.

The keys were in the office and it was clear that Reparation did not want us unless we were committed to remain.

I took the means of our escape in my hands and sat on a bench outside the magnificent white mansion and wrung my hands in despair.

If I took her away like this, my darling Abigail would despise me for my temerity and falsehood for ever

And then we would always regret it; I may never again have to see her taken, screwed and fucked like a slave but was what I was proposing to do now, perhaps worse in its own way.

I was running away from what I had promised her and myself, and the realisation of my cowardice chilled me to the bone even as the day’s temperature began to rise.

The thoughts of her foul perversion I had witnessed formed in my brain however, making my penis become hard and it appeared I was in a hell of seemingly my own compulsion and design.

All I had to do was walk to Abigail, take her hand and drag her away, screaming if necessary, from this unsettling, divisive place!

But she would be upset with me, maybe for all of our lives, if we got that far, and I thought and pondered and tried to find a solution.

I was stressed and unable to think straight.

I sensed a body beside me, looked up and it was Darryl’s handsome, dark face that greeted me. 

He saw the keys and smiled as if he understood my confused state.

“Going home Boy?”

I nodded unsurely.

“Yes Baaass.”

He smiled and his white teeth sparkled and glinted in the sunlight.

“This is too much for a Boy like you…you don’t understand suffering Boy! Just think you do!”

He was so fucking arrogant!

I did understand misfortune, would prove it to him and spoke immediately in reply without thinking.

“Abigail would like to say goodbye Baaass!”

His dark eyes lit up like Chinese sparklers.

“I would like to say goodbye to her Boy! Earl is top dog here so he got to fuck her last night…but you know that Boy!”

He laughed wickedly at my patent distress and discomfort.

“Sure I’ll come and say goodbye but I can’t fuck her unless you’re staying…house rules of Reparation…we all stick to the contract…at all times; Miss Jezebel ensures that we do!”

I was relieved; it was safe to take him as he could not harm us! Abigail could see I was not scared, say farewell to someone I knew she liked and maybe, I could come out of this a winner after all.

In retrospect I was still so terribly, stupidly, naïve!

Abigail was outside the house with her head pointed down at the floor in consternation as Darryl and I walked back together and, as she saw him, she brightened up like an electric lamp that had just been switched on! 

I could tell immediately she was more than delighted to see him.

I waved the keys to the car at her as if she would be equally pleased that I had our passport to leave, but she was more interested in talking to the tall eloquent, black man I had brought back.

He saw the bridal outfit I had placed out to dry and he whistled lowly as he saw it.

“My… Miss Abigail…you must have looked pretty in that!”

She blushed, turned to me and smiled.

“Come inside the room Cole, please.”

I followed her, left Darryl waiting patiently in the sunshine and she embraced me lovingly when we were safely out of his sight.

“Thank you for asking him to say goodbye darling, that was so thoughtful. Have I got time to show him how the gown looked?”

I was stunned; we only had an hour or so before we were trapped for another fortnight but she was presumptuous and insistent and was already removing her clothes.

“Take my dress off Cole.”

I undid the ties on the back and drew the simple black cotton dress over her head and hung it in the small, bare wardrobe. 

“Knickers too darling…I want him to see me as I was.”

I blanched but pulled the white pants down to reveal her increasingly familiar slit with blonde curls above and she stood excitedly and spoke impatiently.

“A bit of powder and perfume…quickly.”

I spread it on her body and sexual slit, pulled her white gown over her and she shook her blonde hair and, as it caught the radiance of the sun streaming in through the small window, it glowed and gleamed brightly.

“Thank you again for bringing him darling Cole…how do I look?”

She was undoubtedly divine; I blushed and my wife giggled, took it as a compliment and instructed me as if I was her servant, not her husband.

“Ask him to come in darling.”

I went out and whispered expressively to the man.

“Baaass can you come and see Abigail now?”

The man’s eyes glowed like black, polished marble and walked into the room to find my wife standing meekly in the centre of the floor, in her beautiful, white, pure, marital, night gown.

She stood on tiptoes coquettishly and played with a strand of her radiant, blonde hair.

“How do I look Baaass?”

Darryl smiled and adjusted his trousers almost in expectation, as if he was suddenly uncomfortable and she raised the hem of the fabric, like a saucy schoolgirl and gave him a brief glimpse of her fair, female, treasure below.

I pleaded with her in agitation and real concern.

“We have to go Abigail!”

But she was lost in her perverse fantasy and to my horror the man walked to her and began to kiss her soft, yielding, pink mouth.

She responded urgently to him and he placed his hands outrageously all over her body then pulled the gown up and off her, until she was naked and sucked her stiff, rigid, pink nipples as if they were just mere, available sweets.

She pushed him away, ran off to the relative safety of the bed, provocatively drew the white sheet up to cover her nudity and looked at him teasingly and dirtily.

“I was here when he took me last night Baaass!”

Darryl began to remove his clothes and immediately his powerful, thick, black erection was moving, worryingly towards my new wife.

She shrieked in mock horror.

“What you going to do to me Baaass? You’re not going to fuck me? Are you?”

I was hatefully, aroused now and the minutes were flying.

Darryl had reached the bed and he drew the fresh cover off her dramatically.

“You fucking, white whore!”

Abigail drew up the bed and opened her thighs to him invitingly.

“You’re not going to fuck my pussy Baaass? Are you?”

He grabbed her hair and drew her mouth to his cock and she squealed in mock fright.

“You’re not going to stick this inside me Baaass.”

She began to suck it eagerly it and I mumbled pathetically in panic.

“Abigail please we have to go!”

She just ignored me and stroked his full, black balls and my own penis seemed to stretch and pulse to her sordid fecklessness; I bent my head in defeat and accepted the inevitable and that the chance for escape was gone.

Darryl knew it as well and smiled as she pleasured him.

“I’m going to fuck you so well Bitch; fill you to the brim!”

She responded by sucking his big black balls and soon, to the sounds of their foreplay the bell from the chapel struck a chime of midday and I was truly lost! 

I just stood helplessly as I realised that I could now only watch as Darryl took my energetic, young wife.

I quickly saw that Earl’s physical mastery of her had been professional and efficient but this was something else.

Their mouths were locked in constant passion and as his thick penis entered her so easily and needfully they moved and twisted almost as one, as they copulated.

He lay dominatingly above her and her thin white arms embraced him and clawed at his black, muscular back as he took her over and over.

She groaned in baseness and mumbled dark words of devotion to him.

“I wish it had been you Baaass that fucked me last night…your big cock Baaass that took me…first!”

He seemed to share her desperation.

“And me…fuck, this pussy is so good Girl.”

She relaxed back, pushed her hips against him and he increased his pace as he grunted and spent his first, thick deposit of semen inside her.

I knew it would not be the last!

Abigail looked at me as if she was on heroin.

“It’s only for two weeks darling…we’ll endure it together…I love you!”

I had no time to answer as Darryl was at her again, fucking her rear pussy, ass and mouth in turn.

They stopped, started and then began again and eventually my wife sat on him and rode his demonic masculinity as he guided her with his hands on her soft, plump bottom. 

There was such foul pleasure on her face as she moved on top of him that I climaxed twice in my own underwear and could not believe what I had allowed to happen.

But for my stupidity I was so close to being free!

Their play of fornication went on, until, after a couple of hours, he rode my wife furiously one last time, with her white knees curled up pressed against his chest, and they gasped together in a final climax as she was filled, masterfully once more.

He drew off her, dressed tiredly and smiled in demonstrable satisfaction and pleasure.

“You need to see Baaass Jezebel at 5p.m then she will tell you what you will be doing for the next few weeks.”

He bent down to Abigail and their tongues locked once more as if they were somehow being constantly drawn together.

“I’ll see you very soon Girl!”

Her blue eyes sparkled and shone like pale diamonds; he departed and there was suddenly just the two of us.

Abigail lay back on top of the bed, opened her white, delicate thighs wide and showed me the weeping, sticky signs of her vulgarity and unfaithfulness.

Her tiny pussy and pretty mound was covered in creamy liquid and she murmured disgustingly.

“Your reward for bringing Darryl here…but it was so terrible and horrible darling to be used like that.”

My head and mouth went to her instinctively and began to worship at her disgraced altar of womanhood.   

She rambled on as I served her.

“It is so awful to be fucked and fucked like a slave…I don’t enjoy it darling…I don’t! Not at all!”

She was such a liar but I just found her clitoris and teased it as I continued to lick and cleanse her.

She was rising in passion and so was I.

“You fucking slut Abigail.”

She was flying now, so near to reaching another summit as her perversion overwhelmed her and affected her sane, rational mind.

“I am a slut…your wife’s a slut…fuck they are all going to take me and rut me and use me…fuck…fuck…fuck!”

She gripped the sheets and trembled and the vibrations rippled through my tongue and all over her divine, young, nymph like, form.

I had also dirtily climaxed to her words and we settled beside each other trying to recover and find some semblance of sense to it all. 

She lay close beside me, I held her in my arms and she whispered to me softly.

“It’s just for a fortnight darling, we must and will bear it; I’m sure we will find absolution and be ever closer together at the end.”

I closed my eyes, tried to stop my mind from churning and twisting and knew that enduring this burden I had placed upon myself would not be easy.

However it is what I had somehow searched for and dreamed about all my life; I held my wife’s hand and in some strange way felt fortunate to have this opportunity to find my long held ambition of giving service.

We dozed nakedly for a while and then we redressed as slaves, with me in my knickers and the plug in my bottom, as the Baaass would expect of me, and at 5p.m exactly we were standing before the fearsome Jezebel, in her office, feeling nervous, expectant and extremely vulnerable.

The black formidable woman stared, then smiled at us and spoke in sarcastic, dry humour.

“So you are still here? I am surprised!”

We did not speak so she filled the oral vacuum with her compelling words.

“You are both slaves now for the next few weeks as stated in the contract…do you both understand?”

We nodded together.

“Yes Baaass.”

She clasped her hands together to evoke a sharp flat sound and spoke to my wife first.

“You will be a house girl…dress as is the custom and will please black African American men…you will be instructed. You need to learn to serve all black men, not get attached to only one too quickly…I know you like Darryl and he likes you?”

My wife flushed brightly as if it was somehow not obvious and noticeable and the woman laughed at her shyness.

“He can stay with you tonight…as a gesture to your wedding and…”

She laughed demonically.

“It is your honeymoon!”

I went to speak to defend her but she did not give me a chance.

“You can stay with me Boy…you are a houseboy and I will enjoy training you; you will begin at midday and late into the night and then stay at the cabin after you finish and…”

She drew her breath as I held my own, in terror. 

“…You begin now!”

My mouth opened to speak but there was no point and I just whispered sadly and weakly

“Yes Baaass.”

She smiled at my feebleness.

“Take your clothes off!”

I quickly did as instructed and was in my ruffled knickers before her in sheer, unbearable, painful humiliation.

She made me bend over to show her the plug inside my cavity and she was content and murmured to Abigail.

“You go Girl…find Darryl…he can have you tonight. Tomorrow early evening you begin work…get used to giving your lovely, white, full body…that is your obligation here!”

I detected a trace of a smirk from my beautiful wife and she whispered to me in hushed and concerned tones.

“Don’t worry about me darling Cole…I’ll be OK…we are servants and must do our duty now! I’ll be thinking of you until, I see you later.”

Jezebel corrected her.

“He will be back early in the morning, this night! After that it will be late into the evening when you will both be done and finished.”

She nodded, smiled and left me alone, almost naked before this powerful woman and I now trembled, nervously before her.

She was dressed in tight, black trousers once more, and as she came out from behind her desk my eyes focussed on her crotch.

Her black eyes twinkled and shone, like distant stars glinting in the night sky as she noticed my indecent cravings.

“You love that black pussy Boy; kneel down… it is what commands you now”

I dropped to the floor as if felled; she stood over me then slowly drew her trousers and white panties to her ankles and I stared up at her striking, pink slit of gleaming, perfect flesh.

I felt completely submissive and compliant and she opened her thick thighs a little and touched her glistening sexuality with her finger.

“Kiss it and lick it Boy; tell me that you serve it.”

My mouth and lips touched her pliable, bright flesh and, as she murmured, my tongue lapped at her vivid softness in the black surrounds.

“I’m your slave and servant Baaass.”

I felt her clitoris as I probed her generous folds and licked it firmly until she pulsed in pleasure and diversion from her duties.

“Good Boy…Serve the black woman’s pussy…that is part of your purpose now Boy!”

I lapped at her harder and inadvertently touched her hip with my fingers to get a better grip but she slapped my head sharply.

“Just your mouth or tongue Boy…reach up and lick it!”

I responded to instruction, penetrated her with my silky wet appendage and she grabbed my hair and began to tremble and vibrate against me. 

She had come and groaned in dirty, sated satisfaction.

“Good Boy…Follow me.”

Jezebel dressed, then led me quickly up the stairs to her room and made me strip, completely naked before her.

She then removed all of her own clothes as well and she caught me staring at her black, firm athletic body.

Her belly was tight and her breasts large with the huge brown areolas and nipples I had seen previously.

I looked away, as if I had been caught out as some Peeping Tom but she only smiled at my reticence and propriety.

“There is no good being shy around nude women Boy…that is you’re new, adventurous life now!”

I blinked at her in trepidation; she took her fingers, removed the plug from my anus and pushed at the hole that had recently developed with the use of these addictive toys.

She chuckled dryly as she felt the development to my access.

“Good Boy…you have a lovely virgin little ass now…just right!”

I dared not ask what for; she made me stand still and promptly covered me, with a white cream that stung and agitated my soft skin, instantly.

She spread it profusely around and above my genitals, legs and thighs and I questioned her cautiously not wishing to upset the unpredictable woman or raise her temper.

“What is this Baaass?”

She was unusually patient with her reply.

“It is to remove all of your hair…it is very effective and…I want you as smooth and feminine as possible!”

I gasped at her in disbelief.

“Feminine?”

She giggled like a child.

“Of course Boy…you’re ass is going to be fucked like a girl and against your will; just as those unfortunate black women had to suffer endlessly from their bastard, white masters!”

I wailed in stark terror.

“No Baaass…please Baaass!”

She patted the cheeks of my bottom, slid her finger in my anus again and I powerlessly, began to cry.

“She grabbed my testicles tightly and I winced in pain.”

She had no patience now.

“You shut your mouth Boy…Slavery is no fun…I told you…so you will suffer, as I warned you and…as I wish for you!”

I had cast myself adrift from my safe ship of life; bent my head in fright and submission and longed for the pain from my groin to cease.

“Yes Baaass…sorry Baaass.”

She released her grip and I exhaled in relief and she sat on her white four poster bed watching me trembling with the sharp, tingling cream all over me.

“We have to wait a few minutes for the lotion to work then we’ll wash it off and you will be softer and… bald all over.”

She went to her drawer and in spite of my anxiety I had to admire her divine, strong, black, female form.

She placed a black garter belt, suspenders, panties and silk stockings on her pristine covers and my penis pulsed at the thought of her in them.

She laughed disrespectfully as she observed my small penis, swell in expectation.

“I’m pleased that you like them Boy, because you will be wearing them in a while!”

I was shocked and even more horrified that, at her threat, my irrational, uncontrollable, penile flesh became set solid, like a small tube of concrete.

“No Baaass…please!”

Her devilish spheres challenged me.

“Do you want me to punish you Boy?”

I was so helpless and afraid.

“No Baaass…No Baaass….No Baaass!”

She sat back on her bed, looked at my aroused manhood and chuckled in lewd observation

“Your wife likes a larger cock Boy…she will not serve this…no woman would!”

She was humiliating me but my insufferable, ill-disciplined penis was so agitated and enraged for reasons I could not understand.

“She’ll be on her back now…fucking Darryl…he told me that she loves fucking…loves a black cock inside her…and…”

This woman was a demon and played with the darkest, foulest recesses of my mind and my thoughts.

“You love to watch Boy…watch a black Baaass take her then lick it…you dirty, perverted Boy!”

I denied it quickly; too quickly!

“No Baaass! No!”

But she saw how excited I was; how I longed to touch my raging, sexual flesh!”

“Admit it and I will let you stroke your little man!”

I gasped and tried to control myself but it was beyond my abilities to do so.

“No Baaass…No…”

She was so dominant, demanding and irresistibly pressing.

“Admit it Boy…then you can come.”

It was too much and I caved in to her tortuous pressure.

“I do Baaass, love to see her…she’s such a whore Baaass…let me touch it Baaass…let me touch it Baaass!”

She nodded, my fingers went to my groin and at the merest friction, and I jerked and spurted blobs of my own, viscous sperm into my hands.

“Lick it off Boy!”

I drew my digits to my lips, sucked them dry and, as the need for an orgasm faded I had an overwhelming sense of my comprehensive disgrace wash over me.

I was completely without shame or respect for myself!

This was truly the service and humiliation I had sought, but never in my wildest dreams or nightmare did I ever envisage anything as decadent or disgusting as this!

We went into her shower together, she washed all the cream from me and I sensed that my hair and manhood were being drained away, symbolically together.

She made me kneel between her thighs, clean her ass and pussy with my tongue and she climaxed once more to my intense, prostrate attentions.

She would not allow me to touch her with my hands and she bent me forward, soaped and cleansed my ass thoroughly as if I was a mere plaything in her strong hands.

We took towels and dried ourselves in the bedroom and I noticed that my legs and crotch were now hair free and extremely soft.

I patted her with the towel as well and, as her pink slit became dry, I kissed it instinctively then put talc and perfume on it and she murmured in approval with me.

“You love that black pussy Boy!”

I was inches from it as she lay back on the bed, and I kissed it gently and respectfully again.

“Yes Baaass…do you want me to lick you Baaass?”

She rose to her knees and patted my head.

“No Boy, stand up now!”

I rose to attention in front of her and to my mortification she pulled the black, silk, garter belt over my feet, then around my slim waist. 

She then picked up a smooth stocking, gathered it expertly in her fingers and then drew in slowly up my right leg and I felt silk and nylon on me for the first time.

I tried to hate it but it was seductively sensuous; suddenly the other stocking was sliding on me and Jezebel attached the suspenders. 

Before I realised, I was dressed like a girl and my wayward, little, erect penis showed how I liked it!      

She passed me the black, silk panties with a delicate, pretty bow and smiled contemptuously.

“You can manage these, Boy!”

I blushed, drew the knickers around my firm groin and Jezebel went to her large cupboard at the rear of the room.

I looked at my reflection and tried to ignore how I pulsed; how the lingerie heightened my senses and danced and played on my skin.

I turned around suddenly and gasped in horror as Jezebel was before me; between her thighs was a black, curved, protruding, plastic cock!

“Lick it Boy; on your knees Boy!”

I collapsed before her and she placed the tip of the phallus to my lips; I sucked it immediately, because I had no choice and cried as I did so.

“No Baaass…No Baaass!”

She stroked my dark hair as if understanding my concern but her tone was harsh and patronising.

“This is how it felt for the black women Boy… that were taken like dogs! You understanding slavery now… Boy?”

I sucked it as she moved her hips and fucked my mouth very slowly.

“Yes Baaass…Yes Baaass!”

She pulled me to the bed, bent me onto all fours and I knew terrifyingly, she was going to have me!

“Don’t Baaass…don’t Baaass…please!”

She grabbed my hardened penis in the delicious knickers and muttered threateningly; terribly for me, her crude words only further aroused and inflamed me.

“You’re going to be fucked exactly like your slut… of a white wife is!”

I trembled and climaxed to a vision of Abigail being bent over, rutted and used like me and, as the slimy deposit was released in her fingers, she lowered my knickers to my knees and rubbed all of the sticky juices in my developing anal cavity.

I knew that I had no choice now and I bent my head into the bed and waited pathetically, for the rank, debasing, physical intrusion that would inevitably soon follow.

I sensed her body heat behind me, then the hardness of the dildo at my opened hole and slowly, eased by my own slimy lubrication; the instrument of my degradation was pushed and poked firmly and forcefully until it was fully within me.

I cried out hysterically in real fear; for sympathy and release but the answer was just and slap on my cheeks and a cackle of amusement.

“You’re a black slave now…to be used, mistreated and fucked!”

I groaned as I felt the first stroke of the hardness inside me, instantly seeming to remove any last traces of my remaining masculinity.

“No Baaass…please Baaass!”

Her movements were more rhythmical now, back and forward in and out, and I began to grunt in time to her motions.

She stroked my soft bottom and the top of my stockings and I began to feel strange sensations of surrender.

I mumbled and bent forward and she grabbed my hips and began to fuck me properly and with command.

She muttered darkly.

“Now you understand black power Boy; your body is to serve; your mouth and ass and mind!”

Her hand held my penis, felt it erect once more and she mocked me.

“The Boy likes being fucked, you will be a good houseboy; you will serve lots of black women as your wife will serve… black men!”

I thought about Abigail under the powerful, steely Darryl, pumped more sperm into her hands and she spread it humiliatingly, further around my saturated anus and continued to fuck me dynamically.

I collapsed on the bed, my legs suddenly unable to hold my weight; she pressed down on me and continued to take me ever more slowly until finally, even the ever energetic Jezebel became tired, and her mastering of me had finished.

She lay by me and patted my ass playfully.

“Have a rest Boy then I’ll take you and show you… your new obligations and work!”

I groaned and buried my head into the softness of the bed and wondered how all of this could get any worse, but I knew for sure that it would!  

She allowed me to relax for a while then told me to go to the kitchen to get some food for myself and bring a tray for her.

I looked at the female lingerie I was wearing and my eyes questioned her. 

“That is your uniform now…you are a class above the white knicker Boys…they just serve and lick but you are pretty so you have an extra something to offer.”

I could sense my anger rising.

“You mean my ass Baaass?”

She smiled disrespectfully.

“Yes Boy…your pretty backside.”

I stood and showed my unhappiness with the situation.

“This is so unfair!”

She waggled her finger at me and my stomach churned.

Jezebel sat on the bed and I lay over her knee and she tugged down the knickers I had just pulled back into place.

She hit me severely; I squealed like a frightened rabbit and cried out to her.

“Sorry Baaass…sorry Baaass…don’t hit me Baaass!”

She slapped me again and again and muttered threateningly, darkly.

“We do not accept disobedience if you do not follow orders and my wishes then you will truly suffer…do you understand Boy?”

Her finger was invading my anal cavity and my bottom was glowing with her corrective action.

“Yes Baaass…understand Baaass!”

She inhaled in suppressed exasperation.

“I hope so or you will discover real hardship Boy…this is not a game!”

She released me, I pulled up my panties and fled in my black stockings and knickers to the kitchen where there were 5 other men; 2 in nylons like I was, and 3 other, older men just in white, ruffled knickers. 

One of them smiled at me, showed me where the food was and indicated for me to help myself.

He got me some water and sat beside me, in his matching lingerie and I felt a strange fellowship with him as he shook my hand.

“My name’s Justin…just started have you?”

I nodded and ate my ribs.

“Cole, pleased to meet you.”

He allowed me to relax and the other men drifted away with a nod or a smile of acknowledgment to me, as it appeared they already had work to attend.

I questioned him as if he could provide me some insight as to what was expected.

“What do they do to us?”

He smiled dryly; he was lean with pale fair hair and slate, grey eyes.

“We serve the men as waiters and serve the women as slaves…!”

He stopped for a moment in contemplation.

“…In whatever way they wish!”

I gasped; it was worse than ever I imagined and he went on.

“There are two main areas…the men are entertained by our women and wives…we serve dinner and supply drink…”

My eyes were wide, like brown, windmills with disbelief.

“That’s bad enough… to see how our wives are screwed by these big, black cocks but serving at the women’s area is…far worse for the few selected like us!”

I had to ask but dreaded the answer; I knew it would be diabolical!

“What happens, Justin?”

His pale, cloudy eyes glazed over.

“The black women come to sit a chat and relax and we provide them drinks and…”

His voice tailed away but I knew instantly what they required from us and I completed his descriptive sentence.

“Lick their cunts and ass and… they fuck us if they want?”

He nodded and I groaned in horror.

“They treat us like dogs, sniffing and licking them and then they can take us upstairs to the private rooms and…”

I groaned in utter horror.

“Fuck us with those strap-ons!”

He grimaced.

“Yes….sometimes 2 or 3 at a time…and multiple times a night!”

I sipped my water and nearly choked but was driven to continue to quiz him.

“How long have you been doing this Justin?”

His grey reflectors mirrored his shame.

“18 months …started with good intentions… then my wife Heather, began the breeding program and now, since the baby, we are somehow part of the fucking furniture here.”

I gasped at his revelations to me and stuttered in reply.

“Thhhhis is just for a fortnight for Abigail and me…just an experiment to repay something for the past.”

The man shrugged then smiled at me, as if I was even more stupid than I sounded, and pointed to an old plump, black woman dressed in a white coat and a chef’s hat.

“Ask her for the Baaass’ dinner”

He seemed angry momentarily.

“We can serve them and suck their eager, black pussies and cunts, be fucked by them, but we’re not trusted to cook for them!”

He rose up shook my hand and I noticed that his underwear had black embroidery on it and seemed more attractive then my plain pair.

I noticed also that his penis seemed very small and his grip was weak and clammy; his actions and mannerisms were also very feminine.

“Good luck Cole…I will be seeing a lot of you over the next few weeks…don’t argue with them…or cause trouble…I have seen terrible things here!”

Before I could question him further, he was gone and I walked over to the large black, rotund cook and spoke to her sharply as I was still very agitated and upset by what I had just heard.

“I need some food for the Baaass!”

She turned on me and her friendly round face hardened.

“You’re a new Boy?”

I nodded and she picked up a plastic spatula and slapped my bottom hard.

“You address me as Baaass Chef!”

I was mortified, it seemed that even the most menial black servant had a higher status than me in the hierarchy but replied immediately.

“Yes Baaass Chef, sorry Baaass Chef...the main Baaass would like her dinner please Baaass Chef.”

Her tensed, facial muscles relaxed and she smiled.

“Pull your panties down Boy…let me see your little, white prick.”

I wanted to tell her to fuck off but I lowered the fine knickers to my knees obediently and my flat little penis was displayed.

“Turn around!”

I did so and she laughed out loudly in delight.

“I’m going to fuck that Boy…I’ve fucked all the Boys…get it cheap… ‘cause I’m staff. You lookin’ forward to that Boy?”

I was living in hell but could not argue or resist.

“Yes Baaass…yes Baaass!”

I felt so worthless and, as she prepared the food for Jezebel, I stood up and drew the knickers back around me and patiently waited for her to finish.

She placed the flat silver tray in my hand and patted my covered bottom as I left.

“See you soon Boy!”

I walked up the staircase in a daze; this was all so depraved and perverted and there was nothing I could do about it!

Jezebel was in another open, silken gown in a rich burgundy; I put the meal beside her and she sat on the chair nearby and opened her thighs provocatively and in unspoken demand of me.

She was naked and I understood she wanted me to service her constantly, needful pussy.

“You spoke to Justin? He’s my head Boy…told you the ropes?”

I nodded; she always seemed to know what was going on.

“A little Baaass.”

She opened her thighs wide to give me a full show of her smooth, black sexuality and smiled condescendingly.

“You’ll do fine Boy…you’ll be a good little slave…now do your job and I’ll then take you around the house so you can see your place of work and new responsibilities.”

I knelt down and placed my head between her thighs and licked the full length of her leaking, sexuality as if I had missed it.

She relaxed and began to eat and I simply, demeaningly, pleasured her with my tongue as if I was merely a human, sexual accessory.

“Good Boy…you lick that black pussy Boy…All black women like a sissy, white boy to lick them!”

She was catching her breath now and I sucked and teased her slippery, folds faster and harder with my tongue until she stopped eating, held the sides of the chair and trembled dramatically to her climax. 

I licked her a while longer then dried and perfumed her and, as she finished her food, she pointed to a cupboard and asked me to take out an elegant, black, silken, taffeta dress with a floating, full, skirt and hem.

I placed it on the bed and she told me the drawer where her lingerie was and I chose them and laid the exquisite garments beside it for her.

Holding the delicate finery seemed to arouse me and she saw my licentious, flesh swell.

“You will enjoy serving women Boy!”

I nodded and kept my head down.

“Yes Baaass!”

After she had eaten I helped her into her lingerie and then into her antique dress which she stepped into and I fastened the back of it which was lace, cord and whalebone. 

She brushed her short attractive hair and watched me admiring her.

“Speak Boy!”

I muttered how I felt.

“You look beautiful, Baaass.”

She laughed delightfully at my innocence and took my hand very gently.

“Let us show you your new life Boy!”

I held her fingers as if I was a child, and she took me through a couple of corridors and into the hidden mysterious centre of the house;  we stopped outside a large white door with a shiny brass handle that shone like sunlight.

She took it in her fingers and whispered.

“This is where your wife will be working…where the Black men come to relax, eat and be entertained!”

She opened the door and I held my breath to the unbelievable sight that confronted and confounded my senses. 

Black men were sitting all around the large room, some at the large table, eating and drinking, whilst all around there were pretty, white, women dressed in brightly coloured corsets, knickers and stockings.

They all looked like whores and prostitutes from the 18th century era of slavery and, even though the night was young, many of them were already perversely and professionally providing sexual services for the African men.

They were sucking their huge, dark cocks, touching them, kissing them and pleasuring them in the most submissive, obvious and disgusting ways possible.

I knew this was Abigail’s destiny here now, and to my eternal shame, it made me hard just at the despicable thought of it.

Jezebel instantly saw my foul thoughts and laughed deeply.

“Yes your wife will be here tomorrow…doing her part…she serves in this room with her mouth and hands and then up in the bedrooms if the men desire more; they pay extra for that!”

She cackled crazily, like a witch!

“This is what it is to be enslaved Boy! Now go and serve drinks, watch, and learn; I will be back in an hour for you.”

She left me with a swish of her long, exquisite, black gown and I went to the bar and was given a tray of glasses filled with sparkling, clear champagne. 

I then walked timidly around the large room trying to ignore the debauchery everywhere and the black men took the sparkling wine and drank thirstily as they became merry and intoxicated.

The white men were mainly in white knickers and were almost invisible to the black males and the sexual perversions being perpetrated, seemingly everywhere.

Huge black men would sit or eat as white wives, presumably of the white males all around, would give of themselves in the basest and most demeaning of ways.

They were touched and prodded and invaded at will and they all responded receptively, with enthusiasm and energy.

I noticed that occasionally, a man would lead a girl, or girls off through a door that presumably lead to a bedroom.

I then annoyingly became solid again in my knickers, as I realised to my distress and arousal it would be my darling Abigail doing this tomorrow!

I hated the fact I was so deviant but could not control my reactions and crude instincts that seemed so contemptible.

I dispensed towels, fruit, food and drinks from the busy bar and serving hatches that flowed with constant supplies of whatever was needed, and quickly found my place in the madness all around me.

All I had to do was to serve and watch and I would be fine!

I saw a small blonde girl sucking a tall, black male eagerly and enthusiastically; I wondered what her husband must be thinking and if he was in the room.

It was all so demonic and it was as if I had wandered into damnation right here in Georgia!

Jezebel came back almost on the hour, took my hand and led me from the room and up a hidden stairway and then, to a golden door which opened to even more shocks and revelations.

The room was laid out with abundance of large chairs and chaise longues and was full of black women reposing and relaxing; there was an abundance of white males in pure ivory, ruffled  knickers or sensual black lingerie similar to mine serving and fussing over them.

The black ladies were in all shapes and sizes but had one thing in common; they were all naked apart from short, silken, cream gowns that seemed mostly open and revealingly undone.

I looked again and saw many of the white men were kneeling between black, feminine thighs providing oral relief and stimulation for them as they drank wine, ate, relaxed and revelled in the trappings of a male brothel.

It was diabolical in its’ conception and I just shook and shivered in fear!

I was speechless, Jezebel dragged me forward and she stopped to talk to a large African woman with sturdy, black, powerful thighs and a huge, effervescent, sparkling white smile called Matilda.

She looked up at me and laughed in delight and delectation at my obvious terror and distress.

“A new Boy…say hello Boy!”

I murmured nervously to her, “Hello,” and they shrieked in glee at my obvious foreboding and trepidation.

Jezebel pushed me down and suddenly my head was between the woman’s massive thighs and I had no choice but to lick the pungent, thick, pink lips that were there.

The Rubinesque woman chuckled in humour as I timidly licked her sodden gaping flesh.

“It won’t bite you Boy…use that mouth Boy!”

The woman grunted in pleasure and spoke to Jezebel as if I was not there.

“I love it here Jezebel…it is so heavenly and relaxing…how are things going?”

They chatted gaily whilst I worked on her slippery, salivating blackness and the woman only stopped as she neared her climax and compressed my head as she did so with her legs, until I thought my brain would pop.

She exhaled, I was released and Jezebel introduced me to her multitude of clients and supervised me as I served drinks, towels or dispensed more degrading oral services on demand.

One of the women whispered to her expressively but my Baaass shook her head and only spoke with salacious humour in reply.   

“You can take him up to the rooms tomorrow if you are here Aaliyah…tonight I’m just showing him the ropes.”

The tall, dark lithe woman with twisted black ringlets of hair beamed, and let me lick her subserviently to a climax and promised me that she would see me the following evening, as if somehow it was something for me to look forward to and a treat for us both!

A couple of hours however flew by; we left almost unnoticed and I suddenly found myself back in Jezebel’s luxurious, private rooms.

She waited by the bed and I undid the laces on her dress then held it open as she stepped out of it; I then hung it very carefully back in the wardrobe.

I was aware that she would be displeased if any misfortune came to such a spectacular item of historic clothing.

She was now in her bra, stockings and pants and she drew the knickers down and kicked them away to reveal her pink vagina that seemed to be moist and strangely inviting.

I put her underwear in the wash basket and kneeled between her legs, which was a position I was now increasingly beginning to come accustomed to.

She smiled down on me and patted my short, black hair.

“You did well Boy…you will be a popular Boy…all the black girls or women will want your tongue or ass!”

I stared up at her in embarrassment and did not know what to say or do; her slit of flesh was so close to my lips but I was unsure if I was allowed to lick it and waited weakly for her instruction.

This devilish woman could read my perverted mind as always, and pushed her hips towards my mouth as if to provide permission for my servitude.

“Of course…Boy…Lick, lap it and suck it…learn to pleasure black women Boy…then I’ll fuck you again!”

I groaned in a mixture of fetid emotions and let my wet tongue glide upon her vagina from top to bottom and felt my penis ache in base solidity as I did so.

There was something about making a woman aroused and come with just my mouth and tongue that was definitely intriguing and strangely intoxicating.

I found her clitoris, teased and twisted it and knew when she climaxed she would bend me over and fuck my ass once more.

The filthy and indecent anticipation of it only heightened my fetid arousal and I quickly brought the woman off, as if I was impatient for the reality of her lewd, disgusting promise.

She made me lick her a full half hour longer after she had climaxed, as if to demonstrate her authority over me, and when she had finished she went to a cupboard and laid a pretty, white negligee in sheer, translucent fabric on the covers.

She placed a pair of ruffled, white knickers beside them and I knew they were meant for me.  

She laughed at my obvious understanding of the dire, helpless and submissive situation I was in.

“Yes Boy…Dress up and I will fuck you like the pathetic, white Boy you are.”

I removed my lingerie and pulled on the panties then draped the sensuous top over me and to my distress I was already hard and expectant.

She bent me over the bed and I waited helplessly, as a mere slave, as she applied her strap-on and took her place of superiority behind me.

She pulled my knickers lower, tugged at my hard cock and placed a finger in my softened anus and laughed.

“You are a slut Boy…well suited for this life… as is your wife!”

I hadn’t thought that much about Abigail all evening, but suddenly realised that she would have been fucked all of this time by Darryl, and the tortuous image of them copulating made me jerk and come in Jezebel’s long fingers.

She gathered the blobs in her palm, then rubbed the slimy lotion deep in my bottom and was filling my anal cavity fully, in seconds. 

I was progressively easier to fuck now, as if my body was adapting and I grunted and groaned in hopelessness and she took me over, and over again.

She used me for hours, in-between me licking her again, and finally as the light was beginning to break through the window in the early dawn she dismissed me, and informed me that she would expect both Abigail and I, ready for work at 5p.m tomorrow at her office. 

I walked back toward my cabin in the darkness, now in my slavery uniform and feeling more bemused and confused with each step I took towards my temporary home with my wife.

I saw a shadow coming towards me and as I got closer I realised that it was Darryl and he smiled at me dryly and with real empowerment as we passed each other.

His comment to me was brief and curt and spoke of his position and authority over me and Abigail, and my awful, indecent situation.

“Morning Boy!”

My reply only confirmed our relative places in the scheme of things here.

“Yes Baaass.”

He laughed and I heard the echoes of his humour carried on the slight, warm breeze as he faded into the darkness and I neared my picturesque house that nestled in the murky shadows of the morning.

I entered through the open door silently and Abigail was sleeping on top of the bed, dressed in nothing but a twisted smile.

She mumbled as she heard me.

“Hello darling…I hope it was not too bad for you! It was just terrible with Darryl…he just fucked me so much darling…but you knew he would!”

I stripped tiredly, slipped down beside her and the pungent, stale, sexual smell of their debauchery was all over her body.

She stunk of perfume, after shave, sweat, her own feminine aroma and spunk; she was rancid with male essence!

It was foul but terribly irresistible to me and instinctively I moved close to her and placed my head on her soaking belly.

She snickered to me in pretence of embarrassment.

“You want to lick me darling? Suck Darryl out of me?”

I moved lower and the aroma became more intense and inviting.

She giggled at my depravity.

“Darryl explained what you would be doing; licking all those black women’s pussies… to make amends darling Cole…you are so lucky!”

I nodded in confused confirmation and she smiled wickedly.

“Well you shouldn’t really lick a white woman but I will let you if you ask me Cole…you are really… my slave as well now!”

She was so hateful but I needed to serve her.

“Can I lick you Abigail, please…let me clean you darling.”

She opened her thighs resignedly and I began to suck and lap as she relaxed and murmured appreciatively.

“Good darling…did Jezebel take you as well Cole; Darryl said she would, and that you would be fucked here like a girl…but up your ass!”

She was so thick with him and I groaned in shame.

“Yes darling Abigail.”

She laughed to my humiliation and muttered as the filthy semen flowed into my mouth.

“I think I need to fuck you darling also…I mean…as your wife…I should master you as well!”

She was being roused by my tongue to begin her ascent to release and I knew it was just her libido that was lifting and shaping her mind, to cause her to talk like this.

She eventually trembled and climaxed and I kneeled between her thighs with my raging penis as if to claim my prize once more.

She looked up at me and shook her pretty, sparkling, blond head sadly.

“Sorry darling Cole…this pussy is just for black men here now…it’s in the contract…but you can come over me and relieve yourself.”

It was too much to bear, but her sexual lips were pink and glistening, and in spite of trying to hang on to my pride I stroke my cock and jerked juice over her already, saturated lips.

She mumbled tiredly in delight.

“Quick lick then I need to rest; we both do…we have a busy day ahead darling.”

I bent down to her once more, cleaned my dirty essence and we collapsed on the creased sheets and descended into a deep, comatose sleep as if the nether, dream world would cleanse us of our sins.

I was completely exhausted!

We awoke around midday and I washed her tenderly in cold water that I put into the silver bowl and brought to lather with soap; then I readied myself.

We strolled down to the barn, sat on the bench and ate the high calorific food that we piled onto our plates.

I had never seen Abigail look so well or have such an appetite and she literally glowed in health.        

After we had feasted, we sat and drank our coffee, looked around at this magnificent scenery and I had to admit that, even in my despair there was something magical about Reparation.

Abigail smiled and spoke softly to me.

“It is beautiful here darling Cole…thank you for bringing me…us!”

I nodded, but added to her comment.

“But after the fortnight we need to stop!”

She nodded purposefully and dutifully.

“Of course darling you don’t think I want some big, rough, black man fucking me forever do you?”

I blinked at her frankness and she seemed to snicker in a whisper as if someone would hear.

“And we don’t want you to be fucked either darling…or to constantly serve the black women’s cunts as you have to!”

I blushed crimson and it was clear I was far more embarrassed at my indiscretions than she was.

We chatted as friends and began to relax and adopted the attitude that this was all to be some lewd life experience that would pass, and we would eventually leave and things would return to normal.

As with the slaves of so long ago we so wished to mimic; we just had to suffer and endure!

At 5p.m we were in front of Jezebel and she spoke to us softly but with cool meaning and command.

“You both understand your duties?”

We both nodded, as Darryl had informed Abigail all about the Men’s room and what was expected of the white girls, but to my surprise, she raised a small query.

“Do we have to fuck whoever wants us Baaass?”

The striking, African American woman shook her head sagely.

“No… there are times when, as women, we are not ready and occasionally meet people that that we do not feel… comfortable with!”

She smiled and explained further.

“However, in those circumstance, you make an excuse and relieve them in other ways…I’m sure you understand?”

My wife giggled and nodded; she knew all too well the alternate methods of providing relief to black males.

“Yes Baaass.”  

I interjected as well as if I had spotted a loophole that I could wriggle through.

“Can I refuse too…?”

Jezebel laughed in delight at my naivety and absurdity.

“No…it is not the same thing Boy…as you well know…If a woman wants any part of you then you are bound to receive or give it; that is your duty and how we make our money!”

I bent my head and life, as always, seemed so unfair.

“Yes Baaass!”

She spoke kindly to Abigail.

“I will show you where to change and what you will be wearing.”

My wife nodded and Jezebel pressed a button and Justin came in, already dressed in his lingerie for the evening’s entertainment and Jezebel spoke to him sharply.

“Take the Boy…show him the rest of the ropes; he has the main picture…let him eat and start at 7p.m… as normal.”

The pale, insipid looking man, nodded meekly.

“Yes Baaass!”

The terrifying woman turned her attention back on me and I quivered.

“You do exactly as you are told and have been instructed…or the consequences for you will be unwelcoming and…substantial!”

I always felt so powerless in front of her; in fact I felt almost sub human!

“I will do my best Baaass.”

She made one final comment almost, as an afterthought.

“If you see your wife working or anyone you know then you do not talk to them or seek recognition…when you are in service then you are…”

She sought for the appropriate descriptive word.

“Invisible.”

We were dismissed and Justin was extremely friendly, as all the strangely dressed men were, who were eating and talking in the eating area of the kitchen, as if this was all commonplace.

The Baaass Cook was amiable, and as long as we treated her with respect and kid gloves, she provided us with wonderful food.

The men spoke about their wives, about the choices they had made and there, with the 7 of us around the busy table it was as though we were part of a special club, like the Masons, not the degenerates, perverts and slaves we now were.

They all spoke about how this was their last term or session here; they all had different tales to tell but somehow their stories seemed all the same to me.

They were so similar to my own, and their statements of intent to escape from this divisive place lacked credence and credibility.

If I didn’t know better, sitting there in their knickers and stockings, I would swear they were unbelievably, enjoying it!

I certainly wasn’t, I hated every second of this and was counting the hours until the two week contract was ended. 

After eating, Justin led me down a narrow passageway and into a small annex room where my outfit for the evening was waiting for me.

I showered quickly, in a small functional en-suite and, after drying my body pulled the garter, nylons and suspenders around me and unnervingly, I felt a rush of adrenaline and tried to stop my penis from rising.

It was impossible to do so and it filled the small knickers like an unwelcome, irrational, inconvenience and mark of my abnormality to a moral, conventional life.

The man watched me and smiled.

“It’s the feel of the luscious fabrics and silk…you never get used to it; it’s always a kick when I put it on, even now…don’t worry about it…!

He stared at my misbehaving, erect cock, laughed and whispered.

“It will be up and down all night.”

He laughed ironically.      

“Like your knickers. Some of the women are bulls and love to rut the new guy; so you will be busy this evening”

He saw the shock and horror in my face and tried to comfort me in my distress.

“You’ll be fine…we start in the Men’s room…the women tend to come in a bit later…Men’s room is busy, mostly all the time… a lot of them come early for dinner here.”

I just listened in ongoing trauma and followed him; when we entered the male area the space was already filling, and there were a large group of black men sitting either side of white girls, eating exquisite starters and drinking copious amounts of wine or beer.

The dark, but slightly different toned men, were in casual dress and the white women were all in tight, brightly coloured Basques with tiny, matching knickers and stockings, and their faces were painted and powdered.

They looked like prostitutes and whores and, as I watched young women under the table supplying oral services to the men beside or near them; I realised that it was exactly what they were!

I had no time to dwell and was soon at the service hatch to the kitchen delivering plate after plate of food to the hungry males, and trying to ignore the lascivious actions of all the girls.

As the wine flowed and the evening stretched out it seemed wherever I looked the morally challenged women were dispensing hand or blow jobs on almost an industrial scale.

I walked past a girl who was dressed in a strawberry tight top, red knickers and stockings and kneeling between a thick set, pair of strong black thighs and working her mouth enthusiastically on his huge, steely cock.

Her hair was blonde and there was something familiar in her motions and I nearly dropped the tray of champagne I was carrying as I realised it was Abigail; my formerly, virginal, innocent, wife Abigail!

She gazed at the man as she prostrated herself before him; he was leaning back in his soft chair and stroked her ravishing hair softly.

“Suck it you white Bitch!”

She smiled and drew him harder and faster and he grunted lowly until he gasped then jerked huge volumes of spunk all over her pretty, red lips and mouth.

She looked up, saw me, addressed me as if I was a stranger and I tried to mask the fact that I had just climaxed instantaneously into my own black panties!

“Get me a towel Boy!”

I ran to the small laundry room, wiped my own mess and then rushed back to my spouse and handed her a clean, white cloth.

She was now sitting on the man’s lap as he drank beer and placed his fingers in her bright knickers.

She took the towel and wiped her prurient mouth.

“Thank you Boy!”

She seemed to enjoy my discomfort but did not acknowledge me, other than as a servant, as we had been instructed and, I was soon distracted and caught up with other duties.

Justin controlled the room, ensuring that all the men were catered for in every way and I soon began to get into the routine of what was required.

I saw that Abigail had moved to an elderly black man and was providing hand relief for him and he soon vibrated and spent his essence over her palm.

The towel I had supplied was proving useful to her, as she wiped her sticky, salacious fingers on it and then sucked them.

She was a whore and I tried my best to forgive her for her terrible, immoral, disgraceful actions.

Jezebel came into the room and chatted gaily to some of the male customers and she suddenly confronted and instructed me.

“Miss Abigail is going to take a gentleman caller to room number 6; carry some water and champagne for them, hang her clothes up and then come back to me and I’ll take you to the Ladies room.”

I trembled in fear but spoke only in strict capitulation and obedience.

“Yes Baaass…right away Baaass!”

Jezebel showed me the door to walk through and I grabbed a tray with some champagne, water and fruit on and she led my wife, with a young, athletic, black, wiry man up a spiral staircase. 

We then went along a corridor with 6 doors that obviously provided the privacy needed for more intrusive, sexual interaction.

I found room number 6 turned the handle and they walked ahead of me into a beautifully ornate interior where the bed was the centrepiece; a magnificent burgundy four poster with thick, matching velvet drapes.

The man discarded his clothes quickly and I gasped at the size of his thick, black manhood; it was daunting and hugely impressive!

My wife spoke to me as if I was nothing.

“Undo me Boy!”

I unclipped the Basque and her full, milky breasts fell forward; I hung the tight top in the wardrobe and then knelt down and removed her knickers to reveal her pretty, pink pussy.

I put them on the hanger as well and watched as my darling Abigail paraded before the man, now lying on the bed, and posed provocatively and commonly with her hands on her hips.

“Am I worth it Deshawn; the extra money?”

The young man smiled devilishly and stroked his erection in crude expectation.

“Sure thing Girl; you’re gonna have to do me good… and ride me good!”

She smiled as if she was relishing her promiscuous role.

“Yes Baaass…I will Baaass!”

She went to him and her mouth fell on his cock and suddenly, she was on her back while the coarse, young, buck male began to fuck her as if he could impatiently, not wait to do so.

She mumbled to me as he rutted her.

“You can go now Boy!”

I answered instinctively, without thinking.

“Yes Baaass!”  

I left the room realising I had surrendered my manhood to my wife even further and sensing my stupid penis thickening again.

I cursed everything I knew as to why all of this humiliation and degradation excited me so much?”

It was embarrassing, mortifying and ridiculous!

I returned to the Men’s room and nearly all of the women were now sucking, licking, stroking or being touched and caressed; it was as if I had stumbled onto the most perverse, Roman orgy!

Jezebel saw me and indicated for me to follow her.

She led me through the corridors and doors to the Women’s area and before she opened the door she straightened my stockings, pulled up my garter belt and raised my knickers tightly around my agitated, pulsing cock.

She pressed my small bulge lightly.

“It is intoxicating to see your wife act so basely; fucking the black man so eagerly and readily!” 

I gasped, trying only not to come.

“No Baaass…she’s just pretending!”

She laughed and squeezed my balls until I squealed.

“Of course Boy…as you are! You keep this little stiffy; the delectable, dark ladies here love a little, sissy, white Boy with a hard, little cock!”

I gasped and she released me and muttered to me demonically.

“You do exactly as you have been instructed; you smile and do what is required of you and only serve with your mouth and ass!”

I stared at her in terror and she gently held my balls in her fingers once more.

“Any complaints…just one and I’ll chop these off Boy!”

I yelped in dread and panic.

“Yes Baaass, I understand Baaass!”

She turned the handle and we were inside and, as last night, the room was strewn with half naked black women with just the light, beige wrap covering their myriad of forms.

Men in white knickers and black nylons were already between thighs sucking and licking and demeaning themselves.

The tall, lithe woman that I had serviced last night saw me and called me over to her with Jezebel.


  

She laughed when she saw my tiny erection.

“Pull your knickers down Boy…let me see it!”

I blinked in shame but pulled at the fine material and showed the woman what remained of my hardened masculinity.

She chuckled in absolute delight.

“That’s so cute…I’m going to fuck this Boy, good! Book him for me Jezebel…me and the girls will have him for 2 hours!”

I groaned but said nothing and Jezebel held the tip of my penis in her long, fine, elegant fingers.

“Say thank you to Aaliyah, Boy!”

I stared at her and tried to smile.

“Thank you Baaass…tell me when you want me Baaass!”

My mistress smiled at my weakness and desperation and spoke in business terms to the woman.

“Take him to room 1…you have an extra 30 minutes… on the house…he lacks experience!”

The woman squealed in utter delectation.

“That’s wonderful then… the girls and I will teach him Jezebel!”

They laughed together like she devils and I was left for an hour to serve drinks, dispense towels and orally provide service as requested.

There was not a second that I did not think about what was to come from these fierce, black women and it scared me to my cowardly centre.

Jezebel left without speaking further to me and I was eventually directed over to Aaliyah who was smiling and waiting expectantly for me with 2 other women, equally well built and powerful.

She addressed me as if I was a mere chattel.

“This is Ebony and Tiara…they are going to share you Boy!”

My stomach twisted into knots inside me but I just replied softly as if trying to mask my shame and dread.

“Yes Baaass…thank you Baaass!”

I followed them through yet another door and passage, like a meek lamb to the slaughter, and soon we were in a separate corridor with doors numbering 1 to 6 once more. 

They pushed against the premier door and it was almost exactly similar to the furnishing in the other room I had seen with Abigail and her lover, except that the draped bed decoration was white, pure white!”

The women all stood erect before me and let their wraps drop to the floor theatrically.

Aaliyah spoke sternly to me.

“Hang them up Boy them come and get us off quickly; we’re horny at the thought of this!”

I quickly put them on hangars in the wardrobe then kneeled at her feet and looked up and her large pink and black vagina, that was completely bald.

They all were and I whispered obediently to her.

“May I serve you now Baaass?”

She smiled.

“Of course…slowly and sweetly Boy…for us all…then we’re going to fuck that little ass of yours!”

I horribly felt my penis pulse but looked up and placed my lips to her slit of female sexuality and suckled it from top to bottom.

She was large and thick set but somehow weirdly lovely, and as I licked and teased her expertly, she pressed her hips firmly to my tongue and soon shivered and vibrated to her climax.

I repeated with Ebony and Tiara and suddenly I had made them all reach orgasm and their pussies were leaking and dribbling, womanly juices.

Still on my knees I watched Aaliyah walk to the bed and pick up three strap-on dildos and she handed them to me.

She showed me how they fitted, were fastened at the back, and I crawled around the 3 of them and attached the large, different coloured appendages, until there were worryingly, onerous, plastic cocks dangling between their muscular, powerful thighs.

I was overtaken with helplessness and licked the tip of Aaliyah’s blue thickness and looked up at her subserviently and with utter terror.

“Don’t hurt me Baaass; I’ll be a good Boy Baaass; don’t hurt me Baaass!”

The women all laughed wickedly at my pathetic display and the smaller, fatter woman Tiara, muttered darkly. 

“It’s worth every penny to see these, sissy, white boys humbled and taken!”

She stroked my head and thrust her bulbous, red cock in my mouth.

“You suck us good Boy; we’ll soon open you up!”

I groaned and pursed my lips around it.

“Yes Baaass…yes Baaass!”

I prostrated myself for a while then I kneeled on the bed and Aaliyah took her place behind me, Ebony in front of me and I took her black dildo in my mouth.

I felt my knickers being lowered and a firm hand wrap around my aroused flesh; it was Tiara’s sweet lilt that spoke in a condescending giggle.

“The sissy, white boy likes it; come on white boy…come into my fingers baby and I’ll rub it in your cute backside!”

I groaned as I felt my head race.

“No Baaass…No please Baaass!”

She rubbed my penis ever faster, I sucked on the cock in my mouth and the woman behind me gently touched my anal hole; I grunted like a stuffed pig and foully, jerked my semen in her stubby, grubby fingers.

She drained me as if my cock was a cow’s tit then rubbed it in my anal cavity, applied some extra oil and gently pushed the thick, phallus inside me. 

I had one in my ass and one in my mouth and slowly but surely they began to fuck me and held me upright as they degradingly, basely, took me.

Surprisingly it did not hurt with the generous lubrication they had used, and the large woman was soon banging away at my ass and laughed as she fucked me.

“You just can’t beat that feeling when…ya fucking a white Boy!”

It was so demeaning but all I could do was to suffer and take it and, throughout the next hour they rotated and all had me to their combined demonic, black heart’s content.

When they were done they lay naked on the bed with their substantial, meaty, black thighs spread apart and I sucked and licked them with my tongue until they reached their individual sexual highs. 

They did so countless times and only when they desired or required nothing further from me, did they finally relax back in pleasure and satisfaction.

Aaliyah laughed out loudly.

“Boy…we goin’ ta do this again… Boy!”

I tried to suppress a groan.

“Yes Baaass!”

They relaxed and I served them drinks form the iced bar until, temporarily recovered and re-energised, they fucked me a final time each on the carpeted floor until they’d had their lascivious fill of me.

They dressed, I adjusted my lingerie and we returned to the main area where after a strong drink in a rear room for the servants, I returned to dispense further oral servitude. 

Suddenly and soon after, with the striking of a soft gong, the Women’s area was closed and I was released back into my own separate, world of conventional servitude to Reparation.

I changed in the same room I had earlier and felt strange to be back in normal, if basic servant’s, clothing.

The clock told me that it was 4a.m in the morning and I wondered if Abigail would be waiting at our quiet, little cabin; also, if she would be asleep, or awake?

The shadowy late walk back home was becoming salutary; the quiet and darkness gave me time to think but the more I tried to make sense of this crazy experience the less I understood it all.    

It seemed to excite and disgust me in equal measure and even the debased fucking of me by those black, butch women was somehow weirdly arousing in retrospect, and in my own private, unrepeatable thoughts.

I sensed my aching bottom and it made me shudder and quiver.

However the debasing events had not damaged me physically, as once I had been widened and oiled, other than the ongoing hurt to my male pride, it was strangely beguiling to be held and fucked so terribly and disgustingly. 

All I knew for sure was that I had survived another day of this nightmare, a further period towards the very second when our fortnight of contractual servitude to Reparation would be concluded.

When I reached the house I was pleased to find my wife, warmly dozing alone in our large clean bed and I stripped and washed and slid in beside her.

She whispered to me in salutation.

“Hi my darling Cole….was it too terrible for you?”

I responded to her soft tone to gain the maximum sympathy I could.

“It was awful darling Abigail but I endured it…as I am sure you did!”

She groaned and murmured quietly.

“I did darling Cole…I had to endure it so many times…so many times…I’m so full Cole…so full of sperm Cole!”

It was an invitation for further degradation and it was impossible for me to resist its’ entreaty.

I bent my head, drew up her cotton cover and feasted on the sticky, male foulness between her thighs as she pressed her body back into the generous bed and let me cleanse her.

She muttered and moaned as she climaxed in pure release.

“I adore you doing this darling Cole!”

I felt her twist, turn, shudder and vibrate and she sighed in satisfaction and stroked my soft hair.

As always I was completely overwhelmed by her.

“I love you Abigail…you are so strong!”

She seemed to shudder in sullied gratification and I thought I heard her laugh softly.

“I need to sleep darling…goodnight.”

She was lost into her world of restful darkness, and as I gazed around me I wondered if my reality was as black as her own dormant retreat from the living world? 

I was in purgatory and wondered if I would ever find a way out of this insane, moral morass I was in.

I was so fatigued that I had no energy to dwell, and descended into the world of rest quickly also, and when we awakened it was again, late morning. 

I cleansed her everywhere with just a bowl of cold water, soap and a cloth and then did myself before we wore our obligatory uniforms of Reparation. 

There was something faintly romantic about the lengthy, manual processes of dressing and washing like this.

Here in our own room all services were original and antiquated yet in the house everything looked as though it was from the past as well, but was in fact modern and up to date.

Surprisingly, each had its’ own surreal charm; the simplicity of this cabin definitely had certain endearing characteristics to it and it was easy to feel that you were in a former, period of time.

Also the sensation of enslavement was incredibly real and the sordid degradation and suffering of last night was not lost on my senses.

We walked to the main barn and again everything was hustle and bustle at the food area. 

I realised that the white men that laboured on the farm and in the stables had a very early start and I privately felt privileged to be a houseboy, when I could relax in the mornings.

My moral compass was so offset I could not see the differences in our working obligations and they somehow seemed the same in my deranged head!

Abigail had a huge breakfast as normal and so did I; once again after we had sated our appetites we sat over coffee, stared all around at the beauty and splendour and began to discuss our debasement very quietly as if somehow we were the only ones involved.

She whispered to me,

“Did you get fucked last night darling?”

I blushed in disgrace and she laughed as my answer and discomfort was all over my stupid face. 

“It’s nothing darling I got so fucked as well…”
 She sipped her hot black liquid and seemed to reminisce.

“I mean really fucked darling…that’s why your tongue is so delightfully soothing on my special bits!”

I was crimson as she went on.

“You are really good at it now…and you are getting so much practice with those black girls!”

She giggled and moved close beside me.

“Do they taste different?”

I shook my head and she was skittish and full of excited, girlish humour.

“How did it feel when they took you and fucked your pretty bottom darling? Sometimes… as a woman it’s exciting to be used like that!”

I protested to her in the strongest terms.

“Abigail please…I had no choice…we both don’t like or desire this… this is slavery…I hate it…hate it darling!”

She held my hand, stroked it and whispered in my ear.

“I’m going to dress you in my wedding gown, bend you over the bed and fuck you Cole darling…”

She giggled and I suddenly didn’t know her at all!

“To actually see… how much you hate it!”

My face was distraught and she just smiled sweetly.

“I am your wife darling…I should try it…you fucked me…it’s only fair!”

I tried to argue.

“But it was so quick… can’t I do it again?”

She nodded delicately but her mind was whirling.

“Of course darling but after our time here is done; Darryl says houseboys don’t fuck their wives!”

I wanted to scream that it was nothing to do with him, but somehow his big cock and hard, black body had caused Abigail to listen to his opinions and guidance, and in the end I couldn’t be bothered to bicker with her on such a glorious morning.

I just had to patiently endure the remaining time.

The evening went the same pretty much for both my wife and I; except that I was fucked twice by separate, solitary, black women and they rutted me like a worthless, dirty dog.

I lost count of the number of dark, hairy feminine slits I serviced and I settled over the next few days into a sordid, debased routine of my oral and anal obligations.

I no longer questioned anything any more just said “Yes Baaass,” and got on with what was expected and demanded of me.

I thought that Abigail had forgotten her threat to fuck me, until a few days after our discussion she woke me one morning and stood over me with a red strap on dildo around her pretty, white thighs. 

She giggled and laughed at my apprehension as if this was all a joke.

“Jezebel said that because I was doing such a good job I could borrow this…isn’t that great Cole?”

I groaned in mortification and disbelief.

“No Abigail please…don’t fuck me darling…it would be so humiliating to be fucked by my wife.”

She threw me her freshly washed wedding gown.

“Put it on Cole…Now…It’s my right to fuck you…I’m your Baaass here.”

I trembled and slipped the silk over me and as it draped around my skin my penis swelled as if it was trying to embarrass me.

My wife smiled in power and understanding.

“Jezebel said you loved it…dressing like a girl and being fucked!”

I groaned in morbid shame.

“No darling…I don’t!”

She placed the dildo to my lips and I sucked it and she forced it further into my mouth.

“You suck it like I have to darling Cole!”

I objected and cried but she paid no heed to my complaints, just stroked my hair as if I was one of the brightly dressed whores in the Men’s room, and laughed wickedly.

“You do it Boy!”

She turned me over onto my knees raised the material to leave my ass uncovered and milked my annoyingly erect cock until my slimy essence was in her fine fingers.

She wiped it on and in my rear cavity and, as I bent my head in humiliation, she took her place of dominance behind my thighs and began to fuck me!

The physical disgrace was bad enough but she chided and mocked me as she rode and took her dominant, female pleasure.

“You can now tell everyone that you were well and truly fucked on your honeymoon darling…as I was!”

I bent my head forward into the bed and she took my hips in her slight hands and pounded my ass until the last vestige of male dignity that remained seemed to disappear like the early dew on the grass as the hot sun rose to warm the earth.

She continued to undermine me as she stopped occasionally and stroked my bottom.

“I think you like this darling Cole…I am truly your Baaass now…fuck you Boy!”  

She used me for her pleasure for half an hour or so and then made me lick her to a climax as she was so horny afterwards.

I eventually wiped us both down and we did not speak until we had consumed our normal breakfast and were holding our coffee in two silver tins.

My wife looked at me and smiled innocently, as if she had not made me suffer such coarse, crude indignity at her hands. 

“I don’t think any less of you darling…I won’t do it again unless you want me to?”

I returned her warmth.

“Thank you darling…I don’t like it you know?”

She giggled as she did not believe what I said for a moment.

“It’s a shame though because there is a spare Basque in your size, with the knickers and nylons and I would have loved to have dressed you up and fucked you…just for fun!”

My stupid penis was erect again at the thought of being taken on one of those fancy, feminine outfits and my mouth betrayed my dirty mind.

“What colour is it?”

She took my hand and smiled and spoke to me like I was a weak foolish slave to her, and not her husband.

“You’ll see darling…”

She impersonated the black women she heard each day for her amusement.

“…If you is a good Boy!”

I closed my eyes in my dishonour and it seemed my fall and descent into depravity knew no bounds.

The days of my disgrace and degradation ran together; the colour that Abigail dressed me, in the female finery she promised, was blue, and she titillated me in nylons, a tight Basque and little panties before she bent me over and fucked me endlessly, like some cheap whore, one morning. 

I even had to suffer, on the solitary night we had off, and with Baaass Jezebel’s express, permission and blessing, that I accompanied my wife and the despotic Darryl to a nearby seaside hotel at Savannah.

I carried their bags from the car to the room and sat pathetically as they exchanged intimacies over dinner where he romanced her.

We then retired to a large opulent state room where I prepared my wife for him in a lengthy, silky sensuous white gown that befitted a lady of her standing, and then watched on helplessly all night as he raised then removed it and fucked her as if he owned her, body and soul.

I slept on the couch at the side of the bed and when Darryl left to have an early morning run along the beach I lay between Abigail’s, ivory thighs and suckled on her unfaithful, womanly centre.    

She murmured as I cleansed her and began to raise her senses and sexuality to yet another climax.

“I have learned so much Cole over the last week or so…I will make you a perfect wife darling.”

My tongue was deep within her lascivious folds and all I could do was mutter to her in devotion and worship..

“I love you darling Abigail!”

She sighed deeply and settled back as I served and pleasured her most sensitive, erogenous parts.

“I know you do Cole…I wish I had brought that strap on with me…would loved to have dressed you in my gown and fucked your little ass in this big bed!”

I groaned as my penile flesh hardened at the sheer depravity of her words and as she climaxed, I did too, all over her foot!

She made me lick it off her and we had a brief cuddle until Darryl returned and I resumed my place of service to them both.

But the two weeks were drawing to a close and after countless other humiliations, at seemingly everyone’s hands, anal toys and fingers; finally we were standing before Jezebel on the last minute of our contractual enslavement.

She was her normal ebullient, smug, confident self and she cast a white beaming smile at us that seemed to shoot through me like a heated knife, given all the suffering I had to undergo at her behest.

“So my slaves you are now free now…unless you wish to come back for a longer term?”

She smiled engagingly at Abigail.

“I think you have proved you have the experience of black men now Girl so I would put you on the breeding programme.”

I saw her blush and ask an outstandingly stupid question,

“Who with Baaass?”

The woman chuckled in amusement.

“Don’t be so shy Abigail…the man who has mastered you the best and who you wish to bear children with?”

To my eternal emasculation she coloured bright red and whispered out loud what she was so obviously thinking.

“Darryl?”

Jezebel outrageously nodded and chuckled.

“You would be his to fuck and breed exclusively, no one else could have you whilst you were on this programme…but you could still serve in the men’s lounge with your hands and mouth.”

My debased wife tried to mask her enthusiasm and excitement.

“I can’t Baaass…I’m married…I love Cole!”

She shrugged her broad, dark, uncovered shoulder as if in understanding.

“That’s fine, if you wish to give up your obligation for Reparation and continue in your white, little world then that is now your choice. There is no pressure!”

I wanted to hate this woman but what she had said was true; there had never been any coercion from her, even from the start and we had made our own choices from the very beginning of all this.

Jezebel stared at me with strange compassion in her voice.

“You Boy…you have had an interesting time here?”

I tried not to meet her mercurial and beguiling, inky eyes.

“Yes Baaass… I have endured it.”

She came out from behind her desk, stood over me and without being told I dropped to my knees and stared at the feminine mound so tightly contained within her beige, riding trousers. 

I longed to kiss it and discover it again as it had been many days since I had feasted on its’ mysteries.

She seemed to read my debased mind like an open book.

“You have learned a little about slavery and suffering, but to really know and make true and meaningful reparation; you have to make a much longer and deeper commitment.”

She stroked my head as if I was her pet.

“I’m not sure if you are truly repentant for the past…you seem to lack the resolve and will and…”

She belittled me.

“…Are so anxious to escape Boy…all of the time!”

My mind and mouth seemed to be working separately.

“No Baaass…I am committed Baaass just need time to think Baaass!”

What was I saying? This nightmare was ending and I was suddenly asking her for more…was I?

She seemed to relish my confusion and pressed my head to her crotch and I kissed it almost in reflex and compulsion.

“I like you Boy….when you come back I will let you stay with me the first night you do, in my bed and you will pleasure me!”

I felt my body flush and my mind spin as I tried to hang on to my rationality and reason.

“I won’t be coming back Baaass…never!”

She smiled at me and then at my trembling wife who seemingly was thinking only of the dreadful and despicable offer that had been made to her.

“We will see…you have a month to decide after which time the doors to Reparation will be forever closed to you both…this is your time to make amends if you wish to…Now!”

I shook my head, tightly held Abigail’s hand and felt it shake as well, but for different reasons, as her body and soul seemed in a flurry and cauldron of mixed emotions.

The clock was almost at midday and our time at Reparation was done and all I had to do was walk away.

Jezebel returned to her chair, sat and addressed us finally.

“I understand you have not picked a place to live in yet….our realty department has just finished three new houses about a mile away you should look before you drive off, I think they would suit you and… our new homes go so quickly!”

Before I could answer Abigail blurted out our reply.

“I’d love to see one Baaass.”

The woman nodded.

“I thought you might…Darryl can take you there and then you can go and if you want to return then it will be 3 month cycles. $10,000 every 3 months on the same contractual terms at the end of that period you can renew at the same rate or leave.”

She stopped and her blazing, dynamic eyes had a touch of real, dark, threatening menace.

“But if you leave then you will never, ever be able to come back!”

She inhaled and spoke with serious zeal and dramatic effect.

“Reparation, I’m afraid…once begun in earnest is a lifetime’s commitment!”

We were dismissed and I saw Jezebel pass a small package to my spouse as I went to our white Lexus waiting outside the main house. 

To my dismay Abigail got into the small red Toyota that Darryl was in, as he waved animatedly and told me to follow him.

He seemed to drive extra slowly along the quiet, narrow tree lined roads and I could not see my wife’s head or shoulders and hoped she was OK?

We eventually arrived, at a large, white, imposing, Colonial style house with small columns outside and an imposing, impressive white and gold door.

As Darryl played with the set of keys Abigail jumped into my arms, kissed me on the lips and I opened my mouth to respond more passionately.

I immediately tasted semen on her tongue and jumped back in shock.

“You’ve just given him a blow job?”

She giggled dementedly as if she was insane

“Of course darling…that will never change…only now I will be able to give all of my body to suitable black men…”

I was nonplussed.

“But…I thought…”

She laughed.

“No if we don’t stay here then we still have to make recompense darling…that was always the basis of our relationship!”

My mouth was opening and closing like a fish, in shock, but the main entrance was ajar now and my wife went bounding up the step on the porch entrance and stood beside Darryl. 

She was dressed sexily, in white shorts and a tight pink cut off top and leant up to his broad, black frame suggestively.

“Are you carrying me over the threshold Darryl?”

He had more sense than her.

“No Abigail…when you buy and if you…”

His voice tailed off and she finished his sentence.

“Let you breed me Darryl?”

He nodded and she laughed, ran all around the spectacular, already furnished house and ended up in the master bedroom where the four poster bed, draped in fine, beige chiffon and lace was the centrepiece.

Abigail was ecstatic and stared at me.

“This is so perfect Cole…look at this house!”

I had to admit that it was impressive and the $750,000 price tag, fully fitted, was well within my budget.  

But the property had obligations attached to it that were too unpalatable, onerous and unspeakable to even contemplate.

Abigail however had no such qualms and she stripped naked in front of us both, entered into the white cotton sheets and drew them up provocatively around her chest as if to protect her long, since departed virginity once more.

She smiled provocatively and suggestively at the athletic, black man.

“Fuck me Darryl! One last time!”

He was tense and tempted but the discipline of Reparation was instilled in him.

“No Girl…you are no longer part of us now…you have to commit and then I can…”

He seemed to gasp for air.

“I want to Abigail…it is so good with you…I want to fuck you every night…fill you full of babies!”

She groaned and lay with her legs apart on top of the sheets and snarled at me in frustration.

“Fuck…lick me off darling…Now! I’m melting in the heat!”

Right in front of the amazed black man, I lay between her thighs on the soft mattress and in seconds, with my increasingly expert tongue, I made her shudder to her orgasm and she grunted as she came and thrust her hands to the heavens.

“I want to live here Cole…fuck I really do!”

The sexual release temporarily returned her to sanity and we quickly made ourselves presentable again. 

Darryl escorted us out of the main entrance door and, after a tortuous slow kiss goodbye from my feckless wife, in a hail of grit we were set in opposite directions and my ordeal was unbelievably, finally and completely over!

Or was it?

Abigail was very, very quiet on the long drive back to my paternal home.

We had not seen Jessica since the wedding; she had stayed at the house with my father as he had been not feeling in great health.

I presumed that Demetrius had been staying over occasionally in continuation of the breeding programme, but I was unsure quite how that would work without me being there to take my father out of the way.

It was however not my concern and I knew the divisive Jessica was extremely innovative when it came to getting what she wanted.

The silence between my new wife and I was voluminous and I eventually found the courage to speak.

“Is everything OK Abigail?”

She looked at me sadly.

“I’m not sure Cole…I have a lot to ponder and think upon.”

I blinked but understood the last fortnight had been somewhat of a trial for us both and I tried to be sensitive.

“I will always support you darling Abigail…I love you.”

She stared at me dismissively.

“But you are not a man of your word Cole!”

Her words stung me like a swarm of angry bees; I was most definitely a man of my word!

I tried to explain as best I could.

“I want to make amends for the past darling but the cost to me was…well you saw what they did to me!”

She shrugged in ambivalence.

“It was nothing to what real slaves suffered…nothing!”

I bit my lip and decided this was not the time to discuss such things and we continued the ride in complete silence.

It was unnatural for us, as from our beginnings together we had always talked about everything. 

We eventually arrived home to find only Jessica; Demetrius had left that evening for Reparation, and she was thrilled to see us both and hugged our waists excitedly.

My father was relaxing in the lounge and I could tell from his demeanour he was no longer the dominant, arrogant man I had known all of my life.

He was listless and disoriented and seemed only concerned in telling me how wonderfully his wife Jessica had looked after him, and how that nice young black man had helped him when he was struggling to move.

It appeared he had been placed in one of the side rooms whilst, unknown to him, his wife and the apparently helpful Demetrius copulated in his former bed.

The dark, disreputable male was making up in more ways than one for my father’s lack of mobility and movement!

I hated my mother in law for her duplicity but quickly reflected that my own was just as bad, and that I could not stand against the tide of time, life and the appeal of thick, rough, black sex for her.

It seemed like fate, and I could not dwell or correct the new reality as I had enough of my own problems to contend with.

We ate and the girls talked incessantly, my father soon tired, as his drinking dimmed his mind and drained his body’s energy quickly, and there was soon just the three of us in our bedroom. 

The girls quickly stripped and lay back as I pleased them as if I was some insignificant, breathing, sexual toy.

Abigail told her in detail all about her own sordid adventures and indiscretions and most of mine; thankfully there were still a few she did not know about and I was certainly not going to divulge such sordid, embarrassing details to them.

My wife tried to be jovial but could not climax to my normally skilled oral attentions and eventually pushed me away and confided to Jessica that she had been offered the breeding programme with Darryl but I would not go along with it.

Both girls looked at me as if I had shot Abraham Lincoln and I wanted the ground to swallow me whole; I felt such a coward and a fraud.

Jessica left us, as she was also worn out from her constant interaction previously with her secret, black lover, and eventually there was just Abigail and I together in our big, expansive bed.

I went to embrace her but she turned her back to me and I could feel an icy wall being erected and it tore into my heart.

I would not surrender my pride any longer however; would not submit to returning to a life that treated me so abysmally and lay back tensely but determinedly in stark, dim silence.

To my utter discomfort and distress I began to hear my beautiful Abigail cry and I tried to speak to her but she silenced me with a short repost.

“I understand Cole…you can’t face the life we had chosen…but you will see…I fear we will now suffer in a different and more profound way!”

I could only listen to her sad lamentation and felt my spirit ebb away as her words proved almost instantly prophetic.

All of the life and interaction we had shared between us seemed to dissipate immediately; there was no longer conversation and not even conviviality between us any more.

Worse than that, the unusual, energetic, physical life we had shared and developed between us dried up completely and within a couple of days, Abigail was a mere shadow of the feisty, sexually adventurous girl I once knew.

I understood she would never leave me; southern girls were brought up to be sticklers for keeping their vows and she would remain by my side and stay true her word even though she felt that I had broken mine.

The horrible truth was that I had! 

The trauma and discovery of that place and the degrading experiences I had endured had evoked a fear in me that was proving too difficult to face.   

I had also lost my libido, and a week after we had arrived home both Abigail and I were like two strangers, unable to hardly talk, make any type of love, interact or share even the barest conversation!

Even worse was that Jessica had excitedly told Abigail that she was expecting, and my wonderful wife masked her pain then tried so hard to be pleased for her, and screamed unselfishly in congratulation and enthusiasm. 

However, when she retreated to the privacy of our own room she broke down and cried her heart out as if only her tears would wash away the emptiness she felt all around her.

It was too much for me and I left her to bemoan her fate and took a bottle of Southern Comfort onto the porch and sat on the old rocking chair and began to drink.

It took only a couple of glasses to lower my resistance and pride and I realised that I couldn’t go on like this.

I had shut out Reparation from my mind but now, as the strong alcohol dulled my senses, all the memories came flooding back and I was erect for the first time in days.

In the silence and privacy of my own thoughts I had to accept that the terrible foulness of that demonic place had sexually excited me; all of it!

I drank more and longed for the touch of stockings on my thighs and knickers around my penis and to bend my head and pleasure 100 different black women all at the same time.

I craved to bury my tongue inside them and taste them; even the largest, basest and most unappealing.

I wanted to be rutted, fucked, taken and used; I wanted to serve and make good my original pledge to Abigail and make the amends for the past, as I had always promised myself.

I could and would stand to see my wife bred and inseminated; I deserved only to suffer, needed to! 

Better she was content and fulfilled with a child than us both agonise and be melancholy like this.

I finished my drink and tried to decide if I was drunk?

I was, but clear headed as well!  

I had made a decision, and was prepared to make the ultimate sacrifice for both Abigail and I.

My phone was suddenly in my trembling hand; it was only midnight and I knew things at Reparation had only just started and nervously phoned Jezebel’s private, mobile number.

She answered immediately.

“Yes Boy?”

She knew it was me.

“Has the house been sold Jezebel? I would like it!”

The phone went quiet and I could hear my heart beating like a constant thud in my chest as I waited.

“What about everything else Boy?”

I drew in my breath with my courage.

“Yes Jezebel… everything! The money: the 3 month contract: the breeding for Abigail and… our…my service!”

She seemed to somehow smile down the phone at me, and I could see her arrogant face and the sexual mound between her thighs that I so admired and craved.

“Then what is my name Boy!”

I muttered softly as if the darkness and shadows could hear and judge me.

“Baaass…yes Baaass!”

She chuckled in satisfaction at my complete capitulation and final surrender, as if I was General Lee at McLean house all those years ago at the ultimate ending of the civil war.

“Send $100,000 by transfer tomorrow and the property is yours…the following morning be in my office first thing and sign the papers!”

She was gone and the phone was silent before I could emit the words.

“Yes Baaass!”

I had given my word and in doing so, the obligation and commitment for Abigail and I had been made, accepted and completed.

I was aroused, elated, excited and terrified but quickly finished my drink; I rushed back to my bedroom where I found my wife still crying and snivelling.

She saw my agitated state and turned on me viciously.

“What are you so happy about?”

I shivered anxiously before her, not knowing what she would say to the news.

“I’ve just bought the house!”

She seemed stunned and confused.

“What house?”

I spoke slowly as if to expand the tension for her and hopefully increase her eventual pleasure and glee that I so wished to see again.

“At… Reparation….we are going back!”

She looked at me in surprise, and it was as if a dam of life had burst open; it quickly filled her up to the very brim and her pretty face flushed and lost its’ pale, wan colour almost instantly.

“You bad boy Cole…making me suffer so much!”

I could tell she was energised for the first time for a week; we both were, and I desperately wanted to please her.

“Do you want me to lick you Abigail?”

She shook her pretty, blonde head.

“No I want to fuck you!”

My heart seemed to beat double time and I gasped in confused emotions.

“How?”

She just smiled.

“Jezebel thought you might come around and gave me a strap-on as a present; I’m in charge of this marriage now Boy!”

I groaned and realised that I suddenly again had, no control as she rambled on.

“It’s in the cupboard at the top, and select, a nice, long gown for you to be gloriously taken in.”

I wanted to argue but it was too late for that now.

I found the wicked toy wrapped in a blue, velvet bag and pulled on a long, white, chiffon negligee and frilly white panties; I then felt a deviant, base rush of adrenaline I had not experienced for days. 

Somehow this depravity excited me; the fact was inescapable as the proof of it was rigid in my sensual knickers.

She made me place the strap-on around her slight body, then kneel before her and kiss and lick it as if it was real.

She fucked my mouth softly and mumbled.

“This is your place Cole…now and forever!”

I prostrated myself on the bed under her direction; she pulled my panties down, jerked my cock until I came in her fingers, and then spread the stickiness to lubricate me in the dirtiest hole I possessed.

She was inside me in a couple of strokes; she began to fuck me crudely and I felt all of her missing life force return, in her actions and voice.

“You are going to suffer Boy; upsetting me and making me cry!”

She was rutting me so hard and I cried out to her.

“I’m sorry Baaass…sorry Baasss…it won’t happen again!”

In those words I had relinquished my heart and soul to her; she was my mistress as much as the black demonic spirits at Reparation were but, as I sensed her energy I also felt her love and passion for me and I felt content and strangely, resolved to the future.

Somehow we were back together, as a married unit and couple once more, and that in itself, made all of this agony and humiliation worthwhile.   

She stopped after a short while, as if the fucking was more of an act of release and demonstration of her power over me and, after I released her sexual tension with my tongue, we lay together in each other’s arms.

The feel and smell of her made everything better and I hugged her closely and whispered in her small, delicate ear.

“I love you Abigail.”

She stroked my back softly and mumbled tiredly.

“Love you darling Cole…thank you…I knew you would not let me down and we would continue on this journey together!” 

We were then both restfully asleep for the first time in a week, as if set free from the inhibitions, insecurities and anxieties that had pressed down and haunted us.

Perhaps this was how it was meant to be and I just had to accept it.  

In the morning I awoke to see my beautiful Abigail happy and alive and she held my erect penis and let me come in her fingers as if it was a treat.

She then wiped it on her slick, sexual lips and pressed her pussy firmly down on my mouth and let me bring her off.

I changed quickly out of my silken gown, ate some breakfast and stared at the computer screen in front of me.

My heart sank for a moment; once I had made the money transfer to Reparation I could not run away or back out.

But I could not in any event, and part of me didn’t want to; my wife was happy and surely things would work out, somehow!

A few clicks, and the payment was on the way to Jezebel’s bank account; the house was ours’ and I went in to tell my wife and she hugged me lovingly in cheeriness and delight.

Suddenly everyone was happier, even my father, who having found out his young wife was pregnant seemed to absurdly relish the new prospect of having young life about him.

He never questioned for a moment if the child was his!

It was bizarre, especially as he had always been so busy when I had been younger, and I thought for a moment that perhaps my life would have been different if he had taken somewhat more time with me.

But he had made his choices and I, as a man, had made mine and spent the day full of smiles, high spirits and the occasional sexual service for the girls.

Before I realised, Abigail and I had slept, risen early, and were on the drive back to the unfathomable, unpredictable Reparation.

I tried to be concerned, but in truth the last week with Abigail and I being so miserable had been horrible, and this was perversely a relief for me.

As anxious as I was about what was to come, I now knew what to expect and whether I liked it our hated it, it made me feel alive! 

The time Abigail and I had spent, separated and diverged from our path of service and making good, was unbearable.

It was like living in a dead Zombie world; devoid of laughter, sunlight or any trace of energy or life.

As I saw the signs for Reparation and I felt the blood race around my body like the sleek racehorses that were stabled there; I knew whatever transpired this was definitely preferable.

Jezebel took us into her office immediately and welcomed us like old friends but I would not allow her to catch me off guard this time around.

She was like a sleepy aggressive dog; one wrong move and she would unexpectedly reach out and bite you!

She confirmed that she had received the money and that she would expect the remainder at the end of the week.

I nodded and she stared at me if waiting for a fuller response.

I understood immediately.

“Yes Baaass!”

She smiled as I re-acknowledged my place in her world.

“That’s better Boy…sign the contracts now, both of you and then write a further cheque for $10,000.”

There were two documents and I was going to read them but they were too onerous and lengthy; I just signed my name as Abigail did, with somewhat more enthusiasm and panache than I had managed.

I wrote the cheque as she requested; she took it without any gratitude and the formalities of our new period of service was concluded.

Abigail spoke trying to contain her eagerness.

“When do I start…?”

The woman smiled in understanding.

“The breeding?”

My unfaithful wife nodded in obvious excitement.

“As soon as you wish…Darryl is waiting at the house…for you both!”

My wife quickly held my hand and squeezed it.

“Let’s go darling Cole.”

The woman stared at us before allowing us to depart.

“Girl… you have the day and night with your new master and… Boy…”

Her demonic, dark spheres focussed on me and I quivered once more under her power and control.

“…You will be back here at 5p.m! You will work and then, you will stay with me tonight as a special treat for you…what do you say Boy?”

This strong woman, as always, literally terrified me.

“Yes Baaass…thank you Baaass!” 

But I was definitely alive; my whole being was shaking and jumping in a cacophony of twisting feelings and complex emotions.

We left and Abigail held my hand as if this madness was routine, and we took the narrow pretty road to our new house where I saw Darryl’s small, red car parked and waiting outside for us.

He opened the door and stepped out and was in casual attire; jeans and a white shirt that his broad, muscular chest seemed to fill to perfection.

Abigail alighted from our vehicle as soon as we stopped; she ran to him and threw herself into his arms and they kissed as if they were in love.

I felt sick and tried not to look; their intimacy was worse than their fornication as it showed there were somehow deeper feelings than just sex.

The man shouted at me.

“Take the bags into the bedroom Boy…and pack them away…and bring us some water and champagne from the fridge!”

I was subservient immediately.

“Yes Baaass.”

They walked to the front door, where there was a bright, yellow ribbon draped across it and he gave Abigail a pair of scissors and she cut it dramatically and meaningfully.

Darryl opened the gleaming white access point and he lifted my wife in his strong arms and carried her easily over the threshold.

I followed them inside with some cases and Abigail smiled at me happily.

“Thank you for buying us the house darling…you won’t regret it.”

I stared at her being held so helplessly in his powerful, black arms, knew that he would be fucking her very shortly and regretted it already!

He transported her up the stairs to the bedroom and she was naked before I had put the case by the cupboards.

She stripped the young man and sucked his penis lovingly as if she had been dreaming about doing this for weeks.

Maybe she had?

He stroked her radiant hair and murmured as she pleasured him.

“Easy Girl we have so much time…I’m going to fuck you so good Girl!”

She licked his huge, black balls as if they were made of candy and completely made it clear that she was utterly devoted and in thrall to him.

The sexual need in the two of them was irresistible, and they were soon on the bed entwined and stuck together as if they were separate pieces of black and white Lego that slotted perfectly in union.

I tried to unpack but watching them in their foreplay was excruciating but hypnotic.

She wrapped her slim legs around his hips and their movements were slow, small and intimate as if trying to make their first attempt to create a child last as long as possible.

I continued to observe and to work, and by the time I was unpacking her knickers into the lingerie drawer she was on top of him and just holding still with his cock buried deeply inside her.

He looked up at her and pressed his pink and copper palms on her ivory ass.

“I’m going to fuck this so much Girl…I can fuck you all day and night…you’re, mine now!”

She moved her pelvis, gripped him with her tight, sexual muscles and drew her body up and down on his length.

“I want you to Darryl…I want you to fuck and abuse me…fill me with your sperm…I want your babies swimming in me!”

The words seemed to awake a base need in her and she began to move more quickly on him as if she had lost control of her body and her cravings.

He murmured to her.

“Who is your master?”

Her pussy was drawing him now; faster and faster and she groaned deeply to him.

“You Are Darryl…I am your servant…to fill and fuck…oh God I’m coming Darryl I’m coming…Oh My…My!”

They climaxed together and she pressed down onto him and he held her large rounded breasts to steady her violent vibrations. 

The cases were unpacked and I was shaking at the spectacle I had seen, with my wife surrendering herself so eagerly and willingly to him.

Over the next half and hour I removed everything else from the vehicle and it was neatly placed away in the vast expanse of shelving and hanging space.

Abigail and Darryl were still in bed and he was inside her once more.

I went to the kitchen, made up a tray of champagne, water and fruit and placed it on the table by the bed and tried not to look in my wife’s pale, blue, dancing eyes.

She was atop the man again and his dark flesh was locked snugly inside her.

She smiled at me, raised her body a little and showed me how the black rod of iron slid so easily in and out of her. 

“Look darling Cole how it fits me so perfectly…it will give me life Cole…I want you to see how it is darling…want you to be part of my impregnation.”

I could only stare at it in fascination, as she gently rode her white vagina up and down on the dark shaft as if in no hurry to extract its’ virile essence.

However once started, the conclusion was inevitable and he jerked and she trembled and more semen dribbled down from inside her.

She collapsed beside the man and whispered to him.

“Can he clean me Baaass?”

He smiled and took some water and fruit.

“Of course that is his purpose; but just on the outer edges I wish all my essence and seed to stay inside you.”

She relaxed back, opened her thighs and I gently lapped at the white dribble around her sexual folds as if I was a cat and this was the cream.  

When she was cleansed I took a cloth and softly wiped and perfumed her until she was ready for him once more.

Darryl observed me silently and mumbled in admiration.

“No wonder Baaass Jezebel wanted you back…you is good with that pussy lickin’ Boy!”

I stood back and soon they were at each other once more and that is how it went on the whole day.

He rutted her all around the new house as if marking his territory and taking charge officially, of my woman.

At one stage he just stood on the floor of the lounge as she hung onto his hips by his cock inside her, and her legs wrapped around his steely torso.

If it was not so disturbing for me to witness, it was almost artistic in its conception and enactment.

By late afternoon I had to leave; I prepared them some food which I left in the kitchen and saw they were locked together once more in the main bed.

I said my goodbyes but they ignored me, or did not hear me as I took the car down to the main office and parked outside.

I went into the changing area, put on the black lingerie of my uniform that was waiting for me and went to the Men’s area to serve.

I saw some of my former colleagues and they welcomed me like an old friend; it seemed that there was a strange camaraderie in all of this enslavement and debauchery.    

I just served drinks and watched the multitude of white women prostrate themselves before these irrepressible, dominant, black males.

I no longer judged them; just served, helped and assisted them as they required.

Jezebel found me as I knew she would, and told me to serve in the Women’s area but I was just to do the same bar and towel service.

We both understood my sexual and oral expertise were for her, and her alone tonight and she expected me to be at my best, and not fatigued or soiled by another woman or client.

She told me to be at her room at 1.30p.m and I was there exactly on time and knocked softly on her shiny, gloss door.

I heard her voice and command of, “Enter Boy!” and turned the brass, gleaming handle.

She was talking animatedly into her phone and she rose up from her chair, stood in the centre of the floor and I helped her undress from her gown, down to her delicious, dark lingerie. 

I then hung up her beautiful, beige, voluminous dress that padded out and made her look like some mysterious, Eastern princess.

She stood erect, removed her own bra and knickers with a twist of her delicate fingers and she was suddenly only dressed in her black, silk stockings hung by her pretty, garter belt and suspenders.

Perhaps it was because I had not seen her for a few days, but I was overwhelmed by her power and female presence and dropped to my knees in admiration and adoration of her.

I loved my wife Abigail but this was something else; I wanted to worship and subjugate myself before this woman; she had such presence about her.

I looked up at her pathetically, like a dog waiting for his mistress’s instruction and she patted her raised sexual mound lightly, and with that permission, I eagerly began to lick her.

She murmured in pleasure but continued her conversation on her cell phone as if I was just another practical tool for her. 

There was hardly a trace of hair on her giving folds of black flesh and I pressed the pink slit of femininity with my tongue slavishly, to provide the maximum, gratification and satisfaction I could for her.

I wanted her to be pleased with me; it was beyond my understanding why I should crave to demean myself to her in this way, but I did.

Her call was to another client who seemed as unsure as I always was, and I heard the same confident tone that she had given to me.

She made it clear that if he, or they, wished to come to Reparation then it was to be on her terms or not to bother. 

It appeared there was no middle ground once you were here, as I understood and was beginning to realise more and more each passing day.

The call finished then she looked down on me suckling at her dripping flesh and smiled.

“You like that black pussy Boy! Don’t you Boy?”

I murmured between licks.

“Yes Baaass…yes Baaass!”

She was in no rush to climax and stood for many minutes as I demeaned myself, until she succumbed to my oral teasing, trembled and held my head tightly in her strong fingers as she did so.

She groaned in bliss and delight.

“You are such a good servant Boy…You are going to worship me tonight…then I’m going to dress you up like a whore and fuck your pretty little ass! You’d like that Boy?”

My heart and mind were leaping and twisting and performing somersaults and my penis told me that this all inflamed me terribly and disturbingly.

When I answered her it was with sincerity.

“Yes Baaass…thank you Baaass.”

I continued to serve her wet vaginal folds then she told me to kiss her feet and all of her; I pressed my lips subserviently without a trace of pride to each on every part of her lower body.

I venerated her stocking covered, toes, ankles, calves, thighs and I crawled behind her and kissed the cheeks of her bottom and as she bent forward pushed my tongue in her ass as if it was all my own choice.

She wriggled as I did so and muttered.

“You’s a good Boy; lick my ass you stupid, white Boy!”

This went on for many more minutes and then she walked away from me to the en-suite;

She turned before she went inside the room to bathe.

“Put me a gown on the bed and choose one from the bottom drawer for you; I like you in stockings so put a matching pair on Boy!”

I nodded weakly and was already divested of any fight or resistance as she spoke again.

“Get me some champagne and water from the kitchen…before you do that!”

I was just a chattel and servant and responded as such.

“Yes Baaass!”

I went downstairs in just my normal black lingerie, saw Justin in the kitchen and he smiled in friendship and understanding.

“Baaass Jezebel likes you Cole…you are lucky!”

I blinked and blushed at the same time, unsure whether to be pleased or embarrassed at such a revelation.

He placed the drink on a tray with some obligatory fruit and spoke kindly to me.

“Don’t feel badly Cole…I never could understand how I got to where I did here…it just seemed to creep up on me…but…”

I stared at him as if I was about to receive an insightful revelation of comprehension, but he just laughed ironically to himself.

“Neither my wife or I are unhappy…I suppose you just have to accept what has happened and enjoy it… the best you can!”

I nodded as if I understood but I was still convinced I did not relish or like any of this depravity and perversion at all! 

However I was even more confused as I climbed the ornate stairs, that my mischievous penis was ever hard in my pretty, black knickers as if knowing and welcoming the fact that my mistress would expect me to serve her and, then fuck me like some cheap, slave girl!

It was all too much to absorb and I shut my mind to any analysis of my thoughts or the diabolical and devilish situation I had placed myself in.

As always I just had to bear the burden and endure!

I placed the tray by the side of the bed and chose a long, golden, lined, silky robe for Jezebel and then a short white feminine top for me with ruffled white knickers and white, nylon, hold up stockings.

I placed them on me and when I saw my strange refection on the divine, white framed old mirror I flushed and pulsed with debased anticipation.

Jezebel emerged naked from the en-suite with a blue towel around her and her face became instantly creased with irritation.  

“I never told you to change yet Boy?”

I was so stupid and shivered in fear.

“Sorry Baaass…sorry Baaass!”

She sat on the bed and called me to her then placed me centrally over her solid, muscular knees.

Her hand slapped me firmly and repeatedly in correction until she sensed I had learned a further lesson and then told me to slip out of the finery, and have a quick soak in her bath water.

I was not hurt by her physical actions to me but it only further affected my pride and mind, as it seemed that I truly was a slave here.

The washroom was extraordinary in its luxury, with a beautiful, lavish, white and gold stand alone bath tub that was full of sweet smelling, steamy water.

I slipped inside quickly so as not to annoy her further by keeping her waiting longer than I needed to, and admired the marble, gold, and expensive fittings all around me.

I should have been scared and degraded to be treated like this, and I was; but I was also aroused and excited as well and, as I relaxed in the life giving water, the fact that I was so agitated, in the secrecy of my own thoughts, was undeniable.

I dried myself before I came back into the bedroom and the heat of the water had taken the surge from my penis and I stood before her like a bright, helpless, pink child.

I was naked as the day I was born; she laughed at my disorientation and confusion and spoke commandingly.

“Now you can get dressed Boy!”

I did so quickly, she stood beside me and handed me a black strap on and I knelt down and humbly attached it to her thighs and hips.

I sucked it on my knees without her asking and she giggled like a small, excited girl in appreciation of my enthusiasm and capitulation to her.

“You look very nice Boy…you are gonna be fucked good tonight, Boy!”

I groaned inside and sure enough over the next few hours the demonic, dynamic woman made me serve her in every degrading way I possibly could.

She bent me over on her pristine bed, lowered my knickers and fucked me like a teenage girl, in my sensual, white stockings and short, raised top and it was an utterly demeaning and compelling experience. 

She did not allow me to lie beside her, but I eventually rested by her feet at the bottom of the bed and I awoke to see her sleeping and snoring softly.

To my ongoing mystification and disbelief I felt warm feelings towards her as if I truly had gone insane!

I was dispatched from her presence within seconds of her waking, as if she did not wish to be reminded of the grubbiness of the night before and, as I drove my car the short distance home, I was more confounded than ever.

I had hated the experience with her; or had I enjoyed it? 

I just could not know for sure, and it unsettled me terribly that my small life was in such chaos and upheaval.

All I realised for sure that she had rutted and taken my poor ass so hard, that it took me a while to get my balance and walk properly.  

When I reached my new home Darryl and Abigail were, unsurprisingly still in bed, and perhaps less predictably not having further intimacies and sex!

I presumed that they had worn each other out.

I sat at my computer and made arrangements to pay the rest of the money for the new house.

The die had been set in the previous days and there was little point procrastinating; like it or lump it this was my new reality, and I had to endure and embrace it as best I could.

And so it was that the days for Abigail and I began to spin and spiral onwards, all the same, but endlessly different as well.

My life and service was as a houseboy at the mansion, and Abigail served also, but now just with her hands and mouth.

Her main priority was endlessly, sexually serving Darryl and vice-versa which they did with combined, constant enthusiasm.

We both knew Darryl had other duties, but when I questioned his faithfulness to her she just smiled and told me that I could not relate to the needs of a proper man! 

Therefore his sexual dalliances and obligations to Reparation were welcomed by her as further duty and suffering on her part.

I still constantly had my special times between her thighs and pleasuring her, but invariably it was the flavour of her lover I tasted and smelt on her flesh.

She seemed to have endless capacity and energy for him.

The only thing of note that happened in the first few weeks of our new contract was when I was serving one evening, and walked into one of the private upstairs rooms, where the women went to get properly serviced and fucked by the black males and studs.

There was never a need to knock, as menials like me were insignificant and almost unnoticed by the men and women that were there just to enjoy themselves.

On this occasion when I entered room 2, the woman was being taken forcefully in the darkness and shadows, and I stood and watched respectfully from a distance and waited until they were finished, so I could serve them with the drink and fruit that was always complimentary.

The woman’s moans were low, deep and mournful and stirred up repressed memories of a time so long ago; it was me, as a child at night on a beach behind a dark, hidden, swaying, palm tree 

I felt myself trembling and I stood frozen until the two bodies convulsed and climaxed in the blackness and then slowly settled, like just boiled water, until they were perfectly still.

I felt the woman’s eyes upon me and then heard her whisper softly to the young virile male with her.

“Leave me for 15 minutes will you Terrance…I want to have this Boy serve me!”

I gasped in horror and realisation; it was my mother’s voice!  

I said nothing as we were contractually bound not to show recognition of anyone, but as the man left silently, a side light was turned on and I was gazing at my maternal parent’s bright, blonde hair.

She looked me up and down in my feminine finery and smiled sadly.

“My… darling Cole…you do look nice!”

I blushed in overwhelming shame but she just giggled as kindly as she could.

“Don’t be shy darling….many men enjoy the same fetish, it is not that unusual and I did warn you what may happen if you took up with that little whore!”

I was flushed with anger at her suddenly.

“Abigail is not a whore, Mother!”

She laughed heartily.

“Is she being bred by a large, stallion, black male; in your bed night after night and giving her mouth to others?”

I blinked in stupidity as if I was a weak, tiny animal trapped in the headlights of her dazzling, sharp eyes and just nodded pathetically.

“Your wife is a whore and a slut; she loves black cock darling…like so many white women do…even me!”

She chuckled at the irony of her joke and peered at me in the darkness and gloom.

“Especially when their men are a little…inadequate… in that department! You do understand, darling Cole?”

I inhaled in embarrassment, only wishing the floor would consume me, but she just continued to smile in sickly supportiveness, which was ever more humiliating and demoralising.

“Of course you do….women like black men darling I do, so does Emma…she’s in one of the other rooms!”

She laughed again softly.

“We just had to try Reparation for the night…it was irresistible not to?”

I questioned her nervously.

“Will you stay here?”

She guffawed in utter hilarity.

“Darling Cole no….this is just entertainment; Emma is married so she is considering the breeding programme with her husband as he seems to have…”

Her humour was constant now, and deadly in its’ ability to wound.

“…A similar inclination to you!”

I blinked to mask my disquiet and as if consumed by my ongoing bubble of life.

“You mean making right the persecution of the black slaves?”

She stared at me with wide, glistening, pale eyes.

“What are you talking about Cole?”

I recounted the tale of when I was a boy under the palm tree, Noah, and what she told me so directly in such strict, confidence and secrecy.

She gazed at me in amazement and shook her lovely head in awe.

“My darling that was just a little white lie, because I wanted to fuck Noah and did not wish you to become concerned or affected by my unworthy indiscretions at your young, impressionable age!”

She kept moving her head left to right in bewilderment and wonder.   

“My goodness darling Cole…you always were such suggestible little boy…I’m sorry if I told you the wrong thing but, darling the fact you have ended up here in your pretty knickers and stockings is your choice and responsibility not…mine!”

I bent my head in stupidity and comprehensive shame as she continued to endlessly laugh.

“You silly, silly boy…but that is past and you are an adult now…and… you have a duty to perform, I understand?”

She removed the sheet from over her and spread her thighs wide so I could see her leaking slit, of murky, hidden, shapely womanhood.

“We are both adults darling and… you are a servant here and part of the service I have paid for…therefore I want you to prepare me again for the return of my young man, Terrance!”

I stood there as if frozen in disbelief but she only smiled wickedly.

“Do your job Boy!”

I grimaced, in comprehension of my hopeless position, bent forward in the foul, humid blackness, and completed my obligations to Reparation with all of my emerging, learned skills and talents. 

When I left her soon afterwards I felt sick but she was cleansed, perfumed and ready for her lithe, black, young, lover once again.

I was traumatised by the unnatural experience, and the way she had so callously treated me, but she was right in respect of the fact, that I was an adult and had to accept the responsibilities of my decisions and actions.

What I did for her was nothing in the scheme of things, but the fact that she did not even recall the tale she had told me so long ago shook me to the very foundation of my being.

Had my whole life been based on that white lie and built on a solitary deception?

I served the other rooms and I had a premonition when I went into number 5, that my delicate, lively sister Emma, was there.

Sure enough she was receiving similar ongoing physical treatment as my mother had, and I waited patiently with my tray in the shadows until there were finally sounds of satisfaction and silence.

Her black lover, Nathan, excused himself for a few minutes and I sat beside her and told her all about my misfortune and the mistakes I had made so long ago.

I felt demonstrably and extremely sorry for myself!

Emma was always very friendly and understanding but she took my hand and spoke to me frankly.

“You can’t blame our mother Cole…she did as any mother would, and tried to protect you from her… adventurous spirit!”

She giggled as she saw my pretty lingerie close to.

“You always were a bit strange darling Cole…so if I were you, I would just accept what you are now; Abigail loves black cock darling, we all do, and your role and destiny now, I’m afraid is clearly laid our for you!”

She removed the sheet and her body was leaner and seemed far more covered in thick viscous male essence than my previous and former, unwelcome client.

She murmured softly and darkly.

“Show me what you’ve learned Cole…then I might just persuade my husband Dean that the breeding programme might just be right for us, and he can follow your courageous lead!”

Her thighs and sexual lips looked glistening and inviting but I was reticent, and she turned on me sharply and bit me metaphorically, with her occasionally, acid tongue.

“Fucking do it Boy! We are just flesh….grown up now… do your fucking job!”

I bent between her thighs then helplessly began to lap and freshen her, and soon she mumbled and moaned in delight and pleasure as all of the ladies I serviced always seem to do.

I was after all, extremely good at my job!

“Oh… My… Cole…you are so wonderful at this darling…My… My…you are so delightful at this!”

She trembled and twisted under my tongue and I quickly completed my attentions to her precious, salacious, velvety parts and retreated to the relative safety of the rest of the house.

I normally had no say in where I served but I refused to return to room 1 or 5 and face them again; it was too much to bear, not for the crude debased physicality of it, but to have to confront the misunderstandings and fetid demons of the past.

I was relieved to leave that evening; far more than normal and the revelations my mother had told me, took some digesting.

It had been such an innocuous lie at the time, and how was she to know it would have such long term, profound affects on me?

However it had undoubtedly set me on the path to where I had ended up and to what I had become.

It was salutary lesson, but the more I thought about it, the less I blamed her, and by the time I had reached my new home I had accepted what my mother and Emma had told me; that all of this was in fact, my own stupid fault and entirely due to the constant, ongoing choices I had made.

Both my mother and father had warned me against my calling and Abigail, at different stages, and it had been my preference and culpability to follow the path that I had so enthusiastically. 

I was almost convinced by my analysis but not completely, as my mind was whirring and spinning like a brightly coloured top!

I had not seen my wife that evening and it transpired that Jezebel was so pleased with us both, that she gave her and Darryl the night off to go and have dinner and continue to cement their relationship.

It was still going on strongly, even at this late hour, and I lay in my bed in the room directly alongside theirs’ and listened to the endless sounds of their fornication, like echoes and waves of moaning, lamentation and lewd song.

It was awful but somehow nowadays, it just relaxed me and sent me to sleep, as it had when I had been a young boy with my mother!

It took Abigail only 6 weeks to be with child, and she was so thrilled she was like a fizzing can of soda, always about to release and explode in wild, erupting excitement.

We were by now both ensconced into the woven daily fabric of Reparation and we adjusted to our duties as instructed by Baaass Jezebel.

Surprisingly the time for Darryl to be with my wife did not diminish; even though he had succeeded so quickly in his task of fathering a child they now seemed bound together, much to my distress.

Although she was already growing with his seed inside her, it did not stop or prevent them from continuing to copulate and fornicate at every possible and conceivable opportunity.

I wanted to say something but he was the dominant male in our household, only treated me like a servant and I always addressed him as Baaass.

3 months went by and we paid another quarter’s subscription to Reparation without even a discussion anymore.

I was becoming confident in my daily services, and obligations and Abigail did some work occasionally in the evening with the girls, but mainly now just with her hands or to keep the men company with a smile and her lovely southern charm.

I learned quickly that Reparation was not all just about sex! 

That was an important but somehow insignificant part of its’ greater purpose. 

I had the occasional evening with Jezebel and, even through all of the suffering and torture I endured, I had to admit there were times that I found some pleasure and entertainment in my commitments and duties.

I had been orally pleasuring a pretty, delicate, young, black girl called Florence with long shiny, dark hair, perfect velvet skin and gleaming teeth; she was exceptionally lovely and we seemed to have a real spark together.

She paid one night for us to go to one of the rooms where, after I licked and pleased every part of her divine body she sucked my penis, lay her thighs open on the white sheets and let me fuck her wispy, thin, black, delicious cunt!

I was no Darryl, and managed a mere few strokes with my fleshy sword before I came inside her; but the thrill of  breaking the rules and proving that I had retained my manhood, was an overwhelming indescribable buzz, kick and victory for me. 

She came again a few nights later and we repeated the performance and once more it seemed I was floating in hormonal ecstasy on the short, drive home.

That was until I was dragged from my bed in the middle of the night by 6 men in white hoods, and before I knew it was tied from the high restraints in the small, devilish, barn that contained the awful, relics and base implements of the past.

I was suspended naked and watched in terror as Jezebel marched in through the wooden door, in one of her long, bright, flowing, billowing dresses and stared demonically into my captured, frightened eyes.

I had never seen her so angry! 

She was consumed with stark ire, and spoke with a ferocity that chilled me even in the oppressive heat of the night.

“What part of not touching the black women did you not understand Boy?”

I knew exactly what she was referring to but tried to lie.

“I did nothing Baaass!”

She stared at me in fury and went to the rear of the barn and returned with a metal device that had a small, round, formed hole and a thin pair of blades below that moved as she drew the old wooden handles together, like shears.

I looked at her in blind panic as I heard the long sharp, grating, grinding, snipping sound of metal against metal.

“I’m sorry Baaass…sorry Baaass!”

She snarled at me and her angular, pretty face had an air of evilness.

“No one breaks the rules here Boy; you know what this is?”

I yelped my reply in blind panic.

“No Baaass.”

She placed a small stick in the hole, drew the handles together in one sharp decisive action and the timber dissected perfectly into, two separate pieces.

“It’s a gelding machine Boy; black slaves that misbehaved were gelded…is that what you want Boy!”

I screamed in terror with all of the power of my lungs into the unfeeling, uncaring air and cried to her like a child.

“No Baaass…no Baaass…sorry Baaass…please Baaass!”

She brought the hand held tool to my scrotum, placed my small balls in the hole and gripped the antique handles fiercely.

“No touching Florence again, Boy…ever!”

Her eyes were set, unblinking and cold and I feared for my very life.

“No Baaass…No Baaass…I promise Baaass!”

I seemed to explode in dread, my mind went blank and I passed out, waking up in my bed feeling a strange restriction on my genitals.

I placed my hand there quickly and to my relief I was still whole, but my penis was in a small plastic cage! 

I quickly recalled seeing some of the other men with the same device on from time to time; it was a modern, plastic and metal cover of chastity.

I was faintly relieved and when I went to see Jezebel later that morning she showed me the key to it that she placed into a drawer in her desk; she informed me that if I behaved myself she would consider releasing me in a few months. 

I accepted her punishment and correction of me; what choice did I have?

But somehow the incident, and the fact that I had got away with it, weirdly inspired the southern rebel in me.

My rational fear lasted for a week and then cleverly, I bought a master key through the internet and in a few further days my delicious Florence was once again sampling the pleasures of my marginally, elongated penis in her prurient, pert, little, black mouth and pussy even though she begged me not to take any risk on her part.

A further terrorising happened the following night with the same scary repetition in the gruesome barn but I knew they were just trying to frighten me.

The fact that they confiscated my key did not affect me, as I had cleverly bought another 2, as if I’d had a premonition that something like this would eventually transpire again!

I was truly like a black, rebel slave, fighting the Baaass and it was as if I had found my manhood and masculinity again.

Before I left the barn Jezebel grabbed my balls in her sharp fingers and whispered into my ear.

“If these put unwelcome white sperm in another black pussy then I will chop them off…this is your last warning Boy!” 

I nodded in pretend fear but she had lost the ability to terrify me as I knew that all of this was just a mere theatrical act.

They could not do such a thing in this day and age and we both seemed to understand and acknowledge it!

The following week Florence reappeared and during our private time together I released my little man, and although she begged me not to, I fucked her with all of my energy and for many seconds, before I came in a rush of satisfaction and sugar that filled and confused my head.

When I finished, along with the explosion of pleasure and colour in my brain, there was something else, something painful, deeper and more demonic.

I was suddenly in a dream, a nightmare; I was unconscious but felt Abigail’s hand holding mine then stoking my hair softly and whispering to me gently as I was wheeled along on a trolley.

“Don’t worry Cole darling, it’s for the best…I’ve signed the release. It’s better like this darling!”

And then it was darkness, mixed with bright, primary colours, uncertainty and overwhelming fear that seemed to cling and settle on my very soul.

Eventually I awoke and I was in a small clinical white bed, where the window was covered and I could see daylight streaming through small cracks in the blinds.  

Abigail was beside me and, as in my dream she spoke the words I had been hearing her say constantly.

“It’s for the best darling Cole!”

I could hardly talk my mouth was so dry and she passed me some water.

“What is?”

She raised her blonde eyebrows as if I was somehow aware of what had happened.

“They’ve taken off your balls darling…you’ve still got your penis but I’m afraid you did not listen to the warning Baaass Jezebel gave you!”

I tried to move my hands and arms but they were strapped to the sides of the bed and I emitted a deep, dark wail of anguish that echoed around the room and I’m sure could be heard in the next state.

I was distraught, inconsolable and I felt a needle in my arm and then the relief of blackness and the occasional weird shape and colour again.

The next time I came around I saw a cherubic, smiling, black nurse by my bed.

“How are you feeling Cole?”

I was so disoriented.

“Where am I?”

The young nurse smiled as if to show me her shiny, white teeth.

“In hospital Cole…you were lucky…you’re fine now!”

I gasped in shock.

“What happened?”

The girl picked up the phone and a smart, black, lady doctor came into the room in a starched, white, cut off coat, tied up straggly dark hair and she smiled endearingly at me.

“You look much better Cole; you had a nasty accident, cut your crotch and I’m afraid we had to amputate!”

I stared at her aghast; the nightmares and images in my mind, it seemed, were true!

“My balls?”

She nodded sadly.

“I’m sorry they were too badly damaged from the fall; they had to come off…the penis is fine however and the recovery process is fairly rapid…you should be out in no time!”

I felt tremendous anger rush through me.

“The bitch… she cut them off!”

The doctor stared through me and spoke icily and very coldly.

“If you complain Cole then…”

Her tone had real, undisguised menace.

“There’s a possibility that your penis could be damaged as well!”

I drew in my breath; these people were crazily dangerous and I shrunk back in fear into the soft bed.

“No Baaass…I understand Baaass!”

The woman smiled and patted my hand patronisingly and annoyingly.

“It is fortunate that we are funded by Reparation and were here to save you…you should thank Baaass Jezebel when you see her.”

I nodded only wishing to get away from this mad woman. 

“Yes Baaass I will.”

She left me and I cried in self pity and at my own crass stupidity; why did I break the rules when I had been warned?

I was so fucking stupid and puerile!

Abigail appeared and smiled broadly when she saw I was awake and feeling brighter; she whispered quietly to me when we were alone.

“I had to sign the permission form Cole…they were going to castrate you on the estate; I had to do it Cole… and it is for the best…you really can’t be touching the black girls.”

I nodded in timidity and self pity.  

“I’m sorry Abigail…I’ve been so stupid…been unfaithful to you and now…look at me… I’m useless to you!”

She shook her head demonstrably in argument.

“You’re not darling Cole…I still need you; your service and tongue and we can still be intimate darling…you can still feel sensation in you little man darling!”

I brightened a little, as I was surprised.

“Can I…can we?”

She smiled at my delight.

“Of course, Darryl says that you can lick me once a day; more with his permission and I can fuck you whenever you want me to!”

I groaned at my fate; it was not quite as I imagined.

“Yes Abigail…let me sleep now!”

She leant over and kissed my head and I returned to the salvation of darkness and only wished I could remain there.

When I woke again I felt stronger and caught my breath as I saw Jezebel standing dynamically, dangerously and ominously over me.  

There was not the faintest trace of pity or compunction on her sharp features.

“I told you Boy; you don’t break the rules at Reparation!”

I held my tongue, as if unsure what to say; she looked so dominant and powerful and I was in fear and awe of her as always.

“Sorry Baaass!”

She inhaled and stroked my hair as if trying to rebuild a broken bridge of understanding between us.

“Nothing has really changed for you Boy; you can still perform the same services and I am willing to give you a second chance Boy?”

I knew that Abigail would never leave now and I was petrified of being alone; especially like this!

“I would like a second chance Baaass!”

She smiled and I stared almost in reflex at the heavenly, raised mound in her tight black trousers.

“You recover Boy, on your first night back I will take you to my bed again to show that I have forgiven you; would you like that Boy?”

I was a completely lost and tormented soul.

“Yes Baaass…thank you Baaass!”

She laughed, then turned and left; I lay back on the pillow and began to cry as the pain, drugs, humiliation and reality of my fate, overwhelmed me.

However, I was out of the hospital in less than two days; the recovery process was incredibly quick, as in many ways, my dangling masculinity was in fact a minor organ on the body and everything else, including my penis was working well.

To my surprise I could still become erect, but it seemed that it was more in reaction to feminine materials on my skin and the exploration, teasing and use of my bottom and rectal area.

I just didn’t lust after women any longer and it seemed as if the removal of my testicles had also taken away that masculine, primeval urge; I still adored women but it was now even more in reverence and worship. 

In some manner it was actually a relief not to become constantly erect and need to release sperm all the time; it seemed to make me calmer, settled and somewhat more docile.

As a slave, and in this demonic, unnatural environment, it was easier to live like that.

Within a week I was in Baaass Jezebel’s bed and she was unusually, very tender and careful with me as she dressed me like a pretty, virginal girl and fucked my ass with carnal relish.

I savoured her sexuality and she even allowed me to touch her with my fingers, and sleep beside her, as a special, one off treat!

I fantasised that she felt guilt and remorse for removing my manhood but it was untrue; Jezebel regretted nothing.

Life however somehow returned to some strange normality and, as Abigail so dryly observed, the loss of my balls actually made really little or no impact on my life here. 

I could actually do exactly as I did before without the craving, desire and ability to break the rules any longer.

In some weird inexplicable way I became happier and more contented.

I could pleasure and treasure my wife as she wished and watched excitedly as her belly became larger, fuller and richer with new life.

Darryl was living full time in the house now as master, and even in her blooming state, Abigail sucked and fucked him constantly.

I didn’t mind anymore, just did my jobs in the home and helped out as much as I possibly could.

Darryl was my Baaass in the house and I did my best to please him and receive his good favour.

He was finishing his studies at Georgia State and would soon qualify as a lawyer and it appeared that he would be breeding a second child with my wife soon after this one was born.

I was now trusted in the mansion and was fully involved with the Men’s and Ladies’ rooms, and Florence was made to fuck me in front of all the other slaves as a cruel warning as to what would happen if the rules were broken.

I didn’t mind however; Florence was such a sweet and lovely girl and I somehow, secretly enjoyed it with her!

Time passed and my mother in law Jessica obviously was the first to give birth.

When my elderly father saw that his new son was coal black, he had an instant heart attack at the hospital, as even in his confused mental state he reacted against it with all of the interracial prejudice and bile in his soul.

Jessica was unconcerned and loved the child from the first moment she saw him.

My father’s time had long passed and he went downhill quickly from this point and died within a couple of months.

I attended the funeral; we all did, but we had never been close and I did not truly grieve for him.

By this time Abigail had produced a delightful, little girl called, Precious, and I was soon busy helping out and changing nappies for her.   

Abigail, and especially Jessica, came to rely on Jezebel and Reparation for support, and to deal with the money my mother in law inherited from my father’s estate; he left it her all to her!

She sold our family house and land, eventually bought a home around the corner from us, and moved in with her beautiful velvet skinned, black, baby boy she had named Caesar.

Demetrius had moved away, and because Jezebel felt she needed a male in her life, she put her on the breeding programme again and let the older, experienced Earl take charge of her. 

I would assist in her house as well with her new child, and could not help but notice how eagerly she took to intimacy and copulation with the amiable, stocky, black man.

I would often lick and clean her, as I still did for many of the women, and she was always full of the older but virile male.

Members of Reparation that stayed for more than a year had a small R tattooed on their ass cheek, and when I had mine done I found that I strangely wore the mark with pride, as all the life members seemed to do.

I was part of something larger than just me now and it felt like I finally belonged to a big family.

The years passed, and more and more children came along. 

Emma, my sister bought a house nearby as well and soon her children from the breeding programme with a young black male called Trevon, were part of the evolving, growing picture. 

Her husband was soon a houseboy and ironically I was soon helping to train and educate him in his duties.

He didn’t have my natural talent; but he was learning!

Abigail and Darryl had 3 more children, stayed together and she loved and adored him in a way that she could never have done with me.

I accepted it as I eventually learnt to consent to everything; as I had learned long before, a slave and servant had no choice other than to suffer and endure.

Jessica and Earl also found communality and produced 2 more children and, even the dreaded Jezebel, married a tall, hardened, black soldier and began producing offsprings.

The weird, irrational thing was, that my original intentions of making amends for the sins of the past against the African race, through the madness of Reparation, began to incredibly, actually happen.

Money poured continually into the estate from rich families like mine and, the other inspirational and nefarious schemes that Jezebel had introduced around the mansion and surrounding property. 

However, the funds were admirably for a single, philanthropic purpose! 

It was for hospitals, education, community projects and the common good all around, where old, ill gotten gains were being redirected to modern and productive uses.

Jezebel for all her wickedness in the conception of this monstrous, unbelievable, creation, only wanted to do good deeds, and I grew to respect and admire her for her inspiration and singular, virtuous, moral purpose in her life.

Sometimes, as I now understood, the ends, in certain circumstances, did actually justify the foul, fetid and unsavoury means!

The children that were born were all cared for, wanted and loved and they grew up to have advantages and opportunities that their black ancestors could never have even dreamed of. 

I loved Abigail’s, Jessica’s, Emma’s and Jezebel’s broods as if they were my own, and over my time I helped all of the children around me and became known, in and around Reparation as good old, much loved and revered, Uncle Cole!

Time slowly took its toll of me, the children, one by one went off to university and as a new, educated generation started to renew and continue the life blood and good work of Reparation, I slowly began to find a little time for myself.

I had never truly understood what slavery really meant; I realised after endless years that this was impossible for me to so do, but as I reached the twilight of my days I finally had some real experience and insight.

I had always longed to write; that was my original intention and ambition, and in my quiet times I would sit in the corner of the small barn, where the old chains and relics from the past seemed to still scare and inspire me, and put my pen to paper.

I wrote an epic tale of a boy’s naivety, stupidity and a dream of doing great and wonderful things.

It was a twisted story of great love, of madness, misunderstanding, pain and hardship that seemed inconceivable for anyone to suffer and endure even in the mere, unspoken, written word.

It was a grand tragedy of a child’s innocence and aspiration to make amends for the past, only to find he could do so only at the cost of his own happiness, family and future.

It was a masterpiece, took me many years to finish and eventually find someone that would publish it.

I called the book Reparation and when it went on sale, although I was very proud of it and the life story it contained, I truly doubted that anyone would buy it and, that it would ever sell more than a few, token copies.

Whenever I looked through what I had written and, even though I knew that every twisted, suffering, painful word, scribed in my warm, red blood, sweat and tears was true, I always had to ask myself the same, burning, tortuous question!

Who would buy such a tall tale where the excruciating contents on page after page seemed so incredible, demonic, dark and impossible to believe?

Who indeed!

 

The End
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