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Synopsis: In 17th century Japan, a noblewoman and her maidservant are abducted by a rival lord and suffer hellish violations.

	The Ordeals of Kazumi and Chiyoko

	By Shabbadew2002 

	(Write me at shabbadew@ca.rr.com )

	Chapter 1    

	Taken Hostage

	After visiting her father in their ancestral home, Kazumi Sato, the youngest daughter of the Daimyo Sato, headed back to Edo to rejoin her mother and sisters.  The pretty nineteen year old, the daughter of a nobleman, was a girl enjoying that period in her life before she would be expected to marry and raise a family of her own.  She was a sensual girl... very self-focused. 

	The night before she was to return to Edo she relaxed in a hot bath.  Getting her own way, luxuries and the freedom to enjoy them were the things that concerned her.  For instance, she loved the sensuous pleasure of a hot soak in the big wooden tub filled with steaming, fragrant water.  Being naked and enveloped by the water allowed her the opportunity to explore her body.....to touch herself. 

	Kazumi liked playing with her own body.  She knew how to pleasure herself and bath was her favorite time.  She was fascinated by men and increasingly preoccupied with the male sex organ.  Once, when she was eleven, she watched dogs mating and got excited seeing the dog’s cock as it erected and the animal penetrated the bitch.  

	About a year later she spied a samurai in the woods as he lifted his kimono, pulled aside his loincloth and pissed.  His protruding cock hypnotized her.  She often took walks in the woods after that, hoping to catch another glimpse of a man’s cock.  These experiences had their effect on her.  She was curious about what males had between their legs; so different than her own hidden charms.

	After she had dried herself she lay down and began to touch herself all over.  She starting by running her fingers teasingly down the curve of her neck then she licked her fingers and began sucking on her thumb.  Then, she let her fingers trail down to her breasts.  Cupping them lovingly at first she soon began squeezing them - easy at first and then harder - enjoying the feeling as they swelled with blood.  

	She took her brown nipples between her index fingers and thumbs and pinched them.  Then she tickled and teased each nipple in turn.  When her nipples erected, she began to pull on them to make it hurt a little.  She liked this too.  Following this, she allowed her fingers to trail down the smooth white skin of her belly to the sensitive inner surfaces of her thighs.

	But the time she got to her hairy mons she was making little whimpering noises.  With one finger between the lips and one on either side of the plump labia, she allowed her mind to fill with arousing thoughts of dogs and men.  She played with her labia until she was really hot... then finally concentrated on a spot just to the right and on top of her clitoral hood rubbing it in circles; and then up and down until she was very wet, swollen and throbbing.  

	Now she went to work seriously - first slowing down and then as the feelings built rubbing herself harder to make herself cum.  As the spasms surged thru her young loins, she cried out and then moaned softly as she rode the hot feelings all the way to the end.

	Kazumi was tall and slim with pleasing curves, a heart-shaped face with sensual lips and a fairly straight nose with a little bump and beautiful cheekbones and eyes.  Her breasts were the size of small apples capped with large nipples and medium sized areolas.  Her belly was still covered with a layer of baby fat - hiding a deep navel.  Her thighs were full and tapered towards a full, dark patch of straight black pubic hair - a nest guarding puffy outer labia and dark inner lips. 

	The hood covering her prominent pink nubbin, her clitoris, was always partially retracted.  Her vagina was tight and deep; her hymen had been torn when she was seven.  Only a sliver - a half moon of thin tissue remained.  Her buttocks were full and her hips were wide with a darker hue lining the crevice between her plump cheeks - leading to a tight, symmetrical brown anus.  Lord Sato’s daughter was a delightful specimen of femininity.

	Chiyoko, her maidservant, by comparison was a happy, chubby girl with big tits.  Very sexy in her own way, she was outgoing, a bit foolish and vulnerable compared to her mistress.  Where Kazumi was quiet and intent, Chiyoko was frivolous.  Where her mistress was sensual and mysterious... her maid was ribald and erotic.  

	The mention of sex or penises made Kazumi lower her eyes and look away, but Chiyoko was likely to make a dirty joke.  They were an odd, but working couple.  What made the relationship solid was, of course, Chiyoko’s devotion to her mistress.  She had been Kazumi’s personal servant since she was thirteen. 

	During this time, Kazumi’s father, Lord Sato, had been feuding with his bitter rival, Lord Murakami for years.  Kazumi had no real understanding or interest in her father’s feuds or the politics of the day.  Women in that world left such things to men.  Even the issue of living in Edo was something that was beyond her understanding. 

	All the Daimyo’s families had to live in Edo, by order of the Shogun, Tokugawa Ieyasu.  The Shogun enforced these living arrangements to keep the peace.  In this way, he made sure that the nobles would not become a threat.  Their families were held, in effect, as hostages. 

	Under the Shogun’s control, rival Daimyos no longer went to war with each other for land, influence and peasants.  But rivalries still existed and could be bitter.  Hostages were often taken.  On the journey back to Edo, on a lonely road, Kazumi and her entourage were set upon by a troop of Murakami’s samurai, led by two of his favorites, Ohira and Nomura.  Kazumi was traveling with only two bodyguards and Chiyoko.  

	Both of her guards were quickly killed in the melee`.  Murakami’s henchmen took every opportunity to paw and molest the two girls.  Kazumi protested loudly, saying that she was the daughter of a nobleman and should be treated with dignity.  Ohira laughed and it sent chills down her spine.  Lord Sato soon learned that his daughter had been taken hostage.  

	Kazumi plight was complicated by a cross Chiyoko had in her possession - a Christian cross.  Kazumi was a little surprised.  She had no idea her maidservant might be a Christian.  This cross would contribute the undoing of both women because in the Japan of 1621, Christianity was a crime.  The Shogun had been suppressing and persecuting Christians since 1614.  

	Christians were often connected to political opposition to the government, so it was dangerous to practice the faith.  To be convicted of being a Christian carried the threat of death or banishment; and the possession of a cross made you a suspect who could expect to be tortured for a confession.  Kazumi was implicated in that Chiyoko was her servant.  Maybe she was a secret Christian too?

	If she had never been taken hostage, Kazumi would have lived out an idyllic life.  But her predicament now presented her with the possibility that she would be tortured. Asian cultures have a long history of cruel, diabolical torture.  Judicial torture of women was accepted in those days and the public punishment of women was common in Edo Japan.  It had even become a form of mass entertainment.  

	Paintings and drawings of punishments were popular.  The bondage and torture of the day emphasized sexual humiliation.  Women were often punished in the nude and subjected to torments focusing on their sex organs.  Many scholars today believe this period is the parent of modern BDSM, not only in Japan, but in the world at large.   

	Torture and even rape were acceptable since women were taught from childhood to accept responsibility both for their crimes and their punishment.  This did not stop a pretty girl from trembling from the sheer humiliation involved, but she was prepared to accept such things.  

	A woman’s subordinate role in society and her natural submissiveness combined to produce powerful feelings of shame.  The difference in power between a female accused of a crime and the samurais who ruled stimulated masochistic impulses in the former and sadistic appetites in the latter. 

	Kazumi and Chiyoko’s journey into darkness began when Lord Murakami’s samurai took them to the prisoner’s quarters (ro-yashiki), with their hands tied behind their backs.  Ohira and Nomura push-steered them thru the corridors of the jailhouse - a noisy and frightening place. 

	First, the ground floor which housed the noisy “peasant’s jail” filled with commoners.  Then they went upstairs where there were special rooms (agari-ya) for women and samurai.  Kazumi and Chiyoko were each locked into small cells.  Within a day or so a samurai magistrate would question them.  Lord Murakami would really be the one to decide their fate.  

	The Daimyo, Murakami, met with his counselors, and in a late night roundtable discussion, decided that his rival’s daughter could be branded a spy and her maidservant a Christian.  Such charges, if they confessed, would cause serious political damage to his rival, Sato, and justify their being taken hostage.

	So, their fate was sealed. Kazumi and Chiyoko would be interrogated and made to confess to these crimes.  And if they didn’t confess?  Well, torture was always successful in these situations.  Both women were worried.  Chiyoko, in her cell, fought feelings of panic and despair.  Kazumi, too, was very afraid of what would become of them.  A jailer, an older man, came by and gave them some tea and food.  His kindly manner made them feel better, but they both knew that they were facing a terrible ordeal.

	Chapter 2   

	The Violation  

	The next day in the early afternoon, their ordeal began when Ohira and Nomura came to their cells to fetch them.  For both, this was a choice assignment - being given access to the pretty daughter of his Lord’s main rival.  Ohira was a frightening and thuggish looking man.  He was heavy-set with flat features in a big brown moon-face.  

	His shaved forehead and top knot were always a little unkempt.  He was a physically powerful brute, not known for his brains, but his brawn.  Nomura was the smart one.  Tall and slender with a wolfish manner, he was the one Murakami turned to if he had a job for the two of them.  Explaining it to Nomura was always easier..... 

	Kazumi and Chiyoko were hustled into the corridor by the two samurai.  With them were two others; these were not samurai.  One was a cripple and the other a half-imbecilic boy named Minoru.  Tomo Fukuda was the cripple - a small, middle-aged man, wiry and balding with a lame left leg.  

	Very sensitive to his deformity, as a boy he had been fortunate in getting himself apprenticed to a man who caught criminals and tortured them for a living.  Minoru was his assistant.  Together, they often did the dirty work of the court….

	Both were “untouchables” (eta) - the lowest hereditary social class.  Eta existed outside the villages in their own communities.  They skinned and disposed of dead livestock and made leather out of the hides.  But, they were also employed to catch criminals, torture and execute them.  

	Tomo was a cruel and twisted character; his deformity drove him to hurt people whom nature had favored - since he felt shortchanged by the gods.  And a young, attractive, healthy female to torture was Tomo Fukuda’s secret passion and delight.

	Ohira and Nomura marched the two women down the corridor and then downstairs.  Kazumi looked around, worried about where they were being taken.  They went all the way down to a bare room on the first floor.  Once the door slid open, there sat the Daimyo, sipping tea.  Murakami was Lord and master of this realm.  He looked Kazumi over with hard eyes.  She felt his gaze as they entered the room and kept her eyes lowered.  

	Tomo, carrying several coils of rough hemp rope, for he was a rope sensei, stood off to the side and waited for orders.  The room had a low table with futons and pillows strewn about.  Kazumi noticed the overhead beams with a row of hooks embedded.  They looked ominous.  Chiyoko began to whimper and sniffle now that they were facing the Daimyo.

	“Have the eta tie them,” Murakami said to Nomura.  Traditionally samurai elders or Lords did not tie prisoners.  Rather servants or eta would tie them. Being made helpless by a servant while the Master enjoyed a meal, and afterwards maybe used by him would add immeasurably to the humiliation a victim felt.  

	Kazumi stole a glance at Lord Murakami.  He seemed so cold and cruel.  He was a middle-aged man of medium height with a ‘tough’ face.  He hardly looked at her, but Ohira and Nomura made up for it as they chuckled and taunted the pair.  Kazumi feared the worst now.....

	At Nomura’s command, Tomo and Minoru leapt into action.  Ohira and Nomura sat down at their Lord’s pleasure to sip some tea.  They relaxed and watched Tomo take charge of the whimpering servant girl and her mistress.  Chiyoko began to struggle and plead.

	“No….please….no…please no…”

	Tomo ignored her protests.  Kazumi stared at the faces of her tormentor for some sign of mercy.  She saw none and struggled to maintain her composure. 

	Tomo told Chiyoko she’d better, “obey or else”, as she writhed in his grasp.  

	“Stand still,” Tomo, barked - the quivering edge in his voice revealing his sadistic excitement and lust.

	Chiyoko dropped her eyes, trying to ignore the heat and color of her embarrassment and the humiliation she felt.  Her face, neck and breasts were awash in a crimson wave of color.  Silence fell in the hot closeness of the room, broken only by the sound of her labored breathing.  

	The Daimyo’s eyes devoured Kazumi as she had to stand there and wait for Tomo to attend to her next.  Murakami’s unblinking gaze, as he sipped tea, made Kazumi feel even more vulnerable as she kept her head bowed in shame.  Since her capture, something had begun to collapse in Kazumi.  Something that had been hidden inside began to push its way into the light of day….

	Her face began to dew with perspiration.  Kazumi's composure was evaporating as she felt Ohira and Nomura’s hot eyes on her too.  They stared at her with cruelty and lust.  Her shivering increased as she was forced to stand and it made her blush.  Her hands kept opening and closing like little birds frightened to flight, as she watched Tomo use rough hemp rope to bind her maidservant.  

	Tomo slapped the chubby servant girl’s hands down as she continued to struggle and resist.  During the Edo period bondage in lewd and exposed positions was often used on female hostages, and as Tomo got busy, Chiyoko had a flash of understanding as to what was in store for her.  She had seen drawings....

	He roughly yanked open her kimono to dishevel her and then tied her in a classic bondage position.  First the “pearls” (shinju).  The ropes went around her torso and under her breasts.  Then the crotch rope or the “cherry” (sukaranbo) around her waist and between her legs.  He pushed her kimono up unceremoniously and wound the rope around her upper thighs, just under her buttocks.  The ends were tied together on the outsides of her thighs. 

	The two ends crossed her buttocks, each with a knot on the end to form the “cherry”.  Tomo’s face was wreathed in a nasty smile, as her white silk under-skirt was wet with sweat when he was done.  It had become somewhat transparent, so the dark shadow of her pubic hair was pasted to her mound and could be seen.  

	As a final touch, he employed two thin crotch ropes tied first around her waist and then passed between her legs to apply pressure to her labia. Chiyoko was a plump girl, fat and sweet, and when she rested her weight on the ropes, they would tighten and squeeze her pussy lips, forcing them to protrude lewdly and painfully. 

	Tomo added another classic refinement of Japanese rope torture.  He ran a thin third line up the center of her sex and tied a large knot at just the right juncture to put pressure on her clitoris.  As a true sexual sadist, his aim again was to enforce submission and sexual arousal in a joshu (female prisoner).  

	All of this was designed to humiliate and punish her at the same time.  When he was done, she was bound so that when she struggled ....the knots stimulated and, at the same time, irritated her clitoris.  Tomo was such a master of these rope tricks that he had humiliated more than one female captive by bringing her to a painful orgasm this way.  

	Then he tied Kazumi in exactly the same way, and positioned her so that she faced Chiyoko.  He attached their “cherry” ties to ropes that went to the overhead beam.  Then he and Minoru pulled the ropes tight.  This forced both women to bend over in a half-bow.  They both got up on tiptoes as the rope tightened in their crotches.  The bondage used their own body weight to put cruel pressure on their slit - front and back.  This was only part of the torment. 

	They would struggle in this position and this would work the rough rope further into their tender pussies and ass cracks.  As they writhed and squirmed, the ropes would punish them.  When movement released pressure on one spot, blood returned to the tissues, resulting in intense tingling pains.  And any movement up and down, as when they rose up on tiptoes and then rested their feet flat on the floor, would cause the knot on their clitorises to up and down....up and down relentlessly......

	Soon, both women began whimpering and moaning.  They were forced into standing on their toes to alleviate the rope’s sharp pressure in their cracks. As they struggled, the men began chuckling and making comments.  They knew that as their calf muscles tired, they would they stand flat-footed.  But only until their tender crotches, tormented by the rope, forced them to rise up on tiptoes again.  They would have to do this over and over: an excruciating cycle of discomfort, fatigue, arousal and pain.

	Tomo, grinning like a jackal, forced open Chiyoko’s mouth by pinching her nostrils shut.  As she stared at him fearfully, Minoru handed him two chopsticks.  He grabbed her tongue, pulled it out and used the sticks to trap her tongue...tying them together with thin cord.  

	Next, he tied the ends of the sticks to the ropes around her breasts.  Now, Chiyoko found herself unable to retract her tongue and soon began drooling – adding enormously to her humiliation.  This was her punishment for giving him back talk. 

	“Next time, you do not talk back to me,” he said to her by way of explanation.

	Soon both girls’ muscles were screaming and when they moved at all the rope rubbed them raw.  It seemed like the rough hemp had splinters in it as it worked its way into their crotches.  Flat-footed, the ropes tightened on their sex and when this became unbearable, they rose up on their toes again.  

	The return of circulation produced shooting pains.  Both women were soon in agony and Chiyoko began a little girl weeping the men found very arousing.  Chiyoko’s tongue gag made it hard to understand her pleading.  The knots aroused them and made their pussies drool......It was a tremendous combination that taxed their nervous systems to the maximum.

	They both went up and down - up and down – like puppets.  Kazumi began to whimper and Chiyoko did the same but, heavier in build, she began to squeal as the DISCOMFORT in her crotch and the muscle fatigue in her calves became acute.  Both women kept themselves up on their toes as long as they could.  Their tender pussies and ass cracks felt the constant bite of the rough rope.  They were, in effect, torturing themselves.  Chiyoko yelped a little each time she put her feet flat on the floor.  Then she joined Kazumi in moaning.  

	She stood on her toes again, but soon her calves were so swollen from that she could not do rise again.  So she just hung in her bonds - occasionally squirming when it became too uncomfortable.  This caused the knots to really rub her clitoris.  There was a wet slick of saliva all down Chiyoko’s chin and on her kimono from her exposed tongue.  Soon both crotch ropes were wet with their feminine secretions.  The men nodded in mute appreciation of what Tomo had been able to do to them.

	Both of them were left tied to suffer for another half hour.  The girls tried not to move, but the awful bondage itched, caused cramps and made muscles ache.  Both women whined and moaned continuously as the bondage enforced its cruel discipline.  Ohira and Nomura joined their Lord at table as food was brought in by servants; the three men began to eat as well as talk.  They half ignored the two suffering girls..... 

	Minoru and Tomo squatted against the far wall.  Their job was to make sure that the bondage produced the desired effects.  The Daimyo wanted Kazumi humiliated - punished and compliant.  Not visible to anyone in the room, a large, heavy-set older woman, the widow of a samurai and part of the Daimyo’s household, was looking thru a hidden peephole.  This woman, Rin Okada was her name, spent a long while spying on the scene.  She stared, licking her lips as she watched the rope punishing both women.  Rin found this all very stimulating.

	Okada stayed and watched them struggle for a good thirty minutes.  She enjoyed women sexually and was a sadist herself.  She couldn’t resist the opportunity to enjoy the sexual torment of so lovely a pair of victims, especially the daughter of a hated lord.  When Chiyoko began sobbing like a baby, Murakami came over and lifted her face up to look at him.  She stared at him with bleary eyes…red from crying.  Okada began to rub herself as she enjoyed their sufferings.

	Chiyoko wanted to resist... to demonstrate her courage and resolve to Kazumi, but the ropes broke her will.  Nomura and Ohira grinned like wolves when Murakami gave Tomo the word to untie her.  She could barely stand when Tomo was done.  The blood rushed into the sore tissues between her legs making her whine in pain.  When she looked up she was faced with six hard pairs of eyes in cruel faces.  

	They were warriors with hard, powerful brown-skinned bodies.  She avoided looking at them, even though she felt their eyes violating her.  She kept her eyes down.  Kazumi snuck a glance at Nomura and Ohira when they began chuckling....their faces glowing with excitement and their lips wet with lust.  

	Kazumi shuddered as Tomo began untying her.  She suspected what was next and her stomach began churning with butterflies.  Ever since her capture she had wondered if they were going to rape her.  Looking at Murakami’s hard face and Ohira’s flat, cruel features and then at the lean, wolfish Nomura, Kazumi knew that they were going to be raped now....

	“Oh,” was all she said as she put her knuckle in her mouth. 

	She shook her head… rubbed her nose, which had begun itching and didn’t say anything.  Kazumi and Chiyoko stood there trembling.  Tomo barked at them to remove their clothing and give the garments to him.  Kazumi, like all women, feared rape, but like many women, had ambivalent feelings about it. 

	To be forced to have sex released a woman from being in control and if your body responded, it was not your fault that you behaved like a whore.  She was sickened that she had to strip herself naked not only in front of Murakami and the samurai, but especially the eta.  She couldn’t imagine a greater humiliation as a Japanese noblewoman..... 

	Kazumi was in turmoil, but she tried not to show her emotions.  Each man was going to take her dignity from her.  These men hated her father and she realized now that she was going to bear the full brunt of this hatred.  Kazumi’s eyes revealed her growing panic and sense of mortification, but both girls took deep breaths.... and began disrobing.  Kazumi bowed her head and removed her apron with trembling hands and gave it to Tomo.  Then her sash. Finally her kimono.  

	Kazumi showed goose bumps when she’d taken it off and handed it over.  Everyone could now see the curves and shape of her body, as she was now clad only in her undergarments.  Shivering with shame, she pulled off her thin cotton under-shirt.  Now, her breasts, capped with her brown nipples and areoles in all their glory, were exposed.    

	Their exposure caused a grunt from Ohira and crude, cruel comments from Nomura.  Now, only her thin, white cotton under-skirt covered her loins.  Then Tomo barked at her to remove that garment.  There was a hush in the chamber as her hairy mound, with its full-lipped treasure, peeked out from between her legs and the full ovals of her buttocks were revealed.  Chiyoko was made to strip and soon she was naked too; her fat tits, thighs and buttocks contrasted with her mistress’s slimmer curves.  

	Chiyoko had simply enormous tits for a Japanese woman.  They were as big as gourds, capped with dark brown nipples the size of a rose in full bloom.  Her hips were not as wide as Kazumi’s nor were her ass cheeks as round.  But, her skin was as smooth and inviting as Kazumi’s - a creamy yellow-white.  Her round, plump face was pretty with very full lips.

	Murakami got up, came over, grabbed Kazumi and made her spread her legs.  She gulped and shuffled her feet… trying to maintain her dignity.  She gasped and flinched involuntarily when he groped and rubbed her ass cheeks and then insinuated a finger all along her dark crack.  He began playing with her sex - exploring her labia, making her whimper and grunt. 

	Sticking a finger in her hot, oily honey-pot and then rubbing her nubbin, which had been chafed raw and swollen from the ropes, he played with her until her pussy began to weep.  Kazumi could not stop her cunt from getting hotter and wetter.  She could not stop herself from getting aroused.  The Daimyo took pains to point this out.  

	“YOU HAVE A WHORE’S CUNT.”

	Then, he explored her crack in back - fingering her anus.  Next, he grabbed her by the arm and pushed her over to a futon.  He grabbed the back of the neck and pushed her down so she ended up on her forearms and knees.  Kazumi went, “OH,” as the dark furred oval of her cunt and the tight, wrinkled rosette of her anus were obscenely displayed in this position. 

	Her genitals gaped open as the position canted her hips up to expose the moist, hot pink folds of her cunt.  He had full access to her now.  Kazumi felt herself letting go as the feelings of submissiveness began to overwhelm her.

	It was sheer humiliation as Murakami methodically examined her in front of everyone, including the untouchables.  He displayed her pussy and asshole to the others and pointed out its features, smell and wetness.  It was so humiliating to be examined like a slave or a whore.  He relished her discomfort enormously as he touched, separated, weighed, squeezed, pulled and manipulated her pussy and her asshole.  She kept her eyes closed, tossing her head in protest and moaning every once in awhile, as he felt her up. 

	He could tell that she was in emotional turmoil and her response made the encounter that much more fulfilling for him.  Her nipples erected in response to his playing with them.  Naked, and covered with goose bumps, she was a delectable morsel as he made her lie on her back and pull her legs up to her chest, so he could continue his exploration.  

	He pulled open her wet vaginal opening to let the juices flow down her ass crack.  Kazumi was humiliated as Ohira and Nomura joined in the fun by mocking her slutty readiness.  Tomo, holding Chiyoko, chuckled at what his Lord was doing.  Chiyoko stared with horrified eyes - realizing the same fate awaited her.  This

	aroused strong feelings in her as she watched Murakami manipulate the folds of her mistress’s cunt.  

	The Daimyo began flicking her clitoris.  By teasing it…. pulling on it and rubbing it, he made her wetter.  Watching her face for a reaction, he took his time and found a pattern that aroused her.  She began to pant - trying to control herself.  Her nubbin was sore from the ropes, but the teasing and the wetness made it impossible for her to resist becoming aroused.  

	So, she begged him, “do not humiliate me this way…please…do not degrade me…. do not put your hands on me………. Please….” 

	“Shut up… WHORE.” 

	She bit her lip and tried not to cry.  

	“Your hairy, smelly cunt wet is ready for sex - ISN’T IT WHORE? WHORE..........WHORE...........WHORE,” he spat at her.  Kazumi began to cry. 

	“I am going to show you what you really are - you are a stupid whore.  I will prove it to you.” 

	Now he began to rub her cunt lips and clit with two fingers - frigging her - masturbating her.  He wanted to make her climax.  She tried to resist and will herself not to feel anything but her cunt betrayed her.  Seeing her squirming trying to fight it, he pulled her up to a seated position and slapped her across the face.  

	Then he pushed her back down as he forced her legs against her tits again.  He rubbed her wet, slippery sex-lips and clitoris until he found a rhythm to make her moan.  The he worked his middle finger into her pussy hole. 

	He fingered her and worked a second finger in; then when he found the bumpy ridge he was looking for on the front wall of her sexhole, he pressed on it to make her groan.  Then just behind that he found what he was looking for – a little smooth area that as he rubbed it more and more.... began to SWELL.  

	He rubbed that spot harder and soon her cries and yelps were accompanied by a gush of juice from her urethra.  The Daimyo had made Kazumi spurt.  She was so humiliated that she wanted to vanish into thin air.  Chiyoko stared at her mistress’s wet hole – amazed at how much juice she had spurted.  Having done it once the Daimyo wasn’t satisfied until he made her gush another geyser of hot juice from her pussy.  The futon was soaked when he was done.  She was open and exposed… the position was degrading and shaming.  

	The Daimyo grinned as he looked at her sex-hole - wet, swollen and reddened.  He gripped her neck and turned her face towards him.  Kazumi tried hard not to show any emotion, but she was not in control of her feelings anymore.

	“WHORE,” she heard him chuckle.

	His cruel, wet smile showed briefly.  Kazumi felt a sinking feeling in her stomach and surrendered totally, as she realized what fate had in store for her.  He had already made her cum her despite her efforts to resist.  ‘What hope was there now?  None.’  So went her thinking.  ‘Just allow it to happen’, she thought to herself.  

	Kazumi had begun to accept what was her due when she saw him shedding his kimono and loincloth.  Soon he was naked.  His lust was obscenely obvious as his cock was hard, hot and fully erect.  He had olive brown skin that shone with oil and perspiration.  His powerful torso was almost hairless apart from the black hair in his groin.  

	He was stroking himself - the fingers of his right hand caressing the brown shaft, as Kazumi stared like a hypnotized bird.  She found herself watching, almost against her will,  as he deliberately pulled his foreskin back from the dark purple glans, displaying himself to her.  She could see the helmet head already glistening with the slimy discharge created by his growing excitement.  

	He cracked his knuckles; it made several ‘pops’.  He put his hands on his hips in a gesture that announced his swaggering leadership and this made the shaft of his uncircumcised penis rear up and the helmet swell.  He grinned, his lips slack and wet with lust as he saw her staring at it.  She was thinking, ‘it’s so hard’.  He took her chin and forced her head up. 

	“Please…PLEASE …please...”

	When he bent down to look at her pussy closely there, Kazumi knew he could smell her cunt.  

	He humiliated her again by saying, in front of the others, “look at how wet and smelly your cunt is – whore.”

	Then he began to masturbate her again.  Kazumi felt herself being pushed towards the edge.  She held her breath and bore down hard when he worked her cunt.  She wanted to resist him, but it was no use....

	She screamed, “Ohhhhhhh OOOOHHHH…........... Oh, Oh, OH, OH, OH…................oh….............uuuuuhhh,” and came again.  

	She thought to herself, ‘I’m a whore.  How could I do it?  How could I?’  She looked up into the Daimyo’s cruel face.  He was grinning at her. 

	“WHORE..........WHORE...........WHORE,” he spat at her cruelly again. 

	It’s all he said, but that said it all.  Kazumi felt degraded.  She stared at his erect cock.  It was fascinating…swollen and stiff with a foreskin that he frigged back and forth.  She begged him not to rape her, but deep down she knew it was no use.  Kazumi felt strange like she was another person watching herself at this point.  Murakami brandished his penis like a weapon as he grabbed her by the hair.  The slit at the tip leaked a clear slimy fluid.  Kazumi noticed the swollen veins all over the hard, brown shaft.  

	When she tried to pull back from him, he slapped her.  Then he shoved his cock towards her face.  This was especially degrading for Kazumi.  Sucking a man’s cock was only for whores.  No decent woman would ever be expected to take a man’s cock in her mouth.  She pulled away.  At the same time, Ohira and Nomura had begun to force their cocks on Chiyoko, who began to resist with all her strength. 

	“Do not do this to me...Oh…...Please.....please…PLEASE do not do this to me,” Chiyoko begged.

	But then Ohira, quick as a cobra, cocked his right arm and punched Chiyoko right in the pit of her stomach.  She never saw it coming and was helpless to avoid the blow that landed heavily in the pit of her belly.  

	She went, “oooooffffffhhh,” sagged and bent over in pain.  

	She grabbed her belly, but quick as a snake, he punched her again… lower down.  The sound of his fist hitting her belly produced an audible – “THUD”.  Chiyoko grabbed herself there and began to sag to the floor, but he grabbed her by her arm and pulled her up.  Pushing her against a post, Ohira stood her up and punched her again…and then a fourth time.  She groaned and sagged, and grabbed her stomach wherever he hit her.  When she sagged and looked like she was going to fall, he kept pulling her up so he could punch her again.  

	He made a cruel game of it; punching her in the belly wherever she left herself open.  He’d punch her just below her solar plexus, and when she put her hands there to protect herself, she exposed another part of her stomach.  That’s where he punched her next.  He hit her hard - the fatty layers there did little to help her withstand the almost genital torment that erupted when the punches landed.

	The sick sound of his fists hitting her in the belly went on and on.  Chiyoko groaned and cried out as he beat her methodically.  The pain exploded throughout her entire stomach.  When he finally let her arm go, she collapsed and sagged in seeming slow motion to the floor clutching her belly.  Groaning and sobbing, she rolled around like a beaten dog.  He pulled her to her feet.  She came up clutching her stomach.  The pain was a dull ache…and not wanting any more… she bowed her head in total submission.  

	Ohira stood there with his legs spread - his cock still hard, relishing every sign of her increasing submission: the trembling of her limbs and the sheen of sweat of sweat on her face.  Nomura had been watching admiringly as his comrade beat the pretty, plump servant girl.  In the end, Chiyoko had to submit totally.  It was a simple beating, but something powerfully sexual.  The pain in her belly guaranteed that she would obey him completely.  He pushed her down to her knees.  Chiyoko realized, at that moment, that this aroused so many different emotions in her.  On one hand she wanted to hold onto her dignity. 

	But, there was something in her that wanted her to be exposed and debased and used.  And the discovery of these feelings was deeply disturbing for her.  She hated them on one hand and on the other she yearned for submission.  Now, she was naked and beaten....and she too, like her mistress, felt no more responsibility to resist.  She was very aware of her pussy throbbing as she knelt before the hulking, naked samurai.

	Murakami had Kazumi by the hair.  She stared at his rampant erection right in her face.  The Daimyo’s hard penis reared back towards his abdomen from the black hair at his groin.  He stroked the shaft, rolling the foreskin back so the glans showed polished and gleaming with the wetness already leaking from the hole at the tip.  He grinned as he enjoyed his domination of the pretty young woman before him.  She was obviously intimidated by his rampant cock....his powerful maleness.

	He began rubbing the head of his cock all over Kazumi’s face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over her face.  Then, upping the degradation level higher, he forced open her mouth, yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth.  He enjoyed the feeling of her lips wrapped around the head of his cock.  Tomo watched with an erection, as did Minoru - both men enjoying what Kazumi was being forced to do.  

	And when she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock over its silky surface, getting it wet and harder, Tomo elbowed his moronic assistant and chuckled at Kazumi’s sluttish behavior.  Soon the Daimyo had his cock all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby….

	At first she could take most of his length into her mouth.  Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, Kazumi gagged.  Then Murakami, grabbing her by the hair in one hand and his cock in the other, made her take more of it…taking all the control away from her.  Kazumi’s mouth began drooling…...getting wet and sloppy like her pussy.  Soon, the Daimyo was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her.  He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe.  He had a fair-sized cock and now he set the pace.  

	He commanded her, “Suck it”.  

	With her hot mouth engulfing his most prized possession, his cock reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for Kazumi.  He forced it all the way to the opening of her throat - past the back of her tongue and this made her gag over again and again. 

	She would cough and gag and he would take it out to let her get a breath.  With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth salivating like mad, she was just a little fuck puppet now.  And after having caught her breath, Murakami would grab her by her hair – yank her head around a little and then holding his cock in one hand like a weapon.........force her to suck it again.  A very cruel routine.

	When he went slowly, she could handle it and only gag a little.  But when he began fucking her faster, harder and deeper, he made her drool and gag, cough and sputter.  Kazumi’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue.  She struggled to control her gag reflex.  

	His excitement by now had gone to the “next level”.  He grabbed her head in both hands and just fucked her face.  The slow, rhythmic pace was gone.  Kazumi began to feel that she was going to choke to death.  Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax.  Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks.  She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down her chin to wet her tits....

	She was of two minds: on one hand it was rough and unpleasant…he was raping her mouth…. and on the other hand - she was aroused.  It stimulated her to have a man take control of her and use her for his pleasure.  Her buttons were being pushed - the more Murakami took control of her, the more aroused Kazumi became against her will.  

	Soon her pussy was very wet again and began to drool down her thighs.  With both hands on his hips she tried to hold him back…she banged on him with her balled fists to make him give her a breather – hungry for air.  Murakami stopped only for a moment; then he resumed reaming her mouth.  Kazumi tried not to gag, to wipe her nose, and choke on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth.  Kazumi couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her breasts.  She was soon a sloppy mess.

	Ohira, fully erect, had the biggest cock of the three men.  He had worked his big cock into Chiyoko’s mouth a little at a time until he had it all the way in to the opening of her throat... making her gag and as she gagged, it made her whole body convulse embarrassingly and she farted.  

	This was very degrading and humiliating.  She worried she might wet herself too.  His hands were tangled in her hair.  This, too, only seemed to inflame him as he pushed his cock into her throat.  Then, something snapped in Chiyoko and she just went limp like a doll. 

	Soon, with her lips wrapped around his shaft and her tongue on the underside, his cock went in all the way and Ohira felt the tickle that told him he was almost at his precious moment.  His hips did a little jig, his breathing became labored, he began to grunt, and then he rammed his cock in deep and held it there.  Chiyoko gagged as the first spurts of his ejaculation hit the opening to her throat. 

	He kept spurting: six or seven big gushes.  Semen backed up and shot out of her mouth in a torrent.  There was so much.  She had to gulp and gulp to swallow the large load.  Gagging, she coughed and it was a sloppy, wet cough.  His cock popped out and the last spurts splashed on her lips, nose and chin.  

	She moaned when he milked the last blob of semen on her face.  He shook off the last few droplets on her too and used the tip of his cock to smear cum all over her lips, nose and mouth.  She was a mess when he was done.  Her eyes were red - saliva and semen everywhere and her lips were  swollen.  He had no intention of allowing her to wipe her face.  He made sure she left it there to humiliate her further.  

	To humiliate Kazumi, Murakami made her kiss his cock like a lover and then he forced it in all the way until the tip made the bend at the back of her throat.  He made her retch and then he took it out, slapped her face with it, and then rubbed the wet tip all over her mouth, nose and cheeks.  Kazumi was emotionally spent - she had gotten very hot and wet from having her mouth raped.  Soon, he grabbed her head and with both hands pulled her face back and forth until he came...forcing her to swallow most of his discharge.  What did not land in her mouth was sprayed over her lips, nose and chin.

	Then the Daimyo, with a gesture, encouraged Nomura to take a turn and face-fuck the daughter of his rival.  Nomura strode over.  He was average in height, dark complexioned and lean in weight with an average sized penis, like the Daimyo’s.  His cock was very dark - the purple head prominent.  

	Kazumi, in a trance now, bent to the task of sucking it - gagging and drooling as he pulled her head back and forth to fuck her mouth.  It didn’t take him long and soon his precious moment arrived.  What semen didn’t end up in her mouth ended up on her face.  The taste, the texture and the power of his maleness - the thought of the baby-making potency in his salty, sweet emission worked its magic on her.  Her face was now very sloppy.

	Ohira, with his hulking, wrestler’s physique and his belly running to fat, was hard again.  Kazumi stared at him, as he announced that he was going to fuck her mouth.  She was startled at the size of Ohira’s penis.  It was longer than the others…and as thick as her wrist.  How had Chiyoko taken it in her mouth?  

	Ohira swaggered over, grabbed her by the hair and positioned the wide, shiny, purple head against Kazumi’s closed mouth.  She tried to resist, but it was a token response, a foolish gesture.  She struggled to turn her face away, whimpering.  He slapped her and she just gave in.  He forced it in and it made her cheeks balloon; then he thrust it to the entrance to her throat and she began gagging and drooling all over again.

	Sweating, drooling and gagging, Kazumi was used by Ohira as a simple fuck hole.  He used her hair to pull her mouth on and off his cock until he filled her mouth with a big load of semen.  He came a lot.  She coughed and it flew out of her mouth and even her nose in a torrent.  He pulled it out when he was still cumming and a wad landed on her nose.  

	Kazumi gagged and tried to spit out what was in her mouth earning her a slap across the face from the hulking samurai.  Lesser spurts splashed over her face, her nose, mouth and chin.  He rammed it back in for her to suck again ....then took it out and holding it in one hand used the tip to smear the cum spattered all over her face.  

	All the while Kazumi moaned and whimpered.  Afterwards, she was defiled with nasty mixture of his cum and saliva - a frothy mess.  Nomura shoved his cock in Chiyoko’s mouth to have her suck his cock as the Daimyo motioned to Tomo that he and Minoru were going to be allowed to have Kazumi service them too.

	Tomo was obsessed with Kazumi and had all he could do to not show his excitement when he bound her.  It was normally impossible for someone like Tomo to have sexual access to a girl like Kazumi.  As he advanced on her, Kazumi stared fearfully at him and his imbecilic assistant and began whimpering.  

	Tomo smiled and encouraged Minoru to take out his cock for her to suck.  Minoru was a young strong nineteen year old.  He was big and thick boned.  When he pulled out his cock, Kazumi gasped.   He was almost the same size as Ohira.  Another big cock to gag her.

	To encourage her to do her best, Tomo began pinching, pulling and twisting her nipples.  He took his cock out from under his loincloth – already nice and hard - as Kazumi began worshipping Minoru’s cock.  Slowly, sweetly and with soft, sucking kisses and wet licks up and down the shaft - to licking up the pre-cum from his leaking piss-slit – and finally sucking it, Kazumi gave pleasure to the imbecile’s phallus.  

	Tomo came over to stand right next to his assistant.  Minoru had his head back, with his eyes closed as Kazumi fellated him.  She looked over to steal a glance at Tomo’s penis and testicles.

	Their cocks were so different.  Tomo’s was smaller, older with a hard brown shaft and a pinkish-gray knob.  His balls were in a loose sack.  The veins were prominent and his pubic hair was speckled with gray.  Minoru’s cock was long and thick with a long turtleneck of a foreskin and smelly, wet, purple cockhead.   His balls were contained in a tight brown sack.  He had very little pubic hair.  Tomo, at that moment, shoved his cock in her face and made her lick under his foreskin very carefully.  She smelled the musky odor.  He was soon dribbling.  It had a slippery, silky feel to it, and was surprisingly sweet. 

	As she went from one penis to the other, to Tomo's surprise, Kazumi began moaning, showing her excitement.  This was, of course, another humiliation. The noblewoman was showing her arousal at her degradation.  They both watched transfixed as she took in several more inches of Minoru’s cock so that it was right at the opening to her throat; so much so that she began to tear up, choke and gag again.  

	As her saliva mixed with the secretions from his cock it formed slippery goo that he took delight in rubbing all over her face whenever he pulled his cock out.  She would then kiss, lick and suck on Tomo’s cock as the boy smeared the slimy stuff all over her face....

	She opened her mouth even before she was told to, far enough so that she could take in about four or five inches of the imbecile’s cock.  She held one in each hand and alternated going from one to the other.  Minoru used every bit of his will power and self control to keep from cumming as she slobbered her pink tongue all around the head of his dick and up and down the shaft, making “kissy” sounds as she pressed her lips up against his straining manhood.

	He dripped sweat all over her as she worshipped both cocks.  When she did not show the proper enthusiasm for his penis, Tomo pinched and stretched her nipples demandingly.  She was thus “encouraged” until she performed to his satisfaction.  The Daimyo and his two retainers chuckled at this.  They were enjoying the opportunity to torment and degrade a rival lord’s daughter, and her “performance” with the two untouchables was enough to delight even the most jaded samurai.

	Then the two used her mouth like a pussy.  Face-fucking her until she gagged and coughed up their pre-cum and her saliva.  Kazumi struggled to take their cocks and not gag, but it was not to be.  The teenage imbecile came first - a huge amount – his penis erupting like a fire-hose.  

	The torrents were so thick that Kazumi pulled back and they continued with such force that for a moment it looked like he was pissing semen instead of ejaculating.  He got it back in her mouth and forced it in deep until he was finished.  Afterwards, his erection didn’t diminish.  The imbecile had tremendous sexual power.

	“Keep your mouth open," Tomo rasped at her as he took a step closer - holding his cock in one hand. 

	Spreading his legs, he brought the head of his cock close to Kazumi’s face.  The muscles in their thighs and abdomen began to tense up as jerked off - until finally he began to cum.  The blast caught Kazumi in the face, some going in her mouth, the rest splattering her cheek and pasting strands of her hair to her face.  

	Tomo quickly grabbed her by the hair, yanking it hard as he alternated from her open mouth to spurting on her face until his balls drained.  Minoru then fucked her mouth again until he jetted a second time.  Both men had been very excited.  Minoru finished by milking his prick and shaking the last few drops onto her face.  The taste of all the semen she had been given was overwhelming to her.  Each man tasted so different.  

	Tomo’s and Nomura’s ejaculation was smaller and clumpy.  Salty and a little sickening.  Minoru’s and Ohira’s were copious and sweeter, but still salty and runny.  All of them had been on the sexual edge and came quickly.  Both eta had been ready to rut since they tied her. 

	Both her face and her servant’s face were sticky with streamers and blobs of warm semen.  Tomo grinned - a satisfied look on his face. His aim had been good; he had sprayed his seed on her cheeks, chin and lips.  Minoru had gotten his seed on her nose, cheeks and even in her hair.  Tomo wiped up some of the semen, made her open her mouth, and then wiped it on her tongue.

	After this the Daimyo and his samurai then sat down to eat, leaving the women to huddle together on the futon.  After consuming a full plateful of food, the Daimyo got up, grabbed Kazumi, forced her to lie on her back with her legs open and showing her his erection, began to use his penis to tease her.  He teased her vaginal opening, the sensitive lips and her “pearl”, her clitoris.  It felt so arousing, so good as he did that.  She couldn’t help herself.  She wanted him to stop, but another part of her wanted him to keep doing it.  He made her wet again.  

	When she moaned, he smiled and said, “you like that don’t you whore?” 

	Then he pressed the head against her vaginal opening, the pressure on the sphincter hurt a little.  Kazumi began to beg, really to babble as he took his time, enjoying his control over her.  He pushed harder.  Kazumi could feel the pressure and wanted to scoot her hips out of the way.  He made sure she stayed put; he had Ohira hold her wrists as he prolonged the moment when his penis would pop inside her. 

	Even though she was wet and juicy…to Kazumi it felt at first like she was being torn…. and then the alien thing was forcing its way into her.  She cried out as it stretched open the mouth of her vagina.  He used force and pushed harder.  The stretching of her vagina was too much for Kazumi and she covered her face in shame.  

	He slapped her.  For a moment she thought she was in a dream.  It hurt.  He took his penis out.  Holding his organ in his hand, wet with her secretions, he reached down and spread her wet sex open wider with his other hand.  When Kazumi complained and whimpered, he slapped her across the face again. 

	“Shut up you stupid whore,” he cursed at her. 

	He forced his cock back into her smelly sex again.  It felt good and ached at the same time.  He lay down on her and put his hands under her buttocks for leverage.  He then began to thrust into her slowly at first and then when he got more excited, he fucked her harder. 

	Kazumi had her hands on his upper arms and just held on.  What he was doing to her in her cunt hurt, but it was starting to feel good too.  Kazumi felt her vagina being stretched.  Her labia were oh so sore and tender.  His cock also felt hot inside her, hot and hard.  His penetration hurt, but the feeling of being penetrated aroused other feelings in her too.  

	One part of Kazumi was not really surprised at this, and now, taken against her will Kazumi felt hot feelings building up in her loins as the Daimyo raped her.  He quickened his thrusts and gasped quickly several times.  Then he grunted. Kazumi realized that he was discharging his seed into her. 

	She was horrified, and wondered if she would become pregnant.  His organ throbbed and twitched as he completed the act of intercourse.  He looked down and smiled at her as he pulled it out.  It made a sound like a mule pulling his foot out of gooey mud.  She had not cum, but still felt the warm itch in her pussy.  His seed began to drool from her stretched, hot hole......

	He leaned back and took a deep breath.  Kazumi lay on the futon, his semen starting to run out of her pussy, down the crack.  She closed her eyes.  She felt so violated and still open and somehow ready to cum – to have an orgasm.  Then, she looked over and saw that Ohira was beginning to fuck Chiyoko. Wedging himself between her spread legs, Ohira used his thick cudgel cock like a weapon and pushed against the plump servant girl’s vaginal opening, forcing open the folds of the wet flesh. 

	She panted and gasped, as she felt the walls of her pussy being slowly spread apart again, but very wide as he used his cock as an intruder to force his way into her.  She groaned in pleasure-pain as her womanhood was violated, stretched wide and opened.  She was sweating heavily, and grunting shamelessly.  

	She felt stuffed, her body impaled, as his cock squeezed further into her tight vaginal sheath.  He was slowly opening her, his big, fat cock reaching places deep inside her, creating an intense sensation of fullness. 

	By the time he finally bottomed out, Chiyoko was overwhelmed, gasping and moaning.  Her mouth stretched wide but she made no sound for a few moments and it was only as he drew back and rammed her again that her cry echoed round the room.  The hulking samurai slammed against into her again and again; fucking her in a raw rhythm that bruised the delicate inner tissues of her vagina.  But as he continued his violation, she began to respond.

	“Aaaaaaah. It h-h-hurts...please...please...pleee...oooooohhh.

	Oh…OH…OH…OH…OH…AAHHHH…OOHHHH….AAAHHHH…OOOOHHHH.” 

	As Ohira raped her, Nomura came over to play with her tits as she began to feel herself approaching an orgasm.  One part of her didn’t want to let the brutish Ohira have this victory over her, but she couldn’t help respond to the stretching pressure and tantalizing friction in her sex-hole.  

	When her orgasm exploded Chiyoko almost passed out.  From its epicenter deep inside her ......her orgasm quickly blossomed out in intensely pleasurable waves that went up into her belly and down her thighs.  She gave herself over to her orgasm completely, making no attempt whatever to control her writhing body or stifle the animalistic sounds that poured from some deep, primitive place inside her.  

	“OHHHHHHH....AAAAAAAHHHHHH......OHHHHH...AHHHHHHHH.”

	Ohira was pleased with himself as he looked down at her sweaty face…the sweat was just dripping off her.  Then he pulled his still hard cock out of her pussy, which now gaped open.  To her shame, she had cum from being raped in front of her mistress.  There was no mistaking it…her body and the sounds she made told the story.  Chiyoko had orgasmed like a common whore as Ohira raped her.  Ohira had not cum yet and his big cock was still hard as a club.  The Daimyo saluted his number one with a raised cup of sake.  

	Ohira pulled out, but he made her turn over and get on her knees and elbows as he got behind her - grinning.  He wagged his cock around and slapped it against her cheeks.  He ran the tip over her hole teasing her, and then he just took her roughly forcing his thick cock inside her already wet hole.  He took his time, but she was very wet.  Ohira forced his cock in her up to his balls, making her groan.  

	Seeing that she responded to being fucked hard and deep, he forced his cock in as far as it would go deep, as deep as he could get it.  It just touched her cervix and she groaned.  But he found that in the dog position that there was a spot just inside her hole if he put pressure there right on the G-spot, the urethral sponge, he could make her groan and moan.  This is where he concentrated; working that spot.  Chiyoko felt the building tickle inside her that told her she was making another climb to an orgasm.

	She came again…her cries ending in a shriek.  Ohira then began to speed up and grunting, his fucking reached a crescendo and his balls pulled up tight against his groin in their sack, and he began ejaculating with a roar.  His seed filled her and began squirting out from between their tightly connected genitals.  When he pulled out, her sex hole was red, swollen and gaped open, and drooled his heavy load of cum.

	Very quickly the Daimyo stepped up to take a turn.  He was hard, hot and erect again and quickly forced the purple head of his veined cock into Chiyoko’s still spasming and drooling hole.  He wasted no time.  He slammed forward, pushing into her and his cock slid deep into her hole for a fuck. 

	Crying and moaning, she could only wriggle her ass.  Ohira and Nomura grinned at one another as they held her for their Daimyo to take his pleasure.  For almost ten minutes Murakami raped her.  Then he pulled out.  He grabbed a fistful of her beautiful black hair, now matted with sweat, and jerked her head back.

	The Daimyo got behind her and spread her already messy butt cheeks.  He spit on her anus and began to work the purple head of his cock into the servant girl’s shithole.  Chiyoko cried out as he forced the nasty penetration on her.  She had never been subjected to this and she resisted or tried to.  Ohira’s flat, brown bestial face broke out in a grin.  

	The Daimyo celebrated by thrusting his cock against her tight sphincter.  Chiyoko grunted as once again she felt his cock burrowing inside her, spreading her anal walls apart, reaming her tight channel and putting pressure on the front wall of her pussy - on her G-spot.  She felt a rush of hot pleasure as he grabbed her hips and began thrusting, pumping his cock into her hard and fast. 

	She became completely unraveled, shaking her head from side to side and beating her fists against the futon, all the while delivering an unbroken babble of screams, groans and cries as he reamed her out.  She wouldn't have thought it possible, after the initial hurt, but her rectum enjoyed the feelings of being penetrated.  Murakami had hit a sensitive spot inside her. 

	Then he grunted something to Ohira who grabbed her by the shoulders as the Daimyo pulled her back.  She ended up lying on Murakami with his cock still buried in her asshole.  Nomura then shuffled forward on his knees to penetrate her pussy.  He worked his cock into her hole already wet with his comrade’s ejaculation and her own copious juices.  The pressure of two cocks, especially the Daimyo’s in her sexhole left her feeling so stuffed.

	Then Nomura began to fuck her.  Slowly at first and then as the stretched her out again, he began to thrust more forcefully.  The Daimyo began to hump up as much as his position would allow and both men then double fucked the young woman.  It only took a moment, but Chiyoko came again.  Very noisy, she grunted and then groaned and finally shrieked as she climaxed hard.

	The Daimyo, feeling her vaginal contractions, grunted and yelled when he ejaculated, but he pulled out so that a thin white ribbon of semen spurted over Nomura’s balls and slopped back down and landed on her shit-hole.  Chiyoko closed her eyes and just moaned.  When he was done, she was a sloppy mess.  Nomura pulled out and scooped up some of the mess drooling from her stretched, swollen anus and made her open her mouth to wipe it on her tongue. 

	She just opened her mouth like a baby, she was beyond caring - she was feeling so many emotions:  the afterglow of cumming - the humiliation and the degradation she felt.  The Daimyo barked at her that she made a mess and grabbing her by the hair forced her face down to Nomura’s crotch to make her lick up the semen which had wet his balls.   

	Ohira then got Kazumi on her back and pushed her thighs up against her breasts.  Following this, he mounted her.  Nomura held her by her wrists.  But soon, he grabbed her ankles to pull them up and over her head, so his hulking partner could fuck the noblewoman’s spread open pussy.  Ohira fucked Kazumi for ten minutes before he began to taunt her.

	“What do you want, whore,” he asked gruffly?

	“Please, please,” she whimpered, hoping he would stop humiliating her, but knowing otherwise.

	He tightened his grip on her hipbones, and Nomura held her face so she couldn’t hide.  Ohira found her clit and began diddling it, causing her to shudder. When she continued to resist, he slapped her face.  He wanted her to verbally submit and kept after her….

	“Tell me whore. Tell me what you want.”

	She was close to being beaten and knew it. 

	"Fuck me…...........fuck me….......... FUCK ME,” she panted in a voice choked with emotion, her tone revealing her shame. 

	Ohira grinned at his victory over her and motioned for Nomura to let her go.  Then he really pounded her hard.  During this time Kazumi came not once but twice.  She felt the stretching pressure in her pussy and when he bottomed out and pounded the head of his cock into her epicenter, Kazumi had her first uterine orgasm.  Ohira pounded her to a second convulsive orgasm, making her shriek.  Ohira finally ejaculated into her vagina. 

	Kazumi came as hard from Ohira’s big cock stretching her as her servant did.  After this, the three men kept taking turns with the two women over the next hour.  Each time one of them came.....they mocked the girls for being whores.  Ohira grabbed Kazumi by the hair, pulled her to her knees and scooped some semen from her drooling cunt and made her open her mouth.  He wiped his messy fingers on her tongue.  Kazumi felt completely degraded.  They just left both women on the futon - flopped there like fish that had been landed and left to die.  They had been reduced to sloppy used whores..... their pussies very sore, wet and oozing semen.  Then the Daimyo let Tomo and Minoru fuck Kazumi.  This was a terrible degradation.  

	They were untouchables.  After each man had cum in Kazumi’s sex-hole, Tomo stuck a finger inside her to release the cum, and when it really began running down her crack he scooped it up to make her take it in her mouth. She cringed and tried to pull back to avoid the indignity, but like everything else that had been done to her, there was no escape. The Daimyo dismissed both etas after this.

	Ohira got hard again.  He wanted more of Kazumi.  He sported another hot, hard erection…his fat cock reared back and looked like the flared head of a cobra.  He made Kazumi face away, bend down, spread her legs and pull her cheeks apart.  He spit on her anus to get it wet.  He pressed and pushed on the opening with his finger.  Feeling the muscular ring flex and tighten, he smiled and then slowly and sadistically forced his finger into her hole, twisting and pressing against the grip of her muscles until he reached her inner sphincter.  

	He forced it open and then it gripped his finger involuntarily.  He grinned at the pleasure of violating her there and making her squirm.  It hurt and she didn’t want to him to violate her there.  Everyone knew that only whores were abused that way.  She cringed when the Daimyo had sodomized Chiyoko in front of her.

	“OOOOOOOOOhhhhhhh…...............Naaaahhhh.”

	Her scream was more helpless outrage at the invasion than any real pain as his finger sank past the knuckle until his hand was pressed deep into the cleft of her buttocks.  Her breath whistled through her nose as she pressed her lips together, trying not to react as he slowly twisted and turned his finger inside her rectum. It was no use…every twist and turn made her groan.  At last he pulled free and she gasped again. 

	“Let us see if my “snake” will fit,” Ohira said as he spit on her anus again. 

	Using his saliva and the mess in her pussy, he lubricated her anus and then rubbed the head of his cock against the tight opening in a sort of threatening way.  As if to say, “this is where I’m going to fuck you next.” 

	Kazumi struggled to get away.  In the end she was forced to lie on her belly and stare into space as the hulking samurai pushed his cock against the tight, resisting brown ring of her anus.  It hurt as it stretched the sphincter.  It felt so much bigger than his finger.  She cried out and began to beg.  He spit on her anus again and again and scooped up the mess drooling from her sexhole to add to the

	lubrication.  Being spit on was a violation to her.  It was degrading to have someone spit on you.  But all the more so in preparation for being sodomized.

	“Nuh-nuh-p-p-please...uuuh, nah, N-naaaaah, Oh p-please … ah-aaah...aaaah. Oh Nooooooooo.”

	Indifferent to her pleas and wails of protest, Ohira worked his cock into the buttery depths of her rectum until his pubic hair was tickling her crack.  He paused and adjusted his position, grabbed her by the hair, and then began to sodomize her forcefully.  It was all long slow strokes that brought fresh grunts and cries with each thrust.  Spread open, Kazumi was unable to resist in any meaningful way.  He used her hair like the reins on a horse to ride her. 

	The stretching of her shit-hole and the deep intrusion of his cock into her rectum was painful at first for her.  Her sphincters were very tight.  But this forced intrusion into her most personal hole was another physical sensation that she soon found had pleasures of its own for her to experience.  What it said about her was not good by the standards of her class, but there was no denying that some part of her responded this new nasty use of her body by a man.

	All she could do was bang her fists against the floor and thrash her head from side to side.  Even breathing was a torment as Ohira kept his weight on her. She cried and yelped during most of the time he reamed her shit-hole.  He even made her rub her clitoris as he sodomized her.  He wanted her to cum this way adding to his amusement and her shame.  And to no one’s surprise, even Kazumi’s, she had an orgasm.

	“Oh….oh…..oh….uh…uh…UHHHHH…UHHHHHH….UHHHHHH.”

	At last his movements quickened and he grunted like an animal as she felt the warm spurting discharge deep inside her shit-hole.  He lay down on her fully. He finally pulled it out.  He let the final dribble of semen land on the dark, swollen ring of her anus.  There was semen pooled in her stretched sore rectum. He told Nomura that Kazumi was now, “his shit-hole slut.”  Kazumi rolled the words over in her mind as she touched her sore anus: ‘a shit-hole slut.  I am a shit-hole slut’. 

	At Ohira’s direction, she had to stick her finger in her asshole.  Then he made her smell her dirty finger and lick it clean.  Then he made her suck his dirty cock clean.  He took every opportunity to degrade her.  She wanted to maintain her dignity, but by having cum like a ordinary whore, even as she was sodomized, she had nothing left.  No dignity, no self-esteem, nothing.  Ohira had raped her mind as well as her body. 

	The Daimyo finally examined her cunt.  It was wet and open.  The outer labial folds were swollen.  The sensitive flesh wet inner labia showed deep red. Her anus was open and slack.  He could see inside.  Her shit-hole had been stretched into an ‘O’, a toothless mouth.  It was a sore, loose open hole, drooling semen. 

	There was semen on her face, neck, hair, tits, belly, thighs and ass.  They had totally used and abused her.

	But they were not done with both girls however.  Murakami had one final indignity for Kazumi and Chiyoko.  Whispering to them in a mocking voice…he called them ‘his whores’, as he took hold of his cock - made them kneel side-by-side and open their mouths.  Then he urinated.  He aimed his hot, yellow stream at their faces and barked at them to keep their mouths open so that he use them like the latrine.   

	As he pissed into their mouths, both women gagged.  He did not rush.  In fact he stopped his stream twice.  He wanted them to experience it totally.  Both women shuddered at this most degrading violation....a new depth of being violated.  Nomura came over and taking his cock out, began pissing on their faces as well.  Combined with the urge to gag and wanting to vomit…it aroused an even deeper level of masochism in both women, but especially in Chiyoko.  

	Retching and gagging, Kazumi wanted to close her mouth as Nomura pissed, but the Daimyo made it clear that they were both to keep their mouths open, letting the urine run in and out, to pour down the fronts of their bodies.  Murakami made Chiyoko swallow....seeing how she reacted, he pressed her to accept this additional defilement.

	Both of them could barely stand at the end of the ordeal.  They were allowed to dress in their soiled kimonos as a guard showed up to escort them back to their cell.  Nineteen year old Kazumi and twenty year old Chiyoko laid on their tatamis naked under thin cotton blankets that night in their little cells and relived the experience.  

	The rope torture had been a terrible experience.  The parts where they  had experienced arousal were the most disturbing of all.  But in the end, what lingered were the feelings of being aroused to orgasms and the intense emotions that were stirred up inside both women as a result of their abuse. 

	Kazumi had been forced to confront a hidden side.  To have men force her and to respond shocked her.  She found it hard to reconcile her body’s response to being abused and raped.  The growing warmth and wetness between her legs…...the swelling of her breasts and nipples…...once those feelings started, it had been impossible to make them stop.  Chiyoko was very disturbed too.  She had shown how low she could go, or had she?

	The next two days were agony.  All they could do was wait and worry about what was in store for them.  Kazumi meditated to steel herself for whatever was to come… She wondered if she would be made to confess.  Chiyoko worried about the cross they found on her.  If they accused her of being a Christian, and wanted her to confess to those charges, and she refused - she knew that torture and banishment awaited her.  If so, how she would hold up under torture?  

	Kazumi wondered if she would ever be returned her to her father.  Would she be exiled?   If she became an embarrassment to her father, would he take her back?  She decided she must not confess to any charges they brought against her.  If she was tortured…...she must hold out - survive the torture and show them by her courage and conviction that she was innocent.  She wondered if she could hold out.  And the suspense was a torment - making her wait and agonize...a terrible ordeal.  

	Chiyoko and Kazumi both decided to hold out.  It had already been decided that Kazumi would be presented with a confession that she was a spy. Chiyoko would be accused of being a Christian.  If they refused to sign the confessions, both women knew that torture was next.  The official proceedings were almost never conducted unless there was every reason to believe that the suspects would confess publicly--because the confession had already been obtained, written out, and sealed before the official trial began.  It was always done that way. 

	The official appearance before the magistrate was a formality.  Failure to obtain such a public confession would bring disgrace to Lord Murakami’s house. Naturally, the ideal was to obtain the confession without the use of torture by questioning alone - skill at which was a point of pride.  If it wasn't, then torture was the only way to get the required confession.  Anything less was not acceptable.  The old jailer came by to look after them. 

	He spoke to Kazumi, looked at her sadly and said, “When they bring you before the judge and ask you to confess - don’t let them torture you.  Tell them what they want - don’t let them do unspeakable things to you.”

	Kazumi was startled by his words. Touched too, but confessing was not in her mind. Still, it was a generous gesture and she appreciated the old man’s kind words.

	Chapter 3   

	Tortures and Confession

	Three men came to their cells in turn: a police official, Ohira and Nomura.  The policeman questioned Kazumi, accused her of being a spy.  He accused Chiyoko of being a Christian.  He offered both women a written confession for them to sign.  Kazumi and Chiyoko both politely refused.  So he threatened each of them with torture.  They still refused.  So, then both had their wrists tied behind their backs. 

	The three men took both women to a special place: the “drilling room” (sensakujo) located deep inside the ro-yashiki.  There were two executors - in this case Tomo and his assistant, Minoru.  And by official law a doctor, named Maeda, was in attendance to insure safety.  But he was there mostly to provide a written document that if anyone died - it happened under legal supervision. 

	The chamber was dark and dank.  The walls were festooned with coils of rope, manacles, leather and cloth cuffs, whips, gags, paddles, and rods made from bamboo and birch.  Puddles of light were created by a half dozen oil lamps, but the room's edges and the beamed ceiling remained dark.  

	A fire pit, off to one side, glowed with hot embers.  A handful of copper prods had turned red-hot in the coals.  The banked fire filled the air with an acrid smoke that left a blue haze in the room.  The place stank.  The smell of excitement, urine, sweat and fear filled the room.  Kazumi began shivering......

	The first proscribed torture was whipping (mutchiuchi).  Sometimes a female prisoner (joshu), especially a servant, would be discretely exposed for this.  Approval had been granted to flog both women in the nude. 

	Tomo roughly told them, “strip.”  

	They had no choice and it was mortifying to be forced to disrobe, but soon both were naked.  There was a sheen of sweat on Kazumi’s upper lip and her underarms were damp with fear.  Chiyoko began weeping a little - sounding for all the world like a little girl.  Her tears dripped down to wet her breasts as she stood there in humiliation.  Her fat, floppy breasts jiggled, swayed and bobbed every time she moved.  There was nothing she could do about it.  All her feminine charms were on display.  The hot flush of embarrassment colored Kazumi’s face.  She was exposing not only her breasts but her buttocks and pubic hair to commoners..... 

	Both were tied with their arms behind their backs - the ropes going above and below the breasts and around the upper arms with their forearms bound on top of each other with their wrists tied together.  Made to kneel, a stout rope was passed around them and held by taut by two guards. 

	Tomo and Minoru used a special scourge for this torture called a shimoto.  About twenty inches long, at the thick end it was three inches in diameter and the narrow end tapered down to an inch where it was wrapped in leather to form a handle.  It was constructed from two thin bamboo canes laid side-by-side and wrapped lengthwise in hempen cloth, and then hemp twine was wrapped crosswise the whole length.  The business end was exposed with the bamboo shredded like a brush to make it hurt more.

	Tomo stood beside Kazumi and raised the weapon over his head.  Then with a mighty exertion he swung it down in an arc.  It whistled through the air and landed with a cruel sound – “WHIP”. Kazumi grunted in pain; it hurt worse than she imagined.  He used the scourge to beat Kazumi on the middle of her back. The shimoto made cruel hard stinging sounds as it landed.....

	WHIP…...........WHIP….....WHIP...........WHIP.

	Tomo changed sides often and made the blows land as hard as he could.  Soon her flesh was scored with a dozen angry red weals.  He beat her until she fainted.  Minoru scourged Chiyoko until she was screaming.  After they revived Kazumi with smelling salts, the doctor examined her.  She whimpered and begged for mercy. 

	“Please…..................no.....more…please….....oh………………please…...........mercy…............PLEASE…...........OH….OH.”

	Since she still hadn’t confessed, Tomo resumed the flogging. 

	“No, please…no…no …no more…. please,” Kazumi babbled. 

	WHIP …WHIP….........WHIP…WHIP….......WHIP…WHIP….......WHIP.

	“Uhhhh….ohhhh….OHHH…..OHHHH….OH…..OHHHHHHHH.”

	Kazumi’s screams rose, as the beating went on and fiery pain got worse.  Tomo paused between each blow.  Then she would hear the sound of the bamboo slicing thru the air and the wet, sick sound as it landed on her pulpy, beaten back.  She screamed again …the sound echoing around the chamber... Each blow delivered more agony as Tomo brought the scourge down again and again…making her howl like a defenseless animal. 

	“AHHHHHHHHHHH……............OOOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWWW.”

	“WHIP..........WHIP.....WHIP....WHIP....WHIP.

	 

	“OOOOOOOOhhhhhh….AAAhhhhhhh…oooohhh…owww.. O-o-o-oooohhhh.”

	WHIP….......WHIP…......WHIP….......WHIP…......WHIP…........WHIP.

	The horrible scourging went on and on.  As Minoru beat Chiyoko she screamed like a cat as each stroke left her raw and scored.  The flat, wet, remorseless rhythm of each blow - followed by her mortifying howls. 

	WHIP…WHIP…..WHIP…....WHIP…......WHIP….......WHIP.  

	She began begging like a child, “please stop…please stop….......please stop….PLEASE STOP…no more…PLEASE.”

	Her voice had become a hoarse, babbling pleading, interspersed with single shrieks.  Kazumi was in hell.  She had lost control of her bladder…and as Tomo grinned, a big, hot, smelly stream of piss burst from her cunt to splash onto the stone floor.  She had been reduced to a pissing, pain puppet.  

	The doctor came over to inspect her and decided that she’d had enough in that spot.  Her mid-back was covered with two dozen ugly, angry weals. There was a trickle of blood from two spots.  Her back looked like raw meat.  Tomo rubbed a handful of fine white salt into her wounds to stop the bleeding.  It added a searing agony to the pain she already was enduring.  The policeman rubbed his chin, cleared his throat and asked Kazumi to confess to being a spy.  

	He showed her the confession that had already been written.  Firm in her commitment to hold out, Kazumi shook her head no-no-no and whimpered as he turned away from her to confer with Dr. Maeda about whether or not she could stand any more torture.  The doctor advised him that both women were strong and could take more. 

	So, shivering, both women watched fearfully as Tomo and Minoru set up the next ordeal.  This was the “hugging the stones” torture (ishidaki).  Both were made to kneel on a small platform topped with sharp wood triangular bars.  Forced to kneel on this cruel board and still bound around their upper arms with the wrists tied behind them – as the sharp edges dug into the front of their calves, the pain became intolerable.  It grew into an agonizing ache very quickly.  

	Both women cringed as Tomo and Minoru lugged over black slabs of stone; each weighed twenty-five pounds.  They each placed one on top of both girls’ thighs. The pressure on the knee joints added to the agony they felt on their calves.  The tendons and ligaments in the joints were stretched to their agonizing limit and the nerves fretted to the maximum.  They felt it in their ankles too.  It soon became an excruciating ordeal.

	Kazumi writhed and her head lolled from side to side as the pain built.  She perspired heavily and it dripped down her face, neck and breasts to land on the heavy black stone in her lap.  When she refused to confess, Tomo added a second slab.  Kazumi groaned as this additional weight made her whine and mewl like a cat being strangled.  Those standing behind her could see heart-shaped buttocks spread invitingly and if one looked carefully… the brown pucker of her anus.  

	If the women wouldn’t confess, they could expect as many as eight additional slabs of stone on their thighs.  Minoru added a second slab of stone to Chiyoko’s lap. Then he came back with the shimoto and swished it thru the air catching her attention.  She whined as the boy, his face and neck shiny with sweat, got ready to hurt her with it again.  Combining two tortures had a great track record in getting suspects to confess.

	She saw the dumb look in his black eyes as he took a position behind to beat her. The sound of the bamboo hitting her back resounded thru the gloom of the dank room.  Chiyoko bit her lip in pain and cried out each time he hit her. He smiled at Tomo, who encouraged him.  Each time he hit her, you could hear the hissing intake of breath from her right after the split ends of the bamboo made a wet noise as it scored her flesh.  After several blows Chiyoko began screaming again.  Encouraged, Minoru began raining a continuous rain of blows across her upper back and shoulders. 

	The blows left her upper back raw with quite of few of the edges showing blood.  Apart from her animal squeals and the murmurs from those in attendance - the only sounds were the rapid ‘twick, twick, twick, twick’… the tattoo of the bamboo as the boy beat her.  Each fast, sharp blow of the bamboo made her shriek.  In between screaming, she sobbed uncontrollably to wet her tits with her tears.  Minoru beat her until her flesh was so raw, she wouldn’t be able to wear anything on her back without crying for a day.  Finally, he stopped.  Her eyes were closed and her chest heaved as she sucked air into her lungs.

	“Oh… mercy…please …please…mercy,” she babbled. 

	She shuddered as she saw the hot eager expression on his imbecilic face.  When a fourth slab was added, Chiyoko gave a strangled cry and passed out. She had to be revived with smelling salts.  Minoru waited awhile and then dumped a fifth stone slab on her thighs.  

	With one hundred and twenty pounds on her, almost as much as she weighed… the torment was indescribable and she lost consciousness again.  The boy went back to beating her again with the shimoto.  She had to be revived repeatedly.  Then she began bawling that she was ready to confess.  Minoru had broken her. 

	Minoru untied her so that the policeman could get her signature on the confession that had already been written for her.  What the poor girl didn’t fully realize was that she was signing her death warrant.  She had confessed to being a “Christian”.  Tomo then turned his attention to Kazumi.  She had been suffering, but holding on.  

	He decided not to beat her any more.  He got approval from the court’s representative to subject Kazumi to the next proscribed torture.  This was a cruel bondage called the “prawn” or the “ball” (ebizeme).  In cases where scourging and hugging the stones failed, the prawn was used.  It put the person into the shape of a shrimp curled up into a tight ball. 

	Tomo got her up to sit cross-legged on the bare floor.  Her arms already tied behind her back, he then bound her ankles together and brought the two ends of the rope over her shoulders, where he looped them through the rope binding her arms.  

	Then, Tomo used his foot to press down on her sore, beaten back, forcing her down toward her crossed calves, at the same time pulling up on the ropes and raising her feet off the floor.  She groaned as she was pressed into a tight, little ball.  When she was doubled over as far as physically possible, and a little farther, he tied the second rope to the first.  She was now the “prawn”.  

	Then Tomo sat with his back up against the far wall and waited patiently for the torture to have its effect.  Soon, Kazumi was moaning steadily as the bondage put tremendous pressure on the muscles, tendons, ligaments and nerves of her back as well as her internal organs.  

	Minutes passed............then an hour...........then an hour and a half ticked by.  Bound tightly in this position, Kazumi’s whole body soon baked with fiery pain.  It became so severe that her body actually changed color - first red – and then purple.  It was at this point that she could take no more, and she began to cry out:

	“PLEASE….PLEASE…....I…WILL….CONFESS….PLEASE….NO…………...MORE…PLEASE…..Please stop….no more….please…no more. I WILL CONFESS… I....I…I WILL CONFESS....I will confess…PLEEEEEASE…NO MORE.” 

	Kazumi had broken; her resolve crumbled like a dry rice cake.

	The police official said, “All you have to say is – I am a SPY.  SAY IT…........SAY IT.”

	Broken finally in body and spirit…Kazumi choked out in sobbing gasps, “don’t hurt me any more…please…please….....Y…yes…I am a spy.  I am a SPY. I am a  spy…I am a  spy.  YES…YES…I AM… I AM A SPY. …....NO MORE…Please don’t hurt me anymore…..PLEASE…please…please…I have nothing more to tell….mercy…mercy….please…..no…..more….PLEASE....Untie me…please untie me…untie me.........PLEASE.”

	They untied her.  Kazumi felt she was at the end of a long road as she was made to sign the confession.  Her hand shook as she added her signature to the bottom of the scroll.  The ordeal was over.  Kazumi and her maid had been broken.  Each had been tortured to the point of babbling idiocy.  Minoru looked at Tomo.  His master’s face was wreathed in smiles.  

	A day later, when she recovered somewhat from her ordeal and had been sentenced, Kazumi felt anger towards Lord Murakami.  She knew he was behind all this.  He had not once shown his face the whole day.  He was content to let his servants do his dirty work.   She also felt a certain disgust and hatred toward Tomo too.  He was a real nasty piece of work.  He seemed to take an enormous delight in what he did to her.  Minoru, as an imbecile, was to be pitied.  He was handicapped and a tool in the hands of men like Murakami and Tomo.  The Daimyo had found a real monster in Tomo Fukuda.

	They brought Kazumi and Chiyoko to the magistrate’s court dressed in gray prison clothes the next day.  From this point on, both would both have only shujin-i to wear, the uniform of prisoners: gray cotton pants and a top with no print or pattern.  

	As a noblewoman, Kazumi was used to silk.  Cotton was for peasants.  She looked tired and fearful.  There was very little commotion in the hall as they were brought to the place of judgment.  Spectators were respectful of the scheduled proceedings.  Several samurai guards stood in a knot looking appropriately fearsome and saying little. 

	Some kumi elders, from the three villages under the Daimyo’s protectorate, arrived.  There was not any jockeying for position because an unspoken pecking order sorted the throng out, and soon everyone found “their” place in the hall.  As they waited, the hall itself had the effect of making the proceedings somber.  Beams and pillars dominated.  At the far end was a raised platform behind a closed paper/bamboo door.  

	Behind this door was a backless chair…a sort of throne.  When a gong was struck, everyone bowed as Sakai, the samurai magistrate, appeared ....as servants parted the sliding doors.  Seated majestically on the chair, Sakai was in his late fifties …a short, pudgy man with a moustache and beard.  A stern countenance obscured his otherwise porcine features.  The demands of his office required him to wear an indestructible “power” face. 

	Kazumi was escorted before Sakai by two samurai guards.  Her long black hair hung down straight, like a peasant.  One of the guards put his hand on her shoulder and pushed her to a kneeling position - in obeisance before the judge.  Sakai sat, his impassive features revealing little, as the men in the chamber ogled her and listened to a recitation of her confession read by a scribe.  

	She soon showed the strain of being on her knees on the cold, hard, stone floor.  Some onlookers commented that she was attractive – with full feminine curves, beautiful eyes and a pretty mouth.  

	She did not look at the Judge directly, and answered him when he asked if her signed confession was true, in a subdued, polite manner.  For Kazumi, it was a losing situation no matter what she did, and she realized that her capture was designed to embarrass her father.  Sakai asked her formally:

	“Sato San…..is this your true confession?” 

	“Yes.”

	The political fall-out would be a boon to Lord Murakami and bad for Lord Sato.  He would suffer the humiliation of having a hated Christian discovered in his own household and his daughter an admitted spy.  The Shogun would not be pleased.  The Shogun’s representative, an officious toad of man, Kaito Nakada, suggested that since Kazumi had admitted guilt, perhaps a deal could be made to return her to her father?  

	The political backlash for Lord Sato would be considerable.  But the political intrigues that swirled about – things that Kazumi knew nothing about - would keep her in Lord Murakami’s custody for awhile longer.  Her ordeals were not over.  For as long as she was in custody, she was an admitted spy to be treated as Lord Murakami saw fit.  Chiyoko, as an admitted Christian, was facing banishment or death, as the magistrate saw fit.  Nakada stepped forward to confer with Sakai, who nodded gravely at whatever the Shogun’s representative had to say.

	Sakai then ordered punishments for their crimes.  He condemned Kazumi first to be paraded naked through the main village, then beaten on the buttocks and finally to be bound and exhibited.  Chiyoko, since she was an admitted Christian, would have to ride the “wooden horse” for five hours.  These punishments were designed to humiliate them.  It would add to Lord Murakami reputation to show that he could do this to a rival’s daughter.  Sakai indicated to Tomo Fukuda that he would be in charge.  Nakada then stepped over to have a few words with Tomo.....

	Guards escorted the women back to their cells to await the execution of their sentence.  Public exhibition was the Japanese version of the stocks or the pillory.  The victim was forced to strip and marched naked through the village.  They were taken to the village square, tied and subjected to whatever additional torment had been decreed and exhibited and exposed to public scorn and ridicule of the mob.  

	It would be a nasty ordeal for Kazumi.  Chiyoko was facing even worse, as the Shogun’s representative was there to make sure that she not only confessed, but, under his personal supervision, renounced her faith in the hated religion brought to their country by the Portuguese.

	Chapter 4    Punishment 

	The next day, a few hours after the morning meal, Tomo and Minoru took Kazumi from her cell.  Tomo made her drink a pitcher of water before they left for the village square.  She protested that she did not need to drink any more after the first two cups, but Tomo made her drink all of it until her belly felt very bloated.  They made her strip, tied her arms behind her back by her thumbs and looped a cord around her neck to tie it to her thumbs, pulling her hands up her back.  Then they added a long lead, like a leash around her neck, so she could be led like a dog.  Very mortifying...

	They procession to the village square included, besides Kazumi, a judicial scribe, Tomo, Minoru, and two samurai guards.  As they began their march thru the village, curious faces and some angry ones lined the road as the group passed doorways and gardens.  Kazumi couldn’t keep her breasts from bouncing.  It was humiliating in the extreme to be paraded naked before commoners and peasants.  She tried to ignore the stares and the taunts.  

	When they got to the village square, they marched her over to the place of punishment and exhibition.  At least she was not at home where people knew her.  She was in a hostile village, but it was very humiliating nevertheless.  She felt very submissive the more she was humiliated and being naked in public was as bad as it gets....

	In the square, there was a raised wooden platform dominated by a heavy wooden frame.  A low bench sat off to one side.  Kazumi’s arrival had attracted a growing throng.  Some had brought food for the festivities.  A few women carried little parasols to shield them from the sun.  The scribe read her confession from a scroll.  This type of public disgrace had the effect of discouraging anyone from breaking the law.  

	Tomo pushed her forward to face the crowd and then untied her to make her lie face down on the bench now positioned under the frame.  One guard grabbed her wrists and pulled her arms to full stretch over her head; the other took hold of her ankles.  Tomo then brought out a long, thin bamboo cane.  He showed it to Kazumi who cringed at the sight of the tool.  She was to be whipped with this thin cane on her buttocks and thighs.  Tomo took a position and began....................

	     

	WHAP.  WHAP. WHAP. WHAP.

	By the 15th blow, Kazumi’s buttocks had reddened and she writhed in the grasp of the two guards.  It was erotic the way she clenched and unclenched her buttocks.  She tightened and relaxed her butt cheeks trying to ride out the pain.  It was the only thing she could do.  Her “dancing buttocks” provided a delightful sight.  The men in the crowd edged closer to peek at her crack.  She began grunting as the blows took their toll...

	“OH…UH…UH….......UH….UHHH….OH…OH….UHH…OH.”

	  

	WHAP .............WHAP …..........WHAP…......  WHAP.........WHAP.

	Tomo kept up a steady rhythm; the cane sang as he cut through the air, the impacts making a satisfying sound when they met her churning flesh.

	WHAP....WHAP….WHAP…WHAP.

	Within a short time, the pain became agonizing, and Kazumi began “singing”.  At first she only whimpered.  Then she began to moan and groan - then louder.  Finally, she began to cry out. 

	“Oooooooooowwwwww……ooooooooooohhhhhhh…OH…OH….UHHH…OH….UHHHH….OWWWWW….OOOOOOHHHH…..UHHH…..OH…OH…UHH….OOOOOOOOHHHHH.” 

	Her flesh got redder and more marked as the beating went on.  The cumulative blows made the pain grow; and the two full ovals of her bottom cheeks began to quiver and twitch as if they had a life of their own.  She kept tensing and then unclenching them.  At one point, as if trying to distract herself, she humped the bench.  She looked like she was inviting a lover to fuck her. 

	Ashamed at not being able to control herself, she hid her face between her arms.  She heard the crowd’s rude mocking and taunts and these were like an arrow in her mind.  And the cruel eta, Tomo, who had fucked her mouth and pussy, was enjoying his power over her to the extreme.  He kept up a nasty commentary.... taunting and mocking her as he whipped her.  

	WHAP..........WHAP...........WHAP.................WHAP..........WHAP………..WHAP....WHAP.......WHAP............WHAP. 

	“Whore....slut.....this is what you are.....what you deserve.....cry out slut....let them hear you.....cry out.”

	Again and again the percussive blows landed.  Kazumi was lost in a labyrinth of pain and shame.  The blows were not all that hard…their power was in the accumulation of blows that, as it continued, produced a deep agonizing pain. 

	WHAP....WHAP.......WHAP.................... WHAP...............WHAP.........WHAP.

	Tomo gave her two hundred strokes with the cane.  When he was done, he motioned to the guards that they could release her.  Her buttocks were as red as the flesh of a butchered salmon.  Her cheeks were raw and so were her thighs.  Then, he had them stand her up so he could bind her.  First he bound her wrists together; then scratchy hemp rope around her waist.  Finally ropes were tied to her knees.  

	They hauled her up to hang from the overhead beam.  It was Tomo’s decision how to bind and exhibit her.  He planned to expose Kazumi in the most lewd and humiliating way.  Her knees were pulled up as far as they would go and spread wide apart in the process.  Her tits were prominently displayed and the position exposed Kazumi’s pussy and anus for everyone’s enjoyment. 

	The dark furred oval of her cunt yawned obscenely once she was hanging.  The bondage tilted her hips to show off the spread, moist, hot, pink folds of her cunt.  Onlookers could also see plainly the tight, brown pucker of her anus in the dark cleft of her crack.  

	Her hairy mons, full-lipped outer sex lips and the pouting dark, inner labia contrasted with her white thighs.  The crowd responded to her humiliating exhibition by mocking her....yelling and clapping.  The vivid exposure of her hairy mound, her labia and the moist, hot pink flesh of her sex-hole made a pretty sight. Those who edged closer noticed her hard, pink clitoris peeping out of its hood.  Kazumi was already feeling a growing pressure in her bladder telling her she would soon need to urinate.  

	Her full bladder put pressure on her sex nerves in her urethral sponge as well.  There were no mysteries left now…Kazumi’s feminine treasures were spread and exposed to the hard, cruel stares of the rough, calloused farmers, the worn wives and the old aunts, uncles, grandmothers and grandfathers.  

	There were teenagers and even the children in the crowd.  Kazumi had to endure not only their stares, but their ridicule.  Tomo put on hand on her back to push her so that she swung in her bonds, like a puppet.  Her vaginal opening parted as she hung there, allowing the crowd to see up inside her..... She looked down and saw her clitoris peeping out of its hood.  Her humiliation at being displayed so obscenely made the pink bud erect and her face flush with embarrassment.  Her body’s reactions left no doubt she was masochistically aroused.  

	Kazumi was devastated.  The “exhibition” was worse than she ever imagined.  Off to one side, Rin Okada studied Kazumi.  She had been following the degrading journey Lord Sato’s daughter had been on since her arrival.  She had her own plans for her and rubbed her chin thoughtfully as she watched Kazumi’s suffering. 

	Kazumi groaned, bit her lip and wished she could hide her face, but there was nowhere to hide.  Men came up and stared at her exposed genitals and made comments she could hear.  It was awful.  The cruel mocking taunts and disparagement of her bodily charms went on and on.  Her captors went about their business letting the crowd enjoy her pain and humiliation as she struggled in her bonds.  

	She hung her head and closed her eyes; this was all that she could do. There was no way to avoid the hundreds of eyes staring at her.  She could do little to blot out the crowd, which grew as the afternoon wore on.  Some began throwing little bits of bits of fruit and refuse to mock her.  When Kazumi began groaning from the muscle ache created by her enforced position, the crowd responded by jeering. 

	Kazumi felt like she had been turned into a puppet for the crowd’s amusement and entertainment.  She sweated, writhed and wriggled in her bonds.  The sun grew high in the sky and the mid-day heat only added to her discomfort.  Being tied made her muscles ache.  They hung a banner over her head on the upright proclaiming her a spy.  Kazumi, at one point, looked down, and saw her nipples had become puckered and erect from fear and shame too.  This punishment provided a very public shaming.  And, the truth be known, it allowed the more perceptive in the audience to see Kazumi’s masochistic nature emerging as the day wore on.    

	Kazumi tried to blot out the crowd by keeping her eyes closed most of the time; wishing she could vanish into thin air.  The women in the crowd covered their mouths with their hands as they laughed and tittered at her predicament.  The young men jeered loudly and hurled scorn on her.  Kazumi worried that her pussy would begin to drool down her crack…giving the crowd another thrill and degrading her further.

	Sweat ran in rivulets down her face, neck, breasts; she was itchy, and her muscles ached and her squirming added to the fun she was giving the crowd.  Kazumi tried to control herself, but there was nothing she could do.  The ropes itched and tormented her mercilessly.  To feel an itch…and not be able to scratch was maddening.  And being bound caused her muscles to spasm and twitch with the strain.  It was sheer torture.  

	And now, her bladder began demanding her attention.  She felt the need to urinate.  She struggled for the next thirty minutes to control herself.  This became a terrible torment.  As her bladder swelled, the pressure became more than uncomfortable; it became painful.  Finally, half out of her mind, she began to whimper and whine that they had to let her down.  Some in the crowd, who suspected what she was feeling, began to nudge others to watch her crotch to see what would be sure to happen next.  It wasn’t long in coming.

	Kazumi felt her urethra push out, and knowing this meant she was about to pee, tried to clamp down and stop herself from pissing.  But, it was no use. Kazumi’s bladder was too full.  It had swollen to the bursting point.  A soft, low groan escaped her lips as the mouth of her urethra began twitching....her body signaling her that it was only a matter if time.  A moment later, she began pissing uncontrollably.  Her urine gushed out in an arc to splash on the platform.  The crowd howled and laughed as her pissed in front of them.....her urine forming a puddle on the platform.  

	Many in the crowd got closer to see her pissing like a cow in the field.  Kazumi, after having tried for so long to hold it in, felt both shame and relief as her uncontrollable urination continued.  She kept her eyes closed tight, totally mortified.  This was a debasing embarrassment.  To lose control of one’s bodily functions, in public, was awful.  To have it happen in the exposed position she was in was unendurable.  As she continued to piss, she began to sob like a little girl.  To be humiliated in this fashion just shattered her.  Her self-image was being destroyed in stages. 

	Musicians played for the crowd; some of whom had settled down to eat.  Drink was in evidence and the mob grew merry.  Minoru gave Kazumi some water to drink.  Having sweated profusely and now thirsty, Kazumi accepted it gratefully.  Plenty of the men insulted and abused her verbally.  Rude and crude remarks about her body…how she pissed and behaved like a whore.  Kazumi turned her head to hide her face behind her arm in shame.   

	She tried to close her ears to the crowd; and tried to escape into her own mind, but within a few minutes a new problem presented itself.  She felt it first as a twitching sensation in her rectum.  The sensation quickly moved deeper into her body.  The disturbing feelings forced her to focus on her anus as it began to spasm.  The herb they put into her morning meal was a powerful, natural laxative.  

	Kazumi began to realize the full dimensions of this new problem as the pressure grew in her bowels.  The full horror of this predicament hit her: she realized she was going to have a public bowel movement.  This would be much so much more humiliating than losing control of her bladder.  Kazumi’s face now told the whole story; it became a revealing kaleidoscope of resistance, frustration, disgust, shock and horror. 

	The cramps began next. Kazumi felt a growing helplessness as they came suddenly and grew.  She realized the only way to stop them was to shit.  But wanting to avoid any more humiliation, she struggled to hold it in, and this made the cramps worse.  She began to sweat even more as she strained.  She glanced over and saw Tomo grinning in sadistic glee..... enjoying her plight.  He was waiting for the moment when Kazumi would begin shitting.  Kazumi hated him and felt a wave of anger, but she had all to do to concentrate on the growing pressure in her rectum.

	Her belly, bloated, began to churn noisily.  People close to the platform commented on the noises coming from her gut.  Everyone was either laughing or mocking her.  A few knew what was coming, having seen other victims of public exhibition lose control of their bowels.  Kazumi closed her eyes again and clenched her sphincter so tight that her cunt felt it.  Every time she clenched her asshole, the effort and comic strain on her face made the crowd howl.  

	She couldn’t stand it anymore; she couldn’t think straight.  With sweat pouring off her, Kazumi squeezed the muscles in her anus almost constantly.  Her anal pucker began spasming - giving the crowd quite a show.  Men pointed and mocked her.  The urge to shit became overwhelming.  With her legs spread…she was in a highly favorable position for a bowel movement.

	Tomo came over smirking and taunted her, “When you want to shit…go ahead… shit all you want.”  

	Then the cruel little cripple laughed at her.  Exhausted, Kazumi felt it happening.  She couldn’t prevent it and soon she felt a turd pushing her anus open.  Involuntarily, it came; she found herself helpless as the first turd began emerging.  The crowd, seeing what was happening, began to laugh and point as her anus spread open and then as a big brown lump pushed its way out.  Many took the opportunity to get closer so they could get a better view.  Kazumi found she couldn’t stop once it started…  

	Her defecation was noisy and smelly.  The first one was very long, before her anus pinched it off.  Her shit fell on the platform with a wet “plop”.  There was a big knot of young men right at the edge of the platform staring at her asshole.  Kazumi then shit several smaller turds, followed by another huge one.  The laxative had taken over and her feces just kept coming.  The crowd clapped and hooted as a turd emerged and then again when it landed with a “plop” on the platform.  It was hugely humiliating.  Soon there was a steaming pile underneath her.  

	Kazumi’s face was flaming; she was completely mortified.  Tomo smiled.  He was very pleased at how well Kazumi’s exhibition was going.  And, he had more planned for her.  Kazumi, meanwhile, looked down and swaying slightly in her bonds, cringed in horror and shame, at the steaming pile beneath her.  It lay there in an accusatory mound, shaming her totally.  They left it there awhile longer to amuse the crowd; then servants cleaned it up.  Men and boys, and some young girls threw things – egg shells…fruit pits and other small bits of refuse at her. 

	Tomo had one more indignity in store for her.  He came over and made a big show of pulling her labia apart.  He began to rub her pussy making Kazumi want to die from the sheer humiliation she felt.  He used his finger to push back her clitoral hood exposing more of the bulb.  He traced his fingertip all along the wet edge of her labia; then circled her urethra and her wet vaginal opening.  Playing with her, he made her pussy wetter.  

	The sheer awfulness of the moment was made worse by the fact that Tomo Fukuda was an eta, an untouchable.  The mob found this delightful.  Watching her being aroused sexually was great entertainment.  Tomo knew how to degrade her, that was for sure.  The feelings of helplessness this produced in Kazumi accentuated her arousal.  He worked one finger into her hole…and twisted it around exploring her buttery insides….

	Kazumi groaned as he raped her with his finger.  The crowd howled at this.  But it got worse when he worked a second finger in and rubbing around inside until he found her “spot”...her urethral sponge and the epicenter just beyond…and when he did.....he rubbed the spot until it responded by swelling.  Then he frigged her and using her cries as a guide, worked her pussy until she ejaculated, spewing juice....

	The crowd went wild. Men clapped and yelled.  The women hide their faces in their hands, but peeped out from between splayed fingers to see.  Children were being shielded from the obscene spurting; others running free and yelping at the nasty thing they’d been permitted to see.  It was a great end to the party everyone was enjoying.  Everyone except Kazumi, who, after she climaxed, began sobbing like a baby.

	Kazumi learned just how totally masochistic she was that day.  This public ordeal shattered her self-image.  After this, there was no way she could ever look any of these people in the face again.  They left her hanging for another half hour.  Then

	Tomo took her down, untied her and marched her, still naked, thru the village and back to the jailhouse.  The crowd’s mockery would be impressed on her mind for a lifetime.

	The next day, Chiyoko was escorted from her cell to the courtyard behind the prison for wooden horse torture.  This was a dishonorable and humiliating torment, often meted out to Christians.  She was made to strip for the session.  Women were occasionally tortured on the wooden horse naked and every refinement was her due.  They tied her wrists and arms on her back with hemp rope.  Tied her bound wrists to a rope suspended from an overhead beam attached to a pulley. 

	They also tied her hair, bound up in a ponytail, to the rope.  Tying this way shamed the victim, especially females, who often tried to hide their faces.  Tied by her hair her face exposed totally.  They picked her up and plopped her down on the sharp edge of the horse.  There was a silly carved horse head mounted to the front of the sharp-edged trestle.  She was suspended by her crotch and left standing on her toes.  Chiyoko grimaced in pain as she felt the edge cleave her crotch...

	Tomo added some additional refinements to make her “ride” as unpleasant as possible.  He clamped her big, fat tits between two thin bamboo canes and lashed them together to put pressure on her mammary glands.  Then he did the same to her tongue with two chopsticks.  Chiyoko soon began drooling.  The saliva began dripping and drooling down her chin to slop on her tits.  He finished by putting a cruel bamboo clip on both her nipples, making her whimper, then grunt and finally cry out as they painfully cut off circulation in her tender teats. 

	Then he left her to go up and down like a puppet.  She would basically torture herself -  as her calves tired from standing on her toes, she came down, allowing the board’s edge to fret the tender membranes and flesh between her legs.  After a brief and painful rest on the edge, she pushed herself up again.  This went on and on.  She was forced to repeat the excruciating cycle of pain, fatigue and more pain.  Samurai, commoners and others like Rin Okada stopped by to enjoy her agony.  Eventually, her calves gave out and she was unable to push herself off the horse.  She hung there, suspended by her pussy and perineum in abject misery. 

	By that time, she had been on the horse almost three hours.  Her cunt-hole, labia, clitoris, perineum and anus had been thoroughly chafed, bruised and abraded.  She was so sore that all she could do was moan and weep.  It was time for Tomo to raise the level of the torture.  He and Minoru lifted and propped the front and rear legs of the horse so high that her feet dangled a foot above the ground.  Then they tied heavy stones to each of her big toes.  

	With the additional weight putting even more pressure on the tender flesh between her legs, and the joints in her big toes stretched unbearably, Chiyoko began screaming.   She spent another hour on the horse this way and passed out twice.  Tomo threw water in her face and slapped her awake each time to revive her. 

	She cried out to Jesus in the end, “Save me Lord....Please Jesus....save me.” 

	This was dutifully noted by the Shogun’s representative, Kaito Nakada, who was present....

	Chapter 5    

	Rin Okada and the Women

	Rin Okada was a large, heavyset, forty year woman with a broad face and thick lips.  The way she carried herself spoke of a sense of self-satisfaction and self-importance.  She was a woman who commanded respect because she knew about medicines, needles, poisons and tortures.  This made her very useful to the Daimyo who nevertheless disliked her personally and privately referred to her as “that she-devil”.  It was rumored that she indulged in unnatural sex relations with her young, chubby servant, Midori. 

	Because of her status as the widow of a high ranking samurai and a member of the Daimyo’s household, Rin had been given a key to Kazumi’s cell.  She and her servant, Midori, paid her a visit one morning.  Lying naked under her blanket, she was startled by Rin’s sudden entrance and tried to resist when the older woman hauled her to her feet.  Rin was so much larger and stronger, Kazumi was just overpowered.  She grabbed Kazumi by the hair and yanked her around like a doll.  She began sobbing as Rin called her a whore and slapped her across the face, a very humiliating gesture.  Rin slapped her again, and then a third time.  

	After this, they threw a cloak over her and marched her to a house in the village.  When they arrived, Kazumi saw six older women there.  All the women were lounging at a low table with futon pillows all around.   Rin pulled the cloak off Kazumi, and announced that the “guest of honor” had arrived.  It was like a hen party, with Kazumi there as the entertainment.  

	They greeted Rin and as they talked, Kazumi began to get afraid.  She didn’t know why Rin brought her here, but something in the air told her that this was going to be a bad day.  The group was mostly in their 40’s.  One women was younger in her early thirties and Mami, whose house it was, was in her mid-fifties.  They were plump and stout women with plain faces. 

	These women were all friends of Rin’s - samurai’s wives or widows.  Sadistic and shrewish, they welcomed the opportunity to torment the daughter of the Lord’s hated rival.  They were looking forward to this - the same way that some boys enjoy torturing small creatures.  Exposed for everyone’s delectation, Kazumi got more frightened.  First, they made her strip.  She found it mortifying to have to disrobe in front of this group.  Something about the cruelty in their eyes.  Also - they were of the samurai class, like she was......  

	Even though they were women, there was something unholy, nasty and evil about them.  Once she was naked, they strong-armed her to the table and got her on her belly.  They took positions seated on either side of her with Rin at the foot of the table.  Rin started the party by commanding Kazumi lie still and then she began playing with her hairy pussy.  Kazumi bit her lip, kept her eyes closed and whimpered.  It was so humiliating how casually the older woman began abusing her, like she was a doll or a toy.  

	Kazumi tried to remain calm, but as the older woman parted the dark inner lips of her pussy …her touch brought a shudder of indrawn breath from Kazumi and then a soft moan....and made her look down to see what Rin was doing with the intimate folds of her pussy.  When Kazumi began to protest and resist….the women grabbed her by her wrists and ankles and held her for Rin who began to stroke the hooded knob of her clitoris.  This made Kazumi gasp and wriggle, her breathing showing her anxiety and arousal. 

	“She’s such a little slut…wait till you see,” Rin confided to the group.  

	Rin got one, then two and finally three fingers inside Kazumi’s vagina, palm down.  She took her time....found and then rubbed the urethral sponge - her G-spot.  This soon made Kazumi writhe, wriggle, moan, and then to everyone’s pleasure, including Kazumi’s, squirt.  She had a very wet orgasm that shot juice all over the table.

	“You squirt like a bitch dog,” Rin laughed at her when Kazumi ejaculated.  

	Kazumi felt debased.  Yet, it aroused her, and she knew at that moment that she was going to cum again and again.  It was just a matter of time.  She knew she was going to, so she just surrendered.  Then with the hot, wet hole at her full disposal, Rin forced her whole left hand into Kazumi’s pussy in stages. First just two and then three fingers got wormed into her vagina.  

	Then Rin formed her hand into a blunt arrow and forced it in.  She pushed harder, stretching the sphincter bit by bit until the widest part of her hand slid through and then the wrist, being narrower, allowed the outraged, stretched pussy hole and labia to grasp the fat intrusion.  As Rin fisted her, the other women began pinching and pulling on her nipples.  With Rin’s fist inside her pussy, Kazumi felt her the muscles of her vagina gripping tightly around the wrist as Rin twisted and turned her whole hand around in a slow circle inside her - twisting completely around, then back again.  Rin, her fingers still bunched together like an arrow, in the tight sheath of her pussy tunnel, grinned at what she had been able to do....

	Then she bunched her fingers until her hand was a tight fist.  This was now a hard thick ball inside Kazumi, with Rin’s knuckles digging into her pussy walls.  Rin slid her hand in, shoving her fist deep into Kazumi’s birth channel.  Her fist reached the deepest pit and her knuckles were pressed tightly against the sensitive epicenter.  Rin began twisting her hand around again; twisting it fully around one way; then back the other; and then reversing it again.  

	As Kazumi groaned, the women chatted like birds about how she was reacting as Rin fisted her.  Mami, one of the women, laughed that it was like Rin was cleaning out a cup as she shoved and twisted her fist around inside Kazumi’s pussy.  She kept twisting her hand back and forth, and then finally stopped.  Then she began to pull it out – but only an inch or so before plowing it back in.  

	Rin leered at Lord Sato’s daughter as she began to slowly work her fist in and out of her pussy - just reaming her out.  Her fist slid back and forth, back and forth, making slow twisting motions as it moved.  Kazumi groaned and whimpered as she was fisted for the first time in her life.  Her pussy had never been so enlarged in all of her nineteen years.

	Mami then reached over and began teasing Kazumi’s clitoris.  She deftly manipulated the nubbin as Rin pumped her fist in and out of the stretched pussy.  Bereft of inhibitions now, feeling the pressure in her pussy and the tickle in her clitoris.   Kazumi's resolve as well as her insides began to turn to mush.  She closed her eyes as the pleasure mounted in her loins and gave off baby whimpers.....followed by a soft groan of pleasure. 

	Rin expertly worked her fist in and out…. her movements steady and slow, her fist sliding deeply into the pussy, then sliding all the way out until her fist spread the pussy lips open.  Mami kept diddling Kazumi's clitoris.  Sometimes she simply pressed it against her pubic bone....and then she rubbed it back and forth and then up and down.  Kazumi groaned as her entire belly grew warm and charged with excitement.

	“Ahhhhhhhh,”  she gasped.  “Ooooohhhhh.” 

	Her breathing was coming in hurried pants and gasps.

	       

	“Uhhhhhh. OOOOhhnnnnhhhhhh,” she panted. 

	       

	She tried to crane her head forward to see what Rin was doing.  She was astonished to see the older woman had her entire fist up inside her.  Kazumi trembled, dark lust surging through her mind and body.  Rin increased the force of her pumping motions, her fist reaming in-and-out; back and forth in the tight pussy tube; stretching the birth canal and hammering against the end of her sex-hole.  Kazumi’s breath snorted out through her flared nostrils.  

	Her mouth opened and closed as she gasped for breath and she went from wide-eyed excitement to closing her eyes tightly as if to escape into her mind.  Instinctively, but somewhat tentatively, her body began to thrust her sex forward against the pumping fist.  Then, she began to jerk, shake and tremble madly, her body going into convulsions as the hard fist inside her forced her to cum.....

	“UUUUUHH. UNGH. UNGH. UNGH. UNGH. UNGH,” she grunted, her body bending into a bow ....straining furiously and her head lashing from side to side and then banging back against the table, as she was overwhelmed by a convulsive orgasm. 

	Her loins thrust back feverishly as her clitoris throbbed like a live worm under Mami’s expert manipulation.  Her eyes rolled back in her head and she was aware of nothing outside herself, only her heart pounding, the roaring of her blood and beyond.... the faint sound of the women giggling as she writhed, shook and trembled in the throes of orgiastic ecstasy.  Rin giggled at what she had reduced her to: a comic sex puppet.  She had her writhing and squirming…and could control her totally with her fist ….after making her cum...

	“Oh…..oh….oh….oh….ohhhhh....OH....OH....OH...UH.....OH...OHHH.”

	Her sexual torment was just beginning.  Rin pulled her fist out with a wet sound.  The combination of the expressions flashing across Kazumi’s face: distaste, lust and resistance were priceless.  She was proving to be a fun toy....

	Kazumi heard someone say, “Do it.”

	Mami went out and soon returned carrying a tapering funnel with narrow end.  She showed the device to Kazumi and forced the end into her mouth.  It now looked like she was tooting a horn.  Then Mami straddled her head, squatted, lifted her kimono and began urinating into the funnel.  The women held Kazumi down as Mami pissed.  Rin held her nose, making her gag and sputter.  This was a terrible thing. 

	To be degraded in this way was the worst thing you could do to a person in Edo Japan.  The sound of tinkling as the funnel filled was a horror.  She heard the funnel fill until there was almost a pint in the tube.  The urine began to drain immediately into her mouth.  Rin ordered her to suck on the tube to drain it faster.  She nursed on it, as ordered, then gulped and slowly managed empty the funnel.  It excited the women at the depth of what they could do to the noblewoman’s daughter.  Kazumi was sickened and shocked at being made to drink piss.  She realized how sick and twisted they were.  Midori then announced that she had to relieve herself.  She used the funnel as Rin pinched Kazumi’s nose shut.  

	She pissed a fair amount and Kazumi had to swallow more of the acrid fluid.  It made her want to gag and retch.  This excited and delighted the group.  They had turned her into a urinal.   The smelly piss was a horror.  But throughout the afternoon, if she failed to please them or whenever someone had to pee, they would put the funnel in her mouth, piss and make her swallow….

	Following this, the women left Kazumi lying on the table holding her full belly and moaning softly.  They gossiped and then Mami said that she had planned something for dinner that night that no one in her house liked.  She was about to tell everyone what the dish was, when Aoki, who knew what she it was, had an idea.  She had thought up a monstrous violation for Kazumi.  

	“I think we should put them in her,” she suggested.  Mami laughed and pantomimed to the others what it would involve. 

	Much laughter as the women imagined what fun this would prove to be.  Kazumi wondered what they were talking about, and shuddered fearfully.  Mami got a unanimous vote and went out to the kitchen.  She returned carrying a bucket.  She showed everyone what was inside.  Kazumi, lying on the table, still couldn’t see, but the women all clapped and began chattering like birds.  

	This was ominous.  They laughed and mocked her when Kazumi looked inside.  Inside the bucket were dozens of small eels swimming around.  The little fish were maybe three inches long and not much thicker than a chopstick, but there were a lot of the little wrigglers in there.  Kazumi nervously wondered what was so funny - she wasn’t in on the joke yet.  

	“No one likes my eels…so we are giving them to you,” Mami giggled.

	At a signal from Rin, the others held her down and then pushed her legs up into the diaper position with her toes pointing toward the roof.  Aoki fetched the funnel and Kazumi still didn’t have a clue what they were going to do to her.  Midori, at Rin’s direction, spread Kazumi’s cheeks and someone greased up her anus.  Then, Aoki forced the funnel into her rectum.  

	That’s when Kazumi began crying out and yelling.  She stared in horror as Mami used a strainer to fetch up a big, squirming mass of eels.  She poured them into the funnel.  They began thrashing their little tails and slithering around the base of the funnel.  Finding the narrow end of the tube and trying to escape, they began wriggling to get out.  There was only one way to go. 

	They soon disappeared into her shit-hole.  She felt the little things wriggling to get inside her and howled as they invaded her rectum.  Mami, laughing and joking, began to push the rest of them down into the narrow end of the funnel.  Soon, the funnel began to empty as more and more of the eels slithered down the tube to find a home in the depths of her bowels.  Kazumi began to scream and scream.  The others encouraged Mami to herd the little monsters on their way. 

	“Give her more…give her more,” they all chorused.

	Kazumi now felt the cold, slimy, living things wriggling and squirming inside her.  It was extremely disturbing, and she began to alternately cry out and scream, like an animal in distress.  This only made everyone laugh.  Mami kept pushing and although some of the eels tried to avoid being forced into narrow end and kept squirming and wriggling around the funnel’s bowl, she kept forcing them down the tube.  

	Kazumi held her breath as she felt more of them going into her. She closed her eyes and tried to get control of her feelings.  She was becoming overwhelmed with some of the most horrifying sensations she had ever felt in her life. 

	Mami, as she worked them into her, talked to Kazumi like a baby - telling her to stop complaining and, “they are happy to be inside you…they know I was going to eat them .... They are frightened….let them hide in you.” 

	It was very humiliating.  

	Mami, grinning, even cooed at the eels, “everyone inside now…go on......go on.”  

	Kazumi felt totally degraded and violated.  She also soon felt very full as the writhing mass continued to fill up her rectum.  Once they were all in, it felt like she had been invaded by an alien being.  Midori took a lacquered plug and forced it into Kazumi’s asshole to keep the eels inside her.  

	Full of slimy eels, she felt them jostling, squirming, wriggling and bouncing off the walls of her rectum.  She tried to control herself and not go crazy, but it was extreme mental torture, as much as physical torment and so gross.  She was being raped with living creatures.  She felt like she was going to lose her mind.

	She groaned as Midori rubbed her belly and made everyone laugh when she joked that, “the little wrigglers are trying to go in the other direction. They’ll soon be coming out her mouth.”

	Kazumi writhed and struggled, as the feel of these living things inside her drove her crazier and crazier.  As she lay there, she would feel them go quiet and then some movement on her part or someone poking her in the belly would excite the creatures and they would begin wriggling like mad again.  This made her jerk and pull against the hands holding her.  Eventually, she allowed to “shit” them out with her legs held open wide.  The fish flew out with sickening wet noises.  Kazumi felt completely violated at being turned into a sick amusement.  The women were evil and their enjoyment in tormenting her was disgusting.

	There were more eels in the bucket and of course Mami had to repeat the torment.  Everyone encouraged her, so she just had to.  This time, as Mami forced another several dozen into Kazumi, Aoki masturbated her and only when she came was she allowed to expel the tiny invaders.  

	Rubbing her pussy furiously, they made Kazumi cum and her spasms caused the eels to go crazy inside her.  Kazumi’s frenzy was matched by the agitated fish.  Eventually as she came, Mami yanked the plug from her asshole and Kazumi forcibly defecated the horde of slimy invaders at the same time.  This was a high point.  The women had really enjoyed their sport with her. 

	They were cruel and perverted beyond measure, and Kazumi was just a toy to them.  The group got hungry and settled down to eat what Mami had prepared for lunch.  During this time they allowed Kazumi to slink off to a corner while they ate.  She sat there, naked, shivering, hugging her knees and whimpering.  Occasionally someone threw food at her.  She was not hungry, but Rin made sure she got on all fours and ate the scraps like a dog. 

	After lunch the women sat around and gossiped, as women do.  Kazumi crouched in the corner and waited; worrying what might come next.  It was still early and the women showed no signs of breaking up the party.  Lounging and resting after their meal…it seemed like they might retire for a nap.  Kazumi hoped that this was the end of her ordeal.

	But, just then Rin stretched and announced, “Well, after a meal, I always like a little fun.  You know what kind of fun I mean,” she said with a wink. “How about you ladies?”

	At this, everyone chuckled.  They knew what she meant.  Kazumi saw Rin get up and motion with her hand.  At this signal, Mami and the others cleared the table quickly and pull it over to a far wall.  They put down a tatami on the floor as Rin came over to Kazumi, grabbed her by her hair and painfully pulled her to a standing position.  Then she pushed her over to the tatami.

	“Get on your back whore,” she commanded.

	Kazumi had no options and obeyed.  Rin pinched Kazumi’s nostrils shut.  Gasping for air, she opened her mouth to breathe.  Rin grabbed her tongue and pulled it out of her mouth, as far as it would go.  She pointed to her tongue and then pointed to her own crotch.  Then she pulled her kimono and under-skirt up.  

	She pointed again to the hairy juncture between her heavy thighs and to Kazumi’s tongue again.  The meaning was very clear.  Kazumi was sickened at the thought; it was revolting.  The thought of having to put her mouth on the older woman’s genitals disgusted her.  Rin got up and knelt with her knees on either side of Kazumi’s head, facing her feet.   From underneath, Kazumi was overwhelmed by Rin’s heavy, fleshy thighs and buttocks descending on her.  The mat of her pubic hair was thick.  

	It covered her fat labia and went up her belly to her navel and around her ass hole.  A big, fat clitoris poked out of the full, dark lips.  The smell was overpowering:  musky and strong.  Rin spread herself open with her fingers and squatted so that as she sat on Kazumi’s face, her clitoris rubbed her chin.  She let her know she wanted her tongue out for use.  Then she lowered herself fully so that her vaginal opening covered Kazumi’s mouth.  She joked with the others that she was going to go for a “ride” now.

	In that position, Kazumi’s nose was pressed right up against Rin’s anus.  The smell was so strong, it made her gag.  The others crowded in close and grabbed her nipples to pull and twist them.  Kazumi was forced to kiss and lick Rin’s pulpy, smelly genitals, as the older woman squatted over her.  When Rin sat down, Kazumi’s mouth was squashed up against the oozing vaginal opening. 

	Rin barked, “Stick your tongue in my hole.”  

	Kazumi worried about Rin sitting down fully and smothering her.  Her nose continued to rub the older woman’s asshole.  Mami and Natsuki, the next oldest, got their hands between her legs and began playing with Kazumi’s pussy.  They rubbed and shook her mound…pulled on her labia….tickled her clitoris. They did everything to keep her hot.  They got her hot and aroused, but they didn’t let her cum.  They made sure she kept her concentration on Rin’s pussy as the fat, older woman rode her face.  Kazumi began to moan underneath….. Begging that she needed to cum. 

	“Please ….please….pleazzzzeeth.”   

	Rin’s pussy flowed heavily and the amount of her womanly secretions was not to be believed.  Kazumi’s whole face got wet.  Rin frigged herself back and forth on Kazumi’s face using her nose, mouth, tongue and chin as a masturbation device.  Kazumi had to keep swallowing to keep from drowning.  When Rin commanded her, she thrust her tongue out as far as it could go, and Rin wiped herself on it from clitoris to vagina.  

	Back and forth over her face.  Then the fat, older woman did a little jig as she came and gushed a huge amount of pussy juice into Kazumi’s mouth.  It got all over her face too.  There was so much.  Rin took a breather and then rode her to another wet, smelly cum.  This time, she squatted down and sat on Kazumi’s face fully to smother her - to let her know who was boss.  Every time she sat down, she made Kazumi scream into her hot, leaking hole.  Kazumi couldn’t breathe; it was a horror, because each time she felt like she was going to suffocate.  It triggered her gag reflex and fear of asphyxiation.  

	“PLHTESEASE STHOP….PLHTESEASEEASE STHOP.”

	When it was over Kazumi was exhausted and humiliated.  Her face and neck were wet with pussy juice.  But there were six other women (seven if you counted Midori, Rin’s servant) ready for a ride.  They all took their turns riding her face…starting with Mami.  It was exhausting, but to avoid any more torment, she was a good girl and did what she was told.  Some women were easier to take than others.  The worst was Midori. The sixteen year old chubby servant was sexually insatiable and rode Kazumi’s face until she made her pass out.

	To cap off the session, Rin squatted over her face and told her that she was going to urinate right in her mouth.  She made Lord Sato’s daughter put her mouth right on the urethral opening and keep her eyes open to look up as she was violated.  Rin grinned….grunted…and then let her bladder go.  Kazumi’s eyes were wide in horror, with the woman’s wet, hard clitoris pressed against her nose.  Rin’s urethra bulged, then opened and then closed again.  Rin did this twice, as she relaxed enough to let her urination begin.  Rin warned her not to throw up.

	“Don’t you dare vomit, slut…you swallow my piss… understand?” 

	Rin pressed her smelly “flower” to Kazumi’s mouth as her urine stream began.  Kazumi had to fight the urge to gag .  Kazumi had to take it all.  She kept gulping so she wouldn’t gag.  She had to swallow as fast as she could.  It made her feel sick to her stomach.  The smell and the taste of the acrid piss made her gag anyway and her eyes water no matter how hard she tried to control it.  But she kept at it and took all of Rin’s hot piss and swallowed.

	When Rin was done, Kazumi felt sick and began gagging.  It was the rapid one-two-three type of gag that indicated she was going to throw up.  Rin grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head around….

	“Don’t you dare…..DON’T YOU DARE,” she barked.

	Natsuki then took out a little bottle and the others smiled and joked that she always had the “best stuff”.  She applied a little dab of powered hot pepper to Kazumi’s clitoris.  In a minute, she began to squirm.  The hot pepper inflamed the sensitive nubbin and made it swell.  In another minute she was very wet too, as the pepper encouraged the body’s secretions.  Her juicy pussy glistened in the afternoon light.  

	Then they all took turns spreading her labia and rubbing her pussy.  Soon they had her moaning and groaning.  Everyone edged closer to watch how each of them could excite their victim.  Natsuki stroked Kazumi’s pussy lips and clitoris and got the pink little knob to full erection.  “Oohs” and “aahs” emerged from the group as Natsuki displayed her skill at manipulating and stimulating Kazumi’s genitalia.

	
She pushed the fleshy hood back and let her fingertip rub the taut, shiny.  Kazumi gasped and involuntarily humped her hips to increase the stimulation. Natsuki spread the slippery, brownish purple inner lips revealing every fold and orifice in the gaping pink mouth.  This prompted appreciative murmurs from the others.  She pulled back on the labia so the clitoris was fully exposed. 

	“Oh, uh….uh….u…ooooh.  No, n-no, no, p-please n-noooo.”

	Kazumi panted as her charms harshly displayed and she was masturbated.  She closed her eyes and turned her face away – trying to escape into her mind, as her anus clenched and relaxed like a pouting, second mouth, in nervous anticipation.  

	Kazumi opened her eyes to look at their faces and saw the excitement, lust and cruelty there.  Their cruelty and domination added to her own arousal, as she was soon screaming in the throes of another hot cum.  It didn’t take Natsuki long to make her cum.  She closed her eyes in shame afterwards.  The party was finally over.  

	Midori took Kazumi back to her cell where she slept for twelve hours straight.  Even though what had been done to her was disturbing and humiliating, she had experienced intense sexual release that afternoon at the hands of the women.  The orgasms were hotter than any she had enjoyed at her own hands.  There were many perverted things done to Kazumi during incarceration.  But, being used by Rin and her friends made Kazumi shiver and get wet every time she thought about it.  

	Chapter 6    

	Bukkake and Gang Rape

	The next night, after the evening meal, in her tiny cell, Kazumi masturbated.  Facing the wall, she lay with her hands between her legs....teasing and rubbing her labia and clitoris.  She began squeezing her legs together – bringing herself to one orgasm after another this way.  As she relived the rapes and torments of the past several days, she brought herself to a string of hot climaxes.  Afterwards, as she drifted off to sleep, she heard someone at the door.  Ohira and Nomura appeared like goblins.  

	She moaned in sudden understanding, as they pulled off her blanket, turned her over and got her at the edge of the tatami. They verbally abused her and then took her out.  They marched her downstairs past the peasant’s jail cells (hyakusho ro).  The humiliation of being marched thru the jailhouse was intimidating to Kazumi.  The sounds of men coming from the cells were frightening.  She began whimpering and begging to be taken her back to her cell. The catcalls were a fresh violation..... 

	As men looked out of the slits in the doors and saw her, lustful groans, catcalls, and taunts resounded as the men drank up Kazumi’s female form.  At the very least, she knew she was in a terrible passion play and there was nothing she could do.  She knew now, more than ever, that she would never be the same as she was when this all began.  As Ohira and Nomura marched her down the hall, and she heard the men hurling taunts at her, Kazumi felt a stirring in her loins and hated herself, in that moment. 

	“Where are you taking me,” she asked with a catch in her voice?

	“You will see...”

	When they got to the room where Murakami, Ohira and Nomura had raped her, they pushed her inside.  There were thirty bearded, handpicked samurai in there.  When Kazumi was presented, they were silent, but then men began yelling.  Kazumi was nice, sweet hormone squash of a female.  These men hated Lord Sato and this was his pretty daughter.  

	Kazumi cringed, her eyes wide with wonder and fear, when she saw all the tough warriors milling about.  They had been lounging and drinking.  There was a shout of greeting for Ohira and Nomura and then, ominously, the whole group went silent.  They looked Kazumi over.  Even in her gray prison clothes, she was a tasty piece of femininity.

	Kazumi figured that she was to be raped..... What they had planned for Kazumi first was bukkake.  This was the humiliating ordeal of having a horde of men discharge semen on a woman’s face.  It was a cruel tradition in rural Japan; usually reserved as a punishment for unfaithful wives.  The men began lining up. Earlier, Ohira had given them a place in the line-up based on their status: samurai with honors first and then by rank.  Nomura got Kazumi on her knees for the degrading ordeal.

	“Please do not do this to me.  Do not disgrace me. I am the daughter of a samurai lord.  Please do not shame me....”

	As she knelt there, Nomura ignored her protests and ordered her to put her hands behind her head, and Kazumi began sobbing.  She knew from whispered tales about bukkake.  It was a terrible indignity - the most personal of degradations.  Men would ejaculate on her face, until she was covered and coated like a slut.  She shuddered thinking about this supreme humiliation.  

	And deep down, stirring in her soul, she felt a sliver of longing…some craving for this degradation too.  Ohira grinned evilly as he looked down with Kazumi kneeling there.  He would go first.  He got right in front of her and stood with legs akimbo in an exaggerated stance.  Then he lifted his kimono. 

	Kazumi looked away after they had made eye contact.  She stared at his crotch as he pulled his loincloth aside and took hold of his uncircumcised cock.  She was fascinated and couldn’t help looking at his cock.  She could not forget that he had made her climax very hard.  She could not help staring the way a bird, trying to avoid the gaze of the snake, is compelled to look against its will.  His cock was almost fully engorged and hard.  Kazumi stole glances at it as he began frigging it close to her face; soon, there was a smear of pre-cum at the tip. 

	Laughing and joking, he boasted he would “drown” her.  He grunted and began jerking his cock in earnest.  He soon went, “uh…uh…uh,” and began to spurt.  Kazumi stared at his penis, so close to her face…she watched him jerking it…the piss slit opening and closing; the foreskin capping and uncapping the helmet.

	Then she closed her eyes, defensively, as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating.

	When he began spurting, the hot, pearly stream splashed first against her closed mouth.  And then he hosed her nose, cheeks and chin.  His men all exploded in applause as he hosed her.  Soon, Nomura treated Kazumi to the same mortifying debasement, all over her face and mouth.  When they were done and shaking the drops off, Kazumi’s face was slimed.  Another erection quickly appeared inches from her face.  Ohira stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	In a moment, another hot stream hit above her brow, over the bridge of her nose and on her cheek.  Kazumi moaned as she was coated with semen.  A smaller spurt splattered across her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead.  Almost immediately, from the other side a big load was deposited on her.  Cum start to run down on her lips.  It began to coagulate.  When one man was jerking off.... huffing and puffing, working his cock, those who waited their turn - joked and laughed.  Men who had enjoyed her nakedness during her exhibition were ready now to degrade her.  

	Their full balls promised heavy loads.  Two, and sometimes even three men crowded her at a time.  When more than one man ejaculated at the same time, Kazumi felt like she was drowning.  The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting in her nostrils and her mouth.  The excess then ran down.  Inevitably, Ohira ordered her to open her mouth, and she swallowed lots of clotted semen.  Some got in her nose as well making Kazumi choke and gasp.  Ohira kept talking to her.

	“See whore..........this is what you were made for.........to have men cum on you.  You will get it from everyone here.............keep your whore’s face up. Tell me you want it............whore.............tell me. Tell me that you want it.”

	“Tell me you’re a whore who loves a man’s seed.”

	“I...I am a whore.”

	“I love cum............tell me whore.  Say, I love a man’s juice.”

	“I ....I...l...love it. I love it.”

	There were so many men, their cocks and their hands, wrists and cocks became a blur as they jerked off and, reaching their precious moment, hosed her. Semen coated her forehead, in her hair, her eyelids and cheeks, her nose, lips and chin dripping down onto her prison garb.  Just when Kazumi thought it was over, another man stepped up, jerked off and came on her.  Seconds later another blast splattered her face and ran in heavy, lumpy streams down her face. 

	Kazumi submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed, when Ohira told her to do so.  She looked like a slut for cum.  There were hot streamers of semen running down onto her cotton top soiling her.  Ohira told her to open her mouth repeatedly.  And soon, she took some of the men directly into her mouth and sucked on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum.  She was tasting men and had to swallow plenty.  There was so much that she felt sick...

	When two or more men ejaculated at the same time, Kazumi gagged as their slimy discharge filled her mouth too fast for her to cope.  She gagged and this reinforced her submission.  Warriors from the fighting companies took their turns.  The men lined up two or three at a time – no singles now.  Her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment.  Many of them made her suck their cocks.  

	As one man with a big penis fucked her face, she began gagging and then vomited.  A big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascaded from her mouth like a fountain to splash all over her cotton top.  When she finished throwing up, the man forced his cock back in her mouth to continue fucking her.

	He soon came and it flew out of her mouth in a torrent....a wet, nasty cough ....thick with his pearly semen. 

	Kazumi ended up with her hair, face, neck, and clothes dirty, bespattered and wet with hot cum and vomit.  When it was over, thirty men had used her.  Kazumi felt totally debased and degraded.  She had learned just how masochistic she was.  She was a mess: her eyes red and swollen from the semen which stung them.  Worst of all, she experienced hot sex feelings in her loins from being humiliated and debased.  

	For Kazumi to submit and just embrace the debasement was disturbing in one respect, but very enabling in another.  To submit now totally removed guilt and responsibility.  Kazumi could let her deepest and strongest sexual feelings loose knowing that she was not in charge.  There was still an inner conflict that was emotionally charged, as painful as the ordeals themselves, but this inflamed her and added hot fuel to the fire consuming her soul.  They had debased, humiliated and defiled her.  This forced her to discover and face parts of herself long hidden. 

	Ohira made her take off her clothes, and a futon was set down in the center of the room on the floor.  Kazumi looked at the futon and then at the men…and began whimpering.  She was grabbed and placed on the futon face up.  Her legs were spread, so her pussy lips opened, glistening..... inviting them to fuck and abuse her.  Nomura remarked that her pussy was wet....and that she had reacted like a whore at being slimed.  The first man roughly penetrated her and began to thrust in and out, cumming after a few strokes.  Kazumi didn’t cum, but the rape did excite her.

	Then this man, a recent hero, turned to the others men, excited and yelled at them to follow him and inseminate the “whore”.  Ohira stepped up and pulled his kimono and his loincloth aside to expose his big cock.  All the men called him the “bull”.  Everyone envied him his penis.  It was long and thick with a pronounced curve upwards.  His testicles were big too.  The head of his penis was purplish-red and the brown shaft was laced with prominent veins.  

	As he pulled back his foreskin, she smelled his musk and it was repellent and compelling at the same time.  It bobbed up and down, like a club as he moved between her thighs.  The look on her face was priceless as he aimed it at her wet hole.  Her face showed fear as she felt the hard, insistent probing and soon the stretching of her vaginal opening. 

	“Noooooo............oooooooooohhhhhhhhh......oh....oh.....oooooooohhhhhhhhhh.” 

	The thick purple crest plowed in, forcing a series of high-pitched cries from her as he worked his hips to and fro.  He grinned in delight, and licked his thick lips, as he enjoyed the erotic contrast between the brown shaft of his penis slowly disappearing between the dark outer lipped but pink inside, fleshy folds of her cunt.  Enjoying the way her glistening lips folded and bulged around his thick, oily brown cock as it slid in and out. 

	Ohira paused then thrust his hips forward hard.  She squealed as she felt the final popping jolt as the flanged rim of his glans was suddenly forced through the stretched ring of muscle guarding the deeper recesses of her vagina.  Ohira was determined to get it all inside her.  As he stretched her vagina, she felt totally impaled.  Her whole pelvis felt invaded as he violated her wet hole with his big cock.  

	When he pulled back a little, it looked like her insides were being pulled out.  When he thrust it in, she thought it would come out of her mouth.  As he penetrated her to the fullest extent – and she looked down - it seemed to her that she could see her stomach bulge.  The depth and girth of the penetration was stretching her to the limit.  She looked down and watched it going in and out...  

	The air was filled with slurpy, wet, nasty sounds as his cock went in and out.  Her vagina was full as he fucked her and she moaned and cried out.  On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside again.  Then it somehow was all inside her again.  Her swollen labia were glistening and wet with her secretions.  Men stood by and murmured admiringly as Ohira fucked her silly.

	She was juicing heavily now and this helped her to accommodate his big cock.  The opening to her hole was open and her labia looked like two hot rubber bands stretched to the max.  It looked like a python had squeezed itself into her.  On the in-stroke, the thick organ dragged her labia into her vagina too.  Fully gloved by the warm, tight wetness of her cunt, Ohira began to thrust harder and harder. 

	She squealed and groaned at depth of his entry…she was beginning to respond to the slow, deep fucking she was getting.  Aroused and stimulated, she had no defense to the slow, deep fucking.  Despite her squeals of protests, she felt her body responding, her hips involuntarily starting to surge up and down in time with the deep strokes of his penis as she began to ride towards her climax.  Now it was her bucking and thrusting against the thick fleshy rod that filled her totally. 

	“Oh… oh…. oh…. oh…. OH OHHHHH.”” 

	She began crying out, "Oh…oh…. OH…OH…OH…OH…OH…OH.”

	Kazumi began to cry out the filthiest things as Ohira fucked her.  With all of his cock in her pussy, grunts, moans, groans and cries poured out of her mouth.  She took the whole thing.  His big balls slapped against her with every thrust.  He held her by her hipbones and just pounded her.  She had a big, wet orgasm, and he kept fucking her…. making her cum again. 

	An uncontrolled babble of sounds and her sudden spasms brought a smile to Ohira’s brutal features.  She was caught in a whirl of agony and ecstasy as his hips did a little jig and he grunted and then yelled.  She felt the warm, spurting flood of his release deep inside.  Dragging his softening manhood from her body, he shouted in triumph.  As he pulled his cock out with a wet “plop” sound, her vagina quivered and spasmed. 

	Her hole looked like an invisible pipe was keeping it open. You could see all the way up inside her.  Big globs of semen drooled from her hole and ran down her crack to wet her anus.  Her pussy was a large, gaping, wet hole drooling fuck slime from the reddened opening.  

	Another samurai stepped forward…He was a very young man, named Akio, who had recently done something to win the Daimyo’s favor and he was allowed to go third.  Kazumi found him attractive. He had a slim brown penis with a very red glans.  She was soon kissing, licking and sucking his cock and then she had to take him in her cunt too. He was quick to cum; he was only nineteen himself.

	Nomura took his place and fucking her steadily quickly came to a convulsive, powerful orgasm.  Men sucked and bit her tits and when satisfied…let others have a go.  Mouths clamped onto her breasts and nipples, like suction cups, sucking and biting.   Hands were everywhere - feeling, pinching and probing.  There was a finger in her asshole… as a hard cock stretched her vagina.  

	The sensations became overwhelming.  Orgasms pulsed through her loins as the men took their turns with her.  They grabbed her by her hair, jerked her head around and forced themselves into her mouth.  She was forced to take several loads and made to swallow most of it.  Her vagina soon became loose and packed with semen.  Some men took longer to cum; some only lasted a minute.  

	She was turned over on her belly and the orgasms continued.  Everyone had fucked her more than once.  They moved from her pussy and began fucking her ass.  The bigger men treated her to a heavy dose of pain and pleasure.  Ohira brought in twenty-one selected commoners, peasants, the Daimyo wanted to reward - and they were allowed a turn.  Eventually, Kazumi’s ordeal ended, three hours later.  Some men had her more twice.  Fifty one men fucked her more than seventy-five times in her pussy and more than twenty times in her asshole.

	She was shamed totally.  She had countless orgasms as she was raped and sodomized.  Her cries and moans left no doubt that she got pleasure from her debasement.  The experience was very intense and overwhelming - something out of hell.  She had been tested to her limits as a woman.  At the end she laid on her back on the soaked futon in a puddle of semen; her legs splayed wide; her pussy was purple, swollen and gaped open; her breasts were bruised and showed bite marks; her nipples were obscenely swollen...  

	She stared at the ceiling; her mind a blank as she lay there exhausted.  She heard men laughing and joking - she felt their hands on her as they pulled her up - and staggering .....she was led back to her cell…dripping semen from both of her holes.  Ohira and Nomura tossed her onto the tatami.....where she quickly fell asleep. 

	Chapter 7    

	Chiyoko Renounces her Faith

	Kaito Nakada smiled at her, a smile devoid of any trace of pity.  He had summoned Chiyoko to the “drilling room” (sensakujo).  This was where she had been tortured to make her confess.  The dark chamber brought back memories of the whipping and the pressing torture that had broken her.  The shadowed ceiling and the room’s corners evoked childhood fear of dark places and the demonic presences that live in such places. 

	The fire pit and the oil lamps cast what little light there was and left scary shadows on the walls.  Sweat, piss and the smell of fear filled Chiyoko’s nostrils and made her blanch.  Tomo and Minoru had delivered her to Nakada.  Chiyoko had been summoned without any explanation; she assumed she was there for sexual abuse.  It was to be much worse...  This was the place where she would be made to renounce her faith.  And Nakada was the man who would supervise her torture.

	She looked at him.  Even more than Tomo, the cripple, Nakada was a repulsive little man.  Very small in stature with a pinched face, he looked like a toad, but he was the type of man who made himself invaluable by his attention to detail.  He was a bureaucrat – someone who kept facts and figures in order.  Later in history men like Nakada would have successful careers in the secret police in places like Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union. 

	He had risen to prominence when the Shogun decided to eliminate Christianity from Edo.  Nakada became one of the Shogun’s best ferrets – finding secret nests of Christians and eradicating them.  He was a sexually twisted man, but one who only derived pleasure from watching pain and torment inflicted.  He did not like to do it himself.  Now, here in the bowels of this jail with Tomo Fukuda and the imbecilic Minoru to execute his commands, he was in his glory.

	He looked Chiyoko over.  She was a plump peach of a girl – full of feminine hormones.  Heavy-breasted and sensual, she exuded a fresh sexuality that was a delight to most men. To Nakada she was a beautiful blossom whose petals he would see plucked...or torn.  He stood back.  He would indicate to Tomo what he wanted.  Chiyoko began to fidget as she stood before the three men.  Then Nakada spoke directly to her:

	“You have confessed to being a Christian?”

	“Y....yes.”

	“When you were on the horse, I heard you call out the name of the Portuguese god, Jesus. Is this so?”

	“Ummm....I do not remember.....Honorable Sir.”

	“But you do believe in this god, do you not?”

	“Uh....yes.....I do so, Honorable Sir.”

	“This is unacceptable to the Shogun and to the Emperor. To believe in a foreign god.  You must reject this god......do you understand?”

	“Honorable Sir.....”

	Now, Nakada pounced on her.  He showed his teeth and barked, “You will spit on this god ......now....or you will suffer like you have suffered like never before.....do you understand....Anno San?”

	“I.....I....I can not do that.....Honorable Sir.  I will suffer in the fires of Hell forever if I reject Him.”

	Nakada was furious.  He leaned closer to Tomo and whispered something.

	“You will suffer in hell today, Anno San.  I give you one more chance.  Spit on your god....say to me, ‘I spit on you, Jesus’.”

	Chiyoko hung her head and one lone tear ran down her cheek as she said, “I can not do this, Honorable Sir.”

	“Strip her,” he said to Tomo.

	Tomo grinned.  He was looking forward to this.  He had enjoyed tremendously putting her into painful bondage including the humiliating tongue gag.  He had not been allowed to fuck Chiyoko that time.  He was looking for an opportunity and concluded that Nakada was all business.  

	Unlike Nakada, he and Minoru liked to rape the females they tortured.  But the chance to torture the big-titted servant girl was almost as good.  He and Minoru roughly pulled Chiyoko’s clothes off.  She protested, whimpered, and squirmed, but in the end, she was naked as the day she was born

	“Bind her to that,” Nakada said as he pointed to a wooden ladder lying against the wall. 

	“Legs apart and her arms over her head.”

	When she was bound, she began to beg and plead.

	“Honorable Sir, please I have confessed, there is nothing more I can give you.”

	“Then just spit on your god.”

	“Oh......”

	“Bind her head.”

	Chiyoko was bound so she could not move her head up or down or twist it either left or right.

	“Prop the ladder against the pillar.”

	Tomo and Minoru hefted the heavy wooden ladder with Chiyoko bound to it and secured it to the column so that it was at a thirty degree angle to the floor.  They clamped her nostrils shut with a small piece of split bamboo.  Then Tomo dipped a pitcher into a bucket filled with cold, clear water.  Minoru forced a funnel into Chiyoko’s mouth so that she had to breathe thru the funnel.  That’s when Tomo began pouring.

	He filled it and with her nose clamped shut, panic set in.  Chiyoko felt like she would suffocate, so she gulped down the water.  She had no choice.  At first, it was an easy decision to make.  If she wanted to breathe, she had to swallow.  She was even a little thirsty when it began, but as time passed and as Tomo refilled the funnel over and over again, the water began to fill and stretch her belly.  The feeling of fullness slowly went from mildly unpleasant to achingly painful. 

	Poor Chiyoko could not speak when the funnel was in her mouth depressing her tongue.  When Minoru removed it, Narada asked to renounce ‘Jesus’.  When she stubbornly refused or ignored him, Narada gave the signal and Minoru shoved the funnel back in her mouth and Tomo filled it up again.  The feeling of suffocation and the cruel dilemma of having to swallow when she didn’t want to was only part of the torture.  

	Another part of Japanese water torture was the agony of having the stomach filled and stretched beyond capacity.  As her stomach filled, the stretch receptors were fretted to their maximum and Chiyoko could only groan in pain and anguish.  It was a hellish mental and physical torture.  It felt like one’s intestines were being torn inside. 

	Over and over until her belly had swelled so much it looked like she was pregnant.  That’s when Narada gave the signal to Tomo to wind it up to a higher level.  The two eta turned the ladder around so that Chiyoko’s head was lower than her feet.  Then Minoru untied her ankles.  He stood with her head nearly between his knees and held her ankles on his shoulders.  In this position, her swollen belly was compressed and gravity made the huge amount of water in her stomach press on her lungs and heart.  She cried out as she felt the torment this new position put her in.  She was sweating like a pig...

	Next, Tomo came over with a clyster that he had filled from the bucket of cold water.  The enema tool contained a full pint.  He greased Chiyoko’s anus, pressed the nozzle of the clyster against her sphincter and forced all of it into the buttery depths of her rectum.  He pushed on the handle and sent the whole pint of water into her bowels.  Chiyoko groaned at this fresh violation.  

	Before she had time to adjust to the pressure the position put on her stomach, or the intrusion of the cold brass nozzle in her shithole, she felt the wave of water invading her bowels from the other end.  And it did not end there.  Tomo refilled the clyster and pumped another pint into her.  Chiyoko wriggled in Minoru’s grasp and cried out in pain and anguish, but he held her firm.  

	Tomo did not stop.  He refilled and emptied the clyster into her six more times until her colon had been invaded with a gallon of water.  He greased up a big wooden plug and shoved that into her asshole to prevent any water from escaping.  

	The knob was big and it hurt some as Tomo forced it home.  But this part of the torture was now complete.  She had been given a high pressure, heavy enema.  Now, the distress she felt had been doubled.  When Minoru retied her ankles all Chiyoko could do was sob and groan.  Her bowels as well as her belly were beyond full.  To her, it felt like her whole lower body was an alien thing.

	“Ohhhhhhhhh.......uuuhhhhh......ooooooohhh......oh...oh...oh....ooooohhhhhhh.”

	Her bladder had filled and now in the semi-inverted position on the ladder she began pissing.....Her stream shot up and then, in an arc, hit the column and splashed to the stone floor.  More groans.  Narada encouraged them to increase her torment.  Minoru picked up a bundle of thin birch rods tied together into a whip and began whipping her on her thighs and mons.  

	With the blood rushing to her head and the water in her belly and bowels putting tremendous pressure on her internal organs Chiyoko was ready to pass out.  When Minoru began whipping her pussy her nervous system was taxed to the max.  She begged and babbled as the torture continued.  Soon her thighs and pussy was red from the birch whip with thin red weals all over her tender flesh.

	But Tomo had the next part of the torment all ready.  He had picked up a thick leather wrapped wooden truncheon and with this he beat Chiyoko on her distended, grossly swollen stomach.  The howls that came from her mouth were not to be believed.  She passed out after only a few blows and had to be revived.  This was repeated until she again lost consciousness.  Narada ordered them to lay the ladder flat on the stone floor.

	Then, Tomo covered her face with a thin cotton cloth and began to pour water in a thin stream over her nose and mouth.  She sputtered and moaned, and as she tried to catch a breath, the wet cloth clung to her in such a way that not only was breathing impossible but she inhaled the water from the soaked cloth into her mouth and nose.  

	The feeling of being suffocated was terrible and she swallowed a lot of water this way too.  She was now babbling like an idiot.  She began pissing again as the water in her belly passed thru her kidneys and filled her bladder to capacity.  In between the draughts that Tomo poured on her face she cried out for help or mercy...... 

	“Pull the plug from her ass and let the fool shit,” Narada finally said.

	He was disgusted with the fact that he had not been able to break her with “water torture”.  But he was also very aroused and was planning to leave long enough to relieve the pressure in his balls.  Chiyoko was allowed to empty her bowels and after shitting she had evacuated whatever remained of the gallon of water that had been pumped into her, as well as a full bowel movement of her feces.  To have to do it in front of the two eta was a humiliation but she was getting used to such mortifying violations. 

	Narada stayed long enough to see Chiyoko squatting over the bucket, groaning and shitting.  He had found it all tremendously stimulating.  The invasion of her mouth with the terrible draughts of water..... the swelling of her belly, the involuntary urination.....the beating of her belly and the whipping of her “private areas” had given the little toad of a man a strong erection.  Since he was so small in that part of his body his loin cloth and kimono gave no evidence of his arousal. 

	But his heavily lidded eyes, his flushed countenance and breathing was mute evidence that he thoroughly enjoyed what the two eta had done to her at his direction.  He liked to imagine that it was him doing these things.  But he knew in his bones that this was not possible for him.  Through others, like Tomo, he received the erotic charge he needed.  He was now ready to excuse himself.

	He told them to re-tie her to the ladder with her legs open wide.  He would be back momentarily.  He excused himself and repaired quickly to the guard’s privy.  When he got there he closed himself in and quickly masturbated.  He had been so excited that he wasn’t sure he would make it in time.  When he came, reliving what had been done to Chiyoko, it was a very satisfying orgasm.  

	This is what he needed: to see Christian boys and girls tortured.  Each time, he felt the sheer rush, and on some level, the guilt of nasty pleasure.  Afterwards, he rushed back to supervise the next torture for Chiyoko.  She was a stubborn one that was for sure.

	In Narada’s absence, they bound Chiyoko with her legs spread very wide.  When Narada returned, he conferred with Tomo, who nodded vigorously as Chiyoko watched fearfully.  After this, Tomo and Minoru hauled the ladder up to throw it on the table and prop it up at an angle to elevate her head.  Tomo came over, and using a teasing touch, got busy tracing Chiyoko’s labia - touching the moist, sensitive flesh until he made her squirm.  He played with the bulb of her clitoris and got it to full erection. 

	Minoru came over to stand beside him.  He was holding a wooden box, which he opened.  Inside was a collection of cruel alligator toothed steel clamps. All different sizes.  Also in the box were thin, steel needles.  Tomo studied the box’s contents to make a selection.  He chose a medium-sized clamp.  He pinched up a fold of the soft white skin on her belly and let the clamp’s jaws bite.  The spring on these clamps were very strong and when he released it, the pain made her leap against her bonds and cry out....

	“OOOOOOWWWWWW............OOOOOHH........OH.....OOOOOHHHHHH.”

	He began decorating her belly in rows with the clamps.  Each one cut off circulation and the sharp pain was cumulative.  One clamp hurt like hell, ten hurt ten times more pinching her sensitive skin.  Narada periodically asked her to reject Jesus.  When she didn’t, Tomo went back to decorating her with the clamps.  Soon there were twenty all over her lower belly.  Each one made her yell, and as all of them were left on, the total pain was eye-watering.....

	Then Tomo turned to the vulnerable thinner skin on her inner thighs.  Soon each leg sported ten clamps.  And the crying and groans from Chiyoko reached a new level.  He selected smaller clamps and used them on her underarms, lips, tongue, earlobes and nose.  Her nose began to run and she drooled.  She was being turned

	into a sort of pin cushion.  It was all very de-humanizing.  Next, Tomo began working on her breasts. 

	First the undersides, a total of ten clamps.....then the areolas, (five on each) then a big clamp on each nipple.  This brought her to a new, higher level of anguish.  When Tomo used six small clamps on Chiyoko’s labia, a steady chorus of shrieks and howls issued from her.  She was able to get the one on her tongue off, but Tomo merely used that as an opportunity to put a larger, stronger clamp on her tongue.  This, of course, made her drool even more.  Once they were all on, Tomo smacked and pulled on them.

	Narada came over to look closely at what Tomo had done.  It was very effective as Chiyoko writhed and squirmed in agony.  He asked her again to abjure.....to renounce her god, but got no response.  He nodded to Tomo, who understood and began taking the clamps off.  This was the next part of the torture.  

	The clamps hurt when they were put on – hurt while they were on - but hurt most when they were taken off.  He removed them slowly, massaging the pinched and numb skin vigorously as the circulation returned.  This intensified the pain enormously and she began screaming anew.  When they were all off, she was exhausted.  Now, Tomo again reached into his box of tricks and grabbed a needle.  It was wrapped with thin copper wire at the base making it easier to grasp.  Minoru swabbed Chiyoko’s clitoris with some clear rice liquor, and when he was done, Tomo brought the needle down to her crotch.  Chiyoko pleaded and whined when she saw it.... wide-eyed and terrified.

	“Make sure she’s tied tight,” Tomo counseled Minoru.

	“OHHHhhhh….please…no......P-p-please…..please….please…. ………AAAhhhhhhhhh.......Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.”

	Chiyoko tried to sit up, but her bonds prevented any real movement as Tomo played with her clit....making sure it was fully erect.   She began hyperventilating in fearful anticipation as Tomo picked a spot on the clitoral hood guarding the shaft.  Then he pushed the tip through the sensitive nerve-rich flesh.  

	“OOOWWWWWW…..OOOOOOHHHHHHHHH……UUUHHH…OOHHHHH.”

	Tomo took a second needle and inserted it thru the other side of the shaft of her clitoris making Chiyoko scream in pure agony.  She began shrieking as soon as Tomo pushed it in as the two now produced an excruciating agony.  The deeper it went in, the more she writhed and howled.  Soon, Tomo had both thin steel needles fully embedded.  He had skewered the main nerve in her clitoris.

	Tomo sat back for a moment to admire his handiwork.  Then he began pulling her labia....stretching each lip in turn.  It jiggled the needles embedded in the clitoral shaft and Chiyoko groaned in pain with each tug of her piss flaps.  They both looked down between her legs as Tomo worked her sex lips by pulling and stretching them.  The clitoral bulb, in response, grew totally engorged and swollen.  The nubbin jutted out of the pink hood like a fingertip that had been struck with a hammer.  Chiyoko drew shuddering breaths as she tried to deal with the pain.  Tomo studied Chiyoko as he tormented her.  With her legs held apart, there wasn’t much she could do except suffer...

	“OOOOOOOOOhhhhhhhh……OOOOOWWWW……….OOOOOOOHHHHHHH.” 

	Her high-pitched squeals got louder when Tomo began playing with the embedded needles.  Chiyoko’s eyes bulged in horror as she craned her head forward to watch Tomo at work.  It drove Chiyoko to a hot peak of agony each time he touched them.  He toyed with them and then stood back and watched them dancing and bobbing, as if by themselves.  Chiyoko writhed in agony, groaning and rolling her head from side to side.  Then she craned her head forward to stare with her eyes bulging out of her head at the tortured place between her legs.  Tomo, satisfied, allowed himself a smile.  

	“She is singing now,” he said to Minoru.

	“AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH……AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH.” 

	“Will you give up the Christian god,” Nakada asked her again?

	Chiyoko didn’t respond.  Narada nodded to Tomo who began flicking his finger against the needles, making her convulse each time he did it.  Unable to deal with the molten pain, the needles drove her crazy.  Tied tight, she could only cry out.  Tomo didn’t have to do much - just tap the end of a needle and this drove Chiyoko into a frenzy each time.  

	Nakada watched breathlessly as Tomo worked his magic.  He was as excited as he had ever been.  Tomo was truly a wizard.  Finally, unable to stand it any more, Chiyoko gave a strangled groan - her head rolling back.... saliva drooling from her mouth and passed out.  Minoru threw water in her face to wake her, so the torture could continue...

	“OH… aaaaaaah hah...ahhhh…ohhhh...ohhhh.  No-noooo, oh, oh, oh, p-p-p-please, PLEESSSSE ...”

	The sight of her naked body arching, twitching and jerking at each manipulation of the needles, and the way she went into spasms each time Tomo flicked them was a sublime treat for Nakada.  She stopped screaming, but was now making harsh sobbing gasps.  She was desperate for the pain to stop, but helpless tied and bound.  Tomo stopped and waited until her babbling and cries subsided.  

	Then, Tomo began flicking the needles faster and harder.  With each blow, Chiyoko jerked as though she was being jabbed with a lit taper.  Her mouth opened wide into an ‘O’ and she screamed, but no sound came out.  Then, he began pinging them as fast and hard as he could and this made Chiyoko scream like a madwoman.  Relentless now, Tomo went from one needle to another - forcing her to new peaks of pain.  Chiyoko was being taken to a place she had never been before...

	Her shrieking grew more extreme as Tomo continued to torture her.  Waves of red-hot anguish drove her to madness.  Another stream of hot urine spurted in an arc from her pussy to splash on the table.  Then, Tomo stopped. 

	“Filthy girl,” he said.

	He parted her labia to examine her.  He found what he was looking for: her urethral opening...her pisshole.  Chiyoko stared down at her pussy, her eyes wide with terror as she watched Tomo examining her closely there.  

	“Hmmmm,” was all he said.

	Then he reached into the box to grab something.  He held it up... it was a thin, short probe carved from a whale’s tooth and mounted on a lacquered handle.  The shaft was studded with small knobs and bumps which grew in size closer to the handle.  Tomo showed it to Nakada first, who allowed himself the tiniest glimmer of a smile and nodded.  Then he displayed it to Chiyoko, who winced when she beheld it. 

	“This will stop you from pissing,” was all he said.

	“What are you going to do,” she asked plaintively?

	Chiyoko began to plead when Tomo brought it down to her pussy.  The cripple spread her lips again.  When he had pulled everything back so that the orifice flared open he placed the tip of the probe right at the opening..... 

	“OOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH……….NNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOO,” went Chiyoko - as she anticipated the rape of her most private orifice.

	“Feel.....this,” Tomo said to her softly, as he teased the opening with the tip. 

	It stretched the tiny opening and as it penetrated her, Chiyoko’s mouth flew open into an ‘O’ of pure agony.  Tomo took his time working all of it in, making her squirm and writhe when he twisted it to get it into her most private hole.  Tomo kept pushing until the tip was right at the muscular ring guarding the bladder.   Chiyoko uttered a series of barking gasps as the bulbous tip fought the sphincter.  The grotesque sounds she made got Minoru laughing.  His face had been wreathed in the most idiotic of smiles and now he laughed out loud at the strangled sounds coming from Chiyoko.  Nakada watched with bated breath and

	wondered silently to himself what it would feel like to have such a device forced up his urethra. 

	Pushing against the sphincter, Tomo made it go inside her bladder.  Urine squirted out around the intrusion.  Tomo let her get used to the feel of it, before he worked the last few knobs into her urethra.  A little further and the last and largest knob was fully seated in her piss-tube.  The lacquered handle rested up against her pussy, just underneath her needle embedded clitoris.  

	Her squirming, moaning and twitching brought another glimmer of a smile to Narada’s ugly face.  It was very erotic to rape a woman this way.  The sensation of having this alien thing all the way up her piss-hole was so excruciatingly unpleasant it made Chiyoko cry like a baby.

	Following this, Tomo, smiling, went back to tapping and flicking the two needles again.  He played on them in turn.  Chiyoko began screaming and shrieking like she never had before, with the horrible probe dilating her piss-hole and the needles embedded in the most sensitive part of her body.  Chiyoko’s vocalizations now had to be heard to be believed.   She was howling like a lunatic...screaming and shrieking.  She was in hell.  She lost consciousness three times during the ordeal and Minoru had to throw cold water in her face to rouse her so the torture could be continued.  Tomo subjected her to the most excruciating pain she had ever known.  It finally broke her, as she could not stand this level of pain.  

	“Do you want us to do this to Jesus,” Narada asked her, sidling up close to her face?

	She didn’t hesitate and cried out, “Do it to him. Do it to him. Do it....do it to him.  I spit on him....I spit on him.....” 

	“Do you condemn Jesus to hell and spit on all his priests?”

	“YES.....YES....Y...YES....YES.”

	She screamed out a lot of things and in the end gave the Shogun’s representative everything he wanted.  She was a broken doll after this ordeal.  When it was over, Narada signaled to Tomo to release her from her torment.  After he removed all the cruel torture implements, Chiyoko sagged into a semi-conscious state....her eyes closed and her breathing slowed.  Later, when she had recovered some, Narada had her sign a scroll saying she rejected Christianity.  

	She had rejected Jesus and was now isolated from family, friends, her mistress and her faith.  All she has was what they would give her and that was not much.  Nakada was nearly swooning.  He barely nodded to Tomo and then rushed out... headed for the privy.  He needed relief.  Tomo, his face showing curiosity, wondered where the little toad was going every time he left the room.  

	Chapter 8    

	Kazumi and the Dogs

	Ohira and Nomura were talking and it was Ohira who suggested it.  He had come up with a particularly nasty and degrading ordeal for Kazumi.  When he told it to Nomura, his lean friend grinned and they hatched a plan.  They came for Lord Sato’s daughter, threw a cloak over her and spirited her out.  Passing houses and shops, she attracted lots of attention.  

	Whispering and rude comments accompanied Kazumi on her trek that morning.  The villagers knew who she was.  The two samurai took her to the stables, where the Daimyo’s horses and war dogs were housed.  Ohira had made arrangements with Nobu Murata, the stable master, for a special command performance. 

	Murata was older and looked like a kindly grandfather, but like so many men of that time he was a sexual sadist.  It didn’t take much coaxing from Ohira to secure his help.  And so the arrangements were made for Kazumi to undergo what no female should ever have to go through...  

	She stood fidgeting, as Ohira huddled with Murata.  He nodded, kept looking her over and smiling.  Kazumi, standing there, realized to her horror that her pussy was getting squishy wet between her legs.  She was fearful and nervous in anticipation what these men might do to her.  She began fiddling with her hands to distract herself. 

	She knew that they were going to do something bad, but she didn’t know what.  The air was filled with sexual sparks.  The big hulking samurai chuckled and nodded at something Murata said.  Then some of the stable boys came over.  Kazumi heard barking; so she heard the dogs before she saw them.  One boy was leading a large black hound.  

	She shrank back when she saw another stable boy leading a really big dog on a leash.  This animal was ugly: a heavy-boned, brindle-colored mastiff, a hundred and thirty pound monster.  The dogs barked....excited as the stable boys, Hiroki, Daisuke and Kenzo, made them sit.  One of the boys brought out a pot. 

	Nomura pulled off her cloak making Kazumi groan.  She looked around and saw Murata smirking at her.  Everyone was murmuring.  This was another humiliation for her.  Obliged to be naked in front of a group of men was always a fresh violation.  Only being forced to strip in front of her own family would have been a greater humiliation.  

	Kazumi glanced at Murata, and then kept her eyes down ....staring at the ground.  Ohira got busy and strung her up by her wrists to an overhead beam.  Murata took the pot and began to stir the contents.  It was filled with coconut milk that had been boiled with honey and turned into a thick, gooey sauce.  He came over to her and began to talk to her.

	“Do you know what this is,” he asked?

	“No.”

	“My dogs just love this.........it is so sweet.  They will lick it up if I put it on a bee’s nest.”

	Kazumi stared, trying to understand. 

	“But I am not going to put this on a bee’s nest. I am going to smear it on your nest,” he said as he pointed at her crotch and laughed. 

	It dawned on her what he meant.  She began crying out, “oh.....no.....please...NO....NO....PLEASE...NO.”

	Grinning and enjoying her discomfort, Murata used a brush to smear the sticky, sweet stuff on her lower belly.  Then he got a more on the brush and smeared it all over her hairy mound.  He had the stable boys hold her legs open.  At this, Kazumi began to protest and cry out.  But it was no good.  The boys took hold of her by the ankles and pulled her legs apart to expose her hairy pussy and anus.   

	Old Murata took his time and made sure he got it into all the cracks and crevices of her body.  Then he made sure to paint each of her buttocks until they were completely covered and stepping around to the front, he painted a trail up the insides of each of her thighs.  Kazumi began whining as soon as they brought the dogs over to where she was suspended.  Murata encouraged the animals, and they quickly began sniffing and smelling her all over.  She began pleading, begging desperately for them to get the dogs away from her.  

	“NO.…. please…no…. oh…. no…. pleeeeease.”

	The dogs smelled the sweet stuff, and their big, wet tongues shot out to lap her all over, licking her pubic hair and all over her belly and buttocks.  As the dog’s pink tongues lapped her, it began to arouse her, even though she did not want it.  As the dogs began lapping her THERE in her crack…. her pussy began to ooze her feminine secretions.  

	She began to twitch in her bonds, and go, “oh…oh…oh.”

	When one of them it thrust its long pink tongue right into her crack, she yelped like she had been stuck; then she began moaning like a sick calf.  Murata smeared more of the gooey cream all over the most sensitive places on her body again.  He wanted the dogs to violate her totally.  The stable master found his aged penis stirred to stiffness watching the spectacle.  To see her resisting with the dogs used as tools to torment and arouse her was heady stuff indeed.  Ohira and Nomura stood back enjoying what they had arranged.  It was becoming a really nasty show...

	The three stable boys had never seen anything like it before in their young lives and being teenagers, they all sported hard, hot erections.  Ohira, having experienced hot forced sex with her, and getting a little jaded, found the sight and sounds of the dogs assaulting her much to his liking.  The sound of their tongues lapping her all over was very erotic.  

	The dogs went crazy for the gooey stuff and began lapping and licking her madly.  Her brown nipples got as hard as pebbles as the dogs tongues competed with each other to feast on the sweet, creamy stuff smeared over her pussy.  Her pussy got more cream brushed on; and each time the dogs licked her there, she thought she would go mad. 

	“OHHHHHHH…..PLEASE…PLEASE…NO…NO…NO….OHHH…..OOOOHHHH…UUUHHHH….OHHHHHOOOOHHHH……please…no more,” she begged.

	Ohira got the boys to stake her legs apart to completely expose her wet pussy and anus.  Lots more gooey stuff was smeared into her ass crack and on her anus.  Then Murata turned the dogs loose again.  The black dog sniffed at her asshole and then liking what it found there, began licking her shithole.  Slower at first…then like a demon…

	Please don't let them. Oh …..What are they doing to me? Oh…. Oh…. Oh … Oh... Oh....OH....Ahhh…....Ohhh…....Ohhh……OH....OH….NO….NO….PLEASE…NO….OH….OH…OH. Please don’t do this to me. Don’t shame me this way......PLEASE.”

	The mastiff licked her pussy, and the black hound licked her asshole and crack.  Kazumi was totally aroused against her will.  Their tongues were soft, but strong and wet.  With her legs tied open and spread, the big mastiff put its cold nose on her clitoris and forced its muzzle between her spread pussy lips.  The dog sniffed, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vagina thru her labia to her clitoris....

	Between the dog’s copious saliva, the sweet cream and her secretions, her pussy was soon a mess.  Her pubic hair became soaked, and the mastiff made her jerk about when it thrust its big pink tongue in her sexhole.  The tongue licked her labia and clitoris and penetrated her vagina.  She was very close to cumming.  Kazumi felt herself being pushed over a cliff as the dogs had their way with her.  

	“Oh…….Oh…OH...OHHHH….uuuuhhhhh……ohhhhhh.oh…oh…oh…OHHH….OH…….OHHHH.” 

	With her legs tied open, she was totally vulnerable to them.  The dogs, with their big, sloppy tongues pushed her into a world of her own.  Oh, she could hear the men joking among themselves…but the dog’s tongues totally dominated her mind and body.  She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then began cumming and cumming and cumming.  The dogs licked her labia and clitoris for about fifteen minutes, making her climax and flow, soaking everything.

	Whimpering, grunting, moaning and then groaning and screaming as their tongues feasted on her womanhood and shit-hole, Kazumi could not contain her herself, as the dogs licked her like a machine, and drove her to one orgasm after another.  Never in her life had she felt anything like it.  There was a tongue at her anus, warm and wet.  And a tongue exploring every crevice and fold of her pussy at the same time.  To have this happening to her in front of everyone opened a floodgate in her mind.  To be made to cum by dogs was a new degradation. The most humiliating yet...

	“Oh…….Oh …OH OHHHHHH….OH….OH…OH…OHHHH….....” 

	Involuntarily, she had multiple orgasms that kept exploding like a string of firecrackers.  The dogs had licked up most of the sweet stuff and now her honey pot was the treat.  It was obvious to everyone how much the dogs had gotten to her.  She was reacting like a madwoman; she grunted, moaned and cried out as both dogs worked her over. 

	She had a long string of convulsive orgasms and screamed, “OH….OH….OHHH….OOOOOHHHHH…..OOOOHHHHHH.”

	The stable boys began yelling, kanpai every time she came.  Each time a dog made her cum, they whooped and hollered.  At Murata’s insistence, the boys pulled the dogs off her.  He announced that it was time for her to suck the dog’s cocks.  When Kazumi heard this she began whining and protesting.

	“Please do not do this to me.  Have respect for me.  I am a samurai’s daughter....”

	The black dog’s cock had emerged from its sheath and protruded.  It was hot red in color and drooling fuck-slime.  When she heard what the stable master wanted her to do next, and looked at the dog’s dick, Kazumi tried to resist, but she knew down deep, she had no choice.  She had no idea how much cock a dog had, but as she stared, this dog, weighing about eight-five pounds, showed a big tool.  The idea of sucking a dog’s cock was repulsive and disgusting. 

	The big mastiff was led over and she blanched when she saw what it had between its legs.  This dog was a hundred and thirty pound ball of muscle and bone - a living anatomy lesson in how much cock a big dog can have.  The penis was fully nine inches long and thick, with a knot that when fully engorged was as big around as a man’s fist.  The beast’s organ was mottled gray, red and purple and covered with obscene veins.  

	It revolted her; but they quickly got her down on the ground with the black hound straddling her head.  This put the drooling hot red cock tip right in her face.  Murata grabbed her hand and made her hold it behind the swelling “knot” at the base.  As she held it, it seemed to grow in her hand.  She was going to be made to suck a dog’s dirty dick.  The thought revolted and shamed her.

	“Do not make me do this.  I am a samurai’s daughter.  I could be your daughter,” she pleaded.  “This is shameful.  Please do not disgrace me this way.....”

	Murata ignored her. He told her what he wanted her to do, “give the tip wet sucking kisses.  Then make little circles around the tip with your tongue.  Then you suck it, when I tell you to.”

	When she began doing this, at his direction, it made the dog’s cock spurt furiously in little pops and spurts.  The dog’s cock kept jetting and the semen that didn’t end up in her mouth splashed all over her face.  Murata made her suck and swallow, suck and swallow and then do it over and over again in exactly the same way, as everyone watched.  The stable boys were beside themselves as she made a total slut of herself.  They were all totally aroused as well at seeing her take this monstrous penis into her mouth, with semen going in her mouth and getting all over her face too.

	The two samurai smiled as Kazumi descended down the status ladder to lower than that of a common whore.  The discharge filled her mouth and she had to keep swallowing.  Her face got very slimy because every time she took the tip from her mouth, it just kept squirting semen in jets and little pops.  Her cheeks, chin, nose, lips, neck and breasts were soon glistening with the dog’s discharge.  

	As she continued to kiss and suck the dog’s cock, the knot at the base got bigger.  It looked like the dog’s penis had swallowed two plumbs.  Murata and the boys now got the dog turned around and holding the organ behind the knot used it to squirt her face.

	She looked over, at one point, and saw the horror of her situation in the stable boys’ lust contorted faces.  They kept her sucking the black dog’s cock until Murata decided that it was time for her to suck the mastiff’s cock.  When they got the bigger dog turned around so that its cock was also by her mouth, Murata made her tickle and lick the tip.  Pre-cum jetted from the tip like a hose and it seemed like the dog was pissing on her.  When she took the tip and kissed it, the ensuing spurt made her gag and choke – there was so much.  She got the tip in her mouth and her cheeks told the story.

	She sucked and her cheeks bulged from the copious amounts of watery cum, until she swallowed; then her cheeks would bulge again.  This went on for awhile.  Murata made her kiss, tease and lick the tip and soon she was totally wet ....a sloppy mess as they got the black dog turned around and had her go from one dog cock to another…her cheeks, nose, mouth and chin were completely coated and dripping with the beasts’ fuck slime. 

	After a while, Murata decided it was time for the animals to fuck her.  He had let the dogs get her very sexually hot before letting them mount her.  This was very important since both dog’s penises were very big.  He knew the object was to really challenge her vaginal muscles with the stretching heat that a firmly embedded dog cock would produce.  He was going to make Lord Sato’s baby daughter cum like she had never cum before. 

	Kazumi was beyond protesting at this point.  As they forced her on all fours, she let herself be led around like she was a dog.  The stable boys were shaking with excitement; their faces showing wonder and lust.  This was a real treat for them.  As the black dog was led behind her ass, it knew just what to do.  Excited, it growled as it jumped on her back.  Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage.  Its hips began humping.  It looked obscene.  The beast tried mightily to get its cock in her hole. 

	It was at this point, that Kazumi came alive and with eyes bugging out of her head, began to protest, “OH NO – no – NO – NO – NO – please – PLEASE - NO – PLEASE – PLEEEEEASE. It will kill me….please.”

	The truth is that Kazumi was of two minds.  She felt totally violated by the humiliations forced upon her and shamefully aroused by them as well.  These conflicting feelings surged thru her as the dog kept jabbing at her with its hot red cock.  The organ was a slimy, dripping, nightmare.  Women like Kazumi, who had never given birth, had smaller, tighter vaginas.  It didn’t look to the boys like the dog’s cock was going to fit into her cunt hole.  

	The black dog’s knot looked big and the boys were taking bets that her pussy couldn’t take it.  But, ass soon as the dog found her warm, wet hole with the tip of its cock - BAM – it shoved it in so deep and fast that she lost her breath.  The dog then drove it in and out like a demon - so fast - just punching her.  She began howling as the black dog fucked her like a rag doll.  The dog used its front paws to pull her closer and humped her like a demon.  

	The beast drooled on her back as it fucked her.  It never stopped.  The obscene sight of an animal just hump fucking a human female had everyone hard.  Poor Kazumi got no time to pause or catch her breath, as her pussy was punch-fucked mercilessly.  She was soon dripping with sweat…it dripped from her face, neck and underarms…even her back was wet...

	She could feel the beast’s cock thrusting in very deep and the knot was trying to get into her hole.  She looked between her legs and saw the knot right at her vaginal opening.  The stable boys had crowded in closer to watch as the knot pressed the opening to her sex-hole.  The knot was huge now, and the animal kept pushing to get it inside her.  The dog wouldn’t be denied.  It kept trying.  The knot pressed against her wet opening and began stretching the vaginal sphincter open...more and more… Kazumi began grunting, feeling the added pressure.

	The stable boys went, “oh….oh…oh…look …look..…it’s going in.”

	When it popped inside her, she howled with a mixture of pleasure and pain as the mouth of her vagina was stretched more than it had ever been before. 

	She began crying, “it’s too big… too big.” 

	Her hole had been stretched open like she was giving birth.  One second it was outside her hairy pussy…and then, it had disappeared inside her.  Those who’d wagered that it would fit now crowed in triumph.

	“Shit…can you believe it? She took the whole thing.”

	Now the dog punched its cock tip to the end of her vagina.  She soon began screaming……with the dog thrusting, the tip of the beast’s cock went all the way past her G-spot to the epicenter of her vaginal sheath.   There were nerve endings in this part of her sex-hole that when stretched and pounded, would push her towards a huge uterine orgasm.  Her pussy was very hot…very hot now indeed...

	“OH ….. OH …..OH…..OH ….OHHHH….OOOOOHHHHH…..OH….OH." 

	Kazumi soon sounded like a babbling idiot.  Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth.  She was lost in bestial embrace.  The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip kept spurting as the shaft and knob vibrated and pulsed.  The dog had stopped humping.  It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her vagina.  For her, it was like her whole body had become her sex-hole. 

	She was just a pussy.  She had become the dog's bitch.  She soon felt herself approaching her first “doggy” vaginal orgasm.  As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis bear down.  She contracted her abdomen and, as she did so, her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s penis in an attempt to grip it... and she CAME hard. 

	“Oh………Ohhhhhh….Ohhhhhh…Ohhhhhhhhh……Ahhhhhhhh……..Uhhhh…..OOOHHHHH…..UH…UH…..OOOHHH….OOOHHHH….oooohhhh….oooohhhh.”

	Her mind spun and her brain exploded, as her whole body shook.  When she relaxed her vagina, the boys could see the knot trying to pop out.  But it was too big, so it did not quite make it out.  Then when she contracted her pussy muscles, the knot was pulled up inside her about an inch.  That inch of travel made the stretching pressure of the huge knot massage her G-Spot and vaginal front wall.  Also, the extra inch of penetration forced the dog’s blunt shaped cockhead deep into her epicenter. 

	Murata was telling Ohira, “You see what is going on.  When she contracts and relaxes her cunt, it moves the knot in and out – just a little.  The whore is fucking herself when she does that. The stupid slut loves it.”

	Ohira smiled and nodded.  The result was all too plain: Kazumi was having one body quaking orgasm after another.  She felt the animal ejaculating DEEP in her hole.  She felt it spurting and spurting….hosing her with hot, watery, bestial cum.  Its organ pulsed; hotter than a man’s and it spurted and jetted inside her for a

	long time.  Throbbing and spurting..... it just kept pushing her into multiple orgasms.  

	Not only was the dog’s cock hotter than a man’s, but the heat of the dog’s semen had turned her sexhole into a volcano.  The big knot acted as a plug that held most of the hot doggy cum inside her.  The fiery semen coating everything and helped transfer the heat from the beast’s cock and knot directly into her stretched vaginal walls.  The big knot had compressed the front vaginal wall, thinning it so that heat flowed into her urethral sponge as well. 

	The result was that she came convulsively over and over again.  The effect of the hot, copious ejaculations right into that nerve rich epicenter drove her wild.  And unlike a man, the ejaculations just keep going on and on.  Finally, like all good things, it came to an end.  The dog’s knot had kept the animal locked inside her pussy for eleven minutes.  Her contractions had completely fatigued her vaginal muscles.  She had been thoroughly fucked. 

	She slowly came back to her senses when the animal wanted to pull out.  She felt the dog pulling back and it hurt as the knot was well embedded in her sex-hole, just behind her pubic bone.  And when the dog persisted and its cock shrank, it finally popped out; and she felt like a log had popped out of her.  

	There was so much pressure - then nothing.  The animal’s cock was still out and erect.  The boys marveled at the size of it.  The organ from tip to base was as long as a cucumber, and the knot at the base - as big as two plums.  The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself.  The boys led the animal to another stall where it lay down and began licking its cock. 

	Somehow the long shaft and fat knot had been in Kazumi’s tight vagina, one that had never born children.  Still on her elbows and knees, she panted.  She felt and looked like she had run a great distance.  She was wet and sloppy everywhere, from her belly down to her mound... her thighs and her buttocks.  

	A disgusting mixture of bestial semen and her secretions oozed from her hole and ran down the inside of both thighs.  Her hole was stretched open, reddened and swollen.  Murata voiced the opinion that she had a whore’s pussy and was meant to take a dog’s dick in her “slut hole”, as he called it.

	Kazumi whimpered to anyone who would listen, “I can’t take anymore”.  

	But Murata laughed and said, “you’re going to take more whether you like it or not.  Cry all you want, but you are going to take this cock too.”  

	She looked over and saw they had brought the mastiff over to her.  She looked at the big dog in fear as she realized they were going to let this one fuck her too.  She realized it was no good to plead or beg.  Everyone saw how big the gray, red and

	purple cock was, now that it was fully erect. Despite her fears about having to take the bigger dog’s cock, the dog’s multi-colored monster cock hypnotized her.  

	She stared, amazed, at the length and thickness of it.  It was quite a bigger than the black dog’s cock.  The head was shaped like an arrowhead and the shaft just behind widened and flared so much that Murata could not get his hand around it.  And the knot looked as big as two small apples.  The boys vied with each other making jokes about this dog’s cock.  Everyone felt a sense of awe at how much cock this dog had.  It was obscene.. 

	The boys went, “ooh and ah” as they ogled the dog’s phallus.  Kazumi’s heart leapt in her mouth as she eyed the animal’s organ.  It was already a lot bigger than any human penis.  Nervously, she tried to scoot forward, but there was nowhere to go.  The beast began barking as it smelled her.  The smell of dog was very strong.  Added to the odor of her pussy... it smelled very nasty in this stall now.  The boys laughed and joked, excited by what was next.  

	Now that the dog was almost in position, they crowded in even closer.  She glanced at the faces around her.  There she saw looks of wonder, lust and amazement.  Then she looked back over her shoulder again at the dog’s cock - monstrous in size and appearance.  Drops of slippery juice trickled from the hole at the tip.  The animal bent down to sniff at her ass.  The scent excited the beast, because it began to bark.  It put its nose against her wet pussy and licked her. The dog reared its head up, snorted and barked again.

	Murata, as a breeder, was experienced in using false start techniques to increase a dog’s semen volume.  Murata encouraged the big dog to mount her, and the animal rose up on its hind legs and came over her back with its forelegs on either side of her chest.  Its forelegs slid back and it began hugging her hips.  It was ready to thrust its cock into a warm, wet hole.  She had the animal’s muzzle over her and it drooled slop on her neck, back and shoulders. 

	The dog now started to hunch forward trying to find the gaping pussy that it had smelled and seen.  She felt the cock tip smack against her wet pussy, and then it slid up and over her anus as the dog thrust forward.  The dog prodded her again.  She shuddered in nervous anticipation of the penetration, as the dog hunched forward trying to get its cock into her.  The dog continued to thrust forward trying to find her pussy. 

	“OH… NO– OH… NO – OH… NO  – OH… NO  – OH… NO – OH NO….”

	But, every time the big mastiff got close to penetrating her, Murata and Kenzo pulled the dog off.  They did that a few times before they let the dog enter her.  This got the animal really crazy, which pre-loaded more semen and made it go wild.  The dog barked and whined as Murata yelled at Kazumi to get prepared, because he knew she was going to get fucked with a rape-like intensity. 

	Murata forced four or five false mounts, and after each one, the mastiff, crazy with the smell of her, strained against its human handlers.  Kazumi got very excited too and soon was actually begging for entry after this.  

	“OH..ohhh..uuuhhh...letitfuckme......ohhh......letitfuckme........OH.....oh....ohhhh.”

	Using this technique, Murata knew this dog would ejaculate up to a cup of hot semen.  One thing was for sure, the dog was going to enjoy the sensations of Kazumi’s strong orgasmic contractions clamping rhythmically around its cock.  It would spur the animal to stay hard longer, and do a better job draining its big balls.  Since she was already so hot and wet, even though the mastiff was quite a bit bigger than the black dog, Murata let the animal go...really go.  This time the old stable master let nature take its course. 

	The fucking was brutal and deep.  They grabbed and moved her a bit to line up her dripping, sloppy pussy with the animal’s thrusting cock.  The dog felt the tip at her hole; then its powerful hind quarters slammed forward.  And while the black dog had stretched her sex-hole a lot... her vagina was forced to stretch open even more to accommodate the mastiff’s bigger cock.  

	As the tip found her vagina and went inside, the shaft dilated her and soon the next few thrusts got the entire shaft inside her warm, wet vagina.  She groaned and then moaned.  The parting of her vaginal sphincter and the opening of her hole felt so good again.  It touched her G-spot and slid past.  It hurt and felt good at the same time, filling her. 

	She tried to scoot forward again when she felt the dog trying to force more inside her.  There was so much cock and as the big, canine penis went deeper, the noblewoman kept whimpering and groaning in pleasure-pain.  Daisuke found her reactions so sexy that he was standing off to the side with his hand under his kimono squeezing his cock.  The dog pulled out a little and then just rammed it back in.  This made her groan like it was about to come out her mouth.  Then the beast started slamming its haunches in and out – in and out in a nasty simulation of rough human sex.  

	Kazumi took eight inches of cock during this part of the sex act.  She screamed at the depth, but not long after the dog started thrusting and humping, she came in a shuddering orgasm.  Everyone was surprised at how quick she came and marveled at how hard the dog fucked her.  Its rear paws would scoot forward with the force of its powerful haunches as it thrust its cock into her.  

	Her cries and moans left no doubt that she was in the throes of the hottest passion.  The dog, grunting and slobbering like the beast it was, really began to fuck her now for all it was worth; she cried out each time the animal’s haunches thrust forward and forced the embedded cock deeper into her.  

	She groaned loudly and her eyes rolled back lewdly in her head as the dog began to hump her with short powerful strokes.   She didn’t fuck back, she just let the dog fill and stretch her.  The boys crowded closer to see the knot crowding her hole.  All but the knot was inside her.  Now fully engorged, the dog’s knot was as big around as Ohira’s fist.  She had taken the entire shaft...  

	She braced herself as the dog began to push - trying to get the knot inside her.  When the animal pulled back and its cock slipped out....it went back in easier as her slimy, reddened hole was really open.  On each thrust it rubbed the epicenter of her sex-hole. 

	She went, “OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH.”

	The dog humped her like a demon and on one of its thrusts, the knot stretched open her vaginal sphincter and popped inside.  Kazumi screamed like she was giving birth when it stretched her hole open.  The boys were beside themselves.  This was a new high point...  Even Murata was mesmerized by what he was seeing.

	“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH...”

	Having this dog’s knot in her was totally beyond her imagination or comprehension.  Her vaginal sphincter had been stretched to the limit.  She now had more than a hand’s span of canine cock inside her.  The dog had stopped humping and just held its cock inside her.  Its organ throbbed and vibrated as the beast began discharging more of its watery cum into her…soon a heavier load of cream would follow to add to the deposit already in her sex-hole.  

	Now, she began cumming….and cumming…her breasts jiggled and swayed as the dog’s cock, filling her totally, throbbed and hosed its hot cum.  She was pushed into a string of convulsive orgasms.  Her mouth would open and she would croak and then cry out.  It was an odd combination of sounds for a human female to make, but this was no ordinary fuck...

	She knew now, deep in her soul, that no man would ever be able to satisfy her like this.  This dog’s cock was a supreme tool for making a human female reach mind-shattering orgasm.  The dog was lust-driven for her and its organ kept hosing her pussy with its watery cum - so much that it backed up and began oozing out of her tightly packed and stretched hole.  The tip of the dog’s cock head was up against her epicenter - completely bottomed out.  The big testicles released huge gushes of thick, yellowish cum. 

	It sprayed from the tip straight into the deepest part of her hole.  She could feel the hot fluid inside her and it added to the sensations overwhelming her.  Her vaginal contractions milked the dog’s cock rhythmically.  Two of her orgasms were total body shakers.  The dog spurred her on to seven orgasms during the

	next twenty minutes.  Murata had to steady her after the fifth of those, as she almost fainted. 

	The slimy discharge had flooded her vaginal canal and backed up.  She had never felt such primal lust.  Her orgasm had almost been continuous since the dog had forced the knot into her.  She could feel the heat radiating from its cock; it was so hot - much hotter than a human penis.  And it kept spurting and spurting.  She was stretched wider and filled deeper than she had ever been in her whole life.  Her vagina had begun to spasm involuntarily and milked the beast’s cock.  It was a satisfying coupling for both woman and beast...

	Sweat poured off her.  With the dog’s full penis in her vagina, she felt her pussy convulsively clenching the shaft and as her vaginal sphincter squeezed, it kept the knob, just inside her hole, pressing on her G-spot.  As this continued, she experienced more orgasms.  They surged thru her loins and up into her belly and down her thighs, and made her scream like a lunatic.  

	Each time the big mastiff shot more hot semen against her epicenter, she felt it.  The stable boys were beside themselves.  They were witnessing one of the most perverted sex acts imaginable.  Kenzo and Hiroki now had their hands in their loincloths playing with their pricks.  They couldn’t help themselves.

	She kept having orgasms as long as the dog’s hot cock was inside her.  The dog’s contractions finally subsided and dribbled the last drops of semen into her.  Both Kazumi and the dog were breathing hard as they waited for the knot to relax and shrink.  The dog pulled back slightly and felt the tight grip of her vaginal sphincter.  The animal pulled harder and the knot finally popped free and slid out of her pussy.   Semen drained out of her after the cock came out with a “popping” sound.  Hot cum began pouring out of her stretched, distended hole and splattered on the ground as more ran down the inside of her legs.

	The dog’s ejaculation was so copious that its cum seemed to be everywhere.  After the knot came out, Kazumi had spasms in her vagina for several minutes and two times she started straining like she was trying to give birth.  The boys looked on in wonder.  The dog whined and began licking its cock.  Kazumi sagged and put her head down between her forearms.  The boys erupted into applause...  

	The dog’s big phallus was still erect as it wagged it around under its belly.  Kenzo and Hiroki led the animal off.  Kazumi was a mess from her pussy to her knees.  Canine cum dripped in a steady stream from her hole.  She was wet all over her mons and her ass…her pubic hair was plastered down.  She was wet all down her thighs.  Murata got a bowl, held it between her legs, just under her pussy and caught the cum that poured from her raw hole.  

	He made her lap it up, all of it, and then lick the bowl clean, as an additional act of humiliation and degradation.  After awhile, he brought the black dog back to fuck her in her asshole.  Her sphincter muscle was already relaxed from her

	orgasms, and Murata lubed her shithole with some grease and they got the dog up on her back. 

	This time, he carefully guided the dog’s red penis to her pinkish-brown hole and when the tip was centered on the hole, he let the dog begin humping to get it inside.  It pressed against her anal sphincter and even though Kazumi thought about trying to keep her anus tight and deny the animal entry, it popped inside making her groan.  The dog began stroking at its normal speed.  Murata allowed the penis to penetrate up to the bulb and slowly, she was able to accept the knot. The bulb penetrated beyond the sphincter, which took a little time to allow penetration of the last two inches of the animal’s penis. 

	She was able to receive the entire shaft and the bulbous knot.  The muscles in her anal sphincter parted wide enough to allow the knot into her, but closed down on the shaft behind the bulb.  As a result, the dog’s cock became tied inside of her for almost thirty minutes and continued to spasm.  Kazumi just hung her head and remained lost in a trance - feeling the very satisfying sensations of the dog’s ejaculation of hot semen into her rectum.  It felt so good, she had an orgasm.  The high temperature of the dog’s penis and semen had produced another hot cum.  When the dog’s erection subsided and it popped out, Murata told her that she had done such a good job that they were going to “honor” her as well.  

	She was exhausted, but Murata got her up on her knees, pulled aside his kimono and loincloth and pulled out his cock.  He was average in size, and some of his pubic hair was gray, but his foreskin was loose.  First, he “skinned” his glans so she could clean him there.  He had some greasy little curds nesting all around his glans, under his foreskin.  She had to use her lips and tongue to get it all.  It was gross, but the submission was exciting to her.  He grunted in pleasure as he directed her to lick his balls and kiss his cock up and down the shaft from his nuts to the pisshole.  

	Then he made her suck his cock to completion.  Then, he made her suck all of the stable boys: Daisuke, Kenzo, and Hiroki all took a turn with her.  She was still on a sexual high and sucked each cock to completion…enjoying the differences in their size, taste, color, texture, the flavor and the consistency of their ejaculate.  Finally Ohira and Nomura made her suck their cocks too.  For the final act of degradation, Murata had the boys bring the dogs to her one at a time. The black dog first.   Murata lifted the dog’s tail and motioned for Kazumi to get busy.  She looked at him and then at the dog’s anus and recoiled in horror.

	“Oh no....please do not make me do that. No please.  That is the most shameful......PLEASE.” 

	But, Murata would not be denied.  With everyone standing around as a witness, Lord Sato’s beautiful daughter licked first the black dog’s shit hole and then the mastiff’s asshole too.  The old stable master kept her at it.  She had to kiss and lick their anuses for more than five minutes.   It was a disgusting end to the party.  The smell and the taste made her gag, but she did it.  Afterwards, she could not look anyone in the eye.  She had been shamed totally.

	Ohira looked at her, chuckled and remarked to Nomura, “She was a dog whore all along.  You were right.”

	Chapter 9    

	Chiyoko and the Stallions

	The powers that be had not decided what they were going to do with the admitted Christian, Chiyoko.  Even though she had renounced her religion, there were forces at work that wanted to execute her as an example.  In the meantime, she was fair game for sexual monsters like Ohira and Nomura, who took every opportunity to rape and sodomize her.  

	They made good use of her mouth, vagina and rectum.  And poor Chiyoko was so helpless now.  She had been stripped of all dignity as well as her faith.  All she had left was her robust sexuality.  And she was surrounded by perverts all too ready to exploit her.  She was just a submissive sex toy at this point, no more – no less.

	So, it was no big thing when one morning Ohira and Nomura took her to the stables.  She didn’t know what to expect, but she was obedient and went docilely with the two samurai.  In the barn, among the seemingly endless rows, the smell of horses was very strong.  Murata greeted them and then huddled with Ohira.  He had thoroughly enjoyed letting the dogs fuck Kazumi. 

	Murata had another, even nastier idea; a thoroughly degrading sex act for Chiyoko.  When he first suggested it to Ohira and Nomura, the two samurai eagerly agreed.  Murata issued orders that, among other things, sent the stable boy, Hiroki, running.  It took some time, and Chiyoko was allowed to lie down on a pile of hay in a corner.  Murata and the samurai repaired to his inner sanctum for tea.  About thirty minutes later, Hiroki came back and Chiyoko was alerted by some noise....

	“We are going to milk some stallions,” Murata announced to her.

	Chiyoko’s mind raced at this.  The stable master’s words floated ominously in the air.  The men took her over to where a big brown horse was tethered in a stall.  As the stable boys groomed the animal, slowly but surely, the stallion’s cock emerged from the sheath - dropping down from its belly- black, looking thick and sinuous like a python.  Even soft, it was more than eight inches long.  The animal’s testicles were very big too.  They hung down pendulous in a big, black, hairy sack.  Chiyoko couldn’t help but stare….

	Ohira joked, “I’ll bet there’s a lot of cum in those balls.” 

	Chiyoko stared, but tried not to.  She hoped the others didn’t notice that she couldn’t stop staring.  As the animal’s cock emerged from its furry pouch, she noticed the hole at the tip – it looked like a little tube was protruding.  It was a monstrous thing.  The horse’s balls were huge too.  Nomura opined that each testicle looked to be as big as Ohira’s fists and this made Murata chuckle.  

	Ohira was famous for his big hands…his “meat-hooks”.  Despite or because of its appearance, the horse’s “equipment” fascinated Chiyoko.  As its cock dropped down, she was amazed at the rubbery length and thickness of it.  The head was like a plum and the black shaft just behind was narrow, but then it widened and flared so much that Chiyoko could see that no human hand would be able to grasp it fully around the shaft.  It was obscene. 

	Chiyoko noticed the boys chatting excitedly.  Commenting on the animal’s cock, as it was so much bigger than any human penis.  Everyone seemed to be “on”.  Nervously, Chiyoko began wringing her hands.  The beast began whinnying louder.  Other than the horse stamping and tossing its head in front of them and the chatter of the stable boys, the silence was broken only by the sounds of the other animals in the long, low building. 

	Chiyoko just couldn’t take her eyes off the horse’s penis.  The beast’s cock kept coming out of the sheath under its belly, getting a little longer and thicker.  It hung down and thickened until it looked like a baby elephant’s trunk.  Chiyoko gaped at it, especially the head.  It was different from a man’s and disgusting in a way - but fascinating too.  She felt light-headed as she watched them lead the stallion into a stall.  Nomura quietly put his hand between her cheeks and began

	to tickle her anus.  Daisuke, stepping around the horse, noticed where the samurai’s hand was and smiled.  It was very hot to watch. 

	Chiyoko felt his fingers at her shithole, and as he worked his hand down her pants and got his finger into her shithole, she did an involuntary dip - a little half squat.  She whimpered and as she did so, she glanced left to see Daisuke smiling at her …

	“Getting hot,” he leered at her?

	As he played with her asshole, Nomura whispered in her ear, “You get hot looking at the stallion’s cock …yes?” 

	Her face got red, but she didn’t say a thing.  Daisuke kept sneaking peeks at her as the other two boys got the stallion settled down.  Its erection had begun to subside.  Chiyoko looked at over her shoulder at Nomura and studied his face for some indication as to what was next as Hiroki calmed the big horse by rubbing its belly and Murata reached underneath the animal. 

	The old man began to carefully work his fingers into the opening of the stallion’s sheath.  He always cleaned a horse’s sheath before “milking” the animal. The

	smell was very strong, as he worked the opening.  Much of a stallion’s musky odor came from its penile sheath.  This area was richly supplied with sebaceous glands, which secreted a lot of fatty, smelly gunk: smegma or “cock cheese”.  

	Before each semen collection or mating, Murata would clean it.  He was one of the few men in the stable with the experience to do this.  Some stallions didn’t like to be cleaned and would act up.  This horse actually enjoyed being cleaned—after all, it was dirty and itchy in there, and it felt good to have the itch scratched.  As Murata performed this chore, Nomura had pushed Chiyoko closer.  It was strangely hypnotic for her to see the stable master handling the horse’s cock so casually.  

	She watched as he removed a big glob of smegma.  It was greenish-gray and greasy on his fingers.  He brought it over to her.  She wrinkled her nose.  It smelled very strong....gross.  As Chiyoko shrank from him, he grabbed her by the neck, pulled her closer and held her steady.  Nomura steadied her as Murata brought his fingers under her nose. 

	“Smell it,” the old man said to her roughly.

	She squirmed a bit, but with two men controlling her it was no use.  He shoved it under her nose which involuntarily wrinkled again in disgust.  It smelled just awful.  

	“Eat it.” 

	He made her open her mouth and wiped it on her tongue.  When Chiyoko tasted it, she wanted to spit it out, but one look at his face and she kept it in her mouth.  It was greasy and disgusting and made her gag.

	“Swallow it…”

	She managed to get it down.  Murata and Nomura grinned sadistically at her nauseous reaction. 

	“It is going to get a lot worse,” the old man said.  

	Murata then smeared what was left on his fingers on her lips.  From two feet away it smelled awful, but on her lips and under her nose, it made her want to vomit.  The smell and the greasiness, even more than the taste, just overwhelmed her and made her gag and gag.  She couldn’t help herself…

	Murata got in her face and said, “I’m going to make the stallion drop a load – you get ready …  understand?” 

	Chiyoko’s eyes flew open wide.

	“See what the boy brings,” Nomura said as he steered Chiyoko closer.  “That’s mare’s piss on the rag…from a mare in heat. Watch what happens when the stallion smells it.” 

	Kenzo held the rag close to the horse’s nose.  And in that moment, the animal’s cock grew.  And as it got longer and thicker, it went from half-hard to ram-rod stiff in a flash.  It was longer than her whole forearm and bigger around than her fist.  Chiyoko almost fainted.  Nomura chuckled at this.  He caught her eye and this made Chiyoko look away.  She didn’t want him to see her mind.  She tried to stay calm now.  

	Nervously she was squeezing her thighs together and she wanted to stop herself, because it was sending small waves of hot feeling thru her loins whenever she did it.  As it was, her sexhole, labia and inner thighs were wet as Kenzo teased the animal with the urine soaked rag and as she watched the animal humping the air.  

	She could see the animal’s unbelievable cock in all its glory - now almost two feet long.  It was hard for her to look at such a monstrous organ and not be amazed.  The head, swelling and throbbing, was as big as an apple.  Murata told Ohira and Nomura to bring Chiyoko closer and they pushed her to where he indicated. 

	She whimpered, but she was submissive in their hands, as the animal, feeling Murata’s hands near its cock, began to hump the air.  She watched the huge cock waving around; then Murata grabbed the thick shaft.  Chiyoko found herself entranced as she watched him begin to masturbate the animal.  He held the shaft in his left hand and the glans in his right. 

	He stroked the monstrous cock and this made the stallion respond with pelvic thrusts.  As the horse humped, Murata’s left hand slid up and down the thick shaft following the horse’s thrusting motion.  Simultaneously, using his thumb, he massaged the glans of the horse’s huge cock with a rotating motion.  At the right moment, Murata aimed the animal’s cockhead at Chiyoko’s face.  

	The gross urethral opening winked open and closed, open and closed.... and in the next moment...... the deluge struck.  The horse began to whinny and ejaculate at the same time, and the copious load sprayed Chiyoko with a huge torrent of cum.  There was so much it seemed to cover her.  The first spurts were thin and watery, pale yellow in color, but as the animal continued to ejaculate, the continuing torrents were thick and gelatinous like glue.  

	Nomura held her head facing the ejaculating horse cock so that she would receive all of the nasty semen.  She got a lot in her mouth and just swallowed it, but as the beast kept spurting…it filled her mouth faster than she could gulp it down.  Some dribbled from the corners of her mouth and dripped down onto her tits.  She gasped for breath as the hot fuck-slime filled her mouth.  

	The horse’s hot slimy discharge and the overflow continued to splash and slop all over her forehead, cheeks, mouth, chin, neck and prison top.  She heard the excited murmurs and comments from the stable boys as Murata hosed her with the horse’s ejaculate.  She gagged as there was too much in her mouth..... 

	Her cheeks ballooned when it landed in her open mouth.  There was so much, she choked, gagged and struggled not to throw up.  Globs and ropes of horse jism hung from her lips, chin and nipples and began to coagulate.  The stable boys grinned, laughed and pointed at her.  Her face and blouse became messy with disgusting horse cum.   She had swallowed a lot of the thin, milky cum and the gelatinous cream.  

	She felt a little sick to her stomach from her forced feeding, but it also felt “sexual”.  The thought that the horse had cum on her excited her mentally.  The boys whooped and laughed, taunted and mocked her – Daisuke called her a “pig”.  A lot had gotten in her hair.  There was cum all over her face; she was a sloppy mess.  Finally the horse was done and two of the boys led it away.

	When Nomura took his hands off her shoulders, Chiyoko looked like she was going to vomit.  Murata told her to get control of herself.  But, she had swallowed a lot of horse cum and the fishy taste and gluey texture made her feel a little sick.  With one hand covering her face and the other cradling her belly, she struggled to control the urge to throw up.  

	She began retching and then she threw up.  A big gush of whitish-yellow slop fountained from her mouth, adding to her humiliation.  She sank down to her knees afterwards, holding her belly.  She felt even more submissive after having been forced to vomit.  She was becoming very used to having someone take control of her body and make her do things.  The servant girl had become a complete slave.  Of course they let the horse cum on her again.  When it was over, she was a complete mess.

	Then, there was a commotion, and everyone turned to look.  Hiroki was leading a beautiful little red pony, a small stallion with a smooth red coat, about half the size of a horse.  These were bred in Japan in those days to haul coal in the galleys of the mines.  They were twice as strong as a horse, but only weighed about three hundred and fifty pounds.  Murata took the bridle from Hiroki.  When Chiyoko saw the pony – her hand went to her mouth and she bit her knuckle.  Her mind was racing and she began whimpering.

	Murata brought the pony into the stall.  It was then the beast’s cock dropped.  It was mottled bright pink and black and hung down until it seemed like it would touch the ground.  Nomura made her take her wet clothes off.  The stable boys stood around to watch.  She looked over at them and then submissively stripped.  She knew this was all she was good for now.  She figured that they were going to be allowed to fuck her.  

	She was ready.  In fact, her pussy was very wet....She looked down between her legs.  She looked up to see Ohira gawking at that place between her legs.  She smelled of horse cum and her own vaginal secretions.   Nomura supervised and pushed her front and center.  She covered her face with her hands.  The boys whispered excitedly among themselves, buzzing about her naked charms.  She was a hot young girl...

	“Her tits are huge,” one of them said to another.  

	The boys couldn’t take their eyes off her, as her girlish secretions drooled down her thighs.  She was mortified.  Then Ohira made her turn around, bend over and show them her anus.  If there was more humiliation in store for her, she didn’t care at this point.  Having to exhibit her asshole to the stable boys was very humiliating.  She kept her hands over her face the whole time. 

	She continued to whimper like a little girl, as the stable master, at that point, knelt down beside the pony.  The stable boys brought a big heavy table over and set it in place.  It was special; the top was round, leather covered and the whole thing was mounted on four sturdy legs.  The set it up in the stall to the right of the pony.  The stall was wide and Daisuke got the pony turned so that they could see the animal from the side.  

	Nomura got Chiyoko’s upper body down on the table with her feet flat on the ground.  This position exposed her pussy and ass nicely.  The setup allowed everyone to see the curve of her heavy buttocks and legs.  Chiyoko turned her face away.  She felt very vulnerable.  Everyone would be watching and enjoying her degradation and humiliation.  She felt overwhelmed. 

	She thought at first the men were going to fuck her, but she soon realized that she was there so the pony could fuck her.  She was of two minds about this. She felt some horror and fear on one hand.  To be raped by an animal was the ultimate humiliation.  It was also potentially dangerous.  The beast’s cock was certainly a lot larger than a man’s cock, even Ohira’s.  But she was also yearning for this too.  To have such a powerful male animal wanting to fuck her was an emotional and sexual hurricane of epic proportions...

	The smell of horse in the stall was very strong.  And Chiyoko’s messy pussy added to the smell.  She waited and felt herself slipping down a long and very steep slope as the stable boys added to her humiliation by laughing and joking, excited by what they were going to see.  Now that the show was soon to begin, they crowded into the stall on the other side of the pony.  Jostling each other, they got into position so they could see everything and help Murata get the little stallion ready to mount her.

	She lay there realizing she was going to be fucked by a horse.  Nothing in all her twenty years had prepared her for the sexual degradation that these men were forcing on her.  She had become the ultimate female receptacle: men used her mouth, pussy and rectum to relieve themselves; she had been hosed down with horse semen; and now, she was about to be fucked by a pony stallion.  She lay there beaten into total submission and ready to receive whatever they wanted her to take. 

	Chiyoko regarded the faces of the stable boys.  There was so much young lustful cruelty there.  She looked in the other direction at Ohira and Nomura. There was pure evil in their eyes, as they stood there like monsters ready to enjoy her ultimate rape.  Then she looked back over her shoulder to see Kenzo and Murata getting the pony into position.  The pony’s cock was now fairly hard and long.  The clatter of its hooves on the floor of the stable seemed very loud...

	Murata used both hands on the animal’s cock to get the beast ready.  Drops of slippery juice trickled from the hole at the tip.  Kenzo plunged his hand into a pot of white grease, came up with a big dollop and smeared all over her pussy and into her waiting sex-hole.  Chiyoko moaned as he worked it in.  There was some of the mare’s urine in the grease.  This would make sure the stallion had all the motivation it needed to fuck the shit out of her...

	The animal edged closer to her proffered bottom.  Its head went down to sniff at her ass, so temptingly presented.  It put its nose against her wet pussy and got the scent.  This made the pony rear its head, curl its lip and let out a loud whinny.  The sex odor excited the animal and it began to snort and toss its head wildly.  The pony smelled “ovulating mare”.  This meant mating.  Her pussy odor, mixed with the pheromones from the mare’s urine, sent an urgent message to animal’s primitive, bestial brain.

	The animal’s cock was rubbery and waving around.  When it got a whiff of the sex odor, the beast’s cock stiffened and IN AN INSTANT, was fully erect, rigid and slapping its belly.  Chiyoko could hear the animal’s cock slapping its belly, as reared up on two legs.  Nomura grabbed her by her hair and made her turn her head back to look at it.  

	Now fully erect, the cock was as big around as her fist at its widest point and as long as her forearm from fist to elbow.  She knew that any moment she was going to have that log inside her and for the first time she was afraid.  This emotion added to the excitement and shame she was feeling.  All of this propelled her to new depths of masochistic submission. 

	“OH….oh….oh….uh….oh…..ohhhhh,” was all she said as, wide-eyed, she took in the animal’s big phallus.

	That’s when Murata got the pony up to mount her.  The little stallion rose up on its hind legs and came over her back with its forelegs on either side of the table.  It had done this before, so it wasn’t hard to get the pony to up with its chest on her back and its forelegs hugging her hips and the table.  The pony’s rear hooves were behind her, so that with its front legs straddling her, it was ready to thrust

	its cock into her warm, wet hole.  There were heavy wooden dowels mounted on both sides of the table and it was over these that the animal rested its front legs.

	Nomura then made Chiyoko spread her legs wide and hold on to the table with both hands.  He slapped her ass to get her up on her toes, with her back arched which made her pussy gape open.  The stallion stopped slapping its cock against its belly and hunched forward trying to find the pussy it had smelled. Chiyoko felt the cock head touch her pussy, but then it slide up her crack as the stallion thrust forward.  The pony kept trying to find her hole, humping and trying to penetrate her.

	The pony kept trying. With Murata’s help, it got its cock head at her sexhole; then the powerful hindquarters flexed and drove the cock in.  Inside now, the animal began humping, pushing her forward.  And while her sex-hole had been opened, her vaginal sphincter had to stretch a lot to take the whole fist-sized cockhead.  As it dilated her, and the head slid inside her warm, wet cavern, Chiyoko groaned out loud.  The parting of her vaginal sphincter and the opening of her hole was an eye-watering experience.  

	The big crown plowed in, touched her cervix and went past - stretching her sex-hole to the max.  She felt a combination of pain and pleasure.  She tried to scoot forward when she felt the pony trying to force more inside, but there was nowhere to go.  There was so much cock inside her and as it reached bottom, she cried out.  The penetration was mind-boggling and she groaned so loud that two of the boys began clapping and hooting...  

	The massive cock stretched her birth canal to the max.  Then the pony pulled out half way, giving her a chance to catch her breath.  But then, it just rammed it back in.  A very hard thrust forward.  Just slammed it in.  It was hard to believe she had room for a cock that long and thick.  It was like having a woman’s arm, from fist to elbow, shoved in her hole.  She groaned like it was about to come out her mouth.  The boys crowded closer to see how much of the huge cock was inside her. 

	The pony had erected to its full length and girth. All but two inches was inside her; Chiyoko had taken almost all of it.  She braced herself as the pony began to whinny and snort, pull back and thrust forward again and again.  It went in easier as her greased, reddened hole was really opened up now.  It slid in all the way to her epicenter... 

	Chiyoko went, “OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH.”

	The boys were awed.  Everyone was mesmerized by what they were seeing.  The penetration was totally beyond any previous experience – her whole pelvis felt filled and stretched to the limit.  Her whole lower body felt distended and invaded.  The apple sized cockhead flared and the huge testicles went up and

	down in the big sack.  The pony, neighing like the beast it was, now began to fuck her for all it was worth.  

	She cried out each time the animal’s haunches thrust up and in - forcing the cock in oh-so-deep.  But then it would stop, pull back and the big cock would slip out.  The big organ would wave around and then the little stallion would hump and find her hole again and penetrate her fully and painfully.  Then the beast just fucked the shit out of her for several long minutes at a time. 

	She groaned, moaned and during the fuck, her eyes rolled back in her head.  Her breasts rubbed against the table.  As the little stallion drove its huge phallus in and out of her pussy, she knew she was going to cum.  Her orgasm was building since the pony had started to fuck her.  She could feel the head of its cock flaring and stretching her.  There was no part of her sex-hole the animal’s cock had not touched and stretched.

	Murata’s pleasure at seeing the convicted Christian being defiled knew no bounds.  Everyone was smiling, grinning and joking.  It was obvious that Chiyoko was a strong woman.  And to see her take a pony stallion’s cock was something special indeed.  Sweat poured off her.  As the pony pounded her, she had a huge orgasm and showed everyone how it felt as she screamed like a madwoman.  Like someone had shoved a sword into her belly.  The boys looked on in wonder and delight. 

	Everyone was witness to one of the most unbelievable sights in all the world.  A stallion fucking a woman.  Two of the boys, on the other side of the pony, had their hands in their loincloths playing with their pricks.  They watched from close up as the beast kept slamming its haunches up and in - and then back out – up and in - and then back out - in a monstrous parody of human mating.  

	It was unbelievable how hard the pony fucked her and usually it went in only about ¾ of the way.  Its rear hooves scooted forward with the force of its powerful thrusts, making the tail flick up and down.  Her vocalizations left no doubt that it hurt when the animal slammed its cock into her.

	She grunted like a man had punched her hard in the stomach every time the pony slammed its cock home.  The animal brayed, whinnied, huffed and puffed; it rear hooves scraping and clattering on the stone floor to gain purchase.  It kept shoving its cock into poor Chiyoko as fast and hard as possible.  She drooled too- not knowing or caring.  She was out of her mind.  The stable boys watched - hypnotized.   

	Her big tits jiggled, swayed; her big, brown nipples rubbed back and forth on the leather top.  She wagged her head from side to side.  At times she rested her face on the bench.  Other times she held her head up and stared to the front as if she were mesmerized.  Her sweat-soaked hair was splayed all over her face in clumps

	and strands as the beast’s cock was shoved into her sex-hole with three hundred and fifty pounds of flesh and bone behind it.  

	The little stallion was also getting close to cumming.  By instinct, the animal shoved its cock in as deep as it could trying to push the fist-sized, flared helmet to seal off her hole.  The slit in the pony’s cock head was up against Chiyoko’s epicenter now.  The massive cockhead had stretched her pussy to unbearable painful dimensions.  Even though as she cried out, yelled and screamed, the thrill and excitement was mind boggling.  The hot cockhead had reached beyond any previous penetration she had experienced.  It was deep in her vaginal sheath and up against the bottom of her sexhole. 

	The stallion kept mounting and then remounting her.  Then at some point, she felt like the cockhead seemed too rotate inside her pussy.  It created suction and she felt her womb was being sucked or pulled out.  This was unbearably pleasurable, and she had a HUGE MASSIVE ORGASM that went on and on for a long time.  

	Since the huge cock was tightly fitted into her vagina without any air gap, it produced a suction force that pulled her cervix and uterus out.  The in-and-out movement of her cervix and uterus sent a powerful signal to her brain and made her cum again and again.

	Murata said to Nomura, in sheer amazement, “Can you imagine what that feels like to her?” 

	Nomura shook his head.  He could not imagine...  The beast finally ejaculated.  From the tip, thick gushes of hot semen filled her hole.  Chiyoko felt the hot cum splash into her.  Over and over it spewed.  A cup of white slop backed up in her hole to come oozing out around the shaft.  Each time the beast thrust in, pressure squirted some cum out.  She felt the pony’s cock head flare, setting off another orgasm as more potent, hot, horse semen jetted into her waiting hole.

	The pony’s ejaculation was so copious that cum had sprayed back and splattered everywhere.  It seemed like there was cum all over her pussy and down her thighs and on the animal’s apple-sized balls.  Hot cum began to dribble down the inside of her thighs.  The beast paused, her sex hole stretched tight around its shaft, as its penile contractions subsided.  The flared head and the shaft flexed a final time to squirt the last drops of semen into her ravaged hole.

	Chiyoko and the pony were both breathing heavily as they waited for the swollen, flared head to relax and subside.  The pony pulled back slightly, making her grunt, as the cock did not want to come out.  Her pussy sheath was stretched tight around the engorged column of flesh.  The animal pulled back again and the cock popped free.  The stallion whinnied, shuddered and flicked its tail.  Cum now ran from her distended hole.  The stable boys crowded around to look.  Her vagina

	was so open they could have put a hand in her sexhole.  It was like an invisible pipe was holding it open.

	The pony’s phallus hung down, dripping clots of cum.  Another big gush of semen poured from her gaping hole and splattered on the ground as more ran down the insides of her thighs.  The pony got down off her back.  But the little horse was not done.  And Murata and Ohira were not ready to let Chiyoko rest.  The pony still had lots of cum in its balls.  After a few minutes, the mating was repeated; and the little stallion remounted her four more times in the next twenty minutes.  Each time fucking the living shit out of her.

	On each remount, she again came like a whore.  The pony filled her pussy full of cum again and again (a quarter to a half cup with each ejaculation.).  Finally, the animal was done and Daisuke and Hiroki led it away.  Chiyoko wanted to collapse.  She was exhausted…a mess from her pussy to her knees.  Equine cum dripped from her hole.  She was wet all over: her mound.... her ass and her pubic hair was plastered down.  She was wet all down the insides of her thighs. 

	Murata got a bowl to catch the cum that drained from her raw hole. He made her drink all of it, and then lap the bowl until it was clean. Then, of course, she had to get down on her knees and suck Murata, the three stable boys, Ohira and Nomura’s cocks to completion again before she was allowed to leave.  Many of them really wanted to degrade her even more - so they hosed and sprayed her face, getting it all over her, even in her hair.  

	When she got back to her cell, her sexhole was still dripping and drooling.  That night, lying on her tatami, she relived what they had made her do.  Having been forced to have sex with the stallion, she realized that had been fucked mentally as well.  What sort of a woman was she?  She could not deny the sheer, mind-bending pleasure the animal made her feel.  But there was so much guilt and shame too.  She had entered the only life left open to her: the life of a sex slave.

	This was all mixed up in her mind.  The things these men did to her…. they were so disturbing….and yet so arousing.  The feeling haunted her that she enjoyed what they did to her; and in that submission she had become even lower than a whore.  And that night, tormented by her experiences, and knowing that she had renounced her Savior, and that she was alone, she masturbated over and over - reliving and experiencing fresh arousal at the memories...

	  

	Chapter 10    

	The Doctor

	“My Lord, her arrogant attitude is no longer..... As you requested.”

	“She is most respectful now, Lord.”

	“She has learned her place....”

	The Daimyo’s retainers were giving their commander an update on Kazumi.  Each of them were eager to impress Lord Murakami with their efficiency.  It was all as he requested.....

	“Good, let her rot in the jail and keep me informed what is happening with her every day.  I can not think of anything more satisfying to me than the defilement of Sato’s daughter.  When we send her back to her father, she will be a broken doll,” the Daimyo said with a grin.

	The next day, after the morning meal, Kazumi complained that she needed to see the doctor.  So, she was brought to Maeda for an examination and treatment.  He had her strip and saw that she had a young, strong body.  The doctor, examining her between her legs, noticed how rough use had chafed her pussy, perineum and anus.  He smiled to himself.  He knew that the Daimyo had given her to his men for use.  He wondered how many cocks had she been forced to take?  

	“You have been used hard, have you not?”

	“Yes.”

	I will examine you thoroughly and then I will treat you so you will be able to endure your captivity...do you understand?”

	Kazumi wasn’t sure what he meant, but humiliated and cowed, she nodded.  First, he gave her two humiliating enemas.  He filled her with two quarts the first time and nearly a gallon the second.  She handled the first one, even though she was anxious to expel the fluid, as it began to cause cramps.  He gave her a pan to expel the enema.  It was very humiliating.  

	The second enema was a torment.  He filled her to capacity and then even a little more than she could handle.  Then he made her hold it for the longest time.  This produced intense cramps and caused her to sweat profusely.  Afterwards, she felt drained and weak.  He made her lie on her back and used tweezers to examine, then tease and torment her labia and clitoris.  Kazumi soon realized that this was not a medical exam.  He was torturing her.  And he was very good at it... He used a probe to stretch and ream her piss hole.  She kept gasping and whimpering as he played with her like a toy. 

	In fact, telling her that he wanted to treat her for vaginal chafing, he used a cream on her pussy.  Rubbing it into the folds of her womanhood and into her sore sex-hole, Maeda soon had her squirming under his touch.  It felt good.  But he had more in mind.  He used two fingers to work her sex-hole and hooking them to press against the anterior wall of her vagina, he began frigging her hard.  He soon made her ejaculate clear fluid from her pisshole.  She spurted so much, that she apologized to him...

	Kazumi lay there exhausted.  He then told her that some of her problem was “tightness” in her “birth canal”.  He said he had just the thing to help her...He had a device that dilated a woman’s vagina and could be made to expand until a full-term baby would fit.  

	“You will give birth some day and you will be glad what I’m going to do for you.”

	He thought to himself, ‘this will help you take more of the dogs’ cocks, whore’.

	He inserted an animal skin bladder into her body, in her pussy.  It was a heavy, thick soft leather tube around a thin, metal, mesh core – in effect an air tube.  He lubed it and forced it into place in her wet vagina, going deep into her body and high up into her belly.

	“Oh......oh.....oh....ohhhhhhhh,” Kazumi groaned when he worked it deeply inside her.   

	She wriggled and writhed on the table.  

	“OHHHHHHH....”

	       

	The bladder protruded humiliatingly from her hole as he attached a long hose to it.  The other end of the hose he hooked up to a treadle operated foot pump.  He sat down and got ready to work the treadle.

	“All young women, who have not had children, need to have their vaginas stretched,” he said seriously to her.

	As he pumped the treadle up and down, the bladder began to fill with air and expand.  It began to grow and swell inside her - slowly stretching her vaginal cavity.  She soon began to feel terrible cramps in her belly and a dull ache all through her pelvis.

	       

	The pain from having her pussy opened was also accompanied by humiliation, as the tube bulged out her vagina and there was nothing she could do about it.  Kazumi felt like she was being torn apart and that her abdomen would burst.  As the bladder slowly grew inside her she felt utterly full and painfully stretched.  She cried out as each beat of her heart seemed to send fresh waves of agony through her body.  She sobbed and writhed as the bladder expanded to its full size.  But then, he stopped and released the air.  The bladder began to shrink. 

	“Ohh....oh....oooohhhh,” she moaned in relief as the bladder deflated.

	With a demonic smile on his once gentle features, he began to work the treadle again and the bladder began re-inflating.  As it swelled and filled with air, once again it elongated and widened her vagina.  Soon it stopped expanding; it had reached its full size.  Or the muscular sheath of Kazumi’s vagina had reached its limit and could not be forcibly opened any wider.  Anymore and she would tear...The agony she felt was not to be believed.  She felt like her whole lower body had been distorted into some grotesque shape.  The pain, from the sharp shooting pains radiating out of her stretched hole and in her muscles to the dull ache from the organs that had been compressed or pushed into some new place, was overwhelming.  

	She kept crying and groaning.  The bladder were now more than four inches in diameter.  Her whole pelvis felt the invasion now that it was fully distended.

	“Oh.......OH.....please stop.....please take it out....OH....PLEASE...”

	He made her stand.  She could not walk with the bladder inside her.  She splayed her legs out as wide as they would go and stumbled about.  

	“This will relieve the tension and stress in your womanly parts,” he reassured her.

	“Oh....it hurts,” she said as she cradled her protruding belly in her hands.  Her lower stomach protruded and bulged obscenely from the bladder inside her.  She looked pregnant.  He finally deflated it.  When it was removed, her sexhole gaped open.  He smeared more of the balm on her pussy which was really sore now.

	After all this, the good doctor was very worked up.  He admonished her for arousing him.  As if it were her problem.   He took his penis, dark and small and with a tight foreskin, out of his kimono and loincloth.  It was hot and hard and pointing up towards the ceiling.   When he took it out, Kazumi stared at it and then looked at the doctor’s face.   He smiled at her.  She sighed.  She knew what he wanted and she gave it to him.  A moment later he came in her mouth and filled her with his fresh, hot discharge, which she swallowed. 

	He was not finished with her however.  He, like so many men, was a sadist and his small penis was not big enough to hurt or arouse her.  So, he lubricated her tight anus and rectum with grease and then fucked her in the ass until he had filled her bowels with a fresh load of hot semen.   When he finished, he made her clean his dirty cock with her mouth.  ‘Even the doctor uses me’, she thought to herself as she left. 

	Chapter 11    

	Chiyoko’s Crucifixion 

	For Chiyoko, her ordeals were about to come to an end.  She had been reduced, perhaps even more than Kazumi, to the status of a sex slave.  But the worst was still to come.  In time, it was decided that since she had confessed to being a Christian (and in spite of the fact that she had renounced the faith) it was only appropriate that she be executed.   She had worried constantly that they might kill her, so it was no real surprise when they came for her.

	This was to be Chiyoko’s final ordeal.  What she’d endured so far was nothing compared to the method the authorities decreed for her execution:  crucifixion.  She had reached out the Christian god, thru the Portuguese priests.  She had accepted a creed that taught despite the hard struggles of this world there was a place of redemption, salvation, peace and reward awaiting believers in the next life.  

	She had clung to this hope.  True, Christianity preached a hard doctrine of denial of the flesh.  This was difficult for a sensual girl like Chiyoko, but she had tried to be good.   She now felt that it was the men who degraded her who were really guilty of sin...But all this was pointless.   Ever since she and Kazumi had been kidnapped on the road to Edo, fate had delivered her over to rape, torture, humiliation and perversion.  Now she was condemned to die an ignominious death.  And this, after she had abjured and rejected her Savior.  Would Jesus, in His infinite grace, wisdom and love, embrace her?  She realized that all she had to do was reach out once again and accept Him.  

	The night before, Tomo and Minoru came by her cell and gave her a series of enemas.  They spend a pleasant evening raping her front and rear.  It was Tomo who told her that, on the morrow, she was to be crucified.  She got down on her knees and prayed for forgiveness and the strength to be able to bear up to the horror of crucifixion.

	“Will they use nails on me,” she asked one of the jailers. 

	“I don’t know.....”

	That night she wept bitter tears and prayed until she finally fell into a troubled sleep.  It was sad and overcast at mid-day when Tomo and Minoru came for her.  

	She began to weep as they marched her to the prison courtyard.  There was a small knot of spectators.  Kazumi was there too.  She had been brought out to witness her maidservant’s execution.   Narada met the small procession carrying a scroll.  As they got Chiyoko ready, Narada read aloud the decree, in a shrill voice, from the Shogun himself, which ordered Chiyoko’s execution. 

	As his words rent the air, Chiyoko began to weep again.  Standing there, shivering in the cold in her prison clothes, she grunted with the strain when they  put a heavy beam, weighing seventy pounds, on her shoulders and lashed it secure.  It would prove to be a torment to carry.  

	They force-marched her about a quarter mile down the road.  The beam was heavy and Chiyoko stumbled a few times.  The came to a clearing.  There was a five-foot tall square pole sunk in the ground, just off the road.  This was the place of crucifixion.  The pole had a two-inch block cut from the top where the crossbeam went.  They took the beam from her shoulders.  

	Tomo and Minoru made her take off her cotton top and pants.  Her underskirt and underskirt were wet with sweat and pasted to her body from the exertions of carrying the beam.  Her nipples and hairy mons were visible to everyone thru the wet cloth, but soon she was completely naked.  The small crowd, from the courtyard, had followed to witness the execution.  No one mocked her; it was a solemn occasion.   Very rarely had villagers seen the cruel foreign ritual of crucifixion and they were cowed and awed.

	Tomo had orders to prolong her agony.  Since being fixed her to the cross by wrists and ankles alone cramps the chest and causes asphyxiation quickly, Tomo had Minoru affix a curved rod with a knob at the end to the pole at hip height.  This would be used to penetrate Chiyoko’s rectum and would support her body - but it promised to be a terrible torment.  Minoru greased it as everyone watched...

	They made her lie down on the ground and then Tomo nailed her wrists to the beam.  The pain and the horror of being mutilated by the nails was so intense, she shrieked and lost consciousness.  When he slapped her awake, he and Minoru got her on her feet and walked her backwards, with the beam sitting heavily on her shoulders, to the pole.  They lifted the crossbeam to the top of the stake and sat her on the greased rod, so it slid up into her rectum.  Minoru got on a bucket to nail the crossbeam to the pole.

	Tomo bent her legs and then placed her feet sole-to-sole on the front of the pole.  In this position, which flexed her thighs and exposed her crotch, he nailed her heels to the post.  Chiyoko passed out again when the first nail went thru the skin, muscle and bone of her right heel.  When she regained consciousness, he drove an identical nail thru her left heel.  She was now secured to the post by all fours limbs and soon felt the full, cruel agony of her position.  

	Her legs were bent and as she explored how much she could move- it wasn’t a lot.  With her wrists nailed… her arms stretched and her heels nailed to the post, she could only move up and down through a limited range.  Her melon-sized tits wobbled and jiggled with each movement of her body.  She let her head loll back and forth; then hung her head down in shame and futility after she’d made eye contact with Kazumi.  Her mistress wept.  Chiyoko’s loins, cleaved by the rod were supported, but it was a hard intrusive perch and the rod forced its way deeper into her anal passage, she cried out..  Crucified this way, she was soon feeling total body agony.  

	“Oh Jesus, help me…help me,” she begged…her eyes towards heaven. 

	Narada dutifully made note of this on a parchment.  She was disavowing in public the renunciation she had made.  When she hung by her wrists, it soon became difficult to breathe and the pain, caused by the nails driven right thru the medial nerves, soon forced her to stand up on the nails in her heels and pull herself up by her arms to relieve the pressure.  She took in a breath when she stood.  But soon, the pain caused by the nails driven thru the nerves in her heels and the fatigue in her thigh muscles became unbearable.  So she allowed herself to hang by her wrists again. 

	This forced the rod deep into her shit-hole.  She went up and down...up and down... like a puppet.  Chiyoko hung for as long as she could stand it; then pulled herself up.  Holding this position for a few moments allowed her to relieve the pain in her wrists and get her lungs full of air.  Then, this pain became too much, so she sagged and her asshole received her weight again.  It was excruciating... Going up and down, up and down... it was like she was ass-fucking herself on the post.

	Death would come, but it would be very slow and unutterably agonizing.  Chiyoko’s suffering could be intensified in a dozen ways, depending on Tomo who had been given a go-ahead to make it as agonizing as possible for her - so that she would serve as an example to others.  Malignant and vindictive, he had cruel plans for the plump servant girl.

	As several hours passed and she passed from agony to agony, she became dehydrated.  To give her something to drink would allow her agony to be prolonged.  Tomo had Minoru piss in a bucket, soaked a sponge in the urine and then held it up to her lips.  The smell was overpowering and Chiyoko at first recoiled, but her thirst was terrible at that point and she bit on the sodden sponge to wet her mouth.  

	He let her drink for awhile and then took it away.  He had mounted a short, sharp needle on the end of a stick and he used this to jab her.  He concentrated on her breasts, especially her nipples, her belly, inner thighs and buttocks.  Each cruel stab produced a moan or a groan of anguish.  Soon, her body was stippled with a hundred tiny puncture wounds.

	He smeared her face, underarms and crotch with honey to attract insects. Tomo used a little brush to anoint her with the honey, paying special attention to her ears, nose, mouth, armpits, vaginal lips and clitoris.  Then he stood back to watch the fun.  Narada leaned up against a nearby tree - transfixed by her agony and watched too.  And then the flies and midges came.  Just a few at first, but attracted by the honey, they began to swarm.  Chiyoko had been sweating heavily.  The flies were soon crawling all over her drenched frame, and began to invade wherever there was a bodily opening.  As they infested her face, she nearly lost her mind.  Her dripping armpits, her pussy and crotch were soon infested.  

	She writhed and squirmed and this only hurt her wrists and heels.  This was one of the most effective tortures as it opened the victim to intrusion into their most private orifices by some of nature’s nastiest creatures.  Chiyoko began sobbing as the insects tormented her. 

	Later, Tomo forcibly inserted a rough, thick wooden pole into her vagina several times and then redrew it.  He forced a thin stick up her urethral passage.....left it there awhile and finally took it out.  He dipped a cup into the urine bucket and gave her more to drink.  She was so parched that she drank every bit of the acrid, smelly piss he gave her.  As the hours passed, Chiyoko tried to control her pain and get enough air in her lungs by changing positions, but at some point she realized there was no real relief - only endless agony going up and down on the pole.  

	The mental torture of crucifixion was the worst part.  She had no choice but to go up and down, over and over again.  A slow and agonizing ordeal, repeated innumerable times in sweaty and mind-numbing agony.  She cried out pitiably.  Night came and she was left to suffer.  The small mob left before sundown.  They forced Kazumi to leave too.  Narada could not wait to get back to his quarters.  He was so excited that he masturbated several time furiously as he re-imagined Chiyoko’s suffering on the cross... 

	All thru the night, Chiyoko went up and down.  She lost control of her bladder during this time too.  At around 4am she began to babble like an idiot as the torture became too much for her mind and body.   After the sun came up, the villagers began to come out, in small groups, to see her.  The word had gotten out and soon there was quite a crowd assembled.  Kazumi returned looking pale...

	The mob, seeing in what terrible shape she was in after spending 17 hours on the cross, now jeered her.  There was nothing heroic about her.  She was a thing to be mocked.  When she sagged into unconsciousness in mid-morning, it was a merciful moment.  She expired about thirty minutes later.  It had taken almost 20 hours for her to die.  She did not rebuke her God on the cross...

	Epilogue

	After Chiyoko’s execution, Kazumi was kept as a political hostage in the criminal house for an additional three months.  She was raped and abused in imaginative and sadistic ways, reinforcing her submissive and masochistic nature.  Kazumi’s sexuality had become “set”.  The cruel perversions she had been subjected to had affected her enormously.  Her basic masochistic nature had received a tremendous amount of direct stimulation.  She came to crave cruel sex.  The experience created needs in her that would last a lifetime...  

	A deal was made and Kazumi returned to Edo.  Seven months later she gave birth to a big, brown skinned baby boy with unusually large hands.  Power waxed and waned between the two fiefdoms, as often happens.  Kazumi eventually married, but it was whispered that she took lovers and enjoyed perverted forms of sex.  This all took place in the years 1621-1623, during the Edo period. 
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	Item in a Manila newspaper (March 27, 2007)

	Professor, writer and peace advocate, Maricel Castaneda, 41, filed a formal complaint today alleging the military illegally arrested her during the Women’s Day on March 8, 2007 and subjected her to molestation and torture. She claims her 17-year-old son was detained, bound and forced to witness her interrogation.

	

	“I pleaded for mercy for me and my son,” Castaneda said in her written statement issued, but all they said was, “wala nay kalooy-kalooy dinhi.” (“We have no mercy.”)

	The human rights group KARAPATAN (Alliance for the Advancement of Peoples’ Rights) said Castaneda was arrested after attending a late night meeting on Human Rights and International Humanitarian Law. David Orante, a KARAPATAN spokesperson, said her arrest was illegal as no warrant was issued at the time she was seized. He said a warrant was only issued on March 17 - nine days after she was arrested.

	Castaneda spoke to the media on March 15. Afterwards, Lt. Gen. Narciso Claveria, commander of the Armed Forces Southern Command, made a statement to the press that Castaneda was known to be the deputy secretary of the Communist Party of the Philippines (CPP) in Mindanao.

	In her prepared statement for the media, Castaneda said six armed men wearing ski masks and fatigues abducted her at Anastacia Mission Village in Barangay Lumbayao as she was leaving the meeting hall at 11 pm. She said she was dragged into a white van, handcuffed and blindfolded. 

	After being driven for two hours, her blindfold was removed and she found herself inside a hut. Pictures were taken and she was offered food, but refused to eat. She said she was again blindfolded and driven away in the van. Later, she found herself in a room and left there incommunicado.

	Two men entered the room to interrogate her. She was not allowed to go to the toilet. She was subjected to another round of interrogation lasting an hour. While she denied all allegations, a man warned her that if she did not cooperate, a berdugo (villain) would come to torture her. 

	Then the men left taking her purse. An hour later, another man whom she described in her statement as “nice” came and removed her blindfold. This time, she wrote, her interrogator used a different tactic. She said this man offered her food and asked her how he could help. She complained about her purse being taken away. The man left. Later, her purse was returned to her.

	The next day, March 13, another man entered the room to interrogate her. Two men followed him, bringing her son, whom they had also detained with them. They began a very severe round of interrogation. Castaneda said she was subjected to sexual abuse, and intense psychological and physical torture. 

	All of these things were done in front of her son, Castaneda alleged. After a full day of this treatment, she claims, she broke down. The “nice” man came back, gave her a pen and paper and asked her to sign. It was then that she answered “yes” to all her captors’ allegations, including her membership in the CPP. After that, she wrote, the whole atmosphere changed. She was told that she could see counsel and have visitation rights.

	On March 18, she and her son, after an hour long flight, were brought to the Pagadian City jail. It was only on March 21 that she was allowed to see her lawyer and a representative of KARAPATAN. The human rights group alleges that numerous violations of human rights have been perpetrated by the military in this region and says that Castaneda’s case is the 14th illegal arbitrary detention in the region. Since her release, Castaneda is reportedly writing a book based on her arrest and interrogation.

	Maricel Castaneda’s Testimony:

	“The interrogators did not wear any identification on their uniforms. In fact, during the whole time, they all wore black ski masks. There were no signs of rank. And there were no real names used. I knew people had disappeared and I had heard stories of torture and abuse. Since I am known as a human rights advocate, I was suspect. The government has become very crazy lately. These illegal arrests are always done in the name of the “nation”. So I was very frightened.

	I always felt I could stand up to terrorism. I found out what my limits are. On March 13, I was brought to a room with no windows. There was a single bare light bulb in the ceiling. There was a table and chairs, a cabinet, several buckets and a hose. The floor was bare concrete with a drain in the center of the room. It gave me the chills to be there. Then the berdugo showed up.

	He was middle-aged I could tell - even though he wore a mask, and paunchy. He had a folder in his hand. He sat down and began studying the papers without acknowledging me or paying any attention to me. I sat in a chair facing him across the table. He finally introduced himself. He said I should call him, “Major Meatball”. He read to me lies that were on the papers he had. He asked me if the statements he read were mine.

	I said, “No.” 

	I knew they were not my words and told him so. He began yelling at me.

	He said, “Do you think you can get away with lying? I am going to take make it very hard on you if you continue to be uncooperative. Understand?”

	I pleaded for mercy.

	He said, “We have no mercy.”

	Then he said he knew I was a Communist. I told him I was not. He asked me who my friends were. Who shares your ideas, he wanted to know? He wanted to know the names of members of the CPP. I would not give him any names. If I named anyone, I knew this would be used against them. This made him very angry. He began to attack me verbally.

	He called me names like puta and bruja and threatened me. He kept asking me for names. It was clear he wanted me to inform on colleagues and friends. All I could do was say ‘no’. 

	Suddenly two men burst into the room. They had my 16-year-old son, Jonathan, with them. I was shocked. I never expected that they would abduct someone in my family. Over my protests, they forced him into a chair next to me. When I tried to protest, one of the men grabbed me and twisted my arms. 

	It hurt. They handcuffed Jonathan to the chair and gagged him to silence him.  My heart went out to him. I stifled my tears.  He looked terrified, but from what I could see, he seemed unharmed. Nevertheless, I was very upset. He was in this place because of me.

	I tried to say something, but I was told to, “shut up.”

	I tried to make eye contact with him to reassure him. 

	Major Meatball stopped me and said, “If you don’t want to see your son tortured right in front of your eyes, you follow my orders – understand?”

	He explained that my son was there to witness my “questioning”. I could make it stop at any time. All I had to do was tell him I was a Communist. And tell him who the others were in my cell. I am not a Communist, so I could not do this. When I refused, he grabbed me, shook me and threatened me. I had not gone to the bathroom and I needed to urinate very badly. I asked to go. I was refused.

	Then he told me to stand up and lift the hem of my dress. I hated to have to do this, but I did not want to see my son harmed. My hands were shaking, but I did it. I pulled it up and then he told to pull it up higher. I was showing my underwear. Then he told me to turn around. I was showing my son more than he should see - I was very embarrassed and ashamed!

	Then he said, “Take off your dress.”

	I felt a cold feeling like a knife was right at my throat. I did not want to, but I had to, so I obeyed. My fingers were clumsy. My hands were trembling as I took my dress off. They took it from me and tossed it on the table. I crossed my arms over my bosom. I was now just in my bra, panties and shoes.

	“Walk over there,” he told me. “Then walk back.”

	I looked at Jonathan and then looked away. I could not look him in the eye. I did not want to see what I would find there! I was perspiring from embarrassment and in shock at being made to expose myself to my son. I needed to urinate so badly too. It was extremely uncomfortable. I wanted to die from shame and I struggled not to cry, but I felt tears come to my eyes. I remember I did not know what to do with my hands. I kept wringing them as I walked.  He had me walk all around in my underwear. My face was red with shame! I was overwhelmed and began sobbing. I did not want to lose control of my emotions for my son’s sake. However, my feeling of shame was so strong that I could not stop the tears. And after this, he told me to take off my bra and panties. 

	I had stopped crying, but now I was more upset than ever....I had no choice. I took off my bra and my panties. One of the men came over and took them from me. Then, he sniffed my panties! He handed them to the Major. He examined them and made a comment about how “crusty” the crotch was. Then he smelled them! This was so shaming to me. After this, he shoved them under my son’s nose and made him smell them. He told my son he thought I had a “stinky pussy”. I wanted to die!

	They insulted me. The told me I had a fat bottom. I kept my private area covered with my hands, but my breasts were exposed. The Major made crude remarks, since I have a large bosom. The other men began mocking and taunting me. I looked at my son and I realized how much this was hurting him. He was looking at my breasts and I wanted him not to. But I guess there was no way he could not.

	Having to show my naked body to my son was worse than I could have ever imagined. I tried to cover myself, but I was told to put my hands down. I was terribly embarrassed. I was sweating, not only under my arms but everywhere because the room was hot and because of the stress. The Major continued to verbally abuse me and the others joined in.

	They made lewd remarks about me. They said that women with nipples like mine were whores. I was horrified Major Meatball held up a file folder. He said he knew all about me. He said I had a history of exposing myself to young men at the University. It was all made up lies. He said I slept with my students. I was appalled. He was trying to tear me down in front of my son. With my eyes I told my son to ignore what he was saying.

	“Oh God, please let me be strong, please let me be strong for my son,” I prayed silently to myself.

	These men were animals! But it got worse. He had me stand in front of Jonathan, facing away, to show him my naked buttocks. Then he had me spread my cheeks to display my anus to him. Next I had to bend over, put my hands on my knees and spread my legs. In this position I was showing EVERYTHING to my teenage son.

	I would have preferred to have my teeth drilled at the dentist without anesthesia than be in that situation. I am a very modest woman. My son had never seen me naked. You cannot imagine the shame I felt.

	Major Meatball told my son, “She does not wear panties when she teaches class. She spreads her legs like this so all the boys can see her pussy. Look at her pussy. Are you excited by Mommy’s pussy?”

	He reminded me that I was harming my son. Was I ready to name names? When I kept silent, he asked me if this is what I wanted my son to see. I tried to be calm. He told me it was going to get worse if I did not cooperate. I could see that my son was very overcome seeing me, his mother, like that.

	Next, they began to molest me.  They grabbed my breasts and squeezed them. They pulled and pinched my nipples. Then they began feeling me between my legs. I begged them to stop. I was sick with shame as they felt me all over. I felt so much shame as they did this in front of my son. The Major kept talking to me and asking me questions. I was getting mixed up. I felt a lot of distress. Our lives were in the hands of these monsters. We were in a deep hole and there was no one to help us.

	I found the strength to say to my son, “please baby...It will be ‘OK’... we will survive.”

	Poor Jonathan - there was nothing he could do. All he could do was look at his naked mother being molested in front of him. Major Meatball felt my breasts and touched me between my legs. Then he pushed me to the next man. They kept taking turns, feeling my private areas.

	I began to show signs of arousal in spite of my desire to control my reactions. This was pointed out. It was very humiliating! Again, I was called a whore and a slut. Then they began putting their fingers in me. I was so ashamed that I got wet. My son could hear it. They showed my son their wet fingers! I kept my eyes down. I could not bear to see the look on my son’s face. Then, to give me a deeper emotional shock, they put me in a very obscene position on the table.

	They tied me on my back with my legs spread open and my hands behind my head. They tied me to the table with my thighs on my chest. In this position, I was spread open - very shaming. Even my anus was exposed. This is the position a woman is put in at the doctor’s office for a pelvic exam. The Major made sure that Jonathan could see my intimate areas.

	He told me that he had to give me a complete “strip search”. He then performed a cavity search on me. The Major asked me if I was embarrassed. I couldn’t answer him; I was so overcome with emotion. Also the pressure in my bladder was very bad.

	He said, “Your son can see everything you have. He has a bulge in his pants. You are exciting him. If you want me to stop, all you have to do is give me what I want.”

	Jonathan kept looking. In this position I was exposing EVERYTHING to him! The Major told my son that I was a puta. He said this to him as he played with me between my legs. I could not help myself... I did not want to feel anything, but I was very wet between my legs. It was so humiliating! I began praying for God to spirit my son and I away from this place. I prayed for a miracle; some way out of this hell. I thought about giving in. I had done everything I could to hold out. 

	The Major said, “See your Mama’s pussy. Look at how wet your Mama’s pussy is! You can always tell a whore by her wet pussy. Can you smell her? Her pussy has a strong smell. Does it not?”

	He examined my vagina thoroughly and then my anus. I felt terribly violated. His words were worse than the penetration. I hated him for doing this to me in front of my son. I was overwhelmed thinking about what this was doing to him. It would scar him for life! He pointed out my reactions. Especially how wet I had become. Then one of the men pulled my son’s pants down. I was shocked to see he was excited. He had an erection.... a full erection! I was sick inside....

	I realize now that it was not Jonathan fault. He is young and he was getting such an eyeful. I was as exposed as if I was in the gynecologist’s office and up on the table with my feet in the stirrups. The Major put his fingers in me, one by one. He turned his hand so that his palm was up. He probed inside me. I had to pee so badly. He found a sensitive spot inside my vagina – on the front wall and kept rubbing that spot....harder and harder.

	He was relentless and soon, despite every effort on my part to control myself, he made me have a very wet orgasm. Against my will, hips began rocking and rolling; I could not control myself. When I climaxed, I squirted a lot. I think I peed at the same time. I was so ashamed that Jonathan saw this. It splashed all over the table - I had squirted so much.

	My horror was doubled when I realized that Jonathan had ejaculated without anyone touching him. He had a spontaneous orgasm probably as I was climaxing. He had spurted a lot and it was all over this pants and lap. He was whimpering with the gag in his mouth and when our eyes met, he looked away. He was as embarrassed as I was.

	“See - your Mama behaves like a slut. This is what a whore smells like, boy,” the Major told my son as he shoved his wet fingers under his nose so he could smell my arousal!

	I tried not to cry because I did not want to upset my son any more than he was. But I was overcome by shame. To have my son see me climax and know that he had done the same by being aroused by me was mental torture of the worst kind. I was so ashamed I wanted to die. 

	But it was not over. The other men took turns “examining” me.  I kept my eyes closed and tried to will my body not to react. Not to shame myself anymore in front of my son. It was very difficult to get complete control of myself. They forced their fingers into my vagina and my rectum. 

	One man forced four fingers into me and then he formed a fist and got his whole hand in my vagina. My eyes flew open. It hurt going in, but he made it fit and God help me, when he twisted it around and thrust it in and out - he made me climax a second time. I had another very wet orgasm to shame me. I closed my eyes; I felt I was in disgrace. I knew my son would never see me the same way again!

	The Major told my son, “Your Mama needs big things in her pussy, because she is a big whore.” Then he said, “See her shit hole,” as he spread my cheeks open wider, pointed to my anus and began touching me there. He worked his finger inside me and then he took it out. He held his finger under my nose to make me smell it and then said, “Mama needs something big in her shit hole. I’m going to take care of that.”

	He showed me a big, thick rubber truncheon. The kind the police use to beat someone. He greased it up and then he forced it into my anus. It hurt so much when it stretched my sphincters. He pushed it in until he got it deep in my rectum. Jonathan I saw, much to my dismay, still had an erection. The baton inside me hurt do and soon I began panting. I began to feel cramps in my lower abdomen. The sensation quickly moved deeper. I felt like I had to have a bowel movement. My face probably told what was in my mind: resistance, disgust, shock and horror!

	I was sweating so much; it was very slippery under my shoulders on the table. I was very ashamed as the cramps got worse. I began to sweat even more as I labored under the strain.  I glanced over and saw the Major grinning at me. He was enjoying my predicament. 

	The men laughed and mocked me. My anus was spread open so wide by the thick baton and the awful tool filled me so horribly. The strain on my face made the men laugh at me. I felt their cruel taunts and mocking like arrows in my flesh. 

	It was hell. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I couldn’t think straight. With sweat pouring me, I felt my bowels begin to spasm because of the thick thing inside me. The pain and the horrible feeling of being thoroughly violated tore at my soul. With my legs and my cheeks spread, I was in the most shameful position.

	The Major came over – smirking and taunted me, “you will talk to me soon.” 

	My son could see everything. I wanted to die. The psychological torment was unbelievable. I felt shame. I kept my eyes closed tight, totally mortified. 

	In the exposed position I was in, with the rubber baton so far up inside me, it was unendurable. I began to sob. I felt so helpless. My face was flaming; I was completely mortified. The Major smiled. After a short while, the baton was pulled out of my rectum. It felt like my guts were being pulled out too. Following this, I was untied. Hands grabbed me and pulled me up. The Major pushed me over to stand facing my son. He made me spread my legs open as wide as I could to display my womanly parts, which were still wet from my orgasms.

	“Look at this whore, boy. Is she not a sight?”

	He made him look! Having to stand there facing him was torture. I felt so humiliated and ashamed. So did he.

	Major Meatball asked me again, “Are you are a Communist?” 

	I still could not admit ....what was not the truth. 

	He said, “I have taken it easy with you.”

	He had one man hold me with my arms behind my back. Then he began to hurt me on my breasts. He squeezed them as hard as he could; and he had big, strong hands! He pinched and pulled on my nipples. Then he began giving me smacks across my nipples with his open hand. I cried out each time he slapped them. It hurt a lot. I was horrified when one of the men, at that point, began masturbating my son. 

	He grinned at me evilly and then took Jonathan’s erection in hand. He played with it teasingly. It had begun to drool from excitement again, and this man....this monster, spread it all over the head of his penis in a way that said, ‘your boy is very excited watching you being tortured and humiliated - and he’s about to ejaculate. Just watch’.

	Then he began squeezing my boy’s penis and stroking him gently up and down. Jonathan began breathing heavier and was squirming around a little on the chair, but this man had control of him. He began stroking him a little faster.... and Jonathan began to hyperventilate....

	“If you cum, boy, we will stop torturing your mother,” he said to my son.

	Inside my head I was screaming, “no baby..........no!”

	But it was no use. The man knew what he was doing, and my boy was no match for him. His young body was screaming for release again and this man was going to make him ejaculate as Jonathan watched the Major hurting my breasts.

	I cried out to my son, “It is going to be OK, baby.”

	I wished I believed it myself. To punish me for talking to my son, the Major smacked each of my nipples very hard, making me cry out. Afterwards, as I stared, the man began speeding up his masturbation and I watched as Jonathan began ejaculating. He strained against the handcuffs holding him; and he began to grunt and then, his penis just exploded. As his ejaculation went on, the man continued to milk his penis. 

	He, amazingly, stayed erect. Afterwards, I saw, in my boy’s eyes, how torn he was by how his body reacted. It is a picture frozen forever in my brain. I caught his eye. Then we both looked away. We were both ashamed. It was a sad moment. However, the Major had stopped what he was doing to me, as promised.

	I was totally distraught. I was upset that he got excited looking at me. All this was real torture. This was as bad as the physical abuse. It was sexual humiliation. My shame grew with each violation. They were experts in mental torture. 

	The Major said to Jonathan, “if you cum again, we will stop what we are doing to her - understand?”

	This upset him, I could tell. The mental pain for him was very great too. They had put him in a bad position. They had connected his sexual release to my torture.

	“Let’s get her up on the table. I’m going to shock her now,” I heard the Major say.

	I cringed in fear when I heard this. I had heard about electro torture and how they shocked a woman on her nipples and her sex. I had no time to prepare myself. They grabbed me, got on my back on the table again and tied me with my legs spread and my arms over my head. They got Jonathan facing me on my left. Next, the Major went to the cabinet and brought out a leather covered box, about the size of a make-up case.

	He opened it and inside was phone headset in a cradle. It was a portable phone of some type. There were red and black knobs on the top and a hand crank on the front. He made sure we saw everything. My son and I saw the panic in each other’s eyes. But there was nothing either one of us could do. The feeling of helplessness for both of us was overpowering!

	Tied, I felt extremely helpless. They wound a long strip of wet gauze around my right ankle and then wrapped a lot of copper tape over that. They clipped a wire to the tape and then connected it to the black knob on the phone. The Major told me this was “ground”. As he said this, he was smiling. I could see he was enjoying tormenting me mentally.

	Next, he took a scrubbing pad out of the plastic bag it came in. It was the kind made from copper rings that you use to clean pots. He began squirting a gel all over it. He made sure it was soaked. He clipped a wire to it and connected it to the red knob.

	“This is the positive electrode. Guess where it goes?”

	I lay there stupidly....I didn’t even want to think where it could go....

	I groaned when he spread my labia and then worked the pad inside my vagina. He got it in me deep behind my pubic bone, so that it was just in front of my cervix. I was sweating in fear now. The table was soaked and slippery with my sweat. Then the Major got two clips. There were coins soldered to the jaws. He squirted some of the cold gel on my nipples. He pinched them and clamped one onto each nipple. They compressed the nipple and hurt. He shoved a piece of rubber in my mouth - for me to bite on.

	He said, “So you don’t bite your tongue off. Get ready. I’m going to make a ‘local call’”.

	He explained that when he spun the handle slow...that was a ‘local call’. And when he spun it fast....that was a ‘long distance call’. He grabbed the handle. He grinned at me, savoring his control over me and then slowly turned the handle. I felt the current. It felt like an electric shock does. It was not that painful, but it made me squirm. It felt extremely unpleasant. Then he told me he was going to make a ‘long distance call’. He turned the handle faster, and as more current went into me. 

	The sensation went up my leg and thru my crotch. It was much more painful. So much so that I bit the rubber in my mouth hard and arched up off the table. My breasts wobbled and flew all over my chest. It hurt a lot! It felt like I had something tearing at me deep inside. He waited a moment, and then made another ‘long distance call’. Again, I was lifted from the table. When he made a third ‘long distance call’, I spit out the rubber and began screaming... The sounds coming from my mouth seemed like they were coming from another person.

	He played with me. He asked me a question. Then when I didn’t answer right, he made a ‘local call’ to let me know what was coming. When I continued to resist him, he made the ‘long distance call’. After a while, I became so disoriented, that I really didn’t hear the questions. That’s when he disconnected the wire to my vagina and hooked up the wire to my nipples and began shocking me there.

	A ‘local call’ hurt and made them swell. A ‘long distance call’ made me scream and scream! My breasts soon turned bright red. My nipples got bigger and darker in color. I collapsed on the table each time he stopped. My brown nipples swelled up and turned purple, almost black in color!

	He reconnected the wire to my vagina again. It was unbelievable. My vagina and my belly were on fire. I had a picture in my mind that bees were swarming in my vagina - jabbing me with the stingers and injecting me with venom. The pain was so sharp that I lost my breath. In between shocks, he asked me more questions. When I did not give him the answers he wanted, he shocked me again and again. It made me feel like I had to pee too. It was excruciating.

	I could hear myself howling and shrieking like an animal. I do not know how to describe it. I have to compare it to a sensation like a firecracker exploding. I began twitching from the current even when he stopped. When he cranked it fast, the feelings were indescribable! I screamed like a lunatic. 

	My vagina was wet and I was sweating so much it made the electricity spread even more I’m sure. I was forced into convulsions; my whole body went into spasms! It felt my guts were being squeezed inside. The shocks made my anal sphincters clench really hard and when he stopped, they relaxed. Over and over, clenching and relaxing. He used the machine to rape me.

	I could feel wetness; I think I pissed myself. He questioned me over and over again. When I did not respond, he shocked me repeatedly. The feelings and the tension in my pelvis become completely intolerable. My whole body went rigid and my body was bent into a bow. I was making all kinds of noises. 

	I screamed until I was hoarse. I thought I was going to go out of my mind. I had never felt anything like it in my life. Then he stopped.  In the background, I could hear the men laughing and joking. Then he hooked up the wire connected to my breasts to shock me in both places at once....to give me a total body shocking.

	Every time I did not answer his question, he made a ‘call’ and I arched up like I was trying to touch the ceiling with my hips. I jerked, twitched and heaved up and down. My whole body flushed a deep red, not just my breasts. My hips humped up and down, my buttocks smacked the table and made a wet, hard sound each time. I begged like a child, after each shock, for him to stop and soon began babbling like an idiot... 

	“Please! Please! Please! Do not hurt me anymore,” I begged him.

	I looked over and the man had taken Jonathan’s penis in hand again and was masturbating him as I was tortured. There was nothing he could do. I could see his penis was drooling. I was revolted by this. I closed my eyes so I would not have to see it. 

	But I could hear him teasing my boy and my son trying to resist, but becoming more and more excited. The man played with his penis until he made him ejaculate again. I found myself watching semen spurting from my son’s penis, like a fountain, to land all over his thighs and lap.

	This just devastated me. I realized I was risking Jonathan’s mental health. They had made him ejaculate watching a woman, his own mother, being tortured with electric shocks. I was devastated. But the thought of yielding was just as hideous. I was paralyzed. I am not a violent person and I hate violence, but at that moment I wanted to kill all of them for what they were doing to me and my son.

	The Major stopped shocking me when Jonathan ejaculated, as promised. The ordeal left me a mess. My nose ran. Tears wet my cheeks and I had drooled a lot. I had clenched the muscles in my buttocks so hard they were sore. My back ached. I was exhausted. Someone undid the ropes holding me...

	I was untied, but I do not know how long I lay there. Eventually, they got me up. That’s when I lost control of my bladder. I grabbed my stomach and began to urinate uncontrollably. I pissed and pissed - it splashed all over the floor. After that, I felt cramps - like I was going to have a bowel movement. The pressure became stronger and then there was nothing I could do to hold it in. I found myself squatting down, with my hands on my knees and defecating. 

	My feces landed on the cement floor. Each one a humiliation. This was so gross - a terrible thing. The shocks disturbed my system and this was just one of the effects. I could not imagine what else they could do to me. I could not feel any more shame or humiliation. I knew that if the Major tortured me again, I could not take it. 

	They pushed me into a chair. I sat there like a dead person. I felt I had no life left in me. They untied Jonathan and Major Meatball and his henchmen left – taking my son with them and leaving me alone. A few minutes later the man who returned my purse came in. He had a paper in his hand.

	He said, “If you sign this, Maricel, I will make sure the berdugo does not come back.”

	I could not take anymore, so I signed. My son and I may never heal; not completely. And for that I can never forgive them. The experience has scarred both of us for life. Now we are trying to deal with the damage. What happened to us could happen to anyone in the Philippines.”
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	Chapter 1 

	Capture

	Our trip to Africa was to commemorate our first wedding anniversary. It was my gift to Midori, my wife. I arranged a photographic safari as we were both interested in wildlife photography. My wife was twenty-five at the time and I was forty. She had been my student. We fell in love at the University and married when she graduated. The trip would provide a tremendous opportunity for both of us to photograph wildlife and native peoples. We entered the unknown armed only with our ignorance.

	The first few days were tremendous. Everything went smoothly and the sights provided us with great shots. On the fourth day out, it was a hot morning, and as we moved into a rift valley, we came under attack. The porters suddenly began crying, screaming, dropping their packs and running. I grabbed my wife and pulled her down. I looked around for our guide, but he was gone. We were rushed and overpowered by a dozen men. I found myself grappling with someone. I heard my wife scream and then it all went black.

	I regained consciousness to find myself suspended by my wrists and ankles to a pole. I was being carried by two men. I could hear my wife whimpering and crying behind me. I called out to her....

	“Midori….are you ok?” 

	“Where are they taking us?” 

	“I don’t know, but just hold on.”

	I didn’t know what to do. I felt awful hanging from the pole. There were lots of men, I couldn’t tell how many. We were somewhere in the middle of a column. They marched for awhile... then took a break and set us down. I felt helpless and I’m sure my wife did too. I was thirsty, but they ignored me when I tried to get them to understand I wanted a drink. It was so hot.

	I heard Midori grunt as she was hoisted up and suspended between, broad, black shoulders; and then we were off. I tried not to think about the pain in my wrists and ankles. I cursed myself for our bad luck. The noises of the savannah and the sound of their feet, as they marched, was all I remember of this part. Midori and I tried to say something to each other but our positions, the heat, and the bush noises made it impossible for us to have any real contact. All I felt was pain and fear.

	Chapter 2 

	Public Humiliation

	We finally arrived at a village. There was a horde of ragtag children and motley dogs around. There was a lot of yelling. They set us down by a well. I looked over at Midori and she was a sweaty mess. We were physically and emotionally drained. I was dying of thirst and I’m sure that Midori was too. I begged for water. The men just grinned at me.

	Then the leader came over, had the men cut our bindings, and allowed us to stand. I gestured to him that I wanted water for me and my wife. Just then a commotion caught my attention. A big, older man, surrounded by flunkies, was making his way over to us.

	‘This is the Chief,’ I thought to myself. He looked us over. I tried to say something. He raised his hand to silence me and barked something. He pointed at me and then at my wife. The Chief was medium tall and had a big belly. He was wearing some marks of his office and a loincloth. His face was broad and very black; an ugly mean face. His manner was frightening.

	I begin to worry what was in store for us, especially my wife. A crowd had formed - women and children of all ages. They were a rough looking lot - most of them. The women were bare-breasted. I saw a lot of pouting and hanging breasts with very dark black nipples. Distracted for the moment I remembered our needs.

	I tried to make him understand we were thirsty. I used my hands. The Chief stared at me as if I was crazy and then he smiled and laughed out loud. He gestured to a woman. She was heavy-set and older, maybe his wife. He mimicked my gestures and laughed again. She said something to him, but her face was mean too.

	The Chief raised his hand and made some announcement to the mob. They behaved as if they were at a sporting match. I was fearful that this was a bad sign. Then the Chief made a little move with his hand and two men grabbed both of us and forced us to our knees. Midori and I looked at each other; we were both so thirsty. They brought over a bowl of water, but the Chief grinned as one of the men pulled his penis out from under his loincloth and began to piss in it.

	The Chief mimed a dog lapping water. We both looked at each other and understood. I felt degraded. But this is what he wanted us to do: lap the water like dogs. We were so thirsty; we lapped up the “flavored” water. This act of submission made the mob happy. My fears were now raging out of control.

	I also felt tremendously humiliated. Midori, who must have been thirstier than I was, put her face in the bowl and lapped it up like a puppy. The mob took real delight at how she submissively she performed for them. 

	This is what I didn’t know then, but I know now: these people were a sorry lot. Dirt poor, they survived by raiding other villages, stealing and taking hostages. They took vicious and cruel delight in reducing their captives to the level of animals or things. The first minute we were in camp set the tone for our entire captivity. They indulged in varieties of sexual savagery that were beyond my comprehension. And, from this moment on, our situation got worse...

	The Chief barked, clapped his hands and at his command, the native women crowded around us. The Chief clapped again and they began, like a multi-limbed creature, a centipede, to pull our clothes off. I tried to resist, but there were too many hands.

	I looked over to see them stripping my wife nude. I saw her in her bra and panties and soon she was completely naked. I was stripped naked also. I saw the mob passing my wife’s bra back and forth. The women stepped back to let the tribe have a look at us. Midori covered her crotch and breasts with her hands. I had both my hands covering my privates. Our white skin made us stand out in the hot African sun, among all these black people. We were both very sweaty, at this point....

	The faces of those around us seemed hideous. I remember very black faces with white teeth and the whites of their staring eyes with expressions of lust and cruelty in them like devils. But worse was yet to come. The Chief sat down, pointed and at his command, the women again descended on us like flies. The crowd was overjoyed. They seemed to love the spectacle of our being displayed and molested for their enjoyment.

	One woman, a pretty plump thing, teasingly tickled my scrotum and my penis. I looked over at Midori, right next to me, and saw that her tormentors were squeezing and mauling her breasts. This made her nipples respond by getting erect. They pointed this out to humiliate my wife. My penis was squeezed and jerked. I couldn’t help myself but I began, to my horror, to get erect. As my penis stiffened, individuals pointed at me and laughed. I wanted to die...

	My tormentor wagged my half-erect penis at the crowd to make them laugh more. She mimed that my penis was small and the mob roared with delight – humiliating me totally. Hands were at my ass pulling my cheeks open; and then I felt someone rubbing grease on my anus... and a finger was forced inside me.

	Then, someone grabbed at my testicles. My bag had shriveled in fear. Whoever it was eventually trapped my testicles in the bag. Then they squeezed them. I groaned and the crowd reacted. They did it again and my reaction made the natives clap their hands in glee. I saw the Chief grinning from ear to ear at my predicament. 

	Then the painful squeezing of my balls stopped. Someone else began frigging my penis and between that and the finger in my rectum worming around and pressing on my prostate, my penis got fully erect. I didn’t want to lose control in this situation, but my body betrayed me.

	I looked over and saw what they were doing to Midori. They had rolled her cotton thong panties and had the material between her thighs. One particular woman, a middle-aged crone, began pulling it slowly to and fro - working the panties into a thin, wet cord in my wife’s crack. Midori gasped and moaned as the woman worked it back and forth thru the lips of her cunt. 

	Everyone laughed as my wife tried to stand up on her toes to avoid what this woman was doing to her. The woman began sawing her hands back and forth using the full length of the wet cotton with each stroke. My wife struggled in the grip of the women holding her, but they just laughed. There was nothing she could do.

	After a minute of this, Midori began writhing and gasping at the slightest movement. That’s when the woman stopped and felt my wife between her legs. Grinning, she held up her fingers... glistening with my wife’s secretions. The mob roared. My wife had been humiliated as I was...

	The old woman pulled the cord tight again and continued to masturbate my wife. Midori bit her lip as I could see that she was trying to ignore the maddening friction of the wet panties against her sensitive sex lips. The woman with cruel skill pulled the panties back and forth so that my wife’s sensitive bits: her labia, clitoris, her urethra, the vaginal opening and her anus were teased unmercifully.

	Each indignity and my wife’s increasingly agitated reactions brought a fresh round of laughs and grins from the mob. I looked at their faces and saw the depths of their depravity. I was growing more afraid. The use of sexual torture was a mark of a much degraded people.

	The Chief growled something and the woman began to vigorously manipulate the cord. He obviously wanted the woman to make my wife have an orgasm. The old woman pulled the wet cord right up against the clitoris.

	I heard my wife begging and whimpering. Watching my wife’s face for her reactions, the woman, grinning, whipped the cord left and right to work her clitoris. My wife’s moans suddenly became louder, her hips bucking and jerking. Now that she had gotten Midori close to cumming, the woman slowed down, tantalizing her. I heard my wife, teased to the point of distraction, begin whimpering like she did when she was about to cum...

	The mob roared its approval when she began to moan. I could see the muscles as tight as a drum in her neck. Finally, the crone jerked the cord to and fro in a blur and made my wife reach a tumultuous orgasm. Midori’s hips began a lewd jig and her writhing left no doubt she was in the throes of an orgasm. The fact that they could make my wife cum in these circumstances shocked and horrified me.

	She groaned, and her coital movements and jiggling ass cheeks excited the mob. I was horrified as my prick had gotten erect earlier and stayed hard as I watched what they did to my wife. Between what they had been doing to me and watching what they did to Midori, I was very aroused. I looked at the men of the tribe and saw the looks of lust and cruelty in their faces. I looked over at Midori; her eyes were closed and she appeared to be in a world of her own.

	I was terribly afraid, at this point, as my wife was surrounded by a hundred savages. I began silently to pray. I had not done that in years. I shuddered at the thought of what might happen next. The men began drinking from gourds. This only made me more frightened. Sober they were savages - drunk they would be worse.

	Then I was brought forward so that two young girls could begin playing with my scrotum and penis. They pulled and tickled my bag and teased my penis. They kept it up, unmercifully. They worked on me as a team. It was torture. They got me worked up and close to cumming, but stopped short of letting me ejaculate. They mob crowded in close to watch them masturbating me. I lost track of time as they got me close to orgasm. 

	I could see how much they were enjoying this. For me, it was awful. Then a big, fat, older woman held up a smooth, curved wooden rod. She greased it with fat. Two men suddenly turned me around. Two more women spread my ass cheeks. I felt fingers rubbing grease on my anus. Then the big, fat woman pressed the rod against my anus and when it parted my sphincter, she worked it into my rectum. 

	I felt the knob against my tight sphincter and then I was impaled. The knob at the end opened my anus and the rod plowed into my rectum. I winced in pain as I had never had anything that big in my asshole before. I remember crying out. I struggled in their grasp, but I was helpless to prevent this from happening to me. I screamed...

	I could hear everyone laughing and clapping. I hung my head as waves of shame, pain and arousal overwhelmed me when it was in me all the way. Then as I tried to adjust to the pressure in my rectum, my erection seemed to grow and throb. It was hard and hot and pointed at the sky. I shook my head. I couldn’t believe what this people were doing to me...I couldn’t believe that I was hard as they did these things to me....The two girls went back to masturbating me. I tried hard to control myself, but there was no way, with the rod in my rectum, that I could do that. 

	I was humiliated when I began ejaculating. I felt like my whole soul was spurting thru my penis. There was much laughter as I came in front of the whole village. The girls mimed that my load was disappointingly small. I felt my face go red with embarrassment. That they could make me cum in these circumstances didn’t shock me as much as the fact that they had been able to make Midori do the same, but I was humiliated. I looked over at Midori and she had her eyes closed. I don’t know if she saw me ejaculating or not. I hope she didn’t...

	Chapter 3 

	Whipped and Raped

	After a few moments, they dragged Midori to an upright pole by the well and bound her with her hands over her head. The Chief came over brandishing a black whip. It was a dried bull’s penis – what I had seen sold in marketplaces on the African coast and called a “bull’s pizzle”. The Chief used the tip to tease my wife’s full buttocks. She clenched her cheeks when he ran it up and down her crack. The mob laughed and clapped when she reacted. My wife has a round, white, full bottom and it was erotic to see her so exposed as she clenched and relaxed her dimpled butt cheeks. 

	The Chief got ready to whip her. I watched as he drew back his arm and then with a mighty blow he hit her. The pizzle landed with a cruel meaty sound. Midori groaned and clenched and unclenched her cheeks, trying to shake off the blow. She was soon giving everyone another “show”. Because with each vicious blow, my wife began to wriggle and work her buttocks. It was an erotic dance she was doing, shaking under the lash and tied to the pole. My mind was in turmoil. I was frightened, but another part of me was mesmerized. It was like we were in a movie and I was watching it...

	As the whipping continued, she even humped the pole, like she was fucking it. All of this thrilled the savages. The crowd clapped and roared with every blow. It was a very sexual whipping, as the Chief concentrated on her full butt and thighs. With the rod in my rectum, it pressed in a disturbing way on my prostate. That, combined with the sight of my wife receiving a public whipping, got and kept me erect. I had been whipped in school, as a boy, and Midori’s whipping dredged up all the conflicted feelings those whippings aroused in me.

	The crowd went wild and yelled as Midori grunted with each blow. The Chief took his time whipping her and just lashed her methodically. Midori would look over her shoulder and then cringe, anticipating each blow. When it did land it made a meaty sound....Midori began sobbing and crying out.

	When the Chief made the tip of the pizzle land in her crack she screamed. Her buttocks and thighs were soon criss-crossed with angry red stripes. Her cheeks twitched from the pain in between blows as if they had a life of their own. I could not take my eyes off the spectacle as my wife was tortured, but I felt guilty and sick inside that I never lost my erection all during the whipping. Toward the end, Midori lost control of her bladder and urinated to the delight of the crowed. Then they untied her and make her parade around the water well with her hands on her head to display her whipped ass and thighs. 

	After this, they hustled both of us into the Chief’s hut. To my humiliation, I still had the rod up my rectum. The Chief sat down on a chair to supervise as they made Midori lie down on a pallet and forced her thighs up to her breasts, exposing her cunt. Men crowded around her and began to rub and finger her.

	There were a lot of men in the hut. A few women were at the door outside peeking in. Midori began to moan as they continued to molest her. Two men played with her breasts, making her nipples erect. I didn’t want to watch, but I couldn’t turn away either. The Chief caught my eye and then pulled aside his loin cloth revealing a huge penis. He grinned evilly at me. It was a big as a cucumber and thick as my wrist. He stroked it slowly, watching his men molest my wife, and grinned at me. 

	Midori’s eyes went wide as he got up to stand over her and display his huge erection to her. He had pulled back his foreskin to display the big purple head, then wagged it at her and looked over at his men - grinning all the while. My wife was a virgin when I married her. And her vagina was still very tight. Now, she was about to be raped by a monster. She kept shaking her head no-no-no and protested, but no one understood us, so it was all in vain. 

	And then, all the men began pulling aside their loincloths to display their erections. I was in shock. I had never seen another man’s erection until then. And, at that moment, I was in a hut in Africa with two dozen men who had penises bigger than mine. The Chief stroked his mammoth phallus, the biggest in the hut, and grinned at me, enjoying and savoring the moment. 

	Midori’s womanhood, as they played with her, was now glistening. I held my breath and watched as the Chief knelt down between her thighs and rubbed the head of his cock against her labia and her vaginal opening - wetting his phallus with her juices. After a moment, he thrust forward and Midori cried out as he tried to penetrate her.

	She tried to squirm away, but she was being held down. The head of his cock pressed up against her vagina but wouldn’t go in. It was too big! He barked and someone brought a pot with some grease. He lubricated himself and then he greased up my wife’s sexhole.

	He put his cock up against her vaginal opening, pushed and ‘pop’…it went in! Midori groaned out loud as he plowed into her. The men cheered as their Chief raped her. He got most of it inside her and then he pulled it out until only the head was inside. He looked over at me, smiling and showing his teeth.

	Then he pushed it in all the way making my wife moan as she was stretched open very deep and wide, I could tell. I could not look away as he penetrated her. I was helpless to do any thing about it, but it was totally compelling to me. My penis had stayed painfully erect and my testicles were aching. With the rod buried in my rectum, it pressed on my prostate and that made my penis drool even more. I was sweating and as I squirmed with my hands tied behind me, I wished I had a gun so I could free us.

	The Chief took his time as he fucked her….letting her get used to his size. Midori had her eyes closed, but began breathing deeper and then began panting as he fucked her. He lay down on her fully, covering her completely with his big body and from where I was, I could see his bag, his scrotum, slapping against my wife’s anus. There was a lot of wetness there....and it was getting pretty messy.

	As he penetrated her his cock was so thick it forced her sex lips into her hole on the in-stroke and they clung to the shaft when he pulled out. It looked like two pink rubber bands were stretched around his cock. The shaft of his big, black dick was streaked with her juices. I could tell Midori was getting close to orgasm from the sounds she was making. 

	I tried to block out the wet squishy sounds and her moans. I felt terrible as another man was penetrating my wife with his erect penis. There was no escape. I was surrounded by a hut full of black men with erections. The Chief began humping Midori for all he was worth. Midori moaned steadily, aroused against her will. I could see he was going to make my wife have an orgasm…

	He sped up and my wife went, cried out. She’d cum! The men clapped when they heard her cry out. I knew, from experience, that she’d just had an orgasm. He made my wife cum! Then the Chief’s hips and ass did a little jig and he ejaculated deep into her vagina. As he pulled his cock, it made a wet, slurpy sound like a mule pulling its hoof out of thick mud. Midori groaned when his cock popped free. 

	When the Chief stood up his cock was still hard, but it was grossly streaked with semen and the secretions from my wife’s pussy. Midori’s legs were spread and her sex was gaping open. She had been really fucked, I could tell. The labia were swollen and reddened, nearly purple. Her sex-hole was open and a river of slop drooled out of her vagina. It was a disgusting sight…

	The men all lined up and I was forced to watch as each man took his turn with my wife. The men were well endowed and made my wife cum repeatedly. She was in another world as she was raped. At least twenty men raped my wife in front of me during the first hour.

	My penis had stayed erect and I was drooling pre-cum all during my wife’s ordeal. I began to ache. I needed relief and soon began to crave it. As I gawked at one particularly sloppy rape of my wife, with the rod pressing on my prostate, one of the men grabbed my prick and jerked it two or three times, making me ejaculate. After that, I looked around. A lot of the men were grinning at me evilly. I felt worse than ever - ashamed of how I reacted.

	Next, they put my wife on all fours and fucked her like a dog. They all took turns raping her this way. Men had lined up outside the hut, and when one man was done, another took his place. As they took their turns, my wife was in another world. She would grunt, moan, groan and then cry out as they made her cum. As they worked her over her sex became a sloppy, disgusting mess. They used a rag to clean her after every few men had ejaculated in her and this rag got very wet with semen and her secretions. When they wiped her pussy with it one time, she came - she was in such a state.     

	Then, those who wanted seconds or thirds lined up with hard, hot cocks and fucked her again. The smell in the hut was not to be believed. My wife’s sexual juices and the sweat and semen created a musky odor that hung heavy in the little hut. I tried to block it out, but my nose was filled with the smell of sex. I can still smell the stink, as I write this…..

	It was totally degrading as they made me watch her being raped repeatedly. When they finished with her, she was a sweaty, sloppy mess. Her vagina was filled with semen. Her genitals were so swollen, I couldn’t believe it was my wife’s pussy.  There was sperm all over her mound, her pubic hair, on the inside of her thighs, and it just ran out of her sex hole and down the crack of her ass. 

	Finally it ended. I think Midori had been raped close to two hundred times, perhaps more. They took me and threw me into a small hut. The next morning I was given food and water and was made to eat out of the bowl like a dog. We were kept separated. The Chief and the leaders raped my wife daily. They made her drink something made from herbs and roots which, I believe, kept her in a state of arousal and prevented pregnancy. 

	The Chief allowed his people to do these things because it probably provided a powerful bonding experience. A diversion... I don’t know if they had ever had Asian captives before, but they certainly enjoyed tormenting us.

	Chapter 4

	Animals

	It wasn’t long after this that I was taken to a hut filled with the married women. They grinned at me evilly and I knew I was in for a very bad time. They overpowered me, took me to the ground, bound my hands behind me and made me kneel. Then two women shaved my head, leaving only two small tufts on either side of my head.

	They smeared mud on these and one woman formed the tufts into “horns”. They painted my eyes, nose and mouth. Then they lashed my arms to my thighs. The bondage hurt and I was soon in hell. They made me duck-walk out of the hut to the center of the village. The children were the first to notice me and started to yell at the sight of me. Soon many of them were out of their huts staring and laughing as I was marched around. I had been turned into an animal. Naked and forced into a painful squat, I had been transformed into a pet. One of the boys tied a rope around my neck and led me around like a dog.

	It was totally dehumanizing. The children hit and poked me with sticks. I made several painful, humiliating passes around the water well. I felt like I was going to cry and despite my efforts to control my emotions I began to sob. They marched me over to the Chief who laughed at my appearance as soon as he saw me. My wife was at his feet, naked.  She looked at me and I saw the horror in her eyes. I couldn’t look her in the eyes or say anything, I was so humiliated. But the look in her eyes said it all. I had been reduced to a “thing”.

	The next day, they hung Midori from a tree branch over an ant nest. The women spread and staked her legs; then painted a line up each leg with honey using a brush. It was a trail from her ankles up her thighs to her cunt. The woman smeared honey heavily on her pubic hair and cunt. When her pussy was gooey with the sweet stuff, they spread her buttocks and smeared some in her crack and on her anus too. 

	She started to squirm and whimper as hundreds of ants swarmed over her feet. She yelped and screamed as the ants, angry at their nest being invaded, began to torment her. They were the little black kind, not known for their bite, but the sheer number of them guaranteed that she was in for a very hard time. 

	Finding the honey, the ants began to feast and then climbed higher looking for more. She wriggled her hips and shook her ass as the ants climbed up her body. She looked down, in horror, as the ants climbed toward her cunt. It was just a matter of time before the little beasts found her “honey pot”.

	She screamed as she saw where they are going. They had their way with her and soon she began to do a jig, which delighted the crowd. They laughed and pointed and giggled at her predicament. The ants were in a frenzy. Excited by the honey, they scampered and darted this way and that.

	Midori, her eyes wide in horror, yelped and cried out....begging for me to help. I was dragged over to watch.  I don’t know what was worse - my feeling of helplessness or hers. She writhed and squirmed trying to get them all off and really wriggled her hips and ass. They all seemed to be enjoying her plight. I had never seen anything like these monsters in all my life. But it got worse.

	Midori began to sob and it was heart rending to hear her as they insects swarmed and climbed her legs. The swarming insects, as they advanced on her pussy, drove her nearly mad. Soon there was a black line up both her legs. Midori did a jig as the first ants reached her cunt.

	Midori has a horror of bugs getting inside her. With the ants swarming over her pussy and ass hole, Midori began screaming for help. I could do nothing, of course. The natives laughed as she was giving them a great show. Soon, there were hundreds between her legs, feasting on all the honey there. Midori grew hoarse from yelling.

	That’s when the men brought forward an anteater on a leash. As the animal smelled the ants, its long, sticky tongue shot out. They led it over to Midori. She moaned as its soft and sticky tongue wormed its way up her legs in the most obscene way.

	I was transfixed as the creature did what nature intended it to do. The animal lost no time in licking up the ants on Midori’s legs. When it shot its tongue out to scoop up the ants on her inner thighs, my wife moaned as the pink tongue was a soft, sticky worm. Then, as the beast turned its attention to the ants swarming in her crotch, its tongue began to seek out the folds and crevices where the ants were hiding. 

	The nasty tongue began to dart into every part of my wife’s crack. First her labia and then her sexhole and between her ass cheeks to lick her anus too. Midori’s reactions showed that this was arousing her despite the awful bestial origin of the thing that was doing it to her.

	Midori’s eyes showed her horror as the animal licked her. She began to moan it stimulated her and it was obscene. She tried to get her hips away from the machine-like, licking tongue, but it was no good. The animal licked her unmercifully and soon she was jerking her hips in a coital way. The mob found this all very amusing. I got an erection...

	When our eyes met, Midori looked down and saw my erection. I could tell that I had wounded her. In truth, my body had betrayed me. I couldn’t help myself. I was sickened, but the spectacle of the anteater licking her pussy was more than I could handle. The beast drove my wife over the edge when it got its long tongue into her hole. 

	It thrust his long, sticky, pink tongue deep into her vagina, worming it around and around and in and out.....catching ants. Midori was rocking her hips back and forth and soon began to speed up her coital rocking and rolling....

	Finally, she cried out and came! The anteater had made her cum in front of me and everyone. Only then did they cut her down. She jumped around in a frenzy, trying to get the ants off. They pushed her to the river and let her get wash herself. I was taken back to the village, where a group of young girls with pouting tits and black nipples took control of me. I was given to them by the older married women. I was bound worried what they were going to do to me. They seemed so casually cruel....

	Chapter 5 

	Tortured by the Girls

	I was taken by the girls, all five of them, to a clearing just outside the village. They were laughing and chattering like birds as they made me lie down. They began to sexually torment and humiliate me like the married women did the first day. They took turns playing with my penis and testicles and then began masturbating me in earnest. They got me to the point of orgasm. Just when I thought I was going to ejaculate, they stopped and let me twitch in frustration.

	There were a lot of grins and laughter at this. I wanted to cum so badly, but they kept bringing me to a boil and then stopping. Then one of them knelt between my splayed thighs, trapped my testicles in my scrotum and then cruelly twisted my bag. She laughed as she slowly and sadistically squeezed my nuts until I screamed and lost my erection. It hurt terribly- the worst excruciating pain.

	Then the other four girls sat on either side of me and played with me again... pinching my nipples, getting me erect and then making me writhe and squirm. I wanted them to let me cum. My penis dripped so much pre-cum that my balls got wet. They seemed to really enjoy doing this to me. 

	I prayed silently for release and I was so close, but before I began to ejaculate, they stopped touching me and smiled as I twitched and throbbed in frustration. Then, one of them would squeeze my balls to make me lose my erection. This was repeated several times.

	This went on until I was nearly insane and began to babble like an idiot. This amused them to no end. Then one of them produced a curved, slim white rod with a bulb at the end - probably carved from ivory. She squeezed the tip of my penis to make my pisshole flare open and inserted the tip of the rod into my penis. I howled as she forced it in slowly.....

	She kept pushing and I gasped and cried out as it was forced it into me fully. When the bulb protruded from the tip of my prick, she slapped my organ. They took turns doing this to me. Then, they all took a turn taking the rod out and forcing it back in. I was soon crying like a baby. They laughed at me and made clucking noises, mocking my reaction to what they did to me.

	Eventually, one of them, the girl with the biggest breasts, who had simply enormous black nipples, jerked me off. As she did so, she talked to me, in her language, like I was a baby. Talking baby talk to me as she squeezed and jerked my prick. She kept it up until I ejaculated. It felt so good, I groaned out loud with relief. 

	She scooped up the semen, splattered on my belly and chest, and wiped it on my mouth. I did what she mimed for me to do as she reached down with one hand to grab my balls again…I understood and not wanting to be hurt anymore, I licked my lips. It was a bit disgusting….

	Days went by and I never saw my wife, as we were kept in separate huts. Sometimes, I could hear her cry out as she was raped. I was glad they left me alone, during this time. The hateful things they did to me had nearly broken me.

	Chapter 6

	The Mud Suit

	The women were the worst at torturing us. Brought to river’s edge one day, they lashed Midori’s wrists together behind her head and tied her elbows to her knees. They hauled her up and got her on a board in a kneeling position. They scooped up pots full of red mud from the shore, and they covered her with the mud to turn her into a statue. The most extreme form of bondage you could ever imagine. 

	They began smearing gobs of it on her back, her buttocks, her shoulders, her legs and her neck and head. Every part of her body from the top of her head to her feet had been covered and molded with the mud. The woman, at first, just slapped in on, but when they had enough in a given area, they began to smooth and shape it to conform to the body part it covered. 

	They covered her eyes with thick slices of a root and began covering her face with the mud. They inserted hollow reeds into each nostril and propped open her mouth with a wooden ring. When they were done with her face, all you could see were the two reeds emerging from a bump where her nose was and her open mouth.

	They kept slathering her with handfuls of the red mud. One creative soul had stuck several tufts of grass on her head to simulate hair. They left an opening by her genitals and her anus so she could piss and shit. Bound as she was, she was soon encased in mud. They turned her into an “object”.

	The woman left her in the sun so the mud would dry. Midori began to make inhuman groans and cries. She sounded like a sick calf. Within an hour or two, under the broiling equatorial sun, the mud had hardened into a suit of armor. My wife had been turned into a “thing”.

	I had been brought over, on a leash, to watch. I could hear my wife moaning inside her mud suit of armor. I was sick inside at what they did to her. When the mud had hardened, they carried Midori on the board back to the village in a sort of procession. The children laughed and clapped. She was set between two logs. My wife, I could only imagine, was going thru hell inside the mud suit. She was totally immobile and it must have been like she was baking in an oven.

	When she pissed thru the opening between her legs, it made the children roar with laughter. They gave her water to sip thru a reed from a gourd. As hot as it was and trapped, my wife must have been sweating buckets. It was the ultimate torture suit. Then they brought us both into a hut. The men began pulling aside their loincloths and soon they were all hard. There were a dozen men there. 

	Her moans and groans were a great source of amusement for them. I kept my mouth shut though. I was afraid that they would do something like that to me. And the feeling of claustrophobic horror I felt was enough to keep me cowed. They began shoving their cocks into her mouth and in her pussy. They raped her front and back – over and over. 

	The sounds coming out of her mouth were heartrending. There was a sloppy mess of semen all around her mouth and pussy when they were done. Midori was not released from this bondage, her mud suit, until the next morning. When the got it off her, and I could get a chance to see her, her eyes told the story of the horror she had been through.

	Chapter 7

	Village Torments

	One night a group of the married women mounted a pole at crotch height in the center of the village. They greased it up and brought out my naked wife. They fingered her until she was wet and juicy, tied a cord around her neck and tied her thumbs to the cord. Next, they made her straddle the pole, squat down and sit on it. She did it. In order to make her fuck it, they whipped her ass with a branch. It made a cruel noise every time it landed and my wife groaned in pain each time.

	Midori squatted down obscenely and stood up again, fucking herself on the pole. The spread her ass cheeks and tickled her anus with some nettles to make her fuck herself harder. The whole village came out to see. Soon, I guess, her asshole began itching. From the way Midori twitched and jumped around, I could tell it was really bothering her. They handed the nettles off to another woman who whipped her butt with it. 

	Soon, Midori began fucking herself silly on the pole. She grunted, moaned and squatted up and down like a demented doll. Teen-aged girls came up and pulled on her nipples so hard, that I thought they would tear them off. They kept this up until Midori orgasmed. Her ass, when it was over, was stippled with a sting rash and scored with weals. It looked like she’d been stung by bees. The pole was lathered with her pussy juice. They began dancing around her, like she was a fertility symbol. In a way, she was....

	On hot afternoon, they tied Midori with her arms over her head to a tree branch. The young boys were encouraged to examine her. This was behind the village in a grove of trees by the river. I was brought over on a leash like a dog. Naked, humiliated and frustrated, I watched as maybe thirty boys touched my wife and got erections.

	They played with her tits and pussy and inserted their fingers into her vagina and rectum. She moaned as they roughly stimulated her. When all thirty or so were very excited, their loin cloths were tented. It was at this point that several older men encouraged them to jerk off. They soon lifted their loin clothes. The bravest and boldest started and soon everyone was vigorously masturbating. One man produced a bowl.

	When the boys were ready to cum, he had them crowd around and jerk off into the communal bowl. One-by-one they all spurted their seed. There must have been two cups of their hot, sticky discharge in the bowl. Then they made Midori lap it up. 

	They brought me over to watch my wife perform the humiliating and disgusting task. It was terrible for us to have to witness each other’s degradation. I could see that she could barely look me in the eye. It was some sort of initiation rite for the boys. Having their seed drunk by the pretty Asian captive. For her, it was a disgusting trial. Their ejaculate, still warm from their bodies, was presented for her to drink and Midori gagged twice as she drank it down. 

	It was very viscous…so that as she drank it….and they pulled the bowl away to let her swallow….. A string of cum connected her lips to the edge of the bowl. Finally she was finished. For a final indignity, they made her lick the bowl clean.

	Chapter 8

	The Worst Ordeal

	We were exhausted and drained by the frequent sexual torture. One afternoon, four women that I had identified as real sadists, had something really gross in store for Midori. The brought me in to witness it.

	They made Midori stretch out on a pallet in their hut. Then they forced her thighs back against her breasts so her cunt and anus were completely exposed. One of them began to play with her labia, spreading them and inserting her fingers into her well-used cunt. When Midori’s cunt was all wet and juicy…they showed Midori what they had for her. It was in a covered pot.

	Midori screamed when she saw that there was a small green boa in the pot. One of the women grabbed it and held it up to show her. It was about 45 centimeters long (18”). It writhed and squirmed, as my wife, horrified, stared looked at it. This was the beginning of the worst thing they did to her. This ordeal broke my wife totally, I believe.

	All the snake wanted, at that point, was to get away and hide in a nice, dark place.  Midori was held down by several of the women and, with her legs and cunt held open, one of them brought the snake close to Midori’s well-used, vaginal opening. 

	When she saw what they were threatening to do, she cried out to me, “PLEASE DON’T LET THEM DO THIS TO ME, YUKIO!” 

	But I could not help her. I could only watch in horror as they forced the snake into her pussy. The serpent, once they had gotten its head into the vaginal opening, then lost no time in squeezing the rest of its body inside her. It slithered and wiggled into her sexhole until it was all the way in.

	My wife’s reaction was not to be believed: she began to scream like a madwoman! I never heard her voice make sounds like that before or since. Then they let go of her. She humped her hips up and down, with her legs held open, trying to get the thing out of her pussy. It was not to be. All four women began laughing. The snake was in my wife’s cunt and it didn’t want to come out. 

	She tried to stick her finger into her hole to get it out of her cunt. It was no use as the more she attempted to get at it, the more the reptile wriggled into the deepest recesses of her vagina to get away. Soon, it was wedged solidly in her sex-hole. That’s when they held her down. Her stomach looked like it was rippling as the snake squirmed and wriggled inside her - turning around and around in panic.

	It pressed on all the sensitive nerves inside, but whatever arousal my wife felt, was second to the feeling of horror with the dirty creature inside her. A snake like that would have made my wife jump in horror if she saw it in the wild. She began crying and it was heartrending to hear. They tied her hands over her head to a pole and staked her ankles so her legs were closed. One woman went out to tell everyone to come to see what they’d done to her.

	With the boa in her cunt, Midori screamed and cried. It would lie quietly for awhile, and then something she did, some movement on her part frightened it again, making it thrash around inside her. Midori was driven nuts. She howled like a beast as it wriggled about inside her. They staked me out facing her so I could witness her full torment.

	One woman rubbed her pussy and this disturbed the reptile. It thrashed around and as she continued to rub Midori’s pussy, she began screaming like a madwoman. This apparently made the snake go crazy. When it tried to get out of her pussy, they would force it back into her hole.

	More natives crowded into the hut to see what the commotion was about. I was tethered like a goat and forced to watch this very cruel torture. I don’t know a woman who isn’t a little fearful of sitting on grass because of the possibility that something could get in her pussy. It’s a universal fear. This was the ultimate invasion. My wife humped her hips up and down, wriggled and writhed like she was on fire. It was unbelievable to see...

	Then some of the teenagers who had tormented me got me on my belly and tied my hands over my head to a stake. They spread my ass cheeks and raped me – first with their fingers and then with a rod. My penis got erect when the rod pressed on my prostate. 

	I felt very ashamed that I kept getting erections from having things inserted in my rectum. Any normal man would. Then they turned me over on my back, with the rod inside me, and took turns masturbating me. They teased me until I was dripping and played with me until my balls ached. I begged for release. They did not understand my words, but they understood my distress. They mimed allowing me to “cum”. I nodded and begged yes-yes-yes. They laughed and pointed to their crotches. 

	When the prettiest straddled my face, I understood what she wanted me to do. She lifted her little grass skirt and took a turn riding my face. I had to stick out my tongue as she rubbed her cunt and asshole over my nose, mouth and chin. The others teased my prick, keeping me excited, but not allowing me to cum. It was agony as I suffocated at times when she sat down. I was both aroused and disgusted at the same time by her smelly, musky vaginal secretions being smeared all over my face. I remember that her clitoris was very big. She brought herself off using my face.

	The next girl took a real long time riding me before she came. It was both degrading and exhausting as she “rode” my face for the longest time. Another girl, the ugliest, faced my feet and rubbed her nasty, smelly anus on my nose. Awful, as I had to smell her shit-hole. Across from me, I heard my wife crying out as the snake writhed and wriggled in her sex hole.

	I began to hump my hips up and down, begging for release. They laughed and continued to tease me. Finally, when one girl smeared my pre-cum teasingly over my prick head and underneath my sensitive glans and then took me in hand, I finally ejaculated. It felt very good to me, at that point. 

	She squeezed and milked my prick until I was finished and I remember moaning into the wet, smelly sexhole covering my nose and mouth. After this, the pretty girl with the big tits and the big black nipples, produced that awful ivory penis bone. The intrusion of that probe into my urethra had been excruciating and I hated it from the first time they did it to me. 

	She waved it under my nose. My face was wet and sticky with their secretions. I felt so small and helpless, being used and tormented by her. She saw the terror in my eyes at the ivory probe and smiled sadistically as she oiled it carefully and then squeezed several drops of juice from the cut end of a pepper on the shaft.

	I look around the hut and others were watching as she prepared this for me. One older married woman came over to sit on my chest, squashing the air out of me. I felt someone holding my penis, squeezing it gently and as it stiffened, stroking me to full erection again. My frightened penis had erected against my will.

	Then the pretty one took my prick and made my pee-hole flare open. She put the tip of the bone against my pisshole and gently but firmly inserted it into my penis. The juice from the pepper and the oil made it easy for her to force it all the way in. Having my prick violated was the worst. She kept pushing until all of it was buried inside me and the bulb rested obscenely at the tip of my prick with my urethral mouth stretched around the bulb. 

	The woman on my chest got off, but others continued to hold my legs. My penis waved obscenely with the bulb showing and the shaft all the way up inside me. Soon the capsicum juice from the pepper began to burn and it became apparent why two girls were now sitting on my legs. 

	As the burning sensation built, I began to hump my hips slowly at first and then more frantically. They smiled and giggled as the sensation became unbearable. Soon my whole penis was on fire as the hot juice went to work on the sensitive inner membranes.

	I cried and moaned and finally screamed as the heat built and built and there was no relief. They left the bone inside me for a long time. I sobbed as it was awful and I felt helpless. When the burning sensation finally subsided, the pretty one removed it and the rod in my asshole. Afterwards, she hefted my testicles and mimed cutting them off. I bit my lip and wonder if she was serious. What else would these monsters do to me?

	Meanwhile, my wife, forced to hold the green boa in her pussy, was on the edge of madness. Eventually, they got tired of tormenting her, untied her legs, and the serpent slithered out of her pussy. Midori had been crying and screaming for two hours. We were in captivity nearly three months, but they finally traded us to Arab slavers and eventually, after a long and roundabout journey, we made it home to Japan. We will never forget what was done to us in that village.
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	Chapter 1

	The Village

	After our terrifying capture and brutal treatment at the hands of the Ulobi tribe, I was filled with despair. My wife and I had been subjected to extravagant and cruel torments directed mostly on our sexual organs. Most of my abuse had been at the hands of the women. Midori had been raped daily by the Chief and his men and she had often been the target of the women’s and the children’s cruelty. 

	Both of us were kept naked and the shame was terrible. I had become dark from exposure to the tropical sun, but my wife, considered more of a sexual object than I was, and had been sequestered to preserve her white skin.

	I had grown accustomed to being treated like a slave. It amazes me now, as I write this account, to look back and see how quickly the human mind can be bent. As an anthropology professor, I have more training than most in understanding human cultures, but nothing in my experience had prepared me for what happened to us and how we both reacted.

	I was thoroughly cowed, I admit it now. I stopped resisting, and I did so, not in hopes that I would be spared anything, but that it would not hurt as much if I just submitted both mentally and emotionally. I had given up my male pride as I was turned into an object by the women of the tribe for torment and play. It was a huge blow to my ego, but as I review it, I realize that it was necessary to preserve my sanity, when I experienced arousal and ejaculation under torture and forced sex acts.

	Another torment for me is that I had been made to feel powerless when it came to protecting my wife.  This filled me with fear and anger. It was hellish to see my wife sexually abused. After that, I felt impotent. For me to have been diminished in front of my wife was psychologically devastating. I was in anguish hearing my wife being raped daily; but what was even worse was hearing her brought to orgasm by the young, virile men of the tribe. With all of this, I had barely managed to hold myself together

	And it was even harder on Midori. Before all this, she saw herself as a “normal” Japanese woman. What the Ulobis did to her exposed her vulnerabilities. She had been a virgin when I married her and was a little shy about sex. Forced orgasms and torments directed at her private parts had their effect on her. 

	She had to reconcile her self-image with how her body reacted. Experiencing arousal and climax from being raped by black men with large penises was hard enough, but to have an orgasm from being licked by an anteater, well....those experiences changed her. 

	This brutalization turned her into a masochistic slave. Her whole life became, in those two months, humiliations, violations and forced painful orgasms. Her mind, overwhelmed with guilt, fear and shame, had snapped, in my opinion; and she became a puppet submissive to the bidding of anyone with cruel intentions. I believe she was never the same after they sealed her in mud and turned her into a statue.

	I witnessed a number of things they did to her. Like the time the women stretched her clitoris. They tied her on her back in a hut. It was dark and smoky in there, I remember – and it was early afternoon. Four of the older women, two of them wives of the Chief, had Midori staked out, with her arms over her head - wrists together and her legs apart. They had a log under the small of her back, so her hips were canted.

	Midori was whimpering and her eyes darted this way and that as they brought out some pointy edged leaves. The woman used a banana leaf, a big broad one, to protect her hand so she didn’t touch the pointy leaves themselves. I could tell by the way she handled them she didn’t want to touch them. How toxic they were was revealed a few moments later. Another woman, I called “big nose”, began teasing Midori’s pussy to make her clitoris erect. 

	I got turned on watching “big nose” as she wet her finger in her mouth to rub my wife’s sex-lips and nubbin up-and-down and then side-to-side. She alternated this with shaking her whole mound. Soon, Midori began to breathe heavily and moan softly. And she began to get “juicy”. “Big nose” pushed back on the hood to expose her clitoris more. 

	That’s when the other woman stepped forward and began to touch the most sensitive part of my wife’s body. A part of her I had lovingly licked and sucked many times. Now, as the woman raked it with the tip of a leaf, I saw Midori stiffen and then try to arch her body and wriggle her hips. 

	There wasn’t much she could do staked out like that. As the woman continued to work the tip all around the bulb, “big nose” pulled back on the hood to keep it exposed. I can only guess how it felt, as it was never used on me, thankfully. Midori began to moan and then cry out. It must have burned as her writhing and struggles left no doubt that it was not very pleasant.

	“Oh... Yukio,” she cried out to me, at one point. But there was nothing I could do, except watch. They reapplied the leaves three times and Midori was sobbing when they were finished. But this was only the beginning of the “treatment” I was to discover.

	The leaves had inflamed her clitoris and made it swell. Now they brought out a small section of jungle vine. It was perhaps 10 centimeters long and not very wide. It was capped it off at both ends to form a tube. What they had inside, and I didn’t know it at first, was fire ants. Not a lot, just dozen or so. 

	“Big nose” took the tube, brought it close to my wife’s crotch and carefully took the plug off the top end. Then, in one swift motion, with a flip of her wrist, she upended the tube so that the mouth was covering the top of Midori’s pussy....right where her labia came together to form the hood of her clitoris. Of course Midori’s swollen clitoris was sticking out after having been inflamed by the nettlesome leaves.

	As soon as the tube was pressed tightly up against Midori’s crotch I could tell that there was something terrible inside that tube. As the ants swarmed over her clitoris, they began biting her and injecting formic acid into the most sensitive, nerve-laden part of her body. 

	She began shrieking as the insects went to work on her. “Big nose” held the tube there for a few moments and when she pulled it away, she was ready with the plug to cap it. Then she brushed away and crushed the few remaining ants. That’s when I saw what had been in the tube.

	From where I was sitting, I could see my wife’s clitoris sticking up like a reddened, swollen bean. Midori had stopped screaming, but seemed to be hyperventilating. Her chest heaved up and down as she tried to catch her breath.

	They let her lie there like that for a few moments, and talked amongst themselves. “Big nose” looked over at me a few times and smiled evilly. I turned away. I was afraid of her. Then the women got Midori ready for the last part of the “treatment”.  They secured her clitoris, including the hood, between two twigs and lashed it tight. Midori’s eyes went from staring the faces of the women down to her crotch and then up to look at me imploringly. 

	I felt like totally impotent, at that point. I was in the corner of the hut with my hands and feet hobbled - facing her crotch. The women pounded two stakes into the ground by Midori’s knees and attached a crossbar. They tied a cord to the clamping twigs and draped it over the crossbar. Then they tied a heavy rock to the cord and let it traction her clitoris.

	Over the next hour, they just let it pull on her nubbin. At one point they added another rock to the load pulling on her clit. Midori just moaned and moaned. When she wriggled, all it did was make the weights swing and this only added to her suffering. When they released her, they showed me my wife’s new clitoris. It was three times as large as normal and now poked out of the hood 2 centimeters. They tormented her by touching it. It must have been super sensitive, at that point.

	After she had been subjected to this cruel treatment, her clitoris was permanently enlarged and was much more sensitive to stimulation. In this way, she could be brought to orgasm more quickly. Through systematic abuse like this, they destroyed my wife’s sexual persona and installed a new one in its place. She became an obedient sex slave.

	After two months in the village, I had nearly despaired that we would ever escape. 

	Then, one day, the village was visited by Arab traders. I was tied to a stake by the well and saw them as they came into the village. I learned that they had visited the Ulobis before. They wanted ostrich skins, feathers and slaves. Their leader was a tall man whose face was very dark, almost black, from the sun. The party included nine other men.

	The leader wore a large loose shirt, cotton trousers and sandals which laced in front and fit close round the ankle - then went high up on his calves. A cotton cloak was thrown round his shoulders in folds and over his head as a hood, while the end was thrown over his left shoulder and hung down behind. He looked like a Taureg, but did not wear the indigo colored face veil. Obviously a nomadic man of the desert, nevertheless.

	When the Chief emerged from his hut, he had my wife with him. No doubt she had been servicing him. The Arabs were surprised to see the tribe had two “white-skinned” slaves. A male slave only brought one third to one-half of what a female fetched in the marketplace, so they were very interested in me, but they were fascinated by my wife. Her beauty had not been destroyed by her captivity; and I guessed that it was extremely rare to find a female Asian slave. They offered the Chief knives, axes, coral and silver jewelry. 

	The Arab offer was a good one. Nothing made the womenfolk of his tribe happier than new jewelry, and axes and knives were always welcome for a people that depended on raiding to survive. So a deal was struck and we were brought forward. I was particularly embarrassed to be marched naked to stand in front of the Arab leader, whose name was Atallah. Midori tried to cover up too.

	Atallah pointed to my stomach and my legs and then he said something to his men, who began laughing. I was embarrassed. But he was impressed when my wife was presented.

	She was shoved forward and while she stumbled, the Arabs noticed her grace under pressure. Midori is 170 centimeters tall ( 5’7” ) and weighs 54 kilos (120lbs.) with a 87C-66-91 (34C-26-36) figure. Her black hair is long and shiny and her hands and feet are slender and graceful. Her skin is creamy yellow-white and she has a luxuriant growth of straight black hair in her armpits and crotch. 

	She looked lost and “out-of-it” though. We had minimal contact during our captivity and I could only guess at her state of mind. When a deal was struck to acquire us, I was hopeful. In my mind, at that point, anything was better than more time in the village. I hoped these men were civilized people. Part of me was in denial that we had been bought as slaves. Atallah saw to it that we were given clothes. I was given trousers, a shirt, sandals and the long cotton cloak.

	The dress for Midori differed but little from mine in materials. She was given the barracan, the long cotton wrapper, which was passed over her head and fastened at her waist. She was also given a long shirt in addition to this, as well as sandals.

	I was grateful for the opportunity to cover my shaming nakedness and when I was done dressing, I asked Atallah, in English, “Where are you taking us?”

	“We are going home, far to the north,” he said to me in English.

	“We are from Japan. Do you know where that is,” I asked him?

	“Yes.”

	It was a stupid question, I now realize. He probably thought to himself, ‘does this man think I am so stupid that I have not seen a map of Asia? Did not the Arabs keep learning alive when the barbarians of the East and West were in the dark ages?’

	“Yes, I know where Japan is,” is all he said.

	“My wife and I need to return there.....to our home. You understand?”

	“You are now the property of our leader, Muhammad Ali Akbar. First, we will take you to his tent. It is up to him to decide what to do with you and your wife.”

	“Uh....is he a civilized man,” I asked?

	“Oh, yes, he is most civilized.”

	“Good....This is good to hear.”

	Chapter 2

	The Tents of the Sheik

	And so, we left the village where cruel and hateful punishments had been our lot. And now we were headed north, to the tents of Sheik Muhammad Ali Akbar. The camel caravan trek took weeks, and during that time we were treated coolly but civilly by Atallah and his men. We rode on camels, so during the day, I was not able to talk to my wife. 

	But at night, I was able to be with her and we took comfort in each others presence. I was hopeful that we could arrange for our freedom and return home, and I took every opportunity to encourage that thinking in my wife.

	During the trek, I studied the men who had purchased us. I saw that they were, almost to a man, tall, straight, and well formed. They were inclined, from their way of life, to be slim and tough with expressive oval faces and aquiline noses. Although naturally white, their complexions were dark from exposure to the sun.

	Every morning there was a quart of dates and tea for breakfast and at nightfall, zumeeta, made of barley flour and mixed with water until it formed dough. When it had risen in the fire, they dipped chunks of it into oil or hot, melted sheep’s fat. And thin, bluish camel’s milk, rather salty to the taste, to drink. It threw up no cream, but coagulated quickly in the heat into curds. 

	These were the only provisions which the Arabs took on a trading journey, as it was all easily prepared and nourishing. Occasionally, game from the hunt was added to the pot. Finally, after a long, hot journey, we arrived at the desert camp of Sheik Muhammad Ali Akbar. As we approached, I could see a dozen tents of coarsely woven wool. They were spread to a great breadth, but were not very high. 

	These dwellings, I knew from my studies, were called Beit el Shar, or “hair houses”. By means of bushes, almost every tent had an enclosure adjoining it for the sheep and goats. Stakes, driven in the ground, secured the horses. I did not see any women as we rode into camp. 

	I was eager to talk to the Sheik and see if we could secure our freedom. I had not gotten much satisfaction from Atallah. Midori and I, once we dismounted the camels, were left to wait as Atallah went to confer with his leader. 

	I didn’t know it at the time, but we had been traded to a tribe that derived most of its income from buying and selling slaves. They were one of the wildest of Bedouin tribes and the Sheik was known for his cruelty. After all the proper greetings had been taken care of, Atallah told the Sheik about us.

	And so, we were escorted into the Sheik’s tent. The entrance was about six feet with the top sloping gradually down till it fastened to the ground. Inside it was divided by means of mats and carpets. 

	Fed on the journey, and now free of the Ulobis, I had begun to feel a little of my old self. After we were presented to the Sheik, he addressed us in English and began asking questions. The Sheik was a fat man, shorter than his men with sensual, porcine features. 

	He had the appearance of a man who enjoyed rich food. He motioned for us to sit on cushions at his feet. As his property, I knew I had to be careful what I said to him. Slaves had to simply keep their mouths shut. I was polite, but kept trying to get an answer as to how I could purchase our freedom.

	The Sheik, I could tell, felt that foreigners, especially the women, were spoiled. He told me that he had heard that Japanese women, like Americans and Europeans, were fixated on luxuries, but were more submissive by nature. Midori kept her eyes down as she sat at his feet. She was having trouble concealing her nervousness, I could tell.

	The Sheik made me recount to him in detail our experiences with the Ulobis. He nodded and the faint glimmer of a smile could be seen at the mention of each of the indignities we suffered and this gave me pause. I did most of the talking. Several times, he asked Midori a question. She was embarrassed and answered, but offered as little information as possible. 

	Then, the Sheik leaned back expansively and stifling a yawn asked me, “Do you know much about my people?”

	“No, I don’t,” I answered politely.

	“You Japanese travel the world, but you know so little of its people and their customs. We are a people not too different from the Japanese. You beheaded criminals, kept slaves and tortured captives once upon a time. My people do all these things.”

	At the mention of torture, I felt a shiver go thru me. I looked over at Midori and she had her eyes closed.

	“My people buy and sell slaves. We bought you both. And when we get the right price, you and your wife will be sold. Your wife will fetch a fine price. Male slaves command only a small amount. Usually only a third of what a young fertile female, like your wife, can bring.”

	He cleared his throat and smiled. My face must have shown my feelings. The Sheik’s words were at violent cross-purposes with his polite manner. But one look at his face and I knew that we had jumped from the frying pan into the fire. Midori began sniffling and then weeping like a little girl at hearing what was in store for her.

	“Please, you are a civilized man, you can’t do that to us,” I said.

	“I can do anything I want,” the Sheik told me with a smug look on his face.

	“If you behave, your time in my tents will not be unpleasant, as Allah – ‘may blessings be upon him’ - commands.”

	“If you displease me, I will give you and your wife to my women for them to torment.”

	I sat stunned through this, blinking my eyes, with my mouth open. This was hideous. Unbelievable. I tried to bluff our way out.....

	“I insist you release my wife and me immediately. We are Japanese citizens and you risk the wrath of my government by holding us captive.”

	“You may whine as much as you like, but you are in my world. My word is law here. You are slaves, remember that.”

	“In the modern world, no man should be a slave.”

	He laughed at me and said, “look at you wife. Then tell me no one is a slave.”

	I looked at Midori and I was shaken; my wife acted resigned to her fate. She had become a slave in mind and body....

	“Your wife has already been defiled by the blacks. She is probably pregnant with their spawn. In the meantime, she is my slave and may provide entertainment.”

	“Oh...no......”

	At this the Sheik clapped his hands and we were led away. I protested, but Midori went submissively. I didn’t know it, but we were being given to the women....

	Chapter 3

	At the Hands of the Women

	We were delivered by two guards to another tent - very secluded and with a complicated entrance. This was where the unmarried women and the Sheik’s wives lived. There was much laughing and tittering like pretty birds at our entrance. The women all crowded around Midori to touch her face and hair. I was poked and prodded and recoiled in horror.  They looked as alien to me as the women of the Ulobis, but in their own way.

	Most of the women wore a large silver crescent, fastened on the right side of the head and from their earlobes silver rings were suspended. Round their necks hung rows of colored beads.  All the women, young and old, had blackened their eyelids with kohol, or powdered lead ore, which made their eyes appear larger. They all wore agebs or charms to ward off misfortune. 

	There were beautiful young women wearing their hair in long tresses, to which they had attached beads, pieces of coral and silver. The young girls, of fifteen or sixteen, had fine figures and were pretty. Their eyes were black and large; their noses straight and well proportioned and their teeth were exquisitely white. 

	The older women wore the hair over their foreheads frizzled, so as to make it project some distance; and dyed with the leaves of the henna plant, which gave it the appearance of red wool. The older ones had perhaps been pretty once, but with age had become ugly crones. All of the old women had tattoos on their chins, the tips of their noses, and between the eyebrows. I saw many tattoos of the hand – worn to avert the “evil eye”.

	The woman in charge was an old witch. I learned later her name was “Yusra”.  With a glint in her eye, she looked us up and down. Midori shriveled under her gaze. I was sick when I saw the malice there....

	Yusra gave the word, and at her command, we were seized and stripped. Midori was passive and submissive, but I, feeling the humiliation at being abused by women, tried to fight back. But it was no use and soon I was as naked as Midori.

	Yusra pointed to the carpet and young girls hastened to do her bidding. We were soon on our backs, with our wrists tied to our elbows behind us and lying next to each other. Then Yusra clapped her hands and both of us had our legs pulled up and over our heads. They quickly tied our ankles to the poles behind our heads. This bondage canted our hips up and spread our legs wide. Now our genitals and anuses were exposed for the attentions of the women.

	Both of us had to endure the countless fingers exploring and touching our private areas. It felt like a centipede had been loosed upon us. The young ones wanted to play with my penis, testicles and anus. The older ones concentrated on Midori’s vagina and anus. Some were gentle; others were rough, but all were persistent in exploring and examining our private parts. 

	I could look to my left and gazed at Midori as she underwent the ordeal. Occasionally our eyes would meet and I would try and comfort her, but invariably she would turn away, ashamed.

	This went on until Midori got “wet” and I got an erection. Two old crones joined Yusra and the three of them formed a team. Fadila, a thin and mean looking woman, pulled my foreskin back to expose the head of my penis. She cackled and joking in Arabic with Badr, an even uglier old woman, as she made my penis fully erect - so that it was pointing right at my face. 

	She squeezed it and frigged it, capping and uncapping my glans until she made me ooze a droplet of pre-cum. When I groaned, they laughed. Badr took my balls in hand and stretched out the skin of my scrotum to see how elastic it was. She was able to stretch my bag quite a bit. 

	Then she pulled my testicles down in my bag and when she got them there, she twisted my scrotum –trapping my cods. Then she gave me little painful squeezes. Every time I yelped, the younger girls giggled. It was all very humiliating.

	Yusra teased open my wife’s dark lipped pussy and played with the folds and her enlarged clitoris until she had her juicing heavily. The three women worked on us until they had us both on the edge of orgasm. 

	Cackling and joking with the younger women, who knelt in a tight knot around us, the old crone held class, as it were. The women were fascinated by Midori’s big clitoris and kept chatting about it as Yusra rubbed and pulled on it and my wife responded by squealing and squirming.

	Midori then bit her lip and closed her eyes. In the position she was bound, if she opened them she was staring right at her own crotch – just as I was. Just beyond she could see the horrid face of Yusra carefully masturbating her. 

	Meanwhile, Badr and Fadila each had a handful of my most prized possessions. Badr had my testicles in her hand and Fadila continued to stroke and squeeze my penis, making it drool. The younger, unmarried women watched what they did to us with excited and bright eyes. This was a rare opportunity to see a man’s genitals, I surmised, and they didn’t want to miss anything.

	Yusra barked a command and soon two of the younger girls went and fetched two small bowls. Inside the first one was coarse ground black pepper. And in the second was a finer grade of red pepper. When I saw they were bringing something over, I struggled in my bonds. But I was securely tied and with my body bowed there was nothing I could do.

	Yusra indicated to the girl to put the bowls down between us. Then she smiled at my wife as she wet a finger and dipped it into the bowl with the black pepper. She brought the encrusted tip to Midori’s anus, leaned over and spit on it. This made some of the younger girls clap their hands in glee. She began to work the tip all around the anal sphincter using the rough ground pepper like sand to abrade it.....

	As she got it all over the sphincter and began to work it in, my wife began to whimper. Fadila wet her finger and dipped it in the bowl and then she went to work on the head of my penis. As soon as I felt the abrasive grains being rubbed into my tender flesh, I groaned out loud. She worked it all around the pocket at the base of my prepuce. As the pepper began to do its work, I began to whimper and moan and squirm in my bonds.

	Yusra, meanwhile, had worked the grainy pepper into the folds of my wife’s small labia and was pulling on each of them in turn....scraping the pepper between the tip of her thumb and forefinger, and making Midori complain with guttural sounds from deep in her throat. 

	This made the old woman smile and when she looked up at the others, they grinned back at her cruel efficiency. Soon, she got more pepper and rubbed it in and around the hood of Midori’s clitoris. 

	When she got plenty of the pepper packed in there and began to use it like sandpaper on the hood and then just under the hood on her nubbin, my wife began to cry out.

	Badr got some pepper onto my asshole. It began to burn my tight and tender orifice. She rubbed it around and around and worked the tip of her finger into my anus with the help of a big glob of her saliva. Both of us were now writhing, squealing and wriggling like mad. Fadila used the oozing pre-cum from my penis to spread the pepper all over my shaft and then began to jerk me off. I began to babble. I probably sounded like a puppy with its foot caught in a trap.

	Yusra, meanwhile, even though I couldn’t see it, had begun to concentrate on my wife’s urethra. She packed her peehole with the pepper and used the tip of her pinky to work some into the meatus, making Midori howl in the process. The three women continued to torture us this way for a few more minutes. 

	Then Yusra called for the red pepper. This was hotter still and when all three of them began to work this new irritant into the sensitive areas of our genitals and assholes, we both began to scream and cry.

	Yusra got pepper into my wife’s vagina and used two fingers to finger-fuck her. This painful intrusion made Midori try and thrust up and wriggle her hips so violently, that the women watching, started laughing. Our sadistic audience was enjoying our suffering enormously.

	I was treated to the red pepper in my asshole, with Fadila’s finger penetrating me all the way to the last knuckle. Also the tip of my penis, the sensitive opening - the meatus, got the red pepper treatment. The old woman, biting her lower lip in concentration, worked it into my opening and just rubbed the pepper into it until she had me crying like a baby. Then she smiled.

	Next, we were given the black and red pepper treatment in our mouths. Our noses were held, and a small piece of wood was forced into our mouths so that it rested on our molars. Then the women rubbed our lips, tongue and gums – first with the black pepper and then the red. When they were done, our eyes were watering so much we couldn’t see. And we were salivating so heavily that we gagged and choked on all the pepper-laden saliva.

	Little leather whips were produced and then the old women gave the younger ones a turn whipping our exposed genitals and assholes. Not all that hard, but some struck with more enthusiasm. Over and over, they aimed for and struck Midori’s labia and clitoris as well as her inflamed asshole. And I took repeated blows to my penis, my balls and my anus. Each blow landed with a wet, nasty ‘slapping’ sound.

	And each time the leather landed, it made us cry out, groan or shriek, depending where it landed and how hard. Each girl was allowed to hit us several times. By the time all the Arab women had a turn, my wife and I had taken well over 50 blows each. Our crotches were so red and inflamed it looked like we had been painted with henna.

	I felt my anus working like a mouth, throbbing and spasming convulsively as the pepper burned the sensitive mucous membranes inside me. 

	Our cries in Japanese were not understood, but our contortions and writhing brought smiles to the sadistic Arab women. Then the Sheik showed his face. He came in as we were still tied up like animals. He looked us over and smiled at our pain and humiliation. He came over and looked at our exposed crotches. It was an additional humiliation. He looked at my wife’s privates very carefully.

	“So sore ....yes,” he cooed at her.

	He said something to Yusra and the women untied Midori. They got her to a kneeling position and he held her chin in his hand ...almost tenderly. Her wrists were still tied to her elbows behind her.

	“You are going to do everything you’re told....aren’t you,” he asked her?

	“Y......y....yes...yes,” my lovely wife said with tears in her eyes. 

	I knew, from this exchange, that our captivity was to another step down the dominance/submission ladder for Midori. So ended our first day in the hands of the Arab women. 

	Chapter 4

	A Deal is Struck

	Two days later, the Sheik sent for me. Seated on a chair, the fat Sheik was watching his falconer work the birds when I was brought to him.

	“Well, professor.....you see I remembered that you said you were a teacher. The Qur’an teaches us to revere teachers.”

	‘If this is how he treats teachers, then how does he treat anyone else’, I thought to myself. I knew now I was in another alien world where the normal rules of behavior no longer applied. I decided to try and appeal to the Sheik’s generosity as a civilized man.

	“Please Sir, we are at your disposal. We want to go home....And.....I .....I know you paid for us and can expect a good price for my wife. But if I can give you more than a fair price, would you see fit to release us? Can I appeal to you, most honorable sir?”

	“You want to buy your freedom? Good....that is civilized. Perhaps if the price is right.....I could be persuaded. But you must remember that I can get as much as ten thousand American dollars for your wife in the slave markets in Arabia. And you might fetch one thousand dollars. Can you give me a profit?”

	“YES......If you can get a communication with my bank in Tokyo, I can offer you two million yen....that is over eighteen thousand American dollars for both of us.”

	“I would be interested in payment in Euros,” said the Sheik. “Let us say, twelve thousand Euros....that would be the equivalent of 18 or 19 thousand American dollars.”

	“Yes....Yes...of course.”

	“Well you will write down the numbers and the information. I will have my people call the numbers you provide. In the meantime, you are my slaves. Tonight, I am the host to my men. There will be much to eat and drink. And you two will be part of the entertainment. IF YOU HAVE PROVIDED CORRECT INFORMATION, YOU MAY SOON BE FREE.....In the meantime, you are my property and will do my bidding.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“Good. I will send for you. Dismissed.”

	With that, I was taken and brought to a tent where I waited nervously for what fate had prepared for both of us. One of the Sheik’s men, who spoke perfect English, took down all the information I could remember about our accounts in Japan. I also gave him the names and numbers of my lawyer and my accountant. I knew they both spoke English. I hoped that this would be the ticket for us to obtain our freedom.

	In the meantime, I had not seen Midori for several hours. We had talked earlier and she was surprisingly fatalistic. I tried to reassure her that we would survive this and return home. She just seemed to stare off into space......

	Chapter 5

	The Feast

	The feast promised to be a sumptuous affair. Allies, supporters, and the Sheik’s warriors entered his tent. Outfitted with overstuffed pillows, the tent was an oasis in the desert. The guests brought their appetites. I guessed that they knew from past experience that the Sheik was a grand host. They are soon presented, by small black boys, with platters of succulent fruits, nutmeats, Turkish coffee, kebabs of lamb, and platters of roast rabbit, dove and desert quail accompanied by steaming bowls of couscous and vegetables. 

	I was forced to kneel on the carpet with my ankles hobbled and my wrists tied. Midori was nowhere to be seen. The food was set before the men of the desert warlord. The seating was arranged in a semi-circle with the Sheik at the center. There was much laughing and gluttonous eating. After an hour and a half of steady feasting, the guests were, in most cases, taking a “breather”.

	At this time the Sheik addressed the men, in Arabic. Whatever he said, there was much murmuring of assent and agreement. One swarthy man acknowledged the Sheik’s words with a raised arm.

	The Sheik went on and introduced everyone around the circle. Then the Sheik gestured to me, kneeling. The men yelled and howled at my introduction. I didn’t know which way to look. I was very scared and kept licking my lips, as my mouth was so dry. The banquet continued.

	As the revelers filled their stomachs with tidbits and treats, a troupe of entertainers entered the tent to the accompaniment of a flute. They were skilled and their juggling routine entertained the men.

	A cymbal crashed and at this, three figures entered the banquet tent. One of them was Atallah and the other man was tall and powerful looking, as well. Accompanying the two warriors was a small, handsome older man in silk robes and turban. He began addressing the guests in Arabic.

	Atallah and the other warrior went to where one man was sitting; the same man who had raised his arm earlier at the mention of his name. They grabbed and pulled him up, protesting and sputtering. The man in silk pointed to him and then to the Sheik. He raised his voice and then dramatically pointed to the heavens. 

	Allah was mentioned, and a murmur of softly spoken praise arose from the men.  The Sheik’s eyes were hooded as the two men forced the poor man down to his knees. Kneeling, he began to pray. Then, Atallah, standing to the rear of the praying man, bent over and began whispering in his ear. The man began to cry out and struggle at this.

	I wondered what he did and what were they going to do to him. But from the gestures and a good guess, I figured out that the man had violated a woman forbidden to him. Perhaps someone’s wife or daughter. I was about to witness desert justice.

	Atallah held up, what I knew from my studies in Japan was called an assaiki. It is also known as a kurassha. This is a device known to all those who work with livestock. It was an emasculation tool used to castrate cattle, goats and horses. 

	It worked by crushing the spermatic cord, the conduit containing the blood vessels and the nerves that gave life to an animal’s gonads. It looked like a pair of pliers with flat, narrow jaws… no teeth - just two smooth steel jaws that came together flush and mounted on wooden handles. The man stared at it, looked in horror at Atallah as it dawned on him what was his fate. His eyes were open in shock and horror and he began to cry out to Allah for mercy.

	He attempted to get away, but the two warriors held him. They pulled him to his feet, stripped off his pants and hauled him up on a small table. Other men stepped forward to hold his arms and legs. The man who he had wronged was allowed to hold onto one of his legs.

	The men at table stared open-mouthed and then began talking excitedly among themselves. This was special…an unexpected delight….and they felt honored to have been chosen by their leader for the privilege of witnessing a castration. And then it was time....

	Atallah reached over and grabbed the man’s testicles in their fear-shrunken sack. He located one testicle, drawn up and almost inside his body. He pulled it painfully down until he had it low in his scrotum. He began feeling his way around to locate the cord, I could tell.

	When he had it in between his thumb and forefinger, he opened the assaiki and positioned it carefully to trap it between the jaws. I could tell from the man’s frantic struggles that he knew what was coming next. And as I watched, Atallah squeezed the handle shut and the jaws bit with a sickening sound. It made a ‘cracking’ sound - like a stalk of celery being snapped as the device crushed the cord. 

	The man let out a piercing scream and a gurgling sound; then promptly blacked out. Atallah kept the jaws closed for the half minute necessary to totally destroy the cord. Then, he pulled the second testicle down - found the cord and set the jaws. The man was still unconscious. 

	Atallah squeezed and it made the same disturbing, sickening sound. He kept squeezing until he was sure he had destroyed this gonad. In a few weeks, deprived of blood and nerve impulses, the man’s testicles would wither and literally dissolve. Within two months, his ball sack would be empty. He would be a eunuch.

	I saw the quiet satisfaction on the faces of the Sheik’s men. I felt sick at what I had witnessed. They hauled the poor man out like a sack of garbage. I had never seen such casual brutality. It was unbelievable to me.

	The Sheik stood up. He addressed, first in Arabic, the men. And then in English he told me what he said, “I discovered that he violated a man’s daughter. I exacted my vengeance, as Allah, ‘his name be praised’, would have wanted it.” At the mention of Allah he raised both hands and his eyes to the heavens...

	And then a small smile played across his face. Servants entered and quickly set about removing the table and straightening out the mats and carpets. I gulped in fear, as I could only imagine what else was on the bill for the evening.....

	Chapter 6

	Midori Exhibited

	After some time elapsed and the guests had eaten their fill, two young black boys entered the tent. They looked to me like jesters as they rolled out a drum-shaped platform and set it up in front of the encircled guests. They marched around it, but the smaller boy was funny as he was clumsy and had trouble inserting a pole into the middle of the drum. 

	The boy’s antics made these rough men laugh at their tomfoolery. Finally they finished. The gaudily decorated pole, now mounted, was about 183 centimeters (6’) above the platform, which was painted in primary colors, as well. 

	The boys continued to caper. From a box, they hauled out two rods.  The bigger boy waved his rod. It had a knob on the end, and was covered with some sort of hide. The younger boy removed what looked like a black leather dildo, about 20 centimeters long (8”), mounted on a pole. It was adorned at the base of with ostrich feathers.

	The boys menaced and teased each other with the prods - continuing their comedy. There was much laughter. I knelt nervously and watched the proceedings. They were like the fools in the court of an old King. The cymbal was struck again; the sound catching everyone’s attention. At that moment, through an opening in the tent on the opposite wall, came a procession of several people.

	The first were musicians, one with a little drum and the second with a flute. The man in silk with the turban was back. He was once again the Master of Ceremonies. Then two guards were on either side of a woman. These three bought up the rear. The female, of course, was my wife, Midori....

	‘What are they going to do to her or make her do’, I wondered? Her black hair, shoulder length, had been combed and formed a halo around her face. She looked very pretty indeed, as she had been made up with kohl around her eyes and she was wearing silk top that left her midriff bare. Her silk pantaloons were very sheer and I could see that she was wearing panties underneath. It was a very sexy outfit. Very Arabian Nights. She did not smile, however.

	The musicians marched around and played a little tune. Then the Master of Ceremonies began to address the assembled guests in Arabic. He gestured at Midori and an excited murmur passed through the tent. He clapped his hands and said something to the men who brought her forward. At his command they pushed her until she reached the drum-shaped platform.

	They got her up on the drum. The two men standing next to her the platform were tall and made her look like a white porcelain doll. I watched - enthralled by the scene and wondering what was going to happen next. Midori, turned to face the crowd, then seeing everyone looking at her lustfully, covered her face in her hands, embarrassed. The music started up again and the boys began to caper and dance around her.

	The Master of Ceremonies said to her, in English, “DANCE!”

	Midori looked at him blankly and blinked. Then the bigger boy bounded over to her and used the pole he held to prod her. He poked her thighs, her ass and between her legs. She jerked as he tormented her. I could see that the hide covering the knob at the end must have been very rough...Later I learned it was boar’s hide. The bristles on boar’s hide are like pins and needles.

	She began to dance. She wriggled her hips and I found myself staring at my wife in a new way. She was very sexy. And the fact that she was being forced, somehow, only added to the heat I felt as I watched her do a “bump and grind”.

	“Strip,” she was told. 

	“You are on display and your admirers want to see if you are good slave material. Show them all your charms. Strip.”

	Midori grimaced as she pulled off her silk top. With it off, her breasts were on display…exposed so everyone could now see her pretty milk glands, topped with dark brown aureoles a full 5 centimeters (2”) across. Her nipples were as big as peanuts, and began to balloon even larger, as she stood there.

	“Hold up your breasts and stimulate your nipples. Show your admirers that you have a good set of milk pots.”

	Midori did as she was told and held up her tits for everyone’s enjoyment. I realized, as I watched her, that deep down - her real sexual self had come “out of the closet” in captivity. I know now that my wife’s sexuality contains a strong need for sexual humiliation to achieve her fullest sexual release. In the hands of the Arabs, she knew she would disgrace herself again in front of me. Just as she did in the Chief’s hut back in the village. I could only stare at that moment.

	Ordered to, “strip completely”, she undid her pantaloons and hooked her thumbs in the waistband and slowly lowered the garment, allowing us all to enjoy the sight of her panty covered ass as it was revealed from under the descending material. She pulled the garment down and stepped out of it. Then she did the same with her panties. Down to her knees and then to her ankles.  Now she was completely bare and clad only in her sandals.

	My wife’s ass was now on display. All eyes enjoyed the contours and fat fullness of her rear cheeks, as the guards made her spin around. I closed my eyes, horrified, at the scene developing in front of me. I knew her body so well and yet, I was seeing it again anew as I watched her stripped naked in the hot confines of the Sheik’s tent.

	Midori has wide hips and full buttocks. Her pubic hair is full and she is hairy from her pubic bone down to her genitals; it is black, straight and full. Trim thighs and calves complete the picture.  Confronted with the exciting view of my wife’s body, especially her buttocks, the guards made my full-bottomed wife spread her legs. I was not surprised that I was growing erect as I watched.

	“Now show everyone your honey-pot. Spread the lips of your womanhood and show us your honey-pot,” the Master of Ceremonies commanded her - enjoying his role to the fullest. 

	Midori reached down and ran both hands over her hairy bush with one finger as she spread her fat labia. She was wet, I could see. With two hands, she pulled the portal to her sex open for everyone to see. She closed her eyes trying to blot out the shame she felt as she exposed her pussy to everyone. I could see her enlarged clitoris ......it was as big as a shelled peanut. The hood did not cover it anymore.

	“Good…good….now you want to invite your admirers to sodomize you…So turn around, bend over and spread your buttocks so we may see your asshole.”

	Midori turned slowly and bent over slightly. She was into her “slave’s mind”, I could tell.

	“More…more..” 

	Midori sucked in her breath and bent over so that her waist was parallel to the ground. Then she put her hands on each of her butt cheeks and pulled them apart fully, revealing her tight, brown rosebud. Nearly hairless, it was surrounded by a valley of slightly darker skin. I found myself looking at it breathlessly too....I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

	Midori surrendered totally. She put her fingers inside her honey pot and her asshole, almost without being told to do so. Ordered to dance again, she began a series of gyrations that left me shocked and had the men whistling, clapping and hollering. I did not know my wife had such things in her....I remember thinking to myself at that point, ‘she was changed totally by her experiences in the village’.

	The music stopped and the MC ordered her to stand with her hands behind her head. He summoned the two black boys. They were brought forward to tease and torment her now.

	One boy used a feather to tickle her. Midori’s eyes opened wide, and she groaned and began to writhe. The musicians played on the drum and flute and made up a melody to accompany this new game. When she reacted to a feather being stroked along her side and tried to cover up, the boy tickled her tits or her soft belly. When she tried to push the feather away, the other boy prodded her with the hide covered goad. This game went on and allowed all of us the opportunity to see her move her naked body....

	The smaller boy got a stool and quickly set it on the drum, behind the pole. Clowning, he reached around and grabbed Midori’s breasts in his hands. Midori protested and tried to push his hands away, but the boy with the goad kept using it on her inner thighs and every time he did that, it hurt and Midori had to react, or try to. Meanwhile the boy squeezing her tits kept it up.

	He squeezed her full globes and pinched the tips of her teats. When she stopped moving in time to the music to deal with this distraction, the other boy tormented her with the prod on her buttocks to make her wriggle and gyrate to the music. Midori was doing an obscene little dance – thanks to the nasty prod.

	With the boys tormenting and teasing her, her nipples swelled and puckered. The smaller boy teased them until Midori began to wet her thighs in her excitement. She was being forced to wriggle her hips and keep time with the music. The boy goaded her to gyrate her hips even more. There were more than a dozen red marks scoring her soft creamy skin everywhere......her butt cheeks, inner thighs and lower belly.

	She was sweating heavily and the hair in her armpits was matted by her perspiration.  The smaller boy went from squeezing her tits - already hot, full and sticking out from the attention they’d been given, to poking her with the dildo.

	The bigger boy got up on the platform and with a smirk at his audience, began to run his hand up Midori’s thigh to insinuate it between her legs. He made a point to rub her crotch slowly and fully. Midori moaned, bringing a response from her audience, now fully enjoying the show.

	Then he made Midori spread her legs wide. She was slow to respond, so he used the prod to jab her thighs. Stung, Midori spread her legs out obscenely as wide as she could and thrust her hips forward. He made her spread her thighs even wider apart to expose her genitals to her admirers. Every man in the audience, except me, clapped. The boy then rubbed her pouting mound and labia at his leisure.

	Her genitals got juicier with her womanly secretions. He rubbed her mound with his index and middle fingers looking to make her respond even more. Midori groaned and moaned as he played with her pussy.

	The Master of Ceremonies now began a running commentary for the men in Arabic and every so often he urged Midori, in English, to, “wriggle your hips and ass… invite us to fuck you.”

	The boy spread her labia apart so that everyone could see the pink insides of Midori’s oozing sex. She was dying of shame, at this point. As a middle-class Japanese woman, this had to be awful; and she was aware that I was being forced to watch. She was mortified, I’m sure, to have me as a witness as she was degraded. But the humiliation added to her dripping excitement, from what I could tell.

	They rubbed her fat clitoris, so that the engorged bud soon grew even larger and throbbed. Her womanly secretions had lubricated her vaginal sheath and was drooling her sex slime down her inner thighs. The smaller boy stood behind her and began to explore her asshole.

	“Oh.....OH.....OH,” Midori groaned.

	The bigger boy reached up to pet and play with her tits and then began to suck on them like a baby. This brought the greatest response from the Sheik’s dinner guests. The suction on her nipples made her even more aroused. She was responding to what these little monsters were doing to her.

	“Oh....no,” she said, as the boy began to finger-fuck her, at the same time.

	He worked her clitoris – making her moan and grunt as he drove her closer to orgasm. Legs splayed out obscenely to the side, my wife’s wet cunt flowed as the two black boys worked her over good. I hid my face behind my hands and through splayed fingers peeked in horror as they sexually molested my wife. ‘That’s disgusting’, I thought to myself.

	Midori moaned and came. Midori had a strong orgasm from the finger-fucking, clitoris rubbing and the nipple sucking. Having made her climax one way, the little devils had more in store for her. The bigger boy used the goad to force her to keep her thighs open as wide as she could and teased her clitoris back out of its hood where it had retreated following her orgasm.

	She began to moan as he teased her nubbin again. The other boy took the black dildo on the pole and he tried to get it in her vagina. Slapping her thighs to keep them open, they worked on her together. He got it inside her and began to fuck my wife with it. She began to hump her hips up and down as he fucked her with it....and soon....

	I heard her moan. They did it again. Made her cum. The Master of Ceremonies led a chorus of applause as Midori cried out in orgasm again. The bigger boy began to slap her tits in turn. The musicians, sensing a beat begin to play…the drum beat started up and they began a comic flute melody.

	As this was happening, the other boy used the dildo to frig her in time to the music. He stuffed it into Midori’s cunt and began fucking her in time to the music. He soon had all of it up her vagina...

	Midori, in the throes of her excitement, began to squat up and down on the dildo. I couldn’t believe it. She went up and down, up and down.....in an obscene little squat, in time to the music as he fucked her. The other boy slapped her teats in time too. She sweated, grunted and squatted up and down. Her cunt was very juicy and the dildo dripped with her excitement.

	They worked her up to another orgasm. Fucking her mercilessly and slapping her tits. Midori grunted and moaned in turn as they had her completely in their grip. She screamed.....

	As Midori came, the boy pulled the dildo out and held it up, wet and glistening with her pussy slime, to the audience. The Master of Ceremonies again led the audience in applause. Next the boys turned Midori around so her buttocks were displayed. The bigger boy got a cane and he brandished it like a sword. Swishing it this way and that.

	Midori looked over her shoulder and began to clench her buttocks in fear at the cane. The other one got on the other side of her ample bottom and began to pat and point to her sore cheeks. The men encouraged the cane wielding boy to attack her on the spot the other boy pointed to.

	“No please don’t beat me …I’ll do what you want …please,” I heard her beg. 

	They took turns smacking her bottom with the cane. It made a satisfying sound, a ‘crack’, or a ‘splat’ as it landed on her full cheeks.

	Midori clenched her buttocks together sexily as they whipped her with the cane. Her full dimpled cheeks fluttered nervously before the cane landed, in anticipation of the hurt - then she clenched her cheeks together tightly before it hit - and right after too. The she squatted down just a little - dipped her hips and gave them a little shake to get rid of the sting.

	It was a very erotic dance. The musicians made up a little tune to accompany it. Then the smaller boy pulled her cheeks apart to “discover” her anus. He made a big fuss over her asshole. Each of them touched and explored it. They used the feather to tease it. Then the big one smeared some oil on the black dildo topped rod. He got ready to sodomize her with it. With his comrade holding her cheeks open, he rubbed the tip over and around the hole, smearing the oil on her anus.

	Midori wailed and pleaded, but the boy forced it against her tightly clenched sphincter.  With pressure it popped inside and was soon fully seated in her rectum. The feathers at the base tickled her stretched anal sphincter as the boy began to draw it out only to push it back in again. He would force it and then draw it back out – punishing her with it.

	His comrade wanted a turn and fought for the position of holding the rod so he could ram it in-and-out.  As they mock fought with each other, the rod hung down, suspended by the knob wedged in her asshole and held firmly in place by her anal muscles. 

	‘Oh, how degrading this is’, I thought to myself. And it must have hurt too....

	The musicians made up a new tune to capture the new game. The two boys now alternated between inserting the dildo in and out of her asshole with rubbing her clitoris. As they kept it up, Midori was pushed over the edge - again.

	She screamed in English, “Oh fuck……OH FUCK….OH FUCK…..oh fuck….OH FUCK….OH SHIT OH SHIT..OH SHIT,” and came.

	Much laughter at the table as she gave the guests a show. But there was much more to come. The guards chased the boys off, turned her around and made her bend over. They pulled her cheeks apart so that you could see everything. It was very obscene as they showed her pink insides: labia, clitoris, urethra, vagina, and anus – everything!

	She wanted it to end and said, “Oh....no more. please.”

	Her sex lips were swollen and very wet. In fact, it had started to run down her thighs. Her clitoris was swollen very big too. The treatment the Ulobi women had subjected her to had enlarged her clitoris so much it was obscene. It was a big as a shelled cashew nut now.

	Chapter 7

	Midori Punished

	The Master of Ceremonies came over to her. He grabbed her by the chin and said to her in English, “are you a slut?”

	He repeated his question in Arabic, so the men could understand. Midori didn’t want to answer, I could tell. It was bad enough that she had made a spectacle of herself. But to have to admit that she was a “slut” was mental, emotional cruelty. The rape of her mind. 

	The MC would not be denied, however. He had been well prepared by the Sheik, I now think. And making my wife admit her sluttiness and confess to being a whore was all part of his plan. Or at least it was how he saw women and all part of the evening’s entertainment.

	“Well, are you a slut?”

	“Y....yes.”

	“Are you a whore?” 

	“Y....yes.....”

	The MC made the translation into Arabic. The men began whistling and yelling at her admission.

	“Since you have admitted that you are a whore, do you know what the penalty for being a whore is in this land?”

	My wife looked at him and then over at the table to lock eyes with the Sheik. It was the first time she had dared to glance his way. She looked back at the MC and said, “No.”

	“Whores are to be whipped on their fat slutty asses.”

	As he was translating for the men, I could see Midori saying something, but I didn’t catch it. She had been reduced to a humiliated slut and then made to admit that it was a crime. But he wasn’t through with her yet.

	“Since you have admitted your crime, it would be better for you if you asked for your punishment.”

	“W....what?”

	“Did you not reach a sexual climax at the hands of the boys?”

	“Yes.” Midori looked crestfallen and humiliated as she admitted this...

	“Is this not the behavior of a slut....a whore?”

	“Yes.”

	“Do you want the man who whips you to be merciful?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then ask to be whipped, whore.”

	Midori bit her lip, gulped and then said, “Y...yes.....Please whip me.”

	At that the MC gave a command and a heavy-set warrior stepped up. And he carried with him a whip about 76 centimeters long (2 ½ feet). It consisted of a half-dozen knotted cords attached to a leather covered wood handle. The handle was shaped obscenely like a cock.

	There were more than twenty-five men in the tent. I looked at their strong male faces; they were all filled with lust and excitement. I gulped. Midori had her eyes cast down, at this point. I struggled with my emotions as I waited and watched. I didn’t have any choice. I had to watch what they were going to do to her. Midori’s eyes widened with fear at the sight of the whip. 

	As her torturer stepped up, two men bound her wrists and looped them over a hook on the pole. Her legs rubbed together with nervous anticipation and she jerked this way and that in her bonds at the prospect of the whip cords landing across her womanly buttocks. 

	I remembered how my wife reacted when the Chief whipped her in the village with the bull’s pizzle. I was aroused by seeing her whipped then. I knew, deep in my heart, that I would be aroused again by watching my wife being whipped. I was learning new things about myself as well.....

	Midori opened her mouth to plead, but hardly a word escaped her lips before the Master of Ceremonies cut her off sharply.

	“Be silent,” he ordered her, “the only sound we are going to hear is the sound of the whip on your fat Japanese ass.”

	And then her repeated what he said in Arabic; and at that, the men began clapping and cheering. I was going to see her get her ass whipped again. I half-hated myself and the sick desire to see her full buttocks dancing and shaking under the lash. But it was true.....I wanted to see it.

	Midori's breathing picked up, her eyes fluttered slightly as she pleaded in a half-whisper, "Please.” 

	“What did I tell you about talking,” he said.

	“I'm sorry,” she whined.

	“Shhhhhh....be quiet woman,” he told her. “We have ways of curbing the tongue of a woman.”

	One of the guards produced a leather covered dome-shaped object - a wooden bowl with the bottom surface covered in hide. He pushed Midori’s hips back and mounted the dome to the pole. When it was in place, this pressed against Midori’s lower belly and mount of Venus.

	The hide must have hurt (more boars’ bristles) because she pushed her hips and ass back to get away from the dome. This was her posture on the platform: with her wrists lashed together over her head - she hugged the pole, but the dome forced her to stick her full, round ass out. Her full white bottom cheeks were slightly parted by her enforced position. Her legs trembled as one of the men examined her cheeks. 

	He bounced them up and down lewdly in the palm of his hands, each cheek occupying one of his palms. The full hinds jiggled when he shook them. The men around the table laughed at the lewd spectacle. I heard her whimper. I felt myself throbbing as I watched him molest my wife.....

	The torturer picked up the whip and stepped back as she clenched her bottom cheeks, her arms pulling and testing her restraints….her buttocks in an unconscious obscene dance.

	She kept flexing and relaxing her cheeks, providing entertainment. The torturer swung the whip to limber up, swishing it through the air and enjoyed the sound it made. Midori began to weep softly, as she waited for him to begin. Because she spoke out of turn, she had to endure another torment. They gagged her. And the gag they used on her was a particularly disgusting one. They had extracted semen from a horse - a full cup of the beast’s semen. It filled the cup almost to the rim.

	It was slimy, white, viscous and nasty. When the guard dipped a finger in it and withdrew it, stretched a string of the semen more than a foot! They brought the gag and the cup over to her. One man dunked the rag into the cup. Midori shook her head no-no-no. They had told her what it was....

	Midori, her eyes wide, watched as he submerged the rag completely in the glutinous juice.

	“Open your mouth,” he told her.

	He stuffed the soaked gag into her mouth. Gulping and trying not to swallow or bite it, I could see that with the slimy gag now in her mouth she was struggling not to gag and vomit.  They secured it with a rope tied around her neck. She breathed hard through her nose - huffing and puffing.

	The torturer took a few steps back, standing to her right, and brought the whipcords across sharply. The 6 cords whistled through the air and delivered a cut low down across her straining ass cheeks.

	  

	The cords blazed red stripes across her bottom cheeks, low, where her thighs swelled into her bottom. She pulled hard against her bonds, her black hair whipping around with the impact of the blow. She tensed her bottom cheeks hard, and then relaxed - absorbing the blow. Then, she wriggled her hips and squirmed – trying to alleviate the hot pain, I could tell.

	 

	He delivered three quick hard lashes right across the middle of her buttocks, the cords singing through the air - the impacts sounding like pistol shots as they met her dimpled white flesh.

	He delivered another blow with vicious accuracy across her bottom at an angle and the knotted tips caught her between her cheeks. The flesh was very sensitive there.

	She grew was frantic and moaned through her gag. Her hair flew from side-to-side as he whipped her. She bit the gag and I can only imagine that this released more of the horse semen into her mouth – forcing her to swallow. She kept making gagging sounds. 

	Midori keep tensing and relaxing her buttocks, squirming to keep away from the hide covered dome and trying to ride out the pain. He taunting her by tapping with the handle on her quivering buttocks. She was giving the men a lewd and seductive dance as she did so.

	After a really hard blow, she thrust her bottom back and out. She pushed her hips as far from the hub as she could - as far as her bonds would allow. She looked like she was inviting someone to sodomize her.

	 

	Again and again, he scourged her. She was lost in a storm of pain and humiliation. She kept biting on the gag until she had squeezed all the semen out.....

	She got 20 lashes. When it was over, she sobbed and her shoulders shook with each sob. She couldn't keep her bottom cheeks from moving: squirming, clenching and wriggling. Her erotic writhing sent bolts of lustful energy through the room. The MC had one of the guards rub her pulpy, beaten buttocks with boiled sheep’s fat. A special mixture just for her, it had been seasoned with salt and hot pepper. Rubbed by hand into her buttocks, her cheeks were soon shiny and glistening.

	Midori, feeling it burning her, howled. The Master of Ceremonies motioned for her to be untied. They released her and untied her gag. 

	Chapter 8

	Midori Gang Raped

	The guards returned carrying a pallet. They placed it in front of the pedestal. The pushed my wife over to the pallet, as the boys busied themselves getting the pedestal out of the way.

	Midori was now on her back on the pallet. Eyes lidded, she lolled around whimpering from her ordeal. The guards proceeded to pull and hold her legs apart again. They got her ready for the Sheik and his men.

	Sheik Ali Akbar stepped up and took out his fat circumcised cock. He stood over her and talked to her.

	“Are you a slave,” he asked her? “Are you a whore?”

	When he made her say, “Yes,” he rubbed the head of his cock over and around her wet labia. He took his time - diddled the tip of her distended clitoris and then he shafted her. Soon, I was watching his fat hips doing a jig as he fucked my wife. She moaned as he fucked her and came in her wet pussy. Soon, men were lined up to take their turn. I discovered, to my horror, that I wanted to fuck my wife too!

	Then the Sheik’s favorites were allowed to have her. The first, of course, was Atallah. The other man had a long scar down his face. He was heavier, with a heavy layer of fat on his stomach. Both men were over 1.85 meters (6’) tall. Sweating in the heat, they disrobed and the sight, which greeted my eyes, was intimidating. They were very big in their equipment. Curving up from their loins were two very big cocks. They looked like clubs.

	They held these cudgels and took positions at the foot of the pallet. Midori looked up and saw them. She gulped and awaited her fate; her pussy twitching with anticipation.

	Atallah brought his cock over and began to wipe it all over her face. It got bigger and harder and as he wiped the enormous purple head everywhere. Leaking, it left a sticky trail as he marked her. He rubbed it over her lips. Midori opened her mouth and kissed it. I was beside myself. I could not believe my sweet wife was behaving like this.

	First, her disgusting arousal and sexual climaxes with the two black boys. That was painful enough. But to see Midori kissing another man’s penis like she was hungry for it was the depths of depravity for me. I was aroused against my will as the other man put her thighs up on his shoulders and wiped his cock head all around the wet mouth of her sex.

	I heard her moan as he teased her. Atallah was enjoying her mouth. She kissed his big cock at his direction. She used her lips to give it wet sucking kisses. The Sheik’s men watched as the two favorites worked her over. 

	They turned her over to put her on her elbows and knees. Now they went to work on her in earnest. Midori fellated the other man now, as Atallah put his cock at the portal of her womanhood. Midori was ready.....

	“Fuck me,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear.

	A murmur ran though the assemblage as they heard her ask for it. She was penetrated slowly at first in her cunt.

	She grunted as Atallah forced his big, thick cock slowly into her vagina. She was sloppy with the Sheik’s semen, so it went it easily. She kept mumbling that it was so, ‘big’. He plunged his cock headlong into her wet sex. When he withdrew it, it was coated with her secretions and semen. Her labia were forced into her vaginal sheath by his penetration. It looked like a python was squeezing itself into her..... She cried out as she experienced pain at the intrusion.

	He drove it in, despite her protests, so that her vagina finally enclosed him fully. Then he began to thrust it in and out. Fucking her hard.

	Midori tried to concentrate on the big cock in her mouth. She was only able to get the crown in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged as he forced it in. She drooled and her saliva, thick from gagging, dripped down her chin. He pumped his cock in her mouth and made her gag when it reached the opening to her throat. I saw her eye’s bulge as she was violated from both ends.

	They got a rhythm going and the musicians struck up a tune to accompany the vulgar show. The cock in her cunt was ramming in and out of her now smoothly. Her womanly secretions and all the semen had coated it so that his ravishment of her sex was eased. There was a messy ring of accumulated fuck lather that had formed at the base of his cock as he drilled her relentlessly. She was pushed closer and closer to orgasm.

	She bucked her hips back to receive more of the cock fucking her. And she sucked now with her cheeks hollowed on the invader in her mouth. Her lips formed an obscene perfect oval around his thick manhood. She made a huffing sound as she had to breathe through her nose. The warrior with the big belly was close to a climax and began to move his hips - doing a jig as his heavy buttocks clenched.

	Just then his cock erupted in gouts of ropy streams. It filled her and was forced out of the corners of her mouth to dribble down her chin. Midori swallowed as his cock kept spurting. She swallowed again and again to keep up with the flood. When he was done, he pulled his cock out. She gulped a big breath of air, as soon as he was clear. Atallah, with his cock in the warm, wet depths of her sex, kept fucking her with powerful strokes.

	She shrieked as she came hard again. He kept fucking her and made her cum almost continuously. Some of the men applauded. Then, he began to approach his orgasm. He tensed up ….his powerful buttocks clenched and with a roar heard by everyone, came deep within her stretched, hot vagina.

	His testicles bobbed up and down several times; then they drew up tight in his scrotum as he shot his seed deep into her. He finished with a flourish: he pulled out to spurt some semen on her ass. Both men stepped away, to more applause.

	She collapsed on the pallet, but with her ass still up in the air. A stream of white semen ran like mountain stream out of her violated hole. I heard her whimper and make soft moaning sounds. She waggled her hips in the after glow of her fuck. 

	Over the next hour, all of the men at the banquet, all 25 desert warriors, the Sheik’s handpicked men, turned my wife into a sweaty, sloppy mess. Soon she had semen everywhere. Her belly, her thighs, her ass and her pussy was a messy swamp. Men, with no pants, stood around waiting their turn, watching their friends hump my wife. I was forced to stay on my “spot” with a painful erection in my pants.

	They fucked her in her pussy and sodomized her ass. The Sheik finally took pity on me. He was going to let me take a turn too. He brought me over to Midori. She barely acknowledged me. She was sweat soaked. And there was semen all over her. But she looked so hot and I was so hot....

	“Fuck your wife, Professor. She is a slut and needs to be fucked,” the Sheik told me. 

	I was throbbing with excitement and shame. I climbed up on the pallet and pushed my wife down. As soon as I found her wet, slack vaginal opening, I pushed and entered her. Midori was so fuck happy she barely noticed it was me who was rutting like an animal between her legs. I am embarrassed now that I did that.....

	I was so excited that I came in less than a dozen strokes. She was so open and slimy that I barely felt the walls of her vagina around the shaft of my prick, but it was so hot, that it didn’t make any difference. I came like a rabbit. I was only able to thrust a few times before I found myself cumming. I was the last one to fuck her. Her bun was completely “buttered”. I couldn’t look anyone in the face when I got up....

	Everyone had enjoyed the entertainment. I was ashamed that I had gotten aroused too. The Sheik made me fuck my wife...and I did it. I assumed that the party was over. I was wrong.

	Chapter 9

	Midori’s Ultimate Rape

	The Sheik had a final amusement and indignity for my wife. This was a debauchery that he would only visit on a very few. A real outrage. It was a measure of the contempt he felt for foreigners. But it accurately reflected his appraisal of my wife’s needs as a woman. He saw her as a true slut and harlot. He had arranged a final experience worthy of her.

	The MC clapped his hands and, at the signal, a young man entered the tent leading a big dog. A true wolf of the desert and a protector of the Sheik’s flocks, the beast had short black fur and the muzzle of a German Shepard. The animal was alert and sniffed the air with authority. At his approach, the men sat up and began watching the proceedings closely. 

	He led the brute over to where Midori was slumped. Her hips had sagged and she was lying on her tummy, where I had left her. She was still whimpering from the fucking she’d received. She looked over her shoulder at the dog and the handler.

	Uncomprehending..... Someone pushed her over on her back. Then two men pulled her legs back up until they were on her breasts. She was in a horizontal squat; her whole pelvis, her cunt and asshole, was exposed to everyone’s view in this posture.

	The handler led the dog over to her exposed crotch. The dog, smelling the odor of her cunt with all her womanly secretions and the packed semen, gave a little bark.  The dog was attracted and wanted to investigate. The handler let the animal approach her messy genitals.

	It pressed its nose right up against her wet sex and its tongue flicked out to give it a little taste. Liking the juices it found the dog began to lap at her cunt in earnest, to give it its full attention.

	“OH NO…NO,” I heard Midori plead.

	It was no good. The dog was wholeheartedly into licking her cunt. Midori found herself climbing the stairs to another orgasm as a result of the dog’s attentions. The animal explored every fold and wrinkle of her swollen womanhood. Her labia, black-tipped, and now swollen purple, were pushed this way and that by the dog’s pink paintbrush of a tongue. The dog even thrust its tongue into her vagina to get at the source of his treat.

	“OH Shit…OH SHIT,” my wife screamed.

	I think Midori found the oral penetration and pussy-lapping as good as the fucking she had received from the men. After worming its tongue around inside her vagina, the beast returned to licking her from her asshole all the way to her clitoris.

	When the dog did this fast, Midori came with a shriek. They kept the animal at her cunt, making her cum almost continuously. The men laughed and cheered. Jaded only a moment ago, they found it tremendously entertaining they she was responding again. It confirmed their feelings about all foreign women. Miserable, materialistic sluts. To see and hear my wife howl like a beast herself was a delight for them.

	Her whole pussy was wet from her pussy juice, which flowed now very heavily in response to his licking of her cunt, and the dog’s plentiful saliva. Her pubic hair was matted down and she was screaming and moaning like a lunatic as they kept the brute at its business.

	The dog was excited too. Its red spear was protruding from its sheath. The men placed a pillow under Midori’s head elevating it. Then the handler led the dog up to straddle her face. My wife, her blood on the boil, was encouraged to kiss and lick the tip of the beast’s repulsive slimy penis. It got redder and had fully emerged from its sheath and glistened in the flickering lamps of the tent.

	As long as a normal man’s cock, it was already starting to spurt the dog’s thin semen, encouraged by Midori as she kissed and licked the spurting tip. I now know that a dog produces more semen than a man and the dog was now jetting an almost continuous thin stream into her mouth or on her face. I couldn’t believe how much she seemed to be into it....Midori was in an erotic dream. She only felt now - she couldn’t think, I was sure.

	‘They will show me what to do’, was all she was capable of forming in her mind now, I think.

	She eagerly accepted the dog’s cock in her mouth and willingly sucked and swallowed the abundant ejaculate the dog produced. It was disgusting, really disgusting for me to see her fellate a dog. I was shocked.

	‘I don’t know this woman’, I thought to myself. However, my prick was erect again as I watched her with the dog. I found myself throbbing and leaking pre-cum as I stared.....

	Then they turned her over to put her on her elbows and knees again. The handler maneuvered the dog so that it got the idea of mounting her. The dog jumped up to straddle her back with its front paws. It locked its paws around her hips as its haunches were already humping, looking for her reproductive tract. Someone helped the beast locate her sloppy sex. As soon as the dog felt the opening it rammed its cock into her.

	Midori gasped as the bestial cock found the mark. The dog began to pound her cunt like a jackhammer. It soon had all of its red spear in her depths. She bellowed like a cow as she was doggy fucked from behind. The dog’s knot had already swollen to a huge size at the base of its cock. This anatomical quirk enabled a dog to lock itself to a bitch so that the animal can completely fill the bitch’s vagina with its copious seed. For Midori it was a new sexual sensation as the knot crowded her vaginal opening…bumping her as the dog tried to get the big knot inside her vagina.

	Midori felt the pressure as the musicians tried to capture the rhythm as the dog worked to force the fist-sized knot into her cunt. I heard her shriek, ‘no-no-no’ as the mastiff finally squeezed the knot inside her vagina.

	Once inside her it swelled and locked to her. The beast’s cock vibrated and discharged its semen in her with steady hot spurts. Midori came several times as they were locked. With its cock stuffing her fully…the knot had swollen to the size of a tennis ball and pressed on her G-spot and urethral sponge..... and now hot (hotter than a man’s) semen was flooding her cunt like volcanic lava. It drove my wife to new sexual peaks.

	It took 10 minutes for the knot to go down. She whimpered when her orgasms finally tapered off. The dog turned around and this put her ass-to-rump with the dog, making the men laugh. Waiting for the animal to uncouple, the overall level of excitement in the tent subsided. Eventually, the swelling knob deflated, releasing Midori. She collapsed on the pallet.

	‘She’s really done now, isn’t she’, I remember saying to myself.

	The men moved the pallet to one side, with Midori still lolling on it. Then they brought in...... a donkey! They pulled back the carpet covering the sand and positioned the gray animal in the center of the tent. They forced the quadruped onto a frame so that its upper legs were elevated. The animal brayed in excitement. 

	Midori was exhausted, but they made her stand and brought her over to the donkey. The MC told the guests that Midori was going to take the measure of this beast too. Everyone was now on the edge of his seat, so to speak. My eyes were bugging out of my head as I took in the spectacle. I wondered, ‘can my wife take a donkey’s cock in her vagina’?

	They made Midori get down and explore the beast’s testicles and penile sheath. It was a crude and vulgar burlesque of her exploring my penis on our wedding night. Midori cupped the donkey’s balls and rubbed them. She examined the slit where its penis would soon emerge. Soon, a mottled black monstrosity began to appear. It came out a bit at a time. The men urged Midori to fondle it and pet it…to make it come out.

	Midori gripped the emerging shaft, with one hand and began an up-and-down massaging of the beast’s organ. Jerking the animal off. This made more of the thick black penis appear. Now almost as long as her forearm, Midori gave it her full attention with two hands, making it stiffer. Her eyes were as big as tea saucers as she watched the cock grow to monster size...

	‘How big will it get’, I thought to myself?

	Finally it was fully engorged - the crown was as big as a lemon! The handlers knew it was time to get it inside her before it got too big. They made Midori bend over and rest her palms on a bench. And back up to the beast’s cock rearing up like a spear. When they had positioned her bottom close to the donkey’s huge cock. I estimated that it was 38 centimeters (15’) long. One of them guided the massive head to her vaginal opening. Hands were on her shoulders to keep her in position.

	Another man took the donkey’s cock and rubbed it over her wet sex. Her pussy, lubricated with the semen of 27 men, a dog and her abundant juices, should have allowed the donkey’s cock head to squeeze into her vagina, but her handlers smeared boiled sheep’s fat in and around her hole to make sure it would go in easily. She groaned as it stretched her o-p-e-n.

	There was really no time for her to adjust to the stretching pressure because the donkey…feeling the wet sheath of my wife’s vagina, began to hump. The musicians began a drumbeat to accompany its thrusts. Soon, the beast was braying and humping her - forcing its huge cock in and out of her tight womanly passage. In-and-out - in a totally obscene way. Illuminated by the torches in the tent, this was a spectacle from ancient Rome itself.

	My 25-year-old Japanese wife was being fucked by the humongous cock of a donkey. ‘Unbelievable’, was the thought on everyone’s mind. I was numb with shock! Over and over the beast impaled her - until ¾ of its beastly cock had fully penetrated her. The donkey brayed louder and louder as her tight vaginal sheath pleasured it.

	It got closer to hosing her with its viscous seed. Midori was close to orgasm too. She had the thick, hard, super cock rubbing and stretching her and bringing her close to a massive orgasm, I could tell. Her cunt was juicing heavily as he fucked her brutally, and Midori was wet to her knees. Her clitoris was sticking up, angry red and throbbing. She screamed as she came.

	The donkey began to bray in a steady honking cadence as its testicles contracted and its cock erupted like a VOLCANO. Its ejaculation sprayed her like a fire hose had been turned on. Streams of semen blasted up into her tract, only to be forced out of her tight hole by the pistoning of its cock in her cunt. The musicians made the tune they’d been playing end in time with the animal’s tremendous orgasm. It ran in ribbons down her thighs to drip off her knees. It was pinkish in color....tinged with her blood. She had been torn in several places inside her vagina. 

	Totally exhausted, Midori almost collapsed, but hands grabbed her and pulled her off the mammoth invader stretching her cunt. Midori probably had 28 centimeters of the animal’s cock imbedded in her cunt, at its deepest penetration. The men give her a standing ovation. In a perverse way, she earned their respect. 

	A few days later, the Sheik had me brought to him. My contact information had yielded results. I was given a cell phone and after several fumbled attempts, I was wiring twelve thousand Euros to the Sheik’s bank account in Saudi Arabia. Three weeks later my wife and I were back in Tokyo. 

	The end result: I now treat my wife as my sexual slave. I punish her regularly with the whip and a strap. I fuck her in her mouth, pussy and ass any way I want. I have abused her by forcing live eels in her vagina and rectum. I insert a vibrating “egg” in my wife’s pussy – one that operates with remote control and I make Midori wear it when we go out. I force her to experience arousal and orgasm in public.

	I have taken to inviting trusted and close friends over to exhibit my wife to them; and I make her perform sexually. She has to take them in her mouth, suck their cocks and swallow their cum. I am thinking of other things too. We shall see what the future holds.....
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	Chapter 1

	Mommy Likes to Masturbate

	Perla made sure to lock the door. He had gone to the beach, but she wanted to make sure she would not be disturbed. Benito had been coming in and out without knocking since they had been on holiday. At home, he never would have entered her bedroom if the door was closed without knocking, but staying at a hotel gave him license. Therefore, she flipped the lock, lay down on the bed and sighed...

	The vacation so far had been an opportunity for them to relieve some of the tension they both felt. Benito was becoming very interested in girls, and Perla found herself being critical of his choices and behavior. So the trip was an opportunity to give them both a break. It had been a little hectic, but fun so far. It was a treat for both of them to get away from Seville.

	Perla had suggested a trip somewhere together. Morocco was Benito’s idea for a holiday. He had been studying the Medioriente in school and Morocco is Spain’s nearest neighbor in Africa. First, they visited Tangier, then the capital, Rabat and then Casablanca, the city of dreams. 

	The food, the markets, the beaches and warm Mediterranean climate exhilarated and tempted Perla. Benito was enjoying himself going to the beach. There were plenty of tourists from Europe and a fair number of pretty girls.

	They were both having a good time. It might be the last time mother and son could take a vacation together. Benito was sixteen and in two years, he would be in the University with his own life. He was halfway now between boyhood and his life as a man. 

	She knew he would be gone for at least another hour, maybe more. He was down at water’s edge probably looking for that French girl he had spoken to yesterday. But for now, she relished the opportunity to be by herself, and did not want her son surprising her as she masturbated.

	It had been hard for both of them after her marriage failed. Raising a boy without a father was not easy. Nevertheless, he was a sweet boy and she always found it hard to deny him anything.  She was protective of him, and this didn’t encourage the boy to develop the confidence a young man needs. This was inevitable as Perla had been the more aggressive partner in her marriage. She wanted to help her son become a man, but she was at a loss as to how to do it. 

	As she relaxed, she found her mind wandering and soon began to pay attention to the feelings in her body. Now, with some privacy, it was only natural that Perla felt horny. These days, with any time on her hands, she masturbated. At least once a day it seemed. Moreover, on vacation, the opportunities were not as plentiful. So, luxuriating on the bed, she found herself touching her neck and then letting her fingers wander down to her breasts. 

	With no man in her life, Perla, at 40, found herself at the height of her personal sexual powers and more than occasionally obsessed with sex. She learned from her marriage that she had a strong sexuality. Her husband had complained that her “needs” were sometimes too much for him. Fabio, her ex-husband, was the kind of man who worried about his virility. 

	Ever since Catholic Spain had legalized divorce in 1981, more and more women like Perla found themselves encountering problems as they reached their sexual peaks. They were often without an appropriate opportunity for release. Even though Perla was a passionate woman, she was conservative too.

	With a teenage son to raise, and noisy neighbors and family, it was not easy to develop much of a social life as a single woman, let alone a sex life. So Perla Lopez Garcia (de Portillo) learned to masturbate. She had done it guiltily as a girl and now at 40, she discovered that she needed to do it almost daily. Sometimes lying on the bed with her skirt hiked up and her panties pulled down.

	Or sitting on the toilet. This afternoon, with Benito away and some time to devote to pleasuring herself, Perla thought about taking a bath first, but then decided against it. She had time, but not that much time.

	So, she got up and took off her blouse, her shorts and her panties. Then she pulled her breasts out of her bra cups and wetting a finger began to tease her nipples. She went over to her makeup case and took out her secret toy. She loved her vibrator, which she had gotten by mail from Sweden. She lay down on the bed again, holding it and squeezing it ...feeling its pliable surface. She would never have been able to buy this so easily in Spain.

	She had been relieved when it arrived in the mail in a discreet box – safe from nosy neighbors and her son. The vibe was called the Jelly Hottie, a waterproof, penis-shaped, red, multi-speed pussy pleaser with a big bulge at the base, suggesting a full scrotum. Two AA batteries delivered the power to make the 19 centimeter toy throb and buzz whenever she needed it. And lately, Perla needed it a lot.

	Perla had been liberated by divorce. Carefully and cautiously, she began to widen her world. Of course, she was a mother and came from conservative Catholic stock, so there were limits. But now she could buy herself a vibrator. And she found new books to read. Books her shy, conservative husband would have frowned on. 

	One of her favorites was My Secret Garden, a translated American book chronicling women’s sexual fantasies. Perla used it to mine the depths of her own psyche. And what she found in Nancy Friday’s tome on women’s sexual fantasies would have shocked and horrified her husband. Perla gravitated to fantasies of nasty sluttish sex.

	The tale she liked the best: “the drug store”. A woman goes to a pharmacy in an out of the way town to purchase a tube of contraceptive cream. She is dressed a little too provocatively. She is a little self-conscious about the purchase of such an intimate item. She glad when sees that there are only a few shoppers in the store and quickly finds the item she wants on the shelf.

	She picks it up and then notices that all the shoppers are male. And they all seem to checking her out. She feels a chill at this and goes quickly to the counter to pay. The counter man smirks at her as he rings it up. She looks around and sees that two men have pulled the shade down on the front door and locked it. Ominously, she notices one of them flipping the “open” sign over so it reads “closed”.

	“Need to try this out,” the counterman leers at her as he holds up the tube of contraceptive cream?

	The woman tries to leave but the men stop her. They make her strip and humiliate her. Then they squeeze the cream into her vagina and rectum and force to her to take their cocks in her pussy, asshole and mouth as a receptacle for their lust. Perla lay back on the bed and began imagining herself in this scene.

	Violated in all her holes by rough men - used repeatedly. This was her current favorite fantasy. She stretched out, began to play with her nipples, and then teased her labia. She rubbed and shook her mound and began to get wet...very wet.                                                                                                                                                                                        

	She pulled herself open with one hand and began to play with her nipples with the other. Gently tugging at her nipples at first, and then harder. She alternated with squeezing her tits and then teasing the nipple. She reached down and began to tug and tease her labia, avoiding her clitoris as long as she could. She moaned as she felt the hot sensations flooding her.

	She pictured the way the men looked at her. Undressing her with their eyes. Then the sound of the door being locked. And the men all crowding around her, closing off any escape. She pictured them forcing her to take off her clothes. Slowly. Savoring her charms as she exposed her breasts. Her nipples already erecting against her will. After all, ‘if men force you ...you’re not responsible’, she reasoned. 

	‘It was “OK” if your body responded. After all, I’m a women...and God gave our bodies sensitive intimate parts. Oh yes...and all these hot feelings.’

	Now she was getting more excited and began to tease the opening to her vagina. Feeling the sphincter - the muscle guarding the opening - she began to work a finger into her hot buttery hole. This made her groan out loud. Then she grabbed her mound, squeezed it, and rubbed it - making a circle.

	Another moan. Then she forced her finger inside and explored. It felt so good...soon she worked a second finger into her oozing hole. She could smell her own arousal now. She was starting to juice heavily. Perla had a full, fat cunt. Big, brownish-purple labia and a largish clitoris with a lot of very dark pubic hair framing her womanhood.

	Whimpering now and letting her own arousal push her along, she began to teasingly touch her “pearl”, her clit. Finding it almost fully out of its protective hood, she grazed it with her fingertip. Then placing two fingers at the 1 o’clock position, she began to rub it just the way she liked.

	Finding the “groove”, she began to drive her excitement higher. She began concentrating on the fantasy now...she’d found a rhythm and she could let her mind do the rest. She saw herself on her hands and knees with one man teasing her hole with the tip of his cock and another stood with his legs apart in front of her displaying his erect throbbing cock to her.

	Pulling his foreskin back and forth...telling her what he was going to do next. Then forcing it into her mouth and raping her...making her drool and gag. This image drove her crazy and she reached for her vibrator, frantically switching it on and using the tip on her labia and then her clit. It wasn’t but a moment, and she began to feel the first tickle that let her know that she was right on the edge of cumming.

	She rubbed the tool up and down her wet hole, teasing her vaginal mouth with it. Then back up to circle her throbbing nubbin, now fully distended and swollen. It looked like the tip of a pinky it was so engorged. She craned her head forward to see it for herself and groaned at the sight.

	“OHhhhhhh...OH God...Oh God...Oh...God...”

	And then holding it in just the right spot on the left side of the clitoral hood, Perla came and came hard. She sagged on the bed with her legs splayed out. Her eyes were closed and her pussy was drooling. She had left a nice big wet spot on the bedspread. She shut the vibe off.

	“Oh God....hmmmm.”

	After a moment or two, she sat up and unhooked her bra to release her tits. Then she lay back and began feeling them again. She looked over at the clock. It was only 3pm. There was still time. So, she began to squeezing her tits harder and harder. She pictured a man’s hands on them.

	Two men.....reaching underneath and mauling her full tits. Pinching her nipples and then pulling them out as far as they would go. She did it to herself. And in her mind, she heard the men calling her a “slut” and a “whore” as they milked her tits. This excited her more. She put her hand on her pussy. She was adding to the puddle between her legs. She berated herself for not putting down a towel, like she did at home. She would have to do something about it before Benito came back.

	But soon, she was deep into the fantasy again. A man was fucking her mouth, as if it was her pussy. And when she didn’t please him, he took his cock out and slapped her face, first with his wet phallus and then with his open hand. Calling her a puta.

	“Suck on my cock, whore. That’s a good slut....suck it.”

	She was ready for more and switched on her vibe again. She began to work it into her wet cunt. As it dilated her hole, she moaned. And kept pushing it in....visualizing one of the faceless men in the drug store forcing her to take all of it. All 19 centimeters. As she worked it in with one hand, she put her hand on the top of her mound and began to massage her whole pussy.

	Soon she had the whole vibe in her hole and then as the vibrations made her urethral sponge swell and engorge, she worked her clitoris. Soon, she was cumming and then cumming again...and again. At one point, she used the slimy wetness to lube her finger so she could work it into her rectum up to the second knuckle.

	When she felt a twinge of concern that it was getting late, she pulled the red vibrator out of her hot, wet hole and just drifted off for a while. The toy kept buzzing, and it took her a minute to collect herself and shut it off.

	Then she got up, straightened the bed and went into the bathroom to take a shower. It was a very satisfying cum. She remembered to clean her toy and put it away so Benito would not see it. How would she, a mother, explain it to her son, whose sexuality was still in its formative stages? She had never been able to talk to him about sex. She nervously gave him a book when he was 12 and had asked her some questions. She assumed that he would learn like all men learned ......from each other.

	As she was dressing for dinner, she heard her son come into the adjoining hotel room. She called out, “is that you, baby?”

	“Yes, Mama.”

	“Get cleaned up and get ready for dinner. We should go in about an hour, ok sweetheart?”

	“OK.”

	At dinner in the hotel, mother and son talked about what they had done that day and what plans she had for them tomorrow.

	“There’s that famous church - Notre Dame de Lourdes. I thought we could go and see that?”

	“Oh, I don’t know. .......a church?”

	“It’s very famous.”

	“Well, you said you wanted to see the Royal Palace of Casablanca. We could do that.”

	“Ok....yeah....that’d...be....cool....OK.”

	“I want to stop at the Old Medina tomorrow morning too. OK?”

	“Sure, but let’s not hang around there too long, OK, Mama?”

	“No, sweetheart. I just want to see if they have some scarves. I want to bring some home to your Aunt Angelica.”

	“OK.”

	Chapter 2

	Taken into Custody

	The next morning mother and son went to the Old Medina. There were stores and stalls and Perla did not find the scarf she was looking for, but it was interesting place to wander around. Just then, two men approached.

	“Senora, would you step this way please.”

	Perla looked to see a man of medium height and build. He was dressed in a dark suit and wore a tie the color of dried blood. He was wearing a fez almost the same color as his tie. A dark complexioned man...a Berber. The man with him was younger, bigger... dressed similarly, but bareheaded.

	“What do you want?”

	“I want to have a word with you, Senora.”

	His Spanish was rough, very rough. French was the second language in Morocco after Arabic, but Spanish was spoken in country as well. He flashed a police badge.

	“What do you want?”

	“Just a few words. This way please.”

	At this, he gave her a more sympathetic look and Perla found herself stepping over to an alcove with him. Benito looked on nervously.

	“It’s ok sweetheart, just a moment,” Perla said to him.

	The younger man began talking to the boy.

	“Do you have your passport, Senora?”

	“Yes, right here.” 

	Perla fished it out of her purse and handed it to him. She looked over at her son talking with the younger man. He looked scared.

	“This is your name?”

	“Yes, of course.”

	“Is your real name Consuela Calvo Aragon?”

	“No. My name is what you see there,” she said pointing to the passport in his hands. “Senora Perla Lopez Garcia - right there.”

	“Then you must come with us, Senora.”

	“WHY? What have I done?”

	“We must go to the Police Station. There is a matter that must be cleared up. Please do not make trouble Senora....”

	“I’m a Spanish citizen...I’m a tourist visiting your country. I have a passport. I have done nothing wrong.”

	“Senora, you son is watching. Do not upset him. This may be a case of mistaken identity. You must come with us. Please cooperate. If you don’t, I will have to put these on you.” 

	With that, he opened his coat to show her a set of handcuffs on his belt. Perla looked and then looked over at Benito... stricken - and seeing that he was afraid, she decided that it would be best if she went without a fuss. ‘It would all be cleared up at the police station,’ she thought to herself.

	The two men walked them a few steps to a beat up old Citroen. They put Benito in the front seat. The younger man drove while the older man sat in the back with Perla. She was very nervous and tried to stay calm by looking out the window. All during the trip, she didn’t say anything to her son.

	She didn’t want to frighten him. She was scared enough. Morocco was one of the more civilized Muslim countries, but separatist and fundamentalist movements had made the government more repressive. And a tourist should always on guard in one of the countries of the Medioriente.

	They arrived at the Police Station... an impressive building, built years ago by the French. It had a ratty look about it now and the somber walls once inside made Perla’s mouth go dry. The younger man took off down a gloomy hallway as the older man stood with Perla and Benito by the front desk. The officer working the desk barely looked at her, so busy he was with a stack of papers in front of him.

	“Mama, what is this about?”

	“I don’t know, sweetheart. It is just a misunderstanding. I don’t think we need to be too concerned. Just be patient.”

	As she said this, she pushed back a lock of his hair that was perpetually falling in his face, and Benito, with a practiced move, pulled away as she did it. It was something she had been doing with him since he was a child. She had not it done very often lately. Actually, the gesture worried Benito. He could tell his mother was distracted, to say the least. The younger man returned and conferred with his partner.

	The man in the fez turned to Perla, “Captain Nasri will see you now. The boy can stay here with him,” he said pointing to his partner. “He is the Chief of Police.”

	Perla really had no choice. She went with him down the dark hallway. At the end, there was a double door. He knocked ...a voice from inside answered and he opened it. He gestured to Perla and once inside she saw a somber, dark man in uniform seated at a desk. He had a strong Berber ancestry you could tell from his color and features. The man in the fez stood behind her by the wall...

	“I’m Captain Nasri. Senora, please have a seat,” he said gesturing to one of the chairs facing him.

	“What is this all about?”

	“You claim this is your passport, Senora,” he asked her holding up the document?

	“Yes, of course.”

	“Well, our Intelligence Service has reason to believe that you are Consuela Calvo Aragon. She is wanted for questioning. Do you deny that you are her?”

	“C....Consuela .....I have never heard this name before. What does this have to do with me? I am not this person.”

	“Our Intelligence Service thinks you are traveling under a false passport.”

	“All you have to do is check with the Spanish Embassy and you will see that I’m who I say I am. This is ridiculous.”

	“Consuela Calvo Aragon is connected with the extremists who bombed Casablanca in 2003. The description matches you exactly. And you say - most definitely - that you are not this woman.....YES?”

	“Yes.....YES....”

	“Well, it is out of my hands Senora. I have orders to hold you. You will be questioned by the Intelligence Service. They are sending a man over. I am not at liberty to take you at your word. My hands are tied, as they say.” 

	He cleared his throat.

	“I advise you to be cooperative. It will not help your situation if you do not tell them everything you know. Trust me on this. Do you understand? I’m trying to be helpful, Senora.”

	He tried a weak smile as he said this, but Perla was now on high alert and stood up. When she did so, the man in the fez who brought her, grabbed and pushed her back to the chair. Seated, she looked at him and realized that he must be with the “Intelligence Service”.

	“Sit down,” he said to her in a voice he had not used before.

	Perla was almost hyperventilating with fear at this point.

	“W.....w...what about my son?”

	“We will hold him here. He will be fine.”

	“I ....uh.....I want to call my Embassy.”

	“All in good time. Right now, you will wait. Just relax. I am trying to help you. Trust me. Tell me the truth. This is not your passport....is it?

	“For the third time, YES...it is my passport.”

	The man shrugged his shoulders and nodded to the man in the fez. With that, he hustled her out, but grabbed her purse from her and gave it to the Captain.

	“W.....w....where are you taking me,” she asked him as he pushed her to the door?

	“To a waiting room. Just relax.”

	He made her go back the way they came until they came to a stairwell. He led her down the stairs. It turned out to be long series of stairs. Down two floors. It was like being taken down to the bowels of the place. She felt goose bumps on her arms. Finally, they could go no lower - they were in the basement.

	Down a long corridor, the man in a fez led her to a door, opened it and pushed her inside. It was a room with no windows. There was a single bare, bright light bulb in the ceiling.

	There was a big rectangular table and four chairs, a beat up metal cabinet, several buckets, a coiled rubber hose and a small sink. The floor was bare concrete with a drain in the center of the room. It was a very unfriendly place. And then she heard a scream from somewhere. It seemed like it came from down the corridor. Perla shuddered.

	“Sit down there,” the man in the fez said.

	Chapter 3

	Psychological Torture

	Then he stood behind her against the wall. They waited.....and waited. After ten long minutes, a man showed up. He was tall, heavy-set, middle-aged, balding and paunchy with a small moustache`. He wore a dark suit and tie, and carried a folder. He sat down and began studying the papers without acknowledging her. Perla was sitting in a chair facing him across the table. He finally introduced himself.

	“I am Senor Abidi”.

	Actually, that was not his name. He was a senior interrogator from the Direction Generale de la Surete Nationale (DGSN) - Moroccan domestic intelligence. His Spanish was very good, she noticed. He went back to ignoring her and studying the contents of the folder. Periodically, his eyebrows would arch or he would purse his lips like he found something very interesting in the folder.

	“These reports I have here...... From what I see.....I say you are Consuela Calvo Aragon. What do you say?”

	“That is crazy. I am a Spanish citizen. I am just a homemaker, a mother. I am here on vacation with my son. I have never heard of this woman. This is a case of mistaken identity. If you call my embassy, you will see. This is mistaken identity.”

	“Of course you would say that, Senora.” Then his tone changed. “Do you think you can get away with lying to me? If you lie to me, I will take strong measures with you. Do you understand what strong measures are, Senora?”

	Perla did not understand and instead began pleading for mercy.

	He said, “We have no mercy for infidels who help extremists. Admit you are Consuela. You help the extremists who bombed us. Admit your true identity and give me the names of all the members of your cell. And then you can go.”

	Perla, of course, had no names to give him. This made him very angry. He began to attack her verbally. He called her a puta and a bruja and threatened her. He said he knew what to do with sluts like her. He kept asking her over and over to admit she was Consuela Calvo Aragon.

	All poor Perla could do was say, “no, I am not this person.... please believe me.” 

	Suddenly, the door burst open and two men entered the room. They had Benito with them. One of them was the younger man who drove them. The other man was a tough looking brute dressed in dark trousers, a black T-shirt and scuffed black shoes. He wore dark sunglasses. 

	Perla was glad to see Benito, and tried to get up to embrace him, but Abidi restrained her. Over her protests, the two men handcuffed the boy to the chair next to the one she was in. When she protested, Abidi motioned to the man who arrested her, who then grabbed her and pulled her arms back thru the bars of the chair.

	As he cranked her arms up and twisted her wrists, Perla cried out. This frightened Benito who began crying. Cuffed and helpless, he had been in a state of shock ever since they separated him from his Mama. He had been taken by the younger man to a holding cell. He tried to ask questions, but was rebuffed. 

	Finally, he was brought to this room. And, before he knew what was happening, he was cuffed to a chair. He did not understand what was going on. Near panic, when the man began hurting his Mama, he burst into tears.

	Perla saw his tears and her heart went out to him, but she stifled her own tears, so as not to alarm him further. He looked terrified, but from what she could see, he was unharmed. But to see him handcuffed and crying made her heart break. She tried to say something, but was told to, “shut up.” So she made eye contact with him instead to reassure him.

	“Just relax Consuela. The boy is only here a witness, that’s all. You can stop this at any time. All you have to do is admit you are Consuela.”

	“I can’t do that..... Because I am not her. When are you going to understand I’m telling the truth?”

	“That’s what I want, Senora. The TRUTH. But since I do not believe you, It’s going to be very hard on you. I don’t think you understand how hard.”

	Perla kept protesting. Then, when it seemed Abidi had lost his patience and was ready to hit her, his demeanor changed. He backed off and began grinning at her..... like a wolf. He picked up a black case from the floor and set it on the table. He began unbuckling the straps.

	“I have something here I want to show you, Senora.”

	He reached in and pulled out a machine and set it on the table. It was about the size of a toolbox with dials, knobs, and connection ports on the front side. Perla’s eyes widened in wonder, as she did not know what to make of it. He took out coils of wire with connectors on them too. It looked like some sort of generator or amplifier.

	“Oh,” was all she said. She kept blinking her eyes nervously.

	Abidi had a briefcase with him too. From this, he brought out a slim wand of some sort, with a blue plastic handle, a red shaft. The head of the thing had two metal prods very close together. Both mother and son stared at it.

	Neither of them knew what it was, but it was fearsome looking. Benito saw the panic in his mother’s eyes and she saw the dread in his. But there was

	nothing either of them could do. The feeling of helplessness was overpowering.

	“This is an electro-torture machine,” Abidi said with a smile, patting the box. I like to hook it up to all the sensitive places,” he said with a wink.

	“And this....this is an electrified cattle prod,” he said holding up the prod. This shocks in a different way. It is a hot stinging pain. Like being stung by a bee or burned by a cigarette. For the tits, the ass.... the private parts. You understand?”

	“Oh.....God,” was all Perla could say.

	She put her knuckle in her mouth in fear and kept shaking her head from side to side, as if to wish it all away. Benito hung his head and began sobbing again. He was scared. Abidi took off his coat and draped it over his chair.

	Then he came over, bent down and whispered in Perla’s ear, “if you don’t want to see your son tortured, you must do as I say – understand? You follow my orders and I will not hurt the boy. Understand? Are you going to be a good girl,” he said with a sadistic grin?

	“Y...y...yes.”

	“Good.”

	“Get up and stand over here.”

	He had her stand so she was in the middle of the room. The others yanked the chair Benito was sitting in around so he was facing her. Perla stood there nervous, waiting...... wringing her hands. Abidi told her in a soft voice to take off her top and her shorts. The Spanish mother gulped.... looked at him and then at the devices on the table. 

	She knew she had no choice. It was either do his bidding or risk seeing Benito tortured. Her fingers were trembling as she took off her top, a short-sleeved yellow cotton blouse. Abidi took it from her and tossed it to one of the men. Unbuttoning her khaki shorts, she let them slip down her thighs.

	When they were around her ankles, she kicked them off. She was blushing now like mad. There were sweaty tendrils of her thick, dark brown hair pasted to her flushed cheeks. One of the men picked up the shorts. Perla stood there trembling in her bra, panties and sandals.

	She had never felt more vulnerable in her life. She felt as though it were she was watching herself in a movie. She crossed her arms over her bosom. She began to shiver. Abide looked her over with a dirty smirk on his face.

	“Walk over there,” he told her. 

	She was very conscious of her breasts and put her hands over the bra cups. Abidi made her drop them. He made her walk back and forth. Perla looked over at Benito and then looked away – blushing. She was in shock being made to display herself. She wanted to die. She felt the hot tears in her eyes. 

	She did not know what to do with her hands. She kept opening and closing them, balling them into fists. He had her stand in front of the boy and turn around slowly – making her exhibit herself.

	Abidi went over to the sink, picked up the smallest bucket and filled it with cold water. He went to her and slowly poured the water over her shoulders to wet her bra and on her hips and buttocks to wet her panties. It pasted the thin cotton undergarments to her. Benito and the three other men could now see everything she had. 

	Perla covered her face with her hands - sick with shame. Abidi then made her turn around again. Perla was so conscious of her nipples and her hairy mound showing thru her wet panties, she wanted to shrivel up and die. Then, he made her BEND OVER. 

	Benito’s eyes went wide involuntarily as Abidi roughly pushed Perla’s head down so that her big ass was right in front of his face. Now, he could see her dark, hairy crack and the pulpy purse of her pussy outlined in the wet material of her crotch. Benito gulped and tried not to stare, but it was an awe-inspiring sight.

	There were a few wispy tendrils of her pubic hair poking out of the leg bands of her panties. Her labia were so plump and full that her “camel-toe” was all too visible. Benito felt a stirring in his pants. It made him feel guilty and worked to push the thought out of his mind.

	“Wiggle your ass,” Abidi ordered her.

	When Perla hesitated, Abidi went to his briefcase and pulled out a heavy leather paddle. The thing had been made from the heavy leather used for shoe soles. It was one centimeter thick and about the size of a sheet of typing paper folded in half. There were a series of holes drilled over the surface. 

	He bounded back around the desk, like a big cat, and grabbed her by her hair and roughly yanked her around. Then, rearing back he brought the paddle down on her wet panty covered buttocks. It landed with a loud, hot, wet sound, “smack”.

	“Wriggle your ass when I tell you to, slut.”

	Benito’s eyes were bugging out of his head. Here was his mother with her buttocks fully on display, and now Mama was getting a “spanking”. Abidi gave her several hot, hard ones on her wet panty covered cheeks. The wet cotton did not protect her; in fact, it made it hurt more. 

	Benito felt powerful feelings stirring in his teenaged loins as Abidi kept her bent over. He kept hitting her methodically and hard. Each one sounding like a pistol shot as it landed with a satisfying sound on her fat ass cheeks.

	Mama began sobbing like a little girl with each blow. The paddle was deceptively cruel. The holes lessened resistance so it could be swung harder and faster to provide more “cutting edges” to torment tender flesh. Perla hung her head, moaning and crying as he beat her. Everyone now had an erection. It was a sexy sight. Perla cried out after each blow, as her ass jiggled with each blow.

	“If you don’t want more of a beating, wiggle your ass, slut.”

	Perla had no choice. She began waggling her hips back and forth, like a whore encouraging a customer to fuck her. And the more she did it, the harder her son’s penis got. Abidi applied the paddle demandingly to her full cheeks to insure she performed to his satisfaction. He could see it was making the boy hot. Actually, it was made everyone hot. 

	Perla was an attractive matron with big breasts and full buttocks. All four men sported erections, in addition to the boy. And Perla was feeling the strain. She had started to sweat, under not only her arms, but also her neck, breast and back. The room was warm and the stress was getting to her. Abidi made her stand and face the boy again.

	Then he told her, “take off your bra.”

	Perla’s face went white. She was overwhelmed and began sniffling, trying hard to stop from crying. She did not want to lose control of her emotions for her son’s sake, but exposing her breasts was a horrifying thought. The hot feelings of shame were so strong that she could not stop weeping. She now realized that he was going to make her strip completely naked. 

	Little did she realize that he was going to make her expose not only her body, but her soul too. Abidi was a master at this sort of psychological torture. He called it “family time”. What he was doing now was breaking her defenses down with verbal abuse and the humiliation of exposure in front of her son. It would soon escalate.

	Perla knew she had no choice, so she unsnapped her bra, crossed her arms and let it fall. He took it from her, and made her stand there with her arms at her sides. He examined her bra and made a crude remark about the size of her tits. The others now chimed in and began insulting her, calling her names. Perla looked at Benito, now staring at her tits. She did not want him to, but there was no way he could not. It was like a car wreck. It is a terrible thing, but you have to look.

	Her big breasts stuck out like ripe melons. She kept her hands at her sides and closed her eyes. Benito, try as he might, could not stop his body responding to the exposure of his Mama’s tits. He had, like all teenage boys, been curious what her breasts looked liked. He had even masturbated fantasizing about her like all teenage boys have done at least once. But never in his wildest imaginings had he pictured a scene like what was now before him.

	His Mama was being forced into doing a striptease in front of him. At first, his horror at their situation and especially the verbal abuse frightened him. But now, the overwhelming sight of his near naked mother dominated his mind. He did not want to feel those feelings NOW, but his body was betraying him. He was getting a real eyeful and his penis felt like it was going to explode. And, little did he know how much more there was to come.

	For Perla, having to strip in front of her son was the worst thing she could have ever imagined. She was terribly embarrassed as her tits bobbed and jiggled with every move she made. Abidi continued to work her over psychologically. 

	He ridiculed and insulted her - he made lewd remarks - he said that women with breasts like hers were only good for sex - he insulted her figure - telling her, she had a fat ass. Perla was horrified, but what she could do? Then he waved the file folder at her. He said there were facts in there about her.....sordid facts.

	“We know you’ve had affairs with young men. Isn’t this true?”

	With her eyes, Perla told Benito to ignore what this man was saying.

	Impatient with her resistance, Abidi told her, “TAKE OFF YOUR PANTIES.

	Perla bit her lip and steeled herself for what was to come. Benito was now of two minds: he wanted the ordeal to end, of course, but one part of his mind was very interested in seeing what Mama looked like without her panties.

	“Oh God, please let me be strong, please let me be strong for my baby,” Perla prayed silently to herself, as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her white cotton panties and slid them down......

	Abidi made her stand close to Benito. She pulled them down and kicked them off. The man who arrested her came over and took them from her. Then joking with the others, he lifted them up and sniffed the crotch. Whatever he said in Arabic made the other laugh. He handed them to Abidi who held the panties up to the light. He made a comment that the crotch was soiled. Then he smelled them. After this, he shoved them under Benito’s nose and made the boy smell them.

	He told the boy his mother had a “hot pussy.” Perla wanted to die. She knew that her panties would have her odor on them. Never in her whole life would she have dreamed of such an outrage. It seemed like they were only in the market a few minutes ago, but now......they were in hell – lost in time and space. 

	Benito found his arousal ballooning when he smelled the panties. He had sniffed his Mama’s panties on a number of occasions and used them as a masturbatory aid. Abidi pushed her around so that she was facing away from the boy. Then he ordered her to BEND OVER again.

	He told her to put her hands on her knees and, “spread your legs nice and wide to show your son your charms.”

	Perla would have preferred a root canal at the dentist without anesthesia than be in that situation. She was a very modest woman. Her son had never seen her naked. A person cannot imagine the shame she felt.

	Abidi taunted her, “your file says you often go without panties. Look at your Mama’s pussy, boy. This is what she shows the men. Are you excited seeing your Mama’s pussy and asshole?”

	He kept asking her what she thought it was doing to her son to see her like that. Was she ready to admit who she was? Shouldn’t she be willing to admit the truth and spare both her and her son any further ordeal? When she kept silent, he asked her if she thought she was doing the right thing - exposing herself to her son. He kept asking Benito if he was getting excited by his Mama. Abidi told her it was going to get worse if she didn’t cooperate. This is what he did to her next:

	He made her go from man to man. They began molesting her. Each man did something different to her. One made her put her hands behind her head and then he grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. Another teased her nipples until they erected and then pulled and pinched them unmercifully. The man who arrested her, Younis, rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and then gave her little openhanded smacks across her nipples.

	Abidi began feeling her full buttocks. He put his hands all over them examining her like a piece of meat. He bounced her cheeks up and down lewdly in the palm of his hands, each fat cheek occupying one of his big hands. Her dimpled hinds jiggled as he shook them. It made her sick with shame.

	At this point, she felt herself spinning out of control. In addition to all the other emotions sweeping her, she began to feel a swelling and a familiar sensation in her loins and breasts, as they felt her up. She knew these feelings and this made her more afraid. More worrisome than anything was the fear that her body would betray her. She would never be able to look her son in the face again if that happened. She did not even want to think how she would feel if they made her cum in front of her son.

	“Oh Mother of God, please protect me.....please save me.....and my son,” she prayed to herself.

	She found the strength to say to Benito – “please sweetheart...please don’t worry.... we’ll survive.”

	Poor Benito. He alternated between struggling with his fears and his lust. He was cuffed and there was little he could do. One man was always behind him and when he made too much of a fuss, this man bent over to whisper threats in his ear - telling him he had better be “a good boy”. He watched the men playing with mother’s breasts and it was obvious that some part of her was reacting. He saw her nipples get pebbly and puckered. The dark areolas and the nipples were fully erect now.

	And when one man pushed her to the next, his mother whimpered in a sexy way. He felt his penis throbbing and tried to will it to go down. Each man felt her up and when he had had his fun with her, he pushed her on. They kept taking turns. Abidi, from behind, grabbed her pussy. 

	He grinned at the others and said, “Wet.” 

	Then he laughed. Benito wondered what else they were going to do to his Mama.......

	They seemed to be really enjoying themselves. The men did not seem threatening, at this point, as much as just crude and rough. It was more like an army barracks, college locker room sort of atmosphere. Like she was a sex toy and they were playing with her. 

	And so it was to her horror that her nipples stayed erect in spite of her desire to control her body’s reactions. Abidi pointed this out. This was very humiliating. By calling attention to her arousal, he was rubbing salt in the wounds he had already inflicted on her.

	“Hands behind your back, slut. Show the boy your big, nasty brown nipples. See how big they are ....boy.....and how they stick out. Look at them. They are hard. Your Mama has the nipples of a whore,” he laughed and winked at Benito.

	Perla silently cursed her body for betraying her, as Abidi again called her names and rubber her wet piss flaps. He did it until he got the 40-year-old Spanish mother so wet that Benito could hear the squishy sounds coming from between her legs. Then he held up his wet fingers. 

	When he pushed her to the next man, Abidi came over and thrust his fingers under the boy’s nose. Benito did not want to smell them, but there was no escaping. Perla saw what he was doing and groaned. She could not bear to see the look on her son’s face as Abidi made him smell her sex odor. 

	“Only a “puta” gets wet like this boy. Can you believe your Mama? She has a hot pussy. She’s a real slut,” he confided to the boy.

	Then, to give her a deeper emotional shock, Abidi had the men put Perla in a very obscene position on her back on the table. They made her lie down with her legs spread and her hands behind her head. 

	“Oh God.....please not any more...................no.....what are you doing to me......oh....Please.....don’t do this.....PLEASE.....”

	Abidi made sure that Benito was seated right where he could have a clear view of the proceedings. Then grinning, he slid his fingers obscenely up the inside of each plump thigh and said to her, “I need to give you a thorough exam. I have to see if you’re hiding anything in your vagina.”

	“Ohhh......no....no PLEASE don’t....”

	He pushed her thighs to her chest and another man held them there. A third man held her wrists over her head. In this position, her buttocks were spread and her genitals and anus were completely exposed. This is the position the doctor puts a woman in for a pelvic exam. Abidi asked Perla if she was embarrassed, then slowly and methodically searched her “cavities”. He gave her a complete pelvic exam.

	“Oh God....please don’t do this to me. PLEASE.......PLEASE....”

	“All you have to do is admit your true identity, Consuela. But you’d rather be difficult. So, your son can see everything you have. Did you notice the bulge in his pants? You are exciting him.....making him hard. If you want me to stop, all you have to do is tell me the truth. That’s all.”

	He made sure the boy kept looking at what he was doing. In this position, she was exposing EVERYTHING to him. It was very humiliating for Perla as Abidi pointed out all the parts of her pussy to him. In effect, he gave him a biology lesson with his mother as the live exhibit. 

	He told the boy that you could tell from her pussy that Mama was a puta. As he said this, he was toying with Perla’s clitoris. He had it out of its hood and was just teasing it expertly. Her pussy was drooling and her juices were running down the crack of her ass.

	“See her juicy pussy, boy? When a pussy gets hot and wet like this – that is a real slut. See your Mama’s big pussy lips and her big clit. You see? And see how hairy she is - all around her pussy - and her asshole too? Even up to her belly in a little line. See? Look at how wet your Mama’s pussy is. You can always tell a whore by how wet her pussy gets. Can you smell her? Her pussy smells nasty - NO? Look at her nasty asshole. Sluts like your Mama like it when you play with their shit-holes.”

	He toyed with her anus and pushed his finger inside, making her groan. Perla felt terribly violated. His words were worse than the penetration. They were like sandpaper on her soul. She hated him for what he was doing to her. She was sick thinking about what this was doing to Benito. 

	It would scar him for life. Abidi kept up a running commentary, pointing out her reactions. Especially how wet she was. He made her groan out loud when he put two fingers at the 1 o’clock position and began rubbing her pussy.

	After this, he forced her up on her knees and elbows. This also was a very shaming position. She hung her head – knowing how exposed she was. He son was right there and she knew he could see everything. Abidi wormed a thick finger into her pussy and then a second one. 

	He turned his hand so that his palm was down. He probed all around to find her “sweet spot”. He found what he was looking for: a bumpy spot inside on the front wall of her vagina. He began rubbing and pressing the spot until he had Perla humping her hips against his hand.

	Perla felt herself losing control. He had found her G-spot and working it relentlessly - pushed her to an orgasm. Her whole body and soul was screaming for her to be able to control herself, but no matter what she did - despite her best efforts to control herself - Abidi made her have a very wet orgasm. Her hips began rocking and rolling. He began a frantic frigging and she began spraying. And then as her orgasm overwhelmed her, she squirted a huge amount of pussy juice.

	She was so ashamed; she hung her head between her arms to hide her face when her orgasm subsided. She knew that Benito had seen the whole thing. Her juice had splashed all over the table; she had squirted so hard. Abidi shoved his wet fingers under Benito’s nose again to give him his mother’s scent.

	“Only a “puta” squirts her pussy juices like that, boy.”

	Perla wanted to cry, but she did not want to upset her son any more than he was. So, she stifled her tears. But she was overcome by shame; the mental pain was so unbearable. To have her son see her cum was mental torture of the worst kind. She was so ashamed she wanted to die. Benito had also been swept up by what Abidi did to her. His penis was throbbing; his balls were starting to ache. His teenaged penis needed to unload. It was driving him crazy.

	The whole thing was crazy. Here he was in a basement, in the Middle East, and a stranger had masturbated his mother right in front of him. He was overwhelmed - completely in the grip of what Abidi had created in the room. Abidi, for his part, was only beginning to put the Spanish mother in distress. From his coat pocket, he produced her VIBRATOR..

	Now here in this dark, dank room, she was confronted by her hot red vibrator. Actually, Captain Nasri had sent two men to collect all their things and check them out of the hotel. Riffling thru her under things, one of the men found the Jelly Hottie. Now Abidi was waving it around. He held it up and Perla’s face went white when she saw it. She looked over at Benito to see his reaction. He had a quizzical look. Abidi saw the boy’s confusion.

	“You know what it is, boy? This is your Mama’s sex toy. Your Mama uses this to fuck her nasty pussy. Oh, yes. Surprised to see this Consuela? Is this what you use to fuck your slutty pussy when you cannot find a man? Well, I didn’t want you to miss your daily fuck with your favorite toy.”

	“Oh God............ forgive me...forgive me...”

	Then Abidi raped her with her own vibrator. He ran it slowly from her vaginal opening – sluicing it thru her wet labia to run the tip all around her clit. And then worked it into her vagina. At one point, Abidi forced the whole thing into her pussy – all nineteen centimeters – even the knob on the end. 

	When Perla came, the clenching of her vaginal muscles made the vibe squirt out of her pussy. Abidi showed the boy the nasty ring of “lather” around the base of the vibe. Younis used a small camera to take some photos of Perla “performing”. They would be useful to Abidi later.....

	“Look, boy - your Mama cums like a cheap whore.”

	“Yes, she is a hot Euro slut. The Spanish, more than the Italians or the French....they are the best,” Abidi said to his men.

	He handed off the vibe to the man who arrested her. He lubed it with grease and spit on her anus; then he forced about 14 centimeters into her rectum. She cried out at the intrusion into her most personal hole. But soon he had forced it past both sphincters and was thrusting it deep in her rectum. He began to rub her clitoris too and while Perla kept her eyes closed and tried to will her body not to react, not to shame herself anymore in front of her son, he found a rhythm and made her cum this way.

	Abidi told the boy as she was cumming, “Mama needs big things in her pussy and shit-hole, because she’s a whore.”

	Perla Lopez Garcia covered her face with her hands in disgrace when it was over. She knew her son would never see her same way again. She began praying for God to spirit them both away from this place. She prayed for a miracle; some way out of this hell. She thought about giving in and admitting whatever he wanted her to say. 

	She did everything she could to hold out.  As she was being defiling in her asshole with her own vibrator, Abidi pulled the boy’s pants down and made her look. She was shocked to see Benito had a full erection. The men teased him and his face got red. This made Perla even sicker inside.

	“He’s such a baby, it’s understandable,” she thought to herself. But, down deep, she was really upset that he was erect and aroused. All this was real torture. This was as bad as what they did to her later. It was sexual humiliation. Perla’s shame grew with each violation. The mental abuse was terrible. Abidi was an expert in mental torture. 

	Abidi said to Benito, “if you cum, boy....... we’ll stop what we are doing to her - understand?”

	This upset him. Perla too. They had put him in a bad position. By connecting his arousal to her torture, they were messing with his mind. Following this, Abidi made Perla stand.

	“Stand up slut. It’s not going to be all fun for you.”

	He began squeezing her breasts roughly. The others pushed Benito in his chair around so he could see. One of them held her by her arms while Abidi squeezed her tits as hard as he could, making her yelp. And when he began pinching and pulling her nipples, very hard, making her cry out. 

	Then he gave her little smacks across her nipples with his open hand. Benito was struggling in his bonds and begging them to stop, but Perla saw he still had an erection. Then the men traded places. Each of them took a turn hurting her tits. After fifteen minutes or so, Abidi asked her if I was ready to admit to being “Consuela”. Her tits were all red with the nipples swollen and sore. Perla finally gave in to her emotions and began sobbing.

	Next, they let go of her. She groaned and then holding her breasts, began a little dance - hopping up and down. Benito watched his Mama’s tits lewdly bounce as she hopped up and down. It was obscene and it made him want to cum even more. Abidi eyed him carefully as Perla did her dance.

	“PLEASE.......YOU MUST BELIEVE ME. I am just a mother. We are here on a vacation. I do not know who you want me to be. I am just me. Please let us go. PLEASE.”

	“You are trying my patience. I think you need more “persuasion”. He barked something in Arabic and the men hustled Perla up onto the table to get her on her elbows and knees.

	Benito’s balls had pulled up tight in their sack and his penis was wet from his cockhead to his balls with pre-cum. His eyes were glazed and his breathing was shallow. Abidi came over, wiping the sweat off his brow with a handkerchief and smacked Perla on the back of the head at that moment.

	“Rub your pussy, slut.....Rub it. Go on, I know you need it.”

	Perla, commanded now to do what she had wanted to do but had been resisting, began to touch herself and within a moment, it was unmistakable......she was cumming. She twisted and writhed and the grunts, moans and cries coming from her mouth left no doubt that she was having another orgasm. 

	Benito’s eyes were bugging out of his head, watching his mother cum. Benito stared at the sight of her hand on her pussy, unbelieving and transfixed. Abidi sprang into action. He got right next to the boy and reached down to grab his wet, slimy cock in one hand. He began stroking him slowly. 

	He kept up a stream of dirty talk to the boy and began to masturbate him. Squeezing his penis and stroking it slow and then fast - it didn’t take but a moment and Benito, retrained and on the boil for so long, began ejaculating like his soul was spurting from his prick. He spurted so hard and so much that it looked like a fountain.

	Benito went, “OOOHHH.”

	The men, seeing the boy cum, began hooting and hollering. This made Perla look over her right shoulder. She saw her boy dropping a big load, stimulated by her disgusting display. His penis spurted and spurted and spurted. Her eyes flew open as she stared at his penis ejaculating baby batter. 

	Some of his semen landed on her leg, but most of it splattered all over him; all over his lap, his thighs.....everywhere. Abidi praised the boy, as he milked his penis for him.....stretching out the pleasure. Benito had been on the boil for so long, he needed this cum; even if his own mother was the stimulus. Benito whimpered and moaned softly as the older man milked his penis to get the last drop to fall. Abidi wiped up some cum and went over to Perla. He ordered her to open her mouth.

	“No, please God, NO......please no....no....no.....”

	“What’s the matter, don’t you love your son, Mama. Here, taste it.”

	Then he wiped it on her tongue. She had to taste it fully and then swallow. Perla felt a little sick. After all - this was her son’s semen. Afterwards, both mother and child were devastated. She hung her head and began to sob again. 

	“Good girl,” Abidi praised her....

	It was over; the whole humiliating ordeal. When she was done, she fell forward onto her knees and elbows; then sagged into a heap on the table. Abidi left her there, curled up into a fetal ball. She felt there was very little they could do to shame her any more at that point. She could not look at her son. She was so ashamed.

	“It is normal for you to be excited seeing your Mama like this. It’s OK,” Abidi reassured Benito.

	“Are you going to let us go now?”

	“No.....your Mama must tell us all she knows. There are things she’s kept from you, boy. You can help. You just watch......OK?”

	Benito looked at his mother. She was sweaty with her hair disheveled; and seemed to be “out of it”. After a few moments, Abidi began talking to her. He was trying to evaluate how successful he had been in breaking her spirit. She was torn by how her body reacted and totally horrified that her son had been aroused to orgasm. She just lay there on the table in a puddle of sweat. 

	Her breasts were sore from being slapped; her nipples and clitoris still swollen. The men mocked her. She felt their cruel taunts and mocking like arrows in her flesh. She closed her eyes and tried to withdraw into her mind. She heard Abidi’s voice. Hands grabbed her and pulled her up.

	Abidi pushed her over roughly to sit in a chair facing her son. He told Benito to look at her. Having to sit there facing him was torture. Perla felt so humiliated and ashamed. So did Benito. His shorts were splattered with semen.

	Abidi scooped up some of the “lather” from her pussy, showed it to Benito, and then wiped it on his nose and mouth. The boy recoiled, but the odor of his Mama was working on him subliminally. Abidi bent down to whisper in the boy’s ear. Perla noticed and was sickened that her son’s penis was erect again.

	She mouthed to him, “no baby..........no.”

	But it was no use. Benito’s young body had spoken. He was aroused by Mama, and even though the circumstances were foul, or perhaps because they were, his prick was hard. This devastated his middle-aged Spanish mother. She realized she was risking his mental health. But the thought of yielding to Abidi’s demands was hideous. She was paralyzed. 

	She looked over at Benito and mouthed to him, “it’s going to be OK.”

	She wished she believed it herself. As Abidi kept her facing the boy, he asked her again to admit who she was. 

	Chapter 4

	Electro Torture

	When she would not, he yanked her by her hair and asked her again, “are you ready to admit who you are?” 

	She still could not. 

	He said, “well, I have taken it easy with you. But now - I’m going to use the machine on you,” he growled at her as he pointed to the box.

	Perla cringed in fear, as she was very afraid of electricity. When Benito heard what they were going to do, he began struggling wildly in his bonds, but it was no use. Younis pushed him back down and warned him to, “Sit still”. The other two men simply grabbed Perla, got her up on the table on her back and tied her hand and foot with her arms over her head and her legs spread. 

	Bound, she felt very helpless. Abidi brought out a small plastic bag filled with adhesive electrodes. He sorted it all out and then he came and stood over Perla. The machine sat at the foot of the table between her feet.

	“You’ll tell me who you are after I warm you up with these, puta.”

	He peeled the backing off one of the larger adhesive pads. They were black and came in two sizes. This one was 4 centimeters in diameter and the other was approximately half that size. He tweaked and pinched her left nipple. When it began to pucker and get more erect, he covered it with the pad and pressed down. Her areolas were slightly larger than the pad. 

	He did the same with her right nipple and then he attached wire leads to the pads and plugged the jacks into the front of the machine. The pads sat obscenely on her nipples. After this, he attached 4 centimeter pads to each of her ankles above the anklebone.

	Current applied there would stimulate two acupuncture points in each of her legs, which connected to nerves in her vagina and uterus. Turned to a low setting, Perla was going to experience a “tingling sensation” in her calves and thighs. Then she’d feel “sparklers” in her pelvis. When he left the current on, the sensation would expand to her clitoris, vagina, uterus and her anus.

	It would make her pussy run like a faucet had been turned on. Abidi had made some women cum with this set-up.  Finally, he hooked up her clitoris and her anus to the machine. A 2 centimeter pad over the clitoral hood and similar adhesive pad right glued to her tight brown rosette. Perla, now wired up on six places on her body, began sweating nervously. Beads of sweat were all over her face, neck and torso.....

	“Please don’t do this. Please don’t shock me. I have nothing to tell you. My name is Perla Lopez Garcia. I’m just a tourist. I know nothing. Please Senor Abidi. PLEASE. DON’T HURT ME.........”

	He ignored her whining, looked over at the boy and smiled.

	“Now son, if you want me to stop shocking your Mama, all you have to do is cum. Then, I’ll stop hurting your Mama. It’s up to you.”

	Then he turned his attention back to Perla. The others came over to look at the connections and chatted in Arabic to each other. Perla felt like a lab animal.

	“Now it’s up to you Senora. All you have to do is admit you’re Consuela. Or let your boy save you. All he has to do is cum for Mommy. Isn’t that sweet?”

	The horrible dilemma had taken Perla to an even more degraded place.

	“Don’t do this to him.....don’t do this to me.........please......don’t......I can’t.......I’m not......no.....no....please.....Oh God.”

	Abidi plugged the machine into a wall outlet and turned it on. Perla watched him fiddling with the knobs and studying the dials. Switched on, the transformer made a frightening humming sound. Abidi told her to get ready. 

	Then he turned on the current to her nipples. The current felt only disagreeable, not painful at first. It felt “nettlesome” more than “painful”. But as he turned the dial to 5 (the scale went to 10), to Perla it felt like heated needles were pricking her or a swarm of bees were stinging her nipples and areolas.

	She began writhing and squirming and found herself involuntarily biting her lip and arching up off the table. It hurt now. It felt like her breasts had something alive inside them. They wobbled and flew all over her chest, as she struggled in her bonds and the current had its way with her. The pain made her arch up and when the current was turned down; she collapsed on the table each time.

	Abidi kept playing with the current, turning it up and down. Then he just ratcheted it “8”. Perla began screaming as her nipples felt like they were being torn from her tits. After a moment or two, he turned the knob so it rested on the “10” number. Her howls sounded like an animal was being slaughtered and her breasts turned bright red. 

	The nipples swelled up under the pads. Then Abidi turned it down and switched this circuit off. He turned his attention to the connections on her ankles. Perla right away felt tingling sensations up and down her legs like “sparklers”.

	As he turned it, up and left it on the feeling spread to her pelvis. She felt the current deep in her vagina and in her womb. Her vagina began drooling and then her cunt began spasming. It was arousing and unpleasant, at the same time. She could feel wetness running down her crack. She began to squirm and writhe as it got her wetter and became more agonizing. Then he really cranked it up....all the way to “7”. The humming became a loud buzzing, and the feelings now took on a nasty edge. She began crying out.

	Abidi turned it up to the highest setting, “10”, and from her reaction everyone could see that the tension in her pelvis had became unbearable. Her whole body went rigid and her hips arched up. She was bent into a bow supported only by her shoulders and her feet. Her mouth was open, but nothing came out. Perla had never felt anything like it in her life. 

	Sharp pain, cramps, the agony from muscles clenched so tight they screamed. Then he turned the current off. She sagged into a semi-swoon. Abidi repeated the cycle: from arousing her at the lower setting to turning her into a rigid “bow” at the “10” setting.

	Benito was horrified and perversely aroused. He had some dark fantasies of his own and seeing a woman strapped to a table being given low amperage shocks to her nipples and pussy aroused him. Even if the woman was his own mother. Perhaps even because it was his own Mama. He rocked back and forth on the seat, trying to relieve the unbearable tension he felt. His penis was still hard and drooling his excitement.

	When Abidi thought Perla might pass out, he turned it off the machine. After a moment, he switched it back on again. This time he made the juice go to her clitoris. He added on override that made the current pulse. Satisfied by her reaction, he left it there for a moment or two. He saw her hips began twitching and rolling, indicating she was being aroused by the current. It soon made the nubbin swell up with excitement. 

	Perla thought she was going to go out of her mind. It was arousing and painful at the same time. He was stimulating her sex nerves in a new way. Perla also felt the current in her bladder and it made her feel like she had to piss too. Her sex nerves were being lit up like a pinball machine. She began to whine and groan as it felt like she was being pushed into cumming, but the pain she felt made it an altogether “different” experience.

	When he saw that he had aroused her, Abidi kept playing with her until she climaxed, screaming. Then, he turned the current all the way up. Perla then began screaming and her howls seemed inhuman. It felt to her like bees were stinging her clitoris now. Hundreds of bees were lancing her THERE, and injecting venom into the most sensitive part of her body. 

	It was excruciating. The sensations were so intense that she lost her breath. She could hear herself shrieking like an animal in a trap. She was making all kinds of animal noises. She could not catch her breath. Abidi saw this and turned it off. Following this, he turned his attention to her anus.

	When Abidi switched on the connection to her asshole, it made the two sphincters clench. At a higher setting they clenched so hard, it was painful and when he turned it down, they relaxed. So, he played with the knob – twisting it up and down.....up and down....making his assistants chuckle as he worked her. It was driving Perla out of her mind. 

	Over and over, her poor anus - clenching and relaxing. It made her butt cheeks clench and unclench too. It felt like something was going in and out of her anus - sodomizing her. In the background, Perla could hear the men laughing and joking. But the god-awful humming sound from the machine and her whimpers and moans filled the room.

	In between shocking her, Abidi asked her for her “real name”. Every time she refused to give him the answer he wanted, he turned the current to “9” or “10” on whatever circuit was switched on. Most of the time, he concentrated on the one attached to her ankles – ratcheting it up quickly to “10” to make her hump her hips like she was trying to fuck an imaginary lover. She jerked, twitched and heaved up and down. 

	This made her whole body flush a deep red. Her hips humped up and down like a jackhammer - her full, sweaty ass cheeks smacked the table and made a wet “slapping” sound each time. He went from her nipples to her clitoris, her asshole, and then to her ankles. The Spanish Mama, bound like a butterfly to a board, screamed like a lunatic whenever he turned it up to “10”. 

	“OHHHHH......PLEASE............PLEASE......PLEASE......PLEASE.....STOP.....STOP......STOP,” she begged.

	Abidi switched on the pulse override to change what she was feeling; to shock her in a different way. Trying to break her. Then he would turn off the juice completely to let her catch her breath. Finally, he was ready to blow her up and switched all four circuits AT THE SAME TIME. He had it set at “5” and then he began turning it up....to “6” and up and up until finally they were at “9” – all of them. 

	Perla was babbling like an idiot. Her tits flew around on her chest as she thrashed in her bonds – the nipples had swelled up to the size of strawberries. Her buttocks clenched tight on the anal pad. Her clitoris had swollen to the size of her pinky tip. It was so engorged it had turned purple.

	She gave a gargled scream and then lost consciousness. She’d passed out. Abidi flipped the machine off. When she woke up, she was a mess. Her nose was running. Tears flooded her eyes and she was wet everywhere from drooling. Abidi asked her if she was ready to confess. 

	When she didn’t answer him, he went back to shocking her. He gave permission to proceed to Younis to jerk the boy off. He grabbed Benito’s penis and jerking it very slowly for a few strokes and then fast soon made the boy ejaculate as he watched his Mama undergoing electro-torture.

	When the boy came, Abidi switched off the machine for good. Perla was untied and lay there quite a while. Eventually, he made her get up. That’s when she lost control of her bladder. When she stood up, she grabbed her lower belly, groaned and began to urinate uncontrollably. 

	She pissed and pissed. It splashed all over the floor. After that, she felt cramps, letting her know she was going to have an involuntarily bowel movement. The pressure became very strong and then there was nothing she could do to hold it in.

	Abidi told Benito, “watch this boy. Mama is going to shit herself.” 

	Perla half-squatted, her hands on her knees, and defecated. Her feces landed wet and smelly on the wet concrete. This was another terrible humiliation. The shocks pushed her over the edge. They had to hose the floor down to clean up all the mess. 

	Perla had clenched her muscles so hard when she was shocked that her thighs, buttocks and back ached, and she was exhausted. She wasn’t sure that if Abidi worked her over anymore, she could take it. He pushed her into a chair and she slumped there, exhausted. Abidi, a paper in hand, approached her.

	He said, “sign this.”

	She wouldn’t sign it. Abidi considered that she might be telling the truth. But he decided that he would work on her another day. He had them take hose her down, get her dressed and then he left. 

	Chapter 5

	Confinement House

	Younis and the other two took mother and son to a “confinement house” on the other side of the city. There Perla and Benito would spend the night. Younis kept them separated in the car on the way over. The boy in the front seat and she in the back. The city was getting dark; it was almost night-time. 

	The beat up old Citroen sped past the most familiar parts of the city to the old quarter. Perla felt dreadful. She worried where they were going and what would happen to them next. They wouldn’t let them talk, so the drive was even more stressful. Perla was exhausted, sore and hungry. So was Benito. He had spent most of the afternoon in bondage. His muscles ached.

	When they arrived, Younis hustled them out and into a house. The streets were dirt, not paved and it seemed this part of the city was lit by candles, not electricity. Once inside she could see that the furnishings were sparse and the place was a musty mess. It looked like soldiers had bivouacked there. Abidi was already there.

	“Get them something to eat. Keep them separate. Put her in the small room in the back. Keep him down here,” he said to Younis in Arabic.

	The three men got busy. Within the hour, the pair were fed (couscous, nuts, and apricots) and allowed to wash. They let her clean herself in a dirty bathroom on the ground floor. And the boy was allowed to use the room to relieve himself and wash up. Perla didn’t have to pee or defecate. She was empty from what they’d done to her.

	But then it was time for bed and Abidi had a plan, which he now sprang on them. Wanting to add to their humiliation and stress, he made her strip down to her bra and panties and locked them in a tiny room. There was a single bed, with a dirty mattress and pillows, no sheets or covers. The room was barely 2 meters by 3 meters. The bed was only 1 meter wide. He gave them a wooden bucket to urinate and defecate in.

	And then he locked them in for the night. Mother and son would have to sleep on that narrow bed together. At first, they didn’t talk much. She just comforted him. He wanted to talk about what happened and what she thought might happen, but Perla didn’t want to relive it. She was in turmoil about what they were still facing. Eventually she laid down. She wanted to fall asleep. 

	He was wide awake. The night was uncomfortable for both. She didn’t want him to get too close, not after he’d had two orgasms watching her sexual abuse. She was afraid that he would get an erection lying next to her, and she wasn’t ready for that. Benito had been embarrassed by his body’s reactions too. He too felt shame.

	But with no bed covers, and the cold Moroccan night, they had to rely on each other for warmth. And so they did end up uncomfortably close together with all the mental strain proximity produced. It didn’t help Perla that Benito’s erection pressed against her on and off during the night. And using the bucket became a huge embarrassment in the tight confines of the tiny room. The sights, sounds and the smells when they had to “go” were another violation of their dignity and privacy. Neither got a great night’s sleep. 

	The night spent lying next to her son had only made things worse for Perla. Both mother and son had not been the comfort they should have been to one another. The ordeal had created tensions between them that were psychologically difficult for both of them to deal with. And it promised to get worse.

	And the morning came all too soon. At 7am, Abidi had Younis rouse them and bring them down the first floor. Two more assistants were present. All together, there were now six men on the detail. They were in shirtsleeves, rolled up to the elbow. Four wore “shades”. Only Abidi and Younis did not.

	“Did you sleep well, Consuela,” Abidi asked her?

	Perla didn’t say anything. Then she asked, “have you contacted our embassy?”

	“Many things are in motion, but for all your government cares, you’re a non-person. The passport we found on you has been reported stolen. We sent a wire to your embassy that it was stolen by you - Consuela Calvo Aragon. And our people have filed a claim on behalf of Perla Lopez Garcia, who may or may not be in Seville. In the meantime, you are still under my care,” he chuckled.

	And today, I have more men at my disposal to “entertain” you. Have you met my staff? You know Number One, Two and Three. I have two more here today: Number Four and Five. Say hello men....”

	Two husky, dark complexioned young men grinned at her. One had gold teeth.

	“Would you like to see what I have in store for you today? Or are you ready to confess?”

	“MOTHER OF GOD......NO MORE....PLEASE.”

	Frightened now that no one knew where they were; that they had dropped between the cracks and having Abidi threaten them again - all this got to Perla. Her emotions were at the ragged edge. She became agitated, and tried to struggle in the grasp of the two men who came over to take charge of her.

	“Get your hands off me.”

	“Bring her to the PLAYROOM,” Abidi said to Younis. Perla had already begun sweating, and the sun wasn’t very high in the sky yet. She whispered to Benito over her shoulder, “courage baby.”

	Hustled down the hall, the two were steered into a large room, maybe 4.5 meters by 6 meters in size. This would have been the dining area - just off a kitchen. There was cheap linoleum on the floor. It looked like there was a pattern, but the floor was dirty and you couldn’t tell where the pattern ended and the dirt began. A big rectangular table with several chairs up against the far wall by the window (covered with butcher paper and masking tape). 

	There was a heavier wooden chair with straps for the wrists and ankles that guarded the entrance to the kitchen. Catching both their eyes was a heavy post with hooks mounted at various heights. And a ceiling pulley with rope - the whole business attached to a heavy hook in the central beam. On the left was a wooden horse with a sharp edge sitting up against the wall. But most prominent device in the room was right in the center - a doctor’s gynecological table complete with stirrups.

	“Oh, Mother of God......Madre Dios save me,” Perla wailed as she looked around and saw what fate had prepared for her. She raised her eyes to heaven and clasped her hands to her bosom as if in prayer.

	“Strap the boy in the chair,” Abidi said to Younis in Arabic.

	When Numbers Four and Five began took hold of him, Benito began flailing about wildly and Perla tried to intervene, but these men were too strong and just overpowered him. Benito was not that big. Younis grabbed Perla and held her back. She began wailing and crying.....

	“Stop it, we haven’t done anything to you yet, whore,” he said to her.

	“You know what I want Consuela. Confess and you’ll avoid what I’m going to do to you today. Take a look around and tell me what you want,” he asked again?

	Perla looked over at the gynecological table and then she gaped at assistant Number Two coming out of the kitchen holding the “box” from yesterday. He had already lined up two cattle prods, a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, and a pair of pliers, a thin rattan cane and the paddle from yesterday. 

	She gulped and said, “Will you let my son go. Please.....he doesn’t have anything to do with this. Please.”

	“And let him miss all the fun? Don’t be ridiculous, Consuela. Just tell me that’s who you are and you’ll dodge the bullet, as they say. If not, it’s show-time. Well?”

	She looked over to where they were pulling down Benito’s pants. She could see he was terribly humiliated. What straight teenage boy wants to be stripped by strange older men in front of his mother? She bit her lip as they strapped him into the chair. Then she looked at Abidi.

	“What will happen to me if I say I’m Consuela?”

	“Well, you can look forward to helping our government deal with the terrorist problem. Wouldn’t that be a worthy thing?”

	“But I’ll end up in prison, won’t I?”

	“I can’t say for sure.”

	Perla knew he was lying. If she admitted she was Consuela, her life was over. She knew that; and couldn’t do it. She resolved to hold out. Somehow her embassy.....her government.....someone responsible here in Morocco would come and free her. So she gritted her teeth and said, “No.”

	“OK. You know what to expect. If you don’t want me to hook the boy up to the machine. And you know I’d really like to do that. I know how to make his penis spurt over and over again with the machine. I’d hook it up to the head of his prick and his asshole, and one on his balls. Would you like to see that?”

	His sick sadistic character was showing; just the way he ran down the details of what he’d do to her son put his true self on display. Real sick. He frightened her to no end.

	“So, if you want to see him spared, you do a strip-tease for us again.”

	It was just as hard for her this time as yesterday. Without another word, she took off her bra and then her panties. She was already barefooted. She hung her head in shame when she was naked. They got around her in a circle. She had to go from man to man again. 

	Hands were everywhere on her - grabbing her tits - squeezing them - rolling the nipples - pinching and pulling on them - slapping her butt - .grabbing her pussy - insinuating their fingers into her crack, front and back. They called her names as soon as she started showing signs of arousal again.

	When her nipples got erect, they made sure the boy saw. When her pussy got wet, the same. Then Abidi roughly bent her forward, making her sweaty hair and her tits hang down. He kicked her feet apart. Younis grabbed a hank of her hair - here was a man holding her by each shoulder as Abidi worked his fingers into her pussy – first one, then two and finally a third finger. 

	Abidi wiggled his fingers all around her hot, wet hole, seeking the “urethral sponge”. When he found it, he pressed and rubbed it and soon made her pussy spasm and squirt juice; this lit a fire in Benito’s loins and his penis began jerk and swell.

	“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh.......oh....OH.......OH.......OH......OH....GOD,” she groaned as she came.

	Abidi stuck his chin out to point at the boy - then grinned at Younis. Perla slumped in their grasp after cumming, but Abidi and Younis hauled her up to make her stand on a small round wood pedestal. Abidi tied her wrists together and strung her up, hands over head, using the ceiling pulley. He left enough slack in the rope so she would be able to move. Numbers Two and Three went over to the table to fetch a pair of cattle prods.

	“Here’s what I want, Consuela. You shake your ass .......and make your tits jiggle. Hump your hips like there’s a big cock you want up your pussy. And don’t disappoint my men behind you. Numbers Two and Three will be watching your ass – so every once in a while push your ass out and wiggle it - like you’re inviting them to sodomize you....fuck your dirty shit-hole. Got it?”

	“Ohhh,” she groaned.

	Numbers Four and Five shoved Benito in his chair across the linoleum so that he was facing his mother. On the pedestal, her pussy was about the same level as his head. Younis put on a tape and a Berber melody began playing: lutes, flutes, a drum....belly dancing music.

	“Dance slut,” yelled Abidi above the music.

	Perla began to do a very gentle “bump and grind” - not very erotic; it was just enough to placate her tormentors. That’s when Number Two struck. He jabbed her right buttock and pressed the button the prod. Jolted by the current, she began to hump and roll her hips. 

	It left a “bite” mark: two red dots on her dimpled cheek. Younis began clapping his hands to encourage her to get into it. Benito watched like a deer in the headlights. He had never seen this side to his mother. He wondered if Abidi could bring out things in people that weren’t true...

	“Shake your tits,” whore, Abidi barked at her.

	When she didn’t respond with enough enthusiasm, assistant Number Three, his eyes full of lust and cruelty stepped forward and switched his prod on. He jabbed her right cheek and then pressed the tip into the dark crack between her buttocks and the shocks were so sudden and intense, that Perla humped, making everyone, except Benito, laugh. So he did it again – down lower. Each time he jabbed her with the prod, it left two little red spots.

	His partner joined. He used the tip of his prod all along her dark crack repeatedly, and now Perla was a woman possessed. She began humping – doing a “bump and grind” and shaking her tits like her life depended on it. She remembered to push her ass out and wiggle it. 

	Very erotic; it seemed like she was spreading her ass cheeks for an anal fuck. Soon, her ass was scored in a dozen places from the cruel tips of the prod. Her legs buckled, her cheeks quivered and the red marks gave way to swollen welts on her ass cheeks, leaving her stippled with cruel reminders of the game.

	At the end, she sagged in her restraints, weeping softly. Her ass was covered with red welts all over her buttocks. Her crack was stippled with a dozen pairs of welted marks. She hung in her bonds when Younis turned the music off. Benito had been mesmerized by her performance. His penis was stiffly outlined in his shorts. They had taken control of his mind – making him think about his Mama’s hot sex.

	Abidi asked her again to confess, but to no avail. He yanked her by her thick hair over to the center of the room and forced her down on her knees. He had been looking forward to degrading her. She was made to kneel on the linoleum floor sitting on her calves with her hands behind her head. Abidi unzipped and took out his cock and balls. Perla began to cry.

	“Please don’t do this to me. PLEASE,” she said.

	His lust was obvious: his cock was hard, hot and fully erect. He had olive brown skin that gleamed with perspiration. He held his cock like a tool or a weapon. As she stared like a hypnotized bird, he deliberately wagged the dark purple glans at her, displaying himself. She could see the domed head already shining with the slimy seepage of his growing excitement. 

	He put his hand on his hip in a swaggering gesture. The thick shaft of his circumcised cock reared up - putting the purple helmet right in her face. He grinned, his lips slack and wet with lust as he saw her staring at it. She was thinking to herself, “Oh, God - it’s big”. It was a big one - about 5 centimeters longer and thicker than average. He took her chin and forced her head up.

	He began rubbing the wet tip all over her face getting his pre-cum in little snail trails everywhere. Then, he forced open her mouth… yanked her head around by her hair and enjoyed the feeling of her mouth on his cock. And when she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock over its silky surface; getting it wet and harder, Younis elbowed Number two and chuckled at her sluttish behavior. Soon Abidi had his cock fully in her mouth and he had her sucking on it like a baby….

	It was a struggle to most of his length into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, she gagged. Then Abidi, grabbing her by the hair again, and put one hand under her chin and pulled her head back and forth to make her take more of it…taking all the control away from her. She began drooling. Her mouth got wet and messy and strings of saliva mixed with his pre-cum began were whipped into a frothy mess very quickly.    

	Soon, he was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her. He had a large cock and now he set the pace. With her hot mouth engulfing his most prized possession, his cock reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing in her mouth became a challenge. He forced it into her throat - past the back of her tongue and made her gag repeatedly. 

	She coughed and gagged and he took it out to let her get her breath. Strings of mucus and saliva dripped from her mouth. With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth salivating like mad, she was just a little fuck puppet now. When she caught her breath, Abidi grabbed her hair – yank her head around a little and then holding his cock in one hand.........force her to suck it again. A very cruel game.

	When he went slowly, she could handle it and only gagged a little. But when he began fucking her faster, he made her drool, gag and cough. Her throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue. She struggled to control her “gag” reflex. His excitement by now had gone to the “next level”. 

	He grabbed her head in both hands and just fucked her face. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. She began to feel that she was going to lose it. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks. She was drooling so much, it dripped down to wet her tits.

	She was of two minds: on one hand, it was rough and unpleasant…he was raping her mouth…. and yet she was aroused. It stimulated her to have a man take control and use her for his pleasure. Her “Eros” button was being pushed hard. The more Abidi took control of her, the more aroused she became. Soon her pussy was very wet again and she slobbered pussy juice down the insides of her thighs.

	With both hands on his hips, she tried to hold him back. She banged on him with her balled fists to get him to give her a breather; she was hungry for air. Abidi stopped only for a moment - then resumed reaming her mouth. She tried not to gag, to swipe at her nose, and avoid choking on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth. She couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran down her chin leaving her sloppy and messy like a whore.

	When she gagged, it made her whole body jerk. And then embarrassingly, her body convulsed so strongly she farted. She worried she might wet herself too. His hands got tangled in her hair. This, too, only seemed to inflame him, as he kept pushing his cock all the way to the opening to her throat. Then, something snapped in her and she just went limp like a doll. 

	Soon, with her lips forming a tight seal around his shaft and her tongue on the underside of his penis, his cock went in all the way and his hips did a little jig, his breathing became labored, he began to grunt, and then he rammed it and held it there. Perla gagged as the first spurts of his ejaculation hit the opening to her throat.

	He kept spurting: six or seven big gushes. Semen backed up and shot out of her mouth in a torrent. There was so much. She had to gulp and gulp to swallow the load. She coughed and it was a sloppy cough. His cock popped out and the last spurts slopped on her lips and chin. She moaned as he milked the last bead of semen on her face. He used the tip of his cock to smear cum all over her lips, nose and chin. 

	He made her kiss his cock and then slapped her face with it - finally rubbing the wet tip all over her mouth. She was a mess when he was done. Her eyes were red - saliva and semen was everywhere and her lips swollen. He did not allow her to wipe the mess from her face. He left it there to humiliate her further. 

	She was emotionally spent. Younis released Benito from his bonds and pushed the boy over to her. They pulled down his shorts and embarrassingly, his penis was fully erect and throbbing. He had been on the boil so long...... Perla stared at his penis, so close to her face. 

	She stared, like a hypnotized bird, at the slit and his foreskin partially covering his “helmet”. He stared at his mother’s face - wet and smeared with a nasty mixture of cum and saliva. Abidi grabbed her head and made her open her mouth to take her son’s prick.

	All the men watched him push/pull her head on the boy’s prick. This was a victory for Abidi and his “family time” methods. Making her commit an incestuous act got her that much closer to breaking. It had worked many times in the past. Perla was in a trance now anyway. 

	Younis held the boy with his arms twisted behind his back. Abidi held Perla by the chin and her head and shoved her head so that she took her son’s penis all the way into her mouth – making her gag. And then he pulled her head back, like she was a doll.

	His penis popped out and she coughed – allowing a torrent of thick saliva pour from her mouth. She barely took a breath before Abidi forced her mouth back onto her son’s prick all the way to the root. She gagged and convulsed and as she squeezed and sucked Benito’s penis, it was just what it needed - and he began ejaculating.

	She sucked his prick until the last salty-sweet drop was on her tongue. When he was done cumming, Abidi let go of her. His prick was still hard. She was half sobbing and gasping. She tried to wipe up the mess from her lips and chin.....as Abidi and Number Three strapped Benito to the chair again. This time only by his wrists.....

	“Fuck her mouth,” Abidi said to his men in Arabic.

	The all dropped their trousers and shorts and crowded around her. On her knees, like a back-alley whore, they used her. Abidi stood behind her to shove her head back and forth. Younis started first. He forced his slim circumcised penis into her mouth and then in turn, the others introduced her to their cocks. Number Three hogged her for awhile and quickly shot his load. 

	She was slobbering so much that it dripped down his penis and began to drop. He pulled out as he was ejaculating and sprayed her face. The hot streams splashed on her lips, nose, cheeks and chin. Soon, Number Four took control – he held his brown cock in the one hand and grabbed onto her a hank of her hair with the other; and just face-fucked her. Abidi pushed on the back of her head to make her take even more.

	This made her gag, but when he came, he just kept reaming her mouth methodically and you only knew he’d cum by the fluffy cloud of cum that appeared on his cock and her lips as he stroked in and out of her mouth, like a machine. It began to dribble down to her chin. When he was done and shaking the drops off on her face and hair, Number Five’s hard cock quickly appeared just above her face. He and Mama locked eyes and Perla turned away when she saw the look on his face.

	He stared wide-eyed - seeing his Mama suck cock. There was a huge, obscene glob of semen on the left side of her face. Strands of her hair were embedded in it. More semen ran in thin rivulets down her sweaty neck. Abidi had made her look like a cheap back alley whore. He brought out a mirror and shoved it in front of her face to make her look at herself.

	“Look at yourself – you’re a sloppy whore,” Abidi said to her.

	What happened had really messed with Benito’s mind. He watched as semen flooded her mouth, making her groan and sob. Smaller spurts grazed her upper lip when a cock pulled out and drops were shaken off on her hair and face. Younis barely got his cock in her mouth before he began spurting like a fountain. 

	Some of the pearl jam ended up on her tongue, some covered her nose. She half moaned and sobbed as they gang-raped her mouth and used her like a cum dump. She was wet on her hair, face, neck and tits. Abidi reached around and smeared the cum all over her face; wiping up the excess to deposit it in her mouth. 

	He rubbed it all over her mouth and onto her tongue. She gagged like she was going to throw up. He barked something in Arabic and Number Two and Four took a position in front of her. They held their cocks like they were getting ready to piss. And then they did. They aimed their streams at Perla’s mouth. Abidi kept her mouth open with two fingers and as her mouth filled, it poured out and down to run down her chin and wet her tits and belly. She had to swallow some of it and after she did, she groaned and sobbed.

	Then Younis needed to piss and he treated her to face-washing. Abidi held her head tilted back as Younis hosed her from her nose and mouth to her tits, making her sputter, gag and cough. When he was done, he shook his cock so the remaining drops of urine landed on her. Abidi let go of her then. She coughed at the taste of piss. Abidi and Younis also spit on her. 

	Perla felt she was going to vomit. She tried to control her gag reflex but it was too much and she threw up. Wet with semen, saliva and urine everywhere, Abidi made her stand for inspection. Perla wiped her eyes so she could see. He and Younis made her face her son. She felt totally degraded. It was torture for both of them to see her in such a state. 

	“UUUhhhhhhhh.....oh...ohhhhhhh....oh,” she groaned.

	Abidi got her file folder – the one he showed her yesterday - came over and held it up in front of Benito. He pulled out a photo.

	“Look at this, son. This is from her file. It’s a picture of your Mama taking a big, black cock. See it? Maybe you don’t know your Mama.”

	Younis had taken a photo of Perla yesterday when she was bent over with her legs spread and “photo-shopped” a picture that had her taking a big, black dick. It was a pretty convincing piece of work. Abidi flashed it at Benito, not giving him time to study it, but showing him enough to plant a dark seed in his mind. That she really was a puta. 

	And insinuating the thought into the boy’s mind that maybe his mother was really Consuela. He wanted to corrupt the boy and turn him. All of this was part of his plan to mentally torture Perla and break her. If he was successful in warping the boy, he would have another trump card to break her.

	Snapping the folder shut, he turned on his heel and barked in Arabic to Younis, “fuck the bitch.”

	They bent Perla over the table and kicked her legs open. They pushed Benito right beside the table so he could see. Abidi, wearing just a “wife-beater” undershirt, went first. Holding his erection in one hand, he approached Perla as if he were an executioner. He rubbed the tip all over her pussy – spreading her labia.....slapping it up against her clit until he made her whimper and moan. 

	Only then did he push his cock into her sexhole. He worked it in....enjoying the feeling of conquest and pleasure as he filled and stretched her, and then began to thrust slowly at first - and then faster and harder. When he got it inside her to the root, penis touched something very deep inside. Perla felt him stretching and then thumping a sensitive spot at the bottom of her vagina. The more he did that the more the feelings went up to her stomach and down her legs.

	It was a shameful thing, but she found that she could not control herself. She began rolling her hips and pushing back against him. Soon, she began to grunt in time to his forceful thrusting....then groaning and finally crying out as she came. Benito was amazed. It seemed like Mama was enjoying her fuck. When Abidi pulled out, Benito could see a river of semen gushing from her hole to drip down to the dirty linoleum.

	Then Younis raped her. He was quick and jerky like a rabbit. He added his cum to her already messy sex-hole. Then, after him, Number Two violated her. Before he was done, Perla was lifted and placed on the table face up, her buttocks at the edge. Her legs roughly pushed open so she was spread before them like a banquet. Her sex was glistening and wet in the morning light. It looked like she was inviting all of them to rape her.

	A mouth was on her tits sucking and biting. Number two finished inside her and Number Three entered her. He was almost as big as Abidi and began to thrust heavily in and out, climaxing after a few strokes. Number Four took his place. There were hands everywhere on her, feeling her up, pinching, and probing.

	There were fingers in her rectum. They had Benito’s chair so close to the table that he could see, hear and smell everything they were doing to her. The sex smell was overpowering. The sensations were too much for her and she came again. The first time with Abidi and then with Number Three who sexed her very hard and deep. Perla was very “vocal”. Her cries and moans left no doubt, as to what she was feeling. Her vagina became open and sloppy with semen. Some took longer; some came quickly as they stretched and filled her over and over again.

	Finally, she was turned over, so she was face down on the table. This gave her breasts a rest. They had been grabbing, squeezing, pinching and biting them and her tits were sore. Abidi turned her face so that she was looking at her son. They started to use her rectum. This was an even worse degradation. They got a dollop of white cooking grease from a can and used it to lubricate her anus and rectum. 

	Some of them spit saliva on her anus too. Perla had never had anal sex before. But this did not stop them. They each took a turn sodomizing her, as the others stood around laughing and joking. Some, like Number Three got it so deep that Perla thought it would come out her mouth.

	She was sweating like a pig and held onto the table as they pounded her. There was nothing she could do to prevent her rectum from being violated. The two with bigger penises made it hurt. After cumming in her rectum, each man grabbed her by the hair and made her suck his slimy cock clean. When they were done raping her anally - her shithole was open like an “O” and slack as a toothless mouth.

	There was a nasty, sloppy, cream colored lather all around her shit-hole from the grease they used, saliva, semen and her anal mucus. Abidi gave her a smack to make her look at Benito. His penis was standing up again pointing to the ceiling. It was a picture that would be seared into her brain forever. Abidi bent down and told the boy he was going to be next to fuck his mother. When Abidi snapped his fingers, Younis released Benito.

	The two pushed him over to his mother. They had pulled her off the table. She lay face down on the table with her feet on the floor. They kicked her legs open for Benito to fuck her from behind. They got the boy, with his pants around his ankles, between her legs. She was a smelly, sloppy mess, but the sight of her sucking and fucking had driven him over the edge. 

	Benito was not in his right mind, and under other circumstances would never have done what he did now, but when the tip of his straining prick found her well-buttered sex-hole, he thrust forward, entered her and began to hump her frantically. He barely thrust into her a half dozen times before his penis erupted like a firehouse in her soaked, sloppy hole.

	“Ohhhhhhhhhh..........OOOOOHHHHH,” he went as he came.

	Perla, in a semi-trance, realized it was Benito who was cumming in her, but she was emotionally spent and hardly reacted. Inside, she just felt shame and a quiet horror at what Abidi had been able to make both of them do.... 

	When he pulled out, Perla lay there on the table wet with sweat, pussy juice and semen; her legs splayed wide, her stretched vagina and anus drooling and her clitoris swollen; her sore breasts resting in a puddle of semen; the nipples swollen. They laughed at her - pointing to the mess dripping from between her legs. She felt their cruel taunts and mocking like a knife in her. 

	She closed her eyes and tried to withdraw into her mind. Younis and Number Two pushed Benito back into the chair and strapped him to the chair by his wrists again. 

	Pointing to her sloppy pussy and anus, Abidi told Benito, “there’s the proof that Mama’s a slut,” he said pointing to the disgusting mess between her legs.

	“She came like a whore, didn’t she?”

	All of this devastated Perla. She realized this was more damaging to Benito than it was to her. But the thought of confessing was just as hideous. She was paralyzed; caught on the horns of a dilemma. She wanted to say something to her son, but no words came out; and could only look at him forlornly. 

	She was despondent. She had shamed herself and they had turned her son into the torturer’s apprentice. She considered giving in, but spending years in a Moroccan prison drove that thought from her mind. She felt she had to hold out...Abidi came over to her.......

	“Ready to confess? No.....OK....ok.....well, it’s going to get very painful again. String her up again,” he barked in Arabic to the others.

	Younis began issuing orders and Perla was hauled up to stand under the central ceiling beam. They strung her up with her arms over her head again. Abidi had gone into the kitchen to rummage around in the cabinets and drawers. This was where he kept the tools of his trade. He selected a cat ‘o’ nine tailed whip, a small copper knobbed probe, two sizes of glass dildos, a horrible pair of clamps, and two alligator clips. Almost as an afterthought, he picked up a small leather case.

	“You’re not going to like these.”

	“W....what are they,” she groaned her eyes slits as she looked.

	“For your tits.”

	Abidi grabbed one of her tits and squeezed it to get it full of blood. The he shoved it between the clamp. He began screwing it down. There was one for each tit. Made of lacquered wood, they curved where it met her chest and were spring-activated. It hurt some when he released the spring. 

	Then he began turning the wing nut mounted on the outside. As it was turned, it made the clamp compress her tit even more. The more he turned the nut, the tighter the clamp “embraced” her breast. Perla began wincing in pain.

	“Ohshit......oh...God......no......owwww....oohhhh.....OH..oh....OH....OHHH.”

	He kept screwing it down until he had flattened the tit. Her eyes flooded with tears and then she saw him reach for the second clamp.

	“OH.....OH.....MOTHER OF GOD.....no....no....oh....NO.”

	He affixed the clamp to her right tit. Now, with both of them compressing her mammary glands, Perla was in hell. He grabbed the whip and got behind her. He shook the tangled lashes free. Each strand was perhaps a centimeter wide and 90 centimeters long – all mounted on a wooden handle. 

	He didn’t waste any time and reared back with his arm held overhead. He swung the whip with the full weight of his 95 kilos behind it and made the lashes land flush on her buttocks.

	He followed with another down lower. He continued to beat her buttocks and thighs and did not stop until they were criss-crossed with angry hot weals. Her legs buckled, her cheeks quivered… raised welts appeared, and her cheeks quickly turned from pink to red to… crimson. 

	Strong blows on her butt and on the backs of her thighs made the flesh ripple like a water balloon with every blow and produced marks that swelled up raw and painful. Perla struggled to contain her sobs, but the pain was intense. She panted and groaned with each blow, and, bound as she was, it was hard to avoid the steady rain of blows. Her bound tits flopped up and down as she was struck....

	By the 30th blow, she sagged and hung like a sack of potatoes in her bonds, weeping softly. Her ass wasn’t just reddened, it was raw. Dark, purplish-red welts puffed up unevenly all over her thighs and buttocks. After a few more, she finally fainted. Younis shook her awake, so the whipping could continue.

	Poor Benito was beside himself. He had been seduced into fucking his Mama in her mouth and pussy, but seeing her whipped was very hard. And yet, he was getting an erection as the whipping continued. Seeing her clamped tits bouncing up and down and watching her plump orange-peel textured buttocks get a beating.....the sight and the sound of the sadistic whipping got the better of him.

	“I’ll stop beating her...... if you cum,” Abidi told him, with a grin.

	He groaned when he heard that. He felt so helpless and caught up in what was happening. It was emotional torture for him, what they were doing to his mother. He was devastated by what they were doing to her, but he was aroused by almost all of it. Even when they tortured her. 

	Whatever embryonic, sadistic impulses he had were being systematically brought out and fanned to a white hot intensity. As his mother groaned in pain, her teenaged son’s penis became fully erect again.

	Chapter 6

	End Game

	“Are you ready to confess,” Abidi asked her again?

	Perla only groaned.

	“Get her on the table,” he told Younis.

	They strapped her down with her legs in the stirrups so that she was spread open wide. They ratcheted the table so that she was sitting up- her back almost vertical. Abidi talked to her as he took the horrid clamps off her tits.

	“OHhhh......that’s hurts......oh my poor breasts......Oh God, no more....”

	“Yes....if you don’t confess, you’re going to get a lot more. And if you don’t want your baby boy to receive the same, you’ll be a good, dirty whore and do everything I tell you won’t you?”

	“Y....yes....”

	“How old were you when you got fucked for the first time?”

	“Oh....I ....”

	“Don’t want to tell me?”

	“Do you want him to feel what this is like,” Abidi said as he opened the jaws of an alligator clip to put it on her left nipple.

	Two copper coins had been soldered to the jaws and there was an extra strong spring installed. He tweaked her nipple to make it more erect and then he let the jaws close on the tender nubbin. She squirmed and cried out...

	“That hurts doesn’t it? So how old were you?”

	“I ....I....was......15.”

	“Say it louder.....so he can hear,” Abidi said jerking his head in the boy’s direction.

	“I WAS 15.”

	“Did you hear that, son? Your Mama was 15 when she got her first cock.”

	“How often do you play with your pussy?”

	“Oh...ah....”

	He teased her other nipple and got ready to drop the clip’s jaws on the quivering teat. When she hesitated to answer him, he let the jaws close on the nipple, making her wince and cry out. He took the first clip off and then reattached it, making her cry out again.

	“I....I .....do it every day.”

	“Every day....huh? Say, I’m a dirty masturbator....a slut. SAY IT.”

	“I......I’M....A DIRTY MASTURBATOR.......A......SLUT.”

	“You’re a dirty whore, aren’t you?”

	“Y....y....yes.”

	“That’s a good girl. Now unless you are ready to confess, I have something very special for you now. Watch and be afraid,” he said laughing.

	He opened up the leather case and took out a urinary catheter set-up. The thin catheter tube had an inflatable balloon close to the nozzle tip and there was a squeeze bulb to pump the liquid. Abidi said something to Number Two who hustled to get a small pail filled with hot water.

	Abidi peeled Perla’s labia apart to expose the hot pink interior of her pussy. He used a Q-tip to tease her clitoris, noting its condition. He outlined the opening to her pussy, still drooling semen. Then he dipped the Q-tip in a bottle of iodine. He pushed her small lips open with one hand and used the Q-tip to clean her peehole. The iodine stung. 

	He used the disinfectant to torment his victims as to prevent them from getting an infection. He repeated the procedure....making her whimper and moan. It was galling and very unpleasant to have something inserted into her urethra. Perla found it excruciating and irritating.

	Benito could see what he was doing and found he couldn’t take his eyes off what the older man was doing between his mother’s legs. Abidi then went to work inserting the catheter into her piss-tube. He worked it in and then pushed it up slowly....all the way into her bladder. He wormed it in and then when he felt he had the right angle, he pushed, making the 40 year old Spanish mother groan in anguish.

	“OH....shit....oh God....”

	“Wait....it gets worse.....”

	“OH...GOD.”

	When he reached the sphincter guarding her bladder, he felt resistance, but pushed harder and it popped inside. Perla yelped when the tip parted the sphincter to complete the intrusion into her most private orifice. Then Abidi took the bulb in hand. He began inflating the balloon so that the catheter would not come out. Each squeeze made the balloon grow inside her. 

	This also felt awful to Perla. Her face muscles twitched every time he squeezed the bulb. When he had inflated it fully, he put the other end of the tube into the pail. He twisted a knob at the base of the bulb to allow water to be pumped.

	Then he began filling her. At first, it didn’t feel too bad. But as the water filled her bladder, it began to activate all the stretch receptors. Perla’s bladder would hold about 530 milliliters of urine. At 150 milliliters, she felt like she had to pee. As he kept filling her, her bladder, start to contract rhythmically.....to pulse with the need to piss. Soon, the feeling became agonizing. She began squealing with the growing discomfort.

	When he had filled her to capacity, Perla was writhing in her bonds. She was in misery. Her bladder had never been this full. He sadistically clamped the tube, effectively condemning her to feel the painful urge to urinate and not be able to void her swollen bladder.

	“You just hold that. I’ll let you know when you can piss.”

	She groaned as he got a funnel.

	“Get me some water.”

	Younis and Number Three held her head back and Abidi forced the funnel into her mouth. Abidi used a small pitcher to pour water into the funnel. Younis had pinched her nostrils shut, so in order to breathe, Perla had to drink the water. He kept pouring and she tried to resist, but had no choice. She had to gulp the water down. 

	Abidi emptied one pitcher, containing about a liter down her throat. She could not talk, but could only whimper at this new violation. When she felt like she was going to suffocate, she writhed violently in her bonds, but couldn’t do much; they had bound her well. She would scream in her throat and with her nostrils closed, the sound of her terror and suffering was muffled.

	This was a very cruel torture. It stimulated the gag reflex and the fear of being drowned or suffocated. And soon, the amount of water she was being forced to ingest became a torment. It was a violent intrusion into the very depths of her being. Abidi kept refilling the pitcher. Soon, he’d made her swallow 3 liters and he wasn’t done.

	He refilled the pitcher a fourth time and continued the terrible filling of her belly. Younis patted her stomach and said something to Number Three who laughed. Her tummy had swollen up; she looked like she was pregnant.

	Abidi kept pouring the water into the funnel. Her body would go rigid as she struggled to accept what was in the funnel. She was poised between swallowing and being overwhelmed by the feeling that she would suffocate; that the water would choke her to death. After swallowing, she had to fight the urge to vomit. 

	Her body wanted desperately to get rid of the water. But he paced how fast he filled her and soon she had absorbed a full four liters. Then he stopped. The agony in her stomach would provide for her continuing discomfort; and this of course was added to the extreme discomfort she felt from her hyper swollen bladder.

	She felt like a water balloon. She had an inflated balloon in her bladder with more than a half-liter of warm water distending her there. Abidi leaned in and put his hand on her grossly bloated lower belly. Perla moaned like a sick calf. Younis cranked the table down so that she was on a shallower angle. Abidi produced a length of rubber hose and showed it to her.

	“Now that you’re tight as a drum - I’m going to beat you.”

	He brought the hose down on her lower abdomen. The feeling of the concussive pressure was agonizing. Perla groaned like she was being broken on the wheel. He grinned sadistically each time he hit her. It made a sick, dull thud that resounded thru the room. Crying and screaming, Perla was in hell. She began babbling like she was demented. Benito struggled in his bonds. He couldn’t do anything, but pull against the straps. 

	He wanted to cum to get Abidi to stop hurting her. But he needed someone to touch his penis....to jerk it a few times and he’d cum. Her moans, her wriggling and her grossly swollen belly had gotten him hot again. They were a sadomasochistic turn on. Abidi had introduced him to the most virulent pornography: the porn of bondage and torture.

	Benito, his sexuality still in the process of developing, found it disturbing, yet arousing. His corruption was almost complete. He had been encouraged - no - trained to cum watching his mother subjected to rape and torture. He had intercourse with her himself. His corruption would be total and complete if and when he became the torturer’s apprentice. If Abidi got him to participate in the actual tortures inflicted on his mother.

	Abidi stopped beating her and after a moment went and got the glass dildos. They were concave in shape with a knob on one end simulating a penis. One was about 50% larger. They each had copper strips embedded on opposite sides of the concave shaft. There was a place to plug a jack on the bottom.

	“OHHH...PLEASE.....OH....IT HURTS....it hurts....oh god.....OH...ohhhh.”

	Perla was wet in her pussy and her anus was still greasy, so Abidi had no problem shoving the bigger one in her vagina and working the smaller one into her rectum. Younis brought over the “box”, the electro-shock machine, set it up on a pull-out shelf on the front of the gynecological table and plugged it into the wall. When Perla saw the box, she began sobbing like a little girl. 

	Abidi ignored her and concentrated on attaching a pad to each ankle again. He hooked up wires to the alligator clips on her nipples, to the jacks on each of the glass dildos and the pads on her ankles. Satisfied, he switched on the circuit to her nipples and studied the dials. Younis tilted the back of the table so that she was sitting up again. This position put more pressure on her engorged belly and swollen bladder.

	“Going to tell me your real name?”

	“OH...........GOD....NOOoooooooooooooo.”

	He began to shock her nipples. He set it on the pulsing cycle and only turned it up to “3”. He watched her breasts twitch and jerk up and down as the current coursed thru them.

	“OHHHHHH.....OH...OH......OHHHH.”

	Then he switched on the ankle circuit and turned it up slowly to “4”. He watched Perla’s reaction and when he had her squirming and arching up just a little, he stopped. Next, the vaginal and the anal probes. The concave design and current applied to the opposing copper strips would allow them to move IN and OUT when the pulsing current was applied. Inside a greased/wet hole, the current would make them “fuck” the victim. They would go in and out – in and out – over and over again in tandem.

	The vaginal one would penetrate a full 18 centimeters and the anal probe would fill her to a depth of 16 centimeters. Abidi switched it on and turned it up carefully until he had them going in and out – in and out - reaming her out good. Feeling her vaginal sheath and her rectum being stretched and filled rhythmically, Perla moaned. Her nipples stayed hard and kept twitching with the current. And the machine sent current up her legs into her womb and all through her pelvis.

	Perla thought she would lose her mind. The agony of the water in her belly and bladder was overwhelming; it kept demanding her attention. But now her sex, subjected to pain and pleasure, overloaded her nervous system like an electrical outlet with too many plugs. Abidi unclipped the catheter and deflated the balloon inside her bladder. He pulled it out and then went back to the machine. He began turning up the juice to her ankles.

	Soon, Perla began to get more vocal. And then the deluge started. Her piss tube flared open and she began pissing like a racehorse - a hot yellow stream a good two feet. It splattered on the linoleum and began forming a smelly puddle. The flood of urine made her crotch, ass and thighs wet and with all the current wired up to her body, it allowed the electricity to spread. And, as she kept pissing, Perla began to feel the telltale buildup of a hot tickle in her clitoris and pussy that told her would be cumming soon.

	The dildos went in and out – a mindless fucking machine and coupled with the stimulation she was receiving in her nipples and womb, Perla was being pushed over the edge.....She was providing a hot sight. Her whole body seemed to be humming in response to the current: writhing and wiggling; her breasts bouncing and twitching in time to the current; her nipples, swollen and almost purple.

	Her hips humped up and down as much as her spread legged position would allow; her pussy “juiced” heavily; her pussy slime running down her ass crack to wet her anus stretched tightly, like a brown rubber band around the glass dildo – also going in and out....in and out....in and out.

	Benito began to whine like a tied puppy. His balls were aching and he wanted.....needed to cum. He was half-crying and whimpering and moaning. The men looked over at him with pity. Abidi would let him cum again....when he was ready to.

	In the meantime, he was fiddling with the machine’s knobs. He turned up the juice to her ankles and cranked the “pulse” override up almost to the maximum position. There was an immediate reaction from Perla. She seemed to come up against the straps holding her with all her bodily strength. 

	Her eyes bulged, slobber ran from her mouth.....she was now so covered in beads of sweat it looked like she had just stepped out of the shower – and as they all watched, she began to spurt juice from her urethra. G-spot girl cum from the glands and fleshy sponges in her womanly parts. And she began to utter an unbelievable chorus of grunts, squeals, cries, groans and shrieks like she’d never done.

	Younis began clapping his hands as if he were giving her a musical accompaniment to her orgasm. And it was a super hard cum. She was cumming continuously after the first one.....and now the multiple orgasms just kept cumming. She would strain as if she were taking a shit and then her body would thrust itself against the straps, her head would whip back and forth making her sweaty hair fly about - and she would begin to yell - and that’s when the deluge came.....eight or nine hot spurts - shooting from her pussy like a cut artery...

	“OH.......GOD.......OH JESUS.......MOTHER OF GOD....MARY......OH MOMMY.....HELPME......HELPME....OOOOhhhhhh......arrrrhhh.....oooooowwwww....ohmygod......OHSHIT..........oooooOOOOOOOHHHHHH.....AAAHHHH...OOHHHH....OH...OH...OHGOD....I’M CUMMMMMMING.”

	Abidi turned the juice to her ankles down a notch and let her fill her tank and build up steam for the next explosion. When he turned it up again......her kidneys had processed some of the water she had been forced to swallow and now her bladder was half-full.....this time she spurted pussy juice and then piss. And nearly passed out when it was over. Abidi turned it down again.......Then he decided to take make her “ride the lightning”. 

	Take her for the “big ride”. These were the terms he used with his men. They nodded knowingly. They had seen victims howling as they “rode the lightning” and took the “big ride”. He told Younis to let the boy up.

	And he said, “get him jerking off on his Mama. Give her a facial”. 

	Abidi began playing with the knobs, watching the dials.....experimenting with the combination to produce a knock-out experience for Perla. When it ARRIVED.... her pussy spurted so much juice that some of it hit Benito as he was jerking off and after most of her “fountain” had subsided, he was able to bring himself off on her. He made his cum hit her face and neck.

	She passed out and didn’t see him cumming on her. He fell to his knees and was led back to his chair to slump like a rag doll. Abidi cut off the juice after she came and passed out.. She was unconscious and she couldn’t feel anything in that condition. He and the boys sat down to have a cigarette, some tea and chat. They waited for her to come around. In the meantime, Number Five got the job of pulling the contacts off her, taking the dildos out of her pussy and asshole and unbuckling the straps binding her wrists, ankles and thighs.

	When she woke up, she was “out of it”. She clutched at her belly. She was still bloated - her body was still processing all the water she’d been forced to ingest earlier. Her muscles screamed from being in bondage so long. Her crotch was a mess: fat, swollen labia ...... inflamed, puffed-up purple inner lips.....her comically engorged, reddish-purple clit still protruded ......you could see into her sex-hole....it looked like a dark hole, sticky with fluids.....her anus was a distended, bloated, sore ring, still slightly open.

	Her breasts were still engorged with the areolas looking like burnt brown pancakes - seemingly twice their normally large size. Her nipples were puffy; they had blown up to the size of unshelled cashews with the color and texture of raisins.

	She dripped with sweat and was caked with semen. The Spanish mother smelled of sex and the latrine. Her hair was a knotted, disheveled mess, in wet strands all over her face - sticky with sweat and sperm. Abidi had really put her thru the ringer. He was beginning to think that she might not be Consuela. It had happened before; but he was one to not worry about such things. Abidi had his marching orders. And the work was such fun. He would work Perla over a little more.....

	He had them hang her from the ceiling again. This time, her ankles were secured to ring bolts in the floor, spreading her legs some. Perla rested her head on her bicep and hung there like a slaughtered hog.

	“P....please.....no more....I...I...can’t t...take any ...more,” she croaked.

	“I know.....but it’s so easy for you to stop it. Just tell me you are Consuela,” he said to her as he leaned in close. “You’re tired and I know you want to lie down. Just say, ‘I’m Consuela’.....that’s all.”

	“I.....can’t.....”

	“Younis, the pump dildo.....get it up her ass,” Abidi barked in Arabic to his Number One.

	So this is what they did to her that broke her: They greased up a big, black rubber inflatable dildo and shoved it up her rectum. Then they inflated it as big as it could go. It was soon the size of a big cucumber. Then Abidi put on a pair of rubber gloves and smeared a paste made from hot peppers and chili all over Perla’s pussy - her clitoris - her labia, her piss-hole and finally in and around her vagina.

	The pump dildo hurt and made her groan. The fiery paste made her scream and thrash about like an eel out of water. Then Abidi lit a cigarette and treated Perla to a series of first-degree burns all over her tits. The cigarette burns were as intense as the electrical shocks. He applied the tip lightly at first. 

	All around her breasts, especially the underside. A touch there, then on the outside, then the top. Closer and closer to the nipples, slowly, very slowly. He used the tip to touch her and then dragged the glowing tip towards her nipple. Then, he concentrated on the aureoles. It took a long time to cover them with burns.

	She began screaming, “not my nipples....not my nipples.”

	Finally, he worked on the nipples themselves, just a touch, and then a longer one: one second.... two seconds. She passed out twice and had to be revived so he could continue the torture. He used the tip right on her nipples, and this is what broke her. She began screaming and screaming and finally begging him ....saying she was ‘Consuela’.....she cried out over and over again that she was ‘Consuela Calvo Aragon’.

	Benito was forced to watch this final episode. Shamefully, he had gotten another erection as Abidi tortured her with the cigarette. Younis told him that if he came, it would end. He strained in his bonds trying to contort his body so that he could rub his penis up against something and cum. His mind torn between his desire to find release from the NEED to cum and gain release for his Mama from the horrible things that Abidi was doing to her. Younis jerked him off one last time.

	In the end, Perla was not seriously injured or permanently scarred. Emotionally....YES, she would require counseling for years to come. So would Benito. Both mother and son would be affected by what transpired in those two hellish rooms for the remainder of their lives.  Perla would have to deal with the trauma of torture as well as the nightmare of arousal her cruel treatment had produced. Her own sexuality was deformed by the experience in ways that would take years to unravel.

	Benito was even more traumatized. His sexuality, still in the process of formation, had been twisted into a dark place. He would find his greatest pleasure in bondage, discipline, and sadistic/masochistic pornography.  Perla and Benito were released a few days later. Even though she had “confessed”, another report from the field cleared her and she and Benito were set free. They had been thru a terrible ordeal.

	Chapter 7

	What Benito told his Therapist

	“They took Mama to a room. The brought me there. They handcuffed me to a chair – right next to her. Then they started making her take off her clothes and stuff. I could see everything. I could see how afraid she was and I could see how ashamed she was too.

	I was so shocked. My heart began to beat like crazy. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. I was sweating. I had never seen Mama in a situation like that. They told me I had to watch everything. They started doing really bad things to her - really bad things.

	They kept saying to me, ‘you’re getting excited seeing your Mama like this, right? If you cum, we will stop.’

	I did get hard. I got excited when they played with her. I could not help myself. I was real scared for her, but I got excited too. I don’t understand it. 

	The next day, they took us to a house. It was worse there. What they did to her there, it was unbelievable. They made me have sex with her. I feel bad now – very bad for how I reacted. They tortured her again. They did things to Mama, I still cannot believe. 

	She saw my shame - and I saw hers. Ever since that day, it has been hard for me to get the pictures out of my head. All the things I saw. I have all these things in my head. I get excited thinking about it. I admit it. And sometimes I jerk off thinking about it. I can’t seem to control it. But I’m trying. I just feel real bad about it.”
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	Abducted and Raped

	When Katanga broke away from the Congo, many Europeans were caught up in the war. In a small village, the priest and the nuns at a Catholic church fled fearing the violence. Sister Suzanne stayed behind and, in the confusion, got stranded.  There were few white people left. Most had fled before the UN troops arrived. That day, in 1960, two Katangan soldiers found Sister Suzanne alone on the road.

	The two soldiers couldn’t believe their good luck. The Belgian nun was young, white and full-figured. The two soldiers, Sergeant Themba and Corporal Muzi, were young and virile. The had not had a woman in weeks. They grabbed and forced her into their jeep.  Suzanne was in shock; one minute she was alone and the next two.... young toughs had her at their mercy. They drove a few miles and then turned off into the bush. Under a baobab tree they parked. Then they began to molest her

	"I’m a nun,” protested Suzanne.

	They made her stand, lean forward with her hands on the jeep; and kicked her feet out to spread her legs.  They pulled off her headpiece, and grabbed at her short hair. Themba frisked her; the other man stood by.  She looked over her shoulder and saw him grinning from ear to ear as he felt up her breasts.  Licking his lips, Themba cupped and squeezed them. Suzanne gasped. He hands slid down to her hips.

	Having a man touch her was deeply humiliating. His hands were soon underneath her habit and he ran them up slowly along the smooth, soft insides of her thighs until he reached her crotch. A moan escaped her lips as he began to feel her pussy through her cotton panties.  She prayed silently he would stop, but he kept feeling her crotch. Even biting her lip didn’t prevent her from moaning.

	The soldiers grinned and elbowed each other at her reaction. They leered at her when they spun her around. That’s when they made her put her hands behind her head and stand at attention. They began talking to each other in their native tongue. One said something and they both laughed. Suzanne cringed - disturbed and frightened by the humiliating molestation.

	Themba made a little humping gesture with his hands and hips, miming fucking and they both laughed.  Suzanne seeing this, blushed deeply.  Suzanne looked at Themba. Her mouth was dry, as she saw the look in his eyes. She knew she was in real trouble. Cruelty just poured from his eyes.

	These two were soldiers in the rebel Katangan army - Moise Tshombe’s forces. National liberation was their public policy, but tribal hatred, torture, killing, theft and rape was what many of them really did for a living. The tall man was Themba and Muzi was the younger, shorter, heavier man. 

	Both wore t-shirts and khaki shorts, carried knives and wore boots. They had gold teeth, smelled of gasoline and hard, male sweat. The bottom line - they were men who had been too long in the bush. And what they were hungry for was pussy. They told Suzanne to ‘strip’. 

	She took a deep breath and began to take off her habit.  As she disrobed, she was overwhelmed by feelings of humiliation. Her experience with men was very limited. Now she saw how much these two men enjoyed her discomfort....how cruel they were.

	The adage… ‘Relax and enjoy it’ flashed thru her mind. But, she worried what they might do to her. She feared they would hurt or even kill her. She slowly unbuttoned and removed the brown, calf-length, long-sleeved habit. The corporal took her clothes from her as she stripped and threw them in the back of the jeep.

	She reached behind to unhook her bra and as she removed it, her breasts bobbed and jiggled. Muzi stared at her teats….the glands were topped with big, brown nipples and because of her fear, were getting puckered and erect.

	Suzanne looked down - saw her nipples sticking out – then looked up to see him grinning at her. Themba made a motion with his hand for her to finish. Soon, she was only protected by her white cotton panties.  When she pulled them down and handed them to the corporal, he examined the crotch. 

	Suzanne blushed furiously down to her breasts. She tried to cover her them with her hand and her pubic area too, but they made her drop her hands, so she had to stand fully exposed.

	Her flesh was soon covered with goose bumps, even though it was over 100 degrees.  Horrified and humiliated, Suzanne stood there, pale and submissive. Afraid, she knew that basically she would have to accept whatever indignities they wanted to heap on her.

	Suzanne felt butterflies in her stomach as they made her bend over the hood of the jeep and spread her legs. Both soldiers were now fully aroused and engorged. Themba grabbed her buttocks cheeks and obscenely spread them apart. This exposed her cunt and asshole completely. The soldiers enjoyed their power over her, as she closed her eyes in shame.

	She clenched her bottom cheeks, nervously, as he took off his belt. He used it to give her a hard, bare-bottomed whipping. Each blow sounded like a pistol shot. Suzanne clenched and grunted as he laid on five hot, hard ones. She moaned after the last one….feeling the spreading pain. 

	Her body was snow white, so her buttocks, white and soft, turned bright pink - then hot red.... as the blows landed. Suzanne felt the stinging heat radiating thru her loins with each hard blow. She panted and whimpered between blows. Then after Themba gave her five hard ones - one right after the other, she began to sob.

	Some of the blows landed on the “crease”…. where her buttocks and thighs came together. The young nun’s reaction showed that these hurt the most. She clenched and unclenched her cheeks. This aroused Muzi who put his hand on his crotch and squeezed his cock as he watched Themba whip her. 

	Themba gave her three more. He switched hands and then laid on four more….hard ones….fast….one right after the other. Soon the young nun’s buttocks were red and raw, with bumpy weals where the blows had overlapped.

	Then he gave her two more with all the strength in his arm. Suzanne cried out after each one, they were so hard. Her bottom was on fire and she couldn’t stop herself from doing an obscene jig! She writhed and wriggled, trying to relieve the pain.

	Watching her naked, dimpled cheeks dance and hearing her cry out drove Themba into frenzy and he grabbed her by her hair and pulled her head back so she had to look back at him.

	"WE HAVEN’T HAD A WOMAN..... IN A MONTH. WE’RE GONNA FUCK THE SHIT OUT OF YOU - WHITE WOMAN.”

	 

	He and Muzi began feeling her up all over; the two of them ganging up on her. Suzanne hung her head, as they lewdly fondled her buttocks, pussy and tits. They grabbed and squeezed, pinched and pulled -making her cry out.

	Themba ran his fingers thru her pubic hair, stroked and then separated her plump labia - exposing her clitoris. It began to erect and already was as big as a bean. He pushed it this way and that, making her moan. They took turns putting their fingers into her to feel her wetness and tightness. 

	Suzanne bit her knuckle to keep from moaning as they did this. Fear and the pain from the whipping made her vagina wet. Some women get very WET in such circumstances. Suzanne, even though she was a nun, was one of these women. Their fingers came out trailing strings of her secretions….

	“This slut is fucking wet…man….fucking wet!”

	Suzanne was humiliated. Both men together got their fingers inside her - fingering her pussy in the most lewd way. Then Themba worked her pussy while Muzi pulling on her tits like he was milking them.

	Suzanne went, “OH God,” as Themba found her G-spot and began frigging the swelling, bumpy spot. He used two and then three fingers to stretch her. He forced them in and out – reinserting them several times - enjoying the sound and feel of his violation. Then he explored her anus. 

	Suzanne clenched the sphincter when she felt his finger touch her there. She was mortified. He used her pussy juice to lubricate her tight brown hole, so slowly he could get his finger in her anus.

	Suzanne went, “OH….OH…..OH…Oh….uhhhh...aaahhhhh.”

	He wormed his finger around. Suzanne felt so degraded. She then snuck a peek at their crotches. She couldn’t believe the bulges there……they seemed to go down their thighs. ‘Oh my God,’ she thought to herself. Seeing her looking and the reaction it produced, they grinned at her, unzipped their trousers and took out their cocks.  Suzanne’s eyes flew open.....

	She had never seen a grown man’s ERECT cock before. Their organs were uncircumcised, big, coal-black with pinkish-red heads. The foreskins partly covered the heads and the shafts were thick. The two men enjoyed displaying themselves to her. Then, Themba grabbed her by her hair and slapped her face.

	“Do what we tell you…understand?”

	Suzanne swallowed nervously and answered, almost as if she was in a trance, “Y...yes.”

	He hefted his cock in his hand and pulled back the foreskin. Suzanne stared at it – worrying it would hurt her. She was a virgin. She had lost her hymen from the normal things a girl does when she’s young, like bike riding and horseback riding. But at thirty-five, she had never had a cock in her pussy. And as she looked at these men, her reaction was that they were so big. 

	Themba’s cock, now fully erect, was hard and hot and a hell of a lot. He slapped her face again. 

	Enjoying his power over her, mercilessly, he kept beating Suzanne like a dog. Both cheeks soon glowed red, and she became submissive to him.....

	“Beg…... Say fuck me.”

	Suzanne, her face hurting from the slaps, had to say the filthy words……

	“F…f…f.. Fuck me.” 

	The mortifying words spilled out of the nun’s mouth. Defenseless, she had to say other filthy things…totally in their grip now…submissive to whatever they wanted her to do. Being made to say dirty words was as humiliating as anything else that was done to her. 

	Themba got behind her between her thighs. He rubbed the head of his cock all over her hairy pussylips.  Suzanne could smell her wet vagina, in the hot still air, as he worked his cock into her ....slowly stretching her vagina open. She felt sexual feelings for the first time..... in a long time. Themba thrust his hips forward and Suzanne squealed. He worked his cock into her slowly. 

	He pushed it in and then pulled it out, then worked it back in deeper several times. When he had most of it inside her, he began to fuck her. He pounded her easy at first then he just let her have it good and hard. Then he pulled out until only the head was inside her.

	Then he rammed it in as far as it would go.  Suzanne’s right hand came back to paw and hit at his thigh in a useless gesture.

	She protested, “OH GOD….no more…no

	more…..no…..please….oh….uhhhh…oooohhh!”

	She felt totally stretched. It hurt, but the pressure on the front of her vaginal wall had also stimulated the nerves in her G-spot and urethral sponge. Suzanne could feel those sensations and pressure building. She felt herself, despite every effort on her part, getting ready to reach an ORGASM. 

	She kept praying for this NOT TO HAPPEN. She had been fighting feelings like that in her body since she was a novice in the convent. This was a sin for her. She felt overwhelmed. With Themba pounding her, the sensation was like having to sneeze; only the sensation was between her legs. She grunt and groaned and struggled with herself so as not to cum.

	“OH...GOD…..OH….OH….OH….OH…GOD….OH….OH..MY GOD...…OH...GOD…OHHHH…OOOHHH…OH…GOD!” 

	Suzanne thrashed her head from side-to-side as the sensations surged through her loins. Themba rubbed his organ from side-to-side - stretching the mouth of her vagina. Then, he started pounding her again, and soon, she felt herself getting close to orgasm again. 

	She tried to will herself not to feel anything. By the time Themba had finished and ejaculated, Suzanne had come very close to cumming. Themba’s load was copious and some squirted out from around the shaft of his cock. Suzanne reached down between her legs to feel the hot slop between her legs. 

	She accidentally touched his hard dick. Still erect, he had Muzi hold her. They got her legs up and Muzi leaned back against the jeep. Themba rubbed the head of his dick all around her sloppy pussy, her labia, her clitoris and her dripping sex-hole to tease her.

	“Say….. Fuck me…fuck me like a dog….say it…..”

	When she hesitated, he slapped her again. Then she began to whimper and say what he wanted....

	“Fuck me…..fuck me……..fuck me like a dog……fuck me….fuck me….fuck me.”

	Themba went very deep in this position. He just pummeled her. Suzanne soon began to feel herself approaching an orgasm again. Much to her shame, the feelings grew. 

	She began to imagine that it was the Devil, Satan himself, that was pushing inside her body to make this shameful thing happen. She prayed harder to control her feelings. She would not allow herself to be broken. She would not allow Satan to do this to her. 

	It felt to her like she was very close to an orgasm.  She felt so close to losing control of her body. She feared and did not want to experience the deep vaginal-uterine feelings that seemed to be poised to surge thru her body down her thighs and up through her belly to her breastbone.  She pictured these feelings being caused by Satan working inside her body, in her female organs. 

	She prayed to Jesus to help her. To give her the victory over lust.....Just then, to her good luck, Themba ejaculated inside her again…and then took his dick out, slimy and dripping. Semen drooled from her hole and Muzi let her go so she could stand, but only for a second as Themba shoved her to her knees in the dirt and presented his messy, sweaty dick to her.

	“Clean it. Use your mouth.”

	Obediently, Suzanne licked the sweat, her secretions and the semen off his cock, balls and thighs. Standing over her, he made her pay particular attention to the nasty, gooey ring around the base - grinning and joking with his partner. Suzanne dutifully licked it clean, imagining that this was the penance, the horrid penance she had to pay for feeling those feelings....a disgusting chore, designed to humiliate her as a nun and a woman.

	When she finished, his dick was wet with her saliva. Semen continued to drool out of her raw, swollen, dilated sex-hole to run down her thighs. They got her standing again and bent over the hood of the jeep. Themba, using two fingers, scooped up some of the mess from her pussy, brought it to her lips he said, “here”, and made her lick it off his fingers. 

	Then it was Muzi’s turn. He stood behind her and forced himself into her. His penetration made squishy, wet sounds.

	“Beg me, white woman!  Say - PLEASE FUCK ME.” 

	“Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

	Suzanne was sick. He made her beg too. Both of them were using her like a whore….a slut. Suzanne tried to concentrate on her prayers, but it was very hard.

	“Oh God…HELP ME!”

	She was feeling lots of things . . . . Anger…fear… guilt and the wicked tickle between her legs and those throbbing feelings deep in her body. Angry at what they were doing to her and afraid that they would make her feel those feelings and then that terrible thing – the devil’s ORGASM would surge thru her and push her down to HELL...

	She was also scared of what else they might still do. If they’d rape her….what else would they do afterwards. She didn’t want to even think about that. And guilty that they had forced her to have those “feelings” down there. They made her “faucet” run..... “Down there”.  And she was more ashamed than she had ever been in her whole life.

	Rape was her worst nightmare.  She was devastated as they violated her and she could do nothing to resist them. When a woman is violated, it's the worst humiliation and the most painful thing that can happen to her. In her case, losing control and having an orgasm would be degrading and humiliating. Worse, it made her feel unworthy to be a bride of Christ. 

	To be tortured and feel horrible pain, this she was prepared to accept as a “cross” to bear. Her Savior had suffered and died to set an example for all to follow. But to be raped and feel arousal and ORGASM, this was a torment to Suzanne. She was in danger of falling.........

	She prayed for strength and when her strength wavered, she prayed to God to save her from this ordeal. But she knew that sometimes God sent you a cross.  And to be subjected to these gross violations was the worst cross of all. All of these feelings combined to torment her.

	Another part of Suzanne tried to make peace with what they were doing to her. To rationalize it.  She thought to herself: ‘I’m being forced against my will. I’m their prisoner. They can make me do anything they want. So, I have no choice. I shouldn’t feel guilty if my body responds. I’m a woman and it’s probably natural that my body should respond. I shouldn’t hate them, or myself. God will forgive them and me. ‘Oh God’, she prayed, ‘let this cup not be mine to drink’.

	Nevertheless, the humiliation and the shame grew as Muzi grabbed her by her wide hips and forced his dick in deep. He pulled it almost all the way out, leaving only the head of his fat cock inside. Then he rammed it to the BOTTOM OF HER HOLE. He fucked her HARD - in and out - in and out and made her cry out: 

	“Oh….OH….OOH…UH………Uhhh……OOOHH!......OH…..GOD…..IT’S SO DEEP! Oh God! It’s stretching me.……..Oh God… God…OH…OH…..OH…..OH…..OH…..OOOHHH...OH GOD!”

	Suzanne was being forced once again to the Devil’s dungeon. The corporal fucked her like a demon. He’d stop, then start in on her again. He fucked her for awhile then he pulled out, made her kneel and got his dick in her face. Suzanne groaned when she saw his big, wet, uncircumcised erection in her face. She could smell her pussy on his dick and it made her feel guilty.

	He grabbed her by her hair and rubbed his cock all over her face, smearing the wet tip over her lips. He made her clean under his foreskin and lick up the drooling pre-cum oozing from the tip.  He made her kiss and lick his scrotum and then all the way up to the head of his dick.

	Suzanne sucked him, at his direction, and he held her by her hair or her ears and just face fucked her, making her gag and drool madly. When he began ejaculating, he kept it inside her mouth so that she swallowed most of his runny ejaculate. 

	He pulled out at the last second and hosed her face. He used the tip to wipe up semen splattered on her and made her swallow it. Perspiration and semen beaded her face, neck and breasts. 

	Suzanne felt like she was in a movie and could stop what was happening to her. Her head was swimming with feelings of helplessness. It was overwhelming. There was nothing in her experience that prepared her for this. She was in hell, at this point, and knew it. 

	She silently prayed to herself, ‘Please God, deliver me from this evil…PLEASE...GOD…PLEASE’.

	SODOMIZED

	Muzi got her to stand and lean over the jeep again. He spread her sweaty cheeks. He began to play with her shit-hole. He wanted to fuck her ass. By taking his dick out of her pussy, when he did, he had saved her from cumming. She was very close at that point...

	Themba came over, his dick wet and dangling. He’d opened a can of grease. He grinned at his partner and handed him the can. Muzi got a glob of the stuff and rubbed the grease all over her cringing, tight brown hole. 

	Suzanne began pleading like a little girl, begging him not to ‘do that’. He just laughed at her. He was going to fuck her any way he wanted. Her sphincter twitched in nervous anticipation. She squeezed it tight, desperate to keep him out. He applied pressure and spit on it. Drooled saliva on her anus and soon her hole was juicy enough, between the grease and his spit, to admit his finger. When it dilated the sphincter and popped in, she groaned.

	He worked his finger around to stretch her. Suzanne’s eyes began to fill with tears. Themba sat down to watch. Muzi stood behind her, crouched down a bit and lined his erection with her anus.  Suzanne begged and begged him.  She was sickened at the thought of this perversion. She did not want this violation. But nothing could deter Muzi as he placed his dick against her greased hole and pushed.  Suzanne kept begging him....

	“Please, please…don’t. Please....please…don’t …not there…....you’re too big. Please don’t ….PLEASE!"

	They both laughed at her. Muzi, his cock throbbing, ignored her.  Suzanne gasped when it popped inside; hen hid her face between her outstretched arms and began to sob. Muzi strained to get it all in. It was difficult because she was so tight.

	Muzi worked it, inch-by-inch, into her. Then, he pulled out a bit and forced it all the way in - as deep as it could go until her sphincter tightly encircled the last inch of his dick. It was stretched tight around his black shaft like a brown rubber band.

	Suzanne let out a deep groan when it was buried to the hilt. She was sweating like a racehorse. With Themba’s laughter in her ears, Suzanne held onto the hood as Muzi ass-fucked her. Soon, Muzi was close to ejaculating. He found he could really hurt her this way and wasted no time in punishing the nun until she was babbling like an idiot.

	“Ohhhhhh………Oh…UH….uh…..uh….oh….oh….oh…OH….OH GOD….OH MY GOD….OH…OH…OH GOD...IT HURTS!”

	Muzi, feeling her inner sphincter gripping him convulsively, ejaculated in her shit hole. She gasped, as he held her hard by her hips, grunted and hosed her bowels - depositing ropes of warm semen deep in her rectum. Muzi pulled out with a pop and Themba high-fived him. 

	Suzanne closed her eyes, feeling shame and hurt in her rectum. Her asshole felt stretched and raw. He’d brutally sodomized her. Her hole, stretched, looked like a toothless open mouth to both men as they bent down to look. Both men, having cum twice, decided to have some fun with her. 

	They pushed her to the ground on her stomach and Muzi held her by her arms. Themba lit a cigarette and sat on her legs. Then puffing to make the cigarette hot, he brought the lit tip down to the crack of her ass. He held it close to let her feel the heat. He used it to singe the tiny hairs there. 

	Suzanne panicked at what they were doing and began to scream and cry. Themba took his time and treated her to a series of 1st degree burns as he touched the glowing tip to her buttocks. Burning her over and over again on both cheeks. Up and down in an ugly line. Then he spread her cheeks and worked on the tender skin in the dark divide between her cheeks. Up and down, five burns on both sides. Suzanne was close to passing out as each was so intense. She screamed and screamed until she was able to get control of herself.

	Finally, he brought it close to her wet anus, still oozing Muzi’s semen. He held it close and then ran it all around the rim, giving her shit-hole a burn. Suzanne screamed as he tortured her most private hole.

	They turned her over and Muzi kept a tight grip on her wrists. Themba sat on her thighs, then used the cigarette to burn her on her belly. He took his time and teased her with it. Then he’d burn her. He would drag it in a line to connect two red spots. He made two rows of burns on her stomach. 

	Then he got to work on her tits. First the tops and then the undersides where her breasts were sweaty underneath. And finally he went to work on her nipples. He treated her to a dozen, small, first degree burns all around her aureoles. There was a lot of pretty white skin to cover and he took his time. 

	Suzanne shrieked and then moaned after each burn.  He worked on each nipple in turn.  Suzanne howled and shrieked as her womanly teats were tortured slowly, sadistically and methodically. 

	Finally, it was over. They let her up, threw her clothes at her and motioned for her to dress. She, still crying with her legs shaky and trembling, she pulled on her panties, trapping the semen leaking from her pussy and asshole. Themba made her spread her legs and rubbed the crotch, making the mess soak thru. 

	He used a knife to cut the sleeves of her habit off, and cut two feet from the garment’s hem to make it obscenely short.  Then they hustled her back into the jeep.  Suzanne felt sick as she could feel her panties full of semen. ‘Where are they taking me’, she wondered fearfully?

	THE PLATOON

	They drove until they arrived at a temporary camp. Bivouacked there were five men from their platoon: Gamba, Salongo, Oba, Dume and Banga. When they drove up everyone greeted each other like long lost brothers. There was a lot joking around.  Suzanne looked on fearfully, sitting in the back of the jeep. 

	They had a fire going. Salongo, older with a grizzled beard, was grilling meat over the fire. News was exchanged and a bottle passed around. They sat the nun down over in a corner. Themba kept gesturing at her and whatever he said made the others laugh. 

	The sister had a cold feeling running down the back of her neck at the crude campfire atmosphere of these rough men. She knew it was only a matter of time. She began to study them to see what they were like. She wondered what they’d do to her, and how she’d react.

	The meat, when it was done, was divided up along with some other pilfered items. They gave her a plate and Suzanne wolfed hers down; she was famished. She kept sneaking glances at them; not wanting to make eye contact, but trying to see what sort of men they were. She concluded that they were not going to be any better than Themba and Muzi. It was only a matter of time….

	After the meal, Themba and Muzi took off. Suzanne looked at the men in turn. She knew what was coming. Then, their bellies full, they were ready for her. Salongo crooked his finger and Suzanne reluctantly got up. He pushed her over a pack and made her put her hands on the ground. He grabbed the hem of her habit and flipped it up, exposing her ass covered by her panties. 

	He made her spread her legs. And then he took real delight in examining the wet spot in her crotch. She’d leaked steadily since her earlier rapes. She cringed, knowing what was coming; and blushed as she was displayed. 

	Salongo grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down…exposing her ass.  He spread her cheeks, displaying her anus and pussy to the others who hooted and hollered at the sight. He played with her labia and clitoris and then worked his fingers into her. He was soon finger fucking her vigorously. Suzanne began moaning and crying at the same time. She was so humiliated…..

	The squad began dropping their trousers - revealing rampant erections. Suzanne looked over her shoulder and saw Dume (his name meant the ‘bull’) fisting his cock. Salongo let him go first. He pushed and Suzanne opened up taking the head and then the shaft. 

	She felt stretched wide and deep, yet his dick was still all the way in. He pulled back and thrust it back in deeper. He did this a couple of times before he was in all the way – until his pubic hair was tickling hers. 

	Suzanne let out a loud groan and began wriggling. This excited Dume who began to pile drive her, taking her breath away. Sexual feelings shot through her and she could feel herself getting more aroused.  Before this happened, she felt him stiffen, his cock pulsed and semen filled her.  He withdrew his softening cock; semen dribbled down her thighs and landed on the ground.  Oba took his place. He grabbed Suzanne's hair and began to ride her and soon came in her.

	The campsite reverberated to the sound of wet flesh. Much laughter, coarse comments and grunting filled the air. The atmosphere was like a barracks: a raw, nasty group of black men using one white woman.  She felt like she’d left her body and was floating in an out-of-body state as the men used her.  The put her on her back and Gamba and Banga fucked her with her legs on their shoulders.

	By the time all the men had taken a turn, each stroke in her sloppy pussy sounded like a suction pump. By the time Banga came in her pussy, Suzanne was very sloppy between her legs.  She lay on her back panting - her face flushed. Her pussy throbbed, but she hadn’t cum.  She stared blankly at the darkening sky. She had not betrayed herself; she had resisted the devil’s embrace. She had not become a slut, a whore. 

	Sadness came over her and tears came to her eyes, as she realized how great a cross Christ had sent her. There she was... lying on the ground with her inner thighs red and raw.... her labia and clitoris swollen and her hole felt so open, stretched and was drooling a river of semen. 

	There was sperm on her thighs, ass and all over her cunt. She was a sloppy mess. She thought to herself, ‘this is what a whore looks like’. She had a silly, fleeting thought that she was glad that no one she knew would see her like this and this was comforting to her.

	They kept abusing her until, one-by-one, they fell asleep. The tied her to a jeep. The next morning the squad packed up and drove in the two jeeps, with their captive, to their unit’s camp.  After driving more than twenty miles, they came to a thickly wooded area. Finally, there was a sprawl of tents in a clearing. 

	As, they drove up, men waved and greeted them. They marched Suzanne thru a large open area between the tents. Seated at tables and hunkered down on benches were dozens of men. The conversation stopped and they all looked up, every eye focused on the Belgian nun. 

	JUICED

	Salongo and Dume brought her to the tent of their commander, Jomo. He would interrogate her and find out if she knew anything. Then, if she wasn’t of any value, he would turn her over to the men for their amusement.

	Jomo was lying down, napping on a cot, when they got there. There was a table and chairs in this tent which was the biggest in the camp. He got up and conferred with both men. Suzanne studied him as he looked over at them several times. Jomo was older, with a big gut and lots of gold teeth. He had a hard face and looked weathered and tough. Suzanne was pushed into a chair. Then Jomo began to ask her what she did and who she knew…

	Since she was a nun, there probably wasn’t much she knew that was of military value. Jomo figured that there was a possibility that she was civilian spy for the UN.  The old man took his time, and when she denied being with the UN, he brought out a suitcase and set it at on the table.

	“If you’re with the UN, you’ll be telling me who else is too…..”

	“I’m just a nun. I was with the Church of the……”

	And then he laughed at her. He didn’t care what she said. He’d already made up his mind that he was just going to shock her a bit and see what shook loose. Hearing him laugh was chilling. Suzanne’s eyes widened when he opened the suitcase. 

	Inside was a portable field telephone, the magneto powered by a hand crank.  Jomo described to her how it worked…what parts of her body he would use it on and what effect it would have. The young nun listened in horror. This was a way of mentally torturing her first. She began sobbing; her armpits wet with fear.

	He made her strip. He told Salongo and Dume, in their native tongue, to put her on the table on her back.  At Jomo’s direction, they tied her to the table. Jomo told them how he wanted it done. Dume tied her wrists together and pulled her arms over her head to secure them there. 

	Nest, they pulled her legs open wide and tied her ankles to the corners of the table. Jomo looked her body over. She was very white. Brown hair, cut short. A square face with nice eyes, a small thin nose and thin lips. She had big nipples, he noted. ‘Hmm....plenty to work on’, he thought. 

	Her pussy was hairy and she had fleshy, nearly purple inner labia and fat, hairy plump, outer lips. Her clitoris was partly visible, peeping out of its hood. He could see that his men had been fucking the shit out of her. Her pussy looked like it had been used hard and put up wet. Even her asshole was puffy, swollen and raw. ‘Yeah, my dogs have been fucking the shit out of this dumb bitch’, he thought to himself.

	He noticed the burn marks on her belly, her tits and her ass crack. ‘Cigarette burns too, hmmmm. Bitch has been thru some shit. Wait till I get her wired up though. She’ll wish they were workin’ her over with the cigarettes again’, he said to himself. 

	With her legs splayed open, and the way he was staring at her down there, Suzanne felt very exposed and vulnerable. Jomo untangled two coils of wire…one red and one black.  He took the black wire - all of the insulation had been stripped off the last 38 centimeters (15”) - and used it to wrap the big toe on her right foot. 

	He wound the wire around her toe from the base to the middle of the nail. When he was done, her toe looked like it was copper-plated. Satisfied, he smiled at her. She gulped and turned away, frightened. Her lips moved, but no words came out; she had begun to pray.

	Then Jomo pulled out the red wire, already attached to a terminal on the transformer. On the other end he attached a lead that ended in two big alligator clips. Suzanne looked at them and shivered. In that moment she felt like she was at the dentist. That butterflies-in-the-stomach feeling she always got watching the dentist get ready to drill her teeth to fill her cavities. 

	Jomo grabbed a water bottle. It had a spray nozzle and was filled with salt water. He had Salongo wet her down.... her tits, belly, the inside of her thighs, pussy and ass crack. Suzanne craned her head forward to look. Sadistically, Jomo told her the water would spread the shocks.  Resigned, she let her head fall back as he sprayed her.

	“Please don’t do this to me. I’m not a spy. I’m a nun. I’ve been helping your people. Please, I beg you. I don’t know anything. Please don’t do this to me.”

	“My people.....who do you think my people are,” Jomo laughed?

	He began playing with her tits. Teasing the nipples to get them erect. They got puckered and erect as he pinched and rolled her big, brown nipples until they were full and tight. Then he sprayed them again, and attached a clip to both. It made her wince in pain. The springs were strong and the teeth were broad and ragged. He took the left one off and re-clamped it. He wasn’t satisfied that he had grabbed it in the meatiest part.

	He examined her pussy and found she was a little wet. He studied her face and derived a lot of pleasure from her reactions.  She was obviously very distressed at him finding her pussy wet. He thought to himself that he should try to humiliate her as much as possible.... her being a nun and all.

	He mocked her for her wet cunt. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that the nun was horrified by what most women accept: that they have a pussy and it gets wet if it is stimulated.

	Jomo waited for Suzanne to gather herself. Her head lolled from side-to-side as she waited. When she looked down at her clamped nipples, and saw him reaching for the crank, she groaned in fear.

	“Do you work for the UN?”

	Suzanne said, ‘NO’….and Jomo waited. He leaned in closer and smiled into her terrified eyes. Then he looked down at her nipples - the tips, now swollen, jutted out of the dark, crinkled circle of her aureoles, in the teeth of the clamps. Suzanne began whimpering and sniffling as Jomo began to turn the handle. She writhed in awful anticipation, looking at his hand there - knowing what was about to happen. Her eyes were filled with horror.

	Jomo cranked it all the way around, slow. Suzanne jerked in her bonds as she felt a stream of hot, itchy, agony searing into her nipples. He stopped…and asked her another question. When she didn’t tell him anything, Jomo spun the handle around again....this time a little faster. 

	Each time he did that, he made Suzanne surge up and down, like a demented puppet. She would lie there with teeth gritted and then when Jomo turned the crank, her nipples and her breasts seem to swell from the electricity surging into them. 

	Her hips rose from the table as the current surged into her tits. She shuddered and bucked in futile attempts to ride out the agony of the torture. Afterwards, her body twitched from the effects of the shocks. He hit her again. She begged and pleaded with him in between panting and groaning.

	A moment later, in exhaustion, she flopped back, her head lolling around on her neck. Her face, as she turned to the left, was partially hidden between her outstretched arms. As Jomo worked her over, her nipples swelled up as big as cashews; and both the nipples and the aureoles turned a dark, brownish-purple from the shocks.

	Jomo kept up a steady stream of questions, trying to catch her in a lie or get her to tell him anything. Suzanne just kept denying any knowledge. Her cries and screams, as he turned the crank faster, grew increasingly frantic. She was in agony being shocked repeatedly on her nipples. 

	To quiet her and to make sure she didn’t bite her tongue off, Jomo stuffed a rag into her mouth; and took the clips off her nipples. He

	came up with a single clip attachment for the red wire and used this alligator clip on the hood of her clitoris. It hurt as her nubbin was pinched in the jaws making Suzanne shudder and groan.

	He gave her pussy a squirt from the spray bottle, and when he began turning the crank handle very s-l-o-w-l-y, Suzanne arched up from the table like she was trying to fuck someone. This amount of current was painful and arousing at the same time. It produced a stinging, itching sensation in her clitoris and made the sex nerves there throb and pulse.

	It was a combination of pain and pleasure and it was very disorienting. Suzanne whimpered and groaned as he turned the crank slowly. For Suzanne, it was a new sensation….pain and arousal at the same time. Hating it, but being forced to feel it nevertheless, she began to sob and thrash about.

	She wriggled her hips as much as her bonds would allow. Her vagina began to get wet and juicy as the electricity stimulated her sex nerves. Salongo and Dume watched, in lustful thrall, as Jomo juiced her.

	He turned the crank slow and soon the wetness and Suzanne’s gagged cries signaled that, no matter how much she pleaded her case to Jesus, she was approaching ORGASM. She began to grunt….and moan…and groan…and finally scream…. music to their ears. She spit the rag out and just shrieked….

	“OH, God.....no….no….no….no….oh....OOOOHHHHHHHHHH!”

	When she climaxed, Suzanne couldn’t believe that the machine could do this to her. It hurt and yet it made her cum; the combination was mind-blowing. It was an obscene nightmare. It was as if Satan was riding the awful current.  Jomo kept at it. . . sexually torturing her – making her cum painfully again and again.  He kept asking her about the UN in between shocks.

	Suzanne was lost in a fog…unable to concentrate on anything but what was happening between her legs. She was devastated that the machine had made her reach ORGASM. She had resisted the men. But now, over and over, as Jomo shocked her and made her hump her hips and bounce up and down on the table, she had been made to cum, against her will.  Sweating, her back slapped against the wood when he stopped cranking. 

	When he juiced her again, her hips went up and down like she was fucking an invisible lover. It was exciting to watch. Her hole oozed and dribbled pussy juice until her raw, swollen anus was wet and there was a small puddle between her legs. Jomo pointed this out to her…

	“Shit, bitch! You’re a real slut!”

	Jomo reached down and rubbed the oozing wetness from her pussy all over her labia and clitoris - masturbating her a bit - and rousing her in the process. Suzanne whimpered and moaned as he rubbed and stroked her wet pubis.

	“That’s it ….wake up you fat cow.”

	Then, to her shame, as he sent the current into her again, she lost control of her bladder. A hot stream of urine splashed on the table.  Suzanne began crying after this happened. The piss formed a puddle, ran and dripped down off the table and onto the dirt. The sound of her urine dripping accompanied her heaving gasps. In the distance, dogs barked and men laughed.  But for the Belgian nun, it wasn’t over yet. 

	Jomo shoved the rag back in her mouth and spun the crank a lot faster. Suzanne’s pain thresholds were instantly violated. Sheer, excruciating agony replaced the sexual sensations. One part of her brain was glad that the orgasms had stopped. That loss of control meant she had been unable to resist the Devil. She wanted to feel pain now. And soon, she was shrieking like a madwoman in the throes of some of the worst pain she had ever experienced.

	In response to the shocks, her clitoris had swollen up as big as a grape….blood red…throbbing and raw. Her agonized gasping, her anguished cries and her wriggling on the table gave all three men erections.

	“Oh God….P le a s e – no. . . no more!  P l e a s e – don’t hurt me anymore, no, p-p-please.  I'll tell you everything…… please!”

	After Salongo sprayed her pussy with water again and Jomo spun the crank as fast as he could, she began screaming at the top of her lungs and passed out. They waited for her to wake up. When she did, she pulled against her bonds, making her tits flop around on her chest, trying to get away from the torment. 

	Suzanne felt like she was just a doll when the Salongo and Dume untied her and got her on her belly. They pulled her cheeks apart, at Jomo’s direction, so her anus and the darker skin in the cleft were visible. 

	Everyone looked at her puckered, brown ring. Suzanne’s humiliation at this exposure and examination were soon forgotten, when Jomo removed the wire from her toe, attached it to a aluminum cigar tube, and began pressing the tip of it.... the blunt tip against her anus. 

	When it popped inside, he worked the thing deep into her rectum. Suzanne whimpered and whined at this new violation. She was sick when she realized that he was going to send the current into her bowels. Suzanne couldn’t believe how business-like, how utterly workman-like Jomo was about hurting her. It was horrific. It was like he was a pain mechanic.

	She had her eyes closed, as the feeling of penetration - the sheer violation of it made her sink to a new level. Then Jomo had them turn her over and tie her again. 

	Her pussy nestled, like the open petals of a pink rose, wet and available between her spread legs. Jomo peeled her labia open and attached a double lead again to the red wire. One lead he attached to the tube in her ass. The other ended in an alligator clip and he attached this to a sponge. He wet it and worked it into her pussy. 

	She squirmed as he forced it into her vagina. She tried to turn her head to see what he was doing, but he had it half way in her hole before she knew what was happening. She mewled in fearful anticipation, gagged with the rag, as Salongo again sprayed her between her legs.  Jomo took the crank in hand and sent juice into her shitter and pussy. When he spun the crank slower, she just writhed and howled. 

	This time, with the wet sponge in her pussy and the tube up her ass, the double deep penetration of the current was enough to light up a Christmas tree. The shocks were so severe, that her body arched up with just her heels and her shoulders on the table when he juiced her. When he spun the handle fast the current, sizzling from her pussy to her rectum, made her lose consciousness. Dume slapped her awake so the torture could continue.

	When he kept shocking her, she screamed like a lunatic. When she collapsed after a shock, she continued to twitch, whimper and moan. Salongo and Dume grinned their appreciation at Jomo’s skill.  Because, soon Suzanne started to babble that she worked for the UN. 

	She was lying, of course, but she gave Jomo names - anything he wanted. She couldn’t take it any more. She would tell Jomo her mother was a goat, if that’s what he wanted. The nun spilled her guts. She didn’t want any more shocks in her pussy and shit-hole.

	Suzanne whimpered, “please don’t hurt me any more…I....I...I’ll do anything you want.”

	Salongo grinned when he heard that. Jomo smiled at the men…He had some doubts that the information he’d squeezed from the nun was of any value, but for now, he was done with her. Salongo untied her. Jomo removed the wires and contacts from her body. They got her off the table and pushed her into a chair. 

	Suzanne sagged there like a doll, her inner thighs and crotch wet with her secretions and smelling of urine. Her head lay over the chair back. Her mouth was slack and partially open. Now, Suzanne was a just a fuck toy that the men could do with as they pleased. Salongo and Dume had plans….

	GANG RAPED

	Later that day they took Suzanne out, still naked and marched her to the center of the camp. The men all began yelling as they ogled Suzanne’s naked female form. She became very frightened. At the very least, she knew she was in for a terrible ordeal and there was nothing she could do. She looked out at the men and felt a stirring in her loins and hated herself, in that moment. She had lost the battle to control her body when Jomo juiced her. Now, she feared that the dam had broken and she would find it impossible to control herself.

	Salongo held up her tits – displaying her to the men. He squeezed them and pulled on her nipples. The men yelled and crowded around. Suzanne was medium tall and plump with full, fat tits the size of grapefruits that hung down some. She was nice, fat white cow. The men hadn’t had any women in awhile. Suzanne looked like fresh, hot white meat to them.

	They cleared a table and put her on her back, her ass at the edge. The spread her legs and her pussy glistened wetly in the sunlight. It was an invitation to fuck her. Two men came up and grabbed her tits; one of them bent down, sucked and bit her nipple. 

	A man dropped his shorts and quickly rammed his dick in her pussy. He began to power fuck her, cumming after a few strokes. The next man quickly took his place. Not having had a woman in awhile, many of them came quickly to a convulsive orgasm. The men were pulled off by others, if they took too long to have a go at her. 

	Hands were everywhere - feeling her, pinching her nipples, pulling on her piss flaps and probing the folds and crevices of her boy. Someone got his finger up her ass, at the same time another man was fucking the shit out of her pussy with his hard dick. 

	The sensations became too much for Suzanne. She had an orgasm that overwhelmed her. They grabbed her by her hair, jerked her head around and forced their dicks into her mouth. They face-fucked her; and she was forced to take load after load and had to swallow it all.

	She soon had a pussy full of cum - loose and packed with semen. Finally she was turned over with her upper body on the table and her feet on the ground. They lined up to get behind her and fucked her like a dog. She had two more orgasms. All the men had fucked her more than once. Then they started fucking her ass. Stretching and hurting her there until she began to sob. Finally the ordeal ended, four hours later. Some men had taken three turns with her. 

	Suzanne was sickened that she came as she was raped and sodomized. They had turned her into a whore. As a nun....she was sickened. It was a scene out of hell. God was testing her….yes…that was it….God was testing her. She felt she must try and get back and reclaim her chastity. 

	This was one of the vows she had taken as a nun. She was in turmoil that these ordeals had compromised her integrity as a nun. That she was violating her vow of chastity if she responded to what they did to her. She tried to rationalize it, but feared that she was doomed to hell for what she had been made to feel...at what they had made her become.

	Suzanne lay, at the end, on her back, on the table, in a puddle of sweat and semen. She sprawled with her legs open, her swollen sex lips and open hole on display. Her breasts were dappled with bite marks. Her nipples were still puckered and erect. She gazed up to heaven - her mind in turmoil and her body exhausted. She heard the soldiers laughing, but they seemed far away. And then she was pulled from the table, dragged off and tossed into a tent where she quickly fell asleep.

	THE RIVER

	The following morning Suzanne woke up and looked about. She was still naked… she put her hand between her legs to feel her swollen labia and clitoris. Everything was still puffy and swollen…. her asshole was still sore too. She looked up to see Salongo standing there. He made her stand up. 

	“Follow me,” he said.

	Suzanne followed him, naked. She walked with her legs held open as she was hurting there. As they exited the tent, Suzanne looked around. There were not a lot of men around. What few were still in camp were lounging around in their shorts. Some were smoking; others were cooking breakfast in pots. Her big tits bobbed and swayed as she walked. Hard eyes followed her every move.

	Salongo took her to the river, tossed a bar of soap in the water and told her to ‘clean yourself’. There was no one else around. Suzanne went in, dunked herself in the muddy water, got herself completely wet and washed her hair and soaped her body. That’s when five men, just back from patrol, showed up and began stripping down to get themselves clean. 

	As they got naked, they devoured Suzanne with their eyes. They began to talk trash and their gestures and words left no doubt as to what they wanted. Some of them hadn’t had a woman in months. Soon every one of them sported a hard erection. They were lean and muscular as greyhounds; and all of them had hard, hot dicks. 

	One of the men was simply huge in his equipment. Suzanne tried not to look at his cock. She was wishing that all of them would all vanish. ‘If I ignore them – maybe God will have mercy on me and make them go away’, she thought to herself.

	The idea that black men have mammoth penises would have been proven right that morning, because the man with the huge cock now had an erection that seemed to be 30 centimeters long (12”) and as thick as his wrist. Suzanne gulped - figuring she was going to be violated again and the thought of this man raping her made her stomach flutter with fear. 

	This man, with the huge dick, was an ugly, scar-faced, lean brute. Suzanne got down into the water in the deepest part and tried to submerge her whole body - her big, wet tits bobbing, like water wings, in the creek as she squatted down. 

	The men looked to Sergeant Salongo for permission. He finally gave them the “OK” sign. They lost no time, scrambled over and pulled her out of the river. They were yelling and hollering and in a flash had totally surrounded her. They closed in on her and she seemed to vanish in their midst - like she was being swallowed up by a multi-limbed, black monster with five heads. 

	They bent her over and one man entered her pussy with a single thrust; then he began fucking her like a madman. Someone grabbed her by the hair and made her open her mouth, so he could fuck her there. Others grabbed her tits and squeezed.

	One man reached under and began to rub her clit as she was being fucked. As the first man pumped his seed into her, he was immediately replaced by someone else. After each soldier fucked her, he took his place at her face, so he could get his dick in her mouth. Salongo fucked her too.

	Finally, after taking these men, Suzanne had to take the man with the biggest dick last. Salongo made him go last. He wanted her to be stretched and wet for this man. His name was Yera. He wasn’t much to look at, but he had a cock most men would kill for. It was monstrous.  The head was purplish-red and from the top of the shaft to the tip, it was as big as Suzanne’s forearm from her elbow to her wrist. It looked like it belonged on a horse. His testicles were big too.

	The dick bobbed up and down, like a mammoth club, as he got behind her. The look on Suzanne’s face was priceless as he got ready to fuck her sloppy hole. Suzanne wasn’t sure if it would fit, and her face showed fear.

	But Yera was determined to make it fit. As he entered her and then stretched her vagina, she felt totally impaled. Her whole pelvis felt penetrated as he violated her already, wet, stretched hole with his big dick. When he pulled back a little, it looked like her insides were being pulled out.

	When he thrust it in, Suzanne thought it would come out of her mouth. As he penetrated her to the fullest extent – it seemed to the men that you could see her stomach bulge. Everyone watched it going in and out of her.

	You could hear slurpy, wet, nasty sounds as it went in and out. Her vagina was packed full and the wet, nasty sounds added to her moans and cries and made for a nasty show. On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside again. Then somehow, it was all inside her again. He filled her hole, framed by her red, swollen labia. 

	The hole was stretched tight – the labia looked like two rubber bands – stretched to the max. It looked like a python had squeezed itself her hole. On the in-stroke, his bulky dick dragged her labia into her vagina too. And everything glistening and wet with her secretions. Suzanne juiced heavily, and as he fucked her, she CAME! She cried out like a brothel slut:

	“Oh God……fuck me. I’m a whore – fuck me – fuck me – FUCK ME – FUCK ME. . FUCK ME . . .FUCK ME. . .FUCK ME – FUCK ME. Oh God…oh God....OH GOD…Fuck me....Fuck me…FUCK ME!”

	Suzanne shouted the filthiest things as Yera fucked her silly. With so much black cock in her pussy, grunts, moans, groans and filthy words poured out of her mouth. She took the whole thing. His big balls slapped against her with every thrust. He grabbed her by the hipbones and just pounded her and this made her have another orgasm....a wet, squirting cum that just went on and on. He kept fucking her and she came a third time.

	He eventually pulled his cock out. Suzanne’s vagina quivered and spasmed, but her hole stayed open. You could see all the way up inside her.  A pearly stream of semen drooled from her hole and ran down the insides of her thighs. Suzanne was roughly grabbed and pawed and someone else shoved his dick in her and with her breasts hanging down, another man pulled and pinched her nipples. 

	Suzanne had another body-shaking orgasm that made her convulse.  After all six men had ejaculated in her, she was a nasty, sloppy mess.  Salongo didn’t allow her to wash up and took her back to her tent, with a pussy full of cum to remind her of her status. Suzanne, with a sloppy mess between her legs, fell asleep.

	Suzanne was used as a reward for the soldiers, over the next few days, as they came off patrol. They whipped her with a belt or a branch if they thought she wasn’t enthusiastic enough when they were fucking her or having her suck their dicks. 

	The men got all worked up as she was always naked and Salongo frequently made the nun display herself - hold up her breasts - pinch and pull on her nipples, then spread her legs and pull open her pussy, like a whore. Men fought to be first in line. And she was cumming regularly.....

	One day they made Suzanne kneel, naked, and masturbate in front of ten prisoners brought in to the camp. The humiliation of having bring herself to orgasm in front of the men was a new violation. Jomo had the prisoners jerk off on her as she masturbated.  The spectacle of ten men, tied together by a rope around their ankles, huffing, puffing and jerking off, provided fresh entertainment for the bored troops. 

	The black prisoners, getting into it as it went on, jostled for position. And one by one, they began to ejaculate. Their cum landed on Suzanne’s face, tits, belly and crotch. Suzanne was soon spattered and wet everywhere. They turned her into a humiliated, sloppy cum slut in ten minutes. 

	When they had all relieved themselves on her, Jomo gave Suzanne to a squad of men, just rejoining he unit and they fucked the shit out of her until she was just a rag-doll. They all got their turn with her and tossed her from man-to-man. When she was exhausted from cumming, they had something to wake her up. Using a glove, someone pulled up a bunch of nettles from a nearby patch. 

	Smiling sadistically, they held the sweaty nun down and used the nettles on her nipples.  Suzanne watched helplessly they worked the spiny leaves over her nipples in turn. The poison spines penetrated, pumped venom, setting off stinging pain and making her nipples swell obscenely. When the pain died down, the itch nearly drove her insane. 

	Suzanne squirmed and began crying. Her eyes went wide with terror and she began to scream when she felt someone pulling open her piss flaps….. exposing the swollen nerve-rich clitoris.  A shriek escaped her lips when the torture was repeated on her clit, making it sting, swell and then itch too. 

	Hopping up and down…tormented by the sting of the nettles, Suzanne was shaking her ass again. Not long after they had another round and fucked her for another hour. Finally worn out, Suzanne was a sloppy mess….. her cunt and ass were gaping reddened holes and her nipples and clitoris had swollen to comic proportions.  She was dumped in her tent.  She could barely touch herself anywhere....her breasts and pussy was so sore and inflamed. 

	THE WHIPPING

	Suzanne was now the camp’s entertainment. When the men got bored, they thought up new ways to abuse her. After a meal, the soldiers liked to make sport of her. She was pushed around a circle of drunken men. This was a prelude to being gang-raped.  One afternoon, Salongo and Dume decided to give her a whipping. They marched her to the edge of the compound. There was a pole stuck in the ground there, about seven feet high.

	Suzanne, naked, sweated and glistened in the late day sun. Her tits swayed and jiggled as she was pushed to the pole. Being naked before the men was still humiliating. The catcalls and filthy taunts were invasive and Suzanne felt violated, standing there, as the crowd of men grew.....

	She was soon tied by her wrists to the pole and her arms were pulled taut over her head as they secured her to a hook. Dume came over, brandishing a whip – a fearsome looking thing.

	The leather handle was 60 centimeters (24”) long with a loop at the end. The five lashes were 91 centimeters (36”) long and as wide as a finger.  Dume flicked it and it made an ominous cracking sound. Suzanne whimpered when she heard it. She hung, like a lamb, from the post, exposed to everyone. 

	The fear, combined with the anticipation of humiliating public punishment, made her sweat.  She squeezed her thighs defensively. Her fears were mixed with anticipation, followed by a yearning for the whip. Suzanne prayed, hoping she would be able to endure what they were going to do to her, but wanting punishment too. For what she had become.

	Scouring her like her Lord was whipped two thousand years ago. She had prayed and meditated on the Stations of the Cross and had let her mind linger on the horrible whipping her Savior had endured. She would bear up like her Lord. She wanted to be whipped. 

	Whether the combination of pain and pleasure she felt when Jomo shocked her or the abuse and the countless rapes had unleashed a masochistic side of herself that had been locked in the basement of her soul, she felt she deserved a whipping for the way she had responded to ravishment. Sister Suzanne, as she waited, wanted to be whipped....

	She began whimpering as Dume took a few steps back, standing to her right, and brought the whipcords across her butt sharply. The five cords whistled through the air and delivered a fine blow across her plump, dimpled ass cheeks.

	  

	WHIP! WHIP! The lashes soon blazed several bright red stripes across her bottom cheeks, low, where her upper thighs swelled into her bottom. Suzanne pulled hard against the rope binding her hands above her head. 

	She tensed her bottom cheeks hard, and then relaxed….absorbing the blow. Suzanne wriggled her hips and squirmed to alleviate the stinging pain. The camp roared with the shouts and taunts of the men as she wriggled, writhed and squirmed. 

	 

	Dume delivered three quick hard lashes right across the middle of Suzanne's fat ass cheeks, the leather singing through the air, the impacts sounding like pistol shots as they met her tender white flesh. She began to cry out, as Dume hit her three times across her back........WHIP . . . . WHIP . . . . . WHIP.

	Dume delivered another blow with vicious accuracy across Suzanne’s buttocks, aimed low, and at an angle. It landed across the top of her thighs…the tips caught her between the dimpled, fat cheeks of her ass.

	She cried out, “Oh God, help me!”

	Dume tapped her on her butt cheeks . . . taunting her with the whip handle on her quivering buttocks. He then landed three successive blows right there…...WHIP…..WHIP….WHIP.  These hurt even more, it seemed and Suzanne began praying out loud to God. This made the soldiers laugh....

	As Dume whipped her, Suzanne keep tensing and relaxing her ass cheeks, squirming to get rid of the stinging pain. This gave the men erections. She was soon dancing wildly in response to Dume’s whip. After a really hot, hard blow, she clenched her big butt cheeks tight, like she had to have a bowel movement and was trying to hold it in. Then she thrust her hips back. This looked like she was inviting or encouraging someone to fuck her in the ass. She then clenched again, anticipating the whip. When it landed, she humped the pole in anguish. It looked like she was fucking it....

	Dume gave her a complete whipping; he scourged her on her shoulders, back, buttocks and thighs. The lashes curled around and caught the sides of Suzanne’s breast several times, making her cry out. Her mind was lost in a maze of pain and shame. Soon her body was criss-crossed with thin, angry red lines. It looked like she’d been stung by bees. 

	She got more than thirty lashes… mostly on her buttocks, but some on her shoulders, back and thighs. When it was over, she hung there, squirming and clenching less...and whimpered. A man came over and rubbed her buttocks with a mixture of cooking oil, urine, salt and hot pepper. 

	Rubbed by hand into her flesh, her ass was soon glistening. As the mixture sank in and began to burn, she began to howl, making the crowd laugh. She was a fun amusement for them....a relief from the horrors of combat. With that done, Dume push-steered her towards a tent. 

	There Suzanne was made to get on her knees, and suck the cocks of a dozen men. When they’d all ejaculated in her mouth and dutifully, she had swallowed what they gave her, Dume motioned for her open her mouth. He put the tip of his uncircumcised penis by her lips. He grinned at her, savoring the moment....

	“Open your mouth…. and swallow. Understand?”

	Suzanne knew what he was going to do and had never imagined such a degradation. She opened her mouth like a baby bird waiting for its mother bird to feed it. That’s when Dume urinated right into her mouth. He stopped his stream, at one point, when her mouth was full and said, “swallow.” 

	She did. Then he resumed emptying his bladder until he was finished. A few others lined up and took turns using her as a ‘urinal’. Suzanne threw up twice during the ordeal.  

	THE CAMP TOY

	One afternoon, Oba made her kneel before him and hold onto his ankles with her head between his legs. This spread her cheeks and exposed her anus. He used a very thin switch to give Suzanne a beating right on her asshole. Repeated blows right on the sensitive, tight brown opening to her bowels.

	“First I make it red on the outside.”

	He beat her until she screamed – more than twenty, cruel, stinging blows. The sound of it hitting her tender orifice soon had him hard and erect. Then using cooking grease, his friend Gamba worked some of the grease around her anus and into her rectum. Then they took turns sodomizing her. Hard. Cumming in her ….filling her bowels with their hot, sticky semen. Soon her rectum was red and sore too.

	“Now it’s red on the inside too,” Oba mocked her.

	Then they made her suck and lick their cocks clean. This was after they had been in her shit-hole. Calling her a ‘shit-hole slut’ all the while – degrading her as much as they could. The soldiers looked for new ways to torment her. 

	There were stories about the women of a certain tribe, famous for the way they punished captives. Supposedly they tied them down and spread sugar or honey on their clits, penises and nipples. 

	Then they caught a few flies, pulled their wings off and put them in a small cup. Then, they would upend the cup onto their captive’s sensitive bits. The crawling, biting flies would provided a maddening torment that was repeated with fresh flies until the victim went crazy. 

	They did this to Suzanne. Gamba and Oba caught flies and set them to dancing on her nipples. This proved to be a hellish torment, but when they upended the cup on her clitoris – this provided sensations that are best left to the imagination. The feeling of the little monsters walking on the nerve laden bud was almost too much for her to take....

	When Suzanne proved unable to lie there without being restrained, they tied her hand and foot. The flies scrambled crazily over her nubbin and sometimes they bit her there - adding to her misery. She begged for them to stop. They used a lot of flies making Suzanne scream herself hoarse. 

	Another time a soldier caught a toad and they had fun inserting it into Suzanne’s cunt. African toads exude a milky toxic substance from a gland near their eyes and this causes a painful itching if it gets on your hands. The horror of having a slimy reptile in her pussy was awful enough, but the virulent itching when the milky fluid came in contact with the mucus membranes in her pussy nearly drove the 35-year old nun insane. 

	The creature would lie quietly for awhile and then it would thrash around when someone pushed on her belly or when they made her rub her pussy. The frantic bouncing of the brown reptile off the walls of her cunt made her scream her head off and this amused the men.

	Making her masturbate was a terrific fun for the men and a real humiliation for Suzanne. She had not masturbated since she was very young, and being forced to do it in front of everyone was very distressing for her. If they fucked her now, that was bad enough, but for them to make her do it to herself was worse. And they made her do it until she squirted to prove that she’d cum. Gamba and Oba liked to make her play with herself and took every opportunity to degrade her this way. 

	Then there was the time three soldiers blindfolded her and tied her thumbs behind her head to a rope around her neck. They played with her pussy to make her clitoris swell and protrude. Then they tied a string around her clitoris. They pulled her around by it. This soon attracted a small crowd. Much laughing, mocking her as they swigged from an open bottle. Then someone got the idea of tying her to the hot radiator of a jeep that had been driven many hot miles. The radiator was boiling. You could see the heat waves radiating off the metal.

	They tied her so that she was inches away from the sizzling grille. Then one of them got behind her and lit a cigarette. Grinning at his comrades, he puffed on it until it was hot and glowed. He touched it to Suzanne’s buttocks, making her jump. And this, of course, made her lurch forward and push her pussy right up against the hot grille. The men just roared with laughter. 

	Now the game was on....he treated her to two long rows of 1st degree burns all over her ass cheeks. Suzanne had to try and accept the pain and not move. If she did, she burned herself on the grille. This was a cruel torment, especially when he began to use the tip of the cigarette to burn her on the darker, more sensitive skin where her buttocks curved inward towards her anus. 

	Sometimes she was able to stand still and other times, she lost the battle and jerked forward to burn her pussy. Soon, there were red marks from the hot grille all over her inner thighs and her pussy mound and her outer labia. She yelped, groaned and sobbed like an orphaned child. The game and her tears made the men hot. Soon, they rolled a pair of dice to see who would go first. Then they took turns fucking her in the ass.....

	FATHER JEAN

	Then one day they brought another white prisoner to the camp. Some of the troop had captured a young Belgian priest. His name was Father Jean. He was a good looking young man, slim and slightly taller than average; and only 24 years of age. The Congo was his first out of country assignment. 

	The unspeakable “things which nice people cannot discuss” took place: When you read news reports in our time of revolutions, rebels and civilians being “captured” or “detained” you can bet that after their disappearance the detainees are turned over to the soldiers for “fun”. Often this includes sexual humiliation. Women detainees experience not only sexual humiliation but often actual assault. After Father Jean was captured by the soldiers he was stripped, mocked, taunted and then beaten. The soldiers formed a circle around him and beat him. 

	Bruised and bloody, they finally turned him over to Jomo for interrogation. Jomo’s interrogation methods definitely involved sexual humiliation as well as torture. The poor man was stripped naked, whipped on his buttocks and subjected to electric shocks on his genitals. Jomo wrapped a wire around his big toe and attached a clip to the underside of his penis right where the head meets the shaft - the most sensitive area on a man’s body. He questioned the priest and shocked him when he didn’t like the answers. 

	Later, he shoved an aluminum cigar tube up his ass and juiced him until he ejaculated. Running a light electrical charge into his prostate and the head of his penis hurt, but it also forced the man to cum. Father Jean howled and screamed, but in the end Jomo found him to be as useless, as far as military intelligence, as Suzanne was. From a distance Suzanne had heard the screams when Jomo was juicing the priest.  When Jomo was done with him, he gave him to the soldiers for fun. Several of them raped him. To have another man’s erection forced into his rectum devastated poor Father Jean.... 

	Salongo was the first one with idea to make Suzanne and the priest perform sexually.  The soldiers brought her to where he was. She was shocked and horrified at his condition. His face showed signs of abuse - evidence they had beaten him. He was naked and mumbling. She didn’t know he had been sodomized.. 

	But soon she was feeling humiliation when they made her take off the men’s boxer shorts and t-shirt she was wearing. Suzanne couldn’t look him in the eye then. Now, naked in front of him, she was humiliated. She wanted to cover her tits and pussy, but knew she’d better not. 

	They made brief eye contact, but both looked away ashamed. Salongo reached over with a stick to prod the priest’s prick and mock him. Father Jean didn’t protest or say anything as Salongo had sport with him. He had been beaten, tortured and raped into servility and obedience. Salongo came up with a cruel game. He began ridiculing the size of the priest’s equipment. Saying it was small and useless. He made reference to the fact that the priest had been ass fucked. Suzanne looked at him, feeling real sympathy at that point.

	“Maybe you are a fag,” Salongo taunted him. “Why don’t you have a hard-on - standing so close to a naked whore? Hey....you like her? She has nice big tits…Yes? She’s a nun. One of your kind. But, she’s our whore now. How come your little prick isn’t hard? Don’t you like girls?”

	It was deeply mortifying, what Salongo said, for both of them. Being described as their whore was very degrading for Suzanne. And being emotionally castrated was deeply humiliating for Father Jean. Both their faces were red.  

	“If I tell you to fuck her, are you ready, priest,” Salongo asked?

	Suzanne was worried now. It was as if the Church itself would be there to witness her shame. The priest wanted to resist, but they’d taken the fight out of him. He was there now, as she was: for entertainment. He just hung his head and stared at the ground.

	“Hold up your tits, whore. Show him your tits.”

	Salongo made her put on a show for him. When she began playing with her tits, Father Jean closed his eyes, so he wouldn’t shame her or himself, but when he did that, someone slapped him on the back of his neck with an open hand. It sounded like a pistol shot. 

	“Open your eyes priest, and look at the whore’s tits.”

	He reluctantly obeyed and let his eyes rest on Suzanne’s big, brown nipples and heavy tits. He panicked, at this point, and begged for them to let him go. His penis was still soft. Salongo pointed at it and told him if he didn’t get an erection, he was going to beat his ass with a cane. And then he showed him a thin rattan cane. 

	The priest stared at the cruel, thin rod. They got Suzanne standing right in front of him. He was sweating and as she got closer, he tried to avert his gaze. Salongo smacked him again on the back of his neck again and the blow caused some of his sweat to land on her.

	“Look at her. Look at her tits and cunt, priest.”

	Then they made her spread her legs and rub her crotch. Soon, she was wet and her labia were glistening. Poor Father Jean was forced to look and soon his cock started to stiffen. It grew and soon, as the foreskin retracted, the bright red, almost purple head could be seen. When it was fully erect, Salongo made him bend over and had another man hold him by his crossed wrists. Then Salongo cruelly beat him on his buttocks anyway.

	“Control yourself...you’re supposed to be a priest,” Salongo said, laughing at him.

	Suzanne’s pussy got wet watching Salongo humiliating the priest. Somehow, the spectacle of a man being sexually shamed was perversely arousing to her.

	Father Jean began to moan as Salongo beat him. To his shame and horror, his prick didn’t go down. It was sticking up below his hairless stomach at a 45 degree angle. Salongo mocked him about it; got him standing and gave his penis a judo chop, right on the shaft to make it deflate.

	This was the pattern. They made Suzanne assume degrading, sexual postures to arouse him and then do things like rub her nipples up against his chest. And when his prick got hard they whipped him. Then someone would give it a judo chop or squeeze his balls to make him lose his erection. It was a very cruel game with lots of verbal abuse for both of them. 

	She was called a slut and a whore. He was beaten for his erection. Suzanne was told that only a “whore” had a hot, wet pussy like hers. He was tantalized and then punished when he responded the only way a man can. Poor Father Jean game went on until they made her kneel at his feet and take hold of his prick and masturbate him until he ejaculated on her face. He shot a big load of semen and this made the men laugh and clap. He spurted eight or nine times.

	The soldiers had more cruel tricks.  She was tied naked, with her hands over her head to an overhead beam, facing him tied the same way. His wet prick leaked all over her tummy. They spread her legs and made her stand on a box. They tightened the slack in her bonds so that his prick, fully-erect, was right between her legs.

	Salongo gave the order, “beat them.”

	The men used canes on the both of them - him first. As they beat him, the heat it produced and the intimacy of their positions caused him to rub up against her. Soon, he was moaning as they whipped him and Suzanne could feel his prick throbbing between her legs, as he bumped up against her and it slid between the lips of her sex.

	She was caned next and when her wide hips lurched forward with the blows his prick rubbed between her wet thighs. This made her hotter Then they beat both of them at the same time. The whipping and the heat in her pussy coupled with his prick between her legs soon had her sweating and juicy. She looked up at his face and saw he was struggling to control himself.

	“I’m sorry…I can’t help it Sister……I… can’t….Oh God,” he said.

	She told him it was “OK”, but his cock rubbing back and forth thru her wet sex - driving her crazy; and it was almost impossible for her to control herself. She had to stifle the urge to hump him. She instinctively clamped her thighs together in anticipation of the next blow and as she did so, she trapped his prick between her thighs.

	As she did so, she heard him gasp and then his hips humped her as the next blow landed on his butt. She cried out as the cane landed again on her butt cheeks; and she felt something wet and dripping down her thighs. The men were all laughing and pointing. Father Jean’s face told all - he’d cum right between her legs. He’d lost control.

	Her squeezing him as she was caned caused him to cum on her. He was so ashamed; and hung his head. The humiliation they both felt was overwhelming.  Salongo came over to inspect. He bent down and examined them. Semen was wet on her legs as she hung there still pressed up against him.

	“I’m so sorry…I couldn’t help myself,” he apologized to her.

	She told him, “it’s OK, Father.” 

	She was really ashamed because she had cum too. Salongo reached down between her legs and felt her. He slid his fingers thru her sex, saw she was very wet; brought his fingers up to her face.

	“You liked it……you WHORE. Filthy WHORE!”

	They were both puppets in a sadistic play. The two of them looked and groaned when they saw Gamba and Oba hauling over the portable telephone from Jomo’s tent.

	She was told, “you have 15 minutes to make him cum….use your mouth – whore.” 

	If Suzanne did it in time, she would win and Father Jean would be hooked up to the generator. If he held out in this cruel game, she would be wired for a session of “shock and shake”. This was real mental torture to pit them against each other. They were both mortified – forced to play another sick game. Nevertheless, she was on her knees in front of him in a flash. She knew she had no choice. The real horror for her was then emotional pain she felt as she was forced to show her nastiest side to him...

	First, she used her tits to stiffen him. She retracted his foreskin and rubbed the tip of his prick all over her nipples. Next, she used her mouth on him. It was very degrading for her to be showing him what whore tricks she’d learned in camp. And very quickly, Father Jean got hard and erect again - against his will.

	She kissed his prick and balls, wetly, up and down; and then put the whole head in her mouth - sucking on it to get him to release his load. He tried manfully to control himself, but Suzanne was too experienced now. She felt him struggling, trying not to cum, but when she licked him, slowly, from his nut sack up to the head of his cock, he was a goner.

	She made him cum when she began using her lips in a tight wet ring to envelop the mushroom head at the top of his shaft and pull it in and out....in and out...sucking on it hard. This worked. He gushed and spurted hotly in her mouth. She let him finish into the air, so the soldiers could see she had done her job. She kept milking it; she wanted there to be no doubt who won. 

	They wired poor Father Jean to the generator. Attached the black wire to his toe; and the red wire to the aluminum cigar tube they inserted in his rectum. Suzanne watched fascinated as Salongo cranked the handle very slowly to make just a little electricity flow. The priest began squirming, twitching and groaning. The electricity made his pubic hair stand on end and his cock began to stiffen and twitch. 

	As Salongo turned the handle slowly his cock began to swell and lengthen until he had a full erection again. As more electricity was applied, his cock began to throb; and the head grew almost purple. It looked like a balloon ready to burst. There was foam at the corners of his mouth and he began babbling. Then, they stopped. 

	Oba slapped at the his cock. It wouldn’t go down. The soldiers drinking and enjoying the show, laughed at his humiliation. Oba grabbed him by the ear, like a child, and announced the next “game”. Here’s what it was: he had to use his mouth on her and then fuck her.

	“Lick the whore’s cunt and then fuck her,” Oba said.

	The men made her lie on a table so that her buttocks and pussy were fully exposed for him. In this degrading position they inserted fingers into her cunt and rubbed her until she squirted. Being fingered... masturbated in front of him was the worst for her. It was like whatever mask she had been able to keep on her face, was ripped off at that point and the priest could see what she was...

	The sound of squelching noises as fingers were relentlessly reamed in and out of her cunt grew louder. Her pussy smelled too, as her cunt leaked its secretions in response to the stimulation. Someone said something about that and all the men laughed. 

	“You got 15 minutes to make her cum,” Oba said to the priest with a grin. “If you lose - we shock you again. Whore, if you cum - you get shocked.”

	They pushed him over to her wet, waiting cunt.

	“I’m sorry….but they’re making me do this…..I have to do it……I have no choice…..I’m sorry.”

	Father Jean kept apologizing. She didn’t say anything. She thought to herself, ‘I’m not gonna cum’. The men forced him to get down on his knees before her and put his mouth on her cunt.

	“Get busy…if you know what’s good for you.” 

	With that hanging in the air, he began to kiss and lick her pussy. He used his lips and tongue on her hot sex. Then, encouraged by Oba and Gamba, he stuck his tongue in her hole. The more he did it, the harder it was for Suzanne to control herself. Bored, they made him stand and rub the head of his prick around her pussy, making her moan. Following this, they made him put it in. They slapped him to get him thrusting his cock in and out. He speeded up and soon he was fucking her fast and hard. 

	As he fucked her, Suzanne felt her self-control crumbling, melting. She felt a deep boiling, building pressure inside. She imagined the Devil was inside her making her sin with the priest. She had a terrifying vision of Hell. She knew at this moment, that she was going to hell.

	She tried to control herself, but this only made it worse. She felt herself close to the edge. But she also heard him groan when she squeezed her cunt muscles. It put pressure on his prick. It now became a war between them. Suzanne held onto the table as he thrust his cock into her and reamed her cunt. She was building up very quickly to a sexual peak. She was losing control. Her whole pelvis bore down and she could feel the ORGASM coming, coming, coming, coming.

	She began crying, “Oh God....OH GOD.”

	She came hard. Her cunt went into spasms and wave after wave of pleasure washed all through her pelvis from her clit down into her cunt, up into her belly and down her legs. She found the forbidden thing she was doing, having sex with the young priest, very hot. She was covered in sweat from her exertions and after cumming, she was very wet between her legs.

	Suzanne had a big “wet” cum. She’d squirted a lot of pussy juice and most of it splashed on the priest. Father Jean stood up and still had an erection. He hadn’t cum. Her secretions wet the table, her thighs and was all over his groin. The pungent sexual smell filled the air. It was obvious to everyone who won. Suzanne began sobbing....

	“You lose whore……wire her,” Salongo said to her cruelly.

	“Oh God no….please…….please………..no.”

	They tied her to the table and wired her to the telephone. They put the clip on her clitoris and the cigar tube up her rectum. Her wet cunt was a sloppy mess and she slipped and slid on the table when Salongo turned the crank very slowly to send a light charge into her. 

	The immediate effect on her aroused, wet cunt was pain, but it also made her cunt hotter the more he juiced her. She grunted, moaned, groaned and then screamed as Salongo kept juicing her. The men laughed and enjoyed themselves. They made the priest watch her suffer. Salongo took the clip off her clit. He had a new idea.

	Next, they strung both of them from the upright, belly-to-belly. They forced a greased cigar tube up his rectum, and got his prick in her pussy. It took a little bit to get them hooked up but, once they were coupled, they beat the both of them on their butts with a paddle.

	Father Jean humped her, as they were beaten. Goaded by the paddle, Suzanne thrust back and they both came. Then they attached wires to the tubes in their assholes and Salongo turned the crank slowly again on the portable phone. United by their wet genitals, the current formed a path between their two bodies. 

	Salongo discovered that he could keep them fucking and fucking by juicing them just a little. They humped each other liked crazed weasels as the current had its way with them. Suzanne came and came....she seemed like a demented puppet..

	It was painful and humiliating, but they kept making the pair fuck. Finally Father Jean, after spurting inside her twice, lost his erection and couldn’t get another one. They beat him for his failure. Then they threw Suzanne, twitching, trembling with a hot, wet pussy on the table and took turns fucking her. 

	After they’d all cum inside her, they made the priest clean her packed cunt with his mouth. He threw up as it was a very disgusting and humiliating task... Afterwards, when they got her standing, everyone marveled at her sex: it had swelled to twice its normal size. When they untied her, she couldn’t walk They had to drag her off. Two months later Jomo sold her to another tribe.  Suzanne’s abuse and humiliation were not over. Her life would never be the same. For one thing, she was pregnant . . . . .
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	CHAPTER 1: CAPTURE

	It was a cold fall in 1876. The Arizona desert and nighttime was falling. Abigail Hart sat in a rocking chair by the fire and listened to the coyotes as the day’s shadows lengthened. She pulled her shawl tighter around her shoulders. Her husband had left four days prior to round up strays. He should have been back, but hadn’t returned and she was worried. The high desert was a lonely and sometimes frightening place. As soon as the sun started to set, she had locked the cabin’s door, barred the windows, fetched the spare revolver and checked to see it was loaded.

	Abigail, at 30, was a willful, passionate redhead who had lived the ordinary life of a rancher’s wife for ten years. There had been good times and bad, typical of those who extract their livelihood from the land. Her only regret in life was that she and her husband, Luke, were childless. She wanted children, but her husband’s seed had not taken root. She prayed often for a son for them. There were few friends because families lived miles from each other. Abigail’s bible was, besides her husband, her only real companion. 

	As the sun set, the usual sounds of night arrived and she kept watch. Finally, Abigail went to bed and fell into a troubled sleep. She was awakened by the sounds of the chickens in the coop. Figuring it was most likely a coyote, she pulled on a cloak, grabbed the revolver and slipped out the front door in her bare feet. Actually, it was a Chiricahua raiding party, part of Sani’s band. Since Cochise’s surrender to the government in 1872, he was one of the dominant Chiricahua leaders of the scattered bands, until the emergence of Geronimo. 

	His band had caught and killed her husband in an arroyo two nights prior and now the couple’s livestock was the target. The red-haired woman was surprised before she got past the barn. The braves overpowered her and tied her hand and foot. She yelled, kicked and fought, but it did no good. There were too many of them. She had no more chance than a rabbit caught by coyotes.

	Abigail, bound, watched them in fear. They rifled through her cupboards and chests, ransacked the house for clothes and trinkets and tossed what they didn’t want on the floor. They took the horses and the cows from the corral. The party’s leader found her husband’s bottle of liquor, gave shout and the others quickly gathered around to drink their share. 

	Then the braves packed up what they wanted, including Abigail, and got her on a horse. What they had done that night would add to the Apache’s cruel reputation. The raiding party’s leader was Sani himself, the band’s chieftain.

	Sani took her horse’s bridle and led Abigail forward as the raiding party rode for home. They rode hard and swift over the hills, between cactus and chaparral. After several hours, they left the foothills and moved higher into pine tree country. They reached a spot and dismounted - then lead the horses on foot. The braves untied Abigail and got her down.

	Within a half mile there was a stand of willows and cottonwoods by a small stream. Here were a dozen or more wickiups....Apache huts. This was their current camp. The braves began pulling down the packs from their ponies. The sun was just starting to come up in the East. 

	There were squaws in camp starting to build the morning fires, and children were beginning to play and run around, the way all children do. They pulled Abigail down off the horse. They set her down in the center of the camp. The squaws all came to see what the raiding party had brought. There was much glee as Abigail’s dresses and various trinkets were distributed by Sani.

	The booty, especially the horses and cows, were great prizes and there was much whooping and merriment. And they all began to take notice of the white woman with her hands bound behind her back. She was soon surrounded by squaws. Abigail looked around and realized there was no escape. She was at their mercy. There was nothing else she could do but try to be brave. She was sore from being tied and in truth, she was terrified at what fate had in store for her. Apaches had a fearsome reputation in those days....

	The squaws’ dark eyes and inscrutable faces made it impossible to see what was in their minds. Abigail looked from face to face and feared the worst. Then, without a word, the squaws began pulling at her clothing. She struggled, but as they got in a circle and pushed her from woman to woman, she was untied. As they continued to push and paw at her, they began to strip off her clothing. Soon they had stripped the full-figured, red-haired white woman until she was naked as a baby.

	She was now exposed before the entire village. She covered her big white bosoms and her crotch, but this only made them laugh and mock her. There were children running around and the humiliating exposure, before men, women and children made Abigail blush from her cheeks down to her breasts. Much laughter and pointing at her tits and hairy mound. Those behind her pointed at her big ass. Her fat white buttocks amused them greatly.

	The squaws again tied her, only this time they lashed her wrists to her elbows behind her back. Abigail trembled in fear and shame as the squaws and the children formed two parallel lines. Sani came up behind her. Being naked before him now made her blush even more. He pointed to a spot at the end of the two rows and roughly pushed her forward. Abigail gulped and looked around. Already she could see that the squaws and the older children had armed themselves with switches, branches and leather strips. Sani put his hand on her back and gave her a shove to get her going.... 

	CHAPTER 2: THE GAUNTLET and GANG RAPE

	She was made to walk the “gauntlet”. This was a preliminary torture that allowed the Apache` to test a captive for spirit, as they valued bravery under torture. As Abigail stumbled forward, those lined up stuck her on the buttocks, her back and her legs. The thin birch branches stung like fire and the leather thongs landed with a loud “splat”. The women and children shouted with glee as they whipped her. Her fat buttocks received the majority of the blows. The women were the worst. They knew just where to hit her to make it hurt. Some tried to hit her breasts, but she kept hunched over and was able this way to avoid most of the blows to her vulnerable breasts. 

	Before she reached the end of the line, she had fallen once only to be humiliatingly pulled up by her hair and set on the path again. By the time she reached the end, her buttocks, shoulders, arms and thighs were reddened and marked from the blows. It was a fun game. Every time she was struck, stumbled or cried out made the squaws and the children yelp and holler with savage pleasure at the humiliation and pain they were causing her.

	The cruel delight that the women and children displayed appalled Abigail. Here she was naked in the camp of Indians, and they were whipping her like a dog and just loving it. It was awful. Abigail began sobbing with pain and shame. What she didn’t realize was that any display of weakness really served to lower her in the eyes of the band. Apaches valued bravery and stoicism in their captives. To cry or beg for mercy showed weakness and virtually guaranteed further torment. When she reached the end, she hoped it was over, but her sniveling and sobbing earned her more torture.

	They made her walk the gauntlet again. And this time it was worse. They beat her unmercifully. The squaws concentrated on her tits as much as possible. Hitting the nipples so they could make Abigail shriek with pain. She was a sweaty mess at the end - her buttocks, back, breasts and thighs were raw and her eyes were swollen from crying. Because she had reacted so poorly, she was made to endure a third and then a fourth trip down the “gauntlet”. She fell repeatedly.

	The women began spitting on her - degrading her further. Two old women pulled her up by her hair and spat right in her face. Abigail moaned in shame as the spittle ran down. Sani finally called a halt and let her lie there on the ground. Having a captured white woman at their disposal and seeing her weakness exposed inflamed the squaws. Abigail’s time as a captive was going to be one of total humiliation and degradation from this time forward. The men began drinking their corn based liquor, tulapai, and soon they were wild...

	Sani gave the word and two braves grabbed her by her hair, pulled her up and dragged her towards a hitching post. They lashed her by her wrists and neck to the vertical beam. Ropes were tied around her ankles and then to stakes pounded in the ground. Sani came over and spread the cheeks of her buttocks to the mob. He did this slowly to humiliate her as much as possible. Abigail cringed in shame as he displayed her pussy and anus and the men howled and the women cackled with glee. 

	A squaw came up and began to rub her pussy. She teased and tickled her until she got some reaction from Abigail. At first, she just bit her lip and prayed for deliverance. But as the woman knowingly stroked her labia and clitoris, Abigail began to whimper. When she began moaning, the squaws and the children yapped and barked with pleasure. Satisfied, the squaw dipped her fingers into a pot of bear grease and rubbed it all around Abigail’s anus. When she had the tight brown sphincter well lubricated, she used her finger to get some inside her rectum. 

	Poor Abigail grunted with the intrusion....but worse was to come. To be exposed this way and now realizing that she was facing rape and sodomy made her plead and sob like a little girl. Her pleadings sounded pathetic. She desperately feared rape. She was terror struck at the thought of being violated against her will, as all women do. 

	But the loss of control and what her body might do was a further torment. She was a woman with a strong sex drive. It had been a problem for her in her marriage and even before when she was the preacher’s daughter. Abigail felt tremendous guilt at feeling anything in her womanly parts. In her mind this was “sinful” and the thought that she was facing forced sex frightened her because of her fear of how she might react. She was already a tormented woman of her time because of inner conflicts about her sexuality.

	Sani let the women play a little while longer with Abigail. They slapped her ass, pulled her pubic hair and her nipples, trying to make her cry out. Poor Abigail alternately whimpered, moaned and cried out as they molested her. Then Sani shooed the women away. The braves began to gather - pulling aside their breechcloths and exposing their cocks.

	They displayed their hard, hot erections – threatening her with their manhood and making her close her eyes as she contemplated her fate. Sani got behind Abigail’s fat buttocks and with no preliminaries, forced his cock into her tight and unprepared pussy. The wetness that the squaw had forced from her had since dried as she was tormented. Now her dry, tight vagina, one that had never borne children, was about to be violated.....

	His braves cheered and Abigail winced as she realized fully for the first time how bad things were going to be for her. She wasn’t prepared for his penetration and when he hurtfully rammed it into her and began reaming her out, she grunted in pain at the intrusion and then cried out. He began thrusting hard and deep and ejaculated quickly. 

	The next brave took his place. And then another. After a few had filled her vagina with semen, it drooled from her violated hole and ran down her thighs. One after another they raped her. It was an act of war, not so much a sex act.... a victory celebration of a sort. As her pussy drooled semen and her own copious juices between rapes, a brave would scoop up some of the mess and wipe it on her nose and mouth - making her smell and taste their violation. The feeling of being totally at the mercy of the men was overwhelming.

	She was totally theirs to rape at will. If she tried to squat down a bit to escape their cocks, she choked herself on the pole. The raw, cruel violation was humiliation enough, but Abigail experienced real shame when one brave raped her like a demon and made her climax. Her cries and vaginal convulsions as he sexed her left no doubt that he had won a victory over her. She was overcome with guilt that she had somehow “let” this happen to her....

	Another brave also made her cum like a whore. The humiliation devastated her. Later she would rationalize what had happened by telling herself that she had been forced to experience arousal and made to “sin”. It wasn’t her fault. But she was truly shattered by this feeling that she was somehow guilty of sin. It only added to her pain.

	Then a brave worked his cock into her rectum. This was virgin territory. She had a tight nether passage, but experience with childhood enemas had alerted Abigail to the fact that this shameful, dirty part of her body, heavy with nerve endings, had the potential to harbor sensitive as well as painful feelings. She cried out as this perversion shamed her totally. It hurt terribly at first, but the grease lubricated the invasion. Soon, to her horror, it produced feelings of arousal as well as discomfort, causing her even more mental pain.

	Finally the last brave satisfied himself. All the men of the band, even the oldsters and the young warriors ejaculated in her pussy and several came in her rectum. Over thirty men used her as a receptacle for their lust.  Exhausted, she hoped they were finished with her. As the men drifted off, a group of squaws came over.

	She saw the hatred in their eyes. After all, their men had just sexed her. One of them brought over a small pot. Inside was a powder made from ground, dried, hot, chili peppers. She scooped out some and began rubbing it into Abigail’s dripping, sloppy sexhole. 

	She worked the powder into a paste, as it mixed with pussy juice and the semen, and got it on Abigail’s clitoris, her pisshole, her labia, in and around her vagina and then on her anus. For a finale, she worked some into her rectum. Her messy pussy and brown anus were already reddened and sore from the multiple rapes.

	Once the capsicum in the peppers had a chance to build heat, Abigail began writhing and squirming. Soon, it was as if someone had shoved hot coals into her pussy and asshole. She began crying out and then screaming as the pepper scorched her tender inner membranes. Her genitals and anus would become so red and sore from this torment.... and framed by her red pubic hair, it inspired one squaw to mockingly give her the nickname: “fire pussy”! She wriggled and squirmed so much, in her bondage, that this made the women howl with excitement.

	And then they untied her neck and ankles and retied her by her wrists to one of the posts. They left her bound in the morning sun, overwhelmed with shame, the pain in her sore pussy and asshole and with their semen drying on her body. The day wore on. From her tether, Abigail couldn’t see the camp because she was facing the wrong way. She could hear the women as they busied themselves with chores. The men butchered one of her cows. In the late afternoon the women stoked the fires and began roasting strips of beef. The men sat down to eat. The smell of meat roasting made her hungry. She hoped they would feed her.

	Finally the men had eaten and the women and the children took their turn. When they’d finished, a squaw brought her some meat and corn. She grabbed Abigail by the hair and pushed her face down to eat from the bowl, like a dog. She ate ravenously, but it was humiliating. The light faded away quickly after supper. It was early spring and the dark came on with winter speed. 

	Except for the cooking fires, the moon and the stars, it was dark and frightening. Two braves came by and untied her from the hitching post. She was retied to a tree with her arms wrapped around it, like she was hugging it. She would finally fall asleep in this position, but this uncomfortable bondage, occasional insects, and the cold night air would torment her for hours.

	The next morning, two braves forced her to the hitching post again; made her bend over and bound her by her wrists, neck to the post and with her ankles lashed to stakes again. They began slapping her ass and pinching her nipples, making her wince and try to escape their cruel fingers. It was soon obvious that having sport with her aroused them. When they pulled aside their breechcloths she saw both men had hard, hot cocks. She groaned in shame as they began molesting her - feeling her up between her legs.

	One held her face, occasionally slapping her, while the other brave forced himself inside her. He thrust vigorously and came quickly. Then the other took his place and raped her. They left her tied like that with semen drooling from her pussy. She wept and then more men came and used her at their leisure, making her grunt, moan and cry out. One of the men made her climax again. Abigail began praying to God to forgive her and spare her any more indignities.

	In painful agony from the enforced bondage, she wept. Finally, one of the women came and untied her. Abigail was grateful to be released. But the squaw tied her hands behind her back and took her over to one of the wickiups. She huddled in the corner, wishing she could vanish. In late afternoon she was given another meal of meat and corn. They made sure she ate from the bowl like a camp dog....

	Later, when men came back to camp, she was retied to the hitching post and bent over for a third round of rape and sodomy. The men behaved as if they considered her a “hole”, to be used at their convenience. Each rape brought with it the possibility that her body would betray her. Two more times, it did. After she cried out in orgasm, she began loudly begging “God” for forgiveness. The braves laughed at this. 

	CHAPTER 3: FIRE and ANTS

	At mid-afternoon on the third day the squaws showed Abigail that, to them, she was like a small animal they had trapped. Abigail remembered, as they took hold of her, with a shiver something she’d overheard a friend say when the men-folk had gotten together to talk.... when they didn’t think the women were listening.

	“The Chiricahua are cruel, but when it comes to torture, their women are worse....”

	That day the squaws began really torturing Abigail. This is what they did to her first. They tied her naked and spread-eagled to an old wagon wheel. The wheel was set on a vertical post about 2 ½ feet high. In this position, she was facing the ground and her breasts hung down vulnerably and her head, unsupported, soon hung down painfully too. The women began collecting small twigs, bark and branches and piling them underneath the wheel, but to one side of it. 

	Then they lit the kindling to start a small fire. As soon as the fire got going, they put wet leaves on it. Then they spun the wheel and got Abigail’s face right over the smoky fire. The smoke rose and got in her eyes, nose and mouth. This was an old Apache torture. They “smoked” their victims over a wet fire. The heat and the smoke made the victim gag and choke.

	Sometimes they left her face over the fire, so she couldn’t breathe as the smoke burned her eyes and filled her nose. The blood rushed to her head and her nose filled with mucus. She eventually vomited in this position. Then they spun the wheel so that her crotch was positioned right over banked fire. In this way, the smoke and the heat tormented her pussy and anus. 

	This was a cruel torture that could be continued for hours. The fire was kept low and the wet leaves insured that it would generate lots of smoke and banked heat. They turned the wheel at intervals so that her face and crotch got an equal share of the smoke. Over and over, until she was crying, babbling and begging for them to release her.

	“Oh God, please no more.....no ....please, Oh God....help me........please dear.....God................help...........me.....please.......oh....God....ohhh....uhhh....oh..uh...oh...oooohhh.” 

	Her face got grotesquely swollen. When they finally took her off the wheel her eyes were bloodshot and her face, especially her lips and tongue were swollen. Her red pubic hair had been heat-singed and her labia and clitoris were in the same condition as her lips and tongue – swollen and sore to the touch. Her anus was glazed and puffy from the heat and her buttocks and ass crack were swollen and sore from the heat and smoke. She had cried herself dry and when they took her down, she was a broken doll. 

	From this point forward, Abigail had been reduced to slavery. They kept her tied at night and during the day forced her to perform menial tasks. Unless someone stumbled on the band, it seemed unlikely that she would be freed and she soon despaired. At night she prayed for deliverance from her hellish existence. 

	And it continued to be a hideous experience when a few days later four squaws led her away from the camp towards a dry creek bed. They went only a short distance before they stopped by a mound. It was an ant hill. They all looked at her; she saw them grinning and in that moment she looked at the mound and then the ground....saw the ants scurrying this way and that and realized why they’d brought her there. 

	The Apache` were infamous for torturing their victims by staking them out on an ant hill. Abigail had heard stories and now she was horror struck as she realized what awaited her.... The oldest squaw, Ooljee, barked out a command. The others grabbed her, threw her down, crossed her wrists and bound them with leather thongs. The pounded stakes in the ground on either side of the mound and tied her ankles to them. 

	This position pulled Abigail’s legs open wide. It was an unpleasant position as it exposed her cunt and asshole. She couldn’t really move at all. Then she felt the ants. The ground seemed alive...they were crawling all around. The stakes had been driven into the ground right next to their nest and this put the colony on high alert... 

	She began yelling as Ooljee, and another squaw named Sitsi, approached her holding jars. Inside the pots was thick, cactus blossom honey. They drizzled the sticky, sweet stuff all over Abigail’s feet and along the inside of her calves up her inner thighs, creating a trail leading to her crotch. Abigail felt a dread that made her shiver. She began to plead with them like a little girl. They ignored her pitiful pleadings in a language they didn’t understand.

	The two squaws got it all over her crotch and smeared the sweet stuff in her red pubic hair. Ooljee carefully poured the honey so that her labia were well coated and the runoff drooled down her ass crack to glaze her hair framed anus. The squaw took her time with the honey. The proceedings greatly amused the other squaws who squatted to watch closely. 

	Ooljee then made a honey trail from her pubic mound, up over her plump belly, to Abigail’s fat white tits and nipples with their large rose-brown aureoles. Abigail looked down at her breasts after she was done and sobbed. 

	Ooljee made a snorting sound, showing her derision for the white woman. Ants had come pouring out of the mound and were now swarming over Abigail’s feet, her toes and the soft webbing in-between them. The incessant scurrying all over her sensitive feet made Abigail twitch in an effort to dislodge them. Soon the whole colony had mobilized and had discovered the honey.  Abigail began to sob and blubber when the ants began to climb up her legs.

	As Abigail felt the little monsters with their six tiny feet scampering and scurrying this way and that - and moving toward her sex organs, she began crying and writhing in her bonds. Feeling them crawling up her legs drove her crazy. She kept her eyes closed and the squaws laughed as she cried out and prayed to her God as the ants infested her. 

	It didn’t take long for the ants to swarm up and over her crotch. Within ten minutes her pussy and asshole was covered with hundreds of ants. The distress kept all her attention focused there. The insects had her screaming, as they feasted on the honey which had drooled from her pussy down between her buttocks as they swarmed over and invaded her sex. Some had begun to squirt formic acid as a defense and this burned everywhere it landed.

	It was a disgusting feeling. Abigail couldn’t close her legs and began shrieking as she felt them penetrate and pollute her hole. They harried and pestered her clitoris…irritating and tickling it. Several explored the small opening from which she pissed….this felt even more awful.

	They packed her cunt. The honey and her feminine secretions drove them into a teeming mass. She was tied so that she couldn’t close her thighs. The torment of her anus was especially awful. They overran the honey-glazed, puckered opening. The itching sensation was so horrible that she was afraid she might go mad. Her crotch was alive with a thousand ants. 

	A few scouts had followed the trail up her belly to her honey-smeared tits. The creeping, crawling itchiness was horrifying, making her whole body spasm and wriggle, hump her hips and wriggle her toes. Abigail craned her head forward to watch helplessly as they swarmed over her tits, finding the honey-daubed nipples and driving her nearly insane with their tickling, itching assault. Having them walk all over her breasts and nipples was maddening. 

	And she could do was watch, horrified, as they took their time with her. Very quickly, each of her fat, white tits was covered. Through tear-blurred vision, Abigail stared as sensitive parts of her body were ablaze with itchy red spots left by the formic acid. 

	She screamed and begged, “please, oh, please! No more…please....PLEASE!”

	Abigail was at the high point of the torture and her sufferings were terrible. She could do nothing, but try to endure it. She squirmed and cried, watching as the swarm infested her en masse, covering her loins from her clitoris to her anus and over both tits. She had not lost consciousness....

	Time passed, and in some part of her mind, she feared that if this continued, she would go insane. She would look down - stare horrified at the swarm crawling on her - then pull her head back, close her eyes and pray out loud to God. 

	She twitched and writhed as much as her bonds would allow; but her bondage had very little slack. So, helpless, she could only sob and cry out as they infested her unmercifully. Abigail struggled, but she knew it was only a matter of time before she lost control of her mind and went mad....

	She begged the squaws to cut her loose, but they only grinned or laughed at her. They had squatted down to watch the growing, pullulating mass get bigger and blacker at the junction between her white thighs and on her breasts. The squaws whooped and hollered, enjoying her suffering at the violation of the poor white woman. 

	Abigail’s crotch and tits were almost completely covered. From a short distance, it seemed she was wearing black fur on her teats and womanhood. As the feelings of disgusting infestation overwhelmed her, Abigail lost it and began babbling like a madwoman. This made the women howl. They mocked and taunted her in their language. They laughed and pointed at the spectacle of the poor white woman, tormented beyond endurance.

	The ants stayed to devour all the honey....it took over an hour. And in the end, Abigail had been reduced to a twitching shell of a human being. She had screamed herself hoarse and finally slipped into unconsciousness, only to awaken and find that she was still in hell. Crushed by the experience, she was truly a broken woman when they cut her loose. Two women took her to the stream and Abigail was barely conscious as they dunked her. 

	CHAPTER 4: TORMENTED BY THE CHILDREN

	Time passed. Abigail’s life had been reduced to meaningless toil, mind-numbing bondage and incidences of savage torment. In some ways, the cruelest things were done by the children of the band. Supervised by an older squaw, Nizhoni, Abigail was staked out, one afternoon, on the ground under a cottonwood tree. There was much laughter as the children were thrilled by the prospect of having her to play with. Abigail looked at their faces and cringed as they seemed to her more like demons than children. A fire was lit and the children were encouraged to heat up the tips of green twigs.

	They crowded around her, both boys and girls, and used the twigs to sadistically treat her to repeated small burns all over her body. They concentrated on her breasts and nipples....her fat white belly....and her thighs. After awhile the squaw had some of the older boys turn her over so that the torture could be continued on her buttocks. 

	Soon they too were stippled with angry red marks. They worked on her crack, especially the dark grove leading to her anus. Their savage gleeful shouts, laughter and merriment appalled Abigail. She could not imagine children so demonic.

	They delighted in making her whimper, groan and cry out. This went on for more than an hour. Then the older girls got the idea of sexually tormenting and humiliating her - encouraged by the squaw.  They flipped her over on her back and took turns manipulating her genitalia. Masturbating her. Pulling on her sex lips. They got her clitoris erect and teased her to the point of orgasm.

	Just when Abigail thought she thought she was going to climax….they stopped and let her twitch in agony. The shame of experiencing sexual arousal was additional mental torment. At this point in her captivity, Abigail had been stripped of her humanity and had become an “object”. Becoming a plaything for the children caused another “breakage” in Abigail’s mental structure....

	Grins and laughter at this. Soon, Abigail felt the intense need to climax, but the girls kept bringing her to a boil and then letting her suffer. Then one of them, Yazhi was her name, kneeling between her splayed thighs, made her cry out when she grabbed Abigail’s clitoris by the hood between her index finger and thumb and cruelly twisted the bud.

	She slowly and sadistically pulled and twisted it making Abigail scream in pain. Another two girls did the same to her nipples. This soon became an excruciating game. This continued until her nipples and the clitoris swelled up grotesquely. Purple and swollen from the abuse. 

	Two girls sat on either side of Abigail's legs and one girl got between them. They kept playing with her sexually - getting her clitoris erect; making her writhe and squirm and beg for release. Her pussy oozed as the girls chattered like birds enjoying the opportunity to humiliate her as her pussy drooled. 

	Abigail sobbed and groaned, but before she could climax - they stopped and grinned as she twitched and throbbed in frustration. The girls laughed and smiled at the boys as they showed them how to sexually torture the white woman. The boys acted frustrated, watching the girls have all the fun. 

	Yazhi pinched and hurt her clitoris and they rubbed her pussy to arouse her…this was repeated over and over again. Arousal – frustration, and then pain -over and over. The girls were efficient torturers. The boys wanted in on the fun and began yelling as one of them approached holding a jar. In the jar, he had captured some bees. You could hear them as they buzzed angrily. He carefully extracted a bee from the jar by its wings. The bee’s abdomen thrust frantically trying to find its attacker. 

	With a sadistic smile he brought the bee down to Abigail’s nipple. Abigail looked down and watched in horror as the stinger lanced its way into her nipple - the abdomen pumping its venom into her. The pain seared hotly thru her nipple and immediately it began to swell even more. 

	The boy brought a second bee to her other nipple to sting her there. Soon that nipple had swollen to comic proportions. Abigail’s head flailed from side to side, as she panted, sweated and squirmed. Her eyes flew wide open when she felt someone pulling back the hood of her clitoris, exposing the little bud. A loud moan escaped her lips as the boy produced another bee and held it right there....so the insect could sting her clitoris. As the stinger reached its mark, she screamed like someone had stabbed her with a knife!

	The boys were having their revenge on the girls! They were showing that they too knew how to torture the white woman. Very quickly, Abigail’s clitoris swelled up to three times its normal size. Her rose-brown nipples now looked like a purple grapes. And her clitoris was a purple knob as big as the tip of her pinky finger. 

	The girls, now seeing how much more vulnerable the white woman’s precious bits were, went back to tormenting her; arousing and then frustrating her; then hurting her until Abigail was nearly insane. They tortured her to the point of babbling idiocy. This amused them to no end.

	Then Nizhoni, the older squaw, took a curved, slim white rod with a bulb at the end out of a leather sack. It had been carved from the tusk of a peccary. She told Yazhi to pull open the white woman’s labia. When she did this it exposed the urethra and made it flare open. Nizhoni inserted the tip of the rod into Abigail’s piss hole. The white woman howled as the squaw forced the probe into her most private orifice.

	She kept pushing, making Abigail gasp and cry out as the rod had been forced into her fully, so that it penetrated the sphincter guarding her bladder. When it was fully inserted and the bulb protruded from the tip, she and Yazhi took turns slapping Abigail’s pussy, making her shriek in pain. 

	Then all the girls and some of the boys took turns drawing the rod out of her pisshole and re-inserting it. In effect, raping her with it. Abigail was soon howling like an animal. They laughed at her and made clucking noises; mocking her reaction - her weakness.

	Eventually, Nizhoni took out the rod and finger-fucked Abigail - making her spurt, causing the other children to yawp and scream with pleasure. When she spurted, Abigail cried out and groaned with relief. The squaw wiped up Abigail’s musky pussy juice splattered on her thighs with two fingers and smeared it on her nose and mouth. 

	Abigail was exhausted and drained by what the children did to her. What they did hurt her terribly and even worse, it made her experience sexual arousal. This was, for her, mental torment. She felt like a slut...a whore. It was horrifying that sexual torture could arouse her.

	They were not finished with her. There was more to come. Two boys, real sadists, Niyol and Yas, had something really gross in mind. They encouraged the girls to untie her ankles and force Abigail’s thighs back against her breasts, so her cunt and anus were completely exposed. Nizhoni spread Abigail’s labia....reveal that her well-used cunt was already very wet. Then Yas showed the abused white woman what they’d brought for her.

	Abigail screamed when she saw the frogs. Yas held the little reptiles up to display them to her. The green slimy creatures writhed and struggled to get free. At the sight of them, Abigail began squirming too. 

	All the frightened creatures wanted, at that point, were to get away and find a nice, dark place to hide. Abigail with her legs spread and her wet cunt provided a moist hiding place. Yas, holding one of the creatures, brought its head close to Abigail’s wet vaginal opening. Abigail looked down between her tits and upraised legs.

	She began to cry out, “OH GOD….PLEEEEEESE.... DON’T DO THIS TO ME! OH GOD....OH GOD...PLEASE. HELP...ME....OH GOD.....NO....NO...PLEASE NNNNNOOOOOO!” 

	But there was no one to save her. The creature decided it didn’t like being forced into this hole, but Yas lost no time in forcing it into her vagina. First the blunt head and then, inch-by-inch, the children watched as he got body and then the legs into her sexhole until just the tip of a webbed foot protruded from her hole. It was an obscene sight. Her hairy pussy, the labia swollen from being abused and a green webbed frog’s foot sticking out. 

	Abigail’s reaction was not to be believed. She began to scream and scream and scream and scream! Her voice made sounds like never before. Even when she was covered with the ants, she didn’t howl like that. But when the frog wriggled inside her warm, wet cunt, Abigail descended into hell. Enjoying her suffering, Yas sadistically forced a second frog into her....

	Then they tied her legs together. Abigail wriggled and writhed as the intruders frantically moved inside her. The children really enjoyed her reactions. The frogs was so far up her cunt and with her legs tied, all you could see was her reddish-brown pubic hair and her hot reddish-purple pussy lips pressed together by her position. Her belly seemed to bulge and ripple as the frogs squirmed around in her hole in their panic. Every time someone pushed on her tummy, Abigail’s reactions provided more comic relief for the little mob of sadistic children.

	She began sobbing uncontrollably and it was heartrending to hear. Her tears just rolled down her cheeks. Some of the children went and told everyone to come to see what they’d done to the white woman. They left her there with the frogs in her pussy for an hour, making her moan, groan, scream and cry. 

	The frogs would lie quietly for awhile…..and then something she did, some movement on her part frightened the creatures again. And they thrashed around inside her, crawling over each other and squirming like mad. Abigail was driven nuts. She howled like a beast as the frogs wriggled in the warm, wet confines of her vagina. Braves and squaws came by to see what all the fuss was about. It was fun for the whole band.

	One woman rubbed her crotch, attempting to masturbate her. This disturbed the slimy creatures. They thrashed around and as she continued to rub Abigail’s mound, she got aroused. This only added to her miseries. There was much laughter from everyone crowded around the staked out woman. Braves came and went enjoying the sight of the white woman being tormented by their children. Abigail was forced to hold the creatures in her vagina for quite awhile. 

	Abigail, when they finally released her and she could open her legs, tried to stick her fingers in her cunt to get the frogs out. This only frightened them, but with the lack of oxygen, they were sluggish and soon came out on their own. They were disgustingly wet with her vaginal mucus. 

	Abigail was finally free of the little monsters. She was broken by this experience totally. Her dreams, when she slept, were filled with dragons and monsters now. She was in the terrifying position of someone who was horrified and disgusted by what was being done to her and on some level had begun to yearn for more abuse....

	Abigail had been changed by her capture. Through systematic abuse , they changed Abigail into an obedient slave. Always tormented by guilt feelings because of her abundant sexuality, she had become convinced that God had sent the devil to punish her for her “sins”. So, one part of her was prepared to accept the extravagant torments the Indians visited on her. 

	In her mind the Apache`, a savage godless people, had become Satan’s tools sent by God to punish her for her sinful nature. In her mind, she was in hell because she was a “bad” woman. A female who “sinned” by experiencing sexual pleasure. In her mind, broken and twisted by torture, Abigail Hart had begun to embrace her degradation. In the weeks and months ahead, this would be noted by her captors, who considered her submissive acceptance of what they did to her as more evidence of the white woman’s disgusting weakness and their superiority.

	CHAPTER 5: THE MARRIED WOMEN

	One night, in a smoky wickiup, several squaws decided to have some fun with the white woman. They drove a stake into the ground to the height of Abigail’s crotch. They wrapped it in leather, making a formidable dildo and greased it with bear fat. Then they fingered Abigail until she was wet and juicy. Two of them, Nizhoni and Shima, made her stand; tied a cord around her neck and tied her thumbs to the cord. 

	Next, they made her straddle the pole and squat up and down. Up and down - fucking herself on the pole. Abigail did it; she had no choice. In order to make her do it harder, Nizhoni used a bunch of nettles to brush up and down her ass crack.

	Abigail squatted down obscenely and stood up again. Squatted down and then stood up. She had to do this over and over again. To encourage her to fuck herself harder and make herself cum, Nizhoni spread her ass cheeks and tickled her anus with the nettles. Abigail screamed when the fiery nettles stung her brown rosette. Soon the burning in her crack and on her anus was replaced by a vicious itching. 

	Nizhoni handed the nettles off to another squaw who used it to whip the white woman’s fat buttocks. Another squaw used a bunch to whip her fat, white tits. Soon, Abigail was fucking herself silly on the pole. Alternately whimpering, grunting, moaning and crying out from the stinging, itching nettles and the feeling of the pole stretching and rubbing the inside of her hole. She eventually made herself cum. 

	“Oh...GOD....OH..GOD...HELP...ME...HELP..ME..HELP..ME!”

	The women laughed and clapped their hands in glee! They kept this up for sport and made Abigail cum again. Afterwards, her ass and tits were stippled with an itchy sting rash. She looked like she’d been stung by a hundred bees. When they took her off the pole it was coated and dripping with her pussy juices.

	CHAPTER 6: THE BOYS’ INITIATION

	On hot afternoon, Hokee, the shaman, had an inspired idea, so he went and fetched Abigail. He stripped her and forced her to her knees. Following this, he and a brave tied a leash around her neck and led her around, attracting a group of boys. A group of young boys of the camp followed the procession. Hokee led Abigail to a grove by the stream. There they tied her with her wrists behind her back. 

	Now, Hokee encouraged the boys to examine and play with Abigail. Naked and humiliated, Abigail had to endure the boys touching her everywhere. They felt her up everywhere. Their fingers felt like living animals squirming all over her tits and pussy. Fingers were inserted into every orifice. Abigail moaned as they stimulated her roughly. She saw their loincloths tented as they quickly developed hard, hot erections.

	When all were very excited, Hokee encouraged the boys to jerk off. The bravest and boldest started the action and soon everyone lifted their loin clothes…a little timid at first. Soon, they were all jerking off like crazy!

	When the boys were ready to cum…Hokee had them crowd around her and jerk off onto her face and tits. One-by-one they all spurted their seed. Soon she was covered with their semen. It was an initiation rite for the boys. Marking the white captive with their seed. For Abigail it was a disgusting ordeal. Much of their ejaculate, still warm from their bodies, landed in her mouth. 

	Abigail gagged twice as she was made to swallow -much to everyone’s amusement. It was viscous and a string of cum drooled down to her tits....still connected her lips. For a final indignity, Hokee bent her head down and lifted her tits to make her suck her own nipples and lick up all the semen splattered on her tits. 

	By this time, most of the boys were hard again. They were allowed to cum on her face and tits again....When they were done, Abigail was a sloppy mess. Hokee hauled her back to the camp by her leash. Her tears mixed with the runny semen on her face as she was humiliatingly displayed to everyone who was in camp at that time.

	CHAPTER 7 

	FACE SITTING

	Abigail found herself tethered like a goat in a wickiup one day as four women, Ooljee, Sahkyo, Doli and Nizhoni gossiped and then bored, decided to have some fun with her. They tied her hands over her head to a stake in the ground. They turned her over, spread her cheeks and raped her with a greased, leather wrapped club, smeared with hot chili powder, in her rectum. Then they turned her over on her back, leaving the club in her asshole. They took turns masturbating her. They teased her pussy until she was dripping. The hot burning in her shithole combined with the stimulation of her pussy had her groaning and yelping. They would play with her, but wouldn’t let her cum.

	Abigail cried out in shame and frustration. They didn’t understand her words, but they understood her distress very well. They mimed “orgasm”. Abigail nodded yes-yes-yes, and they laughed and pointed to their crotches. When Nizhoni straddled her face, Abigail understood what they wanted her to do. The older squaw lifted her shift and took the first turn riding her face. Abigail had to stick out her tongue as the fat squaw rubbed her cunt and asshole over her nose, mouth and chin.

	The others teased her clitoris, keeping her excited, but she was not allowed to climax. It was agony as she suffocated and slimed by the squaw’s vaginal secretions. Nizhoni smelled very strong and musky. Her clitoris was big and she brought herself off very quickly using her captive’s face.

	Sahkyo took a real long time to climax. It was degrading and exhausting as she “rode” Abigail’s face for the longest time. Ooljee faced her feet and rubbed her anus on Abigail’s nose. Awful, she had to smell the squaw’s shit-hole. Abigail began to hump her hips up and down, begging for release. They laughed and continued to tease her. 

	Finally, when Nizhoni smeared her secretions teasingly over her swollen clitoral bulb and hood and all around the sensitive glans, and then rubbed her crotch hard once, twice…three times…Abigail ejaculated. The squaw milked her pussy and the poor white woman moaned into Ooljee’s sexhole covering her nose and mouth. Two of them took turns urinating on her face – trying to make their piss land in her mouth. Finally, after all of them had enjoyed her, they took the club out of her shit-hole.

	But the eldest, Ooljee, a fat wench, brought over a thin carved bone. As it was waved under Abigail’s nose, she cringed. Her face was wet with their secretions and Abigail felt so small and helpless. There was terror in her eyes as the bone got a coating of grease and several drops of juice from the end of a cut pepper.

	Abigail saw the other three were watching her carefully as the old squaw got the bone ready.  Nizhoni sat on her chest, squashing the air out of her. Doli held her sex open. Ooljee put the tip of the bone against her pisshole and worked it up her urethra an inch. 

	The juice from the pepper and the grease made it easy to get it in. Having her piss hole violated was among the most unpleasant feelings she had been made to experience. The tip poked out from between Abigail’s labia with the urethral sphincter stretched open around the bone’s shaft.

	Nizhoni, sitting on her chest, got off, but the others held her legs. Soon the juice from the pepper, the capsicum, began to burn and it became apparent why they were sitting on her legs. As the fire built, she began to hump her hips slowly at first and then more frantically. 

	They smiled and giggled as the sensation became unbearable. Soon her piss hole was on fire as the hot juice went to work on the sensitive membranes. The fiery liquid had turned her into a writhing, frantic puppet. She humped her hips up and down like she was being fucked by Satan!

	"Oh, Oh, Oh, Oh, Oh," she wailed. "I’m on fire! My cunny! Oh...GOD.....OH...GOD....OH...GOD.....I'm...on....fire....OOH!"

	Abigail cried and screamed as the heat built and built and there was no relief. They left the bone inside her for a long time and she humped and wriggled the whole time. She sobbed and felt so helpless. When the burning sensation finally subsided, Ooljee removed it. Doli, the young squaw, held up a small hot pepper. She had scored the skin with a knife to let the juice run free. 

	Abigail started to wail again, begging and crying. She turned her face toward the far wall of the wickiup. Snot ran from her nose and her eyes were nearly swollen shut from crying. Doli reached back and spread Abigail’s cheeks. The white woman whimpered in anticipation of the pain to come.

	"No, no! No! No! No more...no more! Please. Oh God no! Oh no!!!”

	Doli put her left hand on the small of Abigail's back to steady her, and then touched the tip of the pepper to her tight, brown anus. There was a moment of silence in which the white woman squirmed - then she exploded.

	"OHHHH... Uhhh... OH... GOD... OH... God... OH... GOD!"

	She screeched as the juice irritated the membranes. Her big bottom wiggled, flopped, clenched and unclenched as the young squaw ruthlessly pressed the pepper against her shit-hole. Then she ran it up and down her crack. 

	"Oh, GOD HELP ME.....OH....OH....OH...OH."

	When they let her up, she grabbed her ass cheeks and held them open as wide as she could, and jumped up and down. Her red, irritated, anus winked like a mouth in search of a cool drink. Doli and the others got her on her belly again so the young squaw could go back to work on her. Abigail wailed in surrender as Doli worked the entire hot pepper into her shit-hole. 

	She screamed, her legs frog-kicking out. Later that day, they cut off her red hair – to humiliate her. By this time, she had completely broken down mentally and was no longer the same woman. She was a slave with a mind torn by Christian guilt who believed that Satan lived between her legs and every time she had an orgasm, she needed to suffer for it. She came to crave torture. She needed to be punished to atone for her “sins”... 

	CHAPTER 8

	CLITORIS TORTURE

	They kept her tied to a post or a tree, like a dog, when they weren’t working her as a slave. The first days of her captivity were terrifying and then her confinement at the hand of the Chiricahua band became just plain degrading and disgusting. While the threat of death was always lurking, they considered her a mere amusement.... a plaything. Apache` were known for their cruelty to captives, but the variety of torments the women visited on Abigail were particularly horrid. 

	They tormented her in truly fiendish ways. After the men had raped her, the squaws imposed a moratorium on sexing her. But the torture didn’t stop. The opportunity to torment and humiliate a white woman, the hated “enemy”, was a boon....a delight for the women of Sani’s band. Ooljee, the oldest, in particular, had a deep-seated hatred for Abigail. 

	She named her “fire pussy”, because of her reddish pubic hair. Ooljee and her confederates: Sitsi, Nizhoni, Shima, Sahkyo and Doli, all widowed or spinsters except for Doli, who was young and unmarried, got together one afternoon and began gossiping, as women everywhere are wont to do. After awhile, bored, they began, as was becoming their custom, to think what they might do to Abigail that would amuse them. They came up with a particularly cruel torture and sent Doli to fetch Abigail. 

	“Please don’t hurt me,” Abigail wailed as soon as she saw the women sitting cross-legged in the wickiup. 

	Shima, Doli and Sitsi stripped her of her single garment, a deerskin dress. Then they staked her out, with her arms over her head - wrists together and her legs open. Ooljee shoved a small log under the small of her back. Abigail whimpered as she fearfully wondered what they were going to do to her next. 

	“Don’t hurt me, please,” she begged like a child.

	Ooljee came over and spread her labia. She wet her finger and began to tickle and tease her pussy. Abigail began squirming, but her bonds didn’t permit her much movement. Soon, what the older squaw was doing to her began to have an effect. Abigail hated and was horrified the squaws were able to arouse her.

	It was so perverse that every time it happened was mental torture for her. The squaws, sensing that that white woman had a different idea about sex, were quick to pick up how easy it was to cause the white woman pain this way. Their culture had a different sense of the body and sex than the white women of that time. 

	Shame and humiliation were much more ingrained in the psyche of white women of the 19th century. And when the squaws saw how easy it was to make her ashamed or anxious, they grinned and took full advantage. ‘Oh.......please let me control myself,’ Abigail alternately prayed to God and admonished herself silently. ‘God, help me.....don’t let this demon shame me’, Abigail thought to herself. 

	Ooljee masturbated her until she had her moaning and squealing, writhing and wriggling like a nose-hooked pig. The old squaw wet her finger in the oozing slit to rub her sex-lips and nubbin up-and-down and then side-to-side. She alternated this with shaking the whole mound. Soon, Abigail began to breathe heavily and moan softly. And she began to get “very juicy”.  Ooljee pushed back on the hood to expose her clitoris more. 

	After a few minutes, Ooljee had Abigail’s pussy very hot and wet. The horror of her situation had her face flaming. She prayed silently for deliverance, but her body had betrayed her again. It was a torment to be forced into smelly, wet arousal in front of these savages. When Ooljee had her nice and sloppy, she turned to Doli, said something - and then the young squaw handed her a fearsome bunch of nettles. The young squaw had wrapped the stems carefully in a piece of leather and handed them to the older woman.

	Ooljee used them to fret Abigail’s clitoris. She began to wipe and stroke up and down her wet slit, concentrating on the swollen bud at the top. Cooing and laughing she held a conversation with the others as she casually tormented Abigail. She dragged the spiky leaves slowly over the bud - first down - then up. Abigail couldn’t see what she was doing but squirmed when she felt the leaves on her pussy.

	“Oh, God, not that. Not the flowers from HELL,” she cried out as Ooljee sadistically and slowly touched the most sensitive parts of her body. As she raked with the leaves, causing the super fine hypodermic tips to release their poison, Abigail stiffened and then try to arch her body in an attempt to get her spread open pussy away from the nettles. 

	There wasn’t much she could do staked out. As the old woman, with the tip of her tongue protruding from her mouth in concentration, worked the nettles all around, she kept the hood of the white woman’s clitoris pulled back to expose the reddish bulb. She wanted to apply the nettles where they would do the most good. Abigail began to moan and wriggle.... leaving no doubt that it had begun to sting. 

	“Oh... GOD HELP ME,” she cried out, at one point. 

	But there was nothing she could do, except endure as Ooljee kept it and used three fresh branches. Abigail was sobbing like a little girl when she was done. But this was only the beginning. The leaves had caused Abigail’s slit to become inflamed. As the women sat back to enjoy her writhing and suffering, it began to itch until the itching sensation was so virulent that Abigail thought she would lose her mind. The severe itching and her inability to scratch that itch made her hump her hips up and down..

	“Oh God, I can’t stand it,” Abigail cried out. “Help me....God help me!”

	She humped and gyrated her hips looking like an excited wife responding to her husband’s coital thrusts. Chewing on something like cows, the old squaws grinned at her predicament. It would get worse.....so much worse.

	Sitsi went out and returned carrying a small bowl with some brownish paste in the bottom. This was a very old concoction. Certain herbs, leaves and mushrooms had been boiled and combined and when this was done, the brown paste remained. As a poultice, the paste would make Abigail’s rash-stippled clitoris and its hood swell horribly. 

	Sitsi used a kitchen tool to get it right on the swollen, protruding clitoris. The skinny squaw smeared it all over and around engorged clitoris. As soon as the paste was applied, Abigail could tell that there was something terrible in the mixture. As the paste went to work on the sensitive, nerve-laden organ, she began yelling. 

	“I’M ON FIRE.......OH GOD, I’M ON FIRE......OH GOD....GET IT OFF ME!”

	The women just laughed as she began shrieking. The paste had no purpose except as torture. In their search for healing potions, the women had discovered the mixture. What it did was to make whatever mucus membrane it was applied to swell horribly. 

	After a time, her clitoris swelled up to truly comic proportions. When Sitsi wiped off the excess, the bud stood up like a reddened, swollen pinky.  Abigail had stopped screaming, but was hyperventilating. Her chest heaved up and down as she tried to catch her breath.

	They ignored her and talked amongst themselves. Occasionally Shima looked over at her and smiled evilly. Abigail was oblivious, in her own hell. She could only feel the stinging, itching and swelling between her legs, and felt so helpless. Shima’s fingers were busy. She was making a little lasso from a string of cat gut. When she was satisfied, she came over and knelt between Abigail’s legs. 

	The others followed her and soon they were crowded around Abigail’s loins peering intently at what Shima was doing. With her hips canted by the log under the small of her back, Abigail couldn’t see, but she felt it when the old hag slipped the loop over her clitoris and hood and pulled it tight.

	“OHHHHHHHHH,” she moaned as Shima cinched it tight.

	Abigail stared at the top of the wickiup and then she looked over at Doli imploringly. 

	“Please make them stop,” she begged the girl who looked at her with uncomprehending eyes. 

	‘The white woman is so foolish’, Doli thought to herself. ‘Why does she beg and reduce herself in our eyes when we are having such a good time torturing her. Doesn’t she understand this is our way? How foolish she is!’

	Nizhoni pounded a stake into the ground a short distance from Abigail’s crotch. Once Shima had the little lasso tight around her clitoris, the bud bulged even more and turned redder. Shima tied off the stretched cat gut to the stake. Then they all sat back and waited. In the hot wickiup with a low fire burning the wet cat gut would shrink and stretch Abigail’s clitoris. This would traction her clitoris.

	Over the next hour or so, the gut dried stretching the most sensitive part of her body and making Abigail scream and scream. When they released her, Abigail had the beginnings of a new clitoris. It was larger than normal and now poked out of the hood without being stimulated. It hurt some when it was touched. It would also become super sensitive, when it healed.

	The squaws subjected Abigail to this treatment every day for a week. In the end, her clitoris was permanently enlarged and much more sensitive to stimulation. When they were done, it was as big as her pinky up to the second knuckle, and it was then that Ooljee used a sharp knife to circumcise her. She cut away the entire clitoral hood. There was some blood, of course but Ooljee cauterized the thin wound with the knife after she plunged it into the fire and got it white hot. During this part of the ordeal, as Ooljee worked the glowing tip around the edges of the wound, Abigail passed out. 

	When she awoke, she had been permanently altered, as her clitoris was now fully exposed. No longer protected by its sheath, even walking or rubbing her legs together, made her pussy lips rub up against her enlarged bud, causing her to be in a highly aroused state almost all of the time. And, in this way, she could be brought to humiliation and orgasm more quickly. 

	CHAPTER 9

	TREE of WOE

	One afternoon, the old squaws got together for a “hen” party. Before long, Nizhoni, the nearly toothless spinster, came up with an idea. She excitedly communicated it to the others and there was agreement all around. So they sent Doli to fetch Abigail.

	She was tethered and working a skin when Doli untied her and motioned for her to follow. When Abigail entered the tent, this is what the women saw: a 30 year old white woman with pretty green eyes, reddish hair and a full figure. They had cut off her hair three months prior, but it had grown back some since then. She as wearing a sort of blanket with a hole cut for her head and moccasins. Ooljee looked her over and grinned. 

	Abigail gulped. She had come to fear the old squaw and when summoned she knew, in her bones, that she was facing some new terrible ordeal. She sent Doli and Shima looking for a shovel, a pot of grease, a wooden pole and ropes. She and the others marched Abigail to a cottonwood tree by the stream. There they made her strip and tied her hands behind her back.

	“Oh God, don’t hurt me, please,” Abigail begged, but it was no use. No one spoke a word of English.

	“No....please,” she groaned.

	They had soaked leather thongs in water and used these to tie Abigail’s full white milk pots. The tied them fairly tight, making her squeal in the process. Then they threw the thongs over the lowest branch and strung her up so that she had to stand on her toes and the balls of her feet. 

	Doli had been dispatched to round up thorns and small stones. When she returned with a basket, she was smiling. She showed the contents to Nizhoni and Sitsi who smiled and clapped her on her back for a job well done.

	Doli then began strewing these around Abigail’s feet. Strung up by her tits, she had begun to whimper and moan. When she stepped on some thorns or the jagged stones, she began to hop around and this only added to her suffering. 

	She was tightly bound and when she moved, the thongs only tightened on her tits. Already bound they way they were, they had become two reddened, swollen bags. Her rose-brown nipples stood up in the afternoon coolness and had become darker and more prominent as they filled with blood. 

	As the thongs dried in the cool dry desert air, they began to tighten. In the meantime, Sahkyo and Shima had cut a handful of switches from some nearby bushes. These they distributed to the others. Then the fun began. They took turns whipping Abigail on her tits, especially the nipples, her belly, her pussy, and her full, white, dimpled buttocks. Not all that hard at first. As Abigail reacted to a blow, she tried to turn or pull away and this only caused her pain in her tied tits. 

	“OWWWW...OOHHH...AAAHHHH...OOWWW.....oh...oh....oh!”

	Ooljee stood in front of her and used her switch to give Abigail a series of fast blows on her nipples, making her cry out. Behind her, Shima and Sahkyo whipped her ass. Each squaw concentrated on one cheek. Whipping her buttocks and her thighs. Nizhoni lashed the bound white captive on her round, white belly and pubis. Doli crouched a few paces away watching what the old ones were doing to the white captive.

	“Oh God....have mercy on me,” Abigail prayed as they beat her. “Please deliver me from evil.”

	Every time she moved her feet, she stepped on something sharp and this added to her agony. They continued to whip her and traded places. Smiling and joking, they beat Abigail and turned her into a dancing pain puppet. The sound of the switches hitting her soft skin and her moans as she was beaten floated above the sound of the creek’s running water. Sailing above this were the happy yelps of the squaws as they enjoyed the cruel game Nizhoni had devised. 

	They finally tired of whipping her and sat down on the grass on the bank, ignoring Abigail, who hung limply in her bonds, whimpering. She was glad they had stopped whipping her. There were red marks and stripes everywhere. Her tits had become two red balloons. The skin was so stretched and taut that it looked like it would burst. 

	As the squaws chatted among themselves, the leather thongs around Abigail’s tits continued to dry and tighten. And soon she began to wail in excruciating agony as her tits turned purple. This only made the women look back at her and laugh. But they were not finished with her. Ooljee had come up with her own variation of the “tree of woe”. And this was even more fiendish than what Nizhoni had devised. 

	Ooljee had Doli dig a hole right next to Abigail’s feet. She came over and thrust the pole into the hole. She had been shaping the wood with a stone knife for two weeks. It was wide at the base and narrowed on the other end, except at the tip where an acorn shaped knob protruded. It was a crude phallus and as Doli implanted it in the ground, it made the other women titter and giggle. 

	Ooljee supervised three more ropes from the overhanging branch. Two were looped and tied around Abigail’s knees and the third under her arms. When they had her secured, Ooljee had two women take hold of the ropes around her knees while she grabbed the rope secured under her arms and they hauled Abigail up until her feet were off the ground and then higher.

	When they had tied this off, Abigail was hanging in the “squat” position, with her knees up beside her purple, swollen tits and her pussy exposed. Ooljee retied the leather ropes around her tits so they were taut again too.

	What Ooljee had devised was a sex torture ....a sort of impalement. They already had Abigail suspended and the old squaw greased the pole and positioned Abigail over it so that the knob was right at the opening. Then she had the women lower her slowly until the knob stretched Abigail’s vaginal sphincter until it popped inside, making her cry out. Since the pole was much thicker at the base...... every inch that she was lowered stretched her vagina that much more.

	As the knob popped inside her, they let the ropes go slack so Abigail was left to fight the impalement with the muscles of her pussy alone to control her decent. It was impossible. There was no way she could keep the pole from impaling her. The feeling of having something splitting her open and not being able to stop it ....the inevitability of it ......was terrible..... As more of it entered her, it stretched her vagina unbearably.

	Ooljee had them lower her a little more, making Abigail suffer horribly. As it penetrated her cunt, it stretched her vaginal walls painfully. The pressure and pain was like that of childbirth, as the wooden phallus was more than 12 inches around at the base. 

	Abigail sobbed and begged for them to stop, as it felt like it was tearing her open. Ooljee had the others pull her up and sadistically start the torment all over again….slowly. This was repeated until she was seated with phallus more than 8 inches inside her. She groaned and then passed out from the pain. 

	Then they slapped her awake and pulled her up. One of them smeared a ring of chili laden grease around the shaft, about 6 inches below the knob. Then, letting Abigail see how close it was to the mouth of her vagina, she was lowered slowly. They let her down....and hauled her up. Up and down....fucking her .....so that the hot grease was soon smeared all over her pussy and up inside her sex-hole. 

	She screamed as the hot shaft stretched and then began burning the tender membranes inside....It was all part of that afternoon’s fun and games. They were truly agents of the demon the way they tormented her. At least that’s how Abigail saw it. This went on for another hour and in that time, the young widow knew what it meant when it was said in church that Jesus had been on a “tree of woe”.

	CHAPTER 10

	HOKEE the SHAMAN

	The band’s shaman was Hokee. It was he who had subjected Abigail to the initiation by the boys at the stream. He was older and had been wounded in battle as a young man. As a result of his wounds, he was crippled and walked with a pronounced limp.

	Now what happened to Apache` captives was normally the responsibility of the leader. It came under the heading of the spoils of war. But Hokee had a vision that involved their white captive. When he awoke, he told Sani that the “Life-Giver,” Ysun, had spoken to him in a dream about the white woman. Ysun said she was to bear a child. A child fathered by one of the young boys of the band. 

	When born, this child was to be consecrated signifying the bond between Sani’s band and Ysun. As long as this child lived, he would guarantee the band’s victory over the whites in every confrontation by calling on the Ganhs (the mountain sprits) to protect them. Sani was skeptical, but Hokee was very convincing. 

	“She is to bear the child of one of our own, who is not yet a brave. It is only then that the future of our people can be made safe. It is the will of the Life-Giver, Ysun.... Our young seed will use the womb of the white woman to give us the guarantee we need to destroy our enemies. Ysun has shown us the way.”

	“She is a foolish cow. How can this woman be a guarantee for our destiny?”

	“It is not her, Sani. She was delivered to us for our salvation. She is only like the wood we use in our fires to warm ourselves. The wood is not noble, but it has it purpose.”

	“Humph.”

	In the end, Sani agreed. And so it was decided that a mass ritual was to be staged. And that Abigail was to be used as a vessel in this ritual. There was no one to tell her what they were going to do to her. No one spoke her language. She had been living for months in an alien world. She had learned a few words, but she was not fluent. 

	Because of this she had retreated into her own mind to escape the horrors of her situation. Alone and with no one to guide her, she was about to be subjected to a ritualistic gang rape by the young boys of the band. Raped until she became pregnant and then forced to bear a half-breed child.

	At Sani’s orders, she was given more food and treated better. The women took close interest in her now, including her menstrual periods. Something was up, but Abigail didn’t know what it was. She continued to pray to her God for mercy and courage. She would need both in the weeks and months ahead.

	CHAPTER 11

	BREEDING CEREMONY

	What Hokee had devised was this: there would be a “conception wickiup”.  A special hut was designated as the place where the impregnation was to take place. They had been monitoring Abigail’s periods to determine when she was optimally ready to conceive. 

	And the boys of the band had been restricted to two special wickiups for the duration. Under the eye of two older braves, thirteen boys were selected and would be prevented from masturbating for a week to increase the semen in their testicles. Abigail would be brought into the conception hut for impregnation and the older braves, led by Hokee, would guide the boys to copulate with the older white woman. They would be encouraged to fuck her as many times as they could until they had no more seed in their testicles to deposit in her vagina. 

	Hokee was convinced that, under the guidance of Ysun, Abigail would be impregnated and when the baby was born, he would determine which of the 13 boys was the father. This boy would be rewarded with an immediate initiation ceremony as a brave and given the choicest young virgin squaw as his bride.

	The child would be consecrated in a ceremony and afterwards Abigail would nurse the child. When the child was weaned it would be taken from her and raised by Sani’s squaw. They would then dispose of Abigail. As long as this child thrived, the success of Sani’s band against the whites was insured. Or so it was suppose to go....

	The squaws got Abigail ready. They took her down to the creek and scrubbed her down. The braided her hair and when the time approached, she was quite presentable and pretty. The conception wickiup was clean and well lit with a fire and light pots.  Hokee was there leading the ceremony. The boys, wearing only loincloths, were brought in to the hut and stood around in a circle. The band’s eldest braves, plus Sani himself were there to provide gravitas. Ooljee and her close cohort of friends were there also. 

	And then a young brave escorted Abigail into the hut. She knew something was up from the fairly elaborate preparations. She looked pretty in a creamy white buckskin dress with fringe on the hem. Her hair had been freshly combed and she wore a pretty beaded necklace and carried a ceremonial eagle feather. She looked left and right and saw all the men and the boys in the hut. She felt a familiar swelling and a growing warm sensation between her legs. Against her will, she felt her fear and arousal grow at the same time.

	She locked eyes with Sani and looked away. And then Hokee came up, took her eagle feather from her and looked at her with an intensity that was frightening. He began to shake a rattle and look heavenward. He started to chant and dance around Abigail, waving the feather. He was sanctifying her, but she didn’t know what it all meant and the strange chant made her nervous. She was afraid that she was there to be cannibalized. 

	But, the hut smelled pleasantly of manzanita and the press of male bodies provided, in its own strange way, a connection. It had been months since the men had raped her and Abigail felt the tingly stirrings of a deep itch that frightened her as much as the braves did.

	Hokee danced around, beating on a small drum he carried and he continued to chant. He was invoking the blessings of Ysun. All of this made Abigail fidget. She kept opening and closing her hands nervously. She had no idea what was expected of her. Then dramatically Hokee stopped and the hut grew ominously silent. He pointed at her and in that moment, the two braves, senior leaders in the band, stepped forward and took hold of Abigail.

	She squirmed a little in the grasp and then looked each man in the eye. What she saw there made her wriggle and squirm. It was lust! Now she had some inkling of what was in store for her. She looked over and then, in a flash, she realized why the boys were there. It was some sort of initiation ceremony, involving her....

	The men quickly pulled the buckskin garment off. She stood there naked and quickly her hands darted down to cover her tits and pussy. The man on her left pushed her hands away so that all her charms were on display. Her heavy breasts hung down swayed and bobbed. Abigail was humiliatingly aware of every eye in the hut on them. She also felt hot eyes staring at her big buttocks and clenched them defensively.

	A pallet was produced and the men got her down on her back. She kept her legs tightly closed and her big tits wobbled on her chest as she squirmed. She looked up and everyone had edged in closer to her. Then Hokee handed two men eagle feathers. They proceeded to tease the feathers down her neck and onto her tits. 

	Their job was to get her ready. The tickled her nipples...letting the tips trail down to her round, white belly. They traced circles and spirals and then one brave pushed her thighs open to tease her sex-lips. Soon both men dropped the feathers and used their fingers to tease her nipples and pussy. Her permanently engorged and swollen clitoris was all too ready to be stimulated. And one brave concentrated on it almost exclusively. It soon stood up like a shiny beacon....it was a humiliating display of her most disgusting erotic body part!

	Meanwhile, Hokee and Sani got the boys ready. They had been assigned rank and were soon lined up. As the two men teased Abigail she began “wetting herself” - her pussy soon dripped with excitement. She looked up and the first boy was being pushed into position. His erection tented his loincloth and he looked nervous, even scared. He was expected to perform in front of everyone and wanted to be seen as a brave – not a boy. It was a lot of pressure on him.

	He was being shown the white woman as a sexual offering. The men had gotten her rose-brown nipples erect and the pebbled aureoles and bean sized teats showed how aroused she was!.  With her legs open the boy could see her hairy pussy wet, hot, red and glistening with her arousal. The man working her pussy had pulled the inner lips open to expose the hole. 

	The angry red bud of her clitoris had gotten so big and looked gross. It was a compelling sight and the smell was arousing to the boy. His erection began to throb and was now pointing up at 45 degree angle to his hips. He reached down to take hold of it and began stroking himself to keep it hard.

	The men pulled Abigail’s legs back over her head to spread her open and tighten her pussy for his entry. Hokee encouraged the boy to kneel and lift his loincloth. When he did, he looked over at his friends some of whom were giggling in their nervousness. Hokee, hovering over the boy, whispered words of encouragement and instruction to him. Ooljee and the old squaws began to encourage the boy. Doli, the youngest, began to giggle...

	Abigail had begun to pant and wriggle her hips slightly from side to side on the pallet, awaiting penetration. She had expected torture and her body had its own needs, which were now almost fully displayed for her audience. Her pussy was throbbing and oily with her womanly secretions and her nipples were pebbled and erect. Her eyes were lidded and she kept licking her full lips.....

	The boy, Gaagii, was nervous. He was excited, but his nervousness threatened to overwhelm him. As he knelt, with Hokee on his left, pushing him to perform, he reached down and pulled his loincloth aside, revealing his near man-sized uncircumcised cock. There was a pearly drop of pre-cum at the tip and it was throbbing. He took is cock in hand again and began to jerk off, trying to make his erection as hard as it could be. His nervousness threatened to make it deflate and his actions betrayed his anxiety.

	He shuffled forward, as instructed, and Hokee pushed him down to her breasts. He roughly told him to suck on her nipples. Shima and Ooljee shouted crude instructions to him. As he got closer and the smell and texture of her tits excited him. His erection began throbbing and pointed up at the top of the wickiup at an even greater angle. He let his lips brush her breasts. Shadi yelled at him to grab it first. He looked over at her nervously and then he took hold of Abigail’s right tit, the bigger one, and squeezed it. 

	He let out a little moan of pleasure as he felt the bouncy softness of the tit. Abigail groaned as he began to squeeze it a little harder. Then he put his mouth on the nipple and began to suck it and then he pulled back a little and licked it. Her nipple responded by getting more turgid and erect. Abigail bit her lip as he got more oral with her and when he moved over to her left nipple she groaned. The squaws clapped at this...

	The more he sucked on her tits the more excited he got. After all he could be the one to impregnate her and she could bear his child. Then these wonderful tits would be filled with milk. The thought inflamed him and as his young cock was close to Abigail’s furry nest, he tried to aim his organ at her pussy, but not being sure of where the vaginal opening was exactly he bumped into her wet, soft lips. He did this more than once and then he lost control and began ejaculating! 

	Ooljee began laughing at this and led a chorus of cruel laughter at his premature ejaculation. Being young, and having been prevented for a week from ejaculating, his balls were full and he began to spew his heavy load all over Abigail’s belly and hairy mound. He groaned as he held his cock and it just kept spurting, embarrassingly. His young balls, so full of cum, jetted spurt after spurt of semen all over Abigail. She was humiliated by this and tried to cover her eyes. One of the braves pushed her hands away.

	Gaagii’s penis continued to spurt wetting Abigail almost everywhere, it seemed. The boy was mortified and in defense had tried to put his still hard cock back underneath his loincloth. Abigail was humiliated as he came all over her in his clumsiness. 

	Sitsi, who was married to an old brave and in her late thirties herself, yelled at Gaagii that his cum would drown the white woman but that he had to get it in her cunt to do any good! The boy’s friends had begun to laugh until Sani shot them a look and then they shut up immediately. Nothing could stop Ooljee and her friends from having fun however.

	Hokee pulled him off her and sent him to the back of the line. The boy, holding his deflating penis and shamefaced, shuffled to the rear of the hut. Some of his friends clapped him on the back as if to say, ‘you did your best’.

	Hokee pulled the next boy forward. This was Ahiga. He was big for his age and did not seem as nervous as Gaagii. He pulled aside his loincloth and Doli gasped. The older squaws reacted as he had a very big cock. His balls were big and he was not very hairy, but his cock was the size of an ear of corn! Shima, who was a widow in her forties, and would never have a young cock like this again, began yelling at Ahiga.

	“You are like the stallion that mounts the mare. Make her yours,” she said. “Do it hard to her!”

	Nascha and Shadi, two infertile older squaws, began to cheer him on too.

	“Put it to her and make her bleed,” they yelled.

	“His balls are as big as apples....he has the seed to fill her good,” said Shima.

	Hokee was frustrated at the squaws. This was supposed to be a religious ceremony and they were acting like it was a sport. He shot Ooljee a look, but she ignored him. She always found him a bit foolish...

	The boy went to his knees, and with Hokee’s hand on his shoulder and words of encouragement in his ear he shuffled forward and lined up his big cock with Abigail’s wet and messy pussy. Hokee was not going to have this boy miss the mark, so he made sure the boy’s penis was right at her vaginal opening. 

	He told him, “push.”

	And push he did, entering her fairly easily, despite his size. Abigail groaned sexily as she was penetrated and the boy got his cock almost fully encased in her hot, wet pussy. He began to hump her as instructed, but mostly by instinct.

	Ooljee told him to push harder and them mimed how he should hump her. This made the other squaws laugh. Abigail was dimly aware of the women yelling and laughing. He only thrust a half dozen times, when he too groaned and began discharging his hot, young seed into Abigail’s hot, wet hole. 

	It had not provided enough stimulation for her to cum, and she groaned, in unconscious frustration, as he came too quickly. Hokee was happy; this one had delivered his potent seed where it would do the most good. As his seed pooled at the entrance to her sex-hole, Sitsi, Nascha and some of the others began to clap at his successful mating. 

	Shadi, the spinster, said, ”the young stallion filled her. She is full now to overflowing!”

	Ahiga got up smiling, his big moon face wreathed in a self-satisfied look of accomplishment. He swaggered to the back of the line, where Gaagii congratulated him. The next boy was average in size and appearance, but this one, when he was inside Abigail’s pussy, began to thrust his hot, hard cock into her like a mature stallion and this made her groan and whimper in response. 

	He bent down and grabbed both her tits and squeezed them. As her nipples protruded upwards, he bent down and began roughly sucking and biting on them. He was a little tiger and as he worked her over this way, Abigail cried out and began to beg him to stop hurting her this way. 

	Her pitiful cries only stimulated him to suck and bit harder. He imagined her tits filled with milk and this goaded him on to ram his cock into her harder too. Abigail began crying and shrieking as he pummeled her. This got the other boys cheering him. The hut was filled with youthful war whoops! To make the white woman react was a badge of honor. 

	Now they could see how it was done, and the ice - so to speak - had been broken. The rest of the boys now had a mark to aim at. This boy, Nastas, fucked Abigail until he made her cum. She grunted when he pulled back and then pumped her hard. She began to groan and moan and finally screamed as she reached her orgasm.

	“Oh. God...Oh...God...OH..MY..GOD...OH...OH..OH..OHHH!”

	The next boy now shuffled forward and got into her wet sheath with more confidence. He lasted longer, and the next boy ejaculated quickly, but a rhythm had been established. The squaws clapped and hooted when a boy got his cock inside Abigail and then again when he got a good rhythm going. And when he reached his precious moment and ejaculated in her warm, hot red pussy, they gave a regular war whoop, which irritated Hokee to no end.

	Abigail felt shame and arousal and this combination made her feel sinful and guilty. As the young boys sexed her, she was responding. No one but Nastas had made her cum, but the sheer animal act of being inseminated was arousing. She felt the devil was inside her pussy again and she knew it was wrong, but there was nothing she could do to stop the feelings she was experiencing.

	Some of the boys were almost pathetic in their attempts to mount and copulate with her. They had been masturbating to keep their erections. And when they got their opportunity to mount the white woman, several of them came on Abigail rather then inside her. It was very humiliating for them and for her as she was soon splattered and sticky with semen everywhere. Ooljee, Nascha and Shadi, being the oldest, were the cruelest when it came to their humiliating comments.

	When the youngest boy ejaculated prematurely and his cum spurted onto Abigail’s belly, the old squaws mocked him, “look, Yanisin is like a rabbit. He runs and makes a quick, frightened deposit,” Shadi cackled – making the others laugh.

	The next boy came too soon and tried to get his softening penis into Abigail’s vagina, but, humiliatingly, it wouldn’t go in. He tried and failed and the squaws teased him unmercifully.

	“T’iis cannot reach the target... his arrow is soft... ha ha ha ha! Limp arrow... hahahahaha!”

	When all 13 boys had a go with her on her back, the men turned Abigail over on the pallet and got her on her elbows and knees. Unconsciously she began to wriggle her hips and this encouraged the boys. Now, Gaagii, up for the second time and having cum already, was more prepared this time.

	He got his cock into her easily, as her pussy, in this position, seemed to beckon to him. When he was encased in her sex-hole, he began to thrust his cock forcefully into her. He loved the feeling of power and entitlement this gave him and grabbed her hipbones, as instructed by Hokee, and just fucked the shit out of Abigail.

	“Oh, the young mountain lion is taking the deer....see how he ruts her,” Shima yelled.

	Ooljee chorused, “yes, he knows how to go for the kill now. See how his spear pierces the doe in her most tender part.”

	This was what she needed and wriggling her hips and thrusting back against him, Abigail reached the second orgasm her body had been craving. She cried out and this made Gaagii rut harder. He soon came with roar, as the other boys cheered him. 

	Now the rest of the boys got their turn fucking the white woman in the “doggy” position. In a way, this position was easier for the boys as they had always seen animals mate this way. When they had observed adults mating it was often face-to-face and covered by a blanket so it was more difficult to observe how the genitals coupled this way.

	The boys fucked her again and again. Soon her pussy was filled to overflowing with their potent seed. When it was over, her vagina was a sloppy mess. It drooled down the crack of her fat ass and wet her tight, brown anus. Hokee and the elders kept the boys at it until they were exhausted and could not cum anymore.

	Of course, the breeding was successful and Abigail became pregnant. This was the plan and now that she was bearing the band’s “talisman child”, the squaws were under command to work her less, feed her more and take better care of her. Nine months later Abigail delivered a fat, healthy baby boy. Hokee pronounced the boy the son of Nastas and Abigail’s tits filled with milk and grew to huge size as she nursed her baby. 

	Abigail’s life grew easier. While she was still on the bottom of the pecking order in the band, the squaws, for the most part, left her alone. She still had to work, but as long as she was nursing the baby named Bidziil, she was not subjected to torture. But she had aroused a lot of hatred in the band, as a result of this pregnancy and birth. The squaws considered the white woman a stand-in for all the hated whites. And not everyone in the tribe was prepared to believe Hokee’s dream. 

	Even among the younger members of the band there were some who harbored resentment towards Abigail. Young Ahiga, the boy with the unusually large cock, had a young girl who fancied him, Nal-tzuk-ich. She was a plump maiden with a small scar on her nose (her name meant “cut nose”). Of all the boys of the band, it was Ahiga she wanted as her man some day. 

	When her beloved was selected to mate with Abigail, Nal-tzuk-ich wondered if he would be the father and as the white woman’s pregnancy advanced, the girl would stare at Abigail’s expanding belly and silently curse the white woman for the threat to her own dreams. 

	If Ahiga was determined to be the father, then he would be allowed to select his own mate, the prettiest girl in the band. That was Tzes-ton, whom all the boys fancied. Nal-tzuk-ich silently prayed for anyone other than Ahiga to be the father of the “talisman” child. 

	When Hokee pronounced Nastas the father, Nal-tzuk-ich was overjoyed, but Ahiga was furious at the outcome and her reaction. He took his resentment out on her, who he accused of jinxing him. In an ironic turn of events, Nal-tzuk-ich then blamed Abigail for her troubles.

	CHAPTER 12

	THE DOG

	The two infertile older squaws, Nascha and Shadi, also hated the white woman for her newfound status. One day, they could stand it no longer and spirited the lactating woman away to an out-of-the-way glade. They weren’t sure what they wanted to do to her, but they wanted to humiliate or hurt her in some way. Nascha ordered her to pull down the top of her buckskin dress. Abigail resisted and Shadi grabbed her by the hair and slapped her face. 

	She barked at her, in Apache`,” strip!”  

	There they forced her to strip so that they could better see and fondle her swollen, milk-filled breasts. They forced her to her knees and Nascha grabbed both her wrists and twisted them behind her to hold her. Then Shadi began to milk her. She grabbed Abigail’s bigger right breast squeezed it and then began to squeeze the nipple between her thumb and forefinger to make her spray her milk. 

	But Abigail had fed Bidziil about an hour before they came for her and her breasts were somewhat empty. Shadi, seeing just a dribble of milk, was furious and began yelling at her. Just then, the faint sound of an infant crying could be heard wafting over the breeze coming from the encampment.

	At that moment, Abigail’s “let-down” response kicked in. Her body responded and her breasts swelled and started to spray her milk. She begged the women to let her go so she could nurse her baby, but Shadi and Nascha were having none of that. They understood what she wanted but they had other plans. The squaws had tied one of the camp’s mongrel dogs to a nearby tree before they brought Abigail. 

	The animal had been whining constantly when they got to the glade. Something was exciting the dog and it didn’t like being tied. Nascha untied the dog and brought it over. The black dog, a good 65 pounds of bone and muscle, sniffed at Abigail and smelling her milk, gave a little yelp. Nascha smiled as Shadi let the dog go. The hound began licking and lapping at Abigail’s milky tits.

	“No.....don’t let it do that, “Abigail begged. She wanted to keep her milk for her baby and the feeling of having her milk forcibly taken from her was compounded by the fact that they were letting an animal do it.....

	But letting the dog nurse on her tits was exactly what the spinster squaws wanted: to degrade the white woman. The dog licked and lapped at the nipple and then it just began sucking on her tit. The squaws had kept the dog hungry and it just kept nursing on her. After this, Shadi pulled the beast off and got it sucking on Abigail’s other milk-filled mammary gland.

	Abigail cringed as she was being forced to breast-feed a scruffy animal. It was more mental cruelty. When the dog had its fill, they went forward with the second part of their plan. They tied the dog again to the tree. And then the two squaws forced the protesting Abigail on all fours. They pounded stakes by her arms and thighs and used leather thongs to bind her to the stakes. 

	The squaws were shaking with excitement - their faces showing cruelty. Shadi began to play with the white woman’s enlarged clitoris and soon she had her pussy slippery with her juices. That’s when Nascha went and fetched what had been causing the dog to whine. In a covered bowl she had a rag she had used to wipe the genitals of a female dog in heat. Nascha wiped the musky smelling rag all around Abigail’s pussy making sure to get the female dog’s scent mixed with the white woman’s own copious secretions.

	As the black dog was untied, it knew just what to do. Excited, it came over and smelled Abigail’s pussy glistening like a slimy peach. The dog sniffed and then licked her pussy. Following this, it growled and jumped on her back. Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage and its hips began humping. The beast tried hard to get its cock in her hole.

	It was at this point that Abigail, with eyes bugging out of her head, began to scream, “OH NO – no – NO – NO – NO – please – PLEASE - NO – PLEASE – PLEASE.”

	The dog kept jabbing at her with its hot, red cock. The organ was slimy and dripping.  Even worse, the knot looked big and the squaw grinned as they contemplated how the white women’s pussy would take it. And, as soon as the dog found the white woman’s warm, wet hole with the tip of its cock - it shoved it in so deep and fast that Abigail lost her breath. 

	The dog drove it in and out like a demon - very fast - just punching it into her. She began howling as the black dog fucked her like a rag doll. The dog used its front paws to pull her closer and humped her like a machine. 

	The beast drooled on her back as it fucked her and never stopped. Poor Abigail had no time to pause or catch her breath, as her pussy was fucked mercilessly. She was soon dripping with sweat… her face, neck and underarms…even her back was wet in the afternoon sun.

	She could feel the beast’s cock thrusting in very deep and the dog’s knot was bumping up against her vaginal sphincter. The white woman looked down, horrified, between her legs and saw the fat knot right at her vaginal opening. The squaws crowded in closer to watch the knot pressing the opening to her hole. 

	The knot was very big now, and the animal kept pushing to get it inside her. The dog wouldn’t be denied. The knot pressed against her wet opening and began stretching the vaginal sphincter open...more and more… Abigail began grunting, feeling the added pressure.

	Shadi said to Nascha, “look …look..…it’s going in.”

	When it popped inside her, Abigail howled as the mouth of her vagina stretched open.

	She began crying out to heaven, “OH GOD ....HELP ME!”

	Her hole had been stretched open like she was giving birth. One second it was outside her hairy, red pussy…and then, it had disappeared inside her. The two squaws, hating her and enjoying her suffering, crowed in triumph!

	“Isn’t it a wonder? She took it all,” Nascha said to Shadi.

	Now the dog worked its cock to the end of Abigail’s vagina. She soon began groaning like a madwoman……with the dog thrusting, the tip of the beast’s cock went all the way past her G-spot to the epicenter of her vagina. There were nerve endings in that part of her sex-hole that when stretched and pounded, pushed her towards a uterine orgasm. 

	“OH...OH...OH....OH...OHHHH...OOOOOHHHHH...OH….OH!"

	Abigail soon sounded like a babbling idiot. Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth. She was enveloped in a bestial mating. The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip kept spurting as the shaft and knob vibrated and pulsed. The dog had stopped humping. It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her vagina. To Abigail, it seemed like her whole body had become her vagina and she was being raped by Satan himself.

	She had become Satan’s bitch. As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis bear down.  She soon felt herself approaching an orgasm. She contracted her abdomen and, as she did so, her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s penis in an attempt to grip it and she CAME hard, screaming and crying out to her God.

	Her mind spun as her whole body shook. When she relaxed her vagina, the squaws could see the knot trying to come out. But it was too big, so it did not quite make it out. Then when she squeezed her pussy muscles, the knot was pulled back inside her about an inch. That inch of travel made the knot massage her G-Spot and vaginal front wall. This also forced the dog’s blunt shaped cockhead deeper into her epicenter.

	Shadi said to Nascha, “You see. When she squeezes, it moves the big part of the dog’s cock in and out. The fat, white pig is fucking herself.”

	Nascha smiled and nodded. The result was all too plain: Abigail was owned by the dog’s cock. And nothing had ever felt like the animal ejaculating DEEP in her hole. Abigail felt the cock spurting and spurting….hosing her with hot, watery, bestial cum. The organ pulsed and it seemed hotter than a man’s as it spurted and jetted inside her for a long time. 

	Throbbing and spurting..... it made the demon in her pussy come alive. Her shame and humiliation at this violation was almost more than she could bear. Thankfully, only these two crones were witnessing her ordeal. The dog’s hot cock and the heat of the dog’s semen had turned her birth canal into a volcano. The knot held most of the hot cum inside her. The fiery semen coated her hole and sent waves of pleasure into her stretched vaginal walls. The big knot compressed the front vaginal wall, thinning it so that heat flowed into her urethral sponge as well.

	The result was that she came convulsively over and over again. The effect of the hot, copious ejaculations right into the nerve rich epicenter drove her to multiple orgasms. The dog’s knot kept the animal locked inside her pussy for a long time. She had been thoroughly fucked....

	Abigail slowly came back to her senses when the animal wanted to pull out. She felt the dog pulling back and it hurt as the knot was well embedded in her sex-hole, just behind her pubic bone. And when the dog persisted and its cock shrank, it finally popped out; and she felt like a log had popped out of her. 

	There was so much pressure - then nothing. The animal’s cock was still erect. The organ from tip to base was as long as an ear of corn, and the knot at the base was as big as two plums. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Shadi led the animal over to a cottonwood tree. The dog lay down and began licking its cock clean.

	Still lashed to the stakes on her elbows and knees, Abigail panted. She was wet and sloppy everywhere, from her belly down to her mound ..... her thighs and her buttocks. A disgusting mixture of bestial semen and her secretions oozed from her hole and ran down the inside of both thighs. Her hole had been stretched open, reddened and swollen. Her clitoris was so swollen it looked as big as the tip of her thumb. Her shame was considerable, but thankfully it was only the “spinsters” who witnessed it.

	 

	CHAPTER 13

	BOYS’ REVENGE

	As the months went by and Bidzill grew on the rich milk Abigail produced, the time drew near when the child would be weaned, taken from her and given to Sani’s wife to raise. Sani wanted the white woman gone. She had been a disruptive element in the band. 

	There were some who were for adopting the white woman as one of them. After all, she had given birth to a child with the band’s blood. Occasionally tribes had adopted a few whites. Abigail realized, as her captivity went on, that it was unlikely she would ever rejoin the white world and even if she could, her half-breed child would make her a candidate for ostracism in white society. 

	Some of the squaws were jealous of the strange status that had been conferred on her by Hokee’s dreams. As spring approached, and the child would soon be weaned, things were progressing to a head. Some of the boys, led by Ahiga, who had been in the initiation ceremony, sulked and feeling jealous and vindictive they had not been selected by Hokee as the father took Abigail to a cave. 

	There Ahiga made Abigail kneel and slowly walked around her, much like an animal about to pounce on its prey. He suddenly reached out and squeezed one of Abigail’s engorged breasts, causing her to wince in pain. He grabs her by her wrists, twists them behind her and ties her hands. Abigail pleads for mercy. With a knife, he cut a seam down the back of Abigail’s buckskin dress, and then grabbed the material around her shoulders and jerked it downwards, partially stripping her. 

	As Abigail became denuded from the waist up, the boys reacted to the sight of her white engorged breasts. Aroused by the large, dark nipples, they were eager to suckle her breasts and taste her milk. Ahiga forced Abigail into a half nelson hold and told the boys to “drink her milk”.  As the boys pushed one another out of the way, they began to mouth, tongue and suck on her large nipples. The exotic pleasure in taking her milk excited them.

	Abigail agonized from being forced to feed these hooligans. Ahiga however, wanted to see Abigail humiliated further. After the boys were through suckling, he unbound her hands, and forced her to express the remainder of her own milk, all the while taunting her and calling her names. Ahiga forced her to empty them by hand, spilling her milk onto the ground to deprive her newborn half-breed of milk. 

	The boys were all older now and the mature white woman had been their first, and in some cases only, experience with mating. They were intoxicated by her luxuriant red hair, green eyes, full milk-filled tits, her fat white buttocks, her hairy pussy with its engorged, protuberant clitoris. Watching her milk herself, they got worked up. So much so, that they raped her in hopes of impregnating her again. 

	They got her on her hands and knees and as some held her, the all took turns raping her. They took her savagely - slamming their young, hard, hot cocks into her until they hosed her full. Some of them, especially the big, hulking Ahiga, made her reach a hot, wet climax.

	The long months of slavery, sexual abuse, torture, pregnancy, and lactation had turned the already passionate Abigail into a hot, squirting sexual female. Almost every hard, hot cock could now make her cum if its possessor had the stamina to fuck her hard and long. 

	Raped repeatedly by the boys, Abigail experienced several orgasms that made her shriek. Hidden in the cave, Abigail could wail and holler, but no one but the boys heard her. They spent a happy afternoon sexually abusing her in any way that amused them.....Ahiga even tit-fucked brutally her making her spray her milk as he raped her this way.  

	CHAPTER 14: THE MILKING

	Two nights later Hokee had a dream. He awoke with the idea that Abigail's milk had magical properties that must be shared with the entire band. He convinced Sani to allow a public milking for the entire band to participate. Then, afterwards, the baby would be taken from her. The white witch would be disposed of in whatever way Sani decreed.

	Hokee recruited Ooljee and gave her the privilege of conducting the “milk ceremony”. The idea was that Abigail would be milked and the entire tribe would partake to ward off the white man’s evil. Somehow in Hokee’s dream, the milk of this particular lactating white female had become a magic potion with the ability to protect the band from harm.

	After the evening meal, with two big, bright fires burning, several braves sank two poles into the ground in the center of the wickiups and mounted a cross bar. Flanked by the fires, the scene was set. Abigail was with her baby. Ooljee and her friends came for her, took the child from her and pushed her out of the wickiup. 

	Droplets of milk wet the front of her buckskin dress. They brought her out where everyone was assembling. Crying out for mercy, she was pushed to the center, ceremonially stripped of her dress and had her wrists tied behind her back. Bidzill had begun to cry and this triggered the “let-down” response. Abigail begin to lactate furiously.

	“Please let me go. What do you want of me?”

	She was made to kneel on a drum and then Ooljee and Sitsi used thin bark ropes to tie her fat, wet teats. They wound the thin ropes around her breasts and this made them bulge obscenely. Soon, streams of milk could be seen spraying from the multiple tiny openings in her nipples. As the ropes were pulled tighter, her milk began spraying more. 

	The oldest, toothless squaw was allowed to “gum” Abigail's nipples to start the affair. After her, other squaws brought forth puppies and even a piglet and let them nurse on Abigail’s spraying tits. Her white teats were crisscrossed with blue veins and the nipples had grown darker and larger with the aureoles now a full two inches across. Ooljee and Sitsi, assisted by the vindictive Nal-tzuk-ich, threw the ends of the ropes wound around Abigail’s teats over the cross bar and then Nal-tzuk-ich began pulling on them.

	This caused the milk to spray. The girl then stationed herself by Abigail’s side and it was her job to jerk on the rope and make the milk spray wildly. She smirked in quiet satisfaction at the opportunity to pay Abigail back for her problems with Ahiga...

	The youngest children were led forward and if they were too small to nurse, they were held up by the squaws. Finally, Nal-tzuk-ich was allowed to milk Abigail by hand into bowls. Before she began she took her turn sucking on Abigail’s nipples too. What she expressed by hand into the bowls was then passed around to the band. 

	Under Sani’s and Hokee’s stern gaze, everyone was expected to take a sip, both the braves and the squaws. This went of for awhile and Nal-tzuk-ich kept at the task of milking the white woman. Abigail was a good milker and she was able to fill up three bowls by the time it was all over.

	EPILOGUE

	Abigail Hart was a prisoner of Sani’s band for two years. After the “milk ceremony”, they traded her to a band of Mexican outlaws for some horses. What the Mexicans did to her was also cruel and perverted. Abigail was whipped, raped and mouth fucked. They tortured her by shoving a rod up her rectum and heating it. They let a donkey fuck her and she had to suck the donkey’s dick. She ended up a slave owned by a wealthy ranch owner in Mexico.
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	 Chapter 1

	Mama’s Punishment

	It was Sunday, after church and Maria sat on the toilet, peeing, brushing her hair, and looking at herself in a worn, hand-held mirror. She liked what she saw. She had a pretty, round face, full lips, even white teeth, beautiful dark brown eyes with thick lashes and her skin was smooth, supple and brown. She was a full-figured, pretty chica. 

	Brushing her long, thick black hair, cut just below her shoulders, made it lustrous. Her full bladder, pissing and the sensual act of grooming herself made her horny, and without thinking twice about it, she put the brush and mirror down, and as she finished urinating, began to touch her breasts. Actually, the feeling of a full bladder, pressing on the nerves in her urethra, always made Maria horny. 

	Her most noticeable asset after her big butt were her big chichis - she was a chichona, a big-breasted girl. She had been teased about them ever since she was 10 ½, when they began developing. She was a double D girl, in comparison to her mother, who was small-breasted. 

	Her nipples, the aureoles as big around as the mouth of a coffee cup, were dark brown and the nipples, especially the right one, was as big as an unshelled peanut. She played with them. Pulling and teasing and rubbing them until both nipples were puckered and erect. Then she reached down with one hand and began to touch herself there....

	 Between her legs was a thick mat pubic hair barely concealing a very big clitoris, which even when she was not aroused, poked out of its hood and the surrounding labia. She began rubbing, pulling and teasing her mons and sex lips. The more she did that the more her clit got erect. Soon it had reached its full size, and was now as big as the first joint of her index finger. 

	 Her vagina, as she became more aroused, produced a lot of musky lubrication. She was a girl who got very juicy.  Maria had a very strong libido and was a compulsive masturbator. She took after her father’s side of the family…sturdy, strong and passionate. Her mother was thin and delicate by comparison with a nervous, anxious temperament.

	 Maria was passionate girl with a very sexual nature, but raised in her world, she had to hold herself in check. A single Mexican woman was game for any man, but if she succumbed, her reputation would be shot. Like most girls her age, she was waiting to marry and start a family of her own. In the meantime, her mother was as watchful as a hawk when it came to Maria. 

	 When she was a little girl, if she found any evidence her eldest daughter had been masturbating, her punishment was swift and sure. She would drag her Maria to the tub, no matter what her condition, naked, dressed or half dressed, and hose her down with cold water to cool her off.  Then, she would spank her.

	 She’d caught her eldest daughter with her skirt up and her panties down a dozen times as a teen.  Mama punished her as an example for her two younger sisters. And it was no different that Sunday. Maria forgot to wash her hands after she masturbated and when she came into the kitchen, her mother asked her where she had been.

	“I was just in the bathroom,” came her reply. Her mother, looking at her face, saw a smidgen of guilt there and said, “Come here baby. Let me smell your hands.”

	 Maria tried to argue, but it was no use. Mama made her hold them up and when she smelled them, she said, “They’ve been in the wrong place.”

	 She knew that Maria had been playing with her wet, smelly pussy again. First, she fetched a rubber glove. Next, she took down the paddle from a hook behind the door and laid it on the table. Then she yelled for Juanita and Norma, her two youngest, to come and witness Maria’s punishment. This was the signal for a session of “hot and spicy buns” and then the paddle. She scolded Maria who sniffled and tried to offer excuses - saying she was sorry, but Mama wouldn't listen. 

	She said, almost spitting at her, “I’m telling you, I will break you of this dirty habit. ‘Hot and spicy buns’ for you and then the paddle. I want you to be a good girl. A good girl. Do you hear me, Maria?"

	 Mama grabbed her by her thick hair and yanked her head this way and that as she scolded her. Maria who almost a half-foot taller than her mother, obediently let herself be treated like a little girl. A bad little girl.

	 “It’s wrong…The church teaches it. Do you hear me, Maria? And when you do that dirty thing, it is my job to see that you are punished? Do you understand me, Mija?”

	 “Yes, Mama.”

	 She pushed her daughter over to the table.

	“Bend over the table. Pull up your skirt - all the way up... to your waist.”

	 Maria got into position and grabbing the hem, pulled her skirt up.

	“Oh Maria! You are going to become a cusca (slut). Then no good man will want you. Is that what you want?”

	 “No, Mama.”

	 As many times as Mama had punished her this way, it was always humiliating. She hesitated in pulling down her panties. Mama, meanwhile, was picking out a Serrano chile` from a bowl of hot peppers.

	She picked a big one. She was talking to Maria all the while about how this was for her own good. She pulled a rubber glove on her left hand, grabbed the chile` and then, with her other hand, scored the skin with a fork to let the juice run free. Maria started to sob softly, as she watched her mother get the chile` ready for her. She had been a victim of her mother’s “hot and spicy buns” before.

	 “Pull your panties down. Now! If I have to tell you again, I will take you outside and whip you so everyone can see you. Is that what you want?”

	 Maria crumpled at this and turning her face away from her sisters, hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. She pulled her panties down to her knees. Norma and Juanita stood off to one side, close to each other, and watched with nervous eyes. They had seen Mama do this before, but it was always an overwhelming experience. Neither one wanted to be the recipient of Mama’s wrath.

	 “Take them all the way off.”

	  Maria wiggled to get them to fall to her ankles… then kicked them off. It was always a humiliation to have to do this in front of her sisters.

	 “Open yourself for me,” her mother said softly. 

	 There was a touch of real sadism in Mama. She actually relished the opportunity to punish her big-titted daughter in this humiliating way. She had been punished cruelly herself for similar sins when she was a girl by her mother.

	The two younger girls now watched, big-eyed, as their 18 year old sister grabbed her big butt cheeks and spread them. They looked at each other and suppressed a giggle as they spied Maria’s hairy, pulpy gash in its nest and the brown rose of her anus nestled in her dark crack. 

	Both girls were curious to see how they compared with their older sister. The hairy, fleshy treasures between her legs were an older version of Juanita’s treasures since she was almost 11 years old and had experienced her first period. Her pussy was already getting hairy like Maria’s. Norma was only nine, so she was still a girl, on the threshold of womanhood. She and her sister held each other’s hand as the scene unfolded....

	“No Mama no! No! No! No! Please Mama. Oh, Mama please,” Maria whined.

	 She pleaded as Mama got ready. Her mother put her left hand on the small of her back to steady her, and then touched the tip of the pepper to her exposed anus.  She wiped the oozing tip over and around her daughter’s tight anal sphincter. There was a moment of silence - Maria squirmed - and then she exploded in a frenzy of wriggling and crying.

	 “Mama! Mama! Aaaaeeeeeee,” she screeched as she began to feel the mounting fire as the juice irritated the delicate tissues there. 

	 She wiggled and writhed as Mama continued to rub the bleeding pepper against her anus.  Mama, the tip of her tongue peeping out of her mouth, as she concentrated on doing the deed, ran the tip up and down her daughter’s ass crack; then pushed to get it inside her – into her rectum. 

	 She worked it in a little ways then pulled it out. She knew from past experience that the tender membranes inside would really feel the pepper’s heat and hurt the most.

	 “Mama! Oh, Mama Aaaaaeeeeeee!!!!”

	 Maria began screaming.  She held her ass cheeks open as wide she could. Her hairy fringed anus was opening and closing like a little thirsty mouth. Even if Mama let her, she wouldn’t have wanted let her go of her cheeks. It stung so much she needed to let the air cool her off.

	 "Mama I will never do it again! I won't touch myself anymore. Please! I promise by the Virgin Mama, please! I’m burning up Mama!!! Mama! Aaaaaaeeeeeee…No more Mama!"

	 Mama wasn’t done and went to work on her daughter’s anus again.

	 “Hold still for me…and keep yourself open wide, Maria. I will not tell you again. If you don’t, I’ll take you outside, do you understand?!”

	 Maria wailed in surrender and kept herself spread open as Mama worked the tip further into her asshole this time.

	"Mama! Mama! Mama,” Maria screamed, as her legs frog-kicked straight out. Some of the fiery liquid had gotten onto her sex lips. As her mother took her hand off her back, Maria stood up and began hopping up and down frantically, holding open her butt cheeks…. trying to cool the acid heat.

	 "Mama, Oh, Mama. Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh," she wailed. "It's on my pussy! It's on my pussy, Mama! Oh! I'm on fire!"

	 Mama took off the glove, tossed it into the sink, and picked up the paddle. Maria was still hopping around, making her sisters grin at her predicament, when Mama grabbed her by the hair, pushed her back down onto the table. She began by rubbing her cheeks with it – tormenting her – letting her know what was next. 

	Then she began paddling her with hard strokes across her big butt cheeks. Maria made an awful racket, as she had been forced to let go of her cheeks and now felt the hot sting of the smooth wood as Mama beat her. The paddle had been a family tradition. Even Luis, Maria’s older brother, had been beaten with it.

	 Maria wailed and cried out as Mama beat her. The screams turned into shrieks when the blows overlapped. Welts began appearing as the flesh got redder and sore.  Mama made sure some of the blows landed where they could do the most good. 

	 Her daughter’s big bottom grew hot red, as mother sweated with the effort. The two younger girls cringed as their sister was beaten. The “hot and spicy buns” made them grin, but now they held each others hands and felt the blows, as Maria was beaten unmercifully.

	 “Mama ….Oh Mama," Maria cried! "Please No more! Mama aaaaah!!! Oh, Santa Maria!”

	 She wiggled and writhed, as the blows began landing on her thighs.

	 "OOOOOWWWWWWWW," she cried out.

	And then she began wetting herself. It was always this way. First “hot and spicy” buns, then the paddle, and most of the time, Maria lost control of her bladder.  Since she had just urinated, there wasn’t much. But some hot piss shot out from between her legs to splash on the kitchen floor. 

	 Maria kept her face covered with her hands as the humiliation of losing control of her bladder only added to her pain. Mama scolded her for this; got a towel and wiped up the mess. Then she sadistically gave Maria ten more hot, hard ones; making her wait for each cruel blow; and making her count each punishing smack. Each one sounded like a pistol shot.  

	 When she was done, Maria’s ass was a sorry picture. There were hot red lines crises-crossed all over her butt cheeks and thighs. She reached back to gently touch her butt, it was on fire and she could not rub her ass - it hurt too much.

	 “Go to your room and stand in the corner, with your hands behind your head. And pull your dress up so everyone can see your red behind. Keep the door open. Now go.”

	Maria stopped sobbing and stood up gingerly.

	 “But Mama," she whimpered, "what if someone sees me?” 

	“Then they will see your big red behind and know that you were punished for being a ‘bad girl’. Now don't give me any more back talk or you'll get more,” she said brandishing the paddle.

	Maria found it impossible to fully explore her developing sexuality under such a regime.  She had a strong libido, but in the strict Catholic world she grew up and lived in, it was difficult, if not impossible for her to find any outlet for her desires.  So, she smoldered like a fire that has been banked, but will flare up at the first provocation. 

	Maria was crazy with sex thoughts. She was always horny and her fantasy life had become supercharged, with no real outlet for her, but her fingers. Not if she wanted to keep her reputation and find a marriage partner. So, she masturbated whenever she could find some privacy.

	Chapter 2

	Bruno

	One afternoon, she had gone to see her widowed Uncle Juan. Juan was a big, gruff fellow, but Maria loved him and he considered her almost like a daughter. She was always going over to see him for comfort and support.  He was not home, but she decided to wait and as she did, Bruno, her Uncle’s dog came inside with her from the yard. 

	Maria always liked Bruno.  She knew the dog when it was just a pup; now the animal was full grown. It was a mutt, but a big one; a black lab and German shepherd mix, weighing nearly 100 lbs.  Maria petted him and wrestled with him a little.  Soon, the big dog, either catching her feminine odor, which in Maria’s case was always crusty in her panties, or just responding to her touch, began to show its cock.  Its penis emerged hot and red from its sheath.

	 Maria noticed and couldn’t take her eyes off the dog’s dick. Bruno, at one point, a very sweet animal, lay down on its back and whimpered. It wanted her to rub its belly and Maria obliged. But she kept staring at the red tip as it snaked out and then retreated into the sheath.  She stared at the animal’s big balls, and the sight of its testicles and penis was hypnotic.

	 As she rubbed its belly, the penis came out even more. Mesmerized, she found her hand reaching for the tip - just to touch it - nothing else - just to see how it felt. With her index and middle finger, she made contact. It felt so hot - she was amazed. And Bruno just lay there panting. The animal was concentrating on the sensation it felt in its most sensitive organ. Maria touched it again and the tip just shot out. She jerked her hand back surprised, and Bruno showed it liked that by whimpering.

	 Before she knew it, Maria was touching the dog’s penis in the most intimate way. As she explored the hot spear, it kept coming further out of its sheath. Maria was amazed at how much cock a dog has. Already it was long, bright red and so hot. And it was slimy as there seemed to be a steady drool coming from the pointed tip.

	 Maria used her finger to rub the tip back and forth and Bruno showed by every way it could that it liked it when she did that. She let the dog’s cock tell her what it liked.  When she diddled the tip, it began to spurt in little “pops” and it got her hand wet. She looked around, a bit guilty and that’s when she decided to go to the door.  She opened it - looked outside and seeing no one, least of all her Uncle, she closed the door and locked it. Then she returned to Bruno.

	 She continued her explorations. She found the dog wasn’t too interested in having her touch its balls…in fact, she felt tension when she did that. She enjoyed cupping them in her hand - feeling them - imagining how much of the dog’s male seed was in them. 

	 But the animal loved it when she worked the whole cock out of its sheath, and especially when she teased the tip. It just popped and spurted like crazy when she did that. So, she concentrated on seeing how much she could stimulate the beast.

	When the dog’s “knot” emerged and began swelling, Maria, amazed, touched that too - felt it - gave it little squeezes. After a while, she stopped. It was not that she didn’t find all of this interesting or enjoyable. It was very stimulating. The problem was that she was feeling it herself. She could feel her pussy throbbing - and she felt the wetness in her panties. She could smell her own arousal. Playing with the dog had gotten her “hot”.

	 And the dog could smell her sexual odor at this point too. When she got up off her knees and sat on her Uncle’s daybed, with her legs apart, Bruno bounded up and came over to nuzzle her. She petted the animal and before she knew it, the dog had stuck its muzzle into her crotch. Her skirt prevented the dog from getting to her pussy, but the wick had been lit.

	It felt warm - very warm down there now - and it wasn’t the first time that a doggy had stuck its muzzle into Maria’s crotch. When she was 10, a neighbor’s dog liked to smell anyone’s ass or crotch as dogs want to do. Maria’s Mama discovered the dog sniffing her eldest daughter and yelled so quickly and so loud that it startled both Maria and the animal - sending both scurrying for cover.

	But Maria remembered the forbidden little thrill she felt as the dog nuzzled her. It all came back to her now as Bruno was showing her it wanted to smell her – “there”. She knew it was wrong - she could almost hear and even see her Mama standing over her, shaking her finger and scolding her, but she did it anyway. Maria lifted her skirts and spread her legs. She sat there and waited.

	 Bruno lifted its head to look at her…and then the big, black dog made a beeline for that hairy, moist, smelly place between her legs. And as soon as the animal’s cold wet nose pushed up against her wet crotch, Maria knew she was lost - just lost. 

	 Feeling very quickly that her panties were in the way, Maria pushed the dog back and pulled them down and off. Then she lay back on the bed with her legs spread and her feet on the floor and allowed Bruno complete access to her dripping honey pot.

	 Her cunt and asshole were completely exposed in this position. She could smell her leaking pussy. And at this point, Maria was so juicy. She looked down and saw her clitoris sticking up out of its hood, throbbing slightly. Her oozing, smelly cunt had always been an embarrassment to Maria, but now it was a powerful lure to the dog.

	Bruno was excited as it found the source of the delightful odor. The dog sniffed once and then its tongue snaked out quickly to lap directly at her hole. The animal licked, its big tongue like a soft pink paintbrush covering her whole cunt. The dog salivated like mad and added to her copious secretions, her pubic hair was soon wet and got all plastered down. The dog used its tongue to explore every fold and crease. 

	The animal started licking at her asshole; then it slurped back up through her labia before getting to her now swollen clitoris. With each sloppy kiss now, Maria could see her clit standing up like a finger. She couldn’t stop it now; it was so arousing. She leaned back and felt herself getting ready to cum. After a really slow stroke of its tongue, she came hard. 

	“Oh…OH....OH….OH……..OOOOOOOOOHHHH..OOOHHH….OOOHHHH….oooohhhh….oooohhhh.....OH MOTHER OF GOD.....OH GOD....OH....OHHHHH, Oh God, OH GOD,” she screamed in the throes of her first ‘doggy’ orgasm.  

	 Her mind spun and her brain exploded, as her body just shook and twitched. She’d almost passed out. It was sooo good. She realized that her taste and smell must be very exciting to the dog. She had always been embarrassed by her strong musky odor. It seemed fitting that the dog liked it. She considered sex as something “dirty”. 

	Mama said so; so did the priest.  It was animalistic. For animals. This beast seemed to want to lick her as long as she was juicy. It licked her from her asshole to her clit in a deliberate way. Sometimes the stroke was slower, and Bruno seemed to concentrate on part of her pussy. Then the tongue went from her asshole to her clit. 

	The more the dog licked her, the more her pussy juice flowed. The animal even thrust its soft, wet, big tongue inside her vagina trying to get at the source of the tasty fluids.  Every time its thick tongue penetrated her vagina and twisted around trying to lick it up, the cold nose pressed hard against her distended clit, which stuck out a mile. 

	This combination was too much for Maria and she came hard each time the dog did it. It was one orgasm after another. Bruno eventually stopped and Maria slumped back on the bed, exhausted.  Afterwards, guilty, she got herself together - cleaned up and left.

	 After that first time, Maria sought out every opportunity to visit her widowed Uncle - especially if he was not at home. When he was there, the dog paid a lot of attention to her, and she had to push it away. Her Uncle looked at her “funny” once when it was apparent the dog found Maria very interesting. 

	When her Uncle left for a temporary job, it was Maria who volunteered to come over to his little house and take care of Bruno. Of course, it was Bruno who took care of her. Her favorite thing was to strip completely and rub some sugar on her nipples as a preliminary to get the dog to lick them. 

	 This could get her close to cumming - all by itself. Then the dog’s natural interest in her pussy took over and she would let the big dog lick her pussy until she’d cum so many times she’d almost pass out.

	When Uncle Juan was out of town for that two-week period, Maria and the dog developed a “relationship”.  Touching the dog’s penis, Maria got a totally wicked thought - and since she knew that with the door locked and no one was expected - that she was alone and free to indulge - she bent down and began to explore the dog’s penis with her mouth. 

	 Ever since she was 13 and had gossiped with her girlfriends about what men did with girls, Maria’s interest in the male organ had grown, including putting her mouth on a penis.

	She soon found what the big black dog liked. When she ran the tip of her tongue around the tip in circles - then diddled the tip - flicking the tip back and forth - then just kissing the tip - and then sucking it in just an inch or so, the dog went wild. Actually the dog’s cock went wild. 

	The tip began spurting and jetting so much sweet, salty cum that Maria was shocked and then in heaven. She liked the feeling of doing it. The feeling of the dog’s cock in her mouth; and the taste and the smell of the dog’s maleness.  This was the purest essence of the animal’s maleness. There was so much…

	 She would get the tip in her mouth and her cheeks told the story. She would suck and her cheeks would bulge from the copious amounts of watery cum, until she swallowed. Then her cheeks would bulge again. This went on for awhile. She kissed, teased and licked the tip.  Soon this would make her a sloppy mess as her cheeks, nose, mouth and chin got coated with the dog’s fuck slime.

	If anyone had caught her, she would be whipped and hung from a post as a witch. But Maria didn’t care at that point. She was discovering her sexuality in a culture that made it very hard on young women to do just that. And she was a very sexual person. 

	 And in a culture that controls and restricts such things, she was always in danger of going to “hell”. But for now, she was in “heaven”. She made the dog cum and cum. It got all over her face, and she swallowed quite a bit of it too. The dog would ejaculate almost a cupful of its thin watery semen and then a thicker cum, similar to a man’s. 

	 On many occasions, she sucked the dog off. And each time, it was easier and a hotter experience for her. She had discovered a more guilty pleasure than masturbation.

	 Chapter 3

	Uncle Juan

	She kept finding opportunities to go to her Uncle’s tiny one room house.  She was discovered of course. Her Uncle came home early one day. Maria was letting the dog lick her. Naked, on the daybed with her legs spread wide and her feet flat on the floor. Moaning and whimpering as the dog’s muzzle was buried in her hairy crotch. She was enjoying the feeling of its fur rubbing her thighs and the animal’s unbelievable tongue driving her crazy.

	 Juan came in and was greeted with a sight that shocked him into stunned silence.  Maria didn’t even see him at first. He had come expecting to find no one there - heard some noise, and came in slowly to see who or what was in his house. He wondered if it was Maria, but didn’t think that at this time of the day, she would be there. Seeing her naked with the dog’s muzzle between her legs shocked him numb.

	 “Maria…?”

	 “OH MY GOD….UNCLE JUAN…..OH MY GOD….OH MY GOD…OH MY GOD…OH MY GOD…..OH….GOD…!!”

	 “What are you doing?”

	 “Ahh….”

	She began crying. She knew she was in big trouble, and on some level, she knew that tears could help her. She had pushed poor Bruno off her…and the animal didn’t understand it at all – but it saw Juan and bounded over to him, who unconsciously pushed the dog away. In the meantime, Maria’s 40 year old Uncle just stared at his niece who struggled to cover up.

	 “What are you doing? What are you doing?”

	 Juan was in shock…he just kept repeating the same thing.  She was the apple of his eye and now she was doing this horrible thing.

	He had always known, especially from her Mama's complaints, that his niece was a hot female - a sexual women and therefore a threat, to the social order and marriage. Married women were not expected or encouraged to climax when they had sex. Sex was for pregnancy and the glorification of the man’s power over her. 

	 As a single woman, Maria, of course, was fair game in Mexican culture. Any male would try to have sex with her. Juan would have wanted his niece to be a traditional woman - one who knew her place. Deep down, Juan knew it was impossible for some women to control their hot pussies. But with this thing he just discovered, he was shocked and struggled like mad to understand it.

	“Maria, what are you doing? WHY? WHY?”

	 Maria cried and cried. Uncle exiled Bruno to the yard. In the meantime, her Uncle just sat down and stared at the floor. When Maria was able to talk…she could not tell him why she did what he found her doing. And Juan allowed his anger and frustration to spill out. He began to berate he as a slut and a whore. Maria cried even more.

	 She had pulled a thin, ragged blanket over her to cover up. She kept clutching it tightly around herself as he angrily scolded her for her slutty ways. Then he stood up and yanked off his belt.

	 “You do not know how to control yourself.. Get on your belly you little puta and I will give you what you need.”

	 He made her give up the blanket and lie across the bed. It was then that he saw how fulsome and female his niece was. He had always unconsciously noticed how big her butt and tits were. But now, to see her naked on his bed....well, he was a man first and an Uncle second! Angry, confused and guilty at his own thoughts, he pulled of his thick, brown leather belt to give her a whipping.

	She hugged a pillow and clenched and unclenched her big butt cheeks as he got ready to whip her.  He stared at her big ass and realized that he was getting wood. To quell this feeling, he began to whip her. She began whimpering and then crying. Her tears excited him. At one point she humped the bed crying out as he made the end of the folded belt strike her right in her dark crack. When he finished, he had a huge hard-on.

	Seeing his naked niece lying on her tummy …..clenching and unclenching her full, full butt cheeks as he whipped her - the sound of the belt - a very erotic sound - hitting her fat brown puppies - and her whimpering and moaning as he beat her - it all got to him. 

	She was now an adult female, and very attractive. Seeing her naked had a huge effect on him. Even though she was family, he found himself wanting to do something - he didn’t know what - just something. He yelled at her in his confusion.

	“Get up….on your knees - puta. ON YOUR KNEES.”

	 Maria clambered to get on her knees. This exposed her tits to him. And now, her big, cow-like teats were right there -hanging down like big udders. The dog had made her cum and she was still very wet.  She glanced down and saw that her nipples were swollen and erect. Uh..Oh!! She felt her pussy hot, swollen and wet and knew in this position that she was exposing herself totally to her Uncle.

	Juan, as he looked at her tits and her hairy nest - with its swollen, purple labia - the big clit poking out - huge and distended - and the drool of her juices and the dog’s saliva all down her thighs. He pointed out her “sin”. 

	 “Look at how nasty and wet you are between your legs. You have the soul of a puta!”

	 All this only fueled his anger and his lust. He was very aware of his hard cock straining his trousers. And the more he noticed the wetness and her big, brown nipples with their huge aureoles, the more he wanted to punish her - and then a lightening bolt hit him - ‘he wanted to touch her tits’!!

	 He tried to blot it out, but it was there - tormenting him - and the more he tried to suppress it - the more it seemed to grow. He threw down the belt and pulled her into a half-seated position. It didn’t take long, but before he knew it, he was slapping her face and then her tits, which only kept her nipples hard. And then he began pinching and pulling them to hurt her. And Maria began moaning in a hot and sexual way.

	The more he called her a slut, the more she felt like a slut. It was the first time that being called a “slut” made her hot. Having a man tell her that and seeing that he was getting excited as he kept slapping her tit, and pinching and pulling on the nipples, did something to Maria.  It felt soooo good. Both of them were shocked as she began juicing so much that she was wetting his bed. 

	 And that’s when Juan went completely off track. He bellowed that she was a hopeless puta. And then he did something that shocked and surprised both of them: he bent her over and began rubbing her wet pussy and then smacking it with his open hand. The more he did it, the more Maria wiggled and moaned. Soon it was obvious to both of them that he was masturbating her. And it came as no shock to either of them when she came.

	 “Oh God....Madre`Dios.....oh....oh....oh....OH....OHHHH....OHHHHH!”

	 Rubbing and slapping her wet pussy, Uncle Juan made Maria cum. When it was over, they were both breathing hard. He looked down and seeing how uncomfortable he was in his trousers with cock full, turgid and throbbing, he stood up.

	 “See what you did, you whore. This is what happens with a whore. You did this to me.”

	 With that, he unbuckled his trousers and yanked them and his shorts down exposing his largish uncircumcised cock. He grabbed Maria by her hair and yanked her head around - pulled her to him. She stared at his erection and licked her lips. She had never seen a man’s erection before. She stared as he pulled his foreskin back to display the reddish head to her.

	 She felt her pussy wet and hot – the sight of a man’s cock was what she had been waiting for. She looked up at him with a question in her eyes. ‘What was he going to do?’

	 “You dirty puta (whore)…you filthy little cusca (slut)…you’ve made your Uncle hard…you are a daughter of Diablo.”

	 Before either of them knew what was happening, Juan had pulled her mouth close to his dick and made her kiss it. When she did that, he groaned like a man who had been stabbed. Maria, liking the effect she could have on him, began to give his cock, the object of her desire, little wet kisses everywhere. 

	She was on her hands and knees on the bed and he was standing facing her. He moaned when she licked it. She did it tentatively, but seeing that he liked it, she began to use her tongue on him the way the Bruno had tongue-fucked her.

	 She found that, unlike a dog, he wasn’t as responsive to having the tip, his pisshole licked a lot. But as she kissed and licked him up and down, he gave in to his desires and soon had her take it in her mouth.

	 “That’s it, suck it Maria...suck it baby. Ohhh yeah. Do that....you little cocksucking whore.”

	 Maria liked the dirty talk now. Hearing it from her mother all those years grated on her, but now that a man, a virile man with a big cock was calling her those dirty names as she kissed and sucked on his dick, made her hotter.

	 And the more she sucked it, the more Uncle Juan began to treat her like a common whore. Soon, he grabbed her by her thick hair and began to yank her head back and forth on his cock. Maria, feeling free now, reached up with her other hand to cradle and caress his balls. She wanted to feel them....full of hot seed....and compare them to the dog’s.

	The more this went on, he started making her gag. The more she slobbered on his cock - drooling and slobbered; and the more she made those gagging noises in her throat - exciting both of them - the hotter Juan got. Finally, he went into a frenzy of humping her mouth - making her gag! So much so that Maria began to feel that she was going to vomit; but before that happened he erupted like a fire-hose - filling her mouth with his cum. 

	There was a lot, so that she coughed - a sloppy cough, and it squirted out the corner of her mouth in a torrent. She liked the taste. It was different from Bruno’s ....thicker and saltier. And his cock wasn’t as hot as the dog’s, but it was all she had ever dreamed and more.....

	 Afterwards, Maria lay gasping on her back. Her mouth and tits wet and messy from her Uncle’s ejaculation. And Juan had sagged into an old dilapidated chair trying to figure out what had happened. He eventually began to talk to her in a low, emotion choked voice. He got maudlin and soon began begging her for forgiveness. Maria got up and hugged her Uncle.

	He patted her head; he was still in shock over what he’d done. He kept telling her that she was a “bad girl’, but he loved her. And he was sorry he’d lost control. But this was the start of a new relationship for them. 

	Maria came over regularly to her Uncle’s house. Here was the new relationship: Uncle Juan became her new disciplinarian. Like Mama, he would grill her about whether or not she had been a good girl or a bad girl. 

	And then he’d ask her if she was, “wet”. 

	If she hesitated - and she was so cute when she did things like stare at her feet or fiddle with her hands, he pressed her.

	“Are your panties, wet, Maria? I have to check you,” he would say.

	And then he’d make her pull up her skirt and spread her legs to show him the crotch of her panties.  If her panties were crusty with her secretions or wet, he would make her bend over, pull down her panties and then he’d give her a whipping. 

	 Usually with an old bath brush that had a concave head.  When he beat her full, womanly buttocks with it made a satisfying “smack” sound. Sometimes with just his belt, like the first time. Then he would lecture her about being a “bad girl”. 

	This was the routine. Then, he would make her take off her blouse and bra to display her tits to him. He’d tell her to “control yourself” as he pulled and pinched her nipples. 

	 “Let’s see if you can control yourself,” he’d say.

	 If she displayed arousal, he would spank her some more. He would pretend to discover how wet she was.  Then, telling her she was a slut, he would masturbate her - telling her if she came – he would spank her again. She came - came like a fire hose, wetting the bedcovers and his hand. And, he beat her ass again. Usually when she left her Uncle’s house, she would not be able to sit down for several hours.

	 Once, when Mama noticed the marks on her butt, and asked what was going on, Maria admitted that Uncle Juan had spanked her for something she said. As a widow, Mama was glad, in a way, that her brother was taking an active interest in getting her daughter to toe the line. If she only knew what her brother was really doing, she would have had a heart attack!

	 By the time that Maria was sobbing from having her ass whipped, Uncle Juan had a big erection. That’s when he began blaming her for arousing him. He would take it out, blame her for making him “hard” and make her suck it to completion. 

	 If he was feeling particularly nasty, he would give her a “pearl necklace” calling her a dirty whore and slut as he came. He had forbidden her from ever having sex with Bruno, of course. He told her that she would go directly to Hell if she had bestial sex.

	The illusion that he was “correcting” and “disciplining” her allowed both of them to rationalize what they were doing. For Maria, this was very satisfying. She had a strong masochistic, submissive streak and these “sessions” with her Uncle gave her the sexual outlet that she was craving before marriage. 

	 She had, of course, begun to be very curious about being penetrated. She had only a remnant of her hymen. It had been torn when she was playing as a child. She had never put anything up her vagina. Now, when she could, she began to masturbate by putting her fingers up her pussy. She loved it....

	 Juan was of two minds. He felt guilty as hell for messing with his sister’s daughter. But Maria was a sexual jewel and he never tired of seeing her big tits and ass and exploring that wet, musky pussy of her. He had examined her thoroughly and discovered that she had only a sliver of her hymen left.

	He had also taken to making her confess her “sins” to him. So, in addition to having access to her body, which made him hot, he had access to her mind too. And this made him hotter. He knew she was a virgin. Since she had never had a cock up her pussy, and her hymen was already torn, he thought about fucking her. He began finger fucking her, which she loved instantly. 

	Especially the way he would rub the front wall of her pussy with two fingers- frigging her so hard and so well, the she would gush like she was pissing. This excited both of them to frenzy.

	 Eventually, after a number of months, he took the big step one Saturday afternoon and took her virginity. Maria loved being “taken”. He wore a condom and had already cum once in her mouth.  He lasted a fairly long time and by the time he was done, Maria had experienced her first “vaginal” orgasm. 

	It was a delicious experience. Coming after her ass whipping, being masturbated by hand and a forced blow job, Maria was a drippy slut waiting for what he Uncle gave her. 

	He had a largish penis and when he was done, he took it out, pulled off the condom and said, “see what you made me do, you slut?”

	He ordered her to lick his cock clean, which Maria dutifully did. 

	Then still holding the bag with its warm contents, he pointed to it and said, “Bite it open and then suck the seed.”

	 Maria did as she was told and consumed her second hot meal of the day. Then he turned the condom inside out and made her suck it totally clean. Both Uncle and niece found their games enthralling.

	So, she became a “woman”. Bruno, of course, had lost his best friend. The poor dog didn’t understand and would whine when she came over. Juan took to exiling the dog to the yard when she visited him. Fifteen months later, Uncle and niece were still playing this game. 

	 In this way, they preserved the illusion that he was not corrupting her – after all - he was “disciplining” her.  It allowed him a hot sexual release. It was terrific for Maria too. Her Uncle “punished” her, if she couldn’t resist temptation. And she never could!

	 Chapter 4

	Mule in a Trap

	In time, Maria, at 19 left home. She never seemed to find her place in the town of her birth, Tampico. She never found the right man, and so ended up in Monterey. And while she found work in a small shop, she was unsatisfied with her life. She met a man, Saul, and thought she was in love with him. 

	 He took her virginity and for two months they got along fine. He was small in his equipment and Maria found it hard to cum with him. He liked to spank her though. But she was interested in the totality of him as a person. And in this he was seriously lacking.

	 What she knew, but hated to admit to herself was that Saul worked for a drug lord. His job was to recruit “mules’ - people to smuggle the drugs across the border.  This is what happened to Maria. Saul helped her transition from a small town girl to a big city Mexicana. She lost a little weight, cut her hair short, and began wearing tight blouses and short skirts. 

	 He was intimidated by her sexuality and unconsciously kept looking for reasons to betray her. The fact that he couldn’t make her cum when he fucked her was all it took. He accused her of being a puta and fucking other men. It wasn’t true, and it broke Maria’s heart. What he did to her next would condemn her to a degraded life.

	 He convinced her to smuggle some drugs across the border from the city of Nuevo Laredo into Texas. She did it because she loved him. It was a huge mistake.  That fateful morning, he had carefully packed the drugs into a tube and convinced her to stash it in her rectum. 

	 He lubed it and made her bend over and spread ‘em. Then, he inserted the banana-sized hard plastic container up her shit-hole. Next, he filled condoms with the drugs and one-by-one, inserted them into Maria’s deep, and by this time, well-used vagina. 

	 He pulled on her nipples to get her wet and didn’t even need any K-Y jelly to get all six of the packed condoms inside her. She was embarrassed, but loving him and trusting him, she allowed him to stuff her like a turkey. But at a checkpoint on the Mexican side of the border, she was caught.

	The federales stopped her car, were suspicious of the hot chicana and asked to step out. They decided she was walking kind of “funny” and this alerted them that she might be a “mule”. They cuffed her hands behind her back and transported her by police car to the city jail for interrogation. 

	 Hustled down the dark corridors and finally to the basement, they made her sit and wait. They had her under a bright light and this made her sweat, along with her fear. She was cuffed and scared to death. 

	After thirty minutes of so, a big-gutted, rough looking older cop named Manuel Morales, showed up with a handsome, sweet-faced younger cop. He sat down opposite her and began asking her questions. When she balked or gave him an answer he didn’t like he began threatening her. The other cop, the kid, named Ramon, attempted to calm him down…trying to show her he was on her side. They were playing the Mexican version of “good cop - bad cop”. 

	Maria was trying to come across as cooperative and sophisticated. Her new hairdo and clothes said she was a smart city girl, but underneath, she was still the farm girl from a rancho outside Tampico. Morales began telling her that he knew she was a carrier. She knew, at that moment, that she was in deep shit. 

	 “I think you’re packing,” was how he put it....

	 She was hoping still that somehow she could get away with it when Morales told her to take off her clothes.

	 “I’m gonna strip search you.”

	 She gulped - this was what she feared. She had been creaming her panties on and off ever since Saul had “packed” her. Both men just sat there and enjoyed the show. Here she was, having to strip in front of strange men, one of whom was going to stick his fingers inside her. 

	 Her stomach was filled with butterflies. But she took off her tight blouse and then her skirt. Finally she unhooked her bra and her big tits were exposed. It was hot in the airless room, but her nipples - out of fear and God knows what else - were getting erect. Morales had his young partner going thru her clothes to see if there was anything hidden, so Maria was handing him each piece as she stripped.

	 Then she pulled down her panties. Morales held out his hand - he wanted to see them. He looked at the crotch. They showed multiple stains, and there was a wet oval right showing. Maria had creamed her panties! Morales held them up and showed them to Ramon, who grinned. 

	 Maria’s face showed her humiliation. She watched as he pulled on a rubber glove (‘UH, OH’ – this reminded her of when her mother pulled on a rubber glove!) and standing up, grabbed her by the nipple to lift her tit so he could examine her underneath her heavy breasts in turn. She was sweating there and her tits were so heavy, that she could have secreted a lot there....

	 When she resisted a little, he smacked her hand down and barked at her to just stand still, “..... Hands by your side, puta.”

	 In the process of examining her there - he was pinching and pulling on her nipples and noted her reaction. Her breathing became heavier and her nipples erected completely - the aureoles and her big, brown nipples just popped up like pebbled road. Maria whimpered and it was sexy. 

	And Morales knew he was going to have fun with this one. He found her very hot and now that she was naked before him, he had a big bulge in his trousers. Maria noticed it too.

	 

	Then he made her bend over with her hands on her knees and worked his fingers into her wet vagina. He didn’t need to use any K-Y jelly. The full-figured pretty chichona was dripping. He soon discovered the packed condoms inside her.

	“Get on the table, puta.”

	 “OH…!”

	 He made her get up, lie on her back and pull her legs up to her breasts. Maria wanted to die. Here she was naked in the “birth position” in a dark, dank police station basement - with her wet pussy and asshole totally exposed. Morales took his time - pulling the labia open and inserting a single finger easily into her juicy hole. Then when he got two fingers inside her he was able to grab one of the full condoms and pull it out.

	 “Look at this Ramon....she’s packing....”

	 He took his time - and sometimes with his thumb on her clit - he fished around and eventually got all of the bags in her vagina. He shoved his fingers in as far as they would go - making her grunt. He knew she was “empty”, but he was going to have some fun with her now.

	 He noticed how she responded to having the bumpy front wall of her vagina touched. And when he pushed his fingers in deep.  So, he got two fingers into her and began rubbing her G-spot and the area just beyond it. Soon, Maria’s hips were doing a jig as he went faster and faster. And then, he began making her squirt. 

	“Oh.....shit......OOHHHHHHH......OH...OH....OH.....!”

	 “WHAT A DIRTY SLUT YOU ARE,” he said to her.

	 “You cum like a slut dog.”

	 Maria closed her eyes.  She was humiliated by how she responded. Then one by one he got all his fingers inside her up to his knuckles, getting his gloved drippy wet in the process. Maria could hear the wet, squelching sounds as he worked her.

	He tucked his thumb underneath his fingers forming his hand into an arrowhead, pushed and opened her pussy lips wide and stretched the sphincter bit by bit until it popped through - allowing her outraged, stretched out pussy lips to close slightly. 

	 She felt his wrist inside the mouth of her pussy and groaned. Her pussy lips gripped his wrist as his hand slid around in a slow circle inside her, twisting completely around, then back again. He rotated his hand back and forth inside her - opening and stretching the tight sheath of her pussy tunnel.

	He pushed his hand in deeper. It felt to her like he was shoving his fist into her belly. He pushed past her cervix – past the knob until he reached the deepest pit of her cunt-hole. He began twisting his fist around again; rotating it fully one way, then the other way.

	      

	He began to pull it out – but only a few inches before sliding back in slowly. He worked his fist in and out of her pussy. He was fist-fucking her. He slid it in and out, making slow twisting motions at the same time. She never had something that big in her pussy before and it felt sooo good.

	This put tremendous pressure on her g-spot and her epicenter and as he pistoned his fist back and forth - mashing it against her hot spots, it got to Maria. Her breath was coming in snorts through her flared nostrils - her mouth was open and her eyes were shut. Instinctively, she began to thrust her sex against his fist. 

	His fist was a huge, hard ball inside her, the knuckles digging into the front wall of her pussy. As he worked her, she gushed and came again, wetting his forearm. She began to jerk, shake and tremble; her body went into spasms as she came. It was a deep uterine orgasm.

	 “Oh....oh....oh....OH...OHHH....OHHHHHHH! MADRE` DIOS!!! UUUUUHH! UNGH! UNGH! UNGH! UNGH! UNGH....OH......OOOOOOHHH.....OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH!"

	 “Only a dirty slut comes when I inspect them for drugs. That’s what you are, aren’t you,” he taunted her.

	 He smiled – it was fun making her cum. It was even better when he verbally abused her and she hung her head in shame. She was just a stupid slut to him – one of hundred nice farm girls who’d gotten in over her head. He knew what to do with sluts like her. Maria was devastated. Not only was she in trouble, but her hot pussy had gotten her labeled once more as a “puta”.

	 Of course, he didn’t find any more contraband in her vagina, so Morales turned his attention to her other orifice. He pressed her bulging anus with his finger and looked over at his partner and smiled.

	 “What do we have here Ramon….hmmmm? Look at this...there’s something in there that wants to get out.”

	 He could tell she was packed. Ramon grinned at Morales as the older cop pushed on the tight brown ring - clenching and squeezing to hold the load in her rectum. He wormed his finger tip in and felt the end of the tube.

	 “I think you have something big up your ass, puta…. I want you to shit it out….”

	 Maria was horrified…he was going to make her shit it out.  With him yelling at her to do it... ‘do it faster’…she concentrated on squeezing. This made the rim of her anus bulge - the tube didn’t want to come out. She grunted and squeezed her bowels harder and only then the plastic became visible as the tube began to open her sphincter. 

	 The two of them leaned in close watching her try to shit it out. It hurt making Maria moan as she tried to get it to come out of her. The pressure made the rim of her anus go thin and white as the cylinder began to emerge. 

	When it poked out, Maria groaned, “Madre`Dios.”

	 The ivory colored plastic cylinder was 7 inches long and 5 inches around. It had really been a tight fit inside Maria’s asshole. It began coming out more and more, like a dirty sausage as Maria closed her eyes - she was so ashamed. Finally it landed, clattering, on the table, and it sounded so loud to Maria in the small airless room. Morales picked it up in his gloved hand, twisted open the cylinder and saw what was inside….

	 Chapter 5

	The Water Balloon

	“You’re in big trouble, puta. Between what you had in your pussy and this…you were carrying a big load to Estados Unidos.  And you know what…I think you have more up that dirty shithole of yours. Get on your hands and knees, puta – we’re gonna give you an enema.”

	 Maria hadn’t had an enema since Mama gave them to her as a little girl. She groaned as she was not expecting this. She pleaded and told him that there was nothing else up her asshole, but it was no use. He got her up on her hands and knees on the table and greased up her anus. Then he brought out a big, black rubber plug. 

	 He greased this up and attaching it to a long red, rubber hose, forced the nozzle into Maria’s rectum. It pressed on a hot spot in her vagina through the thin membrane separating her rectum from her sex hole - and Maria, feeling a tingle, whimpered and groaned. She was afraid that she would cum again…disgracing herself once more.

	 Morales, having noted how easily she responded to being stimulated, took the nozzle out and reinserted it slowly - making her groan again. He was having fun with her. It was easy to humiliate her – to reduce her to a little puppet and degrade her by making her cum. He would have more fun with this big-titted chica. 

	 Maria fearfully watched Ramon fill a two-quart rubber bag with hot water. Then he hung it up high over her head on a hook. Morales grinned at her – hooked it all up and told her to get ready. Then he opened the clamp and slowly began filling her bowels with hot water. He pulled and pushed on the nozzle - in effect, fucking her - as the water flowed.  This made her groan. Morales grinned at Ramon.

	 “She likes it up the ass,” he said.

	 Maria began moaning as the water stretched her belly and bowels and pressed on the nerves on the front wall of her vagina. Soon her pussy was “weeping” copiously again - wetting her labia and perineum. The anus and the genitals share a lot of sensitive nerve endings, and the enema was making Maria react.  

	 Her sphincters were soon spasming around the thick black nozzle in rhythm with contractions in her vagina.  Both men watched fascinated as the tight muscular ring squeezed the nozzle embedded deep in her rectum.

	Maria, to her horror, was being aroused at this stage. The distention of her rectum by the water put tremendous pressure on her sex nerves and the sensitive stretch receptors – and this stimulated the sex muscles of her pelvic floor in a very powerful way.  Both men got very hard and hot watching her writhing and struggling and watching her asshole squeezing the nozzle.

	It was humiliating, what they were doing to her and she kept her face turned towards the far wall. This was no casual cleansing. Morales planned to make hurt - this was a “torture enema”. He was going to pump as much as five quarts - as much as her body could handle. He planned to fill her until she vomited. He administered the first two quarts, and it went pretty quick.

	He had Ramon fill the bag again. At three quarts, the pain began begin to overwhelm any sexual feelings she had and Maria began groaning and moaning in pain. Soon she had taken four full quarts and began to beg pitiably. The bag was filled again and now Morales enemated her slowly, clamping the hose for longer periods.

	“Mother of God….please….oh….God….oh…ah….oh….ooooohhhhh. PLEASE NO MORE.....DEAR GOD.....MOTHER OF GOD.....NO MORE....NO....PLEASE....ANY MORE!

	 As a fifth quart was forced into her bowels, she began gagging and then retching.

	“Uppp…uuuuuhhhhh…..oohhh….oooohhhh!”

	 Morales sadistically continued filling her until he made her vomit. He had done this to others. Ramon got a bucket in front of her mouth in time to catch the torrent.  This was very nasty as the vomit contained brown lumps.  

	 Morales had forced so much water into her that it went past her pyloric valve - up into her stomach. This made her throw up. Afterwards, her eyes were red. She had cried during the ordeal and her chin was wet with drool - she was a sad sight when it was over. 

	Following this, he made her get up to display her huge swollen belly with the nozzle still embedded in her rectum. Then he and Ramon had sport with her. They made her walk around and squat, which put a lot of pressure on her asshole. 

	Ramon eyeballed her full thighs, big ass, her swollen belly and her grapefruit sized breasts that bobbed and jiggled erotically with their big, brown nipples and saucer-sized aureoles as she clumsily walked and squatted at their command.

	 

	With about twelve pounds of water stretching her guts, she was soon begging and pleading to be allowed to sit on the toilet and shit the enormous load. Ramon was amazed at how big her belly had gotten and kept remarking on it. She had taken more than five quarts. It had been a penetration and filling fuller than any other sexual act short of pregnancy. 

	In fact, her swollen belly made her look seven or eight months pregnant. They had turned her into a “water balloon”. Morales finally allowed her to sit on the toilet. She was sweating and whimpering with the heavy load in her bowels, as he pressed her on her swollen stomach. It was so humiliating and painful - all of it. 

	 The sounds and odors that issued as she expelled the enema added to her humiliation. She kept her face covered with her hands and her whimpers added to the symphony of sounds her body was making as she shit. Maria had never been so humiliated in her whole life; having to shit in front of someone, two strangers.  It was the most degrading, humiliating thing she could have ever imagined as a woman.

	Morales examined the contents of the bowl when she was done. It was an added degradation to have someone look thru what had been inside her. He found no more drugs…only her feces in the dirty brown water. Following this, they locked her naked in a dark, dirty cell by herself and left her there for several hours. Someone came by and brought her some water to drink. She was huddled in a corner with the thin, dirty cotton blanket wrapped around her. 

	Chapter 6

	The Interrogation

	Later Morales came back with Ramon and another guard and then the real fun began. He wanted names and addresses…and when Maria didn’t tell them what he wanted, he had his partner pull her out of her cell and force her up against the bars of the cell door.

	 Ramon cuffed her hands up high over her head – the other guard made her place her feet on the bottommost bar and tied her ankles to the bars with her legs spread. The tied a rope around her waist; the position put her tits on display as they protruded thru the vertical bars and hung over a horizontal bar. 

	 Morales got behind her with a spray bottle filled salt water. He sprayed her butt cheeks until they were dripping and then spread her cheeks to wet her asshole. Maria had Ramon and the other guard stand in front of her on her side of the door facing her. She turned away to avoid their cruel, grinning, mocking gaze….

	 “Here we go,” Morales announced. 

	Maria laid her head on her right bicep and whimpered. She didn’t know what he was going to do next, but she expected something bad…very bad. The guards licked their lips and stared at her with lust and excitement showing in their hard, dark eyes. Her naked beauty excited them, but the thought of the ordeal she was facing excited them too. 

	 Morales brought out a cattle prod! It was about 18 inches long. It had a blue plastic handle with a red tip with two closely set aluminum contacts mounted there, and a yellow activation button. He displayed the colorful device to Maria.

	 “Isn’t it pretty,” he asked her sadistically?

	 “What is it,” she asked frightened?

	  “This is a cattle prod,” he explained – pointing to the two aluminum pegs. “When I press the button - watch,” with that he pushed the button and a blue spark arced across the contacts, making a crackling noise which startled and frightened her. 

	 Maria began to beg for mercy…

	 “OH GOD, please....I don’t know anything....I’m just a mule.....I only was supposed to carry....please....don’t hurt me....”

	 “Refuse to tell me what I want to know and it will be worse than anything you can imagine,” Morales said to her. “I want the name of the man you work for to start. If you don’t tell me, I’ll start with your ears first.”

	 Maria squirmed in agony. She couldn’t tell him the name of the man she loved. She had to see if she could hold out. She shivered in fearful anticipation, and then, trying to be strong, she straightened up and told him her answer….

	“I understand… but I have nothing to tell you,” she said, looking at him directly to emphasize her point.

	 Morales smiled. He touched the tip to her earlobe, and she screamed as the current bit her. He kept asking her questions and telling her that it could get much worse. He used the prod on her fingers and toes. 

	And when that didn’t work, he told her that as much as that hurt, could she imagine how much the prod would hurt if he used it on the more sensitive areas of her body, like her nipples, her pussy and her asshole? 

	 Her ass was wet - she had been sweating. It was hot. Maria licked her lips and whimpered, shaking like a leaf and trying to control her bladder, as she felt like she had to piss. Morales went behind her and rubbed the tip all along her cheek…and then down her crack.

	 “Wanna tell me?”

	 When he got no answer, he touched the prod to her butt cheek – and pressed the button. Immediately she was driven erect by the current. When he pulled it back, she slumped in her bonds.

	“OH…GOD…..OH….OH….OH…OH…OH…..UUUUUHHHHHH…OOOOHHHHHHH!”

	 Each time he stabbed her fat cheeks, her forced her onto her toes and Maria was shaken as if by an invisible hand. Her asscheeks clenched involuntarily each time he shocked her…. on and on until he stopped… allowing her to collapse, whimpering…hanging from the door like a bug pinned to a board. Her brown butt cheeks were soon stippled with angry pairs of red marks from where the contacts had been applied.

	He wormed it in between her cheeks and began whispering in her ear about how it was going to feel…heightening her anticipation of how much the shocks would hurt when it was applied to that sensitive, nerve-laded orifice. Then he spread her ass cheeks and shocked her on her wet anus – making her howl like an animal. 

	 She humped the bars - wiggled and writhed when he worked it in between her cheeks to get it right on her anus - and then he let the prod kiss her there, the writhing and convulsive spasms gave the two guards quite a show. 

	The were tickled pink watching old Morales working her butt and shit-hole. The prod made her butt cheeks and legs vibrate and shake with the current. In front, even her belly muscles clenched involuntarily - so tight - it hurt!

	 When she still wouldn’t tell him who her contact was, he went around to the other side to work on her tits. He began by pinching and pulling on her nipples…. stretching them out as far as they would go…making her groan and then cry out as he pulled them until she thought that he would pull them off! Then he picked up a wooden slat and showed it to her.

	 “I’m gonna tenderize them first,” he announced.

	 He began slapping her puckered tits mostly right on the nipples. He went all around the aureoles, but mostly he just smacked them hard there. Maria’s nipples were very sensitive and as this went on she began to scream each time he hit them. 

	Ramon came over to watch his older partner do this to her. It was very arousing to the young cop. Usually, when they were finished with a female prisoner’s tits, like this one, there was no permanent damage. But they would be marked from hard abuse!

	 He kept this up until he had her squirming, writhing, and screaming. Then, he sprayed her puckered teats with the water bottle.  Wetting them with the salt water, so the electricity would have the max impact. Bound to the bars, there was no way she could escape what he was going to do next.

	 He held up the prod, stood in front of her and pressed the tip against her right nipple - indenting the aureole and squashing the teat in the process. Then he pushed the button. Maria screamed and jerked as a heavy jolt of current zapped through her tit. The two men watched the cone rise when he took the tip of the prod away …the nipple growing painfully erect in an instant.

	She slumped in her bonds and sucked in her breath, her eyes distant as she concentrated on recovering from the strange but powerful sensations that had gone thru her breast. When she found her breath, he repeated the drill on her other nipple. When he pressed pushed the button, immediately she went rigid, as if hit in the small of the back. The current sizzled through her tit, making her belly cramp. A keening sound broke through her tight throat and her eyes flew open.

	Her nipple swelled up as big as a strawberry and began turning purple. Smiling, he stopped - letting her gasp for air. He used the prod to work her tits all over - everywhere on the smooth, creamy tit flesh - leaving a trail of red spots everywhere he shocked her, but Maria really went crazy when he concentrated on the nipples themselves.

	 “OH...MOTHER OF GOD....HELP ME.......OH...OHHHH....OWWWWWW.....AHHHH....OH GOD! HELP ME....OH... GOD.....SAVE ME.........

	 When he shocked her aureoles and her nipples - the sizzling current made them puff up and soon they had swollen to comic proportions.  With her nipples being very sensitive, it didn’t take him long to break her down - only about 10 minutes of shocking her there and she broke.  He never had to use it on her clitoris....

	 But, before she “sang”, she lost control of her bladder and pissed on the stone floor like a cow in the field - adding to her humiliation. She babbled her boyfriend’s name and soon, she was telling Officer Morales anything and everything he wanted to know. He finally let his partners take her down and she collapsed on the bunk. 

	Chapter 7

	Anal Torture

	Later, he and Ramon and five other officers others came back. 

	“What do you want,” she asked fearfully?

	 Morales ignored that and yanked her into place on the bunk face up, her ass at the edge. Her legs were pulled wide - her pussy gaped, glistening in the dim light and inviting all of them to fuck and abuse her.

	 Morales dropped his trousers and displaying his hot, hard erection to her, her entered her quickly and began to fuck her forcefully, cumming quickly. Another cock took its place and soon her wet, hot pussy allowed each man to quickly reach a powerful orgasm. Hands were everywhere - feeling her up, pinching her nipples, and probing the folds and openings of her body. 

	Maria had an orgasm as her pussy became sloppy with cum. Finally she was turned over.  Morales used some of the semen to lubricate her shit hole. Maria had never been anally penetrated. She flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole.  He then spit on her anus. That was another degradation. When he was ready, he impaled her with his cock. The other cops crowded closer, their attention on the one-sided struggle between Morales’ cock and her tight asshole. 

	The expressions on his face and hers were similar. Both appeared to be in the grip of pain. Maria by the pain and humiliation as Morales sodomized her in front of his amigos, and Morales by his lust to hurt her. The look in her eyes said she was in pain. And in truth, Maria had a tight hole.  As he penetrated her, the pain was terrific. 

	Just as if she were giving birth, she panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the pain in her shitter.  Frantically she tried to resist - her sphincter trying to relax. But it was no good. She couldn’t relax it enough for it not to hurt like hell. 

	He leaned on her and this forced his hard cock deeper into her. His cock, embedded in her asshole, overloaded her mind with waves of pain. She had never been sodomized before. Morales brutally forced his way deeper inside her virgin ass, cruelly stretching her rectum. Maria felt as if a baseball bat was being forced up her ass. It felt like he was going to split her in two.

	“OH GOD, IT’S KILLING ME.....OH GOD....NO....NO....PLEASE....NO....!”

	 Her body began to surrender to his cock as it was too painful to resist any longer. In her mind she began to open up to him totally. There was no other way....

	 “Please... not so hard.... it hurts soooo much.”

	Her shit hole had loosened a little and it took him only three or four strokes to fully penetrate her up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock tightly - squeezing his cock. 

	As his men watched, Morales then began to ride her. He started moving relentlessly in and out of her asshole like a machine, brutally stretching her. Now that he was fully inside her, Morales knelt, his knees shoulder width apart on the bunk. He gripped her slick, sweaty shoulders to pull her now pliant body back onto his hard cock, so he could plow into her asshole with hard, powerful strokes. 

	He slammed into her ass with all his power to hurt her, brutally and relentlessly impaling her on his cock. Involuntarily, Maria, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her full lips.

	Everyone could see her hands clench helplessly each time Morales plowed her. Her body had gone limp. Nothing angry or pleading came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds and a long moan, the volume rising and falling in time with Morales’ humping.

	“OHHHHHHHHHHH.”

	 Morales sodomized her as the others men joked or clapped their hands in time with his thrusts into her open ass hole. It seemed to Maria as if it would go on forever. It hurt her and what was worse was that she felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do to make him stop. Morales stayed hard stroke after stroke, battering her body. 

	He came only when he threw himself forward onto her back, grabbing her thick black hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her tear-streaked face as he raped her with power strokes. Only then, after he had looked into her eyes and felt her submit totally, did he cum in her ass. He cried out in triumph as he filled her asshole with hot cum. 

	He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her with his weight, until Ramon, impatient now for his turn, tapped him on the shoulder and asked for his place.  Ramon was just as rough as Morales. In a single thrust he impaled Maria, sinking up to his pubic hairs in her. 

	He plowed relentlessly into her wide open ass. Poor Maria just made small moaning sounds underneath him. She could manage nothing more. Each time he slammed into her, it knocked the wind out of her lungs. 

	Unconcerned with her agony, he took his pleasure as quickly and as brutally as he could. Then he too filled her with a flood of hot cum before also collapsing on her nude back. He got off her and was replaced by another. 

	Maria lost track of how many men raped her ass.  She took 7 men. It seemed to go on and on as one man would finish and the next man would ram it into her. It all became one long rape. The cock became one monstrous cock, repeatedly and painfully sodomizing her.

	She only knew the hurtful impalement, the feeling of having her ass stretched and invaded, had become her whole reality.  She lay passive. Just as she had surrendered to Morales, she surrendered to each man who followed him. She became nothing more than their fuck toy. 

	The pain in her shit hole became a constant ache. Through it all, she lay there on her belly - her full lips open, panting between moans. Her sweaty body gleamed, the light creating a shadow play between the combination of muscular male power and her warm, hot beauty.  Her naked body, buffeted by the violent thrusts, was just a thing for them to use and abuse.

	Afterwards she lay there, her beauty defiled by their foul cum and sweat. Morales began whispering in her ear.  She was so “out-of-it” she couldn’t make sense of what he was saying to her.  She lay on her back sated in a pool of cum; her legs splayed wide, her pussy gaping, her clit, swollen red and rigid. She looked up at the ceiling her mind blank, exhausted. Her asshole was raw, stretched .....An open “O” .....A toothless mouth....with semen smeared all over and drooling in a steady stream. 

	Her next bowel movement was a torment. Her asshole was so sore that she could not touch herself there. And having to shit hurt so much that she gripped the toilet seat and groaned as each turd emerged from her ravaged anus. 

	The next day, Morales came to see her and presented her with a choice. She could go to work as a cocktail waitress at a club a friend of his owned in Nuevo Laredo or she could face charges of attempted drug transport. The crime could put her in prison for 5 to 7 years. Maria didn’t have to hesitate long to make a decision. But there were strings attached to the deal and she soon found out what she had gotten herself into.

	 He brought her over to the club and the owner was a fat disgusting little toad of a man. He told her that she would wait on tables and showed her the costume she would wear. He presented her with a very short skirt, skimpy panties, a bra and heels.  Maria asked if there was prostitution.

	“Do I have to go with the men,” is how she put it.

	“No, there’s no prostitution at the Club Paradiso. It’s not legal anywhere in the zone,” he told her.

	 Morales chimed in, “Cardenas runs a tight ship. And he makes the good contributions to the policeman’s retirement fund. “

	 “But, Maria, it is legal for a waitress to go up on the stage, take off her clothes and dance for the customers,” he informed her grinning, and then winking at Cardenas. 

	“One of my girls is getting married and I need a replacement. The job requires a big strong girl. Officer Morales tells me that you are strong. I will pay you well and you will work from 6 to midnight, six days a week. You have to start immediately,” he informed her.

	 She had no choice in the end. It was either become a stripper or face a long, hard prison sentence in one of Mexico’s dirty federal prisons. The worst part in her mind at this point was the public exhibition she would be facing. Being on display in the bar for men to fondle - and then having to take her clothes off. She shook her head sadly that her life had been reduced to this…

	It was degrading. But, one part of her knew she would be in situations at times that would make her cream her panties.  But, she worried about the degradation and humiliation she would endure at the same time. It was a life that would stamp its mark on her to be sure. 

	 But there really was no other choice. Getting caught reduced her options to this or jail. She told Cardenas that she had missed her period and she might be pregnant. He grinned and told her he would take care of that. He had a special doctor that took care of his girls. A week later, Maria had an abortion...

	 Chapter 8

	Cocktail Waitress

	At the club, Cardenas put her to work, wearing a short black skirt, frilly panties, a lacy white mesh bra, sexy little pink ankle socks and black high heels with a strap. There were four other girls working that night. Maria met them in the dressing area. 

	 All but one were Mexican ‘farm’ girls like Maria. There was one American blonde, but she seemed like a burnt-out case to Maria. The customers were a mixture of some locals with a lot of rawboned Texas farm boys and middle-aged gringo businessmen. She went among the tables and soon found that working as a cocktail waitress in this club exposed her to tons of male lust.

	Guys hit on her as she served - patted her ass. The more aggressive ones put their hands up her skirt to feel her ass or her crotch; some pinched her nipples. Some of the tougher customers would try to finger fuck her. And since she was wearing a lacy bra, her nipples could be clearly seen. Since they were so big and prominent, it didn’t take men long to reach up and pinch her chichis.

	 The first night, after an hour, Maria got wet, and since she lubricated heavily, she had soon creamed her panties. It was very humiliating. Then Senor Cardenas was up on stage making announcements in Spanish and English. When the Club would be closed….and stuff like that.

	And then he began to talk about the show that would be starting in five minutes. He pointed Maria out, and as he did so, she was bathed in light from an overhead spotlight. Maria wanted to melt into the floor as he talked about her “charms”. He made mention of her big tits!

	 All part of the show. Maria had been working for an hour and a half, and a dozen men had the opportunity to fondle her. But Maria was clearly going to have to take off her clothes. Senor Cardenas built her up and promised the hooting bar patrons that they were going to see something hot and new.

	 He summoned her up on the stage and made her drop her tray and stand with her arms by her side. He then got behind her and undid her bra, letting it fall off her shoulders. As it fell, he caught it and Maria stood there with her big, tits on display. Senor Cardenas began playing with her tits as he told the audience, holding the microphone in one hand, what he was doing and what effect it was having on Maria.

	They were already half-erect and as he pulled on them and pinched them they swelled and puckered, making her hot and feeling like a sex puppet up there on the stage for the amusement of a roomful of horny men. All of this was having an effect on her. 

	Her pussy began drooling again. When he made her take off her skirt and panties and threw the panties to the crowd, she cringed with embarrassment. The crotch was wet and the man who caught them showed them to his friends and then held them up to display them to everyone.  Maria was mortified!

	 Recorded music began playing and Cardenas ordered her to dance. Maria self-consciously began swaying and moving to the beat. The guys yelled and stamped their feet and most of them, in loud voices, told her what they’d like to do to her. It was all very crude and male. 

	 She danced, but later couldn’t remember what she did. It was like she was someone else up there. This was her new life. Six nights a week, she exposed her tits, pussy and ass to half-drunk men who pawed her and then she took off her clothes and wiggled to the music.

	Part of her found some of it stimulating. And part of her hated it. She discovered an exhibitionistic side and her power to arouse men - to command their attention with her feminine charms. It was somewhat intoxicating. But it was pretty degrading too. 

	 After two months, Senor Cardenas approached her and told her that, after watching her work, he had a special job for her. She had been making good money at the club. With tips, she was making the equivalent of $100 a week. She was saving most of it. 

	She hoped to put together a nest egg that would allow her to move on. She saw Officer Morales from time to time and didn’t want to ask him how long she would have to work there before she could leave. She was afraid of the answer.

	 Chapter 9

	The Donkey Show

	So, Cardenas offer of a special job wasn’t something she jumped at. She had worked into a routine and only wanted to know when she could leave. But Cardenas was insistent. It had always been rumored that there were “donkey shows” in Mexico, but most people believed it was mostly myth and urban legend.

	He told her that at a rancho he owned, he produced such a show once or twice a month. The girl who performed was the one who left to get married. Cardenas had decided that Maria was the perfect replacement candidate.

	 First off, she was incredulous that such a thing existed. She expressed doubts, but he reassured her that it was for real. Then she was horrified. But she also remembered that she had fantasized about having Bruno fuck her. The possibility of what a donkey could provide presented something to consider.

	 Other than masturbating in the tiny apartment she shared with two other “farm” girls, she had been without a sex partner. But to have sex with a donkey in front of the men from the club seemed too gross for words. So, she refused.

	 But Cardenas told her that she was there to pay a debt to society. She could have been sent to prison - working for him was the alternative she chose. It dawned on Maria that this was the real reason the Officer Morales had sent her here. Not just to wait on tables, strip and shake her ass. She was there to perform. The full implications of that made her feel very violated. 

	 A week later she was driven late on a Saturday afternoon to a remote rancho in the foothills. She was taken to a small bedroom and told to put on her costume, the kind she wore every night. Nervously, she changed. Then a young man, almost a boy knocked on the door and led her to the barn. Inside, it had been set up with a stage and chairs. Taken behind the stage, she looked out to see that there were 20 gringos in the audience. Mostly middle-aged. Probably these were the only ones who could afford such an illegal performance.

	Cardenas got up on the stage and made the introduction. Maria came out and he told her to strip. He exhibited her, as he often did in the club - holding up her tits - pinching and pulling on her nipples. Cardenas pushed her front and center. Maria’s pussy was already throbbing, and she covered her face with her hands and groaned as he made her bend over and pull her cheeks apart to display her wet pussy and asshole. 

	 Having to show everyone her most private parts was always humiliating and exciting at the same time. She began whimpering like a little girl, as he pulled her labia open to display her “pink” - allowing the men to enjoy the sight of her exhibited like a slave.  

	 Maria kept her eyes closed as her hairy wet pussy and tight brown anus was exposed, with everyone staring at it. Obliged to be naked in front of a group of men was always a fresh violation. 

	 Then Cardenas announced, “See Valentina (Maria’s stage name) take the measure of the beast,” and finished with a theatrical wave of his hand.

	 There was a commotion. Everyone turned to look. Three young men were leading a donkey stallion with a smooth dark gray coat - about a third the size of a horse. When Maria saw the donkey – her hand went to her mouth and she bit her knuckle. She knew what was coming, but until she saw the beast it had all been something of a dream or a nightmare!

	She found herself saying, “OH NO – no – NO – NO – NO – please – PLEASE - NO – PLEASE - PLEEEEEASE!!!”

	 This really got the crowd going. They wanted to see her resist a bit. Be the nice girl who gets in over her head - forced to take a bestial cock to the hilt. This was just what they wanted. 

	 The boys brought the donkey forward. The beast’s cock dropped as it got closer to her and picked up her scent. The cock was black and hung down until it seemed like it would touch the ground. Maria’s eyes went wide as she contemplated it.

	 “I’m not sure this farm girl’s pussy is built for a cock that big, amigos,” Cardenas stage whispered into the microphone, egging the crowd on.

	 The boys brought out a padded bench- the top was round and leather covered; and it was mounted on four heavy legs. They set it up stage center. The other boys got the donkey turned. Cardenas made her lie down on the bench with her feet flat on the floor. 

	 This position exposed her pussy nicely. The whole setup allowed the crowd to see the curve of her big buttocks. Maria turned her face away. Everyone would be watching her - enjoying her degradation and humiliation. She felt overwhelmed and wanted to hide.

	The smell of donkey on the stage was strong. And Maria’s pussy odor was strong too. The boys laughed and joked amongst themselves, excited. Now that the show was soon to begin, they got ready. Jostling each other, they got into position so they could get the donkey to ready to mount her.

	 Maria lay there realizing that she was going to be fucked by a donkey. Nothing in all her 19 years had prepared her for what Senor Cardenas was going to put her through. She had become the ultimate female receptacle - fucked by a donkey stallion. This was the ultimate rape.  

	 She lay there submissive and ready and thought about Saul in Monterey. She had been forced to betray him under torture. He was one who got her into trouble in the first place. He was probably suffering now too, but in a way he deserved it, Maria thought. She had a fleeting thought that it would have been nice if they could have escaped together to the United States…

	 Maria glanced over at the boys.  She saw looks of lust on their faces.  She looked in the other direction at Cardenas. He had a look of pure evil on his toad-like features. Then she looked back over her shoulder to see the boys getting the donkey into position and that the beast’s cock was now fairly hard and long. The clatter of its hooves on the stage was loud….

	 The oldest boy used both hands on the animal’s cock to get the beast ready. Drops of slippery juice trickled from the hole at the tip. He plunged his fingers into a can of white cooking grease, came up with a big dollop and smeared it all over Maria’s pussy lips and into her waiting sex-hole. 

	 Maria moaned as he worked it in. What she didn’t know was that there was an ovulating donkey mare’s urine in the grease.  This guaranteed that the stallion had all the motivation it needed to fuck the shit out of her.

	 The animal edged closer to her ass. It bent its head down so it could sniff at her pussy– so temptingly presented. It put its nose against her wet pussy and got the scent of the mare mixed in with Maria’s hot smell. The beast reared its head high with its lip curled and let out a loud whinny.  

	 The men in the audience began buzzing at this. The scent excited it, and it began to snort and toss its head. The crowd went wild, as the primitive donkey smelled “mare”. This meant “mating”. When it smelled her pussy odor mixed with the pheromones from the mare’s urine, the beast’s smell brain was racing now.

	 The animal’s cock was rubbery and waving around before it got the scent. When it got a whiff, the cock stiffened and IN AN INSTANT, was fully erect, rigid as a board and slapping its belly. Cardenas grabbed her by her hair and made her look at it. Maria could hear the animal’s cock and see it as it slapped up against its belly. 

	Now fully erect, the cock was as big around as a man’s wrist and as long as her forearm from fist to elbow.  She knew the animal was going to shove that spear into her vagina, and for the first time she felt afraid. This emotion added to the excitement and shame she was feeling and propelled her to new depths of masochistic readiness…

	“OH….oh….oh….uh….oh…..ohhhhh,” was all she said wide-eyed as she took in the animal’s huge cock. 

	That’s when they got the donkey to mount her. Cardenas told her to hold on to the bench with both hands and slapped her ass to get her up on her toes, with her back arched. This made her pussy gape open nicely. One boy used a prod and the little stallion rose up on its hind legs and came over Maria’s back with its forelegs on either side of the table. 

	It had done this before, so it wasn’t hard to get the donkey to rear up and get its chest on her back and its forelegs straddling the table. The donkey’s rear hooves were behind her, so that with its front legs straddling her, it was ready to thrust its cock into a warm, wet hole.

	There were two projections mounted on either side of the bench and it was over these that the animal rested its front legs. The slapping cock had stopped slapping against its belly as the donkey hunched forward trying to find her hole. Maria felt the cock head touch her pussy and slide up her crack. The donkey kept trying to find her hole… humping ….trying to penetrate.

	 “OH… NO– OH… NO – OH… NO – OH… NO – OH… NO –OH – OH NO,” she cried out!

	 The donkey continued to thrust forward. It got its cock at the opening finally - then the animal’s powerful hind quarters flexed and drove the cock in. Inside now, the animal began humping, pushing her forward. And while her sex-hole had been opened, it had to stretch a lot to take the lemon-sized head.

	“OH GOD,” was all she said, when the big cock opened her.

	 As it dilated her and the head slid inside her warm, greasy hole, Maria began groaning and moaning. The parting of her vaginal sphincter and the opening of her hole was overwhelming and eye-watering! The big glans punched in deeper - touched her cervix and then plowed past. Then it was all the way in… stretching her hole to the max - a combination of pain and pleasure.

	 She tried to scoot forward again when she felt the donkey trying to force more inside her, but there was nowhere for her to go. There was so much cock and as the thick penis reached bottom, she groaned out loud. The penetration had her groaning so loud that the men in the audience began clapping and hooting. 

	The massive dick stretched her – then the donkey pulled it half way out - and rammed it back in. A hard thrust forward - just slamming it in her. It was hard to believe a woman could find room for a cock that big. It was like having an arm, from the fist to the elbow, shoved into her hole.

	 It felt like it was about to come out of her mouth. The boys crowded closer to see how much of the huge cock was inside her. The donkey had erected to its full length and girth. All but 3 or 4 inches was inside her. Maria had taken almost all of it.  

	 She braced herself as the donkey began to whinny and snort, then pulled it out some and thrust it back in again. It went in easier as her greased, reddened hole was really opened up now. It went all the way in again…past her cervix and deep into the bottom of her birth canal.

	Maria went, “OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	  The men in the audience were awed and mesmerized by what they were seeing. The depth and girth of the penetration was totally beyond everyone’s imagination. Her whole pelvis had been INVADED when the lemon- sized cock head “flared”. The donkey, neighing, then began to fuck her for all it was worth.

	She cried out each time the animal’s haunches thrust forward…forcing the embedded cock deeper into her. But then the beast would stop…pull back and its cock would slip out. The cycle with the big dick waving around would resume. The donkey would hump and find her hole - penetrate her again - and then fuck the shit out of her. The donkey brayed and whinnied, getting louder each time as it got closer to ejaculating.

	 She groaned loud and her eyes kept rolling back in her head, as her nipples rubbed against the table with each powerful thrust. As the donkey drove in and out of her pussy, Cardenas knew that it wasn’t going to be too much longer before it would cum. 

	He could see the animal’s big testicles going up and down in its hairy ball sack. Maria’s orgasm was building also since the donkey had started to fuck her. There was no part of her hole the animal’s cock had not touched or stretched.

	 Cardenas was impressed. His pleasure at seeing the new girl take the donkey’s dick meant he again had a show – and could make the big money. Everyone was smiling, grinning, joking and drinking. He could see now that Morales was right - Maria was a strong girl - something special indeed.

	 Sweat poured off Maria. As the donkey pounded her, she had a huge orgasm and screamed like a madwoman. Like a sword had been shoved in her belly. The audience looked on in wonder; it was a most unbelievable spectacle. The boys watching - all sported erections. Every man in the audience was hard...

	 The beast kept slamming its haunches in and out – in and out in a cruel, parody of honeymoon human sex. It was easy to see how hard the donkey fucked her - it rear hooves scooted forward with the force of its powerful thrusts. Maria’s cries and moans left no doubt that the big cock hurt when the animal slammed it into her.

	 The stallion got closer to cumming. By instinct, the animal shoved its cock in as deep as it could trying to push the head all the way in as the glans flared to seal off her hole. The slit in the donkey’s cock head was up against her epicenter now.

	Everyone was excited by Maria’s response to her bestial rape as she grunted out loud when it went in all the way.  Grunted like a man had punched her hard in the stomach, every time the cock went in deep. To a man, they felt that this was a fitting thing to do to a woman. 

	The whores all wanted a big dick. What better than to punish such a whore with a monstrous dick. An animal cock for the maximum degradation you could inflict on a woman.

	 The animal was huffing and puffing and kept clomping his rear hooves to gain purchase, braying, whinnying and shoving its cock into her fast and hard. Its tail flicked up and down too. Mar was drooling too, and not knowing or caring about it. In truth, she was out of her mind. 

	 Everyone watched – hypnotized at all that was going on: her big milkers were jiggling; she wagged her head from side to side; sometimes she rested her face on the bench; other times she held her head up and stared at nothing. 

	 Her long, thick, black hair was all over her face in sweaty strands as the donkey shoved its cock into her with a couple hundred pounds of gristle, bone and flesh behind it. Men drinking in the seats wondered aloud how she took it all.

	 The beast finally ejaculated, braying. When it came, it was like a fountain of white slop had overflowed her hole. It shot out around the rubbery black shaft, pumping like a heartbeat. Each time the beast shoved in - hosing her more - the pressure would squirt cum out. With its arm-sized member buried deep, the donkey filled her totally. Maria felt very full with the huge load of hot cum inside her.

	The donkey’s ejaculation was so strong that cum sprayed out and splattered all over its balls. Cum dripped from its nuts as well drooling and dripping down the insides of her legs to the stage floor. The beast paused, her sex hole stretched tight around the cock-shaft. The penile contractions slowed and finally stopped as the last droplet of cum dribbled into her stretched hole.

	 Maria and the donkey were both breathing heavily as they both waited for the flared cock head to relax. The donkey tried to pull back and Maria grunted as the cock didn’t want to come out - her pussy was gripping it so hard. The animal pulled again and it popped out. 

	The donkey whinnied and shuddered – its cock shrinking as cum ran from her distended hole. The boys crowded around as her hole was so open now…one of them mimed putting his hand in her ravaged vagina.

	 The animal’s phallus hung down - dripping cum from the tip. A huge gush of semen ran from her pussy and splattered on the stage as more ran down the inside of her legs. The audience erupted into applause.  The donkey got down off her back. 

	But the little stallion was not done. It still had lots of cum in its balls. The show wasn’t over.  The stallion remounted her three more times in the next 15 minutes. Each time fucking the shit out of her.

	 One time the animal’s cock slipped out and the animal dismounted....Cardenas ordered the boys to get Maria on her knees and one of the boys jerked the animal off holding the cockhead in front of her face, sprayed her with cum when the animal, braying, came like a fire-hose. 

	 Cum slopped all over her hair...her face....her tits and dribbled down to her belly. When the donkey finished ejaculating, Maria was a mess. She was wet with donkey cum from her hair to her crotch.

	 On each remount, she came like a whore. The big cock pushed her into howling orgasms; she sounded demented as she came.  Finally, the animal was done and the boys led it away. Maria was exhausted and was ready to collapse. She was sloppy from her pussy to her knees. 

	 Donkey cum dripped in a steady stream from her hole…she was messy everywhere - her mound - her ass - her pubic hair plastered down…and wet and sticky all down her thighs.

	Cardenas got a bowl to catch the cum that poured from her raw hole. He made her drink it, and then lick the bowl clean as a humiliating climax to the show. When she got back to her room later that night she was still dripping cum from her pussy. 

	She worked two or three times a month for a year as the star of Cardenas’ donkey show– this was her sentence in lieu of prison. Even though this was not a “Zona Rosa” – a red zone - the police looked the other way when it came to Cardenas’ show. After all, there was no prostitution going on and he paid off the cops regularly and handsomely. 

	Even when she was on her period, Maria was fucked by the donkey. Her menstrual blood satisfied audience members who expected and were excited to see her bleed a little being fucked by such an enormous cock.  She was totally fucked two or three times a month, so she didn’t need a boyfriend....besides, who would want such a whore.

	She earned 200 US dollars for each donkey show, an enormous sum at that time and in that place, which she mostly saved along with her tips as a waitress. She felt totally degraded each time she was penetrated by the donkey, but the orgasms were mind-bending.  She was fucked more than 30 times by a 400 lb. animal with 14” cock. 

	She eventually drifted north and ended up working as a domestic for a family in California.  She married a first generation Mexican-American who worked as a construction foreman, had two children and kept her earlier sexual experiences a secret from him......
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	 CHAPTER 1

	BLANCA

	“What do you want me to have them do to her? Wire her up?”

	 “Yeah. Use the picana. This cunt needs to have it shoved up her pisshole. Then broken off. When she’s pissing and crying like a baby, you call me.....”

	 “Yes, Senhora. As you wish,” said General Magante.

	 Blanca was furious. A foreign reporter had dared to investigate her. Journalists were the worst. She knew how to handle the Philippino scribblers.  Most of them knew their place. Not only did they know how much political power she wielded, but they knew how vindictive she could be. Most of them avoided her, because they didn’t want to end up her enemy. 

	It was the foreign journalists who could be a problem. They thought they were invincible. Blanca had to be careful about Western reporters chasing a story about corruption in the Philippines. It was harder to snare them in her traps and not have it backfire in the Western press. Still....

	 This French girl from a Paris daily had been nosing around and came to her office to interview her. Well... Blanca would take care of her. A phone call to her close friend, General Magante, and this little cunt was headed to the barracks where she would be strapped to a table and shocked on her nipples and pussy. ‘That will discourage her from writing her story.

	 Blanca smoothed her hair and went to look in the mirror. At 45, she was still an attractive woman. Medium height with a fairly shapely figure, but now 25 lbs. heavier than when she was younger, her face nevertheless had a cruel edge to it. Something about her mouth perhaps. A hardness and the way it could turn down at the corners. Disapproving and condemning even. 

	In truth, she was a cruel, complex and, to some, a terrifying woman. She had been the youngest woman elected to city-wide political office in Manila as the Vice-Mayor. Even now she was a powerful member of the House of Representatives.

	 Contractors, businessmen, vendors and officers in the army owed favors to Blanca Ramos. On a personal level, she was divorced with two grown children and it was whispered that she had begun to bring her real passion out of the shadows: young European and American white women. It was also whispered that she was a cruel “top” who loved hard, rough sadistic sex. She was, in truth, bi-sexual, but favored women more than men; and loved to dominate both. Having a slave at her feet was foreplay for her. She would rub her bare, smelly feet all over their face and make them lick and kiss her toes and instep to establish her dominance. 

	What she would make them do afterwards would turn some stomachs as her taste in sexual matters involved the personal humiliation of her sex partners and torture centered on their sex organs. And Fabienne Deschanel had aroused both her wrath and her passion. That was a dangerous combination. She would pay a visit to the reporter from the Paris weekly in the barracks after she had been broken by the General’s men. Then she would use her as a pussy licking toy. 

	 CHAPTER 2

	FABIENNE

	Fabienne Deschanel had worked hard to find the story that would propel her career to the next level. Ever since she graduated with a degree in law and political science, but gone into journalism, she had hoped that she would become a major star as a reporter. 

	When she got a job working for a major Parisian newspaper she was thrilled. But then it was mostly mundane assignments and she chafed doing the grunt work that a cub reporter must often do for years. When she got her editor interested in human rights violations from émigrés living in Paris.... and that story attracted attention... she found herself on the fast track finally.

	Before you could say alors, her editor Lessard, had her flying to a hellhole in Africa to report on the cruel treatment authorities were meting out to political dissidents. And then she got the call from KARAPATAN, the Philippino rights group. They told her that high-up political figures were working with the Army to abduct and torture rights activists. So, she flew to Manila and began to research the story. Lessard wanted a compete expose`.

	 In her investigation, Fabienne repeatedly came across the name Blanca Ramos. The more she dug, the more this rich, powerful woman seemed to be the classic conservative politician who conspired with corrupt law and order types to turn the Philippines into a modern version of Dante’s Inferno.

	 She called Ramos’s office seeking an interview. She wanted let her tell her side of the story. Now the two women would cross paths and the result would destroy one of them...

	 CHAPTER 3

	THE INTERVIEW

	She changed clothes twice getting ready for the interview. She was nervous and wanted to strike just the right note. Her small frame and doll-like features made some people treat her as if she was a child. Fabienne, only 24, tended to stick to “power suits” to counter this. It was hot and humid in Manila, so she had packed light clothes.

	 She chose a beige silk blouse and a pleated dark brown skirt and topped it off with white pumps. It was feminine but still exuded a crisp professional look. At 5’ 2” with trim, shapely curves and a page boy coif, Fabienne was a very attractive young woman. She applied dark red lipstick and adjusted her make-up. Now she felt confident that she looked the part. After all, it was important that she be taken seriously as a journalist, and not be thought of as a kid or a pretty face.

	 When she got to Ramos’s office, she was turned off with the pomp and circumstance that politicians go for in third world countries. Ushered into Blanca’s office she reached out her hand.... and was surprised at how strong a hand the older woman had.

	 She noted that Blanca had the warm, creamy brown skin so common among Philippinas. Her hair was curled and styled – definitely an “older” look for a woman. But then Fabienne considered Blanca’s age and thought, ‘well, she is middle-aged’. 

	 “I am so happy to meet you. Paris is my favorite city. After Manila or course,” Blanca offered.

	“Well, Senhora Ramos, I have wanted to meet you for some time.” Fabienne responded.

	 “I am sure we have much to talk about.”

	 “Yes, well...hmm... before we get into...hmmm....the....questions I have ...ummm...for you, I wonder...I wondered....I ah...wanted to ask you....ummm...is it ok if I tape...uh....the conversation?”

	 “You were educated at the Sorbonne. I believe your degree was in law and political science, was it not?”

	 “Yes.” 

	Fabienne was surprised that she had done her homework. She was very smooth....

	 “You are a person of learning then. And many skills I am sure. It is only necessary for someone like you to take notes.”

	“Oh....OK...”

	 “Good....now, how can I help you?”

	 “Well....ummm.”

	 Fabienne began a long series of questions that probed into various shady deals and then Ramos’s relationship with General Magante. Her questions and the way she asked them began to get under Blanca’s skin. 

	Her line of questions was obviously leading to a conclusion that Ramos was a corrupt influence in her own country. And the fact that Fabienne was a Western white woman only added to the pique Blanca felt. 

	But, there was something else: she found the petite French girl very attractive. She had perky breasts and a cover girl face. He mouth was so perfect and sweet that Blanca found herself imagining those bee-stung lips between her legs kissing and licking her hot pussy!

	 Feeling horny, and perverse, and because she could do such a thing, Blanca reached down under her desk to slip her hand up to the crotch of her cream silk panties. She surreptitiously began to touch herself and continued to play with her hot pussy thru her panties as the interview went rapidly down hill - amusing herself. This was classic Blanca. 

	“I see, little one that you have brought many assumptions to your investigations. It is always wise for a young reporter to start out with a blank slate.”

	 Her reference to her petite size and age caused Fabienne to bristle.

	 “All the better.... for....uh... someone to...uh... write what they want on it,” Fabienne countered?

	 “You have much to learn about our country. I’m sure that you will be an excellent student. Thank you for your time today.”

	 With that, the interview was over and Fabienne was curtly dismissed. By the time the young woman was getting into a cab, Blanca was on the phone hatching a plot that would put the young Frenchwoman in a jail cell and make her a personal slave.....

	 CHAPTER 4

	THE SET-UP

	Fabienne left thinking how she was going to write the story. Blanca Ramos turned out to be an evil witch. What the little French girl didn’t know was that the machinery to implicate her in a drug deal was already in play. And from there it was only one more step to jail and then the barracks.

	 She began to type furiously on her laptop when she got back to her hotel. That night she went out to dinner with representatives of KARAPATAN, the Alliance for the Advancement of People’s Rights, the local human rights group.

	 Afterward dinner, she and Alan, the group’s Manila spokesperson went to a club to have a drink and maybe even dance. Alan fancied her and while Fabienne wasn’t attracted to him, he was sweet.

	 They had two drinks and a dance and about midnight, he shared a cab with her back to her hotel. He kissed her on the cheek, and bid her good night. The next morning, Fabienne went to work on her story again, with a vengeance. It was now a race between the two women.

	 Blanca had her plan and Fabienne had her story, which she felt could focus international attention on the issue of the Philippine Army’s abductions of dissident citizens and Blanca Ramos’s role.

	 Fabienne got a phone call. It was an anonymous female voice who claimed she had an incriminating email from Blanca Ramos to General Magante. Fabienne was suspicious, but it was just the cherry on the cake she was looking for. The tipster wouldn’t send it electronically. ‘I’m afraid of being caught’, the voice said. So Fabienne made a date to meet her in person.

	 It was all a set-up. When she got to the address, she was arrested. Drugs were found and she was taken, handcuffed, to the police station. She waited for someone from her embassy, who never came, and then she was transferred to an Army base. This made Fabienne so frightened she almost wet her panties. 

	She was fingerprinted, photographed and questioned. No formal accusations had been leveled but now that she was at one the Northern Command’s out-of-the way ‘secret’ bases, she realized that what she was writing about was now happening to her.

	One part of her – the journalist – imagined that she could write the story of a lifetime. How she was investigating this cesspool of corruption and had been pulled down into it personally. But fear of the unknown and what she did know quickly evaporated her enthusiasm for that scenario.

	 She was kept isolated in a dark, tiny cell for three days. Fed one spare meal a day of rice with slivers of dirty vegetables and very little water. The cell was stifling hot. It was like being confined to a coffin. First she felt angry; then depressed; next feelings of hopelessness set in. By the end of the third day, she was an emotional “basket case”. That’s when the real interrogation began....

	 She was taken to a small room with a bare light bulb in the ceiling and made to stand at attention. She sweated in her bra and panties. Her clothes, the ones she had worn when she had been picked up - nylon running shorts, expensive running shoes and a sleeveless nylon top – had been taken from her when they put her in the tiny cell. She felt humiliated stripped down to her underwear.

	 Standing behind her was a big moon-faced soldier in khaki. His impassive, thuggish face made her realize she had been scooped up into a net - one that had captured so many others (more than a hundred in the Manila area alone) in the last few years.

	 “Can I have some water please,” she asked plaintively?

	 The young man ignored her and stared straight ahead. 

	She was kept standing at attention. If she moved at all the soldier yelled at her and threatened her with a beating. Then the door opened and a middle-aged man and a younger man came in to the room. The older man wore a see-thru barong, the distinctive shirt of the Philippines. The younger man was wearing army fatigues, but with no insignia of unit or rank.

	 “Hi, I’m Manny Saldana,” the older man announced to her as he stuck out his hand. He acted cheery, like he was the team coach greeting a new member.

	 Fabienne was so surprised that she actually took his hand and shook it.

	 “Well, we have a situation here, don’t we,” he said.

	 “I’ve been framed.”

	 “Framed, I see. You think someone has set you up?”

	 “OF COURSE!”

	 “Well, the police report is clear. You were meeting with a known drug dealer. You’re gonna tell me that you weren’t there to buy drugs, right?”

	 “YES....”

	“Hmmm. I also have evidence you’ve been meeting with members of the CP - the Communist Party. And that concerns the government even more than your desire to buy drugs....”

	 He held up a folder....

	 “It’s all right in here....”

	 “Yes....of course, but it’s all a pack of lies. I want to see someone from my embassy.”

	 “You do, huh? Well, here’s my answer to that.”

	 With that, he nodded to the guard who came over and punched Fabienne right in the stomach. The blow not only surprised her, but it knocked the wind out of her and the pain shocked her like nothing else ever had.

	 When he dragged her to her feet again, he whipped across a left hook that caught her lower down and more to the side, close to her liver. 

	“Offfffhhhhhh,” she went and collapsed. She was rapidly entering a state of shock.

	 He pulled her up again and this time, even though she tried feebly to avoid the punch, he aimed a punch at her solar plexus and hit her so hard it made a sound like a cement bag being dropped from a second story window onto a sidewalk.

	 She fell to the floor like a building that had been imploded from inside by a ton of dynamite. She rolled around on the floor, clutching her stomach and moaning. At a nod from Saldana, the soldier hauled her to her feet again and this time he began to slap her across the face with his open hand. He did it until she was bleeding from the mouth and crying from the pain and humiliation.

	 He dragged her over and threw her into a chair.

	 “Yes, you have much to learn about my country. And the first thing you must learn is respect.”

	 Fabienne was thoroughly cowed now. She felt the trickle of blood drooling from the corner of her mouth. He lip was bleeding and this taste of her own blood blew her mind. Also the pain in her stomach was awful. She kept one hand cradling her tummy.

	“I want you to show my men the proper respect.”

	 With that, with a toss of his head he gestured to the goon who’d beaten her. He was grinning now with the sadistic glee of a small boy who’d found a small animal to torture. And then she noticed he was rubbing his crotch. He had a bulge there.....

	Fabienne’s blood ran cold. She tried to act brave, but she looked at him and then at Saldana and recoiled. She feared sexual assault and now she knew what they were going to do to her next.  ‘Why do they have to rape me’, she thought!

	 “First, with women, we like to give them to a squad of our men.  Let them entertain them for an hour or two. Then I can conduct a more thorough questioning.”

	 “Oh God, please don’t do that to me. I’ll cooperate. I promise.”

	 “Oh, I guarantee you you’ll cooperate a lot,” he chuckled.

	 He motioned to the goon who grabbed Fabienne - hauled her out and pushed her whining and struggling down the hall. Saldana followed behind, with a big grin on his face.

	CHAPTER 5

	A FOREST OF COCKS

	When they got to a door at the end of the corridor, he pushed it open and that’s when Fabienne saw how many there were.... 

	A dozen men were lounging around. Some had their shirts on; some were naked to the waist. A few were shooting dice.  They had been soldiers and marines. But, now they wore no insignia - no name tags, no shoulder patches or stripes. They were one of the government’s goon squads.

	 The man who beat her pushed her into the center of the room. Fabienne tried to get away, but there was no where to go and they just laughed at her.

	 “Let me go,” she started screaming. “LET ME GO.”

	 She looked around and felt a shiver go down her spine. These were young thugs and nothing in Fabienne’s upper middle class background had prepared her for this. 

	“Let me go....Just let me go...”

	 She didn’t complete her thought because she couldn’t figure out what to threaten them with. She clutched at her throat with one hand. And then they started to close in on her. They began circling and moving in....

	 One man reached out and put his hand on her shoulder. She tried to push it away. Then another man put his hand on her buttocks. She jerked away but this sent her into the arms of two men in front of her and when then grabbed her she screamed. That’s when all of them surrounded her and pressed in close.

	 They pulled off her bra and panties. She tried to slap or push away their hands, but there were too many of them for her and resistance was futile. Someone grabbed her hand and then her other hand and while she wriggled and writhed, they stripped her. When she tried biting and spitting at them, one of them began slapping her across the face. 

	They pulled her up on the table and began to drop their khaki shorts. Soon the first man got ready to rape her. They held her down. There were so many of them and with that many hands, she was helpless and without any ceremony the first man worked his cock into her tight pussy...

	 She was not ready for it. Her pussy was not wet and Fabienne’s vagina was not wide or deep. It was beautiful though. An almost picture perfect vulva. A lover had told her that it was a “rose” - perfect in size, shape, color and aroma. But now it was being cruelly stretched and pounded by a grunting, sweaty, compact, wiry, brown skinned thug.

	 He was intent on hurting her and he rammed it in and then rotated his hips to work it side-to-side in her vagina. Fabienne cried out as she was tight and his hot, hard cock felt like a knife in her. 

	“OOOOhhhhh.....God.....Ohh....oh...oh....please....”

	 He held onto her hips and began to hump her with short stabbing strokes - making his sweat drip and splash on her. He stopped and started two or three times - then he grunted and, with an oath, came in her pussy. Fabienne, knowing that he was ejaculating, winced in pain and shame, as his unwanted seed felt like a defilement to her.

	 Then the next man, the big hulking goon who beat her, took his place. He was bigger than any of them and slammed his cock into her to show his pals how it should be done. She cried out as he went to the bottom of her vagina in one thrust. And then he began fucking the shit out of her. Her pussy was now soaked and dripping semen....

	 “OHHH....oooowwwwww..oh...oh...ahhhh....oh....oh...OH!

	 He came quickly and with each succeeding rape, her vagina got wetter and looser as it was packed with cum and her pussy lubricated in self-defense.

	 They turned her over and with her upper body lying on the table and her feet on the floor, they raped her from behind. Someone held her by the wrists and with her rapist’s hips pressed up against her buttocks she felt the heat and the pressure as one after another they took their turns violating her.

	 She began to sob as there was nothing she could do to stop them from raping her. It was painful and humiliating. She had always feared rape and this was worse than she ever imagined. Some men grabbed her breasts and squeezed them until she wanted to scream. Others mauled her perky nipples. When Saldana took his turn, he had the men put her on her back on the table and pull her legs practically over her head to tighten her pussy. 

	Then he worked it into her pussy and punished her with his long, thin cock. It went in all the way and he sadistically made sure he banged her cervix as often as he could to cause her pain.

	 “OH....OH...OH..OHHHHHHHHH.OH...OH....OH...OH.”

	 When he came in her....he took his cock out and pointed out her sloppy pussy to the others. He humiliated her by commenting to the others what a messy slut she was. He picked up her panties from the floor and used them as a rag to clean her pussy. When he was done, her panties were soaked with semen, sweat and her secretions. He held her nose, wadded the panties and shoved them into her mouth. They he tied a cord around her head to gag her with her soiled thong.

	 CHAPTER 6

	ELECTRO TORTURE

	Fabienne gagged and retched with the messy panties in her mouth, as they hauled her back to the interrogation room. She felt like throwing up.

	 “Get her ready,” Saldana ordered....

	 One of his men wheeled over a luggage trolley cart. It held the Philippine version of the famous South American picana, one of the world’s most effective electro-torture devices. Saldana opened a plastic bag containing a kitchen scrubbing pad with his teeth. It was the kind made from copper rings. 

	He squeezed some gel on it, then attached an alligator clip to it. They held Fabienne held down on the table - a man on each limb – and Saldana worked the pad into her pussy, sloppy with semen and her own secretions.

	 “Oh God....no.....no...no!”

	 He got the pad in her vagina so that it went in deep - between her G-spot and her cervix. He ignored her whining and pulled her up so she was in a sitting position with her knees drawn up against her breasts. Next, they tied her wrists and ankles together with cord. 

	Then they passed a thick wooden dowel, about 5 ½ feet long, behind her knees and over her elbows. She grunted when two of the men grabbed the ends of the dowel and lifted her up. She rolled on the bar, so that her head ended up hanging down.

	 “OWWW!”

	 They hung her over a pair of chairs - suspended between the chair backs. This was the infamous “Boger Swing”. The position itself was a torture. It would soon put tremendous pressure on the backs of her knees.  Her head hanging down would soon make her feel that she was suffocating. The position also allowed them easy access to her pussy and asshole.

	 The wire was visible - dangling from her pussy. Poor Fabienne could only whimper and moan gagged as she was. The cart with the transformer was right in front of her and Saldana hooked up the wire in her pussy to the transformer. Then he plugged in a slim copper rod mounted on a handle and held it up to display it to her. This was the actual picana. The pad in her pussy was “negative”. The copper rod was “positive”.

	 One of his men would work a knob on the machine to raise or lower the voltage as the picana was a two-man operation. When everything was ready, Saldana wet her down.

	 “This will make the electricity flow, cunt. Now, I’m just going to give your earlobes a little tingle to let you see how it feels.”

	 Fabienne whimpered, “UMPHhhhhffffhhhhh...uumm.”

	 He gave each earlobe a little zap and it made Fabienne scream into her gag. He touched them over and over and she began screaming. Then he went to work on her toes: the pads and the sensitive webbing in-between. The shocks made her twitch and scream. 

	He mostly concentrated on her big toes and the space in between and the balls of each foot. Her toes curled up painfully when he pressed the picana into the balls or the instep. Fabienne felt the urge to piss as a result of the shocks to her feet. She groaned in agony as he tormented her sensitive feet....

	 “Can you imagine how it’s going to feel on your pussy or your asshole,” he asked her – his voice dripping with malice?

	 He told the corporal, “higher...higher....lower...higher....lower,” when he wanted to vary the voltage.

	 General Magante had prepared everything. A story had been written clearing Blanca Ramos. Blaming everything on a sacrificial lamb they had chosen. The story just needed her signature to send it on its way to Lessard, her editor. Saldana told her what it would take to get him to stop...

	 “Do you want me to stop? All you have to do is sign this piece of paper. That’s all you have to do, Fabienne. We’re written a nice story for you. All you have to do is sign it.”

	 When she didn’t submit, he went to work on her pussy - her beautiful rose. First, the wet surfaces of her labia. Her whole body vibrated and twitched hanging from the bar when he did that.  When she continued to resist him, he zapped her on her anus. 

	When he saw how she screamed when he touched her there, he kept shocking the tight brown rosette. It clenched every time he touched the copper tip to it and then it relaxed. It was something to see and the men crowding around to watch grinned when it spasmed over and over again.

	 It made her howl like a lunatic. When she didn’t submit, Saldana spread her labia to expose her urethra. He put the tip right there and gave her a zap, pushing the tip against the opening to dilate it a bit. 

	This made her writhe and vibrate in agony, like shocking her asshole did. He kept telling the corporal to turn up the voltage,”higher.” Bound as she was, all Fabienne could do was hang from the bar, cry and shriek in her gag.

	 Her pussy got hot red and swollen from the shocks, but the worst was yet to come. Saldana had saved her clitoris for last. He began by holding the tip close to her nubbin and then rubbing it with it to threaten her. Making her wait in sweaty, mind-numbing anticipation. Only then did he shock her. It made her go rigid in her bonds, twitching and shaking like a swarm of bees was inside her. 

	By the time he’d zapped her clit three or four times, with the voltage turned to its maximum position, Fabienne was screaming like an animal having its throat cut. She screamed herself hoarse and then lost consciousness. They threw water on her to wake her so the torture could continue. 

	“Wake up little bird,” Saldana said to her. 

	He took the gag out of her mouth and Fabienne was ready to talk....

	 “OH God......no more....please....no more....don’t ..........p...p...please.....I’ll sign...I’ll do whatever you want....please......no more....no more...I can’t take anymore....please.”

	 They untied her and got her up. Saldana opened her laptop, shoved it in front of her and made sure she didn’t spend too much time reading the article. He had a copy of her signature printed out and made sure her signature matched it. It took a moment or two for Fabienne’s hands to stop shaking before she could sign it to his satisfaction.

	 Saldana snapped the laptop shut when it was done, and motioned for two of the men to take her out. She had broken and now her real journey of degradation would begin.

	 They threw her in a cell, naked and wet. She huddled on the dirty mattress, trying to get control of her emotions. The cockroaches and the occasional rat made it impossible for her to relax. She was so thirsty. A man came by and she begged him for water. He came back with a cup.

	 “Here, drink this.”

	 She put the cup to her lips and began drinking it.  Then she stopped and smelled it. She handed the cup back, sickened. He had “flavored” the water by urinating in it!

	 “You’ll drink all of it the next time,” he said to her, grinning.

	 CHAPTER 7

	CHOKING AND GAGGING

	A few hours later, Saldana and two of his men showed up. One man was new, the other was the moon-faced goon who beat and raped her.

	 “Well, little bird, how are you doing?”

	 “Can I leave?”

	 “Well, you’ve taken care of your story problems, but you’re still facing a drug charge, or did you forget?”

	 “Oh God...I didn’t do anything...Please let me go.”

	 “That’s an opinion and you’re entitled to yours. But, I’m here to tell you that if you want to see daylight again, little bird, you’re gonna have to do what you’re told. Get on your knees, slut.”

	 He pointed to the hulking goon standing next to him and grinning manically. The man rubbed his crotch and then pointed to her mouth.

	 “Suck his cock,” Saldana ordered her.

	 “Oh....no....please...”

	 “Oh...yes! Get on your knees slut and suck his cock real nice. And if you don’t do it good, I’m gonna whip your ass until it bleeds - understand?”

	 He had a dog whip hanging on his belt. He took it off to display it to her. When she continued to resist, they hauled her out of the cell and tied her by her wrists and ankles to the bars of her cell door. Then Saldana began to whip her. He concentrated on her round butt cheeks. He soon had her writhing like a caught fish. Each blow made her thrust her hips into the bars in agony and groan. She looked like she was fucking the door in her agony....shaking, sweating and groaning under the lash.

	 “OH God....oh....oh...oooohhhh.”

	 Whip....whap....whip....whap....

	 The beating went on until she began to sob and then to beg.

	 “I...I’ll do ...it...I’ll do it....please don’t beat me anymore,” she begged.

	 They untied her and shoved her down to her knees. Then the goon took out his cock. His penis was already very hard. He had an uncircumcised organ and he pulled back his foreskin to display the purple head to her.

	 “Ohhh...”

	 He took her head in his left hand and holding his cock like a weapon in his right hand he began to smack her face with it. He was already starting to leak pre-cum and as he whipped and then rubbed her face with it, it left dribbles and snail trails everywhere.

	 “You kiss it, slut,” commanded Saldana.

	 Fabienne had no choice. She had to kiss it like a lover - his balls, the shaft, and the head. Then the goon forced it in her mouth. He started off slow, but soon, holding her by her hair, he began to fuck her mouth.

	 She gagged as he got it all the way to the back of her throat. She was soon drooling like mad - her saliva dripping down her chin to splatter on her perky tits. Saldana and the other man, a small private stood by and watched as big goon face-fucked her. He took it out - gave her a breather and then went back to ramming it to the back of her throat.

	 The other man took his penis out and began jerking off as he watched. He was small, but hard. As the big goon pulled his cock out again, Fabienne spit up a full mouthful of saliva and his pre-cum that had flooded her mouth. It dripped down her chin to wet her tits.

	 “OHHHH....,” she groaned.

	 “UUUpppphh,” she went when he rammed it back in again and made her gag and retch again.

	 After a moment or two, it was clear that the goon was going to cum. His body movements got jerkier.... 

	“Swallow,” he growled at her, practically vibrating with the pleasure of his impending cum.

	 He rammed it in deep and then his hips did a little jig. He held her head with both hands. It was in her mouth and as he began ejaculating, her eyes flew open as his load was more than she expected. 

	She gulped and gagged as she tried to take it all. Some oozed from the corner of her mouth and as he came, grunting and moaning in pleasure. He pulled out a little and a cloud of cum erupted in a halo from around the shaft of his cock. He pushed it back in and when the tip reached the entrance to her throat, Fabienne gagged again.

	 Then he pulled it out and held up his finger - warning her not to spit his semen out. He held her by her chin and made her open her mouth to show him the load. Her mouth was full of his slimy semen. 

	“Swallow,” he growled at her.....

	 She grimaced and gulped, swallowing the slimy load. He wiped the head of his cock up against her lips as she gulped and swallowed what was in her mouth. He smeared the semen on her chin all over. Fabienne felt totally violated.

	 Then he shook it off on her face to get the last drop to fall. Fabienne, who had been balling her hands into fists as he fucked her mouth, or using her hands to push against his hips to discourage him from invading her throat, now put her hands on her knees and just sagged. She felt totally degraded. She had been made to suck cock and hated it.

	 She looked up and saw Saldana grinning evilly at her. She closed her eyes as he told her to get ready for the private. This man then got his penis in her mouth and he was not as rough with her. 

	She held his balls in one hand and sucked him. She put her tongue on the underside of his slim penis and clasping him tightly with her lips and tongue, soon made him spurt. He came noisily and not as much as the first man. But she had to swallow his load too.

	 Then Saldana took out his long, thin penis. He was a true sadist and his rape of her mouth was a work of art. He made her kiss it like the first man had done. She had to kiss, lick and suck him as if he were her long lost lover.  His self control was very strong and when he got it in her mouth, he fucked her face for the longest time. 

	He got it to the back of her throat - and his slim penis was like a snake. He would get it right there where her gag reflex was located and then, over and over again, he pushed it in a little further until it bent slightly and entered her throat. Fabienne had to do everything in her power to control her desire to throw up.

	 Fabienne couldn’t take it for very long. After a few torturous invasions of her throat, she began to gag and retch - and then she vomited. She was sick at having to swallow the first two men’s loads, and this rape of her throat pushed her over the edge. So, she found herself throwing up all over the floor.

	 “You clean it up or I’ll whip your ass until it bleeds. UNDERSTAND?”

	 He made her lap it up like a dog. Poor Fabienne had no choice. She bent down and tried to put her mouth to the foamy mess on the dirty floor. This only made her retch even more. Saldana kept her doing it until he tired of the game. Then he grabbed her by her hair and slapped her face hard. He had not cum yet....

	 “You better make me cum - and real good too,” he threatened her.

	 He went back to raping her mouth again. After vomiting and being forced to lick up the mess, Fabienne found it easier this time to suck him the way he wanted. When he came in her mouth, it wasn’t a lot, but it tasted bitter. 

	She drooled and gagged, but kneeling obediently, took his discharge fully into her mouth. Then she swallowed when he wanted. She grabbed her stomach when he was done, sobbing like a little girl. Saldana pushed her over with the tip of his boot and locked her in again.

	 CHAPTER 8

	THE VISITOR

	Fabienne was lying on the dirty mattress in a fetal position, holding herself and rocking gently. She felt someone staring at her, looked up and realized she had a visitor. It was Blanca Ramos. She had a young man, a Philippino boy with her – late teen or perhaps 20 and medium in height.

	 “Are you smarter now,” Blanca asked?

	 “I told you that you didn’t understand how things were. Have you learned something since then.”

	 Fabienne didn’t answer. She was sick to her stomach. She just grunted.

	 “Hmmumph...”

	“You’re still facing drug charges. Would you like to avoid spending the next three years in jail?”

	 Fabienne sat up. She hugged her knees and looked at the older woman.

	 “If you’re interested in getting out of here, speak up.”

	 “OK.”

	 “All you have to do is obey me.”

	“Obey you?”

	Blanca reached her hand back in a theatrical way and in that moment, the young man behind her put a key in her open hand. The boy took a position just outside the door, standing guard. 

	Blanca unlocked the cell door. She came in and standing over the younger woman crouched on the bed, pulled up her skirt to expose her crotch. She was wearing thong panties and the thin crotch was already a little wet. She pulled aside the crotch and grabbed Fabienne by her hair.

	Fabienne didn’t offer any resistance. She was hypnotized by Blanca. She had been intimidated by her in her office, but turned on by her as well. She had always found strong women sexually desirable. 

	“I’m going to teach you a new trick, girl. You’re going to open your mouth and I’m going to sit on your face.  Use your mouth and please me. You’d better do a good job on Mommy’s pussy and make me cum,” she said.

	She pushed Fabienne down on her back. Then Blanca pulled her panties down to her knees - letting them slide down to her ankles.  Fabienne whimpered and whined, but feeling more submissive with each new indignity, just let herself be manipulated.  

	 Blanca straddled her face and positioned herself. She got her crotch right over the French girl’s face. Her shaved pussy glistened. The older woman had a strong musky odor. She had a hairy pussy, but all her fairly straight pubic hair had been removed by waxing, leaving only a little patch at the top of her slit. She had a plump mons, full outer labia, a normal little pea-sized clit, but her inner sex lips gave her pussy the appearance of an exotic orchid. 

	Dark- lipped, almost black at the edges, but hot pink elsewhere, her inner sex lips were long, thin and symmetrical. Her creamy skin elsewhere was a contrast to the darker grove between her legs and her ass crack. She was excited and very wet, and her sex lips glistened in the dim light of the cell.

	She sat down fully on Fabienne’s face to make her gag, and then lifted herself up slightly to adjust her position. The she began to “ride” back and forth, using the French girl’s nose, mouth and chin to rub her labia, vaginal opening and clitoris.

	 She found a rhythm and soon was sweating and grunting as she worked her hips back and forth.  Poor Fabienne - she could barely breathe. She had her mouth open and her tongue out to lick the hot, wet pussy that threatened to smother her. Blanca used Fabienne’s nose to rub her clit on the upstroke. 

	It was like Blanca’s pussy was going to eat her.  The pussy seemed to have a life of its own. The labia had swelled and thickened and her pussy was now so juicy that the French girl was wet from her cheekbones to her chin. She felt like she was drowning. And then Blanca began to jerk back and forth in a way on her face that let Fabienne know she was about to cum. Jerky coital movements of her hips that said, ‘I’m going to cum’.

	 She went, “ohhhh....oh....oh.....ohhhhhh...OH....OH....OH....OHHH!”

	 The gush of her discharge just flooded Fabienne’s face and mouth.  As fast as she gulped, she didn’t get all of the strong smelling, slippery pussy juice. After Blanca had cum, she just sat down with all her weight on Fabienne’s face, causing her to beat her hands on the older woman’s thighs and try to scream as she felt herself being smothered. 

	Fabienne was overpowered by the scent of the musky pussy covering her face and this made her more submissive. Blanca’s weight on her face and her scent overpowered her. It made it difficult to breathe, but feeling totally submissive at this point, Fabienne stuck her tongue out and thrust it as far as she could into the older woman’s cunt hole. She suddenly needed to be inside her. She lapped her tongue deep inside the older Philippina’s pussy.

	“That’s a good girl. Do it nice for Mommy.”

	 Fabienne sucked and swallowed everything the older woman gave her. As Blanca let her know she was doing good, this only increased the young French girl’s overwhelming desire to have more musky Philippina pussy, so she hungrily lapped up the copious, musky juices. She was not surprised that as she squeezed her legs together she had an orgasm.

	Fabienne surrendered totally as Blanca took full control of her. She was hardly aware of the boy watching her. Blanca pushed and pulled her face this way and that, extracting every ounce of pleasure she could from having a pretty, young girl’s face and mouth as a masturbation tool. 

	 Then Blanca rolled her ass over and around the French girl’s face and made her eat her asshole as well. Finally Blanca was done. She got up, pulled up her panties, smoothed her skirt and headed for the door. All business again....

	 Blanca loved Euro trash girls.  She had been attracted to the French reporter as soon as she entered her office. When Fabienne pissed her off, she was salivating with hot desire for her. She sprang into action as soon as she left. She had been waiting for this moment, and used it to her best advantage.  ‘The first time is so good’, she thought to herself.

	“Take care of everything,” she said to Raymundo, the young man. His job would be to get Fabienne released and bring her to Blanca’s villa overlooking Manila bay. He did and later that night, Fabienne was in her own clothes and standing in front of Blanca in her garden.

	 “Are you ready to obey me,” Blanca asked her? “Good, you call me Mistress or Mommy from now on, understand?”

	“Yes, Mommy.”

	 “Good girl. Now take off your clothes and follow me.”

	 CHAPTER 9

	SLAVE’S FIRST NIGHT

	So began Fabienne’s journey into sexual slavery. Officially she was “in custody” on drug charges. Lessard, her editor in Paris, didn’t believe the story she submitted, especially when he discovered that she had been arrested. The people from the French Embassy were in a fog as to where Fabienne actually was being kept.

	 But for the young French reporter this was all far away and of no mind. For she had fallen under the spell of this cruel woman. That first night, Blanca taught Fabienne the routine, the basic “worship” session. Trailing along like a puppy dog, Fabienne, with her clothes under her arm, followed her mistress upstairs into her bedroom.

	 “Drop the clothes and get on your knees, girl,” Blanca ordered her.

	 Once in her boudoir, Blanca took off her silk blouse and wiped under her sweaty underarms with a small washcloth. Then she took the cloth and stuffed it into Fabienne’s mouth, giving her the flavor of her sweat and making sure she got a powerful dose of her powerful pheromones. 

	Making her wait on her knees, Blanca stripped down to her panties and stood in front of her new slave. Blanca had fairly large breasts capped with big, brown nipples and aureoles as big across as the mouth of a coffee cup. 

	“Come here, girl.”

	 She made Fabienne crawl to her. She took the wash rag from her mouth and bent over to put her tits right in her face.

	 “Kiss and suck on Mommy’s titties,” she cooed at her as she pulled her to her breasts.

	Fabienne began nursing. After a moment, Blanca pulled away and sat down in a chair in front of her make-up table. She crooked her finger and Fabienne dutifully shuffled over on her knees until she was in the V of the older woman’s thighs.

	Blanca pulled her to her tits again and had her nurse on her big nipples. After awhile, she pulled her face up and kissed her on the lips.

	“You’re so beautiful. Mommy thinks you’re so beautiful, baby. And Mommy is going to be so very hard on you.....”

	 Fabienne whimpered and allowed herself to surrender to Blanca’s kiss. Blanca sucked on her lower lip and then thrust her tongue deep into the younger woman’s mouth to lick and suck on her tongue. The passionate kiss went on for the longest time. Blanca broke it off. 

	“Now, fetch that over there,” she said as she pointed to a strange looking chair over by the window.

	 Fabienne got it and Blanca had the French girl lie on her back at her feet, as she sat in the chair. After a long day in a hot, humid office, her feet were hot, sweaty and smelly.

	“Mommy’s feet stink, baby girl,” she said to her. “You suck them clean or I’ll whip your ass.”

	 She then rubbed them all over Fabienne’s face, mostly her nose and mouth. There are so many scent glands between the toes and Blanca wanted to make sure that Fabienne got hooked on her bodily odors. She made her kiss her feet and use her tongue to lick between the toes, all over the ball and the arch of each foot. Finally, Fabienne had to suck on Blanca’s toes, each of them in turn. 

	 By the time that Fabienne had spent a half-hour worshipping those feet, Blanca’s pussy was very juicy. Blanca had a little chair with frame underneath that had a place for a slave to rest their head and neck. She put Fabienne on it; then she sat down. She rolled her pussy and ass over and around the French girl’s face and made her eat her pussy and ass.

	That night Blanca’s menstrual cycle had her close to her period where her vaginal mucus was thick and sticky. The taste and the odor were a little overpowering for Fabienne.  When Blanca felt that her new slave wasn’t quick enough to obey her, she got her up on her hands and knees and used her hairbrush to spank Fabienne’s beautiful round buttocks.  She smacked both cheeks until they glowed.

	When she was done, she grabbed Fabienne by the chin and tilted her face up and looked deeply into her eyes. Fabienne felt like she was falling down a deep well. She felt a mixture of attraction, repulsion and something else.....she couldn’t put her finger on. She licked her lips, whimpered and said, “I’m sorry Mommy.”

	Blanca sat on her face again and this time, she rode her hard until she came. When she was done, Fabienne was soaked and exhausted. But Blanca was just getting started. She made her get on the bed on her belly. She rummaged around in a closet and brought out a big strap-on. Not a big artificial cock. It was a huge faux cock!

	 When Fabienne saw it, she groaned. It was big, black and covered with bumps. It was a nightmare. Blanca liked to fuck her female slaves with a very big dick and this with the most outrageous of artificial penises. Big, black, knobby and laced with outlandish veins.

	Fabienne had never been penetrated by anything that big. Blanca started off by playing with her pussy to get her ready. She knew just where to touch her. She rubbed her labia and her clitoris and when she put her fingers inside Fabienne’s tight little vagina, she felt around for her G-spot, and the urethral sponge and the epicenter just in front of her cervix. She patted and pressed on these spots and soon Fabienne was groaning and wriggling her ass like a slut.

	 “Get up on your elbows and knees, baby girl,” Blanca urged her.

	 Blanca turned her hand down so that her palm was facing down and with two fingers she began to frig the French girl’s hot spots until she had her wriggling her ass like a whore.

	 Fabienne grunted and groaned and soon as Blanca frigged her harder, she came in a gush – spurting all over Blanca’s hand. The older woman didn’t miss a beat. She turned Fabienne over onto her back and made her pull her thighs up against her breasts. Then she inserted those two fingers back in her pussy and frigged her in this position, making more juice spurt and cry out as she came.

	 “That’s it cum for me baby girl....cum for me...”

	 When she was done, she shoved her fingers into Fabienne’s mouth to make her suck them clean.

	Blanca began buckling on the strap on. Fabienne looked over dreamy eyed after being so skillfully masturbated. Her eyes went wide as she took in the dildo again. She had seen artificial penises that were 6 or 7 inches in size. But, this monsters was 9, maybe 10 inches long. And thick? It was bigger around than her wrist. She began to beg Blanca.

	 “Oh God....no.....I can’t take that. Please don’t put that in me.....please Mistress.”

	 “You’re gonna take it, or I’ll whip your ass until it bleeds. You better get your mind right, whore. You’ll take my dick and like it.....or else.”

	 This contrast, between “Mommy” and the “monster” was what made Blanca attractive to the women and men that had become her slaves. She was a complex and cruel woman, to be sure.

	 She lubricated the dildo with hot oil and proceeded to work it into Fabienne’s tight vagina. Fabienne felt like she was being raped by a baseball bat! Blanca got about ¾ of it into her pussy, and then she just fucked the shit out of her. It was so agonizing that Fabienne screamed into the pillow and beat her fists on the bed. 

	“Take it whore.....filthy dirty whore. Take it ...take it...”

	 To Fabienne it like she was being raped by a horse and her sex hole was not built for that kind of sex. Actually, her vagina could have accommodated it better if she had been more of a mind to accept it and Blanca willing to be more gentle.

	But the Philippina liked to hurt her girl slaves with this big dick and Fabienne’s screams and cries that night were music to her ears. She was like a caricature of a teen-aged boy when it came to fucking - obsessed with size and making sure the girl was thoroughly intimidated by her “cock”. 

	Blanca was only satisfied when she made Fabienne beg to be fucked deep and hard, like a whore. When the session was over, Fabienne was allowed to sleep at the foot of the bed. Exhausted, she fell into a deep sleep and dreamed that she was being hunted by wolves....

	 CHAPTER 10

	LIFE UNDER BLANCA

	The second night, when Blanca got home from the office, Fabienne got the whip after a long face sitting session. Actually, there was the paddle, the whip and the bundle of twigs tied with a ribbon. Blanca used all of them to beat Fabienne on her buttocks and thighs, her belly, her tits and her pussy. She liked to beat the French girl’s nipples with a flat paddle that made her perky nips swell up, burn and ache so that wearing a bra became impossible. 

	 Then Blanca took used a small, thin whip on her anus she called the “cobra”. She made Fabienne kneel before her with her head between her legs.

	 “Hold onto my ankles,” she said, “.....and feel the cobra’s bite.”

	 Then she whipped Fabienne’s asshole until it was so inflamed, swollen and sore that Fabienne begged for something soothing. 

	“Mistress, ohhh....it hurts,” she cried.

	“You want some hemorrhoid cream, whore,” she baited her?

	 That night Fabienne learned about service in the bathroom. Blanca went into the toilet and began to defecate. She had left Fabienne on the floor groaning in pain from the whipping on her asshole. When Blanca was done having her bowel movement, she called the French girl into the toilet. 

	She stood up and showed her some hemorrhoid cream.  After she flushed the bowl, she bent over slightly and pulled her cheeks apart and said, “If you want some of this to soothe your asshole, then you lick my shithole clean, slut.”

	 Fearing another whipping with the “cobra”, and wanting the cream, Fabienne bent to the disgusting task. She stuck out her tongue and touched it to her mistress’s anus. The smell and the taste was unpleasant, but somehow she felt waves of humiliation surging thru her as she began to lick dirty orifice clean of all traces of her feces.

	 By the time she was done, she knelt with her eyes closed and waited submissively for her mistress to tell her what she wanted next. Blanca wanted a hot oil massage and Fabienne bent to the task of rubbing her mistress’s back, shoulders, buttocks and thighs. She gloried in the smooth silkiness of the older Philippina’s skin. Then, after that, Blanca wanted a tongue bath and she had to lick the woman from her neck to her feet, worshipping her with her lips and tongue.

	 The next morning, when Blanca emerged from the shower, she crooked her finger at Fabienne and said, “Lie down, baby girl.”

	Fabienne looked up as Blanca brought out a funnel - squatted over her and held the wide mouth of the funnel up against her crotch. She made Fabienne take the drain end in her mouth. The hole was very small. Blanca concentrated, making the lines in her forehead more pronounced as she contracted her muscles to start pissing.

	 Then, she began urinating into the funnel. The sound of her urine filling the vessel seemed, to Fabienne, at that moment, to be the loudest sound in the universe. It was her task to suck on the drain end until the funnel was empty. She was rewarded with mouthfuls of her mistress’s pee. Blanca told her to swallow it.

	 “Drink it, or Mommy will whip your ass,” Blanca warned her. “That’s it, suck it....suck it down....all of it.”

	 She kept her at it until she had emptied the funnel. 

	Blanca was moderately unconcerned about Fabienne’s orgasms - whether Fabienne came or not. In fact, most of her orgasms when she was a slave at Blanca’s villa came from her own hand. Blanca liked to make her masturbate in front of her or Raymundo - or guests for additional humiliation. She had to strip at more than one dinner party and frig herself to a wet cum to please her mistress.

	 Blanca also liked to sodomize her too. She liked to hurt her there with a long thin red dildo that looked like a dog’s penis. Most sessions where she penetrated Fabienne anally, the French girl would find her next bowel movement a torment. Her anus was so stretched, swollen and sore that she could not touch it without eliciting groans. 

	“Dirty shit-hole slut....I’ll fuck you till you can’t walk,” Blanca cursed at her as she sodomized her. 

	And she was true to her word. Cruel and unusual was what Blanca liked. She liked to humiliate Fabienne and took her down to the Army barracks one night. A call to the General had set things up so that a platoon of Philippine marines was available. 

	Blanca and Raymundo brought Fabienne to the barracks. She was marched out to the latrine, made to strip and kneel obediently. There were thirty young, virile infantrymen there. Being given access to the kneeling naked girl, some men jerked off on her face, but most made her suck their cocks. 

	Blanca called her a slut and a whore when it was over and she was sloppy with the cum from all thirty men. There was semen in her hair and all over her face. She hated that. Blanca made Raymundo lick her face clean in the car on the way home to punish him for something he did or didn’t do.

	Fabienne wondered about Raymundo. She had contact with him, but Blanca discouraged her from talking to him. Raymundo was a slave too, but more of a personal servant and companion than just a slave. He lived in Blanca’s shadow and would do anything to serve her. In fact, his greatest punishment was craving her pussy and being denied it. 

	He craved the opportunity to be put in the face sitting chair all the time. Even when Blanca was menstruating! She knew how much he craved this submission and used it to reward him. He was in heaven when she put the funnel in his mouth and pissed. For Raymundo, not being able to serve her this way was his punishment.

	 Blanca had found him as a stray when he was just a kid and when he was 16 she turned him into a pussy licking slave. Not her first, but perhaps her most loyal. 

	If Fabienne displeased Blanca in any way there would be hell to pay. It meant a whipping on her buttocks or tits, at least. Being violated by the marines was hateful to the French girl, but she was growing more dependent on earning her mistress’s approval. Or not incurring her wrath. Sometimes, it didn’t matter what she did. Blanca liked using her in the most degrading and obscene ways. Like the time she used the eels on her...

	 CHAPTER 11

	THE EELS

	Raymundo served her as an assistant torturer too. He was there that day when Fabienne had her first session with the eels.

	 Blanca had a gynecological examination table in one corner of her bedroom. She liked to strap her slaves onto it – incline the back to elevate and spread their legs wide apart. It put them into the classical torture position. Both men and women had been strapped to Blanca’s table.

	 That Saturday afternoon, Raymundo strapped Fabienne down tight by her knees, wrist and waist. Following this, he fitted clamps to her labia that opened her pussy petals wide. After this, he taped the clamps to her thighs. Then, he forced a ball gag in her mouth. He went out and came back with a large covered plastic bucket, which he placed on the table’s shelf. Blanca strode into the room in her bra and panties and sat on a stool between Fabienne’s outspread legs. 

	Blanca liked to crush a slave with increasingly intolerable levels of pain and pleasure. And she liked to make them wait for both. Strapped to the table, Fabienne wondered what Blanca was going to do to her. She had gotten juicy waiting and watching. 

	 She went into shock when Blanca took the top off the bucket and held up an eel. The creature was about five or six inches long. They had been making croaking sounds in the bucket. Fabienne wondered what that noise was, but couldn’t ask because of the gag. Blanca held up the squiggly, slimy fish to show her. 

	“Guess where this one is going, baby girl,” she asked her sadistically?

	Then she started stroking the fish’s head up and down Fabienne’s wet labia, who began to struggle, but without being able to make any real sounds because of the gag. Raymundo, smiling, watched as his mistress worked the eel into Fabienne’s waiting pussy.

	The sensation as the slimy fish slipped inside made the French girl arch up from the table and strain at the straps holding her. All she could do was mumble; the gag prevented her from saying anything. Blanca let it disappear into her. When it tried to wriggle back out, Raymundo came over with a “violet wand”. 

	The glass tube glowed purple and shot sparks when he pushed a button on the handle. As soon as he put the tip by Fabienne’s vaginal opening and pressed the button, the eel wriggled about and headed deeper into her cunt trying to get away.

	 The sensation of it twisting and squirming deeper into her sexhole made Fabienne scream into the gag. Then, Blanca inserted a second eel, a bigger one, into her pussy. This really stretched her sex-hole.  

	 And now that there were two of them, the feeling of having them slithering and squirming around inside her vagina was so repulsive that she began to wriggle and writhe on the table like she had a live wire up her ass! It was something to see. Next Blanca inserted a speculum into her ass to spread her tight brown rosette wide. 

	She held up another eel, a smaller one and said, “Shall we give this one a nice home too?”

	Fabienne screamed into the gag as Blanca inserted the live eel into her shit-hole. She nearly ripped the straps as the horrid feeling of the live eel wriggling its way up her back passage overwhelmed her. The horror of having living things inside her body was mind-bending. She had to do everything in her power to hold herself together. 

	“Getting full, baby,” Blanca teased her?

	 This was said as she picked up a third eel and got it to squeeze itself into her vagina. Then she coaxed a second eel into her asshole and took the speculum out of her hole. Now, she was packed full. Raymundo put the tip of the wand just inside the opening of Fabienne’s vagina and after that, he carefully pressed the glass tube up against Fabienne’s anus to shock her there. 

	This made the eels go crazy inside her - bouncing off her vaginal and rectal walls like demented torpedoes. And this made Fabienne spasm and thrash around on the table like a madwoman. Every time he shocked her, it sent both the eels and Fabienne into convulsions. The wet, slimy fish, a wet pussy and an electrified rod were a hellish combination.

	The eels slithered into the deepest corner of her cunt and shit hole to get away from the current. Blanca started working her clit. She got the tip of her index finger under the hood and just kept rubbing the nubbin. Then Raymundo would apply more shocks to drive both her and the fish crazier. After this, Blanca would go back to manipulating her clit. 

	 Blanca and Raymundo tormented her this way for a half-hour. The eels would lie quietly, then Raymundo work the wand and the fish and Fabienne went into frenzied convulsions. Afterwards, Blanca rubbed Fabienne’s clit.

	 ‘Get them out....PLEASE........GET THEM OUT.....TAKE THEM OUT.....OH GOD.....OHHHHH...OH...OH...OHHHHH’, Fabienne screamed into the gag, but what came out was gibberish.

	When Fabienne got close to cumming, Blanca would stop and Raymundo would bring the wand close to her clit. He would press the button and electricity would arc from the glass to her nubbin to shock the wet, swollen bud. Then he would touch it directly – pressing the glass tip right up against the most sensitive place in her body. 

	The combination of pain and pleasure was too much. Soon, the French girl was cumming continuously and shrieking into the gag like a lunatic.  She shuddered with muscular spasms that left her trembling. She continued to twitch even after the eels were removed from her holes. 

	Fabienne remained a slave at Blanca’s villa for four months. She grew to love what Blanca did to her. She came to crave being used as a urinal, a fuck toy and a human footrest. But Blanca tired of her and kicked her out. Fabienne returned to France, older and wiser. Once at home she went on the hunt for a dominant older woman with a nasty cruel streak and a musky pussy.
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	 Ever since blacks came to power in 1980 in Rhodesia and the country became Zimbabwe, whites who didn’t emigrate have experienced hard times. Years of white rule left the black majority with a taste for revenge and retaliation. Now that they have the power, blacks have harassed whites, especially over the issue of land ownership. 

	 White land owners have been threatened, bullied, arrested and had their land confiscated or “purchased’ by government over their opposition. Whites singled out as “troublemakers” and “racists” have been subjected to harassment and abuse. This is the story of one such couple, Erik and Pamela Pieters. 

	When their land was “bought” by the government, Erik, working with a “radical” law firm, filed suit to contest the sale and get his property back. He also wrote letters to the “resistance” newspapers criticizing the government and threw his support to opposition political parties. 

	This earned him the attention of the government’s state security forces. Pieters was brought in for questioning more than once. During these “interviews” he was browbeaten and warned to curtail his opposition to the government. 

	But Erik was a stubborn man and he kept writing letters and filing claims. The word came down to intensify the pressure.  He was again picked up, but this time he was brought to a camp outside Bulawayo, run by Joshua Mutumbami. The facility had been labeled by Western newspapers as a “torture camp”. 

	Chapter 2

	The Whipping Post

	Pieters was scared, but made sure he kept his feelings in check. He had met Mutumbami before and hated him. He hated all blacks and longed for the old Rhodesia.

	Mutumbami disliked Pieters intensely was personally motivated by revenge. He loved his job because it provided him with the opportunity to get even with whites. As a boy, he had witnessed his father being humiliated, so his desire for revenge was strong. Now, he had Erik Pieters in his grasp. They brought the white farmer to him in his office.

	Pieters’ cuffs were removed. He rubbed his wrists as he sat down in the chair facing Mutumbami at his desk. He looked around the room and thought to himself, ‘these kaffirs have it all to themselves now’.

	 “Well, Mr. Pieters, in the old days it was someone like you who summoned someone like me. How times have changed,” Mutumbami said.

	 “What do you want?”

	“Well, first - I want you to show me the proper respect.”

	 “Respect has to be earned.”

	 “True, and in time, I think you’ll come to respect me. In the meantime, the government is weary of your attitude,” he said, a multitude of white teeth showing in his very black face. He was smiling slightly and enjoying the situation enormously.

	 “We’ve decided that you need some persuasion to help you see the light. When I say we, I mean, of course the government. We’re gonna talk about persuasion today...”

	 Erik sat there stone faced, listening to this man go on and on.....he was waiting for him to get to the point. He looked at him and thought, ‘what a stupid kaffir....in the old days he would have been sweeping the railway station....and doing a shit job of it at that’!

	 Mutumbami finally got to the point.....

	 “First, I’m going to give you a little tour of our facilities. I don’t think you have an appreciation of what we do here.”

	 “I know just what you people do here,” Erik answered with a sneer.

	 Ignoring that, Mutumbami summoned two guards.

	 “Let’s go, Mr. Pieters,” he said to Erik.

	 He and the two guards escorted Erik over to the far wing of the one-story building. Mutumbami walked Pieters to stand in front of a closed door. Groans, cries and the sound of something being struck were heard; someone was in pain. Pieters’ face blanched.

	 “Let’s go outside,” Mutumbami said suddenly and he and the two guards ushered Erik down a long corridor and thru a doorway.

	 Erik could see they were in the courtyard behind the main building. There on the far side of the yard was a wooden platform with a post in the middle. Erik looked at it and then at Mutumbami, and then he cleared his throat...

	 “I don’t care what you do to me.”

	 “I know....you old white guys are tough. We’ve decided that it would be a waste of time to “treat” you. But, there are other ways to get you to change your attitudes.

	 Just then, some guards came in to the courtyard leading a crowd of young blacks. The men were boisterous....a group of young street punks and older men....the type that hung out on street corners in Bulawayo. The guards brought them over to face the platform. 

	There were about three dozen men in the group. They milled around - waiting. And then Erik saw what it was they were waiting for. Three guards emerged from a doorway leading a white woman by a leash around her neck. Her hands were bound behind her back.

	 Erik recognized the woman....it was his wife, Pamela!!! They marched her to a spot in front of the platform and turned her to face the crowd. Her face was tearstained - she had been crying. Erik began to make a fuss. He attempted to go to her and when he did that, one of the guards held him while the other man punched him in the gut three or four times. 

	 “Be a good boy,” the man beating him said to him cruelly. 

	The blows on his solar plexus and liver hurt terribly and Erik fell to the ground in a heap. Rolling around in the dirt, he groaned in pain, fear and frustration. Some part of him wanted to stay on the ground. He didn’t want to see what they were going to do to his wife. Now he understood why Mutumbami was so confident and smug. 

	The men who had brought Pamela to the platform had full control of her. Whatever they had done to her before had made her very compliant and submissive. She didn’t offer any resistance when they began stripping her. 

	Pamela was a tall, sturdy, well-built, brown-eyed 38 year old blonde mother of three, but she was like a doll as the big guards pulled off her blouse and her skirt. Now, she was down to her bra and panties. She had two teenaged children: a boy of 18 and a girl 16. She was still nursing her third child - a 12 month old baby boy.

	 No one but her husband and her doctor had seen her so exposed. She was blushing from her cheeks down to her breasts. She didn’t know where to look. She kept wringing her hands. She was so self-conscious - it was painful. The leader unsnapped her bra and she felt her nipples pucker in fear and shame. As he pulled off her bra, she sucked in her breath as the crowd became more abusive.

	 They had been taunting her, but now they hurled insult after insult at her. Telling her how they would fuck her. The verbal assault hurt...the cruel words like stinging arrows in her flesh.  As her big white tits, as large as grapefruits, with their protuberant brown nipples and aureoles were exposed and swayed, bobbed and bounced, some of the men, seeing her big tits, called her a “cow”.

	 Pamela winced, as she was a nursing mother and her breasts these days were for her baby. She had nursed both her older children for more than a year each and her youngest was still at her breast three or four times a day. To have her swollen milk laden mammaries on display for this mob was a horror to her. Like her husband she had been raised to think of blacks as less than human. 

	She was sexually humiliated. Mutumbami had the guards stand Erik up so he could watch his wife being degraded. Erik didn’t know where to look. He was horrified as his wife was stripped in front of him and all that black street trash, and kept turning away from the sight in front of his eyes.

	 “Let her go....let her go,” he started pleading.

	 Mutumbami just grinned. He knew this was going to drive the old white farmer nuts. Erik, at 48, was a good twenty years older than his tormentor....

	 Pamela, meanwhile, still had her panties on. The leader made a motion with his hand and told her to take them off herself. He wanted to humiliate her totally... and making her take an active role in her own debasement was a nice sadistic touch.

	 “Take ‘em off and show us your fat white ass, cow,” is how he put it.

	 She looked at the men and then at the crowd and blushed furiously as waves of humiliation overwhelmed her. She was wearing full-cut, white, cotton panties. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slowly pulled them down and kicked them off. Her tits bobbed and jiggled and her nipples stood up like swollen thumbs. They mob went wild now that she was naked. 

	Now that she was completely nude, the guards turned her way and that. Pamela was mortified. Never in her whole life could she have imagined that she would have to strip down in front of kaffirs. The men jumped up and down and howled as Pamela was exhibited to them. 

	 She instinctively used her right hand and arm to cover both her tits and her other hand cupped her pussy. Her white skin made her stand out in the mid-day sun. The leader made her put her hands down at her sides. Then he began feeling up her tits. As soon as he squeezed them, droplets of milk appeared on the tips. Pamela groaned in shame.

	 Seeing that she was lactating, he began to milk her. Soon he had her tits oozing. He kept milking them and they began to drip and then squirt milk. Pamela covered her face with her hands. She was so embarrassed. One of the most private, personal and loving of bodily functions was on display for the amusement of a rowdy crowd of animals. Something he did, or a sound, or just her own body provoked the “let down” response, and Pamela’s tits swelled and then began spraying her milk.

	 The crowd, seeing this, began calling her “cow” and bellowing with delight. Pamela looking down saw two big, black fingers pinching and pulling on her engorged nipples to make her milk squirt and spray. She closed her eyes as this was mental torture for her. She was blushing so much it seemed to hurt. She prayed silently for this to stop. 

	Pamela began sobbing softly as he milked her for the mob’s enjoyment. Pamela closed her eyes and bit her lip; there was nothing she could do to make him stop.

	The mob milled about, as close to the platform as the guards would permit. They had been drinking beer since the morning and, now at 2 o’clock, the mood was soccer match loud and angry. Barefoot and naked, Pamela was in for an ordeal. 

	“You need to watch, Mr. Pieters,” Mutumbami said to Erik in a mocking tone of voice.

	Erik stared at the crowd; then at Pamela and grimaced. The platform was just a few feet high with a small step; the guards pushed Pamela up and onto it. Her large white full globes with her big brown erected nipples oozing and dripping milk had brought the crowd to a fever pitch. The noise was deafening. Erik looked on in horror as his wife had been made the center of attention in a sick exhibition. 

	“Let her go, Mutumbami. I’ll do whatever you want, I swear.”

	 “You’d promise me the moon right now, Mr. Pieters. But, you just watch. This is what you need.....”

	 The mob continued to yell obscenities and make rude gestures – verbally assaulting Pamela and Erik wanted to cover his ears and his eyes. His wife was naked in front of kaffir hooligans and there was nothing he could do about it.

	 The leader made her put her hands by her sides and turn around. Then he buckled a leather belt tight around her waist. In the middle of the belt in the back there was a thin, rough leather strap - about 4 feet long. 

	 It had a thumb-sized, wooden plug threaded on it, so that the plug could slide up and down on the strap. As they turned her to bind her wrists, Pamela had the strap dragging behind her, like a tail.

	The guards tied her wrists and pulled them over her head to tie them to hooks on either side of the post. Pamela, now bound for whipping, was standing flat on her feet, with a little slack in her bonds. Then, the leader reached underneath and grabbed the strap. He took hold of the plug and greased it up with something he had in a tube. 

	He separated her asscheeks and grinning as he wormed the plug around, got it right at her tightly clenched anus and pressed it against her asshole. Pamela tried to resist the intrusion into her tightly clenched orifice. 

	“Oh, no.....Oh………pleeeeease…..no……please…..please no…not…there……please…oh…..uh…..oh……..uhhhh…uhhhh,” she protested. 

	He kept pressing and, with a twisting motion, forced it thru her tight anal sphincter. Once he had it fully seated in her rectum, he pulled the strap tight between her cheeks and over her cunt lips. Eventually the thin strap would work its way in between the lips of her sex to torment her also. He pulled it forward and hooked it to the pole.

	The plug in her rectum was an uncomfortable intrusion into her most private orifice. It had been lubed and the grease heavily laced with the hottest Indian chili powder. It was already starting to burn. Feeling the building, hot sensation, Pamela began wiggling and squirming. 

	They didn’t fetter her ankles. The position would become a torture after 5 minutes with her arms over her head and the thin, rough strap, tight in her crack, was already chafing. 

	Pamela began to pull on the ropes binding her and squirm. Feeling the burning plug in her asshole, she began to wriggle her butt. Seeing her “dance” the mob reacted too. 

	“Hey slut, sit on my cock and wriggle like that,” someone yelled, making the others clap, laugh and mock her.

	 Pamela wanted to die. Feeling the plug in her shit-hole burning hotter and hotter, she squeezed her cheeks together, seeking some relief. The mob liked it when she clenched her buttocks. The chili powder continued to burn and irritate her asshole and it got much worse as time went on.  She squirmed and as she did so the strap slipped between her labia and rode in her crack. 

	 She quickly discovered that squeezing the muscles in her asshole was a mistake because it increased the burning sensation. It felt like someone was holding a lit match to her anus when she did that. She felt like she had entered “hell”. 

	 There was no set number of strokes for her whipping; it was up to the leader. He was going to use a whip made from two 18” lengths of automobile fan belt mounted on a 12” wooden handle.  He held it casually in his right hand - came over and patted her ass with the handle. Pamela looked back fearfully over her shoulder.

	“Oh God,” she whimpered.

	 Erik’s stomach was in knots as he watched his wife, now stripped and bound to a post, ready for her whipping. He would have taken her place if he could. He hated Mutumbami more than ever.

	“You don’t have to do this,” he said, turning to Mutumbami.

	 “Oh, but I do, Mr. Pieters,” Mutumbami said grinning at him.

	 Meanwhile the preparations for Pamela’s whipping continued. Erik was sick now that he realized there was nothing he could do to stop it. He watched, along with everyone else as her tormentor teased her buttocks with the handle. Running it slowly and teasingly up and down her crack - making her clench. 

	This set a fire to roaring in her shit-hole and she bounced up and down on her toes - doing a little “dance”. It was sickening to her how easily they were able to make her humiliate herself. Her tits continued to ooze and drip milk...

	 He ran the handle up and down the crack of her ass and then poked her with it to simulate sodomy. She clenched her cheeks to deny him entry and whimpered at the violation. Every time she clenched, it burned. 

	 ‘She has a big, fat, white ass - perfect for the whip’, her tormentor thought to himself as he studied the flesh before him.

	 He spent a moment and took each of her fat hinds in his hands and bounced them lewdly up and down. The mob began howling like banshees at this. Finally, he took a position behind her.

	 “Are you ready, cow,” he asked her?

	 “Oh God....no....please....no.”

	 He began whipping her, making the fan belt lashes land heavily on her full buttocks. Each blow sounded like a firecracker. He made sure he landed a few low – to strike her on the “crease” – the area between her butt cheeks and her thighs. He whipped the backs of her thighs too. Soon her buttocks and thighs began to show the heavy marks of the belts with angry red stripes appearing after each blow. 

	 She had begun to sweat heavily now too, and hugged the post, shaking under the lash. Her sweat ran off her ....and as she pressed herself up the post, she compressed her tits and this made her breasts leak. She was a wet and messy doll ......sweating and jerking in her bonds as each blow landed.

	 Erik kept looking and then turning away. He was in hell too. When he tried to turn away, Mutumbami had the two guards force him to watch as his wife was whipped.

	 Pamela grunted during the first five or six, and then began to groan and finally cry out as her tormentor really laid the whip on her. She clenched her cheeks involuntarily, but the strap between her legs and the plug in her ass hurt so - she was working hard to concentrate and keep herself from clenching. 

	 Without being able to tighten her asscheeks against the blows, they hurt so much more. The caused a raw, red stripe to appear with each blow. She lost control, at one point, and humped the post - like she was fucking it and this made the mob yowl in delight.

	 “Lookit the whore fuck the pole.”

	 She hugged the post and groaned in pain every time she lost control and clenched her butt cheeks. As long as she didn’t squeeze her asshole, the capsicum burned low. When she lost control, it flared up hot and nasty. 

	Her plump globes were alive as they jiggled and quivered in between blows as she tried to shake off the pain. It was erotic, the way her ass cheeks danced. The plug in her rectum, the strap tight in her crack and the belt landing on her butt made her dance, and got the mob to count the strokes, clapping and yelling at each one. 

	“Twelve….thirteen…..fourteen….fifteen.” 

	Her cheeks were on fire. When a stroke landed on a fresh spot it hurt so badly. When the tips landed in her crack, Pamela screamed in agony.

	 “Oooooooowwwwwwww…….ooooooooHHHHHH!”

	 “Oh God …OOhhhhh, Ooohhhh God…..oooowww…..uuuuhhhh,” she cried out.

	Pamela began sobbing like a baby as the blows turned her ass into two red, raw slabs. Her tormentor was a tall, lean thug with a long arm and he landed plenty of heavy ones on the full fat meaty portions of her ass. Her butt was soon criss-crossed by red weals and swellings where the strokes had overlapped.

	 Her face was wet with tears when the count reached 25. When he laid on five hot, hard ones fast - she fainted. Mutumbami held up a finger to call a halt. The leader nodded and stopped. Pamela’s buttocks were thoroughly beaten.  Many of the weals would soon turn purple. 

	The mob’s blood lust had been given a shot when Pamela fainted. They would have liked to have the woman turned over to them, but it was not to be, as the guards untied her and hustled her away. The crowd would have liked more, but they had been given their little show.

	 Erik took his wife’s whipping very hard. He cursed the ‘black devils’, as he called them under his breath. He hung his head in pain and shame – his hands balled up into fists in his pocket.

	Mutumbami stood in front of him and said, “Drop the suit, Mr. Pieters and avoid associating with the resistance. What you’ve seen here today ....well....you don’t want to come back here again. You be smart now.”

	 Eric was released. Pamela was returned to him the next day. She didn’t know he had seen her ordeal. He didn’t want to admit, at first, that he had been forced to watch and couldn’t do a thing to help her. She didn’t blame him, for she was a supportive wife. Erik kept apologizing to her, feeling totally responsible for what happened to her.

	Chapter 3

	The Theater

	Both of them tried to get on with their life, but two months later, after having written a letter to one of the white resistance newspapers, Erik got a call. The voice warned him that he was courting trouble again and then hung up. He was now on high alert.

	 He had to go to town and worried about leaving his wife alone. So, he dropped Pamela off at friends so he could run his errands. He was just getting out of his car when he was accosted on the street by three goons - state security types. 

	“Come with us,” they said as they cuffed him and whisked him off. He soon realized where they were headed and he silently cursed his fate. He knew that he was in for it. But he hoped they had not gotten to Pamela. The ride was a torment as he worried about what was in store for him. He was taken directly to Mutumbami.

	 “Well, I see you didn’t take my advice,” the security chief said without a smile on his even black features. 

	“Look, Mutumbami, all I did was write a letter.”

	 “Yeah, that’s right.  You still don’t understand, do you? Well...... when you do something we don’t like......you have to pay. It’s that simple. And it’s that time again,” he said with a lock of mock concern on his black face.

	 “Look, I’ll write another letter. I’ll deny what I wrote.”

	 “It’s too late for that, Mr. Pieters.”

	 Mutumbami and two tall guards with facial scars took Erik over to the other side of the compound. This was the wing where he’d heard someone being tortured. They brought him to a special room. Other than two chairs, there was nothing in there but a big glass window covered by a curtain. It was dark - there was no light in the room other than what shone in from the hall.

	 They sat him down in front of the curtain. They bound him hand and foot to the chair. Then they gagged him. Once seated and bound, Mutumbami pulled up a chair to sit just behind him to his right. He began chuckling. 

	 This unnerved Erik, but what was behind the curtain really riveted him. He had a feeling that Pamela was behind that curtain. Then one of the guards closed the door and they were in the dark. Some light shone thru the curtain.  There was another room on the other side of the window.

	“This is a theater, Mr. Pieters,” Mutumbami announced to him. “On the other side of the curtain is the stage. You’re gonna see things there you’ve never seen before. Things you won’t believe. Things you won’t forget for as long as you live. Let’s listen in first.”

	There was a big speaker mounted on the wall to their right. One of the guards went over and turned the dial on a small box by the light switch. Erik could now hear voices. It was two men and a woman. He heard her voice – Pamela’s. Teary, but hers. 

	“Oh PLEASE, LET ME UP....PLEASE, I CAN’T TAKE IT ANY MORE....IT HURTS.....LET ME UP...PLEASE.....OW...OW...OW.” 

	Erik was totally transfixed at what he was hearing. It was awful….but he wanted to see too. He wanted to see what they were doing to her. 

	“Ah, your wife,” Mutumbami whispered from behind him. “Do you want to see her?”

	 Erik could only nod. The guard went over to the curtain and pulled on the cord. What greeted Erik’s anguished eyes was the sight of his wife, seated on a wooden armless chair. Her hands had been pulled behind her through the chair’s slats and secured with handcuffs.

	She was wearing shorts and a sleeveless white blouse, but they’d pulled down her shorts and her panties so that she was sitting on her bare ass. Her blouse had been pulled open and her tits were out of the bra cups. Her nipples were swollen and puffy. A guard sat next to her on a stool with a bored look on his face.

	 Pamela’s eyes were shut. It was obvious she was in pain. Erik didn’t see it at first, but then one of the guards pulled her legs up and propped them up on a box, that’s when Erik saw what was hurting her. 

	 She was sitting on a wooden wedge with a very sharp edge. It was fixed it to the seat and her tender pussy slit and ass crack were being cleaved by the sharp edge of that wedge, with nothing to protect her. Now with her feet up, there was even more pressure on her slit. They had been letting her sit for awhile and now they propped her legs up to make it hurt in a different way.

	 “Please ….Please…PLEASE…..it hurts…..please…let me up...PLEASE.”

	 She squirmed on the hurtful wedge. 

	“Watch this,” one guard said to his comrade as he pushed the play button on a portable tape recorder he had in his hand. As Erik watched, the sound of a baby crying could be heard. As soon as Pamela heard it, her breasts began to swell and then spray milk. They had taped her baby crying and now, her “let down” response kicked in.

	The guard, with the recorder, came over and tapped on her swollen tits. They were full and tight.

	“They’re tight as a drum, aren’t they, cow?”

	 “Oh God.....they hurt....let me go please. Pamela had finished nursing her son about 30 minutes before they picked her up. Now that she could hear him crying, her breasts responded and they filled with milk for a nursing session. Unless they were emptied, her tits would soon ache....

	 He put down the recorder and picked up a glass jar. He held it up in front of her face and said to her, “you’re gonna need to have those big milk pots emptied....isn’t that right, cow?’

	 “Oh God....let me go.....please.....”

	 He grabbed her right tit by the aureole and began squeezing and pulling her nipple to milk her. Just like the udder on a cow. Pamela began spraying into the jar.

	 “Please, that’s for my son.....this is wrong....please....”

	 “I’m gonna give your milk to my dog,” he said leering at her.

	 He continued to milk first one tit and then the other. Squeezing and pulling ........Pamela kept her eyes closed as it was a huge humiliation to have this done to her. When he had the jar half-full, he stopped.

	 “You play with her,” he said to the other guard.

	 “No.....please don’t ......please,” Pamela begged.

	 The other man licked his lips and bent down to bite and then suck on her left tit. He worked at draining that one, before he switched to her right tit.

	It hurt when he bit them and it made her cry out. When he began sucking on them like a baby, it felt good to her to have them drained, but the sheer mortification she felt as having a kaffir thug doing it was a torment. He continued until he had his fill from both of Pamela’s big, brown teats and then he sat down on the stool again next to her. 

	He picked up a stick, about 18” long with three split ends. Grinning evilly at her, he smacked her right tit with it. It made a sick sound when it landed; and the blow indented the soft flesh of her breast. The split ends trapped and pinched her leaky nipple.

	 “Oooooooooohhhhhhhhhhh,oooooowwwww,” Pamela moaned.

	 Erik sat there in agony. He writhed and struggled in his bonds, seeing what they were doing to Pamela. He felt so helpless. Pamela started sobbing again, like a little girl. The wedge in her crack was hurting more the longer she sat on it. The edge had chafed her pussy, perineum, and anus until she could not sit still. There was nothing she could do to make it hurt less. And when she moved, the guard grinned at her and smacked her tits in turn.  

	 When he held up the stick, menacing her with it, her face was filled with fear as she looked first at the stick and then at him. Each cruel ‘smack’ made a sick sound when he smacked her puffy nipple with it. 

	 “OOOOHHH....UHH....OH....OH, THAT HURTS.....OHHHH!”

	 Every time he hit her, the impact of the blow made her tit ripple with pain. And when he got the three split ends right on her nipple, it pinched it painfully. After being struck a dozen times, Pamela’s nipples had swollen up so much – they were the size and color of big, purple grapes.  Her nipples being wet with her milk had made the blows hurt even more....

	 “Please stop....please....please....it hurts.....oh....oh...it hurts.”

	Mutumbami edged closer to Erik and whispered to him, “I’m gonna keep her on that seat for another hour.”

	 The other guard said something to Pamela that Erik couldn’t hear. But it got a reaction from her, because she began sobbing harder. Then he began milking her again into the jar. He had about 5 ounces filling it now. He joked with the guard about feeding it to his dog...... or did his comrade want to drink it? 

	After 5 or ten minutes of milking her, he let the other guard smack her sweaty tits again. She winced and groaned after each blow. He went back to work on her nipples and treated them to plenty of hot smacks. He took his time - working methodically to hurt her. 

	Pamela continued to sob as he whipped her over and over again on both nipples. She had nursed all her children and felt that her breasts were her most female possessions. They were for her husband’s pleasure and to feed her babies. Now, they were providing sick perverted pleasure to these savages. Pamela was tormented in mind and body....

	 Erik was beside himself behind the glass – revolted by what he saw. Mutumabami kept him watching his wife being punished for another hour. By that time, Pamela was sobbing and begging them like a child as the two guards had fun with her. 

	 The guard who had milked her grabbed Pamela by the hair. He unzipped his khaki shorts and pulled out his cock and balls. She stared at his rampant erection right in her face.  His hard penis reared up from the kinky black hair at his groin. He stroked the shaft, rolling the foreskin back so the glans showed shiny, red and polished with the wetness already leaking from the tip. 

	He grinned as he enjoyed displaying his hard, hot dick to her. She was obviously intimidated by his rampant cock....his powerful black maleness. She had never seen a black dick before. In fact, Pamela had never seen another male organ but her husband’s and the penises of her two boys. She was surprised at the organ’s size; it was longer and thicker than her husband’s.

	 He began rubbing the head of his cock all over Pamela’s face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over her face. Then, upping the degradation level higher, he forced her mouth open, yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth. He got her mouth engulfing his hot, hard dick. The other guard took out his longer, but slimmer penis and stroking it. He watched and his erection grew at what Pamela was being forced to do. 

	And when she flattened her tongue so he could run the length of his dick over its silky surface, getting it wet and harder, the guard winked at his comrade and chuckled at her sluttish behavior. Soon the man had his dick all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby….

	 At first she couldn’t take much of his length into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, she wanted him to please him so he wouldn’t hurt her tits anymore. But when his cock touched the back of her throat, Pamela gagged. Then he grabbed her by the hair in one hand and with his dick in the other, made her take more of it. Pamela’s mouth began drooling…...getting all wet and messy. 

	Soon, he was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her. He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe. 

	He commanded her, “Suck it”. 

	With her hot mouth engulfing his organ, it reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for her. He forced it to the opening to her throat - past the back of her tongue and this made her gag over again and again.

	Erik was beside himself. He was in a state of shock seeing his wife having to suck a kaffir’s dick. He stared and hated himself for looking!

	 Pamela coughed and gagged and he took it out to let her get a breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose running and her mouth salivating like mad, she was a sloppy mess. He let her catch her breath and then he grabbed her hair – yanked her head around a little and then holding his dick in one hand like a weapon - forced her to suck it again. 

	When she sucked him expertly, he praised her. When she displeased him, he took his dick out of her mouth and slapped her face with it. It was very humiliating.....

	 When he went slowly, she only gagged a little. But when he began reaming her faster and deeper, she drooled and gagged, coughed and sputtered. Her throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his big dick touch the back of her tongue. She struggled to control her gag reflex, but it was very hard. 

	He grabbed her head in both hands and fucked her mouth. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Pamela began to feel that she was going to choke. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down to wet her milky tits....

	 Pamela tried not choking on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth. She couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran over her lips and down her chin, getting her tits sloppy and messy too. When his hips did a little jig and he ejaculated, it squirted out of the corners of her mouth. He made her swallow his load. She coughed when it was over and it was a very sloppy cough. 

	The second guard used his dick to tease the wet, sore tips of her tits. When he was able to make her squirt a little milk, he made sure to smear his pre-cum with her milk. Then, he put his dick in her mouth to make her clean it. He came very quickly in her mouth and when he was done spurting hotly and wetly into her mouth, he let her spit it up. 

	Most of his semen and her saliva landed on her tits. He used the head of his dick to wipe it up, and get some of her milk mixed with it. Then, he presented it to her mouth. Fearing another beating on her sore nipples, Pamela dutifully licked him clean. He repeated it making her swallow most of the semen she spilled.

	 Finally, they released her from her bonds. She could barely stand from the pain between her legs and had to walk with her legs held open. Her breasts....the tips were so sore and swollen from being roughly milked and beaten that she couldn’t stand to put her bra back on. She would find her next nursing session with her baby a very uncomfortable experience.

	 “That’s your lesson for today, Mr. Pieters,” Mutumbami told him when they took his wife out. “Your wife will have to pay us a visit every time you do something we don’t like. Make sure you don’t force us to pick her up again.”

	 Then they released him. Later that day, Pamela was dropped off at the front gate of their farm. Erik toyed with the idea of not telling her that he had witnessed her ordeal, but in the end he confessed that he had been a witness. He held and comforted her. The next day Pamela told Eric that from now on, he needed to lay low and not cause trouble. This started an argument, as Erik had been stubborn all his life and didn’t cotton to bending before the “kaffirs” as he called them. 

	Erik was also upset seeing how his wife had sucked their two cocks so expertly. He knew she had been forced, but it disturbed him all the same. What Mutumbami was doing to them was slowly destroying them as a family....

	 “Unless you want to see me hurt and molested again, you need to back off,” Pamela told him angrily.  She was frustrated and frightened.

	“Of course I don’t want anything else to happen to you, sweetheart, but do we want to give in to these dogs?”

	 Husband and wife continued to argue. Pamela had been thoroughly intimidated by her experience at the hands of the kaffirs. She had always feared the blacks; and had been ready to believe all the myths about them. What they did to her had affected her. She had never been in a situation where she was the mercy of cruel men. It made a huge impression on her.  She didn’t want to be back in that room again either.  So, she begged Eric to back off, but he was not ready to lie down. 

	Chapter 4

	The Breeding Session

	And so, two months later, he was back in the “theater” - bound and gagged in the dark facing the dreaded curtain. He was dragged there screaming and kicking this time.

	“I have a report that you went to that rally. That group is full of racists and troublemakers, Mr. Pieters. You knew when you went there; you were going to have to pay. So, you’re back here again. And now it’s time for more punishment, Mr. Pieters,” Mutumbami told him.

	 The closed curtain was ominous. Eric sat there in the dark, shaking. 

	Mutumbami leaned in close and whispered to him, “Shall we listen in again, Mr. Pieters?”

	 Erik groaned and hung his head. He knew that his stubborn ways had put his wife in jeopardy before. Now he wondered what they would do to Pamela this time. The guard went to the speaker control on the wall and turned it up. Instantly this is what Erik heard:

	  “Get your panties off.”

	There was the sound of Pamela whimpering and then a ‘slap’ was heard. And then the sound of little girl weeping. His wife was crying again. Erik’s eyes began to tear up when he heard this.

	 Mutumbami, seeing Eric’s response, motioned to the guard to open the curtain. Here is what he saw: there was a table and a bed covered with a dirty mattress in the room now. And there was Pamela and three men. She was looking at them with fear in her eyes. She had already taken off her blouse, bra and skirt.

	Erik winced as he watched his wife having to strip on command for them. She was standing there in her panties and looked so vulnerable. She was holding her tits in her hands. She was blushing and horrified as her nipples had erected again from fear and shame.  Mutumbami knew that the sexual fear of blacks was a potent weapon to use against whites. Abusing a white woman, and in front of he husband was the ultimate. 

	‘He was right’, Erik thought to himself miserably. ‘I’m seeing things in this room I’ve never seen before – and I don’t want to see, ever!”

	They played the tape of her baby crying again. And once again, Pamela felt the humiliation of having her breasts swell up, leak and then spray her milk. They subjected her to a painful milking again. Two of the men bit and sucked on her tits and the other man milked her into a jar.....squeezing and pulling on her teats like she was a cow.

	 “Please don’t do this to me,” she pleaded....”My milk is for my son.”

	 “Take off your panties, cow,” the leader commanded her.

	 Pamela was slow to respond.

	“Get them off, cow,” he barked at her.

	Pamela slowly reached down and hooked her thumbs into the band of her cotton panties and pulled them down. When she was naked, she didn’t know what to do with her hands. She kept opening and closing them rapidly and then wringing them nervously.

	 “Bend over the table. And spread your legs,” he said to her.

	 Humiliated, she shuffled over to the table. She bent over and lay down. Her pussy was fully exposed in this position. Pamela had a hairy cunt with prominent labia and a tight brown asshole nestled in her crack. The grove between her full, fat buttocks was darker than the surrounding skin, which was snow white.

	Then, the guards dropped their trousers and shorts to reveal three large black uncircumcised dicks. Pamela alternated with closing her eyes and sneaking glances at their cocks as they were revealed. Each man was lean and hard with skin so black it was almost purple. Erik groaned as he saw what was coming and was helpless....so helpless to prevent it.

	 Already hard, their dicks pointed up and look like truncheons. Pamela licked her lips nervously. One of the men came over and began to grab and squeeze her breasts, making her squirt again. He took his time as he squashed her tits and pushed her thighs further apart to explore her sex. Erik could see his wife’s wet labia, glistening as the man forced two big black fingers inside her sexhole. 

	He rooted around, exploring the size and feel of her hole. It was obvious she didn’t need any lubrication. When he pulled his fingers out, they were connected to Pamela’s sex hole by long thick strings of vaginal mucus. He jammed his fingers back in and was soon finger-fucking her steadily.

	‘Please….Please….OH GOD…please….don’t do let them do this to her. PLEASE’, Erik prayed silently to himself. 

	 “Notice how big their cocks are, Mr. Pieters. In a few moments one of them is going to be stretching your wife’s pussy,” Mutumbami murmured to him.

	 “OH....GOD NO......PLEASE DON’T DO THIS TO ME,” Pamela wailed!

	 “I’ll bet it makes your little prick hard to see your wife getting ready to be fucked like a slut by these black men Mr. Pieters," Mutumbami taunted him. The cruel black man sat like a wraith just behind him and kept taunting Erik....trying to cause him as much mental pain as possible.

	 "Look at your wife's face as he fingers her pussy. Look how she parts her thighs for him. And this is just the beginning.  Look how wet her cunt is already - dripping. Look at that!” 

	    

	The leader took his turn fucking Pamela. He kept her bent over with her elbows on the table and her head between her hands. Her piss flaps glistened wetly in the overhead light partly hidden by the thick mat of dark brown pubic hair guarding her nest. 

	Erik could see him enter his wife’s vagina. He was amazed and sickened when his wife began to moan. The man’s large organ went in deep and he took his time to work her cunt with it. Pamela’s moans were keyed to what he did to her with his cock. When he forced it in deep, she groaned.

	When he pounded her fast and hard, the tall blonde mother began to go, “Uh…Uh….Uh….Uh….uH…Uh….Uh…..uh....OH....OH....OHHHHHH!”

	 "Erik, look at the size of his dick. Look at how he fucks your wife.  What a dirty SLUT she's becoming,” Mutumbami laughed, as he sat behind him.

	     

	He kept tormenting Erik, especially when he noticed that there was a bulge in his trousers.

	 “I think you like the show, Mr. Pieters,” is how Mutumbami put it. 

	Just then, light spilled into the room for a moment as another person entered and closed the door. It was a lithe young black woman. Mutumbami had arranged for her. As Erik watched the man rape his wife, this woman pulled up a chair next to him and, to his horror, began to unzip his trousers. 

	Following this she exposed his manhood. His eyes went wide, then he jerked against the straps binding him, when he felt her take his hold of his penis. He heard her breathing gently near his ear as she took his penis in hand and began to play with his prick and stroke him.

	 Erik was already fairly erect when she entered the room. Now that she was gently masturbating him, he groaned. He didn’t want to be aroused. He was ashamed that he’d gotten excited watching what they were doing to his wife. But, it was almost impossible now to will his penis to go down - not with what the girl was doing to him.  Mutumbami wanted to mind fuck him totally. And being masturbated while he was forced to watch his wife being raped was a terrible punishment.

	 And so, gently and slowly, this young woman, about 19 or 20, kept sliding her hand up and down the shaft of Erik’s penis. As his prick began to drool pre-cum, she spread it all over the head and underneath on his frenulum to wet the sweet spot. When she sensed he was getting too close to cumming, she slowed down or stopped. She had been instructed by Mutumbami to stretch Erik’s masturbation for as long as she could. In effect, torture him.

	 As this was going on, the leader came in Pamela’s pussy and kept his cock deep in her sheath to trap his load. Pamela was sweating and moaning when he pulled his big dick out. Then she closed her thighs and put her knuckle up against her mouth, to bite on it aimlessly. She seemed to be in another world. He brought his slimy genitalia around to her face.

	“Clean it,” he said to her simply.

	He made her use her mouth to clean his dick, balls, and inner thighs of all traces of sweat, semen and her vaginal secretions. Then the second man started in on her.

	When the first man had her cleaning his cock, the second man moved between her legs and took his turn. When the second man finished dumping his load of potent semen into her cunt he came over to have his cock and balls cleaned.

	Mutumbami then told Erik, sitting on his other side and just behind him, “My men are trying to impregnate her, Mr. Pieters,” he cruelly told him.

	“What he’s doing is making it easier for his sperm to reach your wife’s eggs.”

	 Erik watched as the man scooped out some of the first two men’s cum with his fingers from his wife’s pussy. He grabbed her by the hair and made her open her mouth; then he wiped the other men’s semen on her tongue and then suck his fingers clean. It was so disturbing to Erik....

	 “I’ve picked more than 20 of my best men to fuck your wife silly this afternoon. They’re gonna fuck the shit out of her until she’s pregnant with a black baby in her belly.”

	 Erik groaned in his gag. As he looked, the third man now had his cock in Pamela’s pussy and was pounding away. He struggled not to cry. Just then he saw the door open and watched six new men pour in - full of high spirits, laughing and slapping palms. They came in and started to drop their trousers. The sound of their zippers opening was a horror for Erik.

	To think that each and every one of them was going to fuck his wife was torture. Erik was in hell. When he looked up another black man was standing behind his wife’s ass - a very tall Zulu warrior type - who sported a long weapon of a cock. 

	Over and over Pamela had to take one cock after another in her fertile vagina as Erik watched in horror, unable to turn away for even a moment. He was riveted that he might miss something. He knew that this was etching the worst horror on his mind – watching men fuck his wife and seeing how she responded. 

	It was as if he was, in some weird way, hungry for more humiliation. And the young black woman next to him, squeezed and stroked is penis – making it leak pre-cum.

	Soon, Pamela was fuck happy. They had worked her into such a state that she cried out for more, screaming in sheer uncontrolled lust.

	"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me you dirty sons of bitches! FUCK ME....FUCK ME....FUCK ME.... Cum in my pussy! CUM IN MY PUSSY.... I’m cumming… cumming.....I’M CUMMING....I’M CUMMMMMMMMMING!

	Except for giving her some water Pamela was kept on her belly or on her back. Her pussy became so sloppy with semen, that most of the men when they stepped up for their turn, wiped her down, before they would put their dick in her. They used a towel for this and each time someone used it to clean her pussy, it became more soaked and disgusting. Some of them took to stuffing the nasty, soiled cloth into Pamela’s mouth before they fucked her. 

	Men stood around and critiqued each other’s performance. Or cheered their comrades on, especially when one of them made her cum or humped her like a demon. And, Pamela came frequently, as they took turns with her. Much to her husband’s shame....

	 When this group was done, another five or six big, strong men showed up. Some men fucked her from behind with her bent over the table. Some pushed her to the bed and fucked her with her legs on their shoulders. Sometimes, when she came, her tits squirted and sprayed her milk. 

	It was a very humiliating gang rape. They were rough with her and pulled and pushed her around like a doll. They all fucked her liked they hated her. When this group had done the deed, another squad came in to take their place.....

	 One of the men in this squad was a huge rhino of a man - muscular but with a big gut. He was at least 6’6” and maybe as tall as 6’8” and probably weighed between 275 and 300 lbs.

	When he got his turn with Pamela, he smiled from ear-to-ear. His cock was half-hard and even then, it was enormous. Pamela, who had been fucked by 14 men at that point, and whose pussy was loose and packed with semen, looked at it and her eyes popped open. 

	He had a monster between his legs in a room full of big, hard, hot dicks. He wiped Pamela’s pussy as clean as she could....and then with her on her back on the mattress, he pushed her legs to her milky tits and then got them on his shoulders.  His dick, as he got her ready, kept lengthening and stiffening.

	He grabbed it - pulled the foreskin back and forth and said, “well, white cow – you’re gonna get stretched now....” 

	Pamela moaned as she looked down and saw how big and thick it was. It was now fully erect. It was at least a foot long and as big around as his wrist, which was considerable. It seemed even thicker than it was long..... 

	“Oh, God....it’s so big,” was all she said.

	 She felt him rub her swollen, purple labia with the head of his huge dick. He took his time and worked it into her pussy. In a little....then out....then back in. Erik couldn’t believe it would ever fit in his wife’s cunt. Pamela had accepted her fate and was relaxing her sloppy wet vagina as much as she could to allow him access to her womanly depths.

	He took a few minutes to work his dick in. When it was about ¾ of the way he began to fuck her slowly. Pamela kept up a steady stream of moans, grunts and cries as his big cock ironed out all the wrinkles in her cunt. After a few minutes, when it had gotten it almost all the way in, he began to really put it to her. He had stretched her so wide that even her labia were pushed into her sex-hole on the in-stroke.

	 Most the semen that remained in her vagina was forced out of her moist folds as his thick shaft stretched her like a fat snake squeezing itself into a small hole. 

	Her pussy juice and the semen from the other men wet his cock and could be seen streaking his coal black monster as he plowed her at different speeds. 

	 He fucked her for all he was worth to be the one to make her belly swell. Pamela began to howl like an animal when he really pounded her. Then with a roar, he came and streams of semen were forced out of her as he pumped his cum deep into her hole.

	The young girl jerking Erik off sped up her masturbation. As Erik got closer to ejaculating, she played his penis like a violin. She’d already made his penis drool so much his balls were wet. When his breathing and stiffening posture told her he was ready, she jerked him off fast for a few strokes and then slow.....then went - slow – fast – slow -fast until he ejaculated.

	 It happened just about the same time as the big man was hosing Pamela full.  Erik came like his soul was spurting thru his penis. He groaned into the gag as the girl milked him sweetly all thru his spasms. It was actually one of the most physically satisfying orgasms of his life.

	 When the big man finally withdrew, Erik could see that Pamela’s cunt stayed open. He could see up her vaginal sheath. Rivers of semen ran and then drooled from her stretched cunt mouth to form a puddle between her ass cheeks on the dirty mattress. 

	 He brought his softening monster over for Pamela to clean. Erik watched as his wife dutifully licked the man’s balls, shaft and cockhead clean of her secretions and his semen. This group having done its duty, the men dressed and left and the last squad showed up. Pamela groaned when she saw more men unzipping their shorts. They got her bending over the table and fucked her from behind, slamming their dicks into her hard and fast. Pamela came again....

	 The girl continued to play with Erik, as this was happening and he got erect again. Watching Pamela take cock after cock, he could not help himself and even though it was terribly embarrassing, the young girl was able to jerk him off again to completion. She left him with his lap wet and splattered with his semen. 

	When it was all over, Erik’s lovely wife of 18 years had been fucked by 21 men. They had filled her pussy to overflowing and beyond. She had been in a world of soul-shattering uterine orgasms that surged from her pussy down her legs and up to her breastbone. 

	 The “breeding session” over - Pamela lolled soaked and drenched in sweaty exhaustion on the soiled mattress. She whimpered softly, moving her knees together and apart, waving them gently as her cunt spasmed and drooled its pearly treasure. Her pubic hair was plastered down with sweat, her pussy juices (she had squirted several times) and semen. It was all over her inner thighs and had run down her ass crack. She was a mess...

	 “Her pussy if so full....it’s kind of disgusting, don’t you think,” Mutumbami taunted Erik.

	 Finished with her for the day, Pamela would be allowed to sleep and let the hot sperm find its way into her fertile womb and her eggs. The silence after the last group of men left was deafening. It was only then that Mutumbami released Erik and had the guards take him back to where they picked him up.

	 They kept his wife for another week to make sure she was impregnated; and to use her as a sex slave to reward the guards and field agents. When she came home, they both cried in pain, shame and humiliation at what had been done to her. But what Erik had seen started another argument. He was horrified that she had cum by being raped. He accused her of betraying him. Pamela, defensive about what had happened, wanted him to simply accept that sometimes a woman can’t control how her body reacts to such stimulation.

	 Between this issue and Pamela wanting him to back off, they argued bitterly. Erik wanted to examine his wife’s body. She didn’t want him to do that. She felt violated and was uncomfortable letting him; but Erik was persistent.

	She seemed “OK” until he looked closer.  Then the marks on her inner thighs, the bite marks on her tits and her swollen nipples testified to the fact she had been used hard and put up wet. But her pussy told the whole tale. Her pissflaps were still swollen and purple....her clitoris seemed enlarged as it peeked out of its hood and her vagina was slightly open and a little slack. 

	And she didn’t want to have intercourse with her husband. She told him she felt too violated. This started another argument.

	 A week later, five security guards came to their farm house and despite Erik’s protests; Pamela was brought back for a second “breeding session”. Once a week for the next two weeks, Pamela was “detained” at the Bulawayo camp for her “breeding”. And there was nothing Erik could do about it. For her part, Pamela dreaded the experience, but each time she experienced the hottest, most mind-blowing orgasms and this caused her much mental pain and guilt.

	 After four such sessions, Pamela missed her next two periods, and her belly began to swell. She was sick in the morning and her doctor confirmed it: she was pregnant. Her belly grew with a dark “pregnancy line” down the middle as the black fetus grew within her uterus.  

	 Several times, during the next few months, Joshua Mutumbami had Pamela brought to the compound for fun and games. He had begun to realize that the big, sturdy blonde was physically enjoying being ravaged. It gave him a sick pleasure to continue to degrade her this way, knowing it was probably destroying her relationship with her husband.

	 Since she was now pregnant with a black child, they had taken to fucking her in the mouth and ass. When she let Erik examine her, after these visits.... and he looked at her ass, her angry brownish-red anal sphincter was mute evidence that she had been repeatedly sodomized. Her anus had been stretched into a raw "O", like a toothless mouth.

	Pamela eventually delivered a healthy nine-pound baby boy and nursed him for a year and a half. They had no choice but for her to carry the baby to term and raise him, when Mutumbami told them both that they had to do just that. He warned Erik if anything happened to that baby, it would cost him his life. So the additional humiliation of Pamela having to bear and raise a black baby was forced on them as a family. 

	 Erik was nearly out of his mind with what they had done to his wife and his whole family, but he promised his wife he would lie low. But in time he did something that angered the government and was brought back to the “theater” for another hellish show.

	 This was the worst session. They had abducted his blonde 16- year old daughter and brought her to the “theater” for a “breeding session”. Seeing his baby girl, Diana, forced to take one big, black dick in her virginal pussy after the other, finally broke him. He never again did anything that attracted government attention.
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	The Interrogation

	The cell was 3 meters square. The single bulb burned endlessly and the American girl could not tell whether it was day or night. She rolled over on the hard metal frame bed and tried to get some sleep. She had been held incommunicado for nearly two weeks, ever since they abducted her. She knew what they wanted. She was a commint (communications intelligence) expert trained at Quantico and Langley and her East German captors wanted the codes she knew and used. 

	It was a political risk to kidnap her in broad daylight in West Germany, but Colonel Probst was an ambitious man. In the security services of the old GDR, Probst was known as a man who got things done. He didn’t look like much – sort of a cipher. But, in spite of his appearance, he was an audacious spymaster; and it was he who ordered Kirsten Boyer’s risky daylight abduction in the fall of 1972.

	After she had been picked up, Probst turned her over to Major Nagel to interrogate. Nagel, whose name in German means, “nail”, was a demon when it came to extracting information from those unlucky enough to fall into his clutches. He, in turn, relied more and more in those days on Dr. Zhang, a medical doctor, a gynecologist, from Communist China who had first been recruited by the Soviets. 

	On loan to the German Democratic Republic, Zhang spoke fluent Mandarin, Cantonese, Russian, German and English. A short, slim, sixty year old with  gray thinning hair, he wore distinctive stainless steel rimmed glasses. Zhang was a cruel sadist who had developed several torture techniques centering on the sex organs. He derived a sick, sexual pleasure from administering or watching someone else apply these techniques to a victim.

	And the subject in this case was Kirsten Boyer, a former Marine Corp lieutenant. Before that, she had been a college student and a beach volleyball player in California. During her time in Washington, D.C., when she was stationed at Henderson Hall-Headquarters Marine Corps, she was recruited by the CIA. 

	She resigned her commission and the sleuths put her through a yearlong training program at CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia. And given her family’s ancestry (French and German) and the fact that she spoke German, it was logical to post her to West Germany. She was among the better examples of what the United States Marine Corps and the CIA can produce, given enough time and training.

	As a former communications officer, she was a natural for work in commint (communications intelligence) or elint (electronic intelligence). And this is why Colonel Probst wanted her. He decided that by scooping her up and giving her to Nagel, he would get a breakthrough - a way to tap into vital information that flowed between Washington and Bonn.

	And that’s how Kirsten found herself in East Berlin and in harm’s way. First thing they did was to strip her and put her in prison clothes: gray pants, shirt and cotton panties. No bra, just a cotton “wife-beater” t-shirt. Next, they isolated her in a small, cramped dark cell - always kept too cold or too warm. Then she was brought to a small bare room with a single bulb and bound naked to a chair twice a day. 

	When she was naked, they could see how truly attractive she was. Blonde, 172 centimeters tall (5’7 ¾”) and 54 kilos (119 lbs.) with long muscular legs, tight, round buttocks and firm B-cup breasts capped with large nipples and medium sized aureoles. A hard body as they say today....

	Her skin was smooth and fine and while she was no longer tan, as she was when she played volleyball, she was a very pretty girl. She had always worn her hair either short or pulled back into a ponytail. Now in captivity, her blonde hair grew greasy and stringy, but two weeks in captivity had not marred her looks. After they strapped her naked to the chair, they began to question her. Teams of interrogators grilled her for hours at a time, trying to get her to slip up and spill what she knew. 

	She was asked simple and complex questions. Sometimes they led her down a line of inquiry to take a sharp turn in hopes of getting her to give them a small but crucial piece of information. She was questioned mostly in English, but sometimes in German.

	What they wanted were the “codes”: the overlay program which would enable them to decode military and political messages sent electronically between the Pentagon, key congressional committees, the US State Department and the embassies. 

	One person played the “good guy” and someone else was the “bastard”. Sometimes they were both good guys and sometimes they were both bastards. The interrogators, both male and female, tried to trick her...keep her off balance and break her down. But well into the second week, Nagel decided that more “intense” methods needed to be employed. 

	In between these sessions, often lasting eight hours, Kirsten was kept in isolation and deprived of most sensory stimulation. There was no view of the outside world; just a cinder block cell with a metal bed, a chair and stainless steel toilet. A bucket of water every other day to wash herself and two prison meals a day.

	But now, Nagel ordered her to be put into stress positions: at attention for six to eight hours at a time; or on her back with her arms and legs in the air until she lost control of them. If she failed to hold a position, they beat her. Face slaps at first, and then punches to the stomach. No more time in the chair. Now she was being given the second degree.....

	When this didn’t break her, when she continued to resist, Nagel knew he had to use even more extreme methods. That’s when he entered the picture. Kristen was on her back on the cold floor. They were having her hold her arms and legs up in the air. She had been in this position for an hour. She was sweating, as the room was hot... her exertions were taxing her and her legs were trembling. She looked over when the door opened and saw an older man.... heavy-set with the face of a grocer. This was Nagel.

	“Fräulein Boyer, ich bin Haupt Braun,” Nagel said, introducing himself to her in German, but using an alias.

	He looked down between her legs to eyeball her pussy and then he looked at her tits. She was a tasty package. He would enjoy torturing her himself. He pulled up the chair and sat down. He looked at her quizzically and stroked his chin.

	“You’re not being cooperative. You know what we want and yet you do not give it to us. Why is that,” he asked her in English?

	“I don’t know who you are, but you can go fuck yourself. I don’t know the codes. I’m in maintenance. That’s why I have a top secret clearance. We keep the computers running. When something goes down, we get it up. I don’t read the stuff that’s on the machines. Can I put my arms and legs down?”

	“Oh no....if you do that I’m going to shock you on that pretty pussy of yours with this,” he said as he pulled out a slim wand. 

	It was a cattle prod topped with two aluminum prongs. Kristen looked and it and winced. Despite her training, she was stressed and scared. She began to silently pray....

	“That is such a nice story, fraulein.  But you and I know that it is pure fiction. Look, why make it hard on yourself. You’re a smart woman. You know that if you keep up this charade you can expect terrible things to happen to you,” Nagel said to her.

	Kristen looked away.

	“Zu einem bestimmten zeitpunkt. Ich werde sie vergewaltigen. (Translation: “At some point.... I’m going to rape you.”) And that’s not the worst of it. Every man who has questioned you will rape you. And, I have a whole platoon of infantry I bring in to do the gang rape. You want that?”

	Kristen bit her lip. 

	“I see....maybe you would like that....yes?”

	Kristen closed her eyes. She had been trained to resist. She’d been given classes in such things at Langley. She kept going thru the mental exercises she’d been taught. Since she’d been abducted, she had been steeling herself to hold out. She was a strong girl, and in her mind, there was no way these people were going to make her give up the codes. NO WAY.

	When her legs, trembling, began to give way and drop to the floor, Nagel shocked her on her right nipple. He pressed the two aluminum tips into the nipple, indenting her breast in the process and pressed the button on the handle. Instantly, the current went thru her nipple, into her tit and making her scream. She grabbed at both tits defensively.

	“No....no.....no one told you to put your legs down, fraulein,” Nagel sadistically told her and then zapped her navel. 

	“OWWWWWWWW.”

	“Arms and legs up....up...up.”

	Kristen, shaking and twitching from the two shocks, had to comply. She forced herself to extend her limbs again. Within five minutes her legs were shaking again. It was just a matter of time. And then it happened. She groaned and cursed as her legs came down and Nagel, quick as a cobra, zapped her left nipple. 

	“OHHHHH......OWWWWWWW.”

	“Arms and legs up, fraulein. Herauf...herauf….herauf (up....up....up.) or else.”

	He forced her to torture herself for another hour. Every time Kristen lost control of her limbs.....her muscles screaming for relief......Nagel zapped her with the prod. He shocked her tits and belly several times and when the session was over, there were red marks all over her tits and tummy. She had begun to sob at the end and hated herself for this loss of self-control.

	When she was brought back for the next session, Nagel made her strip to her panties and they strapped her into the chair. He poured cold water down the front of her panties and when she gave him an answer he didn’t like or refused to answer, he whipped out the prod, shoved it in her crotch up against the wet panty covered purse of her pussy and zapped her. 

	This went on for nearly three hours. In the end, Kristen was screaming and crying - nearly hysterical. Her tits and nipples, labia, Venus mount and inner thighs were scored with a hundred red marks from the aluminum tips of the prod. But she hadn’t told him anything useful. Nagel was growing frustrated.

	Gang Raped

	“I could see from your attitude yesterday fraulein that the thought of rape…it doesn’t frighten you, does it? Is this true,” Nagel asked her when she was brought in for another session?

	Kristen was wearing clothes again and sitting in the chair. Normally, when they brought her to this room, first thing they did was force her to strip and then strap her in. This was a break in the routine. She was still clothed and her wrists and ankles were not fettered.

	“You’re wrong about me. I don’t know any codes. I’m just a wrench jockey....a computer mechanic....you gotta understand that.... believe me,” she said.

	“OKAY, you still want to tell me stories....but we will have this conversation again. You can tell me then what you think.” 

	Then Nagel sent one of the guards out of the room. When he came back he had two more men with him. Nagel gave the word and the four men hauled her up out of the chair and subdued her. Kristen kicked and fought, but they were too strong and there was too many of them. In the end, two men held her and Nagel, quick as a tiger, punched her in the pit of her stomach. She saw it coming but was helpless to avoid the blow that landed heavily. 

	She went, “oooooffffffhhh,” sagged and bent over in pain. 

	Quickly he punched her again… lower down. The sound of his fist hitting her made an audible – “THUD”. Kristen sagged, but the men holding her made sure she didn’t go anywhere. Nagel had them stand her up and punched her again…and then a fourth time. She groaned and sagged wherever he hit her. 

	When she looked like she was going to pass out, he warned her to, “stay awake, fraulein.”

	He punched her several time below her solar plexus, in the pit of her belly. The thin layer of fat there did little to help her withstand the almost genital torment that erupted every time he hit her there. The sick sound of the punches went on and on. Kristen groaned and cried out as he beat her methodically. The pain exploded throughout her entire stomach. When he motioned for the men to let her go, she collapsed to the floor clutching her stomach. 

	Groaning and sobbing, she rolled around on the concrete floor like a whipped dog. He pulled her to her feet. She came up clutching her belly. The pain was a dull ache. She bowed her head in submission and put up her hands - indicating she didn’t want anymore.  

	Nagel grabbed her and roughly tore her clothes off. And then he got her on the table and had the men grab her limbs and pull her legs and arms apart until she screamed. They were strong and pulled on her limbs as hard as they could. She felt like her arms were being pulled from their sockets. The two men holding her ankles pulled her legs open so wide that that the knobs at the top of her thigh bones threatened to pop out of the hip sockets. 

	“Ohhhhhh.......oowwwww..........ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

	The pain distracted her for a moment and then she felt the fear as her position left her pussy and anus exposed and vulnerable. And those fears grew when Nagel began to maul and molest her. He roughly squeezed her tits as hard as he could and pinched, pulled and twisted her nipples. Then he groped her pussy and butt. He produced a thin leather strap and displayed it to her.

	“I’m going to tenderize your holes, fraulein.”

	He began to whip her pussy. Each slap sounding like a pistol shot. Over and over on the tight lips of her sex until she was so raw and swollen there that just a touch was enough to make her squeal. He would soon force open those bruised, swollen petals with his cock, but for now he wanted to finish the job. 

	He had them turn her over and pull her butt cheeks apart to expose her tight pinkish-brown anus. He used the strap on her shit hole over and over until it too was so raw, swollen and sore that when he ran his fingertip around the rim, Kristen groaned. He had worked himself up to a fever pitch and now he dropped his trousers and shorts to reveal his thick, circumcised cock. 

	“Time for my hot cock to find a home in your tight, sore little holes, Fraulein Marine Corps,” he taunted her.

	Then, he began to rape her. It felt at first like she was being torn. This brutal opening of her vagina hurt; she was not ready. The hot alien thing forced its way into her. She cried out as it stretched open the sore mouth of her pussy and the tight sheath of her vagina. He used a lot of force and pushed harder. The stretching and rubbing of her bruised labia was too much and she cried out in pain.

	For a moment she thought she was in a dream - it hurt so much. He took his cock out. Holding his organ in his hand, he reached down and spread her wounded sex open wide with his other hand.  Then he rammed it in as hard as he could, making her holler and howl. Later it would become easier as her vagina lubricated. She had never been raped - taken forcibly. It was worse than she thought. He rutted her like an animal, grunting and sweating and punching her sexhole hard.

	The heat of his cock and the pressure in her vagina as the walls were parted and the slick sensation of his cock going deep into her was a terrible violation. When he was finished with her and she lay on the table, exhausted, sweaty and filled with his vile semen, the others took their turns. As one man held her wide hipbones, rammed his hard, hot cock into her tight sexhole and humped her until he ejaculated, the others stood around, watching, laughing, and making crude comments in German.

	Then they started taking turns in her ass. Kristen had never let any man put his penis in her asshole, so the sodomy was worse. Nagel spit on her aching, stinging anus and used some of the mess in her pussy to lubricate his thick truncheon of a cock, but it still hurt and it was a torment for her.  He took his time and made it hurt as much as possible. It felt like a hot poker was being shoved in her tender hole and up inside her belly. When he got his whole cock inside her and his pubic hair tickled her anus, she felt like it was going to come out of her mouth. 

	She tried to resist, but the more she did so, the more it hurt, and in the end, she could only try and relax her anal muscles and let him do what he wanted to her. He sexed her for only a little while, as her anus was very tight and he was on the boil. He soon hosed her bowels full of semen. Next, two other men stepped up and took their turns stretching her sore anus open and filling her rectum with their hot, hard cocks until they too squirted semen into her once tight nether passage.

	When they had tired of raping and sodomizing her, Nagel brought in another group of thugs. Nagel asked her if she was ready to talk. She could only shake her head no-no-no. It was a horror, but Kristen was resolute. Although the rapes seared her soul and hurt her body, she was determined to hold on. She refused to talk. 

	But she found the experience was very humiliating for her as a woman. It was a blow to her sexual self-image. To be raped reinforced her helplessness. Kristen had to fight a feeling that threatened to overwhelm her: that she was a puppet with no control of her body. Her body no longer belonged to her, but to her hated captors. Her biggest fear is that her mind would follow her body and they would own that too....

	Rape attacked the most intimate parts of her body and soul. Sexuality, normally a part of a safe, intimate relationship, was turned into a monstrous, invasive and unpredictable situation. It created a special tormenting feeling of complicity in her. It was probably when the tenth man raped her that Kristen had an orgasm. It was obvious from her cries. Nagel taunted her for cumming and this hurt her too. Humiliation and shame was added to the pain they were causing her. She had been forced to experience sexual arousal during rape; and this made her feel especially guilty. The human body often reacts to stimulus whether the mind wants it too or not. 

	Kristen ended up thinking - ‘there must be something wrong with me to cum while I’m being raped’. The humiliation and shame she felt in the torture situation would stay with her for years. And, Nagel was not finished with her. True to his word, a full platoon of infantry soldiers would rape her – thirty-six enlisted men. The door opened and men in fatigues filed in.

	“I told you fraulein.....I have the infantry for you.”

	Kristen looked up with bleary eyes and groaned in pain. She did not know how she would be able to survive it. These men took turns fucking her front and back. They took her from behind with her upper body on the table and on her back. Some were fairly gentle and some were animals slamming into her like demons.

	Her pussy and anus became so sloppy with semen they took to wiping her crotch after each rape. They used her cotton panties and before long the garment was so sodden and messy with cum and her vaginal fluids - it was disgusting. That’s when Nagel stuffed it into her mouth. 

	She was lost in a maze of pain and shame. Her mind went into overload and she slipped in and out of consciousness. They pushed and pulled her around like a doll and slammed into her like she was a toy. Her vagina and anus were soon so bruised and sore that each new man thrusting and shoving his cock in her for the first time made her scream.

	When the session was over, Nagel asked her, “How was it, fraulein? Did you like it - or was it as bad as I told you? Listen.....all you have to do is tell me you have seen the codes. Just that....Can you do that?”

	Kristen lay limp on the table in a heap in a fetal position. She was in agony. Her muscles were screaming, her pussy was so sore, and her asshole was on fire. Her brown sphincter gaped open - red and raw.  It had been cruelly stretched into a raw "O". Pearly semen continued to ooze from both gaping holes. It was silent evidence that she had been raped and sodomized heavily and repeatedly. 

	She refused to say anything, so Nagel had her taken back to her dingy little cell. They threw her on her bunk and let her sleep. Nagel decided that he would have to take her to the next level. It was a contest of wills and he was determined to win.

	The Balloon Torture

	The next session Nagel made her strip and lie on a table. He had the men hold her as he inserted two rubber bladders into her body - one in her pussy and the other into her rectum. They were heavy, thick rubber tubes around thin, steel, mesh cores – in effect an air tube. He lubricated them with a hot analgesic balm and forced both into place with some difficulty, going deep into her body and high up into her belly.

	“Oh God......oh.....oh....ohhhhhhhh,” Kristen moaned when Nagel pushed them deeply inside her. First her pussy and then her asshole. 

	Soon, the analgesic began to burn, but this was only the preliminary. She wriggled and writhed in the grasp of the men who held her as the balm burned her tender holes. It started slowly, but soon it felt like someone was holding a lit match to the two most sensitive places on her body.

	    

	Both bladders protruded humiliatingly from her holes as Nagel attached a pair of long slim rubber hoses to them. The other ends of the hoses he hooked up to an air compressor. As he turned the dial on the compressor, the two tubes began to fill with air and expand. They began to grow and swell inside her - slowly stretching her vaginal and anal cavities. She soon began to feel terrible cramps in her belly and a dull ache all through her pelvis.

	    

	The pain from having her pussy and rectum opened was also accompanied by humiliation, as the tubes bulged out her vagina and rectum, and there was nothing she could do about it.  Kristen felt like she was being blown up and that her stomach would burst like an overfilled balloon. As the bladders slowly grew inside her, Kristen felt utterly full and painfully stretched. 

	    

	She cried out as each beat of her heart seemed to send fresh waves of agony through her body. She howled, shrieked, sobbed and writhed as the bladders expanded to almost their full size. But then, Nagel turned the dial and this released the air. The bladders began to shrink.

	“Ohh....oh....oooohhhh,” Kristen moaned in relief as the bladders deflated.

	“Are you ready to talk to me?”

	“No....n......no.....no.....NO....”

	“OK......Now, I will make them as big as they can get.”

	With that he turned the dial and the bladders began re-inflating. As they swelled and filled with air, once again they elongated and widened her vagina and rectum. Nagel kept the air flowing for awhile, but soon the bladders stopped expanding. They had reached their full size. Or the muscular sheaths of Kristen’s vagina and rectum had reached their limit and could not be forcibly opened any wider. Anymore and they would tear open.

	The agony Kristen felt was not to be believed. She felt like her whole lower body had been distorted into some grotesque shape. The pain, from the sharp shooting pains radiating out of her stretched orifices and in her muscles to the dull ache from the organs that had been compressed or pushed into some new place, threatened to overwhelm her. 

	She kept crying and groaning. The bladders were now a full ten centimeters (about four inches) in diameter. Her whole pelvis felt the invasion now that the bladders were fully distended.

	“Oh.......OH God.....please stop.....please take them out....OH JESUS....PLEASE...”

	“All you have to do is talk to me, Kristen.”

	He made her stand. Kristen could not walk with the bladders inside her. She splayed her legs out as wide as they would go and stumbled about. They got around her in a circle.... laughing at her. Then began pushing her from man-to-man – having sport with her.

	“Are you filled...... ready to pop, fraulein,” Nagel taunted her?

	“Oh.....God.....it hurts,” she said as she cradled her belly in her hands. Her lower stomach protruded. It bulged obscenely from the bladders inside her. When they tired of this game, Nagel had them put her on her back on the table. He produced a pair of pliers and showed them to her.

	“Know what this is for,” he leered at her?

	Kristen, in agony, could only shake her head. 

	“Let me show you.....”

	He proceeded to grab her right nipple and pull it out as far as it would go, making her howl. Then he twisted it. He did it to the other nipple. He kept going back and forth from one nipple to the other. Then, not liking that her B cup tits were lying flat on her chest and this position cramped his style, he had them put her in the chair and pull her arms back thru the slats.

	“Halten sie,” (hold her) he barked at his men.

	Then he went back to work on her tits again. Squeezing the whole tit in his hand as hard as he could and using the pliers to pull and twist her nipples. Soon, the nibs had swollen up to the size of purple grapes. Kristen sobbed and wailed like an animal caught in a trap. She would look down and stare as he tortured her tits and scream......

	She could not escape and each time he grabbed a nipple in the jaw of the pliers, she bit her lip anticipating the horrid pain. Finally, sensing that she was not going to talk, Nagel ended the session, and deflated the bladders. 

	When they were removed, her sexhole and asshole gaped open. He smeared more of the analgesic balm on her pussy and asshole and sent her back to her cell, making her cry out in fresh pain. She was proving to be a stubborn subject. Nagel was determined and vowed to break her in the next session. Few had survived room 24.

	Room 24

	The next day Nagel had her brought to Room 24. Dressed in her drab gray pants and shirt, she was noticeably stressed and weary. The rapes and tortures had unnerved and weakened her tremendously. Nagel was there, of course, and two of his henchmen. And joining them was Dr. Zhang, wearing a medical lab coat. He was introduced to Kristen as the “Doctor”. 

	The room had the look of a prison dentist’s office. The walls were painted a dull, hospital green; there was worn linoleum on the floor and a drain in the center of the room and fluorescent lighting for illumination. In the center of the room was a fully equipped dentist chair – the whole set-up.

	“Fraulein Boyer, this is the “Doctor”. This room is used for the more extreme situations. You have been unwilling to cooperate. Now, the Doctor is going to drill your teeth. I think you will talk to me today.”

	Kristen began to tremble as she imagined dental torture.

	“I don’t know the codes......you must believe me. Please...PLEASE.”

	“We will let you maintain this fiction for awhile longer, fraulein,” said Nagel.

	Then he had his men put Kristen in the chair. They strapped her wrists and ankles and then used a wide belt across her waist. There was a contraption that held her head: two padded bars on either side of her face and a strap around her forehead.

	Facing dental torture, Kristen gulped and tried to remember her training. She began the mental exercises that she was taught. She tried to avoid looking at what the “Doctor” was up to. He pulled on latex gloves and busied himself preparing for the session. He would drill a molar and then use a pick to torment the exposed dentine and the nerve.

	He set up the tray just to her left with a collection of dental tools and cotton plugs. He put on a surgical mask that covered the lower part of his face. Then he reached for the drill. He put his foot on the pedal to operate the tool and let her hear the drill.

	The sound made Kristen squirm in her bonds. He put the drill down and picked up a Jennings mouth gag on a strap. He used a clamp on her nose to close her nostrils. This forced her to open her mouth. He worked the gag into her mouth. When he ratcheted the gag open, her mouth was opened wide. Now he was ready. He turned on the overhead lamp - picked up a pick and with his hand on her forehead used the pick to tap and probe her back teeth.

	“Hmmm.....this one I think,” he said to her in perfect English as he tapped the last molar in her lower jaw on the right side.

	“Last chance, fraulein,” said Nagel standing in the shadows to her left. “If you tell me you have seen the codes, you can avoid this.”

	It would have been impossible for Kristen to actually say anything with the gag in her mouth, but it was a moot point. She was resolved to try and hold out. Dr. Zhang picked up the drill and brought it into position. He placed the tip on the surface of the tooth and got ready. He had chosen one with no filings. He pressed the pedal with his foot and the drill began to whir with that dreaded sound so familiar to anyone who has been to the dentist. Of course, this procedure was being done without Novocain...

	He pressed the tip against the tooth and began drilling. Instantly, Kristen lurched up against her bonds and began to groan. He pressed the tip harder and the whine changed its tune as it went to work excavating a hole in her tooth.

	Kristen began wailing and screaming as much as her open mouth would permit, as he kept drilling to deepen and widen the hole. The sound accompanied her shrieks and made for a gruesome chorus. She sweated so much that her armpits were soon dripping and her face was slick as well. Her screams and shrieks grew louder as he went deeper and got closer to the nerve. 

	She began crying out, but the gag made it come out like gibberish. She had arched up her body as much as the straps would allow. The sound of the drill and her screams filled the room. Then he put the drill down. He picked up a sharp probe. He put the tip in the hole he had just drilled and began to work it around. The sounds coming from Kristen’s mouth sounded like a kitten being tortured with a blowtorch. Then he stopped and reached for a small vial.

	“This is oil of cloves. This will stop the pain. Which do you want....this,” he said as he held up the probe, “or this,” as he held up the vial?

	“Tell me you have seen the codes, Kristen,” said Nagel. “And he will stop. Just tell me...”

	She just kept blinking her eyelids open and shut....blinking....

	“Give her more....”

	Zhang went back to tormenting the nerve, now exposed in the pocket he had drilled in her tooth. More screams....and then she passed out. He waited a minute and then popped a capsule underneath her nose to resuscitate her. Then he went back to fretting the exposed nerve. When she passed out again, he revived her so he could continue the torture.

	Finally, he announced to Nagel, “I’m going to work on another tooth.”

	“Uh...huh.”

	With the nerve still on fire, he filled the cavity.  Kristen groaned.  Nagel again asked her to give him what he wanted. She had come too far, and she tried to shake her head no-no-no, but her restraints made it difficult. Her chest heaving with the strain, she agonized, ‘OH GOD, what’s next’?

	Zhang came over and again held the drill up in front of her face and said, “Next tooth.”

	He repeated the same procedure on another molar. Once again the awful drilling, her groans and writhing in her bonds, the probe used on the exposed nerve, followed by her screams, and Zhang holding up the probe and the vial to ask her which one she wanted. And finally, when the nerve was in agony, he filled the cavity. She was in such mental and physical agony, she pissed herself. It soaked her pants and dripped down over the seat to splatter on the linoleum. Zhang went to work on the two back molars in her upper jaw. She passed out several times during the ordeal, but in the end, she managed to hold out. Nagel conferred with Dr. Zhang.

	“Well, I think we’re done for now. She’s earned herself a trip to Room 29,” he said to Zhang.

	“Yes, she’s strong, but no woman we have performed that on has been able to resist.”

	So the stage was set for Kristen to undergo the most extreme torture that Dr. Zhang had been able to devise.

	Room 29

	Kristen lifted her head to look down between her legs. Naked and strapped to a gynecological table, with her feet in the stirrups, she was totally open to whatever they were going to do to her. They had cranked the table up so that she was sitting at a forty-five degree angle. She had begun to tremble and sweat. She looked over at the two guards who had brought her and now watched her with lustful and evil looks on their hard faces.

	She was terrified after what they’d done to her in Room 24. And when they brought her here to Room 29, her fear had grown to monstrous proportions.  Nagel, determined to break her, told her that this was the most extreme sanction yet. Then he turned to Zhang and said, “Let’s begin.”

	Zhang soaked a cotton pad in Betadine and used it to swab Kristen’s vulva. He noted how pretty her pussy was between her legs. She had a nice patch of brown pubic hair above her vagina, and not very much on her outer labia. Her sex-lips were pink and symmetrical. Then he picked up a speculum, lubricated it with gel and inserted it into her tight vagina. Following this, he twisted the handle and as the jaws of the speculum parted, her vagina opened like a flower - a hot, pink orchid. 

	Following this, he brought out a cannula. This was a flexible tube used for insertion into a bodily cavity. Hospitals used it to administer medications and such. The cannula itself was intimidating fourteen gauge in size, but the fact that it was connected to a syringe with a plunger was what caught Kristen’s attention and made her tremble. The syringe was glass, about sixty milliliters in size and filled to capacity with a green, gooey substance. Then Zhang hung an IV access device filled with saline solution - salt water, from a hook. 

	“Tell her what she can expect,” Nigel said to Zhang in German.

	The doctor leaned over Kristen. 

	He smiled, held up the cannula and said, “This I call “instant baby”. I personally developed the formula. It’s made from seaweed and certain polymers. It can absorb fifteen times its weight in liquid. When it comes in contact with saline solution it swells and expands. 

	When I inject the “instant baby” into your womb and then add some saline, they combine. And your bodily fluids help it too. The mixture grows inside your uterus. The growing material tricks your body into thinking you’re pregnant. And I give you saline intravenously to increase the amount of fluid you would add during pregnancy, including the blood. 

	When the mixture has finished expanding ...it sets. At that point it will be the size and weight of a baby and the placenta: about four kilos. This usually takes about three hours. You will experience all the discomforts of a full-term pregnancy – only compressed into three hours. With all the added fluid, you’ll gain about eleven or twelve kilos. Even your breasts and uterus will grow because your body thinks you’re “pregnant”.”

	Kristen was totally shocked and sickened - her mouth hung open in disbelief as Zhang continued to describe the horrible, graphic torture she was facing.

	“As your “pregnancy” advances, it will stretch and fill your belly and pelvic area. After three hours, you will look and feel nine months pregnant. The “baby” itself will be about the size and shape of a large zucchini.”

	As Kristen stared in shock, he continued, “When it’s full-grown, I’ll induce labor. I’ll give you an injection that contains certain drugs and hormones. This will make your uterus begin contractions. After labor....a very painful labor – it usually takes a couple of hours - you'll finally give birth.”

	Kristen gasped as Nagel cruelly added, “You’ll give birth to a big, green zucchini. And it will be a natural childbirth. So it will come out of you with no drugs for the pain.”

	Kristen eyes filled with tears as she contemplated her ordeal. She was trembling so much, that both men could see the effect on the restraints holding her to the table. The straps were vibrating.

	Nagel went on, “Your womb and your vagina will stretch enough to deliver your “baby”. The last woman we did this to - she was a thirty-six year old English woman, a mother, with big hips, who had given birth to three children. She screamed so much we had to use earplugs, didn’t we Doctor?

	As she was giving “birth” she told me everything I wanted to know. She begged for drugs. Because she talked, we gave her the drugs. Another woman – she didn’t tell me what I wanted to know, so after she delivered, we threatened to make her pregnant again. She talked. All you have to do is tell me you’ve seen the codes, Kristen. That’s all.”

	“I....I....I can’t.”

	“Well, get ready to be a mother,” he told her sarcastically.

	Zhang came over smiling..... Kristen’s eyes flew open as she watched him guide the tip of a probe into her vagina. 

	“I’m going to dilate your cervix,” he said to her.

	He inserted a metal probe into her vagina. Once inside, he peered carefully into her hole and aligned the tip of the dilator with her cervix. When he got it centered in the opening, he pushed and worked it in until he had reached her uterus. Kristen groaned. Even though there are very few nerve endings in that part of a woman’s body, she could feel it going inside her and the thought of it was very, very disturbing and uncomfortable. 

	Her fear had risen to astronomical levels. The first couple of times Zhang subjected a woman to this procedure, he gave her a dose of amphetamines to increase her anxiety. But this caused complications and he discovered that the procedure itself created plenty of fear.  He removed the dilator and used a larger one to open her. Kristen squirmed and writhed in her bonds as he got her ready for the cannula. It didn’t hurt as much as it was a mental torture. She was sweating heavily now as Zhang began the procedure.

	“Please....please....don’t do this to me,” she begged.

	“It’s not too late for that, fraulein,” Nagel said to her. “Not too late. All you have to do is tell me what I want to know.”

	Kristen shook her head ‘no’ and then watched horrified as Zhang got the cannula lined up and inserted it deeply into her so that it was fully seated in her uterus. 

	“Get ready,” he told her.

	“Oh....God....ohhhh....oh.”

	He pushed the plunger and the green substance was forced into her womb. Then he attached the drip tube and let the intravenous device fill her uterus with the saline solution.  Nagel came over and patted her belly. When it had delivered the quarter liter of saline into her womb, Zhang removed the cannula and left the speculum in her vagina. 

	Following this, he hooked up a new IV device to a needle he pushed into a vein in her right arm. This canister was much larger. He would eventually inject 3 or 4 liters of saline into her to aid the developing “fetus” in her womb.

	“It won’t be long now, fraulein,” he grinned at her.

	There was a clock on the wall. It was there to let her know how time was working against her. Within twenty minutes, Kristen began to ache. And then the nausea came. Waves of it overcame her. She fought the urge to vomit, but there was nothing in her stomach. And a growing pain in her lower back added to the unsettled, nauseous feelings in her stomach. 

	Together this caused her to groan and whimper. She kept looking down at her belly to see if it was growing. And the waves of nausea kept washing over her like a dirty tide. At first, there was no discernable bulge, but soon as the one-hour mark approached, her abdomen began to protrude. And then the agony of having her uterus expand and grow and press on all the other organs in her belly became the whole focus of her being. 

	Something that nature would normally do in nine months was being forced on her in a fraction of that time. It began to put pressure on her bladder, her kidneys, her stomach and her bowels. She felt like she had to shit....

	“You’re about three months now, Kristen,” Nagel said to her with a smug look on his face.

	“OH GOD.”

	“Does it hurt?”

	“Oh GOD,” she moaned.

	The clock kept ticking and each minute added to her suffering. Soon, there was no doubt she was becoming more pregnant. Her belly had begun to stick out and with each centimeter of expansion; her mental and physical anguish grew.

	“Oh God, take it out of me.....please, take it out....oh God....OH GOD.”

	“It’s too late for that fraulein. Anyway, you’re not ready to tell me what I want to know,” said Nagel. “But you will.....you will.”

	Kristen just groaned as her womb stretched and expanded. She went from closing her eyes to staring at her tummy. And then shaking her head as if it were a bad dream and when she woke up she would be somewhere else. But the growing thing inside her insured that she could not escape inside her mind. It was too all consuming. 

	The cramps caused by the expansion of her uterus and the pressure on the surrounding organs would deplete her energy. Fighting to ride out the constant aching and pain was draining her. As the time approached the 2 hour mark, and she was now effectively six months pregnant, Kristen moaned almost continuously.

	Her breasts had even begun to swell. Tricked by her body into thinking she was undergoing a pregnancy, plus the added fluid - her tits enlarged and each of them were now a quarter of a kilo heavier. They would each be a half kilo heavier when she was ready to deliver her “baby”. 

	They ached too and this only added to her misery. Her nipples had become more protuberant and when Nagel came over to pinch and pull on them, this made Kristen groan out loud. They were sensitive from what he had done to them with the pliers. Her head lolled from side to side as she tried to deal with all the sensations that she was being subjected to. As bad as this was, it was only the preliminary. When Zhang induced labor, Kristen would truly enter hell.

	Giving Birth

	“OH shit....Oh God.....ohh....oooohhh....oh....Oh God....God help me,” Kristen cried out at one point. 

	Nagel only smiled. He wanted to break her. She was too young, too pretty and too smug.  He had broken everyone entrusted to him. And this one was going to be the best yet. He looked at his watch and then at her belly, now swollen grotesquely.

	“It’s just about full grown, isn’t it,” he asked Zhang?

	“Yeah, it won’t grow any more. In another 30 minutes, the material will set. I’m going to remove the IV at this point. She doesn’t need any more fluid.”

	Kristen was now effectively nine months pregnant. Her abdomen and pelvic area had swollen to the point that it was protruding grotesquely. It looked like she had swallowed a football that was laying front-to-back in her stomach. She was a hard-bodied girl with a tight muscular stomach, but now that the “instant baby” had reached its full size, her muscles were cruelly stretched and the protrusion inside her was monstrous and gross.  Now, the real fun would start.

	As the material hardened, she continued to experience more cramps and aches. Kristen pulled against the straps holding her and grimaced as the cramps became more horrid and mind-bending.

	“What’s happening to me,” she screamed?

	“It’s forming, my dear,” Zhang said with an amiable look on his inscrutable features.

	“It’s setting....hardening. Soon, I’ll give you a shot to induce labor.”

	“OH....GOD.....GET IT OUT OF ME.....GET IT OUT OF ME,” she screamed.

	“All in good time, my dear.”

	Zhang removed the IV from her arm. For the next twenty minutes they watched her suffer. She would, writhe, wriggle or hump her hips up, trying to get rid of the cramps and the fantastic, swollen distention in her body would waggle this way and that. Zhang had a bulge in his trousers as he watched her suffering.

	She would huff and puff and then cry out, as the sensations in her body assaulted her mercilessly. Finally, Zhang gave her the shot - a mixture of drugs and hormones that would trick her body into going into labor. Within ten minutes Kristen began hyperventilating, as the fear of what was going to happen to her next overpowered her. 

	“OH... no.....OH..... GOD.....OH GOD, OH GOD......OH.....OHHHHHH.”

	Within thirty minutes, her contractions started. Before too long they were five to eight minutes apart. Zhang bent down and peered into her wide open vagina, cruelly parted by the speculum. He wanted to see how dilated her cervix was. 

	“About five centimeters,” he said, with a smile on his face to Nagel who had come over to peer between her legs.

	“When she gets to ten centimeters, she’ll start to push it out,” he said.

	Kristen was now having regular contractions. They were like menstrual cramps but were a hundred times stronger. Her face was contorted in pain and she was sweating like a pig. Her body seemed to vibrate with the agony she felt. She huffed and puffed thru her nose. She pulled on the straps holding her, but it was no use. As her cervix dilated, the pain made her scream and howl like a lunatic.

	She was truly entering hell. Zhang pulled up a stool to sit beside her. He wanted to monitor her contractions; to see how things were progressing, but he also wanted to be close enough to enjoy the excruciating torment he was causing her. It had made his sixty year old penis nice and hard.....He would have liked to jerk off on her face. Later he would masturbate imagining just that.

	Nagel watched with interest. He had seen Zhang use this on four different women. Two mothers and two who had never borne children. The ones who had never given birth found the torment unendurable and cracked before giving birth. One of the mothers lasted thru the whole experience, but talked after giving birth. The other mother talked, but only after being threatened with an encore.

	Kristen, being only twenty-four and hard-bodied, was an extremely interesting subject for this torture. Her body was muscular and strong, but tight and unused to being pregnant and the experience of giving birth. She was going to break, he just knew it.....

	Each “baby” was somewhat different size and shape, depending on the interior of the woman’s uterus, her ability to absorb the saline and how her body reacted to the material Zhang’s chemical genius had created. Some of the “babies” were somewhat pear shaped; some were a little smaller and shaped like a large mango; and some were as big and long as a zucchini. 

	All of them came out eventually doing various amounts of damage to the woman’s vagina. Some women had small tears inside the vagina, some had the vaginal sphincter ripped and torn; and one of the women, who had born children, had almost no tearing. 

	But it hurt all of them like hell.  Kristen found the contractions more painful than any other thing she had ever experienced in her life. As Zhang removed the speculum, he, Nagel and the others waited for her to give birth to the monstrous thing inside her. At this stage Kristen the contractions were dilating her cervix.

	This would go on until her cervix was fully opened to ten centimeters. For the other victims, this part took at least two hours. It could also happen in just an hour with very hard contractions. Every labor was different. This was what was happening to Kristen. She was being propelled into a fast labor. Her body wanted to get rid of the alien thing that had grown inside her womb.

	“OH......Jesus.......OH...GOD...HELP...ME......OHHHHH.....AAAAHHHHH....OWWWWW OOOOHHHH,” she babbled.

	“It’s time for you to push now,” Zhang said as he peered between her legs and looked into her hole.

	“Your cervix is open now and if you want to give birth, you need to push.”

	Kristen gritted her teeth and as the sweat dripped into her eyes, she bore down and pushed and pushed. It hurt so much she almost blacked out.

	“I......I.....I.....CAN’T.”

	“Push you stupid whore - PUSH,” Zhang spat at her. His mild demeanor was gone now as he was fully into enjoying what he was doing to her – with all the pain and agony he was causing her.

	This continued for another forty-five minutes and in that time, Kristen experienced pains that went all thru her pelvis and up her spine to explode in her brain, as the “baby” began to force its way thru her stretched cervical opening in pulsing contractions......

	“I .....CAN’T.......TAKE......IT,” she sputtered.

	“Help me.....dear God.....OH GOD HELP MEEEEEEE.”

	After an hour, the “crown” of the “baby” was visible as Kristen’s vagina opened grotesquely to reveal the greenish tip of the thing struggling to be born from her body.  But this was the narrower end of the hardened blob trying to emerge from her cervix and push its way thru her vagina. As the bigger, thicker part began to stretch her cervix open even more, Kristen began to scream and howl like a madwoman. She cried out to Nagel.

	“I.....can’t.....take.....it......anymore.......PLEASE.......GIVE…ME...DRUGS...GIVE ME DRUGS.”

	Nagel sidled up to the sweaty, straining girl and asked her, “Are you ready to talk to me?”

	As a particularly devastating contraction hit her, she could barely speak.

	“Talk to me, Kristen. Tell me the overlay password.....GIVE IT TO ME....”

	“OHHH.....GOD.....OH JESUS....OHH.......AHH.”

	“DAS KENNWORT.” (translation: “THE PASSWORD.”)

	Zhang held up a hypodermic with the drugs and waved it in her face.

	“All you have to do is tell me and the pain will go away. Do you want this,” he asked her pointing to the hypodermic needle in Zhang’s hand, “do you? Then talk to me.”

	“JA. JA. ICH ERKLÄRE IHNEN. Geben Sie mir die drogen.” (translation: “Yes. Yes. I will tell you. Give me the drugs.”)

	In the end, Kristen gave Nagel everything he wanted; she spilled her guts. First, begging like a baby for the drugs to relieve her of the most excruciating pain in the world - the pain of childbirth. It began pouring out of her in torrents. Nagel had a man scribble it all down. He watched, smiling, as she gave him the precious information she had hoarded for two weeks. Suffering for it and now being forced to spit it all up.

	When he felt he had some of the key things Colonel Probst wanted, Nagel nodded to Dr. Zhang, who gave her a shot. As the narcotic spread like a warm tonic through her bloodstream, Kristen began to come down from the mountain of pain and terror she had been on. Not totally, for such pain has a way of seeping into one’s bones. And, the horror of the birth was still to come - a mental torment - and Nagel was not going to deny her that.

	He placed a mirror in front of her so she could see her bulging vaginal orifice and watch the “crown” of her “baby” as it emerged from her sex-hole. Kristen, feeling the drugs, tried to ignore the monstrosity as it spread open her vaginal sphincter to grotesque proportions and emerge from her body, but the image was powerful and disturbing. 

	It would sear itself into her brain and later would prove useful reminder of her terror in the follow-up interrogation sessions. Kristen had no desire to undergo “pregnancy” again.

	“Push,” Zhang told her. As it finally squeezed itself thru her cervix and began to pass down and out of her vagina, it tore her vagina and she began to bleed.  In the end, Zhang grabbed it with forceps, after too much time had passed, and impatiently pulled on it until he extracted it. 

	Zhang had to stitch her up. She had been torn..... The next day when the drugs had worn off and she awoke from a troubled sleep, her pussy would bear mute testimony to what she’d been through. She would not be able to walk for two days. 

	The “baby” was forty-six centimeter long (eighteen inches), thirty-three centimeters in circumference (thirteen inches) and weighed a colossal four kilograms (almost nine pounds). Zhang held it up to display it to her. It was sticky with her blood and mucus and greenish in color.

	“Ist hier ihr baby (here is your baby),” Nagel leered at her.

	Kristen stared at the “thing” that had grown inside her. It was hideous and she had to turn away in horror. Major Nagel, in post session grilling, got all the information he sought. It had taken him more than two weeks, but in the end, Kristen Boyer became an open faucet. When they had no further use for her, Probst shipped her off to the Soviet Union. There she was interviewed and “studied” by Soviet intelligence teams and their doctors. The Soviets, at the time, were working on building psychological profiles on Western intelligence personnel. Kristen Boyer was somewhat of a prize. 

	Eventually she was returned to the United States, as part of an exchange. She later married and had two children. As a result of her ordeal, she visited a psychiatrist weekly for therapy until 1992.
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	Chapter 1

	Lost and Found

	It started out as a two-week vacation in Brazil. The plan was to visit the Mato Grosso which Sandra was anxious to see before it was gone forever. They planned the trip as a way to heal the rifts between them. A project they could share and help them bond. For Alan and his daughter, it became a decent into another world, but in the end it did create a new relationship for them.

	In a way, it all began when her parents divorced and Sandra chose to live with him. She had always been “daddy’s girl”. Later, after college, she met someone and got engaged. That relationship fell apart and she was pregnant. She was nearly out of money, so Daddy came to the rescue. This is how she came to live with him again. He, in turn, arranged and paid for an abortion. Sandra in due time found work close to his home and for awhile things got back to normal. 

	But there were some tensions between father and daughter. Alan felt she was in denial about herself and that she made bad decisions. She felt he was trying to control her. This led to some heated discussions and the relationship became strained. Alan, seeking to make peace, suggested they do something together - like a vacation. And so the trip to Brazil was discussed and decided upon. Pretty Sandra, at the time of their trip, was 23 years old. Alan, a business owner, was 47. 

	First, they flew to San Paolo and spent a day there. The dinner that night and the excitement of being one of the world’s largest cities gave their vacation a good start. Then they flew by shuttle plane to Puerto Suarez and rented a car. They were headed towards Cuiabá in the Pantanal area in the Mato Grosso. They spent two days touring and staying at night in hotels or inns Alan had booked online. There was a lot to see and do and Sandra took a lot of pictures. On the third day out, Alan was driving slowly. He didn’t think they were lost - but the road signs in Portuguese that day had him confused. It was about one o’clock.

	 

	They’d stopped earlier at a village to eat brunch in a little café. Sandra was studying the map. When they rounded a bend, just ahead was a long-walled compound that seemed to go on forever. Then there was a gate. It was the entrance to a huge ranch - a fazenda. They slowed and both peered at the gate. Then Sandra saw the orchids. These were the same ones that were featured on the National Geographic special about Brazil. She begged her Dad to stop the car.

	“Oh, I gotta look.”

	 Sandra got and examined the flowers growing on a stand of palm trees close by the ranch’s gate.  They were rare Miranda orchids, which only grew in the Mato Grosso.  Sandra loved orchids. There was something female and sexy about the way they looked and smelled…. Alan got out, slightly bored that she was stopping for flowers.

	 

	“Let’s not take too long. I want to get to the hotel by nightfall.”

	 

	Just then, the gate swung open. . . . 

	 

	“Looks like we’ve got company,” Alan said.

	 

	Two men strode out. Both wore rough work clothes and had revolvers on their hips.

	 

	"Can we help you,” the older man asked?

	 

	"Uh, we just stopped to admire the flowers,” Alan said eyeing them a bit nervously as he spied the guns.

	 

	“This is private property. This land belongs to Senhor Carvalho.  Those are some of his favorite flowers.”

	 

	 The older man was brown skinned, of average height, but heavy with a big stomach, a moustache` and big hands. His partner was a good looking young man, tall and slender, maybe 6’3”, light brown in skin color and clean shaven with close cropped hair. He looked boldly at Sandra. 

	She saw he was giving her the look. She was wearing a sleeveless peach-and strawberry colored tube top - cut a little low, a short denim skirt and sandals. Sandra was pretty; average in height and about 135 lbs., with a curvy 36C-28-38 figure. She had thick, dark brown hair which she wore to her shoulders, a sexy mouth, brown eyes and small hands and feet. Since Sandra wore glasses, she looked like a hot, naughty librarian. Proud of her breasts, they were capped with big brown nipples that often stood up and poked thru the thin material of her blouses and bras. She enjoyed the looks she was getting.

	 

	The man said by way of introduction, “Come in. I am Danilo. I see you appreciate the orchids. The Patrão may give you a tour of his garden.” 

	“The Patrão,” asked Alan? “Who is the Patrão?”

	“Senhor Carvalho is the Patrão, Senhor. He owns everything you see for many miles,” he said, waving his hand. “Come.....You can follow me in your car.”

	 

	Alan was a little unsure, but Sandra wanted to see more of the spectacular orchids and she let him know she wanted to go inside by squeezing his arm. With that, they both got back in the car. He drove and turned it around to follow the men thru the gate. The two men got in a jeep, parked just inside the gate, and led the way. 

	The roadway to the main house was not paved, but was bordered with stone. They went past fields of wheat and orchards filled with ripe fruit. As they approached, there were long bunkhouses to the left and on their right was a hedge surrounding what Sandra surmised was a garden. Looming ahead was the main house – a big, rambling white painted rancho with a tiled roof.

	The jeep pulled up and stopped. Both men got out and seeing this, Alan parked the car and got out, followed by Sandra. The older man came over and pointed out the garden. The younger man smiled at Sandra, so she smiled back at him. Sandra’s taste in men ran mostly to intellectuals. 

	 

	Danilo surprised both of them by saying simply, “I have to frisk you for weapons. We cannot be too careful. It’s OK. Just lean on your car,” he said with some authority, as he pointed to the front fender of their rental car.

	 

	Alan started to say something, but when the kid put his hand on the butt of his revolver – the subtle gesture made him change his mind. Alan leaned on the car and Sandra followed suit. When Sandra saw it was the kid who was going to frisk her, she squeezed her butt cheeks together unconsciously.

	 

	Danilo quickly patted Alan down. The younger one, having an attractive female to frisk, gave Sandra a slower, more “personal” examination. He didn’t speak much English. So to get her to do what he wanted, he just nudged the inside of Sandra’s ankles with his foot to make her spread her legs wider. 

	Sandra, in this position, felt herself slipping into a passive state of mind - bent over in the humiliating position. She felt the first, faint stirrings of personal sexual excitement, as the kid started to frisk her. She bit her lip as she tried to keep her mind off of what she was feeling or showing any sign of what was stirring in her loins. 

	 

	As he went from her armpits to her waist and then went under her breasts, she got “goose-bumps”. Then his hands went down to her waist and lower to her hips. Then he ran his hands up and down both the inside and outside of her thighs, from her knees to her crotch, savoring her curves. Sandra had a hard time stifling a gasp as he felt her up.

	 

	As his hands roamed under her skirt, her sex nerves went on high alert. Warm impulses stirred in her breasts and nipples and between her legs when he slowly slid his hands up the smooth insides to move closer to her crotch. This made her pussy hot and caused it to swell. And when he patted her ass, Alan looked over and bristled at what was going on. He saw the tail end as the kid felt her up.

	“Is this really necessary,” he asked Danilo?

	“It’s a necessary precaution in this part of the world, Senhor. It is not a problem,” he said soothingly.

	 

	Then it was done. Danilo told them to wait and then began talking to the kid in Portuguese. Sandra saw the younger one saying something that made the older man chuckle. She knew he had told him that he had felt her up. Alan was still upset after being frisked. ‘What sort of a place is this,’ he wondered.

	 

	Looking around, they both noticed more armed men. The fazenda was a well guarded place. There was a courtyard with tall trees off to one side.  A few smaller cottages and vineyards were visible to the left of the big house fronted by a big, colonnaded porch.

	Presently, two more men approached. One man wore a khaki military style shirt. He was a shade less than six feet tall and powerfully built…maybe 220 to 230 lbs.  He was very dark skinned and sweaty, with a face that looked like it had seen prison.  The other man average in height and weight had a tough street kid look about him and was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans, in his early twenties and dark complexioned. 

	 

	Danilo started an animated conversation with the man in the military shirt.  Father and daughter stood by waiting. They both gestured at the main house. Finally, the man in the military shirt spoke to Alan.

	 

	“My name is Cornelio. I’m the foreman here. I will bring you to meet the Patrão,” he said in heavily accented English.

	He shook hands with Alan but kept his eyes on Sandra almost the whole time. She had the distinct feeling that he was sizing her up. He had a goatee and his head was shaved. He was a pretty rough looking customer.

	 

	Sandra, whose sleeveless top showed a lot of cleavage, ignored him. She didn’t like his looks and found his attentions intimidating. The four, Cornelio, Danilo, Marco, the young one who frisked Sandra, and Kleber, the dark-skinned tough looking kid, escorted them up the steps of the porch and inside. The four talked among themselves in Portuguese. 

	Marco told Cornelio how he felt Sandra up and thought she liked it, despite her protestations. Cornelio grinned at that. Sandra snuck peeks at Marco as he told his story. She knew he was talking about her. Everywhere they looked there was old wood, leather furniture, and expensive paintings. 

	Sandra turned to her father, “I wonder what this guy is like?”

	 

	“I know he’s rich.”

	 

	“Yeah, I think you’re right about that.”

	 

	Chapter 2

	The Patrão

	They were ushered down a long hallway and into a library. Seated behind a huge desk, framed by a huge window, was a paunchy, white man in his early fifties, wearing aviator-type glasses. His face was lined and pockmarked and he had one eye that was a little crooked. Not a handsome man, by any means. His thick hair was black and flecked with gray. 

	 

	He had a pencil-thin moustache and his physique was nothing out of the ordinary. He wore soft leather boots and gabardine trousers with a sharply pressed, cotton, ivory shirt worn outside his trousers. He looked like he was pure Portuguese. This was the Patrão – Senhor Helio Carvalho.

	 

	Cornelio pointed to chairs in front of the desk - motioning for them to sit. Cornelio spoke in Portuguese to this boss. Patrão listened as the foreman told him about the couple. The Patrão cleared his throat and began speaking in good English. He waved to the men and they departed....All but Cornelio, who stationed himself by the door.

	 

	The Patrão had a funny way of talking. He’d say something, very quiet . . . make a small joke or a play on words. Then he would smile or chuckle at his own attempt at humor. He did this repeatedly; it was a strange way of talking. He listened attentively when Sandra told him about her love of flowers and what she thought of his orchids.

	He asked Sandra if she would like a tour of his garden. She did and agreed without asking her father whether he wanted to or not. Alan was cool with it and it was settled. They chatted for a few more minutes and Alan asked about the guns the men wore.

	In his quiet manner Senhor Carvalho said, “this is the Mato Grosso, Senhor. In this part of Brazil, there are many bandits. Here, I am the law. I believe the law, like the church, must be strict. I am very strict.” 

	 

	With that, he looked over at Cornelio and smiled. The tough guy smiled back at his boss, sharing some private joke. The he escorted them out to the garden. It was a lush and beautiful place and Sandra “oohed” and “ahhed” the whole time. Alan wasn’t as interested, but it was an impressive garden. Carvalho inquired as to what plans they had for the rest of their time in Brazil. 

	As they got the end of his tour, he turned to them and said, “You will stay here, as my guests.”

	Sandra smiled and turned to Alan. The look she gave him said, ‘yes, let’s stay’. 

	“No, we shouldn’t impose.”

	“Oh, Dad….we should consider the invitation,” Sandra said sweetly.

	“Let’s have a drink and discuss it,” the Patrão said.

	Alan agreed to that. The sat down on a patio behind the house and drinks were brought by the help. Alan accepted a glass of wine. The Patrão’s men reappeared and stood guard at a discrete distance. The conversation was general but soon, Sandra chatted on and on and Alan felt she was acting a little silly. But Sandra was unfazed and went on and on.

	She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs and flipping her hair. The Patrão smiled politely at her foolish chatter. He had sized her up as a silly, foolish North American girl with a repressed but slutty nature. He already had a plan in mind. The Patrão continued to encourage her to talk. It was all to his advantage. They were feeling relaxed after two drinks. The Patrão offered Alan a cigar and joined him in a smoke. There had been another mention, by their host about staying at the fazenda, but since Alan was non-committal, the Patrão let it ride. 

	After one exchange, the Patrão looked over at Alan and said, “Ah, some women....they need the whip,” he said with a smile, looking directly at Sandra.

	“Senhor, you know what I mean - do you not,” he asked Alan?

	“Well, I don’t know about that,” Alan said.

	“Your daughter needs some discipline....is this not so?”

	Something in the way Carvalho said ‘discipline’, made the hair on the back of Alan’s neck stand up. He found the conversation unsettling...disturbing....and decided, in that moment, that they should be on their way. He stood up to leave.

	“Well, Senhor Carvalho, we appreciate your hospitality, but I think we should be going.”

	“It is fortunate that fate brought you to my front gate. Sit down, Senhor. I have decided that you are staying here as my ‘guests’.”

	“Oh…...no…we have to be going….Ah….I must insist that we be on our way,” averred Alan.

	“Sit down, Senhor.”

	“Look….I thank you for the drinks, but we have to be going. You can’t hold us here against our will,” Alan said.

	“I can’t? Look around you Senhor….”

	At that, Alan looked over and saw that the four men had their hands on the butts of their revolvers. Their faces were hard and they were looking right at Alan.

	“Daddy,” Sandra said haltingly.

	Alan jumped up and reached for his daughter…….Now, the Patrão let his true face be shown.....With that Carvalho motioned to his men. The big foreman came over and grabbed Sandra. Alan was taken by Kleber and Danilo as he tried to get up and shoved back into his chair.

	Alan looked at Carvalho and stared, wondering what this man was planning. Carvalho was enjoying the psychological game. Soon, he would plunge Sandra into depravities and make her father watch, for the Patrão lived like a lord in that corner of Brazil.  He was a widower with two grown children married and living in San Paolo.  Since his wife’s death, he had given full reign to his kinky desires. 

	He enjoyed exploiting women. His victims: local women, tourists, vendors. He had them simply taken, held hostage and subjected them to an assortment of indignities, punishment and torments mostly centered on their sex organs. They would also be raped and sodomized by him and his men. 

	He liked to take a woman, break her down and to expose the raw, naked slut he felt was inside every woman.  A couple was often the most entertaining. The pain and humiliation the man experienced as his woman was humiliated, abused and raped added to the Patrão’s pleasure. 

	His four henchmen: Cornelio, Danilo, Marco and Kleber had all been well chosen. They were rough men....good at their day jobs and good at the special tasks he set for them. They all had trouble with the law, but the Patrão took care of that.  But what really qualified them - why Carvalho selected them - were their sadistic talents.  They did everything to his victims that he told them and more. No one had ever successfully resisted Carvalho or brought him to justice. His victims had been too embarrassed or intimidated to do anything. Sandra and Alan were in the web of a spider.

	They both protested, Alan most vigorously, but it soon became obvious that they were being kidnapped in broad daylight. For what purpose, they didn’t know, but dark thoughts of a Brazilian trade in stolen body parts for medical purposes crossed Alan’s mind. Sandra wondered if she was to be molested. Something that had disturbed her ever since Marco “frisked” her. Now, the possibility of real abuse hung in the air and her underarms grew damp with nervous perspiration.

	Chapter 3

	The Flush

	They hauled Sandra and Alan over to a low building behind the main house. There was a big padlock on the door, and the Patrão selected a key from a big ring of keys, unlocked the door and threw it open. Pushed inside, both of them were shocked. There were cabinets lining the walls and, against the far wall, a cross was mounted. There was a heavy wooden wheel, the type used in medieval torture.

	Whips, canes, ropes, straps and paddles hung on hooks. There were various machines resting on metal gurneys, a naked metal bed frame and a desk and chairs. The cabinets held various medical implements and devices such as clamps, probes, enema equipment, catheters and electrical devices. 

	Dominating the room was an adjustable medical examination table complete with stirrups and straps. It didn’t take much imagination to see that the room was a torture chamber. Alan’s mouth grew dry as he looked around. Sandra’s palms and under arms were wet with sweat as Carvalho turned to Alan. 

	“My hobby is what you call in North America, bondage and discipline. I like to whip a woman - among other things. I have decided your daughter would be good to train. So, your vacation is going to take a detour. You will stay here and I will train your daughter. You’ll get watch what we do to her. 

	Since, you may not want to watch, you will be bound to that chair,” he said pointing to a heavy wooden chair with arms. Alan began struggling violently, but he was no match for the men assigned to bind him. He was soon strapped hand and foot to the chair and gagged. Marco and Kleber held onto Sandra. The Patrão turned on his walkie-talkie and was heard to bark at someone in Portuguese.

	In a moment, the door opened and a middle-aged woman came in. She smiled at Alan. She was half-black, and her hair was pulled back in a crude ponytail. She was heavy-set, but attractive in a gross sort of way. This was Josilene. She was accompanied by a small, older Asian man. This was “Doctor” Kazuyoshi Ikeda. He was a second generation Brazilian (the largest Japanese colony outside Japan is in Brazil) who had once been a gynecologist in San Paolo. 

	That is before he was arrested and lost his license to practice medicine. It seems he had been drugging women and having his way with them. All was well until one of the women he abused was the daughter of a prominent and well connected citizen. It was a very quick and slippery slope. That is until the Patrão rescued him. The doctor was in his fifties....a short, slim man with thinning hair, a paunch and wire rimmed glasses. 

	The Patrão sat down to direct the show. Sandra, squirming in Marco’s and Kleber’s grasp, gulped as she looked around. Her resistance was crumbling.

	Carvalho turned to Marco and said, “Let her go.”

	Sandra rubbed her arm, which Marco had twisted behind her back. “What are you going to do to me,” she asked?

	“Everything,” he said with a smile!

	Sandra gulped and looked at her Dad, tied and gagged. Her fascination with the orchids had landed them in hot water. 

	The Patrão said, “Strip.”

	Sandra looked down at the floor. 

	“Please let us go, we won’t tell anyone, I promise.”

	Carvalho smiled and his men just laughed at her. 

	“Either you take all your clothes off, or I’ll have Marco and Kleber rip them off. It’s your choice. Marco here has been ready to strip you since he checked you for weapons,” he said smiling.

	Sandra looked at Marco and blushed. Then she looked at all five men, and at her Dad. This was going to be horrible. She was horrified that they were going to make her get naked and that her Dad was going to see her nude.

	This would be another emotional shock.

	She coughed, and then took off her glasses and reached down to grab the hem of her top. Alan’s eyes grew wide as his daughter began exposing herself.  After this, her skirt was next. Now she was standing there in her bra and panties. She was blushing furiously as she reached behind to unhook her bra. 

	She let it fall forward….exposing her breasts. Sandra’s big brown nipples were revealed and her full tits bobbed and jiggled prettily as she bent to her task. Marco took her clothes as she stripped. Finally she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down and off, exposing her pussy and ass. She stood there in her sandals - letting her arms hang by her sides...

	Alan had not seen his daughter naked since she was a child. Her body was a shock to his senses. She was heavy-breasted and wide-hipped with full thighs and heavy buttocks. Her pussy, seen fully from the front, was very hairy. A thick mat of black hair covered her labia and Venus mount.

	Alan tried at first not to look, but then his male curiosity got the best of him and he just gaped at his daughter’s her big, dimpled bottom and her apple sized breasts that bobbed and jiggled erotically with their big, brown nipples and aureoles as she clumsily responded to being on display.

	Danilo, Kleber and Marco smiled as Cornelio spun her around. The intake of breath…the nodding…the looks and the vulgar, crude comments in Portuguese began as soon as she started to undress and reached a crescendo when Cornelio made her turn this way and that.

	 

	Cornelio made her bend over to show her crack. Alan tried not to look, but it was almost impossible to ignore the full exposed nudity of his only child. Naked and on display in front of the men, he saw her nipples erecting and getting puckered, whether from fear or arousal, he couldn’t tell. Cornelio pushed her over to the gyno table and Sandra, trembling now, got up on the table. As she clambered up she looked over her shoulder at her father and then lay down – covering her face with her hands. 

	She lay there submissively on the rubber sheet; her legs tight together, lest she reveal to everyone, including her father, her slit and her crack. The Patrão came over, grinned and then announced, “I can always tell a slut. Ever since I was a young man, I have chased sluts….caught them…..fucked them… and tortured them. I can spot them a mile away, as you say in Estados Unidos.

	And you,” he said to Sandra, pausing for effect, “are a slut. I’m going to prove it. I’m going to examine you. If you get wet; if you cum, you’re here for the rest of your vacation. If you control yourself, you go free. Do you understand?”

	Sandra was mortified. She finally understood what she was facing.

	She bit her lip, worried that she would fail. Alan, bound and gagged, couldn’t say or do anything, but he was praying that his daughter would be able to control herself.

	Carvalho made her spread her legs. It was about 10 days before her period and her vaginal secretions were thick and ‘cheesy’. As Carvalho examined her, Sandra’s breathing deepened and then she began panting. She was determined to control her reactions, but as the Patrão played with her clitoris and fingered her vagina, soon her cunt began to drool with thin, clear juices. Before too long, her labia, clitoris, and perineum were wet and smelly. The Patrão remarked on this.

	 

	“You failed this part of the test….haven’t you?” 

	 

	Sandra groaned in emotional pain and shame as he continued to pull on her piss flaps, rub her clitoris and stick his fingers in her hole. He penetrated her with two fingers and felt around with his palm facing up until he found what he was looking for: her G-spot. He used his other hand to press on her tummy - then palpated and pressed on the bumpy patch until he had her squirming and wriggling like a fish. 

	She tried with all her might to resist him; but as he frigged her faster, she grunted, moaned and then came with gush of pussy juice to wet his hand. Alan stared as his daughter’s pussy spurted like a fountain. He realized to his horror that his prick had gotten stiff. He had hoped that, somehow, she would not respond, but now she had cum and they were condemned to spend their vacation in the hands of this monster and his henchmen.

	Carvalho noticed the bulge in his pants and said to him, “its exciting watching a woman lose control isn’t it?” 

	He went to a cabinet and removed a vibrator with a big domed head. He turned it on to test it and then brought it over to the table. Sandra looked at it and groaned. He turned it on and held it against her clitoris until he made her cum and spurt again.

	Carvalho turned to Dr. Ikeda and said, “We know what she is. Now, give her a flush.”

	To Sandra, hiding her face with her right arm, he said, “well…..you showed your true colors. Now you’re mine. To make sure you obey my every command this week, the doctor is going to give you the flush. You’ll do anything you’re told after that.”

	Sandra groaned and began begging him for mercy. This made him laugh. She watched nervously as Kleber wheeled a device with dials and tubes mounted on a gurney over to the table and plugged it into an electrical outlet on the wall. The colonic machine had a big two-gallon container mounted below.  Kleber filled it with hot water from a hose and the device was soon humming with power. 

	Ikeda told Kleber and Marco, “Ok, strap her down.”

	He had Marco and Kleber make her lift her legs up and spread them apart. They strapped her wrists over her head and then her ankles and knees into the stirrups. Sandra felt totally exposed and no sooner had she come to grips with the humiliation she felt, then she saw her father staring at her.

	The knee-chest position gave Alan a bird’s eye view of his daughter’s exposed pussy and asshole with her legs wide open. This position revealed her clitoris poking out from under its hood…as well as the vaginal opening. The doctor began fiddling with the dials and knobs; and then he fished around in a drawer on the gurney and took out a tube of lubricant. 

	The doctor took his time, as fearful anticipation was an important part of the torture. Sandra’s heart sank as she waited. Being strapped to the table heightened her sense of helplessness. It was well padded but by the time her wrist and ankle straps had been adjusted and tightened, any real movement was impossible and the position became increasingly stressful.

	The doctor pulled on a latex glove and used his index finger to scoop up a blob of coconut butter that had the juice of a hot pepper mixed in. Smiling, he smeared it all over her anus – and then worked into her asshole. He twisted his finger around to smear the grease in her rectum and Sandra shuddered. She knew this violation, the penetration of her anus, was only the preliminary.

	Sandra was anxious, wondering what came next, as the doctor removed his finger and showed her a 5" hard, black rubber nozzle with a bulbous tip. He attached it to a clear plastic tube connected to the machine. Ikeda lubed the nozzle with the coconut butter and pressed it against her anus. He pushed and finding resistance, pushed harder until it popped into her rectum. Sandra groaned in pain as her anal sphincter was stretched and violated. 

	He pushed it until it was all the way in her rectum. Sandra held her breath  until she felt the flange pressing up against her sphincter. “Oh….,” was all she said, but the look on her face was priceless.

	With the nozzle wedged in her rectum, the grease began to burn. The scorching feeling grew and then raged. It would eventually be replaced by a maddening itch, but for now it burned like kerosene. The first flush she was to receive was a full two quarts of steaming hot water. 

	Alan stared at the sharp contrast of his daughter’s white buttocks….her brown hole….her hairy pussy and the black nozzle inserted all the way into her asshole. He watched as her anus twitched and squeezed the invading nozzle. It was sexy to see, despite the shameful feelings it aroused in him. He shook his head at how quickly their vacation had spun out of control! 

	Sandra lay there, feeling violated and waited. She tried to relax, but as soon as the doctor turned a dial and water began flowing - she felt immediate pressure and began to groan and whimper. The clear plastic tube allowed the doctor to see the water passing thru the tube into the nozzle and into her. As the hot water filled her rectum, Sandra groaned.

	Fiddling with the dials, Ikeda increased the water pressure. Soon, the water began to invade her colon. As it did so, she began to writhe and squirm on the table. Since she was well secured, her movement was limited, but her wriggling was erotic as the water had its way with her. 

	Sandra had to take two hot quarts, though there were a lot of groans and panting as the load caused cramps. Alan could tell by his daughter's whining and groaning that it was most disagreeable.  Sandra, feeling very full, began to plead for relief. The doctor turned a dials adding a pulsing element to the inflow, and this made Sandra moan and groan louder.

	“Oh God……it hurts…….oh….God……help me……ohhhh….oh…ohhhhhh….uuhhhh…..ohhhhhhhh….OH…..Oh…..OHHHH!”

	The hot water made her internal muscles relax and forced the viscera to expand. It was soon a terrible torture, as it taxed the stretch receptors horribly.  Doctor Ikeda made her sadistically hold the two hot quarts for awhile before he threw the switch and began vacuuming the water and her stools from her bowels.

	She kept her eyes closed and her whimpers added to the symphony of wet embarrassing sounds and the smell as the contents of her bowels filled the holding tank. This guaranteed she would be totally humiliated. The humiliating posture on the table and the way the machine extracted her shit ignited deeply shameful feelings in her.

	After Ikeda sucked it all out, he shut it down. He had Marco fetch some ice from a small refrigerator in the corner of the room. Marco filled the machine’s tank with cold water and added the ice. Ikeda then turned on the machine again, adjusted the knobs and began to give her the ice water – slowly. 

	This cold enema produced unbearable cramps. As one quart and then a second was pumped into her, she groaned in pain as these cramps, worse than those she felt with the hot water flush, wracked her body. The cold water forced her guts to contract painfully and she began sobbing. In truth, the cramps that Sandra now felt were worse than any menstrual cramps she had ever experienced. This part of the flush gave Sandra the feeling a woman would experience in the early stages of labor!

	Alan was squirming on his chair, bound as he was. His mind was aflame. He was watching the doctor torturing his daughter. What was most disturbing was that he found himself excited. Any normal straight man finds the display of a naked girl arousing, of course. 

	The fact that the girl was being tortured was his daughter tortured complicated this and created a terrible dilemma for him. Alan, like many fathers, had found his daughter sexually attractive; but to see her tortured and discovering that this was arousing was distressing in the extreme. He was devastated…..

	The cramps rippling thru her guts drove Sandra to distraction. The burning in her asshole had been replaced by a terrible itching, but the cramps were so intense that they dominated her mind and body. She kept babbling about how much it hurt and begged for release.

	“OH…..God…..……oh….god….help me…..it hurts……oh shit…….oh….oooohhhhhhh…….OH God…..take it out …….TAKE IT OUT….OH GOD…. please…….uh…uh…uh…uh….ohhhh…..oh GOD!”

	Ikeda had Kleber fetch a well-oiled leather strap mounted on a wooden handle, which had been hanging on the wall. Sandra was wriggling and writhing in her bonds, as the cramps were driving her crazy and the grease was now itching terribly. Ikeda was now going to whip her to make her suffer even more. He slowly drew the flat, gleaming strap through his hand, and then doubled it, making it "crack" sharply when he pulled it taut. 

	Grinning, he began stroking her spread ass cheeks and thighs making her gasp at the touch of his hand. Alan was overwhelmed at the submissive position his daughter had been put into and her reactions. When the doctor began whipping her on her butt and the back of her thighs, his penis got stiff. Sandra began to groan, moan and begged for him to stop. He ignored her pleas and beat her methodically….bending over periodically to whisper something in her ear…then resuming the strapping. Alan got more excited watching her being whipped.

	When he was done, Sandra’s bottom was red hot; it looked like raw beef. She was sobbing and whining as the cramps, her itching asshole and now her beaten butt cheeks and thighs had her in hell. Bound and gagged, Alan found himself in hell too. He felt guilt and shame at being hard. It was a terrible combination.

	Ikeda reversed the flow and the brown water was sucked out. Following this, the doctor, crisp in his white lab coat, prepared her for further torment. Alan watched him re-set the dials on the machine for a third flush. This infusion contained warm water and would be the really painful one as Ikeda planned to pump a gallon into her and then keep adding more until she reached her personal limits.  He added a pulsing cycle that would make the water fill her in spurts. As he began to fill her, he pulled and pushed on the nozzle (in effect, fucking her) in the ass and Sandra began to moan again…..

	As he fucked her in the ass with the nozzle and the water filled her rectum it pressed on the nerves on the front wall of her vagina and this made her pussy drool to wet her labia and perineum. When he took his hand off the nozzle, her anal sphincter began involuntarily squeezing the thick black nozzle in rhythm with the contractions in her vagina, as Alan stared. Josilene, who had been standing back, now came over and made eye contact with Alan.

	“You’re hard….aren’t you,” she said motioning to the tent in his pants. 

	Alan, ashamed, tried to ignore her. But she reached down and began to rub the bulge and give it little playful squeezes. It was obscene. Here he was, bound and gagged, being forced to watch a man torturing his daughter and this fat, black woman was playing with his prick. Never in a hundred years could Alan have imagined such a scene. She whispered in his ear, giving him little licks and kisses there. Then end result was that, try as he might, Alan couldn’t get his prick to go down.

	‘Oh, God help us,’ Alan thought to himself!

	In the meantime, Sandra was feeling sexual pleasure from what the doctor and the machine were doing to her. The enema’s pulsing distention of her rectum put pressure on the sensitive stretch receptors and vaginal nerves – and her arousal, as it stimulated the sex nerves of her pelvic floor, became apparent. She was groaning sexily now. Alan watched her writhe on the table as Josilene teased him.

	 At three quarts though it got really painful and began to overwhelm any sexual feelings Sandra was feeling. She began crying out as soon four full quarts filled her colon. Ikeda now enemated her very slowly, turning the machine to a lower setting…

	“She’ll blow soon,” he said to Carvalho, who smiled at this.

	After a fifth quart of water was forced into her bowels, she began gagging and then retching. Ikeda motioned to Marco to get an enamel basin ready. He stood by and as she turned her head to the right, he held the basin under her chin as she vomited. This was very nasty part of the torment as her vomit contained some small turds of shit. So much water had been forced into her that it pushed past her pyloric valve and went up into her stomach. This forced her to vomit. The men clapped when Ikeda made this happen. To be so filled that it backed up and came out of your mouth was the climax of the “flush”.

	Sandra’s eyes were red from crying and her chin was wet with drool - she was a sad sight. Alan felt totally mind fucked by what he had seen. She groaned and sobbed as she lay there displaying her huge, swollen belly with the nozzle still embedded in her asshole. It was humiliating as she looked like a helpless, beached whale.

	Alan was amazed at how big her belly was. She had taken nearly six quarts of water. It had been a cruel penetration and filling. In fact, her swollen belly made her look like she was heavily pregnant. It made the flush a metaphor for rape and impregnation. Penetration of the nozzle, ejaculation of warm fluid and as the belly swelled – impregnation. Finally the expulsion of the load or giving “birth”…

	Ikeda reversed the machine and began sucking the water from her guts. Sandra, lying on her back, closed her eyes the whole time. It was very humiliating. Once he vacuumed the enormous enema from her bowels, Ikeda extracted the nozzle.

	Chapter 4

	Pussy Whipped

	Kleber and Marco then adjusted the stirrups so that her legs were almost over her head and spread wide. They were getting her ready for another whipping. As she was bent nearly double Alan eyes were drawn again to Sandra’s hairy, full-lipped, womanly vulva. The position caused her pussy to gape - the fleshy lips exposing the velvety pink lining within.

	This next torment was awful too. First, Ikeda introduced a lemon-sized dildo lubricated with the coconut butter and hot pepper juice into her vagina so that it spread her labia and made her clitoris protrude. Then he rubbed some of the butter on her clitoris and under the hood – inflaming the pea-sized organ and making it swell. Finally, he gagged Sandra with a red rubber ball mounted on a length of surgical tubing and took a remote control in hand. He pushed a switch, pressed a button and the dildo in Sandra’s vagina began vibrating.

	She soon began drooling with the gag in her mouth….adding to her suffering. Alan saw the frantic expression in his daughter’s eyes, as her nervous system was overloaded once again. Ikeda told Cornelio to fetch a small "cat-o-nine tails" from a hook on the wall.

	He told the foreman, “Whip the slut’s pussy and asshole.”

	The small whip was designed for use on the genitals and anus, as the leather lashes were only 12” long. Cornelio stood in front of her and used the whip to work over her entire pubic area. It made a cruel nasty sound as it landed on her wet crotch and Sandra’s pitiful screams, muffled by the gag, filled the room as he methodically whipped her pussy and asshole.

	Josilene was now being more aggressive with Alan. She had put her hand down his pants and was squeezing and playing with his prick. The torment he felt was mental. He was horrified that he had gotten an erection watching his naked daughter’s torture. And he was trying to resist and hoping that he wouldn’t disgrace himself by cumming in his pants. The Patrão understood this completely. Seeing Josilene playing with him, he came over and leaned down close to Alan’s face.

	“If you cum, Senhor, I will have him stop.”

	Alan groaned in frustration. What Carvalho was offering him was no bargain. If he allowed himself the luxury of ejaculating he would be sparing Sandra more torture, but at the expense of his dignity as a father. He would be cumming watching her tortured. It was a devil’s bargain.

	“Josilene, give him the relief he needs,” was all the Patrão said. 

	The older woman needed no encouragement. She unbuckled Alan’s trousers and pulled them down as well as his shorts, exposing his prick. Alan had a normal sized circumcised penis. It was erect when Josilene pulled it out. She began running her short nails over his tight ball sack as Cornelio whipped Sandra’s pussy and shithole. 

	Josilene soon had him in hand, squeezing and frigging his penis slowly. She was in no rush to make him cum. In fact, she was under orders to prolong his orgasm....making him beg for it...and stretch out the torture his daughter was undergoing.

	Sandra, meanwhile, groaned thru her gag as she drooled madly and writhed under the lash. Finally Cornelio stopped. Sandra’s pussy and asshole bore mute evidence of the whipping when he was done. He had flogged her with the nasty little whip so thoroughly that her vulva, perineum and anus had swelled, reddened and welted as if she had been stung repeatedly by African honey bees. 

	Chapter 5

	Urethral Torture

	Doctor Ikeda now went to cabinet and extracted a device. It was a stainless steel probe mounted on a rubber handle. It was about 5 inches long and the diameter was only ¼ inch. Worse, it was studded with bumps and protrusions. He again got the jar of coconut butter and greased it. Then he came over and showed it to Sandra. Her eyes showed confusion at the display of the stainless steel tool. She didn’t know what he planned to do with it. 

	He showed it to Alan who groaned as the doctor began explaining that he was going to shove it up Sandra’s urethra. She did not immediately understand – never having anything inserted into her piss tube before. But Alan understood immediately.

	Carvalho plucked the ball gag from her mouth.

	“Are you going to do everything I tell you?”

	“Oh......Uhh........OH GOD.....yes....YES...YES!”

	“I don’t believe you,” he said as he forced the ball gag back into her mouth sadistically. 

	Ikeda then pulled back her labia to expose her urethra. Following this, he forced the round tip of the probe into her flaring piss-hole and slowly worked it in. With the little bumps adding to the device’s bulk it didn’t go in easily. But he forced it in....stretching and distending her piss tube horribly.....

	Sandra’s response was not to be believed. She rose up against the straps holding her, her hips fully off the table, straining every muscle in her body and began to scream into her gag. He pushed to force it to the sphincter guarding her bladder. When he felt resistance, he knew he had reached it. 

	He pushed it in and some urine dribbled through as it dilated the muscle. He left the probe inside her - knowing that in a moment or two it would begin burning like the devil. When her squirming told him she could feel it, he began to play with the probe by jiggling the handle. Sandra screamed into her gag as he worked it. He pushed it in and then pulled it out.....reaming her with it. 

	As the pepper juice began burning, the torment in her piss hole grew  terrible. It felt like her urethra was on fire and she writhed and squirmed violently against her bonds. She was begging, but nothing understandable could be heard. In fact, she was drooling so much that her chin and neck were now totally wet. When he drew it completely out and then reinserted the probe fully - she rose again against her bonds, straining and screaming like a madwoman thru the gag. 

	That’s when Josilene began to jerk Alan off in earnest; whispering into his ear that if he came, the torture would stop. Josilene spread the pre-cum dribbling from Alan’s penis all over the head and on his sensitive frenulum. She also drooled onto his prick to lubricate it. She masturbated him slowly for a few strokes then fast for three or four. 

	As Ikeda began to twist the probe ‘left’ and then ‘right’, making her scream, Alan ejaculated. Josilene had timed it well and smiled as she milked his prick. She had done her boss’s bidding. Alan groaned as he came and then whimpered as she squeezed the last drop from his softening prick. Finally Ikeda took the cruel probe out, as the Patrão came over and pulled the gag from her mouth. 

	“Your Daddy came from watching you, slut. He saved you from further abuse. Are you going to do everything I tell you now?”

	“Y…..yes....yes,” she sobbed.

	Chapter 6

	Bukkake

	The Patrão turned to Alan and said, “Now we will have a little fun with her.” 

	He had them release her from the table. As she stood up and rubbed her wrists, Cornelio grabbed her by the hair and forced her down on her knees. Kleber whipped out a pair of handcuffs and cuffed her with her hands behind her back. Her tits bobbed and swayed as they got her ready. Marco and Danilo began unzipping their trousers and taking out their cocks.  Cornelio followed suit. Already erect, it popped up like it was on a spring. It was long and thick. He was a very big man in his equipment.

	Danilo was big too. He was paunchy, but big-boned and powerful. His dick was not fully erect, but it was as thick as a beer bottle. Not at long as Cornelio’s, but thicker, if that were possible. A big, fat, black beer can with a real nasty foreskin. He fisted it and pulled the foreskin back and forth….spreading pre-cum over the purple cockhead.

	 

	Marco, slender and hard as a greyhound, had an uncircumcised brown penis a little longer than average with an upward curve. Kleber was the last to get his cock out. His physique was nothing spectacular and he was average in penile endowment, but what really set him apart were his balls. They hung down pendulous, like a donkey’s testicles, in a big, black hairy sack. Carvalho came over and grabbed Sandra by the hair. 

	 

	“You’re gonna suck everyone’s dicks, slut. You don’t do a good job, the doctor’s going to put you back on the machine…..understand?”

	“Yes . . .”

	 

	Carvalho slapped her face. It made a nice sound and it excited him to hit her, so he did it again and barked at her, “SAY YES SIR”!

	 

	“YES SIR!”

	“GOOD GIRL.”

	 

	The Patrão planned this cock-sucking as a bukkake session too. This was the humiliating ordeal where a gang of men would ejaculate on a woman’s face. It was a cruel tradition in Japan; usually reserved as a punishment for unfaithful wives or whores. It could be a torment in and of itself. 

	The Patrão’s four henchmen crowded around her and thrust their dicks in her face. They rubbed the drooling heads of their cocks all over her face, getting her wet with little snail trails on her lips, cheeks, nose and chin. They made her kiss, lick and suck them, in turn. 

	 

	Cornelio schooled her on cleaning them first. As the doctor held her, the big foreman got her cleaning the ‘smegma’ first with her lips and tongue. It was a degrading chore - to lick the ‘cheesy’ little curds from under their prepuces. The four had been working and sweating all day; they all had a nasty, smelly buildup under their foreskins.

	 Following this he had her lick each cock from balls to tip, alternating it with wet kisses. Then he got her sucking each cock to completion. Each of them used her hair to hold onto as they forced their dicks deep into her mouth and made her gag. They grinned as she gagged, trying to swallow the copious saliva and pre-cum. 

	The force fucking of her mouth made her writhe and struggle. Sandra’s gag reflex got triggered over and over again. She was drooling like mad and it dripped down onto her tits, as they pulled her face to suck each dick in turn. They made her go around the circle over and over.

	When Cornelio made her gag, he took it out and slapped her face with his dick and growled, “Stop gagging.” 

	 

	It was a hot and nasty face-fucking. There was nothing she could do except obey and suck. Every time one of them forced their dicks all the way back to her throat, Sandra had to struggle to keep from vomiting. Having her gag reflex tripped made her saliva run and combined with the pre-cum seeping from their dicks made her mouth a sloppy mess. 

	It dripped down her chin to dribble on her tits. It was humiliating and Carvalho, standing back, abused her verbally too, calling her a ‘cock sucking slut’. 

	 

	“Whore likes to suck. Make her take it all men. That’s it . . . . She likes dick. Fuck her mouth! Fuck the whore’s mouth!”

	 

	Cornelio and Danilo really choked her on their big dicks.  But, they all used her mouth hard. This went on and on as they got closer to cumming. Sandra had never felt anything like it. They were using her mouth like a cunt…pulling her hair to control her and raping her mouth...

	Cornelio had his hands tangled in her hair as he worked his big dick in until he reached the entrance to her throat and she gagged. It made her whole body convulse embarrassingly and she farted. This was very degrading and humiliating. She worried she might wet herself too.

	He pulled back and with her lips wrapped around his shaft and her tongue on the underside, Cornelio felt the tickle that told him he was almost at his precious moment. His hips did a little jig, his breathing became labored, he began to grunt, and then he held it there. Sandra gagged; and then started gulping as fast as she could as his ejaculation hit.

	He kept spurting: six or seven big gushes. Semen backed up and shot out of her mouth in a torrent. There was so much. Gagging, she coughed and it was a sloppy, wet cough. His dick popped out and the last spurts landed on her lips and chin. 

	She moaned when he milked the last blob of semen on her face. He used the tip of his cock to smear cum all over her lips and mouth. She was a mess when he was done. There was saliva and semen everywhere and her lips were swollen. To be used like this was degrading. She had sucked her fiancé’s penis, but never to completion. Each man did it a little different when he took his turn. Danilo made her just suck just the head of his thick dick, using her tongue on the sensitive underside. 

	He called her names and grunted and groaned as his balls yo-yoed up and down in his sack when he filled her mouth. He made her open her mouth to show everyone the load before he told her, “Swallow it.”  Sandra gulped and swallowed. 

	Marco made her do it slow too. Her mouth was so juicy with saliva and semen and soon Marco felt his nuts getting ready to explode. He put his hands on her head and pushed his long dong in deeper.  Then his load came flying out hot and pulsing. Sandra gagged and almost threw up as his load squirted directly into her throat. He let go of her head and she was able to take it in her mouth…where he kept pulsing and spurting. He pulled it out at the end and squirted some on her face. Sandra was wet and aroused by how they treated her. She felt “dirty”, “hot” and “submissive”.

	 

	 Kleber, when it was his turn, played with her tits – grabbing and squeezing them hard, mauling them and pulling and pinching the nipples. Having her tits handled roughly was very arousing to Sandra. When Kleber saw how he reacted, he really abused them. 

	Soon her nipples were very sore and swollen. When he was done, both nipples stood up like angry pencil erasers. And when he came, there was so much that she almost threw up as the copious load choked her. He kept spurting and spurting as his big balls discharged. He made her feel like she was going to drown.

	Then the Patrão took out his cock, average in length and girth, and made her suck him nice and slow; getting it nice and wet in the bargain. Her saliva was the best lubricant and she was salivating like crazy. He pulled out when he got ready to ejaculate and spurted all over her face. It was a true bukkake moment. Then he made her suck the last drops from his cock. He had jetted a fair amount of semen on her face.  He wiped up some and presented it to her to swallow. She dutifully licked his fingers clean.

	Ikeda was rougher; more like the younger men. The 55 year old doctor grabbed her by the hair and waved his cock like a weapon. Sandra stared at his hard, curved erection as it reared back towards his abdomen from the black and gray hair in his groin. He stroked the shaft, rolling his foreskin back and forth so his purple glans showed polished and gleaming with the wetness leaking from the tip.

	He rubbed the head of his cock all over her face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over. Then he shoved it in her mouth. When she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock, getting it wet, and began sucking it noisily Carvalho elbowed Alan chuckling and pointing at Sandra’s sluttish behavior. She was sucking on it like a baby….

	Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, she was trying to make him cum quickly, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, she gagged. Then Ikeda shoved it in as far as it would go trying to take the control away from her. Sandra’s mouth began drooling again. Soon, he was face-fucking her so that it touched the opening to her throat. He did that for a few strokes, and then he gave her a chance to breathe. 

	He kept grunting at her, “Suck it….suck it you dirty slut….suck it.” 

	There were strings of saliva and cum hanging from the corners of her mouth and chin as she coughed and gagged. With her eyes tearing, her nose running and her mouth salivating like mad, she was just a little fuck puppet now. Ikeda yanked her head around a little and then face-fucked her hard. It was a very cruel, but erotic routine.

	When he went slowly, she could handle it and only gag a little. But when he began fucking her faster, harder and deeper, he made her drool and gag, cough and sputter. Sandra’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue. She struggled to control her gag reflex. 

	His excitement grew and holding her head in both hands he speeded up. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Sandra felt like she was going to suffocate. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks. The doctor, with a cock only two-thirds the size of Cornelio’s or Danilo’s, was really torturing her.

	With her hands cuffed she had no way to hold him back; there was no way to make him give her a breather. She couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her breasts. She was soon a really sloppy mess. When the doctor was ready to ejaculate, he took it out and spurted it all over her face to degrade her. 

	Sandra realized, at that moment, that this aroused so many different emotions in her. On one hand she wanted to hold onto her self-image. But, there was something in her that wanted her to be debased and used. 

	And the discovery of these feelings was deeply disturbing. She hated them on one hand; and on the other she yearned for submission. Now, she felt no more responsibility to resist and was most conscious of her throbbing, swollen, wet pussy as she knelt before them. 

	Alan, watching, was getting very sore from being bound and gagged. His penis was lying on his trousers wet and soft. After the doctor came on Sandra’s face, Josilene started playing with him again. Unbeknownst to Alan or Sandra, the Patrão had already summoned a gang of sweaty workmen who soon showed up in rough, dirty clothes outside the door. 

	“Don’t get up yet, slut. You have more men to service,” the Patrão told Sandra, as Cornelio took charge and began letting the men in one at a time. 

	The first man, a supervisor, came in shyly, and encouraged by Cornelio, took his cock out, rubbed it all over her face, grabbed her by the hair and shoved it into her mouth. She was told to kiss his cock like a lover and suck him until he came. To encourage her to do her best, he pinched, pulled and twisted her nipples. She was forced into worshipping his cock. Slowly, sweetly and with soft, sucking kisses and wet licks up and down the shaft - she lapped up the pre-cum from his leaking piss-slit – and finally sucked them to completion. 

	Soon, it was just a line of men. She sucked their cocks or they face-fucked her until they came. She gagged, coughed and it flew out of her mouth in torrents. Men pulled out when they were still cumming and wads and loops of cum landed on her lips, nose, cheeks and chin. So, her face soon got very sloppy. Some were older with a hard brown shaft and a pinkish-gray knob. Some balls were in a loose sack. Some had prominent veins and the older men had pubic hair speckled with gray.  

	Some ejaculations were smaller and clumpy; salty and a little sickening. Some were copious and sweeter, but still salty and runny. All of them came fairly quickly. Her face grew messy with streamers and globs of warm semen. The taste of all the different semen was overwhelming. 

	Sandra, at one point, gagged and tried to spit out what was in her mouth earning her a slap on the back of her head from Cornelio. The next man was a big strong, 19-year old. When he pulled out his dick, Sandra gasped. It was very large; as big as Cornelio’s. His balls were contained in a tight, black sack. He did not have a lot of pubic hair. He shoved his big dick in her face and made her clean under his foreskin very carefully. He was soon dribbling. It had a slippery, silky feel to it, and was surprisingly sweet. His dick had a long turtleneck of a foreskin and a wet, purple cockhead. 

	As she sucked his dick, to Alan's surprise, she began showing excitement. This was, of course, another humiliation. The daughter was showing her father her arousal as she was degraded. He watched transfixed as she took in several more inches of the black boy’s dick so that it was right at the opening to her throat; so much so that she began to tear up, choke and gag again. 

	As her saliva mixed with the secretions from his cock it formed slippery goo that he took delight in rubbing all over her face whenever he pulled his dick out. She would then kiss, lick and suck it as he smeared the slimy stuff all over her face....

	She opened her mouth even before she was told to, far enough so that she could take in half of his long member. The black boy used every bit of his will power and self control to keep from cumming as she slobbered her pink tongue all around the head of his dick and up and down the shaft, making “kissy” sounds as she pressed her lips up against his straining black manhood.

	He dripped sweat all over her as she worshipped his manhood. When she slowed down, he pinched and pulled her nipples demandingly. She was thus “encouraged” until she performed to his satisfaction. The Patrão and the doctor chuckled at this. They were enjoying her performance with the boy. It was enough to delight even the most perverted of men.

	Then he went back to using her mouth like a pussy. Face-fucking her until she gagged and coughed up his pre-cum and her saliva. Sandra struggled to take his dick and not gag, but it was not to be. When the boy came - a huge amount – his penis erupted like a fire-hose. 

	The torrents were so strong that Sandra pulled back and they continued with such force that for a moment it looked like he was pissing semen instead of ejaculating. He got it back in her mouth and forced it in deep until he was finished. Afterwards, his erection didn’t diminish. He had tremendous sexual power.

	“Keep your mouth open," another man rasped at her as he stepped up - holding his cock in one hand.

	Spreading his legs, he brought his cock close to Sandra’s face. The muscles in his thighs and abdomen began to tense up as he jerked off - until finally he began to cum. The blast caught Sandra in the face, some going in her mouth, the rest splattering her cheek and pasting strands of her hair to her face. 

	The black boy finished by milking his dick and shaking the last few drops onto her face. The other man grinned - a satisfied look on his face. His aim had been good; he had sprayed his seed on her cheeks, chin and lips and even in her hair. He wiped up some of the semen, made her open her mouth, and then wiped it on her tongue.

	The next man, a middle aged field worker, stood with legs akimbo in an exaggerated stance and took out his cock. Sandra looked at him and then away after they had made eye contact. She stared at his crotch. She could not help staring the way a bird, trying to avoid the gaze of the snake, is compelled to look. 

	As he began frigging it close to her face there was a drop pre-cum at the tip. Sandra stared at his penis, so close to her face - watched him jerking it…the piss slit opening and closing - the foreskin capping and uncapping the helmet. Then she closed her eyes as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating.

	He grunted and began jerking it in earnest. He went, “uh…uh…uh,” and began to spurt. 

	The hot, pearly stream splashed first against her closed mouth. And then he hosed her face. A friend, standing behind him, began clapping. Soon, he stepped forward and treated her to the same debasement - all over her face and mouth. When they were done and shaking off the last drops, her face was now totally slimed. Another erection quickly appeared inches from her face. Cornelio stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	In a moment, another hot stream hit her forehead, on the bridge of her nose and on her cheek. Sandra moaned as a smaller spurt splattered across her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead. Almost immediately, from the other side another big load was deposited on her. When one man was jerking off, huffing and puffing, working his cock, those who waited their turn, joked and laughed. 

	The men lined up two or three at a time now. When two men ejaculated at the same time, Sandra felt like she was drowning. The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting in her nostrils and her mouth making her choke and gasp. The excess then ran down. Inevitably, Carvalho ordered her to open her mouth and she had to swallow. 

	The Patrão said to her, “See whore..........this is what you were made for.........to have men cum on you. Keep your face up! Tell me you want it............slut.............tell me. Tell me that you want it. Tell me you’re a whore.”

	“I...I’m a whore.”

	“Say, I love cum............tell me whore. Say, I love cum!”

	“I ....I... love cum. I love....cum!”

	There were so many men, their cocks and their hands became a blur as they jerked off and reaching their precious moment ejaculated on her. Semen coated her forehead, got in her hair, on her eyelids and cheeks, nose, lips and chin to drip down onto her tits and tummy to pool in her pubic hair. Just when Sandra thought it was over, another man stepped up, jerked off and came on her. Seconds later another blast splattered her face and ran in heavy, lumpy streams down her face.

	Sandra submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed when the Patrão told her to do so. She took some men directly into her mouth and sucked on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum. She had swallowed so much she began to feel sick...

	When three men ejaculated on her at the same time, Sandra gagged as their slimy discharge filled her mouth too fast for her to cope. Her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment. The Patrão had emptied the bunkhouse and the fields. All the guards, workmen, cooks, valets, and field hands had been summoned and allowed to cum on Sandra. She was becoming emotionally and physically exhausted. 

	Josilene had teased Alan’s penis erect and was masturbating him, but was not letting him cum. When he got close, she stopped and let his erection go down. She kept working him up and letting him cool down. Soon, he was nearly crazy with lust. The scene in front of him was so arousing and Josilene’s masturbation so efficient that soon he was begging her to finish him off. The Patrão laughed when he saw Alan begging to be allowed to ejaculate – excited by watching his daughter suck off dozens of men.

	As one man with a long cock fucked her face hard and deep, she began retching and finally vomited. A big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascaded from her mouth like a fountain to splash all over her tits and belly. When she finished throwing up, the man forced his cock back in her mouth to continue face-fucking her. 

	He soon came and it flew out of her mouth in a torrent....a wet, nasty cough ....thick with his pearly semen. It was at this moment that Josilene let Alan ejaculate. He spurted cum like a fountain and felt as if his soul was spurting out through his penis as his daughter was reduced to the status of a cum slut.

	Sandra ended up totally wet with hot cum, saliva and vomit. When it was over, more than forty men had used her, and she felt totally debased and degraded. She had learned just how masochistic she was as she felt hot sex feelings in her pussy from being humiliated and debased. The Patrão had a final indignity in store for her. He saw that she was kept on her knees, took out his cock and pulled back the foreskin.

	“You’re not finished yet, slut. I’m going to piss in your mouth.”

	 

	Sandra, hearing this, looked horrified. But when Carvalho threatened her, she opened her mouth like a baby bird waiting for a parent to feed her. She knelt with her face up, eyes closed - waiting patiently. This is what was going through her mind: ‘I’m a slut. I’ve been a bad girl in front of my father. I deserve to be degraded. Degrade and humiliate me. Piss in my mouth like the dirty slut that I am.’

	 

	Carvalho aimed it right at her mouth. Soon, he began urinating and directed his hot stream into her open mouth. Some of it ran out of the corners of her mouth, but she swallowed a mouthful. It was humiliating, but after she swallowed, he made her say that she was ‘a piss slut’ too. 

	After this, Cornelio and Danilo pissed in her mouth too. She vomited again, with her belly full of piss. 

	Sandra was an emotional wreck. By getting hot by being degraded in front of her father caused her pain. But she took consolation in the fact that her father had been aroused too. And she rationalized that to submit now removed her feelings of guilt and responsibility. She was convinced that she had permission to let her deepest and dirtiest sex feelings loose since she was not in charge. 

	There was still an inner conflict that was emotionally charged, but it  added hot fuel to the fire consuming her soul. The Patrão had debased, humiliated and defiled her. This forced her to face parts of herself which she had denied or had hidden. As she was taken away, the Patrão had Cornelio release Alan from his bonds. He stood up shakily. Being bound for as long as he had been, he was sore and exhausted. He felt terrible for having cum twice in front of everyone, including his daughter.

	 

	“Senhor, you go with Josilene. Don’t let me hear you were a bad boy,” he laughed. 

	Alan had been mind-fucked too. He knew that the Patrão was right: that Sandra had shown a slutty side; and he felt very guilty about how he reacted. 

	 

	Chapter 7

	Josilene

	Josilene took Alan to her quarters. She smiled at him and flirted as she took him to her cottage. She lived down a lane just off the road about 100 yards from the main house. Alan was in a stupor. He knew there was nothing he could do to get them free. Carvalho had a small army at his disposal. And now, he was being taken somewhere by this big, black woman. 

	She was attractive in her own vulgar way and when they got to the cottage, she made him comfortable, poured him a drink and went into the bathroom. He sat there trying to clear his head. He tried to think clearly about what options he and Sandra had, when Josilene came out and pirouetted around, showing Alan her ‘charms’. 

	She was wearing a filmy white negligee and sheer white nylon panties. Alan could see her huge tits with aureoles as big as saucers and puckered nipples as black as sin and as big as purple grapes. Her pubic hair, which covered her mound totally and grew in a thin wispy line towards her navel, could be clearly seen through her sheer panties. 

	She had let down he hair, adjusted her make-up, taken off her clothes, put on the negligee and sprayed herself with perfume. Alan didn’t know what to make of her. She was obviously trying to seduce him. What was he expected to do? What did he want to do? These thoughts flitted through his mind, as the sight of her overwhelmed him. She was either the most grotesque female he had ever seen or an erotic witch….or both!

	 

	Actually, Josilene was a 42 year old woman of Portuguese, Indian and black extraction. At 5’6” tall and 170 lbs. with a 40E bust, a fat stomach, big hips, full thighs and a huge ass, she was a lot of woman. Alan had never been with someone like her before. And the way she took charge of the situation…..well! 

	 

	“Come here,” she cooed to him seductively as she came over and hugged him.

	As she embraced him, she forced a big wet tongue kiss on him, and then kept kissing him. She soon got Alan lie down with her on her bed. She rubbed herself up against him and took his face and guided it to her breasts. She got him kissing, licking and sucking on her nipples and made him nurse for the longest time before she got his face right in her hairy armpit. 

	She knew that some men responded to a woman’s body odors. Under the erotic spell she wove, Alan began lapping as his nose filled with a heady aroma of her female pheromones mixed in her sweat. She knew she had won when she heard him moaning in her armpit….He was kissing and nuzzling her there.

	He was rewarded and gratified when she moaned in lust. Soon, she got him between her legs to rub his face against the crotch of her panties. She was ‘wet’ and the nylon crotch was soaked so as she rubbed his face all over her crotch, he could smell her strong pussy odor. After all this, Alan was fully erect. 

	 

	As if he was in a trance, he let her unbutton his pants and rub the bulge she found between his legs. She smiled at him in the wickedest way again. They both knew that she had his number…..She had masturbated him masterfully twice…..something they both knew…. 

	 

	She pulled down his shorts to expose his prick and took him in hand once again. She stiffened him and got him on his back. For the next 45 minutes she kept him there so he could service her. She turned around and pulled her filmy panties down, exposing her big brown ass. 

	She spread her cheeks so he could see and smell her very hairy pussy; as well as see and smell her shit-hole too. She had full, hairy outer lips and fleshy almost purple inner labia that were black at the edges. Her clitoris protruded from its hood partly because it was so large. Engorged, it was a very big pink nubbin; a half inch in length. It was as big as a shelled peanut.

	She was also very wet. Her pussy was drooling salty-sweet, musky juice that had already gotten everywhere. Soon, it would be all over Alan. After this little striptease, she got on the bed and straddled him so she was facing his feet. Then she squatted down to get her hairy crotch directly over his face.

	 

	With her knees on either side of his head, she sat on his face – “queening” him and wriggled her hips and ass….rubbing her wet, smelly pussy over his nose and mouth.

	 

	Alan could hear himself, whimpering and moaning, as he struggled to breathe. She ignored him and began grinding her hips back and forth. She made sure first that she’d put her anus right on his nose.

	 

	“Smell my pussy and my asshole……..lick it….suck it….”

	 

	This aroused and excited Alan. When she told him to, “get busy” he licked her; dutifully lapping at her pussy.

	 

	"Ummmm," she moaned as she threw her head back and ground down even harder onto his face.

	She began to ride him like he was the saddle on a horse; back and forth, using his nose, mouth and chin to get off. He reached up and held onto her big thighs or rubbed her ass cheeks as she rode his face. She grabbed at his prick and played with it. 

	She encouraged him to lap her with big, wet licks from her oozing sex-hole (salty, smelly and nasty) to her clitoris. She smelled very strong. He kept at his task, at her urging, and soon, Josilene cried out as she came gushing onto his face; almost drowning him. She smeared her smelly juices all over his face contentedly.

	 

	She caught her breath and made him do it again; the same pattern and when she came, she just gushed. So much that Alan’s face was wet from his nose to his chin. She spun around so that now she was facing his head. She leaned forward and began talking to him in a low voice.

	 

	She said, “Mama likes you.”

	  

	Then, she gave him another excruciatingly wonderful hand job. She played with him so skillfully, that she got him close to busting a nut again; then she let him hang. She let some saliva drool on the head of his penis, getting it nice and wet. Her hands were like gold. She knew how to drive him wild. Alan would reach his precious moment where he was just about to cum, and she would stop, or worse, she would stretch his scrotum or squeeze his balls to bring his arousal down. Alan groaned in erotic bliss and pain as she took him up and down....up and down....

	 

	It was sexual torture. She rubbed her tits over his face and as he smelled her nipples, he opened his mouth and sucked and nursed like a baby. She kept him on the edge and kept him so hard, that his balls started to ache. Alan wanted to cum so bad, he began to beg her. This was so mind-bending that Alan let her know he needed to cum.

	 

	She cooed at him, “Are you want to cum?”

	 

	“YES,” Alan croaked.

	He slid two fingers into her vagina and they went in  easily – too easily. He wondered if he could satisfy her that way. 

	Reading his mind, she turned over on her tummy, pulled apart her butt cheeks and cooed at him, “Fuck my ass.” 

	Alan got her anus wet and juicy with her secretions and then he spit on it to lubricate it. He put the tip of his prick against the tight brown ring and found it was very tight. He kept pressing and pushing and when it popped inside he made the big, brown woman groan. 

	He squeezed his penis into her rectum and found he was in heaven. She had a very tight shithole. He began to fuck her and she reached underneath and began rubbing her clitoris. Soon, they both came. Shuddering, sweating and rubbing up against each other like crazed weasels….it was a satisfying orgasm for both.

	Afterwards, as they lay next to each other, she turned, hugged him and began kissing his sweaty neck and face. He turned to face her and they kissed. He opened his mouth and hers was already open. It was a full open mouth wet kiss with a lot of tongue dueling.

	As he kissed her he put his hand between her legs to play with her hairy pussy. She took his hand and got him to put two fingers into her vagina. She was big in her birth canal; wide and deep. She got him to put another finger into her hole and her whimpers and moans told him she liked the penetration. When she encouraged him to get his fingers working her G-spot and epicenter, the increase in her wetness and her little cries and moans let him know he was on the right tract. 

	When he added his pinky . . . bunched his fingers and put his thumb in and  pushed, she groaned like it was the most wonderful thing in the whole wide world. With a twist and a push, his whole hand squeezed past the vaginal sphincter and just slid inside. His eyes went wide as he felt his whole hand go inside her. He had never done that with a woman before!

	 

	His whole hand had disappeared in her twat. It had been a little tight at the opening, but now inside, he felt her warmth and wetness - with little knobs and ridges along the top side. Josilene moaned in pleasure as his hand opened her up more than any cock could. She looked down at his hand between her open legs with lust on her coarse features.

	 

	“Oh Shit…..fist-fuck me……fist-fuck me…I’m a dirty whore…fist-fuck me!”

	 

	 She didn't look at Alan’s face - only his hand – IN THERE, as he experimented inside her. He felt around and made her writhe and gasp when he rubbed her cervix, the opening to her womb, back and forth with a knuckle. She was feeling very full and stretched as the sheer bulk of his hand and wrist spread her inner walls as if she had engulfed a baseball. When he pulled back, it felt to her like her insides were being pulled OUT! Another thrust rocked her forward. She got really noisy, at that point – grunting and crying out.....

	 

	Alan worked his fist in and out – getting some idea of her internal dimensions. He curled his fingers over his thumb to make a fist. That stretched her more and she gasped. She groaned like she was being speared when he pushed deeper into her hole. It was now obvious to Alan that Josilene’s pussy was not for the average-sized man. Alan had an average-sized cock and knew from past experience that some women were “size queens”; and that an average sized man would never be able to satisfy them by penetrating them vaginally.

	 

	Josilene’s pussy was able to handle BIG things.  He could never make her cum by fucking her with his prick but he was prepared to give her what she needed: his fist; so he started fisting her in earnest. Slow and deliberate at first - a short stroke about three inches in and out. 

	She began to talk ‘dirty’ in-between grunting, moaning and crying out...... a filthy babble of dirty talk spilling from her mouth. It was hard work for him . . . like pushing and pulling in warm molasses, because after a few minutes he noticed her vaginal sphincters started to clamp down at the opening.

	He had his whole hand in her up to the wrist. On each thrust in, her labia were dragged inside and her clitoris got rubbed by his wrist. He was working his arm like a piston in a cylinder, and she was panting, grunting and shaking like crazy. She spread her legs wider; and Alan watched in awe as she got closer to cumming….

	 

	“Fist fuck me . . . fist me . . . like a dirty whore . . .fist me…..FIST ME.............OH SHIT.....OH JESUS SAVE ME......I’M CUMMMMMING.....OH....I’M CUMMMMMING!”

	 

	She had a stupendous orgasm and squirted like she was pissing from her urethra. It wet his hand, wrist and the bed. There was a foot wide spot on the sheets when she was done ejaculating. Alan was amazed at how much she spurted. He was also getting tired. 

	He continued to work her pussy and the closer he got her to cumming again - the more her cunt clamped down on his hand and wrist. Pretty soon, his arm and shoulder were trembling with fatigue. His fist got to the bottom of her sex-hole on each thrust. Several more thrusts finally took her into orbit again.

	 

	His closed fist was stimulating everything in her sexhole: her vaginal sphincter, the g-spot, the womb and the deep epicenter. She had another HUGE, WET, GUSHING, SCREAMING, VAGINAL-UTERINE ORGASM; and almost passed out when she came. This time as she spurted, she finished by pissing like a cow in the fields. The bed sheets were soon soaked with her juices and urine…

	 

	It was intense. But, after she recovered, she began cuddling him, kissing him and he was soon nursing on her fat tits as she teased and played with him until he got hard again. 

	Chapter 8

	Xusa

	Just then the cottage door opened and in and a pretty, slim, dark-haired girl walked in.

	“Olá, Mama…..”

	“This is my daughter, Xusa,” Josilene.

	The girl smiled and giggled at Alan as he attempted to pull up the covers to conceal his nakedness. 

	“She’s only 19. She’s my baby,” Josilene said as she patted the bed….letting her baby daughter know she wanted her to join them….

	Xusa got the message, and without a word, began to take off her clothes. Alan watched with his mouth open as she began to strip. She was so pretty and as tall as her mother, but a lot lighter and younger than his daughter. As she unsnapped her bra and revealed lemon-sized tits, small aureoles, and big nipples,

	Alan felt a jolt of energy. When she took off her shorts, showing slim legs and a cute, round butt, his erection was on high alert. Soon her t-shirt, lacy bra, shorts, and thong panties were lying in a heap on a chair. She smiled at Alan and got on the bed next to him.

	“Hi,” is all he said and he felt stupid even saying that.

	Soon, he was kissing and sucking on her tits and feeling her tight butt and fingering her wet, tight vagina.  He was as horny and hot as if he were 25 again. Josilene produced a condom and when her daughter began moaning, she whispered into Alan’s ear to fuck her. She had a tight pussy and with Josilene rubbing his ass and teasing his anus, he came in her quickly. It was his fourth orgasm that day…This was already the best day of his life sexually!

	Mother and daughter soon had him on his back and Xusa “queened” him -riding his face to a wet orgasm. As she rode him, Josilene squeezed and stroked his prick; keeping him boiling.  Then the older woman made him hold his legs up against his chest. Xusa took her turn playing with his prick, slowly and teasingly -making his penis drool pre-cum as Josilene tickled-teased his nut sack and anus. 

	 

	Then, she wetted and worked an index finger into Alan’s virgin rectum to rub and press on his prostate, as Xusa kissed him and played with his penis.  Josilene finger fucked him….pressing and palpating his prostate driving Alan almost out of his mind. She put another condom on him and Xusa climbed on top of him in the “cowgirl” position to ride him. 

	This way she was able to rub her clitoris up against his pubic bone; and soon she was able to have an orgasm this way. The feel of his prick in her tight teenage pussy and the sight of her tits bobbing and jiggling in his face was very exciting, but he was worn out and didn’t cum. The two women had kept him there for three hours and drained him totally. A little later, Josilene sent the girl to fetch food and after eating, Alan fell into a deep sleep.

	Chapter 9

	Public Whipping

	Sandra had been confined to a tiny hut for the night. It was practically a prison cell. There was a bare bunk, with one naked light bulb and a bucket for her use to relieve herself. They had put printouts from the Internet and books in the hut. These were filled with stories about women being tortured and raped. Sandra was turned off, at first, but bored later that night she read and masturbated, fantasizing about what she read and what they had did to her in the torture chamber. She fell into deep sleep after eating dinner.

	The next morning, when she awoke, she was taken, by Cornelio, to an outdoor shower where she washed her hair. When she had dried herself, she was encouraged to put on her make-up. The Patrão, meanwhile, had organized a trip to the local village. All four of his henchmen got father and daughter, put them in separate jeeps, so there was very little communication between them other than a few quick words and looks. 

	Then they were driven to a small village several miles from the fazenda. Some of the workmen who labored for the Patrão lived in this village. There was a square with a well where everyone went for water. There was a post there too. A big post with a ring mounted on one side.

	Cornelio steered Sandra over it. She was wearing her denim skirt, a pink sleeveless top and penny loafers. Taking two thin ropes, Cornelio and Marco tied one end to each of her wrists. Then Cornelio pushed her forward so her tits were right up against the post. Marco took the ropes and tied them together and tied them to the ring.  In this position, Sandra’s arms were over her head and she was hugging the post. This made her full tits bulge out provocatively on either side of her torso below her armpits.

	 

	She was now immobilized in the traditional manner for whipping. Cornelio grabbed the hem of her short denim skirt and pulled it up. He pulled it up so high that it was around her waist when he was done - exposing her blue lace-trimmed panties. He grabbed the waistband and pulled her panties down so that they were below her knees. The men of the village began clapping and hooting. The women covered their faces and peeked at the spectacle of the white woman about to be publicly punished. They didn’t know why the Patrão had ordered this, but his word wasn’t challenged there....

	Sandra lay bare and ready for the whip. Her wide hips and full dimpled buttocks were exposed. Her crack was open just enough to expose the darker flesh concealed within.  Sandra clenched her cheeks defensively as she waited. When she did that, she heard people laughing and clapping. The crowd had swelled. They were drifting into the courtyard in twos and threes, both men and women. The word had gotten out that there was to be a whipping. Kitchen help, wranglers, field hands and children all showed up.

	 

	Cornelio bent down and whispered something in Sandra’s ear. She looked up at him and blushed.  Alan had been put on the bench - not knowing what to do. He could not believe that he was looking at his daughter’s naked buttocks on display again. He had Marco and Kleber right behind him with their hands on his shoulders. He was stunned to see his daughter with her ass exposed right out there in the open.  It looked obscene and yet erotic to see her exposed this way.  He fidgeted as Senor Carvalho approached...

	 

	“Are you ready to see you daughter whipped,” he asked Alan?

	 

	Alan didn’t know what to say. He was still reeling from yesterday and especially from his night with Josilene and Xusa.

	“Senhor, it’s good for a woman like your daughter to get the whip. She’s going to cream her panties...wait and see.”

	He motioned to Marco and called him over. Carvalho conferred with him and the kid ran back to the post where Sandra was bound. He reached down and pulled her panties down and off – then he jogged back to his boss. He handed them to Carvalho, who studied the crotch and then showed them to Alan.

	“Look - see the wet spot; it’s fresh. Here, smell them yourself.”

	He thrust them at Alan and made him take them. He was shocked to be confronted with them.

	“I told you she would cream herself,” he said laughing at Alan.

	Alan wasn’t all that surprised when he saw the wet crotch. His daughter’s humiliation and torture yesterday had thrown her into a new light. He found himself looking at her in a new way as Cornelio brought out a canvas case. He opened it up and offered it to Danilo who removed a thin bamboo cane. Cornelio took what remained: a short leather strap. The men laughed and made jokes as they got ready to whip Sandra. 

	 

	She looked back over her shoulder.... feeling a lot of different emotions. She was embarrassed being displayed in a sexual way like she was ready to be taken from the rear in front of these local farm people.  Exposed and open, her naked ass was there for everyone to enjoy.  She shifted her feet, but this only resulted in rolling and clenching her buttocks... bringing catcalls from the crowd. She was feeling a tremendous amount of humiliation. Alan found the whole thing almost unbelievable.

	 

	Cornelio came over - grabbed her butt cheeks and pulled them apart. This displayed Sandra’s pussy and asshole completely. The crowd responded with a chorus of cheers and yelling. The hoots and hollers rose as he began to play with her pussy, which was covered by a heavy growth of black pubic hair. He spread her labia for the enjoyment of the crowd. He rubbed her pussy and then held up his fingers, in a gesture that said, ‘she’s wet’. 

	Alan was churning with emotion. He was watching them humiliate his daughter. He turned to the Patrão to say something, but then no words came out. He felt confused.

	The Patrão smiled at him and said, “Don’t worry; she’ll survive everything we do to her. The most important thing is to see and understand how she reacts.”

	 

	Alan shook his head as if he was trying to make it go away, as Cornelio was taking his time. He wasn’t in any rush to start the whipping. Not when he was having so much fun humiliating her. When he saw how she reacted, he had more sport with her. Sandra was soon twisting her hips left and right and moaning as he played with her pussy.  He ran his fingers up and down the wet slit and diddled her clitoris, already peeking out from its protective hood. When he circled her anus with his finger, she instinctively clenched it. 

	 

	“You sensitive there,” he taunted her? 

	 

	Her pussy was very wet, at this point. She couldn’t control herself and during the time he played with her pussy, she writhed and wriggled her ass like a common slut.  Here she was, tied to the whipping post, out in the open, being publicly molested, in front of everyone, and she couldn’t stop her pussy from throbbing and drooling. Cornelio finally stopped and only then did she notice the clapping and whistling coming from the mob.

	 

	Sandra blushed as she was providing them with a show.  ‘Only whores respond this way’, she thought to herself.  Her mother had called her that when she caught her masturbating when she was 12 years old.  And somehow the idea that she really was a whore had grown in her mind as she matured. 

	 

	Very self-conscious now, she looked over at Cornelio – to catch him smirking and grinning at her. She looked back at the other three men. All of them were grinning like wolves at her. She felt the hot tingly sensations in her loins …felt her nipples erect and the warm throbbing between her legs.  Their crude male abuse had aroused her to the bone.  Alan watched and marveled. He also felt the first stirrings of arousal again as he studied her naked ass. It was erotic and sexy he decided to see a woman bound to a post for a whipping. He had a few fantasies of his own that he’d entertained over the years.

	The only complication was the woman in question was his daughter. For a few moments, he tried to picture Xusa in Sandra’s place. This was very arousing, but no more so than seeing Sandra. So, for the time being, he dropped the thought. It was hurting his head…..

	 

	Cornelio, in the meantime, had gone back to humiliating and degrading her. He began shaking her butt to make her cheeks quiver. The crowd howled at this. After this, he bounced her plump butt cheeks up and down lewdly in the palm of his hands; each full, fat cheek occupying one of his hands. Her hinds jiggled as he shook them. Many of the men and boys in the crowd got erections and their laughter grew heavy with lust, as Cornelio had sport with her. Her arousal grew with each new indignity and her pussy got wet and slimy…..

	 

	“UUUhhhhh…ummmm...oh...oh...ohhhhhh,” she whimpered!

	 

	Sandra looked over her shoulder and watched as he took off his shirt. He was heavily muscled and he glistened in the hot sun. She just closed her eyes and waited and sweated. Perspiration dripped from her underarms and down her face and neck as Cornelio stretched and wind milled his arms to warm up. 

	He got on the other side, grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child to make her look at the strap. It was 2½ feet long, made from hide and mounted on a wooden handle provocatively shaped like a cock; it was a very Brazilian touch. The end of the strap had been cut so that there were three split ends. 

	Sandra was nervous with anticipation, a yearning almost, for the strap’s harsh caress. Bound and displayed like a slave, she felt submissive and vulnerable. Cornelio moved into position, and then with a powerful swing of his right arm, hit her on her buttocks. The strap whistled through the air and landed with a loud ‘smack’ across both of her butt cheeks.

	  

	WHAP! The blow blazed bright a hot red mark across her rump, down low. Sandra’s hair flew around with the smarting impact of the blow. She clenched her cheeks, and then relaxed - trying to absorb the blow. He stuck again - this time making it land on just on her left cheek.

	 

	After this blow, Sandra began to wriggle her hips - squirming to alleviate the stinging pain. The other three men, seeing her wriggle, showered her with more vulgarities - laughing and clapping and hollering out crude remarks every time she wriggled. Cornelio began to methodically beat her reddening cheeks.

	 

	SMACK . . . . SMACK. . . . SMACK. . . SMACK!!!

	 

	Cornelio delivered three, fast, hard blows right across the middle of her fat, dimpled cheeks - the strap singing through the air - the impacts sounding like pistol shots as they met her churning flesh...........WHAP....WHAP . . . WHAP. . . . . . .WHAP! He delivered another blow . . . . SMACK with vicious accuracy across her thighs. He had laid on ten, hot, hard ones. Both cheeks were red hot when he was done. There was a big swath of red on her thighs too. 

	 

	She clenched and moaned, “Ooooooooohhhhhhh…..OOWWWW ….oooooohhhhhhh!”

	 

	As he whipped her, she couldn’t keep herself from clenching her buttocks and wriggling. A particularly nasty blow made the tips of the three split ends land in her crack and this made her hump the post. It looked like she was fucking it; it was very obscene. Then, she pushed back from the post. It looked like she was inviting someone to fuck her in her ass. It was a very lewd dance she was doing. 

	 

	He watched and waited on her as her butt cheeks spread open a little - then he aimed the strap so that the tips landed right between her cheeks again striking the tender darker skin in her crack, close to her anus. 

	These hurt really bad and she shrieked, “OOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH……….OOOOOOOOOWWWW . . . . . oooohhh . . . . Ohhhhh….OH…..OHHH!”

	WHAP-WHAP-WHAP-WHAP-WHAP-WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!!......... WHAP!!! ........ WHAP!!!!....... WHAP!!!!!………. WHAP!!!!!!…….WHAP!!!!!!! WHAP!!!!!!!!!...... WHAP!!!!!!!!!

	 

	He whipped her harder and began to make the last them land on her thighs too. It hurt more there. He really knew his business.  Sandra was sobbing when he was done and her ass was hot red with raised marks where the blows had overlapped.  

	He had more sport with her by running the end of the whip’s handle up and down her crack. He got the tip in line with her anus and simulated penetration with it, playing to the crowd.  The catcalls, whoops and hollers this generated were very humiliating.  Alan had mixed emotions. He found it exciting and arousing; so much so that he had gotten an erection. But he felt guilty too; especially when he pictured himself whipping her.

	 

	Sandra, leaning her face on her left bicep, looked over her shoulder at the foreman. He had given her 25 hot, hard strokes. She hated him as she couldn't keep her beaten buttocks still; she was wriggling and squeezing them – trying to ease the hot stinging pain in her cheeks. This erotic ballet made him laugh at her. The men and boys seeing her rolling and clenching her butt cheeks called out to her. They had really enjoyed the show their Patrão was putting on for them. Finally, it was Danilo’s turn. He was ready with the thin cane. 

	 

	Sandra hung with her head cradled in her arms and her breasts pressed up against the pole and waited for what was next.  Marcos and Kleber, the two youngest, stood by and made rude, sexual gestures, showing Sandra what they’d like to do to her.  Sandra’s mind, at that moment, swam with erotic images and she felt her clitoris throbbing and her vagina drooled her secretions. She was responding to her humiliating punishment. In truth, she was filled with turbulent, raw emotions. 

	Danilo used the thin rattan cane on her butt and the hot pain was so great that she cried out. When he whipped her a second time, she shrieked. He hit her three more times and she nearly passed out. The five strokes with the cane made the strap feel like a toy. 

	When he released her, she hopped up and down and then rubbed her hot, sore butt cheeks. She presented quite a spectacle. But it wasn’t over.

	That’s when he went over to Alan and said, “Senhor, would you like to use the cane?”

	Alan blanched, but then a look came over his face and he said, “Yes....”

	Danilo grabbed her by her hair, forced her to her knees and got her on her knees and elbows. He made her spread her legs as he pushed her skirt up higher. He had Alan straddle her head with his knees and told her to hold onto her father’s ankles. When he was satisfied that she was in the right position, he handed the cane to Alan.

	She begged him, “Daddy, NO…..not you…..PLEASE….DON’T.”

	Alan ignored her. Instead, he raised the thin cane and struck her right in her crack. He made the tip land in her crack....right on her ANUS! It landed in the sweaty grove with a wet nasty ‘thwip’ sound. It was very sexual and nasty. The mob reacted with catcalls and applause. Sandra felt like she had been stung by a bee on her anus.  He hit her a second time and it landed with a sickening sound: ‘whap’.

	And then a harder third blow, ‘whap’. Sandra cried out as he punished her with a third stoke in her crack right on her dirty shit-hole’. She wriggled her ass after every blow on her tender brown hole. Alan discovered that he liked whipping a woman on her anus. And he really liked giving it to his daughter

	 

	He thought to himself, ‘that’s where I she deserves it – right between her legs!’

	 

	When it was over, Marco and Kleber helped her stand and stood by smirking as she reached down to pull down her skirt. Alan realized he still had her soiled panties and handed them to her. She looked at him with pain and amazement in her eyes and didn’t say a thing. 

	It was obvious to both of them that Alan had become complicit. She pulled on her panties and Marco and Kleber took her by the elbows and led her away. She walked with her legs open. Her butt and thighs were sore and her shit-hole was very tender. Alan got ready to leave too.

	 

	The Patrão came over to Alan and said, “I think you enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

	Alan didn’t respond. He didn’t know what to say to anyone at that point. He needed to think about what was happening to both of them. They all packed into the jeeps and drove back to the fazenda. Alan just stared at the countryside lost in thought.

	Chapter 10

	Rape

	The Patrão, when they got back to the fazenda, gave Sandra to Cornelio and Danilo. They took her to Cornelio’s quarters. 

	Not wanting any more punishment, and free now more than ever to give in to her darkest desires, Sandra took off her top, her bra, her shirt, tugged her panties down and got herself ready for what she had expected since she was frisked. Cornelio was going to go first and bent her over a table. She reached forward and grabbed the edge above her head. 

	Her legs were apart and Cornelio spread her cheeks. He kept calling her a “meretriz” which is whore in Portuguese as he played with her pussy until he got her to wriggle her ass and moan. He circled her anus with his finger and spitting saliva on the brown puckered sphincter, worked his finger in. Turning to Danilo, he said in Portuguese, “her asshole is tight . . . for now,” and they both laughed. 

	Carvalho brought Alan in to watch. There, he saw Cornelio getting ready to rape his daughter. Alan gulped and took out his handkerchief to wipe his forehead. Alan stared as Cornelio had taken off his trousers and shorts and he could see his dick. He couldn’t believe how big it was. It looked like it belonged on a donkey, and his testicles were big too. The Patrão noticed Alan staring at it.

	 

	“Big enough for her, do you think? There aren’t too many women who can take it all. But I think your daughter has a very hungry pussy.” 

	Cornelio grabbed her by her hipbones. To Alan, she looked like a doll next to him.  Sandra turned, saw her father and blushed. Cornelio pulled his foreskin back, exposing the reddish head and aimed it at her vaginal opening. Then he teased the opening….rubbing it all over her labia, clit and sex-hole. 

	 

	Seeing her naked again, and getting ready to be fucked, Alan found himself hard. Cornelio was ready now for Sandra with the head of his huge penis right between her legs. Alan craned his head forward and watched Cornelio’s big dick, with its red cockhead and thick shaft, as thick as a man’s wrist, bob up and down as he lined it up.

	 

	Alan was hypnotized by the look on his daughter’s face as Cornelio worked it in her hole. He saw that she was in another place - aware he was watching her - but totally in the moment. His mouth was dry as he watched Cornelio work his dick to enter and stretch her cunt, making her whimper.

	“I’m gonna stretch you, slut.” 

	 

	 Sandra just opened up - taking the head and then the shaft. She felt stretched in all directions, yet his dick was still not all the way inside her vagina. He pulled it all the way out and then squeezed it back in. This was repeated three times before he was in to the hilt. 

	 

	She felt him bump her cervix and she cried out, but when he pushed his dick past the knob of her cervix to stretch her ‘epicenter’, she moaned like a stuck pig. This was the most sensitive spot in her vagina. Sensitive in her ‘G-spot’, her ‘epicenter’ was even more sensitive. Heavy, deep thrusting that reached that spot was the key to making her cum like a whore. Fucked deep and hard by a well-endowed male, Sandra was capable of many deep, vaginal-uterine orgasms. 

	Sandra groaned as Cornelio pushed it in deeper. When he pulled back, it looked like her insides were being pulled out. Alan thought he could actually see Sandra’s stomach bulge as the big dick filled her. Danilo stood with his arms folded and a big grin on his face next to Alan as he watched Cornelio fucking Sandra. The slurpy, wet, nasty sounds filled the room as Cornelio’s dick went in and out – in and out. It just got to Alan. Seeing Sandra’s pussy so full and the wet, nasty sounds just got to him….. 

	When she felt Cornelio’s hips against the cheeks of her ass, Sandra let out a prolonged and loud moan. This excited him and he began to pile drive into her, taking her breath away. She felt herself building to an explosive orgasm. Her mind was spinning. She forgot about everything except his big, black dick stretching her. His dick, all slimy with her juices, glistened wetly as he reamed her out. She moaned and groaned as his cock put pressure on her hole. The faster and harder he fucked her, the louder she moaned. She just lay there and took his pounding…she couldn’t move her ass because he was fucking her too hard. 

	She grunted, "Fuck me like a dirty whore…..fuck me like a dirty whore…..FUCK ME….FUCK ME!!"

	 

	"You like that big, black dick, slut? You like that dick up inside of your dirty cunt…slut?"

	 

	She moaned and said, “Yes! Yes! Oh Fuck ME. . FUCK ME . . . FUCK ME….….YES! Oh SHIT…OH SHIT – YES – YES – YES - YES!!” 

	 

	He pounded the shit out of her and she came hard.

	 

	“OH SHIT – OH SHIT – OH – IT’S SO DEEP – OH IT’S STRETCHING ME – MY PUSSY – OH – MY PUSSY – OH YEAAH –OH – OH – OH – OH – OOOOOOOO – OHHHHHHHHHH . . . .I’M CUMMING…I’M CUMMMMMING!!”

	 

	Sandra felt the orgasm wash thru her loins - down her legs and up into her belly. 

	As her orgasm abated, he wriggled his dick around to touch her in new places, and she began to cry out, “Oh SHIT………fuck me like a dirty whore. Fuck me – fuck me – FUCK ME – FUCK ME. . FUCK ME …. FUCK ME. . . FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME - FUCK ME!”

	 

	She began to say the filthiest things as Cornelio forced his horse cock in and out.....almost up to the base.

	 

	“Oh SHIT…OH FUCK….oh shit . . . . OH SHIT . . . . . . Its soooo big....OH SHIT. . . . . FUCK ME . . . . . FUCK ME . . . . . FUCK ME!!!”

	 

	With a big, black cock in her pussy, sounds came out of Sandra…inhuman sounds, as she took the whole thing. Then, he really began to pound her again. Sandra soon had another huge, squirting wet orgasm that wet his balls. It just went on and on. He fucked her some more and she came again, crying out. Alan wanted to excuse himself…to run out and look for someplace to jerk off. When he looked over at Danilo, he was grinning at him. 

	Alan had a little “tent” in his shorts. He was totally turned on watching his daughter get fucked. Alan avoided their eyes and sat there, uncomfortable, watching Cornelio fucking the shit out of her. The foreman finally ejaculated with a roar. It was a lot of sloppy, messy sounds as the load filled Sandra’s pussy to overflowing.

	 

	He eventually pulled his cock out with a wet ‘plop’ sound. Sandra’s vagina kept quivering and spasming. Her hole looked like an invisible plastic pipe was keeping it open. You could see up inside her. When he pulled out….Alan stared at cum drooling and dribbling down from her pussy to land on the wood floor. Sandra just lay there whimpering. She made eye contact with Alan as if to say, ‘tell me you love me, Daddy’. She had shown herself to be a slut for big, black cock. Alan felt he was seeing her for the first time. 

	Danilo got Sandra down on her back on the bed.  As he dropped his trousers, Alan just gaped at it. He was big too - coal black and as thick as a beer bottle. He forced her legs up against her breasts and got between her legs. 

	 

	“It’s time to open wide whore,” he said to her, displaying his oh-so-thick beer can dick to her. 

	 

	He rubbed her messy hole with it and soon he worked all of it inside her. Sandra groaned when her vaginal sphincter was stretched open even wider than it had been. It blew Alan’s mind to hear Sandra reacting to a man’s cock as he worked it into her hairy pussy. With her legs in that position, her vagina shortened and as Danilo thrust forward, he reached that special place again inside her. 

	He spread her legs wider so she could take it all. He took it out and then holding it, rubbed it up and down her pussy. Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…easy at first…then harder, holding her ass cheeks in his big paws and thrusting in and out. Sandra wrapped her legs around him and grabbed at his black ass without even being told to do it.

	 

	Alan watched embarrassed by his erection. He thought about going to the bathroom so he could jerk off, but couldn’t take his eyes away from what he was seeing and hearing. He stared bug-eyed as Danilo thrust his fat dick in and out of Sandra’s hot, wet sex.

	“See, your daughter likes the big, black ones best,” the Patrão said to him knowingly.

	 

	Alan shook his head, as if to say, ‘I can’t believe what I’m seeing’.  He gaped at Danilo working his log inside her hot hole. Alan couldn’t believe how Sandra’s pussy could take something that thick... She just moaned and whimpered as her pussy kept juicing like mad to accommodate the thick black log.

	She cried out, “OOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH ………..AAAAAAhhhhhhhh . . . . . . . ooooooooooohhh.”

	 

	Then she crooned, “Oh SHIT, fuck it ….fuck it ….FUCK MY PUSSY –FUCK MY PUSSY – FUCK MY SLUTTY PUSSY!”

	 

	It blew Alan’s mind to hear beg for the fuck and say she had a slutty pussy. But, from the sounds Sandra was making, it was obvious that she was very turned on. So was Alan.  As Danilo slammed his hips forward, in one convulsive move, Sandra screamed as he obviously reached that special place very deep inside her. Sandra raked her nails across Danilo’s broad back as he forced it in deeper. He began to pump her with short, little strokes.

	 

	Tensing up, Sandra made a strange sound and then yelled, “OOOOOOOOOHHHHHHSHIT…OH SHIT……OH SHIT…I’m cummmmmming. Oh SHIT, Oh SHIT, Oh, Uh Uh, Uh, Uh UuuuuHHHH, UUUUhhhhhhhhhh – I’M CUMMING – I’M CUMMING – OH SHIT – OH SHIT – OH SHIT!!!

	 

	Alan watched Sandra have another vaginal orgasm, right in front of him.  Danilo stopped to enjoy her vaginal contractions. Then he went back to fucking the shit out of her. It amazed Alan how long he was lasting. Soon her moans and groans were replaced by a soulful whimpering and cooing as Danilo found a steady rhythm. When he was all the way in, he grabbed her, real rough, and then slammed into her in one violent motion. She screamed and came again.

	 

	 "OHHHHH... YES... SHIT... YES – FUCK ME ….Oh SHIT….OH SHIT….OH…...I’m CUMMING. I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING! DON'T STOP.. FUCK ME ……….FUCK ME……..FUCK ME……..FUCK ME………FUCK ME……FUCK…ME……….OH….UH….UH….OOOOHHH…..OOOOOHHHH….OOOOHHH….OH…OH…OH -OH…OOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHH."

	 

	Alan couldn't believe the sounds of pure lust and crazed ecstasy coming out of her mouth as she convulsed in another hot cum. Every few strokes, Danilo forced it all the way in to the bottom of her vagina. Every time he did this, he made her cry out. Seeing it buried all the way inside her, Alan knew that this image would be burned into his brain forever, as Danilo began fucking her hard again. In-and-out – HARD – again and again.

	 

	Alan leaned closer to peer at the dick going in and out of his daughter’s pussy. On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside again. Then it somehow invaded her sex hole. It was sexy seeing his big coal black log reaming her pink hole framed by her hot pink labia and her hairy mound. And everything glistening and wet with her pussy juice. Sandra was juicing heavily and the smell was strong in the hot airless room.

	 

	Her hole was stretched tight – the labia looked like two hot pink rubber bands – stretched to the max! It looked like a python had squeezed itself her hole. On the in-stroke, his thick dick dragged her labia into her vagina.  By now Sandra was delirious, her babbling beyond words, as her hands grabbed at Danilo’s big butt cheeks while he fucked her steadily. 

	Her orgasms seemed to run into one another. She grunted, moaned and then screamed as she came, especially when Danilo shifted into high gear and really pounded her. Alan sat there hypnotized…...

	 

	He watched the man’s black ass – his big muscular cheeks clenching as he humped her. And Sandra buried under his big, sweaty frame - her legs up around his waist. Her eyes rolled back in her head every time she came. His big balls slapped her asshole and he could see a ring of nasty fuck cream all around the base of his dick as the thick black shaft went in and out….in and out. Each time he pulled out, Sandra’s stretched sex hole and pussy lips gripped it and smeared their sex juices.

	Her voice, choked with lust, was barely understandable, “ummmm …OOOOHHH…………Oooohhhh……Oooohhhh….SHIT…..

	……fuck………mmmmmmeeeee……..oooooooohhhhhhh…ooooohhhh…..uuummmm…..uuuuhhhhhhhh….oooohh….SHIT!”

	 

	Her pussy juices, smeared thickly all over his dick, glistened – milky - streaked – and adding to the nasty ring of lather all around the base.

	 

	Danilo pulled out so just the head was inside and made her whimper, writhe and squirm – showing she wanted it back inside her. He put it back in and fucked her for awhile with short, fast strokes, making her grunt like a pig when he did this. He sexed her slow and deep…all the way to the bottom of her hole and she groaned and clutched at him convulsively when he fucked her this way. Then he really pounded her with a half dozen strokes. She screamed and came when he pounded her hard every time.

	 

	Danilo fucked her for a long time, as Alan gaped in awe. Words just tumbled out of her mouth….a steady chorus of filthy talk. Her cunt, at one point, just squirted juice over Danilo’s balls. There was a growing puddle on the sheets, as the smell of sex hung in the air. Alan’s penis drooled in his pants as he watched his daughter get the fucking of her life. The older man really knew what he was doing and he had the equipment to get the job done right.

	 

	Carvahlo sat in front of him to his left; he looked back over his shoulder at Alan periodically and smiled. Alan realized the Patrão had his number as much as Danilo had Sandra’s. But the show was only half over. 

	 

	Danilo grunted with each hard pounding stroke and dripped sweat on her. As he approached his orgasm, Alan saw his heavy nut sack tightening up, then his back muscles knot and finally his butt cheeks clench. Finally he stopped with his cock fully inside her hole. His kinky black pubic hair was meshed with her bush. As his balls yo-yoed up and down in his sack and his butt clenched tight, Alan knew his load was on its way into Sandra’s stretched hot pussy hole. 

	 

	Danilo finally climbed off Sandra. Alan gawked at the river of pearly cum drooling out of her hot, reddened hole. Danilo used his fingers to scoop some of the mess and presented it to Sandra, who promptly licked it off his fingers. Alan almost came in his pants, at that point. 

	 

	There was a huge wet spot on the sheets. Her pussy and ass were sloppy with semen, and her reddened hole drooled baby batter down the crack of her ass. Both men got their messy dicks by her face. At their command, she kissed and licked their dirty dicks, balls and thighs clean of all the sweat, pussy juice and semen she found there. 

	There was a nasty ring of fuck cream around the base of Danilo’s dick and he made sure she got it all. Alan’s penis throbbed and drooled as he watched her bend to the slutty task. It was very nasty. Carvalho pointed to cum drooling from her pussy and wetting the crack of her ass.

	“Your daughter has a pussy full of cum. She’s a slut, isn’t she,” he asked Alan?

	Alan looked at him. He knew that Carvalho had read his mind. Her hairy sexhole was a mess. Everything was swollen and smelly. She had squirted so much juice that combined with the sweat, the pre-cum and the semen - she was a sloppy, nasty mess. But, Alan found the sight and the smell hypnotizing. 

	Afterwards, the two men, who had so much energy and stamina, began fucking her some more. Alan was in awe. As they each fucked her again, Alan wondered, aloud, if she had had enough. These guys were so big and virile; he figured she’d reached her limit.

	But the Patrão smiled at him and said, “relax....her pussy can handle a herd of donkeys."

	 

	Alan watched in awe. Cornelio made her get on her elbows and knees, at one point to whip her.  He took his belt from his trousers and began whipping her ass with it, calling her a ‘slut’ and a ‘whore’.  Cornelio whipped her ass a dozen times. Sandra moaned sexily and whimpered and acted like a little girl who was being punished by her daddy. The Patrão came over and told her she was a dirty slut. 

	 

	He taunted her, “how many times did you cum, slut?”

	 

	When Sandra didn’t answer, he grabbed her by the hair, yanked her head around and slapped her face.

	 

	“Answer me slut, how many times did you cum? A dozen times – huh?”

	 

	“Uh….yeah…..I came….a lot….”

	 

	“You like big, black dicks in your holes, slut?”

	 

	When Sandra hesitated, he yanked her head around and slapped her face again.

	She mumbled, “Yeah....I do.... I like big, black dicks.”

	 

	“You’re a dirty whore - a sloppy, messy cock slut.”

	The Patrão said to Alan, “Senhor....kiss your daughter and tell her you still love her.”

	Sandra looked at her father with love and hope in her eyes, as she reached out for him. 

	She said, “I love you Daddy,” as she sat up to embrace him. He, not sure how close he wanted to get to his sweaty, cum-drenched offspring, finally hugged her. Sandra kissed her Dad lovingly. 

	As they embraced and kissed, Danilo commented in Portuguese to Cornelio, “Her father still loves her...see.” The foreman shrugged his shoulders as if to say, ‘yeah....right’.

	Finally, she was allowed to dress and was taken by Cornelio to her hut. Alan was directed to head over to Josilene’s cottage. So ended the day’s fun and games; it was almost 7 o’clock.  In her quarters, Sandra sat down on the toilet seat which rested on a wooden bucket to pee. She felt between her legs. It was still tender there. She fingered her swollen labia and put a finger inside the still wet hole. 

	Then she began to touch her swollen clit. It felt so big and so sensitive. She whimpered as she began playing with herself again. And soon, she felt herself climbing towards an orgasm. She knew that her fingers wouldn’t put out the fire completely, but it would help.

	 

	She closed her eyes and ran the images now burned into her consciousness. She imagined their big, black dicks in her, pounding her - in and out – over and over again. She began to play with her sex-hole and clitoris. She leaned forward so she could get her left hand between her cheeks and began to touch her asshole at the same time.

	 

	Having a dick reaming her pussy in front of her father was humiliating but exciting too. She had the image of him watching her as she was sexed over and over. She got her pussy wet as she finger-fucked herself like a sex-crazed whore, sitting on the bucket. She didn’t care if they came back and found her masturbating. She felt herself getting closer to that point that she wanted to reach. She rubbed her pussy hard and came.

	Chapter 11

	E-Stimmed

	 The next day the Patrão had Marco fetch Sandra and bring her to the torture chamber. When she was ushered into the room, she trembled remembering how she had been tortured on the machine by the doctor. Just at that moment Alan arrived accompanied by Doctor Ikeda. 

	“Doctor I thought it would be a good idea if you gave her an ‘e-stim treatment’,” Carvalho said.

	Sandra looked at the Patrão and then at Ikeda. ‘She has no idea what I’m going to do,’ the Doctor thought to himself.

	Sandra was wearing bra and panties, tan shorts, a sleeveless pale yellow top and sandals. The Doctor looked at her and said, “Yes, take off your clothes.”

	Sandra gulped and began stripping in front of the three men. Alan, as she did so, found his penis starting to rise at the sight of his nude daughter. Soon she was naked and the Doctor told her to get up on the exam table, which was flat, at that point and covered with a sheet and a blue pad. Alan found himself very aroused by the sight of his daughter naked again. The memory of her blowjob yesterday was still fresh in his mind.

	She climbed up, apple-sized tits jiggling and swaying. When she was seated, Ikeda tilted the back so she was in a reclining position. There was a cutout portion on the table’s edge so that her pussy and anus were fully exposed. And there was a big pan in a tray underneath.

	It was at this point that Marco, at Ikeda’s direction, started to strap her in. Sandra tried to say something in protest, but Ikeda cut that short.

	He said, “No talk.” 

	When Marco began to strap her in, she looked up at Ikeda and over at Carvalho. She gulped as Marco used nylon straps to secure her wrists to a cleat under the table. Next, a wide one across her tummy and following that.... he arranged her legs so her knees were widely spread and her feet went up into the stirrups, where he used straps to secure her ankles. This was remarkably like the position she was in two days earlier when Ikeda used the colonic machine on her and the cruel urethral probe.

	Now bound, the Doctor came over then and began examining her....starting at her ears with a lighted scope. He looked at her eyes, nose and mouth and soon, he was feeling her breasts and examining her nipples. He noted the bite marks and some bruises. Ikeda commented on the condition of Sandra’s pussy.

	“Rough sex,” he said turning to Carvalho, who grinned....

	Then he announced that he would give her a “pelvic exam”. Sandra prepared herself, as the Doctor spread her labia. He did not put on any latex gloves. 

	“Used hard....like on honeymoon,” was all he said as he examined her raw, swollen labia, clitoris, vagina and anus. 

	Sandra blushed at this. As Alan watched the Doctor pull and probe his daughter’s pussy, he became fully erect; it was a tremendous turn-on for him. The “mad medical scientist” thing from the movies came back to him in a recalled scene.

	Ikeda then began the “treatment”. He went to a cabinet and brought out a pump, which he placed on one of the gurneys. He also grabbed an oval shaped rubber cup with a tube which he connected to the pump. He put the cup over Sandra’s pussy and turned on the pump. Instantly it clamped itself tightly to her pubis. 

	Ikeda began adjusting knobs on the pump and as the suction increased her labia and clitoris were pulled taut. This stretching and pulling increased the blood supply to her pussy and as the pump throbbed rhythmically her labia and clitoris began to swell. 

	As the suction cup continued its devilish work, Sandra began to writhe and pant, bound to the table. As the tissues in her genitals swelled and enlarged, she began to ooze her juices into the cup. It was semi-opaque and the collected moisture could be seen building up in the lower portion of the cup. Sandra began to moan softly as the suction pulled blood into her sex organs and created irresistible feelings.

	He kept her on the machine for 20 minutes and then shut off the pump and removed the cup. Alan peered intently at his daughter’s pussy. It looked different. He had never seen anything like the cup used on a woman before so the sight that greeted his eyes was a bit astonishing. 

	Sandra’s labia, both the outer and her thinner inner sex lips were now swollen up to twice their normal size. The clitoral hood and her clitoris were also engorged. As Ikeda examined her, she began to moan. It was obvious to Alan that the treatment had sensitized her pussy. He also marveled at the sexual beauty of his daughter. She had a very pretty cunt…..

	The good Doctor then began to pinch, stroke and tease her clitoris in a way that no doctor would have done. And Sandra, bound and helpless, pulled against the straps, but she could only struggle, and like being bound to the whipping post, she responded by becoming more aroused and submissive. The feelings of helplessness....and being a “sex object” were intensified by being tied up. 

	And now the Doctor inserted his finger into her honey pot, already on the boil. Then two fingers. He fished around looking for her G-spot and the epicenter. Finding the bumpy spot and the pocket further in....he began to pat, rub and then frig her harder and harder. He put his other hand on her tummy and pressed down.....and soon, Sandra gasped and cried out as a hot spurt of clear juice shot from her pussy and almost hit Alan. Ikeda took his hand out and shook it. It was soaking wet and drops flew everywhere. 

	“Very hot,” was all he said. 

	He wasn’t through finger-fucking her though. He did the very same thing again and although it took a little longer, he made Sandra ejaculate again; shooting her cum a good two feet. Bound, she could only thrash her head from side to side and try to hump her hips up, but she was a pawn in his hands and he had taken complete control of her pussy now. 

	And now he was ready to take her to the next level with some electrodes that would be applied to stimulate the nerves. He pushed the hood of her clitoris back and rubbed some gel directly on Sandra’s clit, rolling it between his fingers. This caused her to squirm and she felt an uncontrollable urge to close her legs, but her position made that impossible.

	Ikeda then told her just to relax and close her eyes while he rolled a large piece of equipment next to the table and arranged some instruments on a tray. He went right to work spreading her labia to view the clitoris. He picked up something that looked like a small reflex hammer and told her to take a deep breath.

	At that moment, the doctor began to tap rhythmically on her exposed clit. Sandra began to squirm. Ikeda asked her to be still, but she couldn't so Marco applied more restraint with some Velcro straps around each thigh. The tapping stopped, and the doctor inserted a large wand into her vagina.

	He exposed her clitoris and applied conductive gel and then a padded alligator type clip right on her clit. Before she could say anything, he inserted a bulbous tipped dildo into her vagina, to complete the circuit, and then applied current through the clip and the bulb.

	Female electro-stimulation was an entirely new experience for Sandra, and she didn’t respond all that well until Doctor Ikeda replaced the clip on her clit with a small clear plastic cylinder which fit over her clitoris. When he applied suction to her clitoris, it engorged it fully and an electrode in the cylinder allowed him to electro-stimulate her this way.

	This combination made all the difference. Sandra entered a twilight zone of sex stimulation. She began to experience spectacular and sustained orgasms....over and over and over. She just kept spurting and spurting from her pisshole and the gland openings around her vagina. 

	The dildo inside her vagina Ikeda set on ‘high’ with a slow pulse but the one on her clitoris he set on a very fast low pulse.  One of the contact rings on the dildo was mounted deep and one was mounted shallow which forced her vagina to contract on itself lengthwise from the inside-out. It made her feel like the dildo was fucking her relentlessly...

	Ikeda also applied ‘bipolar clips’ to her nipples. These confined the current to the bit of flesh trapped between the clamp's jaws. They were designed with two contacts for each nipple. These, when clamped on her nipples, were very painful. Ikeda had learned that some women, receiving the maximum stimulation from the electro-stimulation box, had a more explosive response if their nipples were hurt at the same time.

	Alan sat there throbbing in his pants....his prick hard and hot as he watched the Doctor work his daughter like a puppet. He would make her cum and then he would turn it down to let her recuperate. Then he would begin it all over again. Playing her like a machine until she began writhing and struggling like she was being torn apart from the inside out. 

	She grunted, groaned, and finally screamed as he shocked and e-stimmed her over and over again. She sweated so much it seemed like someone had thrown a bucket of water on her. Her hair hung in wet stringy clumps around her face and her underarms, face, neck, belly, back and thighs dripped perspiration.

	Her pussy hair become soaked in sweat and her juices as she ejaculated repeatedly and pissed as well. Ikeda kept forcing her to cum and cum. He wanted to see, as did Carvalho, how much sexual stamina she had. The tools he had accumulated allowed him to work a woman over until she was totally drained in body and mind.

	The rest of the afternoon was spent pushing her to exhaustion. When he was done, she had to be helped up and needed help dressing herself. There was no way to tell how many orgasms Sandra had. She was so exhausted, she could not walk by herself and Marco had to help her back to her hut. She picked at her food and slept for hours.

	 

	Chapter 12

	Anal Gang Rape

	Sandra had never been anally penetrated. She flinched when she felt Cornelio preparing her asshole.  He then spit on her anus; that was degrading. When he was ready, he impaled her with his cock. The others crowded closer; their attention on the one-sided struggle between the foreman’s big cock and her tight asshole. 

	The expressions on his face and hers were similar. Both appeared to be in the grip of pain. Sandra by the pain and humiliation as Cornelio sodomized her in front of his comrades and Cornelio by his eagerness to hurt her. The look in her eyes said she was in pain; because Sandra had a tight hole.  As he penetrated her, the pain was terrific. 

	Just as if she were giving birth, she panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the pain in her shitter.  Frantically she tried to resist - her sphincter trying to relax. But it was no good. She couldn’t relax it enough for it not to hurt terribly. 

	He leaned on her and this forced his hard cock deeper into her. His cock, embedded in her asshole, overloaded her mind with waves of pain. She had never been sodomized before. Cornelio brutally forced his way deeper inside her virgin ass, cruelly stretching her rectum. Sandra felt as if his big cock was like a baseball bat being forced up her ass. It felt like he was going to split her in two.

	“OH GOD, IT’S KILLING ME.....OH GOD....NO....NO....PLEASE....NO....!”

	Her body began to surrender to his cock as it was too painful to resist any longer. In her mind she began to open up to him totally. There was no other way....

	“Please... not so hard.... it hurts soooo much.”

	Her shit hole had loosened a little and it took him only three or four strokes to fully penetrate her up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock tightly - squeezing his cock. 

	As the others watched, Cornelio began to ride her. He started moving relentlessly in and out of her asshole like a machine, brutally stretching her. Now that he was fully inside her, Cornelio knelt; his knees shoulder width apart on the bunk. He gripped her slick, sweaty shoulders to pull her now pliant body back onto his hard cock, so he could plow into her asshole with hard, powerful strokes. 

	He slammed into her ass with all his power to hurt her, brutally and relentlessly impaling her on his cock. Involuntarily, Sandra, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her full lips.

	Everyone could see her hands clench helplessly each time Cornelio plowed her. Her body had gone limp. Nothing angry or pleading came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds and a long moan, the volume rising and falling in time with Cornelio’s humping.

	“OHHHHHHHHHHH.”

	Cornelio sodomized her as the others men joked or clapped their hands in time with his thrusts into her open asshole. It seemed to Sandra as if it would go on forever. It hurt her and what was worse was that she felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do to make him stop. Cornelio stayed hard stroke after stroke, battering her body. 

	He came only when he threw himself forward onto her back, grabbing her thick hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her tear-streaked face as he raped her. Only then, after he had looked into her eyes and felt her submit totally, did he cum in her ass. He cried out in triumph as he filled her asshole with hot cum. 

	He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her with his weight, until Danilo, impatient now for his turn, tapped him on the shoulder and asked for his place. He was just as rough as Cornelio. In a single thrust he impaled Sandra, sinking up to his pubic hairs in her. He plowed relentlessly into her wide open ass. Poor Sandra just made small moaning sounds underneath him. She could manage nothing more. Each time he slammed into her, it knocked the wind out of her lungs. 

	Unconcerned with her agony, he took his pleasure as quickly and as brutally as he could. Then he too filled her with a flood of hot cum before also collapsing on her nude back. He got off her and was replaced by Marco and then Kleber. 

	Sandra lost track of time as the men raped her ass.  She took all 6 men: the Patrão, his four henchmen and Doctor Ikeda. It seemed to go on and on as one man would finish and the next man would ram it into her. It all became one long rape. The cock became one huge cock, repeatedly and painfully sodomizing her.

	She only knew the hurtful impalement, the feeling of having her ass stretched and invaded, had become her whole reality.  She lay passive and open. Just as she had surrendered to Cornelio, she surrendered to each man who followed him. She became nothing more than their fuck toy. 

	The pain in her shit hole became a constant ache. Through it all, she lay there on her belly - her mouth open, panting between moans. Her sweaty body gleamed, the light creating shadows.  Her naked body, buffeted by their violent thrusts, was just a thing for them to use and abuse.

	Afterwards as she laid there, defiled by cum and sweat, the Patrão began whispering in her ear.  She was so “out-of-it” she couldn’t make sense of what he was saying to her.  She lay on her belly; her legs splayed wide, her shithole gaping. She closed her eyes…. her mind a blank. Her asshole was raw, stretched - an open “O” - a toothless mouth....with a slimy mixture of semen and saliva drooling from it. Her next bowel movement would be a torment. Her asshole was so sore that having to take a shit hurt so much she gripped the toilet seat and groaned as each turd emerged from her ravaged anus. 

	Chapter 13

	In the Field House

	Alan got up early and wandered about the compound. He heard some noise and looked over at a small hut near a shed. This was the place they were keeping Sandra. He got closer and as he approached he saw the door was open a crack. He was curious and in luck. He spied Sandra and she was giving blowjobs to Marco and Kleber. 

	They were standing on either side of her and she was kneeling naked between them. She had a hold of each of their uncircumcised cocks and was giving them a very wet and loving blowjob. Alan, peeking, realized his daughter was not being forced in any way.

	She was sucking them off with passion and pleasure. Her mouth was wet and she was dripping a mixture of her saliva and their pre-cum. She would jerk their cocks a stroke....a very wet stroke and lick, kiss and then suck them into her mouth. She went from cock to cock. They had their hands on their hips and were smiling and grunted as she worked them over.

	 

	Marco had a long, slim uncircumcised dick. When he came, she let it drip from her mouth a little and then slobbered all over his dick. Her mouth and chin were wet when she was done.

	 

	Kleber did almost the same thing. Both men enjoyed her sloppy suck of their cocks and slurping up their semen. Alan stood there and his prick got stiff watching her orally worshipping their cocks. It was obvious that his daughter had found her darker side. By the time both men had dumped a load in her mouth, she was wet. So much so, that it had dripped down the insides of her thighs. 

	 

	Alan snuck away and rushed back to the cottage. Finding Josilene gone, he jerked off. His daughter’s hot performance had driven him to use the memory to stimulate his masturbation. He didn’t know it, but he was about to be treated that afternoon to his daughter’s greatest performance.

	Cornelio visited Sandra and told her to get herself ready for a ‘party’ that afternoon. She was to fix herself up. The Patrão wanted her to wear lots of make-up; there were specific instructions as to what she was to wear: her most feminine bra and panties. And he tossed her a mini- skirt, a blouse and heels. 

	She was allowed to shower, wash her hair and paint her finger and toenails red and spray herself with perfume. At 1 o’clock, Cornelio and Danilo came by to get her. They looked her over and whistled as she turned around for their appraisal. She was wearing the navy blue pleated mini-skirt that stopped mid-thigh and a lavender silk blouse with no stockings or panty hose and black 4 inch high-heels. She wore black lace trimmed nylon bikini panties and a matching lacy bra that barely held her 36C tits. 

	“Nice..... My little meretriz (whore) you look very hot. Are you all ready to go to a party,” asked Danilo?

	“Yes....I guess so,” she said.

	“You are the guest of honor,” he said smirking.

	Cornelio and Danilo drove her in one of the golf carts. She sat in the passenger seat as Cornelio drove and Danilo sat in the back seat. They stopped to pick up Alan. He was also on edge wondering what was in store for her. Cornelio took them over to the main barracks.  The drive was very short; it wasn’t a long trip as the bunkhouse was just down the road. This was where all the field hands, vineyard workers, cowboys, security guards and gardeners lived. 

	When they got to the bunkhouse, Cornelio stopped the cart, cut the motor, turned to Sandra and gave her a big grin, as if to say, ‘well, slut....we’re here....!’

	Sandra looked around and saw men peeking out from the windows and the open door. 

	“Is this where the party is,” she asked gulping?

	“Yep,” he said laughing. 

	Danilo slapped Alan on the thigh and startled, he almost jumped out of the cart. Cornelio’s laughter had set the tone. The big man stepped out, came around to her side, and in a courtly gesture, took Sandra by the hand to ‘escort’ her inside. 

	Danilo nudged Alan, who was dressed in pressed chinos and a nice, button down cotton striped shirt, as if to say, ‘you too....let’s go’.

	When they entered the bunkhouse, it was like a college dorm or a military barracks. There were rough men in various stages of dress; some lounging on cots; others coming from the latrine. It was a Saturday afternoon and normally these men would be going into town to get drunk and see if they could score some pussy.

	Cornelio began barking orders as they got to the center of the room. Sandra could see double-decked bunk beds lining both walls. On the other end was the showers and latrine. There was a row of windows on both sides of the building, but no fan. It was hot in the building. Crowded into the space were three dozen hard, sweaty working men adding to the heat.

	Still holding Sandra’s hand, Cornelio waited for someone to bring forward a footlocker. Two brown skinned, hard bodied Indians hauled out a battered wooden chest and set it down in the center of the room, where Cornelio indicated he wanted it.

	Danilo had joined Cornelio on Sandra’s other side. Alan hung back by the entrance waiting to see what developed. Cornelio told Sandra to get up on the footlocker and held her hand helping her up. Then he began to speak...Actually it was more of an announcement. In Portuguese, of course, so Sandra (and Alan) didn’t know what he was saying exactly. But from the tenor of this voice and his gestures, it was apparent that he was introducing Sandra to the men.

	He went on to tell them who she was and that man skulking over there in the corner, (pointing to Alan, who seemed to shrink upon hearing his name and the turned, curious hard faces of the men when Cornelio pointed him out) was her father. And due to the beneficence of the leader, the Patrão, Sandra was to be theirs to do with, as they pleased, for the rest of the day. 

	The festivities were to end by breakfast and she was not to be permanently harmed, but they were encouraged to make full and free use of her. A big tray with hundreds of condoms was brought out and Cornelio made it a point that every man had to wear one when he fucked the woman in her pussy or asshole.

	At this, a huge cry like the roar of a four ton animal went up from the mob. Forty men bellowed out their lust and announced their fierce male energy. It startled Sandra and Alan. Then, Cornelio motioned for the men to calm down as he made a general statement in praise of Sandra’s ‘charms’. 

	Again, it got a reaction from the mob, but not as rambunctious as the first. He began extolling her charms as, still holding her hand; he got her turning this way and that. The men began whistling and hollering as she was displayed to them. 

	Cornelio extolled her tits, her ass and her tight pussy. At the mention of each of these the men roared. Sandra sensing they their raw male appreciation of her, began to get wet between her legs. 

	She had started to get wet when she realized what type of party it was.  When Cornelio laughed and told her she was to be the ‘party favor’, her pussy had started to run... She was very nervous, at first, not knowing what was in store, but now in the bunkhouse, and seeing all the rough, hard men wanting her....desiring her....she began to cream her panties. 

	Alan was also in some emotional turmoil himself. He figured out the same thing when they were taken to the bunkhouse for a ‘party’. But he was very nervous as he contemplated his daughter’s gang rape.

	Next, Cornelio made her take off her blouse. Danilo took it from her. Now, the men howled when they saw her sweet 36C tits in her sexy black bra. Again, Cornelio made her turn this way and that. Even cup her tits in her hand, bend over some, and squeeze them together in the bra cups. She was performing a striptease for the men and Alan found himself drawn against all logic into a state of sexual excitement himself as he watched his daughter get naked for the men. 

	Next her skirt came off and the men began clapping and stomping their feet. Saturday after the midday meal was their time to go off to town, so they were primed for action. Cornelio told her to take off her bra next. She reached behind and undid the hooks and then crossed her arms. This cradled her big tits and she gracefully let it fall. Danilo took it from her and threw it to the mob. 

	They hooted and hollered and two of them grappled over the perfumed garment. Now Cornelio made her turn around to display her two ‘girls’ to the men. She had to bounce up and down to make them jiggle and sway. It was embarrassing for Sandra....she had never done anything like this in her life. Her nipples, sitting on puckered aureoles nearly 1 ½” inches across, stuck out like two brown berries and showed her excitement.

	By the time she pulled down her panties and handed them to the Danilo, there was a big wet spot in the crotch. He showed it to the mob of men and they went wild. Then he threw the panties into the air to let someone catch them....A young kid caught them, brought them to his nose and sniffed. Then he held them aloft and yelled triumphantly. Now that she was naked, Cornelio made her twirl and turn and then bend over in front of all the men. 

	 

	Sandra got wetter as she was exhibited, as it was a very strong humiliation to have to display her pussy (pull apart the labia to show pink) and spread her cheeks to show her asshole to the men. Danilo brought out a strap and a cane, and made an announcement that Sandra could be whipped to keep her ‘enthusiasm’ high. Then Cornelio distributed ‘chits’. It was to be a lottery to determine the order. The lowest numbers went first etc. 

	The men lined up, making crude remarks with the first of them dropping their trousers or shorts to display their erections.  Other men stood on the sidelines, waiting their turn. Sandra felt a little scared and excited. She knew she ever be the same again. She was lifted and placed on her elbows and knees on a bunk pulled into the center of the room. Her legs were pulled wide so her pussy lips opened, glistening in the morning light inviting all of the men to fuck her.

	Men stood on either side of her and each grabbed a breast squeezing it and pinching and pulling on the big, brown nipples. A cock entered her forcefully and began to piston in and out, cumming after a few strokes. Another man shoved his cock into her. The men quickly came in her. Those mauling her tits were pulled off by others wanting a turn. They pulled on her nipples so hard it stretched her tits. Hands were all over her ass feeling, pinching and probing. An older man, with gold teeth, worked his middle finger into her ass hole as someone else fucked her pussy. 

	Following this they turned her over, so that she was face up. Two men held onto her ankles and pulled her legs over her head. Then a man got his cock in her and fucked her this way. She was sweating now a lot in the heat and her make-up had run. 

	Finally, all the men had fucked her in her pussy, leaving it a sloppy mess. Her labia had swollen up to comic proportions and her clitoris, having been suctioned by the Doctor, was already enlarged. Now it was as big as a pea and almost purple in color. Her pubic hair was wet and matted down from sweat, semen and her pussy juices. And it just drooled from her hole. 

	Her eyes, tearing, so her mascara had smeared and she looked like a sad clown. Her lipstick was gone, and her hair was a mess. Some of the men wanted her to kiss and suck their cocks. Other men took to face-fucking her hard so she gagged and drooled. Combined with the pre-cum, semen and saliva her mouth was soon a sloppy mess. She dripped and drooled down onto her tits to glaze her nipples. She was sweaty and semen spattered on her face, tits and belly. If she slowed down, the strap was applied demandingly to her buttocks. 

	This all went on for hours. Men would tire and she would get a rest, but then someone would get energized and one or a pair would descend on her lying there on a bunk. Then they would fuck her some more.

	The men who had bigger dicks brought initial pain and later ecstasy as they stretched her sexhole, pressed her cervix and womb. As they reamed her out they touched all the hot spots in her vagina and she had several orgasms from being fucked. If she slowed down, she was whipped on her butt with the cane. They fucked her until she grunted, moaned, groaned and screamed and came like a $10 dollar whore. 

	 

	She came a half-dozen times as all forty men used her as fuck toy. Some of the men had big cocks and made her scream. All of them filled her pussy with load after load of hot, pearly, slimy semen. Several jerked off on her and made her masturbate at the same time. Someone got a rag and they used this to wipe her pussy in between fucks. At one point, one of the men shoved this rag, which by then was soaked and disgusting, into her mouth.

	 

	Cornelio made a point of bringing Alan over to look at her messy pussy and point out to him how much of a slut his daughter was. Men clapped him on the back in a spirit of those who are glad to share, especially when it was his daughter they were sharing. Sandra could hardly walk when it was over.

	Three older men grabbed her, pulled her from the bunk, and dragged her to the latrine. They made her bend over, hold her ankles and took turns whipping her ass with a leather belt. After this, Sandra was soon on her knees on the floor and a line of men took turns fucking her mouth and making her gag. Her make-up was now totally a mess. Several men pissed in her mouth.

	Finally, at around 5:30 am, each man having fucked Sandra at least twice, it got fairly quiet in the barracks as most of the men fell asleep or tried to.  Sandra lay on her back exhausted in a puddle of sweat, semen and pussy juice; her legs splayed wide, her pussy hole gaping open wide like there was an invisible pipe holding the walls apart, her breasts bruised, her nipples sore, her clitoris and labia swollen and purple.

	She stared at nothing - her mind a blank. She was totally exhausted. Then someone would get a hard-on and climb on top of her to fuck her again. She could be heard grunting, then moaning and finally crying out. When it was all over, Cornelio put his arm around Alan’s shoulder. 

	 

	“Wait till you see what else the Patrão he has in store for her!” 

	 

	Alan gulped. His mind was aflame; ‘what else,’ he wondered? Sandra was allowed to dress in her blouse, skirt and shoes. Her panties and bra were long gone. Sore, sweaty and spattered, she was taken back to her hut. She fell asleep the instant her head hit the pillow. Alan lay awake for several hours and masturbated again reliving the ‘party’.

	Chapter 14

	The Parilla

	Carvalho took Alan for a walk and a smoke. He gave him a good Nicaraguan cigar and lit one up himself. The Patrão got Alan talking about what he liked to do with women. And then what kind of woman his daughter was. And did he ever fantasize about torturing a woman. He got Alan to admit more than he should have. Getting him into the right mood, he walked him over to the chamber.

	 Ikeda was already there. So were Marco and Sandra. She was wearing tight shorts and a tight tube top. Alan was sure that these weren’t her clothes. The Patrão was obviously dressing her. 

	“Are you ready,” Carvalho asked Ikeda?

	“I’m almost ready.”

	“Good.” 

	“Sandra, take off your clothes.”

	She looked at him and then at her Dad and quickly disrobed. In the morning light she looked fresh and hot. The bruises and bite marks had faded and Alan found himself looking at her again intently. She caught him looking and stared at him as if to say, ‘well, Daddy, are you staring at my naked tits?’

	“Marco, bring the frame over here,” Carvalho said, pointing to the bare bed frame against the wall.

	“Yes, I’m ready,” said Ikeda.

	He went to the cabinet and brought out a leather covered box, about the size of a make-up case. He opened it and inside was small generator. It was a military unit. There were red and black connection knobs on the front and dials and control knobs on the top.  He took out a black wire and connected it to the black knob. 

	“Marco, strap her down.”

	“OK, Sir.”

	Sandra was strapped with her arms over her head and her ankles wide apart. It was uncomfortable on the bare frame and she squirmed trying to find a comfortable spot. There was none. 

	Alan had come down to the foot of the bed and was staring at his daughter’s hairy pussy. He was curious to see how it looked after her gang rape. It was still a bit swollen and red, but surprisingly normal. ‘It’s amazing how much a woman’s cunt can handle,’ Alan thought to himself. Ikeda took a copper egg and began squirting gel all over it. He made sure it was well lubricated. He took a black wire to it and connected with a little plug to the black knob. 

	“This goes in your vagina.”

	He told Sandra this was “negative or ground”. As he said this, he was smiling. She could see he was enjoying the opportunity to torment her mentally. 

	Sandra groaned as he bent down and spread her labia and worked the egg into her sexhole. He got it in her deep behind her pubic bone, so that it was just in front of the cervix. Alan watched interested, as the doctor worked with slippery fingers to get it seated properly.

	Sandra was sweating in fear now. The metal slats grew slippery with her sweat. When she started asking a lot of questions, the doctor pulled out a rubber gag and shoved it in her mouth - for her to bite on.

	He said, “So you don’t bite your tongue off.”

	He got a slim copper rod and connected it to a red wire. He attached this to the red knob on the front.  He explained that this was a ‘parilla’, the famous Argentinean electro torture system. It consisted of the bed frame, the generator, the copper rod and the egg.

	“Where ever I touch you with this,” he said holding up the rod, “you’ll get a shock. The police would ask a suspect a question. Usually a leftist or a suspected terrorist and if they didn’t give the right answer, they were given a shock. The favored targets were the nipples, the navel, the genitals and the anus. They usually had a doctor in attendance to make sure that the suspect wasn’t permanently injured. Lucky for you, I’m a doctor,” he said smiling.

	It’s a two-man job,” he said turning to Alan. “I’ll operate the rod…you run the controls.”

	Alan looked at Carvalho and then at Ikeda and then at Sandra, who looked at her father questioningly. ‘He’s become the torturer’s apprentice’, she thought to herself.

	“The big one controls the amount of current. The one on the right with the handle is spring loaded and lets you give them a quick jolt,” Ikeda counseled him.

	Alan, slowly and without a word, went to the generator. He studied the box and when Ikeda nodded his head to encourage him, put his right hand on the control knob.

	“Set it at 20,” Ikeda advised him. Alan turned the dial…..

	“Marco, wet her down,” Ikeda said to the boy.

	He went to the sink and picked up a spray bottle. He held a salt water solution. He came over and began spraying Sandra’s tits, belly, thighs and between her legs. She moaned and whimpered as he did this. She knew from high school physics that this would make the current spread easily…..She felt very much the victim now: naked, bound, wired up and wet down……

	Ikeda touched the tip of the pencil thin probe to her right nipple. She immediately felt the current. It felt like an electric shock does. It was not super painful, but it made her writhe and squirm. It felt extremely unpleasant. Then he touched it to her left nipple. He went back and forth, using the water to allow the tip to slip and slide over the aureoles and around the nipple. At one point he told Allan to turn it off and set the dial to 30. Then he pressed on her right nipple indenting it considerably. 

	“Flip the handle to the right,” he instructed Alan, who promptly flipped it all the way to the right and allowed the spring to bring it back to the center position. This was repeated with her other nipple. Sandra groaned and screamed into her gag. He had Alan turn the control knob up and down to vary the torment. When he got tired of working on her nipples, he went to work on her navel. He only hit this a few times and then he got serious and spent time re-wetting and shocking her pussy. He used the tip to explore every crease and fold of her genitalia. He had Alan turn it up as high as ‘80’ at one point.

	The sensations when he inserted the rod in her vagina (rooting around for the different targets like her cervix, g-spot etc.) were so painful that she bit the rubber in her mouth hard and arched up off the table, making her breasts wobble and fly all over her chest. It felt to her like she had something tearing at her deep inside. He waited a moment, and went to work again on her anus and got the rod in her rectum. Again, Sandra was lifted from the table. When he had Alan turn it up to ‘90’, she was able to spit out the rubber gag and began screaming... The sounds coming from her mouth seemed like they were coming from another person.

	After a while, he went back to her tits. And then went down between her legs again. After this, she became so disoriented, that she really didn’t hear anything anyone was saying. The shocks to her nipples and her clitoris made them swell and made her scream and scream. Her breasts soon turned bright red and the nipples got bigger and darker in color. She collapsed on the table each time he stopped. Her brown nipples swelled up and turned purple, almost black in color!

	Her vagina, urethra, anus and rectum were on fire too. Images of bees swarming in her vagina - jabbing her with the stingers and injecting her with venom flitted thru Sandra’s  mind. The pain was so sharp that she lost her breath. He shocked her again and again. It made her feel like she had to urinate too when he put the thin tip right up against the urethral mouth and let her have it there. It was excruciating.

	She howled and shrieked like an animal and began twitching from the current even when he stopped. The feelings were indescribable and she screamed like a lunatic. Her vagina got wet with sweat, her secretions and urine when she pissed herself and she was sweating so much it made the electricity spread even more. 

	Ikeda forced her into convulsions; her whole body went into spasms. It felt to her like her guts were being squeezed. The shocks made her anal sphincters clench hard and when he stopped, they relaxed. Over and over, clenching and relaxing. He used the rod to rape her. And Alan helped. He had become the torturer’s apprentice.

	There was a lot of wetness; it became apparent that she pissed herself. The feelings and the tension in her pelvis became completely intolerable. Her whole body went rigid and she was bent into a bow; and she made all kinds of inhuman noises. 

	She screamed until she was hoarse. Sandra thought she was going to go out of her mind. She had never felt anything like it in her whole life. Then he stopped.  In the background, she could hear Carvalho and Marco laughing and joking. 

	Every time he shocked her clitoris, getting the tip under the hood, she arched up like she was trying to touch the ceiling with her hips. She jerked, twitched and humped her hips up and down. Her face and chest flushed a deep red; and not just her breasts. Her hips went up and down and when they did her buttocks smacked the table and made a wet, hard sound each time. She begged like a child, after each shock, for him to stop and soon began babbling like an idiot… 

	“Please! Please! Please! NO MORE…NO MORE….PLEASE,” she begged.

	The doctor stopped shocking her finally. The ordeal left her a mess. Her nose ran, tears wet her cheeks; and she had drooled a lot. She had clenched the muscles in her butt so hard they were sore. Her back ached; and she was exhausted. Sandra gulped and closed her eyes, as Carvalho commanded her to confess something deep and dark; something that she had not told anyone. When she hesitated, he threatened her again with the ‘parilla’. 

	 

	“Tell me a deep dark secret.”

	 

	Alan looked at her intently, wondering where Carvalho was going with this. Sandra gulped and then told him she’d let the family dog lick her pussy when she was 14. That she was fascinated by what the dog had between its legs. That having a male animal hot for her turned her on. And that she had climaxed by letting the dog lick her. Alan sat there with his mouth open. 

	He couldn’t believe this was his daughter speaking. He never knew she had done that with Hector, their German shepherd. Sandra looked at her father and when it was obvious that his look told her how upset this had made him, she looked away. 

	 

	Marco undid the straps holding her...She was free, but just lay there. Eventually, they got her up. That’s when she lost control of her bladder again. She grabbed her stomach and began to piss uncontrollably. It splashed all over the floor. Sandra was also shocked that her father took part. ‘How could he do that to me’, she wondered? She felt she could not feel any more shame or humiliation. 

	Chapter 15

	K-9 Training

	Cornelio fetched her that night. The Patrão, Danilo, Kleber, Cornelio, Marco, Kleber, Doctor Ikeda, Alan and Josilene were all there in the stables. Chairs had been set up like it was going to be a show of some type. Marco got busy, at that point, laying down a rug on the straw-covered floor. Alan heard a noise, looked around and saw Cornelio bringing over a big dog on a leash. It was a huge, muscular, friendly beast - a liver-colored mastiff. At 135 lbs., it was a very big dog. 

	 

	The Patrão had decided, when he made her tell him that she had sex with the family pet, he would subject Sandra to some ‘K-9’ training. He encouraged Sandra to pet the dog. Make friends with it.  Then, he told her to ‘strip’. The five men watched her smirked and joked the whole time. 

	Alan came over and begged the Patrão not to do this to his daughter. Having sex with an animal was way over the top, he felt. Carvalho gently pushed him to sit and watch. When Sandra had gotten naked, the Patrão pointed to the chair, indicating he wanted her to sit. Danilo had taken her panties from her and brought them over to let the dog sniff the crotch. At this, the big dog snorted and  barked. The dog had been trained to fuck women and the smell of Sandra’s musk on her panties was all it needed to set him off. 

	 

	“He likes your stinky panties, Sandra!”

	 

	This made Sandra blush. The Patrão had her drape her legs over the chair’s arms. This exposed her pussy and anus. When Cornelio led the beast over to Sandra’s spread thighs, it sniffed her crotch right away and then began licking her slowly at first - then more enthusiastically as it got the smell and the taste of her pussy.

	 

	“Oh…. Oh …. Oh … Oh... Oh! OH! Ah… Ahhh…. Ohhh…. Ohhh……OH...OH…….OH SHIT….OH SHIT…OH SHIT!”

	 

	The beast’s tongue licking her pussy aroused Sandra very quickly. The dog knew how to use its tongue and lapped all around her hole. It slopped its big, pink tongue all over her labia, clitoris and as she began to get juicier…it thrust its tongue into her vagina too.

	 

	This tongue fucking… combined with the pussy lapping quickly made Sandra cum.  She whimpered, squealed and came. 

	“Oh….….Oh…OH…..OH…..OH….UUHH….OHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	Then, the beast’s nose and muzzle was at her anus and she felt the tongue lapping there… warm and wet on her anus. This felt so good too. The dog licked her from her anus to her clitoris with big, sloppy kisses. With her legs over the arms of the chair, Sandra was totally open.

	She forgot all about the men watching her. Oh, she could hear them – joking and enjoying the show…but the dog’s tongue totally dominated her. Sandra sat there, whimpering, grunting, moaning and groaning. Soon, she began to cum continuously. Alan couldn’t believe his daughter was cumming from having sex with a dog. He also couldn’t believe how hot it was making him.

	 

	After she’d had a string of convulsive orgasms, Carvalho wanted her to suck the dog’s dick. The dog’s red organ was out of its sheath and protruding several inches. It was red, dripping and drooling slime. He instructed Sandra to lie down on the rug. Then, Cornelio and Danilo got the dog straddling her head. This put its organ right in her face. Danilo reached in between the animal’s legs and grabbed its cock right behind the big ‘knot’ at the base. As he held it, the bulge began swelling. Alan wasn’t sure that Sandra would go along with fellating a dog, but he knew they could force her.

	 

	Cornelio told Sandra to give the tip wet sucking kisses. Then, run the tip of her tongue in little circles around the pointed tip. She did it willingly and with enthusiasm. This really made it spurt in little pops like mad. Finally, he wanted her to suck the tip. Cornelio had her do this, in the exact order, over and over again. The men were beside themselves as they watched her degrade herself completely. Her face got wet as she slobbered over the spurting, dripping organ.

	 

	The beast alternately dribbled and spurted. As she kissed it – Sandra swallowed a lot of semen. This really got the beast going…. the semen kept jetting out in pops and spurts. As Sandra continued to fellate the dog, the ‘knot’ at the base got huge. It looked like the animal’s dick had swallowed two lemons.

	 

	The slimy discharge filled Sandra’s mouth over and over. Her face was wet too - everywhere. Every time she took the tip out of her mouth, it squirted semen. Her cheeks, chin, lips and tits were soon glistening with the dog’s slimy discharge…Alan’s prick got so hard that his balls soon began to ache. He slipped his hand into his pocket to play with his prick as he watched his daughter suck the dog’s dick.

	 

	Sandra looked over and saw everyone’s reaction at her slutty performance. She felt humiliation, and Cornelio’s steady stream of verbal abuse adding to that feeling. They kept her at it until Carvalho wanted the animal to fuck her. So, they got her on all fours on the rug. The beast knew just what to do.

	 

	Excited, it growled as it jumped on her back and its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage. Its hips quickly began humping. The animal tried with all its might to get its organ in her hole. It kept jabbing at her. Mottled purple and red, the dog’s dick was a slimy, dripping, nightmare. 

	Cornelio and Danilo would let the dog almost mount her and then they would pull the animal back. It would bark and struggle wanting to get its dick into her warm, wet hole. They did this to work the animal up and load up its testicles. Breeding animals on the ranch they knew that the dog’s seminal reservoirs would swell and fill by these ‘false mounts’. 

	 

	But they finally let the dog go. As soon as the dog got its dick in her warm, wet hole, BAM – it shoved it in so deep and fast that Sandra lost her breath. It drove it in and out so fast - like a piston. Sandra began crying out as it fucked her like a rag doll, punching to the end of her vagina. 

	 

	And now, she felt the ‘knot’ trying to get in her pussy. Sandra looked back between her legs and saw the ‘knot’ right at her hole. It was huge now as the animal pushed and pushed, trying to get it into her. Finally, Sandra howled with a mixture of pleasure and pain as the ‘knot’ forced open the mouth of her vagina, the sphincter, really wide and slid inside her hole. Alan nearly came in his pants as he watched the big, nasty ‘knot’ squeezing itself into Sandra’s hole.

	Josilene, sitting next to Alan, reached over and began to squeeze his erection in his pants. Sandra could feel the beast’s dick as it went deeper - past her cervix to fill her up completely. When that happened, Sandra began babbling like an idiot. Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth. She was lost in the grip of the bestial coupling and began screaming:

	 

	“OH SHIT - FUCK ME….. OH SHIT…..OH SHIT…..OH SHIT….OH FUCK ME…FUCK ME….I’M A DOG SLUT…I’M A FUCKING DOG SLUT…..FUCK ME. FUCK MEEEE!"

	 

	The dog used his front paws to pull her closer and humped her like it had a jackhammer between its legs. The beast drooled on her back and fucked like a machine. It never stopped. It kept fucking her mercilessly, not allowing Sandra time to pause or catch her breath. 

	 

	The knot….now fully inside….….throbbed…spurted… vibrated and pulsed. For Sandra it was like her whole body became her PUSSY. She was the dog's bitch. As the dog’s penis vibrated and spurted, Sandra felt her whole pelvis bear down and she began cumming and cumming...

	 

	“Ohhhhhhhh………Ohhhhhh….Ohhhhhh… Ohhhhhh……Ahhhhhh……..Uhhhhhhhh…..OH...OH…OH…OH…OH...OOOOHHHH….OOOOHHHH…..UH…UH…UUUHHHH!!!”

	 Her mind spun and her brain exploded, as her whole body shook. When she relaxed her vagina, everyone could see the knot trying to pop out. But it was too big, so it did not quite make it out. Then when she squeezed her pussy, the knot was pulled in deeper. Those made the knot massage her G-Spot and the front wall of her vagina and also forced the tip deep into her epicenter.

	Carvalho said to Ikeda, “When she squeezes her cunt it pulls the knot in and out. She’s fucking herself!”

	Ikeda smiled and nodded. Sandra was having one body shaking orgasm after another as the dog ejaculated in her hole. It was hotter than a man’s cock as it spurted and pulsed and kept pushing her into multiple orgasms. Her mind spun and exploded. She felt it spurting and spurting….hosing her with hot, watery bestial cum.

	Not only was the dog’s cock hot, but the hot semen had turned her sexhole into a volcano. The knot was a plug that held most of the hot cum inside her. The fiery semen filled and coated her sexhole and the heat flowed directly through her stretched vaginal walls and into her urethral sponge.

	The result was that she came convulsively over and over again. The hot, copious ejaculations just keep her going. Finally, it came to an end. The dog had been locked inside her for 12 minutes. Her contractions had completely fatigued her vaginal muscles. She had been thoroughly fucked!

	Sandra slowly came back to her senses as she felt the dog pulling back and when it pulled its cock out, she felt like she had a log pop out of her. There was so much pressure - then nothing. The dog stood there for a moment . . . then it moved a few feet away, lay down and began licking itself.

	 

	The animal’s knot at the base was as big as two plums. The organ from tip to base was at least 8” long. Somehow the shaft and that huge knot had been in Sandra’s vagina, a sheath that had never born children. Sandra lay on her elbows and knees panting and sweating like a pig. She felt and looked like she had run a  marathon. She was wet with sweat all over: her back, her belly down to her hairy mound, her thighs and buttocks. A messy mixture of dog semen and pussy juice ran down the inside and the backs of her thighs.

	 

	They pulled Sandra to her feet. They had her to spread her legs and display herself to everyone, especially her father. The dog was led over to lick her clean. Then they all took turns fucking her.  When she was sloppy with semen, they let the animal lick her clean again, making her cum again. The beast’s organ emerged again from its sheath and they let it fuck her again. Sandra practically collapsed at the end – from sheer sexual exhaustion. Alan, shocked by what he had seen, left with Josilene. 

	 

	Chapter 16

	Josilene on the Wheel

	That night lying in bed with Josilene, Alan began asking her questions about the Patrão. At first they were just general questions.

	“He is very smart. And he knows how to make the money. Everyone in the Mato Grosso respects the Patrão.”

	“Has he ever killed a girl,” asked Alan curious?

	“You mean in the chamber? No....the strangers all leave sore and with some bruises,” she said with a grin.

	“But no one is hurt permanent. Except maybe in the mind....the Patrão knows how to take control of the person’s mind. You can see that....yes?”

	“Hmmmm....yes,” said Allan shaking his head in agreement.

	“Some woman of the fazenda....they are often punished too.”

	“Really?”

	“OH yes.....I know.”

	“You too?”

	“I have been punished....yes....I think I am going to be punished tomorrow.  .......on the wheel.”

	“On the wheel?”

	“Yes.....tied...caned or whipped. They use the nettles too; on all the sensitive places. And they do other things to cause suffering.”

	“Has this ever been done to you?”

	“Oh yes..... I have been on the wheel,” she said sadly.

	“Why now....what did you do?”

	“The Patrão found out that you and Xusa had sex.”

	“Why is that a problem? ...Why would he be upset at that?”

	“Xusa....she is his daughter, Senhor.” 

	“What? Xusa is the Patrão daughter? Oh wow.....you and the Patrão.” 

	“Yes, the Patrão always gets what he wants.”

	“And he’s very protective of his daughter?”

	“YES....he found out and he is angry with me. He knows you didn’t know. So, I will be punished; probably tomorrow. Will you find that exciting?”

	Alan was distracted by what she’d told him. ‘Xusa was Carvalho’s daughter....wow’, he thought to himself.

	“Will you enjoy what they do to me,” she asked again plaintively?

	“Oh......I don’t know.....”

	“But you are a man....you are excited by such things. Even your daughter....yes?”

	“Hmmmm....I guess you’re right. I probably will find what they will do to you exciting....”

	When they had sex, Alan’s mind was pre-occupied with what would be done to her. And what it would look like when she was worked over. The prospect intrigued Alan. Josilene was right. The next morning.....Cornelio and Danilo came for her and brought her out to the courtyard behind the big house. 

	They had some men bring a huge wooden wheel and prop it up against the stone wall. Josilene was brought out and the Patrão sat down in a big comfortable chair that Kleber had set out for him. Alan had come out too and sat back a bit on a stone bench. Marco arrived with Sandra. 

	Alan made eye contact, but neither said anything. Sandra waved at her father, but the look on her face was strained. Josilene was made to stand before the Patrão. She was wearing a simple white linen shift and was barefoot. Her hair had been pulled back into a pony tail. She wasn’t wearing any make-up.

	“You know what you did and why you’re here. Do you have anything to say,” Carvalho asked her?

	“Only that I am sorry, Patrão.”

	With that, he gestured to Cornelio and Danilo to begin. They came over, made her put her arms over her head and roughly ripped the shift from her body. It was a violent and erotic act and Alan found himself strangely aroused as they tore her dress off. Now she was standing there in a pair of white cotton panties with her huge tits hanging to her waist. Danilo grabbed the waistband of her panties from the back and yanked down hard to rip them off. He pulled the remnants down and made her kick the torn garment from her feet. Now she was naked in the morning sunshine.

	Her big tits hung down nearly to her fat waist, capped by her huge aureoles and black grape-sized nipples. Her thick thighs crowned by her protuberant ass cheeks looked obscene as she stood there. She put her hands by her side and hung her head. Finally, Danilo marched her over to the wheel.

	It lay against the wall, propped at an angle. Built in a time long past, originally it must have been mounted on a huge cart – perhaps for logging. It was 7 feet in diameter and the spokes were as thick as baseball bats. There was a big hub in the middle; and it had been covered with boar’s hide. This would insure that anyone made to lie against it would be very uncomfortable. The hide of a boar sported bristles that were like wire.

	With her body already wet with sweat, she was pushed to lie on the wheel. Her legs were pulled open and each of her ankles lashed with rough rope to the wheel at the 7 and 5 o’clock position, spreading her obscenely so that her puckered anus and her fat pussy were exposed. A heavy leather belt was buckled tight across the small of her back, to prevent movement no matter what they did to her.

	Rough rope was used to lash both her wrists to the 12 o’clock position on the wheel. The position pulled her body taut, holding her arms at full stretch so the heavy globes of her breasts dangled thru the spokes.

	Danilo held the whip. It sported six thin lashes with knots at the end mounted on a wooden handle. Taking a position, he began to whip her back and buttocks. The lashes landed with a wet sound and upturned buttocks clenched and wobbled unceasingly as he beat her; making her writhe as she was whipped. The lashes were only three feet in length so Danilo whipped her standing close. He made the knotted tips land in her crack and she cried out when the knots struck the darker skin close to her anus. Every time she wriggled the boar’s hide abraded the flesh on her stomach. It was like having sandpaper rubbed up against her belly….

	There was a hissing swishing noise and the sound of leather hitting wet flesh. Josilene screamed wildly, bucking and writhing against her bonds. Sandra, who had been brought out to watch by Marco, gasped as she saw the three-foot long whip in Danilo's right hand whir through the air to land again and again on Josilene’s shoulders, back and the fat globes of her bottom.

	The blows made her scream horribly. By the 20th blow Josilene sagged in her bonds, her buttocks quivering as though she had been given electric shocks.

	Then Danilo dropped the whip and took a bunch of nettles from an assistant. He separated the big fleshy loaves of Josilene’s butt cheeks and used the tips to torment the dark grove as well as her anus. She cried out as he methodically worked the leaves all thru her butt crack and on her shit hole. When he was done, her crack and her puckered anal ring were covered with tiny sting blisters. She sobbed when he was done. It was a terrible torment.

	Her butt looked really raw. The lash had left marks and weals. Then an assistant handed him a coke bottle. He greased it with coconut oil and spread Josilene’s beaten butt cheeks. He pressed the mouth of the bottle against her anus and sadistically forced it inside. Her sphincters were tight and she cried out as he got the neck of the bottle up inside her.

	Then he worked it in until the fat part was stretching her sphincter. This made her howl. Alan knew she had a tight asshole. The bottle was stretching her horribly. His position made it difficult for Alan to see, but from the sounds and his movements Alan realized that Danilo was now working the greasy bottle deep inside Josilene’s rectum. When he had all of it in, the bottom of the bottle protruded obscenely from her shithole

	Then he had his assistants turn her over on the wheel. Josilene groaned as they flipped her over so she could be whipped on her front. She had been sentenced to a whipping parte dianteira (on her front) and parte traseira (on her back).

	Now that she was facing her tormentor, she could see the whip coming. He took a position and beat her on her sweaty belly, her tits and her pussy. Her fat hangers rolled and wobbled this way and that on her chest as he hit them. Soon they were scored with marks everywhere. He paid special attention to the big, black, silver dollar-sized aureoles and her purple cashew-sized nipples. Every man watching found it mesmerizing to see a woman whipped on her tits, especially a woman with huge ones, like Josilene.

	When her groaning and crying got too loud, Danilo called for a gag. They brought him a rag, a rope and a bottle. The bottle was filled ¾ of the way with horse semen. He held Josilene’s nose and made her open her mouth. Then he poured from the bottle and made her drink. It looked disgusting. Thinner fluid, the ‘milk’ filled the bottom of the bottle and it was capped with a foamy layer of ‘cream’. 

	Alan asked a man what it was in the bottle and when he was told what it was, stared in amazement. The man said, “We call it ‘fish-glue’ because it’s sticky and that’s how it smells.”

	Alan thought, ‘that’s a terrible thing to be forced to swallow. These guys are diabolical. They think of everything’. When he’d made her swallow half of what was in the bottle, he soaked the rag with the rest of it, shoved it in her mouth and tied it off. Josilene’s eyes showed her distress when he was done. She was seen to swallow and you could see that it made her gag.

	Then Danilo went back to whipping her on her tits, belly and pussy. With her legs spread, he was able to make the knotted tips land on her fat, wet labia. Whenever he hit her clitoris, she screamed into her gag. Alan (and Sandra) watched as the fat, naked, sweating woman squealed frantically, when it landed there, bucking her hips so hard that the thick leather belt across her belly creaked and groaned with the strain and the backs of her thighs slapped wetly against the spokes of the wheel futilely. He made her jump like a puppet. After 2o blows, he dropped the whip. 

	Alan had a throbbing erection as he watched. It was fascinating. Sandra was standing about 15 yards from Alan. She saw her Dad, but was being kept at a distance. As she watched Josilene’s torture she shuddered, realizing that this punishment could be meted out to her just as easily. 

	When Josilene asked Alan the previous night if he thought he would get excited by what they were going to do to her, he was non-committal. Now, he realized it was very exciting. Whipping a woman on the wheel was erotic and Danilo was a master at inflicting pain. Josilene told him that Cornelio and Danilo had worked for the police torturing leftists in San Paolo in the old days. He certainly knew how to torture a woman. From the wheel came a rising, babbling wail from Josilene - desperate anguish as Danilo whipped her tits, belly and cunt.

	He used the whip between her sweat-soaked thighs and whenever he did her cries immediately became more frantic and demented. Alan knew, from the sudden babbling noises, and the uncontrollable bucking of her hips, that the big man had hit her clitoris. It was hot to watch…..

	Danilo then dropped the whip. He came over and talked to her. She was sobbing as he reached down to tweak and play with her thick black nipples. He fondled the rubbery tips for a few moments as she squirmed and sobbed. Then he called for more nettles, and used them on her raw, swollen nipples and her pussy. He used the tips slowly and carefully to fret her womanly bits and when he was done, she had bitten and chewed on her gag so much that she had squeezed out all the horse cum. 

	Sandra shuddered, crossing her legs at the thought of the nettles being used on her own nipples and clitoris by a man who knew exactly how to torture a woman. As she watched him use the nettles to fret the wet, swollen lips of Josilene’s labia, the unspoken thought churned in her mind, ‘maybe it’ll be my turn next’.

	“AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH,” Josilene screamed. “No, no, no, no, no more....PLEASE.....aaaaaaHHHHH! ooohhhh....OOOHHHHH!”

	“You’re done,” Danilo said as he grabbed a handful of her wet, tangled hair and shook her head almost playfully. Then, he took out the gag and bent down to say something to her. Her agony was not over yet, as she would be left on the wheel for another hour. The bondage would soon become a terrible torment by itself. 

	“I’m going to let the flies have you now,” he said to her making her groan.

	To add to her suffering, he began smearing honey from a jar on her nipples and her cunt to attract black flies. In the heat of the Mato Grosso grasslands, these flies were notorious for driving cattle crazy. It didn’t take but five minutes after he anointed her for a horde of biting, black flies to begin swarming. 

	Her nipples and pussy were soon so infested that it looked as if she were wearing black ear muffs on her tits and crotch. She began screaming as they crawled all over her nipples and pussy. She really suffered now as they swarmed and crawled over her. Whenever one of them bit her, she stiffened and groaned. Sandra, seeing this and feeling overwhelmed, asked to leave and Marco took her back to her hut. Alan stayed until the very end as he was very turned on.

	When they took her down, after an hour, Josilene was a beaten woman. She knelt on the grass and sobbed. Given something to drink, she would be hosed down and released. That night, Alan, inflamed by what he had seen, fucked Josilene in her sore ass. It was some of the best sex he’d ever had. The next afternoon she was bought to the stables and to endure the second part of her sentence.

	Chapter 17

	The Horse

	A pony is a small horse and can weigh 500-600 lbs. Its mottled, gray-pink cock is as big as a woman's arm from elbow to fist. It’s too big for most women to take in their vaginas, but the Patrão’s men had trained such a horse to fuck a woman. 

	Josilene had been sentenced by the Patrão to a painful and degrading bestial fuck by his special pony as punishment for letting Alan fuck his daughter. Xusa was special to him and he was strict about who had access to her. Josilene had screwed up letting Alan experience her charms, and this was part of her punishment. 

	 

	The next day Danilo and Cornelio marched her naked to the stables with her tits jiggling and swaying after the mid-day meal. The word had been put out; and many came to watch as the fat mulatto was marched to the barn. A big crowd of men, women and children had formed. Josilene found it especially degrading to be paraded before them naked. 

	They brought her to the stables, filled with the sounds and smells of the animals, including the whinnying of the fazenda’s prized horses. Alan and Sandra were there as well as several of the Patrão’s guests. 

	Alan looked around and marveled at such a set-up for the Patrão’s perverted hobby. He had been told by Josilene what they were going to do to her the previous night and he was eager, along with the other guests, to see the show. Sandra, after her experience with the dog, was very curious about what it would be like to be fucked by a horse. Chairs had been set up theater style and refreshments were served.

	 

	In the center, almost as if it were a stage, there was a contraption set up. It was a sturdy narrow wooden bench surmounted with a padded leather covered hump mounted at a 20 degree angle on the bench. Two handles were mounted perpendicular on either side of the hump towards the front. The contraption was designed to put a woman into a position where she could take a pony’s cock. 

	The woman in question would bend over and lay her upper body on the hump and it would support her belly and chest. The narrow hump allowed her tits to hang over the sides. She could then grab the handles to stabilize her position as the pony, when prodded, reared up and mounted her. The beast would rest part of its chest on her back and she was then in the proper position to receive the animal’s cock supported by the bench. The bench could be raised or lowered or the angle of the hump changed to accommodate different sized sex partners from the two different species. 

	Josilene was given heavy boots to wear; other than that, she was naked as she waited nervously. The Patrão came and shook hands with several of his guests and then he began barking commands to the stable boys, Cornelio and Danilo. The two men took Josilene and put her into position on the bench. Cornelio opened a can of Crisco®. He made her spread her legs and scooping some out, smeared it around and into her sex-hole. Josilene moaned as he worked the buttery grease into her pussy, still sore from her whipping the previous day. 

	Alan eyes popped out of his head when saw the three boys leading the pony forward. As the animal was displayed to everyone, its cock dropped down and Alan frankly didn't think any woman could take that much cock.  But remembering how Josilene’s pussy had swallowed his fist, he wondered. 

	It was gross, but Alan, after seeing how his daughter had responded to being fucked by a dog, was frankly turned on by the idea of bestiality now. ‘What else could the Patrão make a woman do’, he wondered? He could feel the sap rising in his balls at the thought of Josilene being forced to take the horse cock in her big pussy. 

	 

	Josilene, when she looked over her shoulder, spied the pony and saw its cock drop, went, “OH.”

	  

	The Patrão supervised as the boys guided the animal behind her, and Cornelio and Danilo assisted. The beast bent down to sniff Josilene’s butt so temptingly presented. The scent must have excited it, because it began to snort and whinny louder. To make sure the animal performed properly Cornelio had extracted pussy juice from a mare in heat and mixed it into the Crisco he’d smeared on Josilene’s pussy.

	 

	Danilo pulled at the animal’s bridle and Cornelio slapped its haunches to get it to mount. It had done this before, so it wasn’t unfamiliar with having to rear up and get its chest on top of a woman. Josilene kept swiveling her head from side to side to see what she could. Alan had a front row seat so he could see everything…

	 

	Once up, the beast’s forequarters were now supported by Josilene and the bench. The animal’s rear hooves were well behind the bench, and now mounted; it was ready to thrust its cock into a hot, wet hole. It began to work its haunches looking for the hole. This made the monster cock wave around.

	 

	Josilene looked back to see and caught a glimpse of it. She groaned as the beast’s organ was already bigger than any human penis. It had dropped down about and was almost fully erect...

	 

	The horse began whinnying as Josilene’s sex odor plus the mare’s scent aroused the animal and made its organ get bigger and stiffer. It was almost like it was an inflatable. One moment it was half erect, and then as if someone threw a switch – WHAM - it was fully erect! It began humping its haunches and its cock bobbed up and down in the most obscene way as it tried to find her hole.

	 

	To the horse, in its primitive, bestial brain, the smell of a mare in heat meant mating. Soon, Josilene felt the flared cockhead pushing against her crack and her anus. She moved her ass so that the huge head lined up with her gaping vagina instead. Cornelio helped and guided the beast’s cock so that it centered on Josilene’s greased vaginal opening. Josilene, bent over with the animal leaning on her, couldn’t move much, but gripping the handles helped.

	 

	As the pony began humping she was pushed as far forward as she could go. And while Josilene’s sex-hole was wide and deep, it had to stretch a lot to take the cockhead’s thick flared knob. As it dilated her and parted the walls of her warm, wet hole, Josilene groaned like she was being torn apart. The parting of her vaginal sphincter was painful, as the big head pushed in deeper and squeezed past her cervix. It was soon in very deep...

	 

	The animal had so much cock and she was being stretched to the fullest. The penetration made her groan so loud that Alan, watching, knew that she had finally found a cock that could fill her totally. It got it in all the way and then it pulled back. But it quickly just rammed it back in; this time a very hard thrust. This made Josilene groan like it was about to come out her mouth.

	 

	Alan leaned closer to see how much of the cock was inside her. The animal had erected to his full length and girth. Alan thought to himself that was around 10”at the base and maybe 14”-15” long. On the in stroke all but 3” or so had disappeared inside her vagina. Josilene had taken a foot of the beast’s cock with the full flared head up against her epicenter.

	 

	Josilene braced herself as the pony began to snort and whinny in its excitement. She instinctively knew the animal was getting ready now to really pound her. When the beast began fucking her, it went in and out pretty easily, at that point, as her greased, reddened hole was fully dilated. But, she needed to get ‘set’ when the animal nailed her hard. When it rammed her like a battering ram and she got the whole thing right up into her belly, it hurt her and she cried out.

	 

	When the cock slammed into her before she got set, she screamed each time. She began to move her hips when he got ready to ram her and in that way she wasn't impaled all at once. Even so, she didn't get it right a couple of times and this caused it to slip out or it punch-fuck her silly. 

	 

	And a lot of times - especially toward the end - she or the animal lost the rhythm, and she was forced to take it fully in her hole. And then she howled. She had it plow into her like that maybe a dozen times, and when that happened, she reacted each time like a bolt of electricity had shot through her.

	 

	The depth and girth of the penetration was almost like giving birth. Everything in her pelvis was stretched to the limit. When the horse really began to pound her, Josilene grabbed onto the handles for dear life. 

	 

	Sweat poured off her, as the beast pounded her. Soon, she had an orgasm and screamed like a madwoman. She sounded like someone had stabbed her in her belly. Alan looked on in wonder. ‘She’s the biggest slut in the whole wide world’, he thought to himself. Alan knew he was witness to an unbelievable phenomenon: a human female taking on a horse. He had his hand in his pocket and surreptitiously played with his prick. He couldn’t help himself...

	Josilene had a love/hate thing with being subjected to this. She loved the feeling of being deeply penetrated, but it hurt in the bargain. The worst part for her was the humiliation of being branded in everyone’s eyes as a “horse slut”. It was degrading and emotionally devastating for her.

	 

	Josilene, as the animal’s cock kept pounding her epicenter, now began having multiple orgasms. She came and kept cumming as long as long as the horse kept slamming its haunches back and forth – going in and out in a bestial burlesque of human mating.

	 

	She babbled, “OH, OH – OH -OH – OH -OH – OH SHIT – OH SHIT – OH -OH – MY PUSSY – MY PUSSY – OH -OH – OH FUCK – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – OH SHIT – OH SHIT – OH SHIT – OH JESUS…IT’S FUCKING ME….FUCK ME….FUCK…FUCK…..FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – FUCK ME – OH JESUS SAVE ME . . . . IT’S FUCKING ME – FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!”

	 

	Alan was blown away watching Josilene get fucked by the horse. It had aroused him as much as anything in his whole life. He was fascinated that a woman could take a cock that big. Josilene grunted every time it went in and usually it went in only about two-thirds of the way. The animal was huffing like a train and its rear hooves literally came off the floor each time it humped her.

	 

	Josilene, sweating and drooling, was nearly out of her mind. Her E-cup milkers jiggled and her black grape sized nipples were erect. She wagged her head from side to side and at times hung her head down. Strands of sweaty hair were all over her face. She was being fucked half to death by a horse cock with 600 pounds of gristle, bone and flesh behind it. 

	Alan said aloud, without thinking about what he was saying, “I wonder what if feels like to be a woman getting fucked like that!”

	Ikeda, sitting two seats away, laughed…

	 

	The horse kept re-mounting her when its cock slipped out. At one point, its cock seemed to rotate in her pussy creating suction and she felt it pulling violently on her organs. The cock, and especially the flared head, was so tightly embedded in her vagina that there was no gap and it created suction that pulled on her cervix and uterus. Unbearably painful and pleasurable, it made her have a super orgasm that throbbed and coursed thru her hips and belly for nearly 20 seconds! The in-and-out pull on her cervix and uterus is what did it.

	 

	The beast finally ejaculated. When it came, it was like a geyser of slop had backed up in her hole; and it squirted out from around the shaft of the cock. Each time the beast shoved its cock in - the pressure forced more cum out. The animal re-mounted and ejaculated in her four more times over the next 19 minutes!

	 

	Alan was pop-eyed seeing the horse fuck and cum in her. Then it was over when the animal got off her. Josilene groaned when the big cock popped free. As Cornelio lead it into the next stall, Danilo and the stable boys had to help Josilene get up. She was exhausted. A river of foamy horse cum poured out of her hole. She was wet between her legs from her belly to her knees, both front and back. The Patrão made her kneel in front of him and admit the errors of her ways. Then he forgave her. 

	 

	Epilog

	Sandra was taken and used by the Patrão, his four henchmen and Doctor Ikeda for private sessions during the rest of her stay. Alan didn’t get to see what they did to her in the privacy of their own quarters. When their vacation was over, the Patrão sent them on their way. Sandra was sore and bruised, but none the worse for wear. She was emotionally exhausted and this was compounded by the fact that she got her period on the day they left.

	 Before they left Carvalho had photos taken with them. They both thought that was kind of weird. Did he consider himself a kidnapper…..a torturer….or a benefactor? He behaved as if he had done both of them a favor. He even took Alan aside and gave him several going away presents. There were five DVDs featuring Sandra’s gang rape, her session with the dog, her e-stim session with Doctor Ikeda, as well as Josilene’s ordeal on the wheel and her horse fuck.

	He even gave Alan the strap Cornelio had used on Sandra in the village as well as the whip that Danilo used on Josilene - plus a pair of handcuffs. It was strange! The couple drove back to Cuiabá and on the way talked and argued and talked some more. Sandra wanted them to go to the authorities. Alan, realizing how futile that would be, argued that they needed to digest what had happened to them and move on.

	Finally, on a lonely stretch of road, Alan stopped the car, dragged Sandra out of the car, cuffed her to a tree, pulled down her shorts and panties; and used the whip on her buttocks. They wound up embracing, kissing and crying together afterwards. The world might condemn them, but it was the beginning of a special new relationship between father and daughter. 

	Their vacation had changed their lives in a profound way. They both had found the experience revealing. They had wanted to do something together that would help them bond. In a strange way, they had. Alan realized that he was interested in bondage and discipline and Sandra discovered her deep needs for humiliation and rough sex.

	In fact she came to accept that her fullest sexual experience required her to be thoroughly humiliated, dominated and hurt. And in this way, father and daughter found each other. In time, they bought a dog, but that is another story.
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	Saturday May 11, 1968

	During the 60’s there were very few woman marines in Viet Nam. The Navy had a policy which limited the number of female marines in Vietnam to eight or ten enlisted and one or two officers at any one time. Only thirty-six woman marines served in country from 1967 through 1973.

	And in those days, long before Iraq, women did not serve in combat or combat support units. Arriving in country in May of 1968 and assigned to headquarters MACV, Corporal Cathy Childe worked as a clerk. When a colonel in the Adjutant General's Office decided they needed someone to conduct in-the-field service record audits, her superiors suggested Cathy for the job; and she eagerly agreed. Proud to serve, she wanted to be able to say, after her hitch, that she had been “in the field”. Her first two on-the-spot interviews went off without any problems.

	So, she was confident that things would go smoothly on a hot morning in August when she flew north from Da Nang on an Air Force transport headed for FLSG-Bravo, a Marine communications and supply outpost near Camp Vandergrift, close to the DMZ. She sat on the bench seat in the plane and hugged her knees. She was sexy and saucy with full and firm limbs, a swell of thick dirty blonde hair above a round, pretty face with brown eyes and full lips. She had attracted attention from her fellow passengers – several other enlisted marines. Men found her cupcake breasts and big, full bottom a quick turn-on. Flying always made her nervous and air travel was always a risk in Viet Nam so it was natural that she should scoot closer to the cute lance corporal who began flirting with her. It promised to be a hot, bumpy flight.

	But, after a relatively short hop the big C-47 touched down safely. She had only a short wait and soon a jeep came by to collect her. Cathy was always amazed by the overwhelming assault on the senses in Viet Nam. The hot, humid weather and rich soil combined with the human fertilizer farmers used in the rice paddies was a potent brew; and it just knocked Americans for a loop. It made Cathy look down at her feet and imagine that some beanstalk would spurt up through the soil and grab her. The sheer fertility of the land was staggering compared to Montana where she hailed from. Southeast Asia was more than a world away for the young woman, in more ways than one. The two marines who flew with her chatted her up a bit, but soon had to wave ‘goodbye’ forlornly. They had seen few ‘round eyes’ in country and were wildly attracted to the cute blonde with the cupcake breasts and the big, sexy bottom. 

	The young lance corporal, a farm boy from Kansas, who had flirted outrageously with her, found Cathy very hot even though she didn’t feel all that attractive in her dusty utilities, but snatches of conversation had moved them forward. But, when a jeep came for her, she left him and his buddy standing at the edge of the makeshift airfield. They were going in one direction and she was headed in another. 

	She was glad when the jeep dropped her off at FLSG-Bravo after a short drive. The Major who de-briefed her told her that they had a separate hooch set up for her overnight stay. She took evening chow at the mess hall with the other enlisted marines and was very popular, as you might imagine. When she had to use the latrine, a wooden cabinet housing a fifty-five gallon drum, the smells made her gag, but she got through it.

	And so that night Marine Corporal Cathy Childe bedded down far from the fortified base where she had been safe. The hooch was a tent with a wood floor and a small light run by a generator. Cathy checked for insects,(it seemed that the whole country was crawling with bugs!) and stripped down to a t-shirt and panties. She pulled a thin sheet over her and ran through the day’s events.

	She was excited now that she was in the field. And soon, her mind drifted the to the farm boy she met on the plane. Her hand crept down to her crotch almost as if it had a mind of its own. Soon she was pressing and rubbing her labia and clitoris. As she imagined herself in a hot coital embrace with the lance corporal, she pulled aside the crotch of her panties so she could strum her clitoris.

	Soon, tensing her muscles, her legs stiffened and putting a hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t be heard, she came. Breathing hard, she bathed in the afterglow of her orgasm and soon fell into a sound sleep in her own private little tent in FLSG-BRAVO. It would be the last time for four hundred and sixty two days that she would be in friendly hands. 

	Tuesday August 20, 1968 (Afternoon)

	She sat in the shade of a tree and shook with fear. They had already bound her wrists behind her; and her mind was awhirl. It had happened so fast there was nothing she could have done. She trembled and her utilities were already soaked with her sweat. She was overwhelmed with the enormity of what had happened. It was only an hour before that a squad took her to a platoon bivouacked a few miles away where she met with platoon leaders and quickly got the info she needed.

	They were hunkered down just a mile from a village. The men were at ease and it seemed to Cathy that the tension level was not high. She chatted with a Lieutenant - an attractive, lean six-footer from Iowa. He boasted that he’d been co-captain of his high school football team. Cathy was only half-listening. She kept checking out the area. She turned, at that point, and asked the Lieutenant how hot things had been. He told her they hadn’t seen any North Vietnamese Army activity in weeks and only sporadic contact with the Viet Cong.

	“But Charlie can pop up anytime. Don’t worry though - we’ve got it wired here. My guys know what to do if it hits the fan. You know what I mean?”

	“I’ll bet you’ll be glad to get back to the world,” she countered.

	“Yeah, you know it. I’ve got four months left before I’m short,” he said.

	And at that very moment, the shit hit the fan! Suddenly, the area was being bombarded with mortar and small arms fire. The Lieutenant shoved Cathy to the ground and shouted at her, “Stay here.” They were right by a tree when it happened. It was soon bedlam as men ran every which way. There was screaming and then as men were hit, she heard the shrieks that told her that steel had met flesh. The sound of the mortars was deafening and Cathy, who had never been exposed to combat, began to go into shock. When a round landed close by, Cathy, only 19 years old, panicked.

	She got up, disregarding the Lieutenant’s instructions, and ran. She didn’t know where she was going, but she just knew she had to get to somewhere else. The problem was that she ran the wrong way. She literally ran into two members of the Viet Cong unit that had started the firefight. Seeing an unarmed American in combat utilities running toward them, they lost their cool, and one man almost dropped his AK-47 trying to get his rifle onto his shoulder. The other man, cooler and calmer, tackled Cathy.

	He quickly subdued her and was shocked to see he was grappling with a woman because when her cap came off a mass of dirty blonde hair tumbled free. He sat on her stomach and pinned her wrists to the ground. Cathy, now in full survival mode, began struggling like a wildcat. The other man had come over and shaking, pointed his rifle right at her face and began screaming at her.

	Cathy, looked down the barrel of the gun, just inches from her nose, and gave up the struggle. She realized she was caught; and began cursing and sobbing. The man holding her down was shocked by this and, looking at his comrade, slapped her face. When this only made her cry harder, he slapped her again - and again and again. Finally, this did the trick. Cathy went almost catatonic at this point.

	The two men began jabbering at each other. The man holding her down, higher in rank, said they had to tie her and bring her with them. The man holding the rifle, younger, skinny and only 17 years old, with wild eyes, kept saying that they should just shoot her.

	“Women no good,” or something to that effect in Vietnamese, he kept screaming. She had scared the shit out of him and he wanted to exorcise this demon by killing her outright. Victor Charlie, never having encountered a woman in uniform before, didn’t know what the hell to do with her. But the man holding her prevailed and got his comrade to help him turn her over so he could bind her wrists. Cathy let herself be turned over without a fight, but when they started to tie her, she began struggling like a Montana wildcat.

	The senior man took control and struck her on the back of her neck to stun her. Then he was able to tie her. When he had her hands tightly bound, he tied a rope around her neck, like a leash. Then they got the young blonde on her feet. He slapped her to get her attention, pointed to his comrade covering her with his rifle, and motioned that they were moving out. Cathy didn’t say or show any response, but when they began trotting, she stumbled along and then began jogging as they headed out. Their superiors would know what to do with her.

	They ran and ran for miles. The marine squad who brought her and the unit she visited, after the smoke and dust had settled, evacuated the wounded and counted noses. That’s when they discovered Cathy was missing. There would be hell to pay! Both the squad leader and the platoon leader would both be disciplined for losing the Woman Marine. 

	Tuesday August 20, 1968 (Evening)

	The party of three, moved quickly and silently through the bush. The two dressed in black pajamas and one in American military green, covered nearly five miles to rejoin the cadre`. By the time they arrived at the temporary camp, Cathy was exhausted. She had completed the Physical Readiness Test in boot camp, which included a three mile run, but this trek in the hot, humid climate of Vietnam, after being captured, was more than she’d ever had to deal with. The terrain was alien and unfamiliar as well.

	They had pulled her utility cap down on her head to conceal her hair and she was so sweat-soaked on arrival that it looked like someone had thrown a bucket of water on her. Her captors, clad in black pajamas and the unique conical straw hats were nowhere near as drenched. They were used to long runs on small rations. They wore sandals with soles cut from rubber truck tires.

	When they arrived in camp after dusk, Cathy could see how primitive their situation was compared to the Marines. They were hunkered down in a small clearing. A fire and a few lean-tos testified to the temporary bivouac. They brought her to their unit commander, a Captain. He spoke very little English. When he saw Cathy, he was shocked. His eyes went wide when he saw who his men had captured: a woman! Dressed in the combat utilities of a Marine? It was unthinkable. He realized that he would have to process her to his superiors.

	They kept Cathy bound; and it was a cruel taste of things to come. The tied her wrists to her ankles and then used the rope around her neck to secure her to a tree. Then they made her kneel. Whenever she tried to sit down, they screamed at her and one of them cuffed her on the back of her head. When things settled down, she looked at her captors – studying them. They were all young, thin and small brown men with deeply slanted eyes and light to non-existent beards. Some were cooking in a battered aluminum pot over a spare fire. They looked at her with curiosity or sullen stares.

	She shivered, even though it was very hot. The overwhelming enormity of what had happened to her was taking her some time to process. She wondered if she would be rescued? Would they kill her? Would she be tortured? At this, she had to stifle a wave of panic that swept thru her mind. She wondered if she could stand up to torture. Like all women, she worried about rape…

	The Captain, his name was Pham, came over, at one point, and tried to get her to answer a few questions, but his English wasn’t up to the task. Cathy, drilled like everyone in what to give up if she was captured, only gave him her name, rank and service number. He looked at her sullenly, realizing that he was not going to get much more than that now and even if he could, he would not be able to use it. So, he soon stalked off. Two men came over with a small bowl. Inside were rice and some other unidentified vegetables. They shoved it under her nose. She smelled it and the alien aroma revolted her. She shook her head no-no. They shrugged their shoulders and left her.

	Her position became increasingly painful. She soon began to whimper. She had continued to sweat and was now thirsty. She tried to get someone’s attention, but most of the men ignored her. They were eating, talking and cleaning their weapons. Occasionally, someone would look at her quizzically. When she was able to get someone’s eye, she cried out for water.  Finally, one solder, realized what the captive American wanted, brought her a cup of water. He said, pointing to the cup, “Nýớc.” This was Vietnamese for water.

	“Nýớc, Nýớc,” he said to her grinning manically.

	She couldn’t pronounce it, but she wanted that cup of water and tried to get him to understand that she wanted it. She pleaded with her eyes, but her attempts at pronouncing the word made him laugh. He waved the cup under her nose, tantalizing and then torturing her with it. She licked her lips and made a nodding gesture that said, ‘please give it to me’.

	He chuckled and she studied his face. He was very ugly; tall for a Vietnamese - about five feet eight inches - skinny with thin, black hair and bony, claw like hands. H is name was Chien and he would figure prominently in her life in the future. When he had her drooling for the water, he smiled at her sadistically - slowly reached down and pulled his cock from his black pajamas. Cathy looked at his face and then his cock - horrified. It was so unexpected that when he did it that her mouth just hung open in shock.

	She was gob-struck. All she could only stare at his penis, like it was a snake that just emerged from a hole in the jungle canopy. He had a fairly long tube, with an elongated tight foreskin. It looked reptilian to her - a cross between a lizard and a turtle. When he thrust it at her face unexpectedly it repulsed her, but what he did next blew her mind. He shook his cock, like he was getting ready to take a piss and then aimed it at the bowl. As she watched, unbelieving, he began urinating into the bowl.

	As he flavored the water, he grinned at her enjoying the reaction he was getting. There was no need for language at that point; Cathy knew what he was thinking. It was a gesture that spoke volumes about his innate cruelty and sadism. When he was finished pissing, he held up the bowl with a gesture and an expression of hospitality that was as horrifying as his earlier grins. He was offering it to her.

	She looked at it with disgust and shook her head ‘no’. He grinned, shrugged - and set it down close to her so that she could see it - but not reach it. In time, she would beg for it. As the afternoon waned and became evening, her position became unbearable and moaning - she fell over. As soon as this happened, almost instantly, the two soldiers were on her. They pulled her up and began slapping her. Her cap came off and one man grabbed her by her hair, cut in a page-boy style about two inches above her collar, and yanked her head around like you do to a disobedient child. Then he slapped her face twice.

	Instantly, Cathy began crying. This made the men laugh at her and mock her in their jibber-jabber language. One of the men pulled her cap askew and so attired, she became a figure of scorn. They were warming up to the fact that she was a Marine, but a pussy Marine; and their absolute power over her, as a woman, gave them new confidence and swagger.

	Meanwhile, Captain Pham was working on a solution as to what he should do with her. He had few resources to extract whatever information she held. And her value as a propaganda tool or as an extortion hostage was beyond his authority. He really had no choice and so made arrangements to have her transported up the line to his superiors. At nightfall, she was allowed to lie on her side and sleep, but it was a restless sleep. She had not been able to eat and eventually, dying of thirst, she begged for the flavored nýớc. She was so thirsty, that she gulped it all down, ignoring the urine that had been added by Chien to torment her.

	Wednesday August 21, 1968 (Morning)

	The next morning she was given a bowl of rice with some vegetables and was allowed to eat. They freed her hands and kept her ankles tethered and the leash around her neck. After this, she had to pee and she tried to let them know she needed to use the latrine. Her gestures made them look at her puzzled and then laugh when they realized what she wanted. One of them waved his hand dismissively at her and she realized, in horror, that she might not be permitted to answer the call of nature and have to piss in her pants. The thought of this brought tears to her eyes.

	Eventually, watching her suffer, Chien swaggered over. He smiled smugly and then hauled her to her feet. He marched her to a latrine. It was nothing more than a trench and in the tropical heat smelled terribly. Cathy hated Chien now more than ever. He knew it and seemed to delight in humiliating her. She felt very vulnerable with him in ways she had not with any of her other Vietnamese captors. The very fact that she had to pee was fraught with fresh possibilities to humiliate and degrade her. And both of them knew it…

	Chien unbuckled her utility pants and pulled them down. Then he stood back and looked her over as, with her pants down, he could see her green cotton panties. She blushed as he stared at her. Then, he came close, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and smiled. She could see his bad teeth and smell his breath which sickened her. As he enjoyed her discomfort, he slowly pulled her panties down. Cathy thought she would die of embarrassment as he bent down to look at the bushy growth of hair between her legs.

	Then he pushed her closer to the trench. She knew what she had to do – she squatted and pissed. It took her a few moments for her stream to start but when it did it landed in loud splashes on the wet sides of the trench. With her hands tied behind her back, she had to be careful she didn’t make a wrong step and land in the latrine. The smell was overwhelming and the situation was made worse by her blushing humiliation as Chien watched her urinate.

	She had to have a bowel movement, but the events of the last twenty-four hours had made her constipated and she was unable to shit. It was very humiliating as Chien sat on his haunches, the way the Vietnamese do, and smoked a cigarette as he watched her try to ‘go’. No man had ever watched her urinate before. When she was done, he pulled her panties and her pants up and said something to her in Vietnamese. She didn’t understand of course, and could only imagine that he was mocking her… She spent the rest of the day bound and guarded.

	Thursday August 22, 1968

	The next morning the squad took her in tow for a long trek with her wrists bound behind her and a lead around her neck. They walked, jogged and ran for two hours. By noon, they found a small clearing and broke for a rest. They ate cold rice and offered some to Cathy, but she refused it. She was worried now that every time they moved her, her chances of being freed were getting slimmer. She knew she was being taken far away from where she was captured. She wondered what would become of her and where were they taking her?

	While she wasn’t hungry, she was still constipated and after running all morning and having drunk water whenever it was offered, Cathy had to pee again. She tried to get someone to pay attention to her but they just ate and talked among themselves. Finally, she began to sob softly as she realized that the pain in her bladder let her know she was going to wet herself very soon. Being forced to hold it had been a torment, but now the thought that she might piss her pants humiliated her enormously.

	She felt the pressure and began to squirm. Some of them noticed; and then Chien said something and they all laughed. Finally she stood up; she couldn’t stand squatting any longer as this put more pressure on her bladder. Several of the men reacted to this, but Chien laughed and said something and the men sat down. As Cathy began to do the ‘pee dance’ something that many girls do when the urge to urinate becomes overwhelming, she provided after lunch entertainment for the squad.

	They all watched her shifting from one foot to the other; then doing a soft hop which made her tits jiggle; and finally pressing her thighs together to hold it in. This was accompanied by whimpers and soft moaning. But the urge to pee finally overwhelmed her; she lost control of her bladder and pissed herself. It wet her crotch completely and ran down her legs to stain both pant legs of her utilities. The men laughed and Chien even clapped at her shame and discomfort.

	When they started up again, Cathy had the additional problem of being wet between her legs with her own urine. It soon chafed and irritated her as she walked, jogged and ran to keep up with the squad. Soon, by late afternoon, they arrived at the second camp.

	This was another small bivouac, just a few lean-tos and a fire. This time, when offered a bowl of food, she took it and ate ravenously. She also drank as much water as they gave her. Her stomach growled and she was very aware that it was taking her a lot of time to adjust to the physical pressure of being a captive. They tied her to a tree and she was able to lie down. It didn’t take her long and she fell asleep. During the night, she was awaked by that old familiar pressure in her bladder and she looked around and there was one soldier awake and on guard, sitting close by with a rifle.

	She tried to get his attention, but he seemed uncomfortable when she tried to get him to come over. Perhaps he had been warned to avoid contact with her, but in any event, he for the most part, ignored her. As the pressure grew, and she felt nature’s call more urgently, she began to whimper. But no one paid her any mind. Before long she began to focus on her bladder and nothing else. It just consumed her. She tried to remind herself she was in real danger and her pre-occupation with urinating was a silly waste of time.

	‘It’s a waste of time worry this’, she said to herself. And then as she relaxed her urethra she felt her piss warm in her crotch. As she urinated it actually felt good, but when she was done, she felt ashamed that she wasn’t able to hold it. Finally, she fell asleep again. The next morning, she was fed and after the meal, Chien took her to the latrine and pointed at it. She nodded and he pulled down her utility pants and her panties again to let her do her business.

	She squatted and felt a pressure, a welcome pressure in her rectum. After being constipated for two days, she felt herself ready to have a bowel movement. As she concentrated, she looked up and saw Chien smiling at her. With her hands tied behind her back and squatting he was in a good position to see her crotch as he sat on his heels. Embarrassed, there was nothing she could do and as she squatted, she finally began passing her turds.

	It was hugely degrading and she felt her face flaming and flushed as the morning’s heat and humidity and her situation engulfed her. Already her Scotch-Irish Catholic face was coated with a fine sheen of sweat. She had a huge bowel movement and when she stood, Chien pointed to her turds in the ditch and laughed. She closed her eyes in shame as she wished she was anywhere in the world at that moment. Anywhere…

	This encampment had a few hooches and the commander told Chien to bring her into one of them. There they tied her to a post and left her alone. She sat there bound all day and the time alone worked on her mind powerfully. What in God’s name were they going to do to her? Was this the final stop? Finally, an older man showed up and looked at her. This was Major Ngô. He was an experienced soldier who had been fighting Westerners for a long time. He had even fought the French at Dien Bien Phu in 1954.

	He was tough, but not a sadist. He was as surprised as anyone that a Viet Cong squad had captured a woman marine. He knew that the National Liberation Front might be able to extort some money for her. They were always in need of money and food. In fact, he often remarked that shaking down villagers made them the best robbers in the country’s history. This was said without any touch of irony on his part. He spoke passable French and a little English. He addressed Cathy in his broken English.

	“What were you doing?”

	She looked at him shocked at hearing her own language after several days of Vietnamese. Other than Commander Pham asking her name, she had not heard her mother tongue. She was so stunned that she didn’t get the question. So he repeated it.

	“I was just getting records.”

	“Records?”

	“Yes, of the men.”

	“You are important – yes?”

	“NO…. I’m just a corporal. Corporal Childe.”

	“I,” he said pointing to himself, “I am Major Ngô.”

	By surprising her he had gotten more information than anyone. But interrogation was not his forte`. Tomorrow he would send her on to Major Trần at battalion headquarters. He would interrogate the pretty young American corporal. ‘And what he will do to her, will not be honorable’, he concluded. He knew Trần’s reputation. With that he nodded to her, almost like he was bowing and left. She sat there and considered that some Vietnamese might be decent humans after all.

	Most young Marines of that era, especially woman marines, had been indoctrinated with the idea that the Viet Cong were not human at all. Even compared to the cruel Japanese in World War II, they were considered demonic Asiatic monsters. In the back of Cathy’s mind this percolated like a dark and poisonous brew. To have a meeting, even so brief a meeting, with someone like Major Ngô, gave her hope.

	When it came time for the evening meal, Chien showed up and he had a treat in his hand. The Viet Cong, typical guerillas, were always robbing and stealing and rice was the staple. They were always on the lookout for supplemental goodies such as lard, sugar, cans of condensed milk and the treasure he now held: canned beef.

	It was Russian canned meat and he had liberated some for himself. He brought it over to Cathy and passed it beneath her nose to let her smell the aroma. He had roasted it on a stick over the fire and it smelled good. It was the first meat she had seen in days. When he got her drooling for it, he pulled his pants down to expose his cock. He pointed to his penis and then at her mouth. His meaning was clear, but Cathy, disgusted, grimaced and turned away. This pissed him off and he pushed at her with the fist that held the meat; first her shoulder and then her cheek. He said something to her in Vietnamese. She could tell he was angry.

	She kept her face to the wall, letting him know that she had no intention of trading a blow job for food. When she wouldn’t cooperate, he stormed out. Thirty minutes later a private showed up with a bowl and in it was rice, vegetables and a nice fat cube of the same kind of meat that Chien had tempted her with. She gratefully accepted the bowl and wolfed it all down. It tasted like the best thing in the whole world at that point. When the man came back with a cup of tepid water in a discarded United States Army C-rations can, she gulped it down in a few swallows.

	She was getting her appetite back and she was no longer constipated. Things were looking up. And when she was able to sleep fairly well, the morning seemed brighter than it had in days. Perhaps they were going to trade her back to the American forces? After this thought went through her mind, she realized that she was being optimistic and silly. She was still in captivity and this camp was just a way station she realized. She then thought, ‘what is my final destination? And what will happen to me there’?

	Saturday August 24, 1968 (Afternoon)

	The squad assembled the next day and Cathy was readied for the final leg of her journey. The troop took off in a north-west direction and stayed on trail for six hours. When they arrived Cathy was surprised to see a whole village had been commandeered for the Viet Cong’s purposes. This was headquarters for the main unit in the that part of the country. They were very close to the border of North Viet Nam now. There were rice paddy fields and a lot of huts. On the edge of the village were two big huts elevated five feet off the ground on pilings. Both had pitched thatched roofs. One hut was the regional headquarters and the other hut was occupied by intelligence chief, Major Trần.

	Cathy had arrived at her final destination. Here, she was hustled up the wooden stairs into one of the huts and tied to the central beam. The position was painful and she soon began to wriggle in an attempt to make herself more comfortable. Several men came by, some in black pajama bottoms, web belts and a sort of semi-military shirt with a helmet covered in green camouflage cloth.

	Then a small man with his hair slicked down and a thin moustache` came into the hooch. He was dressed in very clean fatigues and even wore boots. He had a sword on his hip made from an automobile leaf spring and the handle constructed from a napalm tank. He looked dashing by Vietnamese standards; and bore a fair resemblance to Nguyen Cao Ky, the former Prime Minister of the Republic of Vietnam. He was fluent in several Vietnamese dialects and French; and his English was adequate…

	“Corporal Childe, Yes? Yes,” he said addressing her.

	Cathy looked at him and her blood ran cold. There was something in his manner that suggested the snake. His accent was very heavy but his English was understandable. He greeted her and told her his name was Major Trần. Then he began asking her simple questions. Have you been fed? Do you know why you are here? 

	“Ah….Yes - you wonder why you are here. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy, nervous and frightened, began repeating her name, rank, and service number. She said it three or four times. He listened for a moment and raised his hand in an impatient gesture that said, ‘ok. You can stop now.’

	“I know your name, your rank and the number. I do not need them. But thank you. I have many questions. But there is time. And we have time for answers. Yes? YES.”

	“I don’t know anything. I’m just a Corporal.”

	“Yes - but there are very few woman marines in Viet Nam. American Air force have many women in Saigon. But few woman marines in Vietnam. So, you must be special marine. Yes? Yes.”

	“No. NO. Please believe me….I’m just a clerk.”

	“Oh. You work with papers? This is good. I have questions about papers. Yes? YES. This is good.”

	Cathy realized that she had made a huge blunder by telling him she was a clerk. It gave him the opening he was looking for. She realized in that moment, that he was the man she was worried about meeting. He was: the interrogator. She realized that he was skilled in tripping her up and would want to strip her of every bit of information she had, however small.

	And he was trained for this and she was not. She was now very afraid. She tried to avoid his eyes, but found herself looking at him to see what sort of man he was. When their eyes met, she felt a cold chill go down her spine. It was as palpable as if someone had poured ice-water down her blouse. She saw a deep cruelty there; something evil and perverted. He continued to try and weasel information out of her. But now she was on her guard and she clammed up. He was ready for that.

	“You have to be strong. You are Marine. Yes? Yes. I am your friend. I know marines are strong. But I am only a Major. My superiors want some answers. You must help me. I help you and you help me. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy had no answer to that and just kept her mouth shut. He shook his head as if he were sorry or aggrieved that he had to resort to sterner measures, but then he stuck his head out of the hut and called out. At this, two soldiers came rushing in. Cathy was upset to see that one of the men was Chien: the grubby, ugly private who had tried to compromise her. The other man was very young. His name was Hao (which means ‘good’). Cathy had already begun to come up with names for her tormentors: Trần was the ‘Major’; Chien was ‘Frog-Face’ and now Hao, who was beardless and sweet looking, became ‘Baby-Face’. At Major Trần’s direction the men got Cathy ready for the ‘ROPES’.

	As the Major barked orders and the men scurried to get what he wanted, Cathy became nervous. She knew now that she was going to be tortured. She tried to ready herself for her ordeal. Chien came over and pulled her arms behind her and tied them together at the elbows. They re-tied her wrists and put wooden shackles on her ankles. They slid a two-inch thick bamboo rod through the shackles. They then looped a rope around the rod, over her shoulders, pulling her head pitilessly down between her knees. Hao pushed down on her shoulders as Chien pulled the rope tight. They tied it off and now she had been forced into a ball. The herded her over to sit on a small wooden box.

	The bondage and her enforced position would soon prove very agonizing. Major Trần sat down, shrugged his shoulders as if to say to her, ‘I’m just a cog in a big wheel’ and took out a thin Laotian cigarette from a crumpled pack. He sat there smoking and watched her. Soon Cathy, feeling the cramps in her back and shoulders, began to whimper and moan. He then left the two men to guard her and did not return for four hours.

	When he came back, Cathy was a mess. She had been sweating in the hot confines of the hooch and the cramped position put tremendous pressure on her internal organs and the muscles of her back and spine. She was moaning and groaning continuously. If she tried to move, Chien slapped her. She kept thinking what does the Major want? Will he be happy with what I know? Or is he a sadist who enjoys torturing people? When he returned, Trần re-lit the butt he’d been smoking before and resumed his questions. Quietly but persistently, he questioned her, but Cathy wasn’t very cooperative.

	“I can leave you like this for whole night. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy groaned. She couldn’t imagine being left tied to sit on the box all night. Her shoulders were on fire from having her elbows forced together. Her hands had gone numb. After a few hours in this position her whole body baked with fiery pain. Even her butt hurt from having to sit on the box. Her face was flushed red and she had sweated so much her utilities were soaked. Dark circles under her arms had merged with the entire back of her utilities. He left her bound until it got dark. When he finally untied her, Cathy collapsed. Trần knew it was time to switch tactics. He was patient.

	She was a strongly built for a girl, but he knew techniques specially adapted to the interrogation of women. He would begin again in the morning. She was a mess when they threw her in a bamboo cage only a meter square in size. This they suspended several feet above ground, like a bird cage; and left her there for the night. She would be exposed to the elements and the insects as the night wore on. She cursed her fate, but as she hung there in the cramped space of the ‘tiger cage’, she vowed to be strong and resist. ‘I will prevail. I must’, she vowed. When she had to urinate, all she could do was just piss and wet herself in the tight cage. She felt like an animal…

	Trần had two good assistants. Hao had been with him for several months. He had recently lost the other man he relied on as a result of an American air attack. When he questioned Chien, Trần realized he was a natural sadist and showed promise. He told him that he was now attached to his command and would take care of notifying his unit. Chien smiled at this. ‘This is going to be good duty’, he thought to himself.

	Sunday August 25, 1968 (Morning)

	They untied her and got her standing on shaky legs. Then Chien and Hao pushed and pulled her outside to a clear area just behind the two huts. Cathy’s stomach did a flip-flop because something about the what she saw told her she was in for it. She was facing a bamboo rack constructed of three heavy vertical and four thinner horizontal poles lashed together to form a grid.

	With her protesting, Trần had them bind her facing the rack by her wrists to the third rung. This was about eye level. Then he had them drive stakes into the ground by her ankles. Spreading her legs, they bound her ankles to the stakes. The stakes had been set in the ground about two feet from the rack so that she was bound at a sixty degree angle. This really put her big butt on display. Now, they stripped her forcibly.

	Trần ripped open her utility blouse, scattering the buttons. He sliced her bra strap with a knife and wrenched the garment off to expose her tits. Her creamy white milkers with pretty pinkish-brown nipples jiggled prettily. Then, he yanked open her belt and pulled her pants down. Finally, he jerked her panties down to her ankles.

	Now they could see what she looked like. Cathy was five feet five inches tall and weighed 132 pounds. The pretty brown-eyed, blonde had pretty cupcake breasts that filled a 34B bra and she showed a big butt with sturdy limbs and small hands and feet. She was built like a compact cheerleader, which is what she was in her junior and senior year at Butte High School (home of the Bulldogs) in Butte, Montana.

	Hanging virtually naked, Cathy shivered as the three little brown men drank in her beauty with hot eyes. She just wanted to melt into the ground. Trần whispered something in her ear and she colored noticeably. He told Chien to fetch thin green bamboo canes from a grove about fifty yards distant and sent Hao off to get some thin barrel staves. The men loped off and Cathy was left hanging to contemplate her fate. She bit her lip agonized at the display of her nakedness. She could never have imagined herself is such a situation.

	To be naked now so that other soldiers and even the villagers could see her was a shaming thing and Cathy felt intense humiliation. The emotional pain of being bound and stripped disarmed her totally. Trần kept asking her questions and when she kept silent, he warned her that he didn’t want to do it, but he would have to employ harsh measures. She wondered what he was going to do to her; and when Chien came back with three foot lengths of green bamboo, she groaned when she saw them. Then Hao showed up with a three inch wide barrel stave about two feet long.

	“You tell me answers, no pain. You no talk, you have pain. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy hung her head and waited for the inevitable. She looked over her shoulder and saw that a small crowd was gathering; a few brave souls from the village, but mostly young Viet Cong soldiers. The Major gave the word and Chien stationed himself just behind her on her left side. Chien tested the cane by flailing the air. When the bamboo slashed through the air, it made a fearsome noise. Then he hit her ass and she felt the hot pain as it landed across both of her full cheeks. The blow was harder than she expected and she thrust her hips forward in a coital move that made her cupcake tits jiggle.

	She grunted when the blow landed and went, “OH.”

	Very quickly, he whipped another hard one across her bottom and this landed just an inch below the first blow. By the time he pulled his arm back the effect from the first blow could be seen. There was a nasty red stripe now blazing across her butt cheeks. He began to whip her methodically. About one blow every four or five seconds. Soon, her buttocks were covered with a half dozen bright red welts.

	He began to make the cane hit the back of her thighs as well. Cathy gritted her teeth, but the pain pieced her reserve like a hot knife. And as the blows continued the pain began to become cumulative. It began to build and she began to sob. He was not whipping her as hard as he could, but the cumulative blows began to become overwhelming.

	She wanted to be strong, to be a Marine, but this was a totally new experience for her. Never in her life had she ever received anything more than a simple over-the-knee spanking. The bamboo he was using on her was a cruel weapon. The ends were as thin as a pencil and the whole thing was very whippy and flexible. The swooshing noise as it cut the air and came flailing down on her flesh was a tribute to its cruel power. She began to cry out in-between harsh guttural sobs.

	“Oh God…help me….God. OH GOD - PLEASE HELP ME, MY LORD - PLEASE HELP ME.”

	All this brought a smile to Major Trần’s face. He was sexually excited by her. She was a delightfully pretty American and he felt like he was squeezing all Americans by the throat as Chien brutalized her. To see her bound and beaten and watch her clench her buttocks in anticipation of the blows excited him and he began to become erect. Then Hao was given a turn at beating her.

	He used the stave on her full buttocks to good advantage - each stroke made her clench and then unclench her ass. He was making her do a dirty dance. She would hump forward when the blow landed. Then she would clench and unclench her cheeks rapidly or wriggle her ass to shake off the pain; other times she humped air as if she was fucking an invisible lover. The Major and Chien watched and both sported hard-ons.

	It was a very sexual beating. Her butt and thighs were soon blazing and small spots of blood appeared where the blows had overlapped. Finally, the Major called a temporary halt. He barked something to Chien, who ran to fetch a pail and a rag. He brought back some turpentine. Trần supervised and had him swab Cathy raw ass and thighs with the turpentine-soaked rag. When he began to anoint the sore, abraded flesh of her cheeks and thighs, it stung so much, she blubbered like a baby. Cathy was shocked at how much the ordeal had weakened her resolve. Her head hung low as she tried to regain her composure.

	“You talk, you no suffer. No talk, you suffer. Yes? Yes.”

	She was surprised when the Major had them cut her down. She collapsed on the ground when released. But Trần was just getting started. He had them pull to her feet and hang her by her wrists from the top rung of the rack. Hao, familiar with the drill, pounded two stakes in the ground, close to the rack, and sharpened them. Following this, he and Chien placed her feet on the stakes.

	It hurt hanging from her wrists and she was glad to have something to stand on, but the sharpened points soon became very bothersome. This was her position: she was facing forward, hanging by her wrists and standing on the stakes. She was helpless to do anything but try to balance herself painfully. If she slipped off it was agony to have to whole body suspended by her wrists.

	They left her in this position to suffer. After thirty minutes, the pain became excruciating. Her arms were pulled taut and the pain in her wrists and shoulders was agony. She was having trouble breathing with her arms bound over her head. Pain radiated from the ball joint across to the scapula and all throughout her shoulder muscles. The stakes pressing into the balls of her feet was a separate agony and one that threatened to drive her to madness.

	After an hour, the Major had Chien throw a bucket of cold water on her. Then he had Chien use his bamboo cane to beat her belly and thighs. He laid a dozen hard blows on her belly, especially on the tender skin of her lower abdomen. And he concentrated on whipping her inner thighs, close to her pussy. When he began whipping her tits with the cane, he focused on her nipples which were the size of silver dollars.

	Cathy began a keening wail and as he lashed her tits, her mournful cries got so loud that Trần ordered Hao to stuff a dirty rag in her mouth and tape her mouth shut to gag her. When he was done, she was covered with wheals from her tits to her knees. Her head hung low on her chest; and she felt like she was going to pass out.

	Then he left her there to suffer for another hour. When he came back for her she was babbling though the gag like a demented idiot; and he decided that he had worked her hard enough for that morning. They cut her down, stripped off her pants, panties and boots and removed the gag. Saliva poured from her mouth to wet her tits. She lay on the ground like a broken doll when Trần, looking at his watch, decided that the three men should break for lunch. Vietnamese like three meals a day and he felt he had made progress with her that morning. Chien and Hao got some food together and they ended up eating the meal in the clearing with Cathy crumpled in a heap on the ground.

	Sunday August 25, 1968 (Afternoon)

	Now naked and weakened from her torture there were marks on her ass, thighs, belly and breasts from the cane and the stave. Her shoulders and back ached. Her neck and face were covered with mosquito bites from the previous night’s captivity. When Trần came over wiping his mouth, she looked up at him and spoke. She told him that under the Geneva Convention what he had done to her that morning was a violation of the Treaty. He waved his hand in a dismissive gesture.

	“North Vietnam Red Cross says American pilots are guilty of war crimes. American government says this is not war - only police action. You have no help from Geneva Convention. If you answer questions this afternoon, this is very easy for you. If you do not answer questions, then this is very hard for you. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy hung her head. When she looked up she saw the Major’s steely gaze. She wanted to cry. She knew that he was going to torture her again and she wasn’t sure she could take any more. As they pulled her to her feet and pushed her over to the rack again Cathy groaned. She stumbled and Chien pulled her up by her hair…

	“OH no please….NO…,” she mumbled.

	They tied her wrists together and hung her facing forward from the third rung; and then they pulled her knees up and out as far as they would go. They lashed her knees to the same rung. They had pulled them up so high that this position completely exposed her pussy and asshole. She felt so open and vulnerable with her most feminine parts exposed that she wanted to tell Trần that she was beaten…

	“I am so sorry to do these things to you. But I have to do them. I have to follow orders,” Trần said, holding up a battered book held together by a rubber band.

	“Please don’t hurt me anymore….Please,” she begged.

	He then grinned sadistically and began fondling her breasts. Cathy recoiled at this violation. As he caressed and squeezed them, they began to swell with blood and then he turned his attention to her pinkish-brown nipples. He continued until they were standing at attention. When they began to pucker and get erect, Cathy closed her eyes in shame. But it was to get worse. He turned his attention to her unprotected and exposed crotch. He insinuated the tip of his index finger all along the edges of her labia to end up at the top where the folds came together to cover her clitoris.

	“Nice American pussy – so tender and sweet,” he said leering at her. “Maybe I give nice pussy to Chien and Hao,” he said yanking a thumb in their direction.

	Cathy looked over at them, standing together. Their eyes were shining and they both had big, dirty grins on their faces. This was the first time Trần had threatened her with sexual assault. She shuddered at the thought that she might be raped in addition to whatever else he was going to do to her. He continued to tease the folds and crevices of her pussy as she held her breath and struggled to maintain her composure. She began to run things thru her mind to distract herself from what he was doing. She tried to think of a favorite time with her family. When this didn’t work, she began to visualize her favorite place, a lake near her home.

	All of this proved to be ineffective when he began concentrating on rubbing the wet folds at top of her pussy. She was a masturbator and what he was doing was very close to the way she played with herself when she was in the mood. He soon had her clitoris erect and protruding from its hood and grinned in satisfaction. Then, he stopped smiling at her.

	She felt it was a contest of wills. He was showing her that she was powerless to resist anything he wanted to do to her. When he began to explore her vaginal opening, she was grateful he had stopped playing with her clit. She was having a lot of difficulty staying focused when he did that.

	He ran an exploratory finger around her hole. She was slightly wet. He toyed with her urethra and then he taking hold of her small labia he began pulling and stretching them. He wanted to humiliate her and as she got wetter, he began pointing this out to her; and then joking with Chien and Hao. As he had sport with her, the emotional pain she felt grew.

	He wanted to make her cum before he began to hurt her, so he went from pulling on her labia to rubbing the clitoral hood. Then he added a finger in her vagina. It was not like a petting session with a boyfriend. It was hugely shaming and she tried to will herself not to feel anything. She wanted to deny him the victory of taking control of her body.

	But Trần was forty-five years old and experienced with women. When he got two fingers into her and made her groan, it was only the beginning. He palpated the front wall of her vagina until her found what he was looking for. Hanging in this position, her uterus was tilted and her position made it easy for him to find the bumpy patch on the front wall of her vagina and made eye contact with her when he did so. She had been keeping her eyes closed as he manipulated her, but as he touched this spot it was really sensitive and her eyes flew open.

	When he found her G-Spot she opened her eyes and discovered he was right in her face. Bound to the rack like a butterfly on a board, she felt waves of dark, scary helpless feelings. These feelings, already in full bloom, begin to grow to hurricane proportions; and she desperately wanted not to lose control. She knew he would revel in any ability to degrade her and making her cum would be a huge triumph for him and a terrible blow to her self-esteem.

	He knew just how to do it. He put his hand on her tummy and pressed down as he began to rub the spot. She began praying to God to help her. ‘Please Jesus - don’t let him do this to me. Help me God, please help me’, she prayed. But feeling her vaginal sphincter tighten in response around his fingers, he began to frig her harder; and then faster and faster. Soon, he had her grunting and groaning. She was assailed by the odor of her own arousal, her oozing vaginal secretions, in the fetid, humid airlessness of the clearing.

	“Dirty pussy,” he kept saying to her – almost spitting out the words at her through clenched teeth as he worked her hard.

	It was inevitable that he would win and when she came her urethra spurted several times and splashed hot juice to wet his wrist. Chien and Hao were ecstatic. The Major had beaten her. Cathy groaned and then cried out as she came. She kept her eyes closed and turned her face away in shame. Now that he’d made her cum, he pulled his fingers out and shook his hand at her face to fling the juices coating his hand onto her. Realizing that this was the result of her orgasm, she cursed herself for her body’s betrayal.

	“If you give me answers - then I stop,” he said his eyes trying to convey concern. 

	Cathy looked at him and knew he was lying. She hated him for the way he tried to cover up his sadism. It was all so apparent and terribly twisted the way he did something terrible to her and then tried to act like he was her friend. He could turn on a dime from sounding as if he cared to threatening her.

	“If you say no, I do not stop for thirty minutes,” he said angrily as he held up a small hourglass and set it on a rock where she could see it. “I do not stop for thirty minutes. Yes? Yes. So talk. Remember – thirty minutes.”

	He got in her face again and asked her a question. When she remained silent, he worked two fingers into her sex-hole again. She was very wet and he soon got a third and then a four finger into her. Then, he bunched them together to form a point and pushing he got his knuckles pressing and stretching the ring of muscle around the vaginal opening. Cathy had never had anything that big inside her, and she gasped as he held onto her thigh with his left hand and slowly forced his right hand into her young vagina. Cathy had a narrow, tight sheath.

	When his knuckles popped through, clearing the ring of muscle and were enveloped by the warm, wet cavern of her vagina, Cathy cried out in pain. It hurt to be dilated that much. He curled his thumb underneath his fingers and made a fist inside her. Her pink labia were stretched around his wrist and Chien and Hao got closer to see. She craned her head to look down and all three men were concentrating on her crotch as Trần, with his fist fully inside her, began to move it around.

	He twisted it to rub the knob of her cervix with his knuckles exploring the dimensions of her hole. She groaned and then felt him push deeper. It felt so alien to have his whole hand inside her that if felt like her vagina was going to tear. When he pulled back and rubbed the ribbed, swollen front wall and touched her G-Spot, she moaned feeling an unwanted sexual thrill. But the pain of being violated and the fear that he was damaging her by his brutal assault dominated her mind.

	He pulled his fist back and the sphincter went pale as it thinned. Then he pushed his fist in as far as it would go and Cathy felt like it was going to come out her mouth! He added a corkscrew motion to the in-and-out reaming. When he punched to the end of her sheath, she cried out in pain. Seeing how this was hurting her, he began to do it rhythmically and methodically: in-and-out; in-and-out - over and over until she was screaming. As he fisted her, she wriggled her hips and ass as much as her bonds would permit. When he twisted it and punched it to the end of her hole, her struggles were something to see.

	When he pulled his fist out with a pop, it expanded her sphincter again and she yelped in pain. She felt relief now that took his hand out. Hao handed him a Coke bottle and a worn American toothbrush. She looked at both and wondered what he was going to do next. He called for Hao to bring him the oil and the peppers. Viet Nam has some of the hottest peppers in the world and Cathy watched in fear as Hao, wearing rubber gloves, took a small blood red pepper, known as a ‘bird’ pepper, and scored it with a knife to let the juice drip into a bowl. Then he repeated this with two more peppers. He added some peanut oil and brought it over to Trần.

	He let Hao coat the coke bottle with the fiery oil; and then Trần put on a rubber glove, took the bottle and waited until Hao anointed her exposed anus with some of the oil. Her pinkish-brown rosebud nestled in the darker crack of her buttocks, clenched defensively as Baby Face touched it to smear some oil around the wrinkled rim. Having someone touch her there was extremely humiliating…

	She whimpered as the oil began to show some heat and when he pressed on her tight sphincter she moaned and began begging for him to stop. He just smiled and encouraged by Trần, forced his finger past the tight ring. In a moment, he had penetrated the sphincter muscle and gained entry to her rectum. The oil was slippery and his finger slid easily into the cavern beyond the muscle. He worked his finger all around to lubricate the passage. Then he pulled out to let Trần go to work.

	The Major came over and very determined, began to work the mouth of the bottle into her asshole. The oil had really begun to burn as he stretched open her shit-hole. He took his time and worked the mouth and then the neck of the bottle into her; and she began to howl. The combination of the searing heat from the pepper juice combined with the stretching pressure of the bottle was too much.

	When Trần began to shove the bottle in deeper, even though it was greasy with the oil, her tight ass ring resisted. She felt like he was splitting her open; and she shrieked and screamed like a madwoman as he twisted and turned the bottle pushing it so that the fattest part forced her asshole to open or tear. When he got this part thru the ring of muscle it slid home so that the bottle’s base protruded from her anus obscenely when he was done.

	“OH GOD,” she kept screaming. “OH GOD..IT HURTS….OH GOD….”

	She began to recite snatches of the Lord’s Prayer and called out to Jesus to save her as the awful bottle fully seated now in her shit-hole continued to drive her nuts. Trần stripped off the glove as did Hao and all three men stood back to enjoy her suffering. Cathy looked over at the hourglass to see how much time remained. She was in agony and was hoping that when the sand ran out that Trần would pull the bottle out.

	The scorching heat of the pepper oil was beyond anything she had ever known. Just a small piece in your mouth was enough to burn your tongue for hours. Now she had a huge object in her ass that was liberally coated with the incendiary juice. She wriggled trying to relieve the pain, but tightly bound there was nothing she could do except groan and scream. She began to hyperventilate…

	The sand was running out and Cathy prayed for it to finish. When it did, she looked to Trần. He came over and asked her a question. She was having trouble concentrating and begged him to pull the bottle out of her asshole.

	“PLEASE TAKE IT OUT…..PLEASE….OH GOD…PLEASE.”

	“No. You answer question and I take bottle out. No answer - I start over. Thirty minutes. New pain – understand? Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy began sobbing as she watched him turn the hourglass over to start another thirty minute session. He picked up the toothbrush and with one hand spread her labia so that she was showing maximum ‘pink’. Then he began to use the bristles on her labia. He took his time to scrape her sex lips raw. He rubbed the bristles up and down her pissflaps. Next, he turned his attention to scrub the mouth of her urethra.

	When he did that, Cathy began huffing and puffing involuntarily; and then wailing that started off low but soon grew so loud that he had Chien stuff a rag in her mouth again. Chien took his cock out and pissed on the rag to soak it. Then, he grabbed her by the nose and jammed the wet rag in her mouth.

	A piece of tape across her lips prevented her from spitting it out. When she tasted the piss she had all she could do to keep herself from vomiting. But by then Trần had begun to turn his attention to the hood of her clitoris. He got the bristles underneath the hood and worked them this way and that. Seeing the protruding nubbin of her clitoris, he worked on the bud itself. Soon it was so red and sore that just a touch made her scream into her gag.

	As the sand ran down, he pulled her labia back to completely expose her pee-hole. Then he forced the tip of the toothbrush handle into the yawning tiny mouth of her urethra and worked it inside. Cathy had never had anything up her urethra before and this cruel invasion was a monstrous torment. When he had about an inch and a half inside her he twisted it left and right. The handle was oval in shape and as he rotated it in her piss-tube it stretched and rubbed the delicate lining cruelly.

	She arched her hips up as high as her bonds permitted so much that Chien laughed and began clapping at the Major’s skill in hurting her. He pulled the handle out a little and then forced it back in until he reached the tiny ring of muscle, the sphincter, guarding her bladder. Finding resistance there, he sadistically pushed and dilated the muscle to plunge the tip of the handle into the small pocket of her bladder. Instantly urine squirted out of her hole to sting the chafed lining of her urethra. She groaned as each new pain, each new violation took her to places she never even knew existed.

	‘OH JESUS HELP ME’, she prayed to herself.

	AS the sand was running out, he had Hao rub some of the pepper oil on her abraded clitoris. She humped her hips up and held this position, shaking and trembling as the searing kiss of the oil was excruciating. When the sand ran out, he left her hanging there. He needed a break and lit a cigarette. He handed one to Chien, who smoked, and the three men stood together talking.

	Baby Face sat down to sip from a cup and look at Cathy. Still bound with her legs open with the horrid bottle stretching her poop-chute and the toothbrush handle jammed all the way up her pee-hole, she moaned in mindless agony. The blaze created by the pepper oil in her ass had abated somewhat, but the oil on her clitoris was a twelve-alarm fire; and she writhed and moaned in a major world of pain.

	It was becoming obvious to her that it was just a matter of time before Trần broke her. She began running over in her mind, as a way to distract herself from her suffering, what she was expected to do as a prisoner of war. She knew the Military Code said she was supposed to resist the enemy at all costs. But, she kept thinking that she didn’t know all that much and was it worth it to undergo any more hideous tortures? ‘Please God, give me the answer’, she prayed. The Major pulled the tape over her mouth off gently, all solicitous now, and removed the nasty rag. 

	Sipping a cup of black tea, he said to her, “This is not necessary. You are smart girl. You do not want to suffer. I do not want to do this. All you must do is answer questions. Yes? Yes.”

	“I…I…I can’t,” she said.

	He looked at her coldly and then began shouting at her in Vietnamese. She found his outburst more frightening than anything he had done to her yet. She was afraid now, very afraid that he was going to take this to a much higher level of pain or even mutilation. She feared that he would do something to her that would make it very difficult or even impossible for her to go back to the life she knew.

	He began barking orders at Hao, who ran back into the hut to get some twine. Trần had come up with a particularly cruel way of turning a woman’s nipples into two little ‘meatballs’. He would take hold of the nipple and when he got all the dark parts balled up into one neat package he would tie them with twine.

	“What are you going to do, she asked him as he went to work on her tits?

	“I make a meatball,” he said to her.

	She looked at him and grimaced as he took hold of her nipples by the aureoles – then pulled and twisted them. Hao helped him by tying the ‘package’ tightly. Cathy’s pinkish-brown nipples quickly began swelling and bulging. They would soon turn angry red and then purple.

	Following this, Trần pulled the bottle from her asshole. She cried out when he yanked it from her body. Chien and Hao, curious as to what it had done to her asshole, bent down to look. Her anal sphincter was red, sore and so open they could see up her shit-hole. This made them cluck their tongues in amazement. The Major sent Baby Face into the hut and he returned with a field telephone used by Marines, the TP-3-12, and set it up near the rack. Such dynamos were essential where electric outlets were not available.

	Marines sent to Vietnam were trained at Camp Pendleton, during those years, to use the TP-3-12 as an electric generator for interrogating Viet Cong. The Major was now going to use this on Cathy. The technique had been developed by the French colonialists: take a field telephone and attach a connecting wire, then take the other end and attach it to the victim’s genitals and crank it -- this caused a high-voltage shock. There was no amperage behind it, just voltage, but it was extremely painful. 

	Cathy, now that that bottle was no longer inside her and the heat of the pepper oil had subsided to a wicked itch, whimpered and watched fearfully. The device confused her at first, but as Trần attached wires and brought them over to show her, she knew he was going to shock her. She groaned wondering once again if she could hold out. It was now afternoon and they had been torturing her all morning. She just wanted to lie down and sleep. She closed her eyes and waited. She didn’t have to wait long. Trần was attaching the black, negative wire and the red, positive wire to alligator clips. The he stood in front of her.

	“Ready to talk?”

	She looked at him with bleary eyes. Her hair hung in sweaty, dirty strands pasted to her face and neck. Despite her fatigue, she pulled herself together and said, “Cathy Childe – Corporal USMC – 2262752.”

	“OK - you number one marine. Now I give you electric shock. You shine like light bulb. Yes? Yes.”

	Trần brought one clip up to the ‘meatball’ that was her right nipple. He took a cloth gun patch from his shirt pocket; wet it and used the patch to grab her nipple. Then opening the jaws of the alligator clip he clamped her ‘meatball’. Following this, he did the same to her other nipple. She looked down, gawked at her nipples and whimpered. Then, she began to say the Lord’s Prayer. Trần looked at her, snorted and shook his head derisively.

	“Hey, number one marine - look at this,” as he held up the hourglass. Thirty minutes. You no talk - shock for thirty minutes. OK? OK.”

	He set the glass back where she could see it, threw a cup of water on her tits and her crotch - and then motioned to Hao. The young soldier knelt by the telephone and got ready to crank the handle. Any slow turn of the handle would send a hot current through her. Cathy was wired up at two of the most sensitive points on her body. She was going to ‘ride the lightning’.

	Trần gave her a piece of bamboo to chew on so she wouldn’t bite her tongue. As Baby Face began cranking slowly, the sensation overwhelmed her. Her nipples felt the sharpest pain. It felt as if they were being pulled off her breasts by the current. It felt as if a big hand was pulling and twisting her nipples.

	As Hao spun the crank faster, this increased the current flowing and her nipples felt as if they would explode. She groaned, as it was becoming intolerable. Trần motioned to Hao to speed up. This level made it feel as though her nipples were being sliced with a knife. And it made both tits feel like they were being slapped and jerked around. She squeezed her eyes shut as the sensations went from awful to excruciating. Small beads of perspiration appeared all over her face and neck. She shook and seemed to go into convulsions when Hao speeded up.

	Then Trần had Hao stop; and instantly the juice flowing into her ceased. She was breathing like a race horse and her chest heaved and her stomach muscles rippled from the after effects of the shocks. He also told her that Hao could go faster. Trần gave the word and Hao began cranking slowly again. He let Hao experiment with two different speeds: sometimes slow alternated with a fast spin of the crank all out for thirty seconds at a time. Both nipples swelled up as the torture went on. Cathy tried to think of anything except her nipples in an effort to control her mind.

	When Trần moved the alligator clips to her labia, the torment was the worst yet. The electricity flowing from one clip through her pussy to the other made her, at one point, thrust her hips forward and up; and it looked as if it she was searching for a nice cock to fuck. She jerked and twitched on the rack like a demented puppet as current coursed through her.

	Hao stopped and this respite allowed her to open her eyes and crane her head forward to look at her twitching belly muscles and down to see her pussy juice dribbling, slowly, from her hole. When he went back to spinning it as fast as he could, her whole pussy felt like it was on fire. The Major let out a chuckle when he informed her that her pussy juice was making the electricity flow even more. She realized in that mind-bending moment that she was in a situation where the electro-torture of her pussy was worsened by her womanhood’s own natural behavior. 

	She began screaming like a lunatic; and as she did so, she spat out the bamboo rod. Hao stopped turning the handle and Chien put it back in her mouth and tied it off. She twitched and groaned and her tits jiggled on their own as time and again Hao spun the crank and sent electrical impulses through her womanhood.

	The shocks became so powerful that her entire body began contracting and jerking in agonizing spasms. Chien was unable to tear his eyes away from the erotic sight of her body contracting and twitching involuntarily. Baby Face would stop the electric torture long enough to for her to catch her breath. He would wait until her hips stopped rocking before he would zap her again with an impulse so strong that she was able to scream despite the bamboo in her mouth. Her shrieks and the sight of her body contracting from torture was erotic, intense, and undeniable. 

	Her body kept jerking around as Hao spun the crank and her pussy pumped juice – so much that it ran down and dripped to the ground. The ordeal continued until the current made her urethra explode and shoot juice like a water pistol. Now, pulse after pulse of juice spewed from her pee-hole. Then she began urinating. They had turned her into a pissing pain puppet. After this, she passed out - lost consciousness; and Hao got the signal from Trần to stop. The sand had run out too.

	Trần threw a cup of water in her face and she regained consciousness sputtering. She looked up at Trần and mumbled, “I can’t take any more. I can’t… Don’t hurt me anymore.”

	He asked her a test question and when she gave him a satisfactory answer, he took the clips off her labia. Then he had them cut her down. She fell to the earth in a heap. When they got her on her feet, her legs were rubbery. He marched her into the hut, sat her down and for the next hour de-briefed her, making notes of a pad.

	“Well, you have easier time now. But before I let them wash you and give you food, I want you to do, ‘yum-yum’,” he said to her pleasantly.

	She looked at him quizzically. He showed her what he meant by ‘yum-yum’ by taking her almost gently by her hair and forcing her to her knees. He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock. He took it in one hand and waggled it around. It was half-hard and smelled. She looked at him wearily and then at his cock. She glanced over at Chien and Hao, who had been sitting several feet away, their eyes shining and knew that she was now going to be degraded by all of them. She gulped and resisted the urge to cry…

	“OH,” she said, as she contemplated what she had to do.

	But she nodded her head to indicate that she understood and would comply. She didn’t want to be shocked again, and in a way, felt a sense of relief now that she had submitted. She had been tortured and broken. Now, she was ready to submit. Trần was feeling great, at this point. He hated the Americans almost as much as the French. And the opportunity to torture and humiliate one of their women was the ultimate pay-back.

	And years of experience had given him the know how to combine torment, sexual arousal and humiliation. More than anything, he enjoyed degrading this female prisoner; making her accept whatever was disgusting or degrading to her. Now that she had begun to give him the information he wanted, he knew that afterwards she would be his to sexually abuse to his heart’s content.

	And so, the Major squeezed and stroked his cock - displaying it to her. It looked gross to Cathy. His penis smelled cheesy and foul and as he pulled his foreskin back to reveal the shiny pink head, she was assailed by its musky smell. He grabbed her by her hair and rubbed it all over her face: her forehead, cheeks, nose, chin and lips. It drooled a thin pre-cum. As he pulled back his foreskin, she saw the little curds of genital mucus and smelled the deposits too.

	It was gross as he first made her smell it and then use her lips and tongue to clean it. She found it disgusting and humiliating, but she had to do it. The unwashed, rancid stench of uncircumcised brown men in the tropical heat was one she was going to have to get used to; and on that day Trần started her on that journey.

	First, she had to kiss it like she loved it. She had to give it wet, sucking kisses up and down the shaft and all around the knob. He pulled his foreskin back and made her kiss and lick it on the ‘sweet spot’. Every time he pulled his foreskin back, she smelled his musk. The fishy odor made Cathy sick.

	He made her kiss and lick his balls too - a bag of loose skin with spiky hairs. He made her do it slow, then lick it until it was wet with her saliva. He grunted with pleasure as she serviced him like a slave. Then she had to take his penis in her mouth and suck it. Soon, he was pushing it in and out of her mouth - faster and faster. He began to thrust his hips and holding her by her hair he fucked her mouth. Saliva drooled from her mouth to drip down her chin onto her tits.

	Enjoying her warm mouth, the Major’s cock drooled his excitement. She keep swallowing - there was so much saliva and slimy pre-cum. He then forced it in deep - almost into her throat. Soon, excited by this, he yanked her by her hair onto his hard, hot cock and grunted. This went on for just a few strokes - then he came.

	 

	Cathy felt his hot, salty, vile ejaculate spurting into her mouth. It pulsed six or seven times and each time a big fountain of goo flooded her mouth. It made her sick to her stomach. It tasted salty-sweet with a slimy, tapioca-like consistency. She felt like retching when she tasted it. It was so slimy. She gagged and choked the more his cock throbbed, pulsed and spurted. 

	With each spasm, more erupted from the tip, like a little volcano. Tasting it stimulated her gag reflex and she had to exert all her willpower not to spit it out or vomit. When he was done, he pulled his penis out of her mouth. Cathy was still gagging as he grabbed it and stuffed it back in his trousers. He had been aroused by her for awhile and the amount and intensity of his ejaculation reflected that…

	Then, he signaled Chien and Hao to take their turns. Of course, Frog Face went first. He had been coveting her from the first; and his cock was longer and meaner than the Major’s. He grinned at her to let her know that she was now going to have to do what she had refused him before. She hated him, but he pointed down to his crotch and she saw his long skinny pole wagging about. She gulped; it disgusted her, but he quickly took charge. He made an obscene motion with his tongue to let her know he wanted her to lick him. He held up his cock and she had to lick his nasty hairless nut sack until it was wet.

	She gagged as his cock smelled fishy too. When he was leaking pre-cum, he grunted and satisfied leaned back and pulled her mouth onto it. He soon began face fucking her hard, almost as if he hated her. His ejaculation, when he spewed, was even bigger than Trần’s. She gagged and some of it spurted from her mouth. When he finally pulled out, he used the tip to wipe up the mess he’d made on her lips and chin and presented it to her to swallow. Humiliated, she had to do it. He laughed at her -enjoying the opportunity to degrade her.

	Then Baby Face, younger and eager had his turn. He let her just suck it and he was surprisingly gentle. His penis was small - only about four and a half inches long, maybe a little longer. He made her kiss and lick it. When Cathy slowed down or didn’t show the proper enthusiasm, Chien stood behind her and beat her with a bamboo cane on her buttocks demandingly. She slurped at Hao’s small penis with more enthusiasm.

	His hips did a little jig and then he stood still; after this he spurted five or six times and she got another mouthful. His cum was less salty and more runny. Although his organ wasn’t very long, his cum seemed to go right into her throat and she gagged. She couldn’t help herself and vomited.

	“Filthy whore,” the Major called her as she began retching.

	To punish her for losing control and vomiting, he had Chien whip her sore buttocks again. She was in agony when he was done. Her butt cheeks were covered with more angry red wheals now – all swollen and hot. The Major slapped her face after this and had her open her mouth again. She did and knelt there like a baby bird waiting for its mother to feed it. When he stood close to her open mouth and grabbed his penis she realized what he was going to do next. She shook her head no-no-no! But he grabbed her by her hair and slapped her face again. 

	She knew what he was going to do and this was the most degrading perversion yet. She saw the slit at the tip of his cock flare open and then he began urinating right into her open mouth. When her mouth was full, he stopped his stream and made her swallow. She wanted to gag, but remembering her earlier whipping when she threw up, she managed to swallow the bitter fluid. He used Cathy as his personal urinal. Sexually humiliating and degrading a captured white woman was Trần’s greatest pleasure. 

	What was significant was that this first experience established a pattern. Cathy had performed sexually in return for not being brutalized. This set a new tone to the relationship, which wasn’t apparent to her at that moment, but the significance was not lost on Trần. He smiled as he knew now he had broken her to his will. He wondered how long he would be allowed to keep her. He had his two assistants hose her down and gave her a set of black pajamas to wear.

	Frog Face fed her, but when he presented the bowl to her he took out his cock and said to her with a smile, ”Yum yum.”

	She groaned at this. He wanted another blow-job. She hated him totally at this moment. He was grinning at her with that sick grin of his, but she was so hungry, so she sucked him once again to completion. She felt sick as the depraved little brown man’s nasty cock spewed wads of his vile cum into her mouth. Oh, how she hated Chien.

	This became a pattern. He made her give him blow jobs in exchange for choice tidbits of food. She did the deed so she was given the bowl. She wolfed down the contents like a dog. They let her sleep in the hut that night with only minimal restraints: a leash around her neck and her hands bound behind her back. She slept like the dead…

	Tuesday August 27, 1968 (Morning)

	Trần knew that Cathy would have to be interrogated at least one more time to get certain information which he now suspected Cathy had as she’d admitted under torture that she worked on the Adjutant General’s staff. He had some other business to attend to so Cathy had a ‘day off’. But the next day he had Chien bring her to him; and began again to interrogate her. After an hour, he realized that she was being clever and evasive. She was telling him what she thought she could get away with. But he persisted and when it proved to be a dead end, he had Chien fetch a young Vietnamese woman to the hut.

	Cathy had been sitting in a chair facing the big table Trần used as a desk in the hut. When she came in Cathy noticed that she was young, lithe, fairly pretty and no more than two or three years older than she was. The girl’s name was Kim-Ly. Trần pointed to her proudly.

	“She is my special helper,” he said with a smile.

	Cathy looked at the girl who was not smiling but stood there with an inscrutable look on her face. Hair pulled back in a severe pony tail, she had good cheekbones and pretty eyes but one major flaw: her brown complexion was somewhat pockmarked. Just then the girl, who had been paying attention to the Major, turned and looked right at Cathy. A slight smile played at the corners of her mouth and she made a point of licking her lips. This made Cathy’s blood ran cold.

	Between the Major’s mention of her competence and the look on the girl’s face spoke volumes. Cathy realized that this girl had been brought in to do something really bad to her. In the spirit of naming her tormentors, Cathy began thinking of Kim-Ly as the ‘Cobra’. Facing new tortures she took the opportunity to try and convince Trần that she was telling the truth. But he was having none of it.

	“I am sorry you force me to do bad things. I show you I am nice guy. Yes? Yes. But now you fight me. I am going to let Kim-Ly persuade you to cooperate.”

	Cathy hung her head. What he was asking for she was certain would be of real value to the National Liberation Front. But contemplating what the girl might do to her, she shuddered. If they put her on the rack again, she knew she would break. And the ‘Cobra’ looked like she was champing at the bit to begin. Cathy looked at the girl smiling at her now in a feral way. The girl spoke no English but her body language said that she was a tough guerilla fighter for the Viet Cong.

	Trần cleared his desk and had Chien and Hao pull it over so it was in the center of the hut. Then he had them strip Cathy and put her on the table. Cathy groaned at being stripped naked again. They had all seen her tits, ass and pussy, but not the ‘Cobra’. When she was on display, she looked at Kim-Ly and realized, as she watched the girl run the tip of her tongue over her teeth, that she was appraising Cathy like a piece of meat. Or like man who planned to rape her. Cathy felt butterflies in her stomach.

	At Trần’s direction, they got her on her back and tied her wrists together over her head. Then Chien spread her legs to tie her ankles to the table’s legs and shoved a board under her ass to raise her hips. She was now spread-eagled.

	She looked at Chien and saw him staring at her cunt. She closed her eyes as he hovered over her and got right in her face. Cathy didn’t want to look at him. She was ashamed with her legs spread with everything she had on display again. And Now Kim-Ly could see her privates too.

	The young Vietnamese woman then reached into a bag slung over one shoulder to bring out a thin paper packet. The bag fairly bulged with files, scrapers, metal tongues and hooks, nippers, tweezers, length of wire, all stolen from the Americans. The packet held a sewing repair kit with pins, needles and spools. It contained fifty hard carbon steel needles in different sizes. She extracted a needle from the kit, about and inch and a half long, and held the tip over the Bunsen burners flame to heat it. Trần brought out the hourglass and set it up so Cathy could see it. Kim-Ly held up the needle to display it to Cathy menacingly.

	“Talk or I let her make you pin cushion,” Trần said chuckling. “Remember thirty minutes - no stop. Yes? Yes.”

	Cathy gritted her teeth and turned her face to the far wall as Kim-Ly then wiped her down with turpentine from her tits to her thighs. The smell of the turpentine assailed her nose. The odor of raw turpentine, which Cathy came to associate with pain, would haunt her for decades. She began whimpering as the ‘Cobra’ went to work. Cathy watched in horror as Kim-Ly pinched up a fold of skin on her lower belly, soft and tender with her baby fat, and holding the non-business end of the needle, put the tip to her flesh. She just pricked her making Cathy gasp. Then she pushed it in. She smiled right at Cathy as she kept pressing until it came out the other side of the fold.

	As the needle penetrated her flesh, Cathy screamed and screamed as the tip lanced thru skin and fat. When she recovered from the initial agony, she was breathing hard and trembling. She then turned to see Kim-Ly pick up a second needle and smiling, always smiling now, placed it just an inch from the first needle. Again, she pricked her with it before she skewered her. An agonized howl rent the air. Cathy cried out and screamed as each spike was slowly inserted into her flesh. Each introduction of a needle was a hellish torment.

	When the girl pushed the tip thru a fold, there was a ‘popping’ sensation; and Cathy felt the excruciating pain of piercing. Once the number of needles began accumulating, the pain grew and Cathy began sobbing. Trần hovered about enjoying what the Vietnamese girl was doing to Cathy. He tormented her by asking her if she was ready for the next needle. And did the last one hurt?

	“How many needles do you think you can take,” he asked her at one point sadistically?

	Using all the different sizes Kim-Ly decorated Cathy until she had five needles embedded on the tender skin of her lower belly and five above her navel. The sand finally ran out in the hourglass. The Major again asked her a question, but when she remained silent, he set the hourglass up again for thirty minutes as Kim-Ly wiped down Cathy’s inner thighs with the turpentine soaked rag.

	Cathy bit her lip apprehensively as she realized that Kim-Ly was going to work on her more sensitive areas. The Vietnamese girl then methodically worked five needles of different sizes in the tender skin close to her pussy on each thigh. The anticipation of watching the girl heating up the tip and then bringing it closer and closer to her crotch drove Cathy nuts. But Kim-Ly was very patient and sadistic. She knew how to drag out the drama of this torture.

	The skin on her inner thighs was more nerve-laden and the exquisite pain was more intense there and Cathy felt she might pass out. It was at this point that Kim-Ly finally moved to Cathy’s breasts. She inserted needles at the twelve, three, six and nine o’clock positions on each tit. By the time she got to Cathy’s aureoles, the corporal was sobbing and shrieking.

	When this got too annoying, the Major ordered Frog face to piss on a rag. He held her nose and stuffed it in her mouth and taped it shut. Finally, as a climax, Kim-Ly inserted a thick pin through each one of her nipples and Cathy passed out from the pain. Kim-Ly had drawn out the torture so systematically and efficiently that the piercing of her nipples was anticipated with dread by Cathy and when Kim-Ly did it, the corporal’s nervous system, on the edge of overload, exploded.

	Trần threw water in her face to wake her so the torture could continue. They turned her over to let Kim-Ly work on her buttocks. Once tied on her belly, Cathy felt Kim-Ly patting her butt cheeks as if to say, ‘here’s what I’m going to work on next’. She pulled her cheeks apart and studied the crack and Cathy’s anus, making her squirm in shame and fearful anticipation. Again, she took her time. First, she swabbed the area with turpentine…

	Then she systematically applied a series of needles in a line down the center of both cheeks before she went to work on the darker, inner, tender surfaces of Cathy’s ass crack. This was very tender flesh with more nerve endings and proved very painful indeed. Cathy’s bodily suffering was becoming greater the more needles were applied. The agony became cumulative.

	Kim-Ly swabbed Cathy’s anus with the turpentine and the burning sensation alerted Cathy to where the next needles were going to be inserted. The Vietnamese girl introduced two needles into the tight, wrinkled mouth of Cathy’s anus – one at the three o’clock position and one at nine o’clock. This almost drove her over the top. But when they turned her over again to let her work on Cathy’s pussy, this was the beginning of the end. First, Kim-Ly treated each of her labia to one very long pin. Chien and Hao got in close to see the Cobra at work. She took hold of each lip – made a fold and then ran a pin thru this most delicate and sensitive of flesh making Cathy howl though the gag like a lunatic…

	Then finally Kim-Ly skewered the clitoral hood with a thick pin. By this point, Cathy was shrieking and screeching into the gag like an animal caught in a trap. Finally, Kim-Ly held up a short thin pin and showed it to Cathy. The marine knew where it was going to go and shook her head no-no-no, but nothing would stop Kim-Ly - and she sadistically pushed the pin into the fleshy bulb of Cathy’s clitoris - and then right through it.

	Cathy gasped and gurgled like a wounded cat and promptly passed out. They slapped her awake so Kim-Ly could wriggle the pin in her clitoris. Cathy, gasped hoarsely, then screamed like a lunatic, pissed herself again and then drooling and sobbing began to tell the Major with her eyes to stop the torture. Kim-Ly smiled - satisfied that she had broken the white girl with forty-seven of the needles. She found the session deeply satisfying.

	By the next day, Cathy had spilled her guts and told the Major everything and anything he wanted to know. Kim-Ly had broken her totally. Now, Trần had could sexually abuse the American girl to his heart’s content. She would be in his tender care until his superiors had made a deal to sell her back to the Americans.

	It was felt that holding onto a woman was politically unwise and that the American high command would come to a settlement. It took awhile. So, for the next year, the Major had custody of Cathy and turned her into his personal slave and the camp whore. Starting that day, he and his two eager and sadistic assistants began her systematic degradation by raping her. After all, she was their ‘Yum-Yum Girl’.

	Wednesday August 28, 1968

	Cathy looked up the next morning to see the Major standing next to her, unbuttoning his trousers. His penis was hard and hot. He was pulling his tight foreskin back and forth. She knew it was no use to beg. Now that she had given up information, she felt like a non-person - watching herself as though she were someone else at this point. No matter what happened to her now she accepted that she was helpless - a puppet in a drama that was not hers to control. She took off her clothes, numb in mind and body, when he told her to.

	‘They are in control now’, she said to herself. She looked at his repulsive penis and felt sick that she was going to be raped, but knew it was hopeless; so she knelt submissively and accepted her fate. She looked over and Frog Face and Baby Face were dropping their black pajama bottoms too. Chien’s brown penis was already hard. Hao’s was soft and he fingered it nervously as Trần brandished his penis like a weapon. His organ leaked clear slimy fluid from the slit at the tip. It was hard, skinny and laced with ugly veins.

	He told her, “I fuck you now!”

	He pushed her down on the straw mat with her forehead and elbows supporting her and got behind her. Then he began to use his cock to make her squirm. He rubbed it all around her dry sex lips and her ‘pearl’! Cathy felt sick and doubted that she would derive any pleasure from what he was going to do to her. 

	But when she moaned, Trần said to her, “You like that don’t you, Yum-Yum Girl.”

	Then he rubbed it around the hole…and finally penetrated her - worked it in….until he was in all the way to his thin black pubic hair. Cathy began to whimper as he took his time, enjoying his control over her. He thrust his hips and his cock, embedded in her vagina, touched her cervix. He grabbed her by her hip bones, as he prolonged the initial penetration.

	She cried out as he began thrusting into her sex-hole, “OH, GOD!” 

	He grabbed her by her hair and yanked her head back. Then he slammed it in as hard as he could. Cathy gasped as Chien and Hao began to cheer him on - as he really began to fuck her. Hard and fast - it didn’t take him long, and soon he came. Sweating and drooling, Cathy felt like a whore. She looked back over her shoulder and saw him smiling at his conquest.

	He pulled his cock out completely and she was full of his ejaculate. He scooped some from her drooling pussy and thrust his hand in her face and made her swallow it. Cathy gagged and almost threw up. Soon, she was lying on her back and Chien got down to kneel between her legs. Holding his cock in his hand, he was very erect – his nasty, ugly penis with its purple head peeking out from his foreskin pointing up at the ceiling. He reached down and spread her wet sex open with his other hand. When Cathy whimpered, he slapped her across her face and cursed at her in Vietnamese.

	He forced his cock into her tortured sex. It ached as he laid down on her and put his hands under her butt for leverage. He then began to thrust into her slowly at first and then when he got more excited, harder. She had her hands on his upper arms and just held on. He made his penetration hurt her, he was so rough, but being penetrated aroused other feelings in Cathy too. She was really surprised at this. She hated Frog Face more than Trần. Taken against her will by this repulsive small monster, she felt some hot feelings in her cunt as he raped her. 

	He quickened his thrusts and gasped quickly several times. Then he grunted. She realized he was ejaculating into her and for the first time, it dawned on her that these fiends could impregnate her. As his cock throbbed and twitched inside her as he completed the act of intercourse, Cathy felt revulsion at the thought that these men could make her pregnant. He looked down and smiled at her as he pulled it out. It made a sound like a water buffalo pulling its hoof out of gooey mud. He leaned back and took a deep breath. She just lay there, her sex-hole wet and open and feeling completely violated. 

	Then Hao got down on the mat to have her too. It went on and on as all three men took her more than once. When they were done, Trần used two fingers to transfer the mess in her pussy to her mouth as the other two watched him humiliating her.

	“Swallow Yum-Yum girl, swallow,” he said laughing at her.

	Friday August 30, 1968

	Two days later Trần had Chien and Hao tie her by her wrists and neck to the second rung of the rack, so that she was bent over with her ass on display. Then he had the cadre` line up in an ordered formation - a rape formation. The first few seemed to have trouble getting their cocks in, but soon her vagina was well lubricated and the men were more than ready, coming to her with erections eagerly wagging from the front of their black pajamas.

	They would walk up and shove their cocks into her sex-hole without ceremony. Never having had a white woman before some of the younger ones were so excited they ejaculated prematurely and spurted on her ass or back. Some finished quickly, others went for a long ride, taking time to squeeze her tits and in some cases, wring and slap them. Then they would speed up, pounding into her violently before stopping stiffly as they ejaculated.

	Moments later they would walk away from her splayed, drooling crotch only to be replaced by the next man. Cathy was not even complaining by that point. She hung on the rack sobbing, her head hanging down. The whole ordeal took a long time – more than four hours. As a woman she had been utterly and completely defiled by the Major and his two assistants. But, the gang rape gave her the experience of true female powerlessness as man after man used her like a whore.

	Greasy hands pawed her bare breasts and mauled her ass while one man sawed away between her legs and another pulled her head back by the hair to force his way into her mouth. Around this dirty thing forced into her mouth she wailed and begged but the garbled words were lost in the festive, animalistic rutting by the hard, guerilla fighters.

	This was an opportunity for the cadre` to bond by sharing a couple of bottles of cheap Thai liquor and Cathy’s pussy and mouth. While most roughly skewered her pussy, others took her mouth, with her full lips providing an open invitation. Some men forced her down lower, so that they could get it into her tight asshole. This made her yowl and made the men smile, clap and laugh. That morning the men patiently waited their turn and then yielded to the next man; all very organized.

	They fucked her cunt, her mouth and her asshole. And since the first go-around had taken the edge off, none were in any hurry to end the fun. How long it went on, Cathy had no idea as she was kept on the rack for hours, a semen depository for half a platoon of Viet Cong – some forty-four men. The semen often poured out of her and the ground became wet with it.

	Frog Face, when the initial amusement wore off, took to whipping her ass with a leather belt and burning her butt crack with a lit cigarette. Some thought this was funny. Others just looked away. By the fourth hour she had pissed herself and the area reeked. They would run out of steam and she would get a respite, but within a few minutes she would feel a cock at her ass - this next man ready to take her. She could not imagine what else they could do to her.

	This was only the beginning of unspeakable things that were done to Cathy in captivity. The time spent in camp, under Trần’s control, became an endless whirl of humiliating exhibitions, forced sex and increasingly nasty torments. Trần made her suck his cock regularly and let Chien and Hao do it too. Every once in awhile, he and his assistants pissed in her mouth. He called it, ‘making water’. As a reward and a treat for the soldiers who drifted in and out of the camp, he gave her frequently to the men.

	She became the camp’s permanent ‘yum-yum’ whore. She would be taken to a hooch and made to suck the Viet Cong soldiers off one at a time. This was the drill: The Major would get the men squatting against the walls, in two lines, facing each other. Cathy had to crawl naked to each man on her hands and knees and then kiss and suck each one to completion. The man against the opposite wall was given a bamboo cane. If she slowed down or didn’t show enough enthusiasm, he was allowed to use it to his heart’s content on her exposed buttocks and thighs. 

	Every orifice of hers was available for use whenever Trần decreed and he punished any reluctance or disobedience on her part by beating the soles of the her feet with a bamboo cane. This Falaka was a cruel torture. Afterwards, she was taken and hung by her wrists from the rack so that she had to rest the sore soles of her feet on sharp rocks. Soldiers would be allowed to hit her in the stomach or slap her face or breasts. That went on for hours and was very effective in breaking her spirit so Cathy became resigned to performing any sexual act with enthusiasm no matter how perverse.

	Cathy suspected by mid-October, when she missed her period, that she was pregnant. In addition to the other horrors of war, she now worried that her belly might be filled with the spawn of one of these monsters. She hoped that the stress she had been under was responsible for her missed period, but feelings in her body told her she was pregnant. She was overwhelmed and sick with the thought that “Frog-Face” might be the father! Soon, morning sickness was added to her miseries.

	Thursday September 19, 1968

	The Major had taken to dressing Cathy in degrading and humiliating ways. The first costume consisted of her utility cap and blouse and her boots or Vietnamese sandals. But they had cut eight or nine inches of the hem of the blouse, so that her pussy and ass were on display. Wearing the altered blouse, with her cap, she was caricature of a woman marine. The second costume was black pajamas but the legs had been cut off and holes cut out to expose her pussy. Holes had been cut out of the front of the blouse so that her breasts protruded and were exposed.

	Trần had also gotten a hold of some panties and a bra and sometimes he dressed Cathy up in these. On several occasions, she was brought into the center of the village by the communal well to be humiliatingly exhibited. Also whenever new recruits were brought into camp, Cathy would be trotted out as an inducement to the soldiers to fight their hardest. When men came back from patrol, Cathy would be brought out in one of the three “outfits” to do a strip-tease and then she would be given to the men for use and abuse. Given to the men - it was like seeing a mouse played with by a dozen cats. 

	Always alert to an opportunity to humiliate and degrade his prisoner, Trần brought her on this day to the center of the village by the well. Dressed in only her utility blouse, Ho Chi Minh sandals and her utility cap, he made her strip. Old mama-sans and a gaggle of children and several old men came out to gape and stare at her. Pointing and giggling, they were not sympathetic to the plight of an American service woman. After all, the Americans had been herding villagers into barb-wire control zones and bombing them mercilessly to defeat the National Liberation Front.

	Trần pushed her to stand next to the concrete rim of the well and turned her this way and that. Naked, she was showing the villagers all her charms. Her full buttocks and breasts, still a shade whiter than the rest of her from a tan she had been cultivating before arriving in country, fascinated them. It was as if her sexual areas were high-lit. The size of her butt was a curious sight for them as well. Cathy’s big bottom was a source of astonishment and amusement. The Major had her walk around the well and let the men, women and children feel her up. 

	Cathy kept her eyes down and sobbed softly as they molested her. Trần had Chien and Hao then bind her in a ‘boger swing’ position. They thrust a bamboo pole behind her knees and over her elbows with her wrists tied together. They threw a big plywood board across the well to cover it and propped Cathy up on it so that her ass was up in the air. Then the Major let the villagers have sport with her. Encouraging them, they soon began to hit her with thin bamboo canes. When one old mama-san began to finger the pulpy peach of Cathy’s obscenely displayed pussy, Trần handed her a chop stick and the woman worked it in to Cathy’s sex-hole.

	Soon, others ran to get chop sticks and within fifteen minutes, Cathy’s pussy had twenty chop sticks inserted deeply into her vagina. It didn’t take long before one enterprising young boy worked one into her asshole, making Cathy cry out. This was cause for much laughter and merriment. Soon, the lone chop stick protruding obscenely from her anus was joined by several more. Everyone vied with the others to see how many they could get into Cathy’s painfully stretched holes. When they weren’t able to get any more into her, they began pelting her with refuse and small stones.

	The Major let this go on for awhile and then he had Chien and Hao take her down. They hustled her into a nearby hut and let the men of the village line up to cum in her mouth. After all it was her job to be the local ‘yum-yum’ girl. 

	Tuesday October 15, 1968

	This is what Kim-Ly did one quiet, hot afternoon: she had secured a small pot and some rock sugar - very common in Viet Nam, a combination of cane sugar and honey. This was no treat for Cathy, as Kim-Ly put it in the pot and held it over a Bunsen burner to heat it. She had other plans. This was a very old recipe for wax used to remove hair. Under heat it would turn into caramel, right before it reached the crystallizing stage. It was simple to make and once the color changed to golden brown it was ready.

	She had Chien and Hao hold Cathy down and then began feeling the American girl’s pubis. Cathy was humiliated as the Cobra felt her Venus mound and then toyed with her pubic hair. But, the young Vietnamese woman soon got down to business and began putting some of the heated wax on the mat of Cathy’s pubic hair. She carefully smeared well into her curls. Then she rubbed a strip of cloth over the wax sealing it. She waited a few minutes - and then grinning at the two men, with a strong pull she yanked the cloth strip off.

	Cathy screamed when she did this, because as the strip came off, a lot of her pubic hair came with it. Kim-Ly, all business, repeated this process over and over until all of Cathy’s pubic hair, even the tendrils around her anus, was gone. IT WAS EXTREMELY PAINFUL! Chien and Hao, there to help, watched fascinated as Cathy’s pubis was progressively denuded of hair. 

	It became so unbearable that Cathy tried to twist herself into a pretzel as Kim-Ly methodically pulled her hair out by the roots. Chien and Hao had to hold her down because it hurt like nothing else. Cathy could see that Kim-Ly loved doing this to her. She bit her lip concentrating, but every so often, a smile would wreathe her coarsely pretty features. Cathy couldn’t believe a young woman could be so cruel and nasty.

	When most of her pubic hair was gone, Kim-Ly used tweezers to get the remaining wiry hairs that escaped the wax. When she was done, Cathy’s pubis was bare, bald, shiny and red from the torture. The Cobra smiled at her as though she had just done something wonderful. Chien and Hao, seeing her bald as a baby girl, and having enjoyed her squirming during the torture, were hard and hot. When Kim-Ly left, they lost no time in raping Cathy front and back. They spent the rest of the afternoon fucking her silly in her pussy and asshole. Her bald pubis made it seem like she was a young pre-pubescent girl and they found themselves aroused to new heights.

	By November, after having been in captivity for months, Cathy was definitely pregnant and starting to show signs. Her belly had swollen and a dark vertical line, the ‘pregnancy line’ was developing on her stomach. Her breasts had begun the process of growing in anticipation of birth. As her pregnancy advanced, she became hungry and as long as she did a good job as the ‘yum-yum’ girl, she was reasonably well fed. She realized, miserably one day, that her baby growing inside her was being fed a diet heavy in semen. 

	Sunday November 3, 1968

	On this day, Kim-Ly came into the hut where Cathy lay bound. They had taken to binding her on a mat with a leash around her neck and her hands tied behind her back. Cathy’s hair had grown and was down past her shoulders. Her underarm hair and her pubic hair had grown back also. Cathy got up sleepily as Kim-Ly kicked her awake. She was holding a cup carefully. She made Cathy sit up and then she held the cup under her nose. Cathy blanched, smelling the acrid aroma of urine.

	Whether it was Kim-Ly’s own piss or another prisoner’s, she didn’t know, but was soon apparent was that Kim-Ly wanted her to drink it all. Holding Cathy’s nose, she made her swill down the whole cup. Cathy, not completely awake, was forced to swallow it all, but was overcome with such feelings of revulsion that she vomited. Kim-Ly became angry with her and made her lick up some of the vomit. This was how the Vietnamese girl casually brutalized the captive marine.

	Then Kim-Ly took Cathy and made her kneel with her head between her knees. She spread her buttocks and displaying her anus. She spat on the blonde girl’s anus and pressed against the tight opening to force her finger inside. It always hurt Cathy when the muscle was forced open since she had a tight asshole, but once inside her rectum, it touched a spot that made her wiggle. 

	When she was able to do this, she pulled her finger out and held it under Cathy’s nose to make her smell it – to further degrade her. Kim-Ly used her finger to rape Cathy’s rectum - to violate her. Cathy considered it the most intimate part of her body. Anytime is was exposed, or touched, it was humiliating to her.

	Then Kim-Ly showed Cathy the thinnest bamboo cane. It was as thin as a pencil and about eighteen inches long. She used it to whip Cathy right on her anus. Measuring the distance to the brown crease and then striking her right in the crack. The sound was a sharp ‘whap’; and she really let Cathy have it right between the cheeks. The blows didn’t register for a moment. Then it hurt terribly. Cathy felt the Cobra’s excitement in her knees holding her head as the bamboo landed hard on her tender brown-hole. Her butt cheeks quivered and rippled with each blow. 

	Cathy cried out when the blows became harder; and her anus begins spasming on its own. Cathy wanted to be able to close her legs and so keep her cheeks clenched tight, but Kim-Ly made her keep her thighs spread wide apart. The hot pain made Cathy wriggle her hips; and she bit her lip and waited between blows, moaning and whimpering softly. If she tried to squeeze her buttocks, to make it hurt less, the Cobra waited until she relaxed and then she stuck. Soon, the cruel torment had Cathy sobbing like a child.

	Men came by the door of the hooch and laughed at the spectacle and had a good time enjoying her punishment as she wriggled and tried to clench her cheeks. Her big, white buttocks waggling this way and that presented an obscene spectacle. Kim-Ly then hit her three times real quick. Each one sounded like pistol shots She whipped the poor blonde’s anus until it was red and raw. When she finally released her, Cathy’s tears dripped down to wet her tits. When she was taken to the smelly latrine later that afternoon, her asshole was so sore, having a bowel movement made her cry. Chien, watching her shit, laughed at her.

	Tuesday November 26, 1968

	Now that her usefulness as a prisoner of war was basically over, Kim-Ly was given the opportunity to abuse Cathy for her personal amusement – as a reward for service. The Vietnamese girl found it deeply satisfying to torment the young American woman. In the afternoon of this day, she showed up after being absent in camp for weeks. She had Chien and Hao with her. She was holding a small covered pot. She had them strip Cathy and hold her down before she showed Cathy what was in the pot: a dozen slimy, black leaches.

	Cathy recoiled from them. As Chien and Hao held her Kim-Ly put several of the black worms on her belly to let Cathy get the feel of them on her flesh. They made her skin crawl and she began screaming. Then Kim-Ly inserted her finger into Cathy’s sex hole to loosen her up and get her wet. When this didn’t work, she began to rub her clitoris and then as Cathy’s vagina lubricated so it could be dilated, Kim-Ly introduced the worms into her hole. They began inching their way around and slithering in her sheath as soon as they were inside. And one by one, Kim-Ly got all twelve of them inside Cathy’s vagina.

	The feeling of the slimy creatures wriggling and squirming over each other as they fought for a place in her sex-hole almost caused Cathy to lose her mind. Kim-Ly joked with Chien and Hao as she did the deed, which only added to the horror of the experience. In fact, once she had them all inside, she made a gesture with the fingers of both hands to show how they were now squirming and seeking out a spot to feed. This was so funny to Chien and Hao and they laughed out loud at her antics.

	Once they were all inside, it was time to let them feast. Their hundreds of miniscule teeth and sucking mouth parts insured that they would find places in her vaginal sheath to attach themselves to. They would feed on her blood and when they had gorged and had swollen up to the size of her big toe, only then would they release their jaws and drop out of her. It took two full days for them to start dropping from her pussy; and they kept her wrists tied behind her the whole time, so that she had to endure this disgusting torment with no hope of getting the little monsters out of her.

	Actually, until they had finished feeding, pulling on them to dislodge them would leave all or part of their mouth parts attached and could cause infection. There was an enzyme in their saliva that caused coagulation, so when they did drop off, bleeding was minimal. Left to suffer with her hands bound behind her she could feel them inside her hole at first as they slithered and squirmed, but once they had attached themselves to her, all she could feel was a growing fullness in her pussy as they swelled up. There was nothing she could do but sob and moan. This, along with other brutalizations kept her on the edge of mental deterioration.

	Sunday December 8, 1968

	The Viet Cong captured a Marine Lance Corporal, named Earl Turner in late November. His unit had been evacuated by helicopters, but he had been left behind after an engagement. Captured by an squad attached to the headquarters unit, he was brought to the village to be interrogated by Major Trần. The Major at first sight hated him because of he was a big American and hung him on the rack to be beaten and subjected to prolonged electro torture. After two days, the poor African-American was a broken man and soon vomited up all the military intelligence he had.

	After Frog and Baby Face beat him, but before electro torture, Trần shoved a baton smeared with chili pepper oil up his rectum and a similarly anointed chop stick up his urethra. It was only then that he let his men subject the Negro to electro shock. The two contacts that were employed to apply the shocks were a cigar tube up his rectum and a thin copper rod up his penis. After he broke, Major Trần decided to have some fun with him.

	He brought Cathy to him. Turner was bound to the same rack she had been tortured on. He was naked and tied with his arms over his head and his ankles had been bound to the rungs at awkward angles. The first thing Cathy noticed was that he was black, lean and muscular. She didn’t see it at first because he trussed up facing forward but his buttocks showed extensive signs of abuse - evidence he had been beaten heavily with the barrel staves. The second thing she noticed was that his cock was very large. Trần watched her carefully and when he saw where her eyes were looking - he pounced on her.

	“Ah, you see his big cock? The negro has a big cock. Yes? Yes.”

	She found herself nodding against her will. They made brief eye contact, but Cathy could see the horror and shame in his eyes. She could see they’d broken him; she knew the look. She put her eyes down – ashamed as well. Trần pulled out his makeshift sword and used it to hold up the man’s cock. The Vietnamese had much smaller ones and this man’s uncircumcised cock was long and thick. Cathy found herself stealing glances at it.

	Trần had a cruel game in mind. He kept taunting Cathy about the man’s penis. Then he turned his attention to the black marine who outweighed him by at least sixty pounds. He took gleeful pleasure in dominating this hulk. He had broken him so totally that the man was blubbering and trying to agree with anything Trần said. The Major was gleeful in humiliating Turner in front of an American woman, a fellow marine.

	“You like white woman? She is Marine too. She has big, white ass? Yes? Yes! She is our whore. You get excited looking at her? Yes? Yes.”

	With that, Cathy began blushing. Now, three months pregnant, she was very self-conscious being half-naked. Dressed in her only her utility blouse, Ho Chi Minh sandals and her utility cap, she kept pulling her blouse down. The butchered garment didn’t cover her big, white ass and her swelling belly; and she tugged at it unconsciously.

	And being called a ‘whore’ in front of a fellow American was very humiliating to her. Trần kept up the verbal assault. He asked the bound man if he had ever had sex with a white girl and was he attracted to white girls. Earl, who was from Baltimore, wanted to resist, but they’ve taken the fight out of him. He hung there exhausted – realizing to his shame that he was now going to provide sport for his Vietnamese captors.

	“Take off shirt. Show him white tits,” Trần barked at her.

	Cathy took off her utility top and everyone in the group, Trần, Chien, Hao, and several other Viet Cong, watched as Turner stared at Cathy and tried to resist her charms. He closed his eyes and when he did that, Trần slapped his face humiliatingly with an open hand. It sounded like a pistol shot. 

	“Open eyes and enjoy the white tits of our whore,” said the Major.

	Turner had no choice but to reluctantly obey. His eyes got real big and Cathy could see the whites as he took in her brown nipples, growing white tits, hairy pussy and full thighs. Her nipples got erect as Trần made her stand there about two feet in front of him. She could smell his male musk. It was very strong. He was sweating and as she got closer, he tried to avert his gaze. He was soon squirming.

	Trần threatened him that if he got an erection, Chien would beat him on his ass again with the cane. Chien got the cane and showed it to him. Turner looked at the cruel, thin length of bamboo and winced. His cock was still flaccid, so Trần ordered Cathy to turn around and show him her ass; and then bend over and spread her legs. Trần slapped him again and the blow cause some of the sweat from his face to land on Cathy.

	“Look at her….”

	They the Major made her rub her pussy in front of him. Soon, the wetness had begun to leak from her pussy and her labia began glistening in the afternoon sun as her feminine sap oozed from her hole. Lance Corporal Turner gaped and soon his cock began to swell; and quickly grew to amazing proportions. The head was bright red and became purplish as the foreskin retracted. Soon, everyone could see how much cock this man had. He tried hard but when Cathy’s wet cheerleader pussy was on display, his cock erected. When it was fully engorged, it was as long as a soft drink bottle and as thick.

	“Look at big Negro cock,” Trần instructed Cathy.

	Since he’d failed to contain his lust, Trần had the men turn him facing on the rack so Chien could beat his butt. Cathy found herself weirdly excited as they humiliated him in front of her. As his big, black muscular bubble butt clenched in anticipation of the blows she found herself drawn to the spectacle of a man being whipped like a dog. When he wiggled his ass from the pain, it was an erotic dance he was doing. Cathy stared as he whimpered. Chien, grinning, beat him hard and methodically.

	This was the game. The Major forced Cathy to assume more degrading, sexual postures. Trần even made her rub her nipples up against Turner’s chest and belly and when his cock go erect again, Chien whipped him. But before Frog Face whipped him Trần slapped his cock or squeezed his balls to make him lose his erection. It was a very cruel game with lots of verbal abuse for both marines. Cathy was repeatedly told that only a ‘whore’ got hot at the sight of a Negro cock. Turner was tantalized and punished when he responded to the hot blonde the only way a man could respond.

	To Turner’s continuing horror, his cock became erect again and again. It protruded below his lean, muscular stomach at a forty-five degree angle. Trần repeatedly gave it ‘judo’ chops - right on the top of the thick shaft. Every time he did that, it make the marine’s cock deflate. The game went on. Following this, they made her kneel at his feet and take hold of his cock and masturbate him until he ejaculated on her. It was the biggest load of semen Cathy had ever seen. His penis generated nine or ten separate spurts and the amount of semen was enormous.

	Trần had plenty of cruel versions of the game. He had his men cut Turner down and both he and Cathy were taken a short distance to where there was an overhanging branch. He had Chien and Hao tie Turner naked with his hands over his head facing Cathy tied the same way. She could feel his penis - wet and leaking as it rubbed on her. They got her standing on a box and spread her legs. Next, they tightened the slack in her bonds so that Turner’s cock, fully-erect, was right between her legs. Cathy heard Trần say something in Vietnamese.

	What he said was, “Beat them.”

	Both Frog Facie and Baby Face used canes on them - him first. As they beat him, the heat it produced and the intimacy of their position caused him to rub up against Cathy. Soon, he was moaning and crying out as they whipped him viciously on his ass. She could feel his cock throbbing between her legs as he bumped up against her. Trần grabbed hold of his cock and made sure it slid and slithered between the lips of Cathy’s wet sex.

	Cathy was caned next and as her hips lurched forward under the blows his cock rubbed between her wet thighs and up against her pussy. This was arousing and it blew poor Cathy’s mind. Next, they beat both of them at the same time. The whipping with his cock between her legs soon had Cathy’s pussy dripping wet. She looked up at his face and saw he was struggling to control himself.

	“I’m sorry…I can’t help it……… can’t….Oh God,” he muttered to her, humiliated.

	She told him it was ‘OK’. His cock continued to rub back and forth thru her wet sex and it just drove her crazy. It was soon virtually impossible for her to control herself. She felt an overwhelming urge to hump against him, but didn’t want to put on any more of a show for her captors. She flinched and clamped her thighs together tight in anticipation of the next blow of the cane on her sore butt cheeks and as she did so, she trapped his cock between her thighs.

	As she squeezed, she heard him gasp and groan and then he humped forward into her as the next blow landed on his ass. She cried out as the cane landed again on the backs of her thighs - and felt something wet between her legs. It soon began dripping down her thighs. The Vietnamese were all laughing and pointing. Turner’s face said it all: he’d cum…

	Her squeezing him as she was caned caused him to cum right on her. She could see that he was humiliated at being made into a sex puppet. He hung his head - breathing heavily. The humiliation they both felt was overwhelming. Trần came over to inspect. He bent down and examined them. Turner’s semen was wet on her trembling legs and his cock dripped the last of his ejaculate from the tip. Cathy trembled as she hung there still pressed up against him.

	“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t,” he apologized. She told him, “It’s OK.” 

	Cathy was ashamed because she got excited too. Trần reached down between her legs and felt her crotch. He thrust his fingers into her sex and found her very wet. He brought his fingers up to her face.

	“You like it! You are WHORE. FILTHY WHORE!”

	They had become sex marionettes in a sadistic play. They both stared in horror as Hao brought out the portable field telephone. They both knew what it was for and Turner started bawling like a child when he saw it. Chien, now experienced at such things, attached the black wire to his toe by winding the bare copper end around the digit. 

	The red wire was attached to an aluminum cigar tube and Chien greased it and sadistically inserted it into the Negro’s rectum - very embarrassing for him. Then Cathy was released from her bonds and Baby Face wired her up the same way - a black wire wound around her big toe and an aluminum cigar tube up her rectum. Now that they were both prepared for torture, they looked at each other fearfully as Trần screamed at her:

	“You have fifteen minutes to make him cum. Use mouth – Yum Yum whore!” 

	Trần set up an hourglass and told her it was set for fifteen minutes. If she made him cum, she would win and then Turner would be punished by being shocked. If he held out in this cruel game, Cathy would be in for a session of ‘shock and shake’. This was a very cruel game: to pit them against each other. Both marines were mortified – forced to play a sick game. Trần forced her down on her knees in front of him. Cathy hated to do it, but she knew she had no choice.

	She used her tits to begin the process of stiffening him. With his foreskin pulled back on his big dick, she rubbed the tip all over her nipples. Finally she used her lips and tongue on him. Kissing and licking his big, black dick. And very quickly, the tall Negro’s penis grew hard, hot and erect. He tried to resist, but he was young and she was very pretty. His penis was so big - Cathy thought to herself that it looked like it belonged on a horse.

	She kissed his cock and his balls too, wetly, up and down; and then put the whole head into her mouth to suck it and get him to release his load. He tried manfully to control himself, but her mouth was too soft and wet. She had been giving blowjobs for months and had gotten very good at getting men to ejaculate into her mouth. She felt him struggling, trying not to climax, but when she licked him slowly from his scrotum up to the head of his cock, he was a defeated man. Both of them knew he was going to cum very soon…

	She ended the game by giving the underside of the head of his cock - where it was very sensitive - wet sucking kisses and then using her lips in a tight wet ring to envelop the big mushroom crowning his penis. Sucking on him, she made him gush hotly in her mouth. She let him finish in the air so her captors could see she had done her job; and continued to milk his cock by squeezing him and jerking him off. He cried out when he came and then moaned as she milked his big dick.

	Cathy wanted there to be no doubt who won. So, they tortured Turner. Cathy watched sickened as Hao cranked the handle slowly. Turner’s body squirmed and twitched and he groaned and whimpered like a child. She found herself sickly fascinated by the effect the electricity had on his body. It made his pubic hair stand on end for one thing. 

	But the most amazing thing was that his cock soon began to stiffen and twitch. The head grew purple and it erected again in stages. As Hao cranked the handle slowly, with several small shocks to get him going, his cock began to throb, swell and lengthen until he had a full erection again. The Vietnamese boy worked the handle gleefully and expertly. Trần praised him and clapped him on his shoulder.

	As more electricity was sent into him, his cock soon began to look like it would explode. The head of his cock looked like a purple balloon - ready to burst. There was foam at the corners of his mouth and he was babbling. Then, Hao stopped torturing him. Trần cut him down and he collapsed at the Major’s feet. Then Trần reached down and slapped at the man’s cock. It wouldn’t go down. If anything it stood up more. The others, enjoying the show, laughed at this. Trần grabbed Turner by the ear, like a child, and announced that he wanted him to use his mouth on Cathy now.

	“Use your mouth on whore’s cunt,” he said.

	They made Cathy lie on the ground with her legs up against her tits so her womanhood was fully exposed for him. Trần used her degrading position to insert his fingers into her cunt and frig her in front of Turner. She responded by getting wetter. Cathy had stayed hot and wet when she used her mouth on him. She liked sucking his cock. Now being fingered - masturbated in front of everybody - her cunt dripped. The sound of squelching noises as his two fingers relentlessly reamed in and out of her cunt filled the air. It competed with her sex odor as her cunt leaked. Someone said something about her wet cunt and all the Vietnamese laughed… 

	“You have fifteen minutes to make her cum,” the Major told Turner.

	Turning to Cathy Trần said, ”Control yourself Yum, Yum whore. If you cum, you get shocked.”

	Cathy thought to herself, ‘I can control myself. I’ll hold back. I’ll be silent, even if I do cum. There will be no evidence, like there would be with a man’. The men pushed Turner down on his belly to get his face into her wet, waiting cunt.

	“I’m sorry - but they’re making me do this - I have to do it - I have no choice - I’m sorry,” he said looking over her belly at Cathy.

	He kept apologizing. She didn’t say anything, but waited nervously. She thought to herself, ‘I’m not going to cum’.

	But, they forced him and he began to use his lips and tongue to kiss, lick and suck on her hot sex. It would have been an pleasant task in other circumstances. Then, encouraged by Trần he stuck his tongue into Cathy’s cunt like a cock. She almost came right then and there. He lapped at her cunt like a cat licking a bowl of cream. The more he did it the better it felt; and she was having a hard time controlling herself. Then Trần got him up to lay on her and get his huge cock into her cunt. The Major had decided that the fastest way to get her to cum was to let the big Negro fuck her.

	“Oh God,” she moaned when she felt his bulky penis prodding her hole. 

	Then, he pushed forcefully and his huge cock entered her - opening her up. As he worked it in, it really stretched her. He kept pushing until he’d reached the end of her vagina. Then he began to thrust in and out. He stopped every so often and held it deep inside her cunt. He speeded up and soon he was fucking her fast and hard. As he fucked her, Cathy felt her will crumbling - her control melting. She felt a pressure building up inside - a pressure to cum.

	She tried to control herself, but this only made it worse. She also heard him groan when she squeezed her cunt muscles - it put pressure on his cock. It now became a war between the two marines. She held onto his arms and it seemed like she was pushing him away as he used his weight and size to thrust his cock deep into her cunt. She was building up very quickly to an orgasm. Her whole pelvis bore down and she could feel the climax coming, coming, coming, coming …

	“Oh God…….OH GOD,” she heard herself scream.

	She almost passed out when it hit. She heard herself screaming as she came and felt her cunt go into spasms as wave after wave of sensation washed all through her pelvis from her vagina to her clitoris, up into her belly and down her legs. It was a huge climax. When it was over she was completely covered in sweat with lots of wetness between her legs.

	What has happened was that she had a huge ‘wet’ cum. Her cunt squirted a tremendous amount of pussy juice. Turner was allowed to get up and he still had his erection. He had not cum. Her secretions wet her ass, her thighs and were all over his legs. The pungent sexual smell of Cathy’s pussy was in evidence in the hot, humid air. It was obvious to everyone who won. Cathy tried to catch her breath. Trần let her rest for only a moment.

	“You lose whore……shock her,” he said to Hao cruelly.

	“Oh God no….please…….please………NO.”

	They tied her with her hands overhead to the branch again. She already had the wire wrapped around her big left toe and the aluminum cigar tube up her shit-hole. Her wet cunt was a sloppy mess and her pussy drooled to wet her thighs as Hao and Chien strung her up. Hao turned the crank once………very slowly to send a light charge into her. The effect on her was pain as he repeatedly sent electricity into her. Cathy grunted, moaned, groaned and screamed as Baby Face shocked her over and over again. The Vietnamese laughed and enjoyed themselves. They made sure Turner watched Cathy’s suffering…

	Next, they strung Turner again from the overhead branch. This time they tied the two of them facing each other - belly-to-belly. Following this, they got Turner’s cock between her thighs and into her pussy. It took a little bit to get it hooked up right, but once they were coupled, the Major had Chien and Hao beat both of them again on their butts with wooden barrel staves.

	Turner humped Cathy, as they were both beaten. Goaded by the beating, she thrust back and they both came - more than once. Finally, Trần had them re-wire the couple. The wires were taken off their toes and they got the tube in his ass wired with a black positive lead and the one in Cathy’s shitter was attached to the phone by a red negative lead. He then had Baby Face begin spinning the crank on the telephone. United by their wet genitals, the current formed a path between their two bodies. Trần discovered that he could keep them fucking each other liked crazed weasels and cumming this way for the longest time…

	They keep making the two marines cum, painfully and humiliatingly for the better part of thirty minutes. Finally, exhausted, Turner lost his erection and couldn’t get another. The Major had his two assistants beat him savagely when he failed. Then they all took turns fucking Cathy. After they’d cum inside her, they forced Turner to lick her messy, sloppy cunt clean.

	Cathy had cum so much and her sex had swollen to twice its normal size. She was ready to pass out from the enforced sex and the torture. When they let her up, she couldn’t stand alone. They had to help her up and practically dragged her back to her hut. Poor Turner never made it back to the States. Two weeks after the sadistic game session with Cathy, he tried to escape and was shot a mile from camp. A sad end to a tragically short life.

	Thursday March 14, 1969

	The Cobra came back into camp. She had been on mission for months and now she was being given a rest. She had brought her younger sister with her. This girl, Phuong was her name, was now active as a fighter for the Viet Cong too. It was easy for her as it was for her sister to fight the Americans – because both were orphans – their parents having been killed in an American bombing raid. After a few days in camp, Kim-Ly asked the Major for permission to use Cathy for an afternoon. He, of course, agreed. Kim-Ly, her sister Phuong, and a friend, Giang took her out behind the village to where there was a grove of bamboo.

	Cathy was already seven months pregnant at this time. She had a huge belly and her breasts, normally a B-cup, had swelled and grown a full cup size. She shrank against the wall when she saw the Cobra and even more so when she saw the other two Vietnamese girls. She kept asking where they were taking her, but it was no use as none of the three girls spoke any English. Phuong and Giang led her forward with the leash around her neck and her hands tied behind her back. She was wearing only a black pajama top with holes cut out for her engorged breasts to protrude. The only other concession to proper dress were a pair of truck tire sandals known as “Ho Chi Minhs”.

	After a short walk they arrived at the grove. Cathy looked around nervously expecting she didn’t know what. There was nobody else there and it was quiet and hot that afternoon. Not a breeze was blowing in the glade. Using a machete` and a smaller knife Kim-Ly cut several canes into different sizes. One was about forty inches in length and nearly two inches thick. Several smaller canes she cut into sharp edged stakes. Then they got Cathy ready for the afternoon’s fun. The Cobra dug a hole and shoved the longer bamboo cane into it.

	She stood next to it and seemed to be measuring it against her hip. She then used the knife to round off the top of the cane protruding from the earth. When she was done, it looked like a giant cock sticking up out of the ground. Giang, who had collected some rocks and was holding them in a cloth tied around her waist like an apron, then lined the hole with the rocks before Kim-Ly filled the hole with dirt and packed it down with her foot.

	Phuong took off Cathy’s top and then the Cobra reached between Cathy’s legs to begin a determined rubbing of her girl parts. Cathy closed her eyes. Soon, the Cobra had her wet and that’s when she said something to the others. At this signal, they all grabbed and hoisted Cathy up, and with Kim-Ly guiding them, got the American girl’s loins over the upright end of the bamboo pole. Once they had her positioned just right they let her down. Kim-Ly was holding open Cathy’s pussy lips and when the pole rubbed her hole, it took a little wriggling and shifting to get it into her vagina. She was lowered so that the pole entered her cunt. 

	Cathy cried out as the pole penetrated her vagina and she was impaled deeper and deeper as the girls let her down. The Cobra had cut and sized the length of the pole so that it was just inside Cathy when she was on tiptoe and stretching her anterior fornix, the deep pocket inside her sex hole when she was flat footed. Then using a rock, Kim-Ly and Phuong drove the smaller bamboo stakes into the ground next to Cathy’s ankles. They spread her legs so she was straddling the pole and squatting on it. Then they lashed her ankles to the stakes.

	Phuong got in front of Cathy and began clapping her hands rhythmically. The Cobra indicated to Cathy that she wanted her to ‘dance’ and ‘fuck the pole’. With hand gestures, she showed her that she wanted her to go up and down on the pole. Cathy groaned and squatted down a little. The pole hurt her and she whined and whimpered as it reamed her out. It felt like it was going to come out her mouth.

	All three girls now made it clear that they wanted Cathy, she of the big belly and fat tits, to ‘dance’ on the pole. To get her to move up and down and swivel her hips, the Cobra became the drill sergeant. She took one of the thin canes she’d cut and when Cathy slowed down or didn’t show enough enthusiasm, she beat her on her butt. The cane left raised wheals, bruises and welts. This was very effective in forcing Cathy to dance like a stripper on the pole. When Kim-Ly applied the cane to her brown, swollen nipples – this was particularly effective.

	Phuong came over and rubbed Cathy’s piss flaps and clitoris to encourage her as well. This game would continue until they made the American girl cum. Cathy soon sensed what it was all about and trying to shorten her torment, began to fuck the pole – really fuck it. Soon she was squatting up and down hard. As she did so her tits would jiggle, sway and flop around. Sweat was soon flying off her as she humped the pole.

	Giang had taken a position behind her and watched in awe as the big, round white buttocks of the American girl clenched and flexed as Cathy did her dance. Soon, she began to moan and then as she felt herself approaching orgasm, her cries became louder and more vocal. Phuong went back to rubbing her pussy and Kim-Ly stood by with the cane in hand. She was planning, as the American girl came, to beat her ass hard.

	And this is what happened: Cathy squatted – forcing the pole deep in her sex-hole and then stood up with a groan and as she did so, her legs began twitching and shaking – she began crying out and at that moment, the Cobra struck her with the thin cane hard - right across both cheeks with a wicked shot. Cathy came and ejaculated, at that moment, with a shriek. Her urethra spurted hot juice as a powerful orgasm washed thru her loins down her thighs and up into her belly.

	Giang clapped in glee as they made her cum. The Cobra threw down the cane in a gesture that said, ‘do I know what I’m doing or what’. Cathy was breathing like a race horse and sweat poured off her in sheets. The grove was hot, but the exertion of being forced to cum was more than enough to turn her into a wet, exhausted marionette.

	Then Phuong, smiling and joking with her sister, brought out a small pot. Inside was honey. She and Giang carefully got it all over the pole from the ground up to Cathy’s crotch using their fingers. When the pole was nicely glazed, they began smearing honey all over Cathy’s pussy, being extra careful to get it in all the folds and creases. They paid special attention to anoint her clitoris with the sweet stuff. Then Phuong went behind Cathy and repeated the process with her ass crack and spreading her cheeks, got some honey all over the American girl’s anus. Then she used the rest of the honey to make a trail over to an earthen mound situated about three feet in front of where Cathy was.

	Then they all came around to stand with Kim-Ly. She was holding the machete` and now she used it to point to the earthen mound. Cathy, recovering from her orgasm, started to pay attention now. She looked at the mound, and then as the Cobra pointed to the ground around her feet, she noticed for the first time, a few ants.

	The Cobra used the tip of the machete` to point once again to the earthen mound and then at the honey trail leading to the glazed pole; and finally at Cathy’s crotch. And in that moment, Cathy figured it out - and began screaming and screaming. Frightened now out of her wits she watched in horror as the Cobra used the machete` to tap at the top of the mound. She tapped and tapped, exciting and then angering the ants inside. When she felt she had created a firestorm, she used the blade, with one vicious swipe, to knock the top of the mound off. AND THEN THE ANTS SWARMED OUT OF THEIR NEST LIKE THE ARMIES OF HELL....

	They were the little red kind and now that someone or something had threatened their home, the mobilized and burst forth to attack...However, finding the honey, they sent forth every worker and soldier ant to retrieve the treat. The three Vietnamese girls sat off to one side – hunkered down in that squatting position so favoured by Asian men and women.

	Cathy could only watch in terror as the ants found the trail and began to come closer and closer to the pole. The anticipation of what they would feel like was actually worse than what it eventually felt like. The sheer dread made her scream like someone had shoved hot needles under her fingernails. This only made the three girls smile and smile.

	As the ants reached the pole and began to ascend, Cathy began to beg and plead to be released. This only served to amuse the Vietnamese. They couldn’t understand her words, but her body language and the tone of her voice was enough. They knew they had really set the stage for a horrendous torment. What woman doesn’t have a fear of bugs in her crotch?

	Of course, they reached her pussy. Just a few scouts at first and this was enough to send Cathy into a fresh frenzy. Phuong and Giang had made sure that her genitals and asshole were well packed with the honey. When the first wave of worker and soldier ants arrived, Cathy began to feel their little feet scampering and soon the feeling of sheer infestation drove her to near madness. When she wriggled and writhed and some of her movements injured some of the ants, the soldier ants squirted formic acid as a defense.

	It burned everywhere it landed. Soon, Cathy’s labia, her ass crack and her anus were pocked with swollen red pustules. It didn’t take long for the ants to swarm up and over her crotch. Within minutes her pussy and asshole was covered with hundreds of ants. The insects had her screaming, as they feasted on the honey coating her pussy and between her butt cheeks as they swarmed and invaded her sex. 

	The Cobra and the two other girls were beside themselves as they watched the American girl being driven to madness by the ants. It was the most fun Kim-Ly had in months and she was gleeful and happy to be spending it with her sister torturing a hated American… Cathy was filled with disgusting feelings. She couldn’t close her legs. She could do NOTHING as the creatures polluted her womanhood. They harried and pestered her clitoris - irritating and tickling it. 

	Several explored the small urethral opening from which she pissed - this felt even worse.

	 

	They packed her cunt. The honey and her feminine secretions drove them into a swarming, food gathering mass. She was tied so that she couldn’t close her thighs. The torment of her anus was especially awful. They overran the honey-glazed, puckered opening. The itching sensation was so horrible that she was afraid she might go mad. Her crotch was soon alive with more than a thousand ants. Cathy alternated between screaming, groaning and pleading. All of it greatly amused the girls. The ants finally left her - but it took an hour. When they took her off the pole, Cathy was as limp as a rag doll. They practically had to drag her back to camp.

	Friday May 2,1969

	When Cathy was eight months pregnant, they moved her to a new village. The Major, Chien and Hao got orders to move their headquarters ten miles south and they took their woman marine captive with them. Ever since her pregnancy had advanced, they had barely kept her tied – only under guard. But her pregnancy had provided Trần and his two helpers with more opportunities to humiliate her.

	To show her to the villagers, Trần arranged for a grand display. They trotted her out in a pink bra, her utility blouse, now cut down even shorter to accommodate her huge belly, her cap and a pair of Ho Chi Minh sandals. Cathy was now showing a dark ‘pregnancy line’ down her tummy and her breasts, once a B-cup, had swollen to nearly D-cup size. Also, her nipples had become darker and more protuberant.

	“Please don’t do this to me,” she begged, when Trần forced her out of her hut where she had been resting.

	“Let them see you - Marine,” he smiled at her.

	Cathy had not gotten used to being displayed. Now that she was showing so much, her desire for privacy was even stronger. And this only whetted the Major’s desire to have fun with her. He knew she hated to be naked in front of new faces. Now that they had been re-assigned, he had a fresh opportunity.

	This village was even bigger and they had even more negative experience with Americans. When Cathy was brought to the well, curious faces quickly emerged from doorways. The children were the first to spot her and began to form a parade behind her as Chien led her around on a leash. Her hands were bound behind her and she waddled with her big belly making her movements ponderous and clumsy.

	The Major walked behind and proclaimed in a loud voice that the brave soldiers of the National Liberation Front had captured the perverted plaything of their debauched forces. ‘Everyone come look at the American whore - sent to fight against the People’s Army’, the Major announced.

	Trần marched her around the village like a puppet. Then when they arrived back at the well where they started, he stripped her naked. Chien stood up on the concrete rim of the well and held her hands. Hao got down behind her ass and the Major made her spread her legs. Then Hao got to work on her pussy. He worked a finger into her hole and rubbed her piss-flaps and clitoris trying to get her excited. When he got two fingers into her and began to rub her G-Spot, Cathy began to wriggle her hips and this made the villagers react. Some were horrified and turned away, but some clapped and laughed at her. Hao, encouraged by Trần, soon turned her into a ‘hand puppet’. He frigged her hard and Cathy, unable to control herself, soon began to swivel her hips and hump up and down on his hand.

	It soon became a lewd dance; the two men had gotten good at arousing and making her cum during the long months of her captivity. Hao kept it up until Cathy ejaculated and when he worked a third finger into her pussy and finger-fucked her harder – his hand a blur – Cathy began urinating uncontrollably like an animal in the field. This made the children laugh and caper.

	Then they took her into a hut to let the men cum on her. Soon she was kneeling and a line of men, both young and old, stretched out of the hut. Cathy stared at the first man’s crotch as he pulled his trousers down and took hold of his uncircumcised cock. She couldn’t help looking at his cock. She could not help staring the way a bird, trying to avoid the gaze of the snake, is compelled to look against its will. His cock was almost fully engorged and hard. Cathy gaped at it as he began frigging it close to her face; soon, there was a smear of pre-cum at the tip.

	Laughing, he grunted and began jerking his cock in earnest. He soon went, “uh…uh…uh,” and began to spurt. Cathy stared at his penis, so close to her face…she watched him jerking it…the piss slit opening and closing; the foreskin capping and uncapping the helmet. Then she closed her eyes, defensively, as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating.

	When he began spurting, the hot, pearly stream splashed first against her closed mouth. And then he hosed her nose, cheeks and chin. Soon, the next man treated Cathy to the same mortifying debasement, all over her face and mouth. When they were done and shaking the drops off, Cathy’s face was slimed. Another erection quickly appeared inches from her face. The Major stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	In a moment, another hot stream hit above her brow, over the bridge of her nose and on her cheek. Cathy moaned as she was sprayed with semen. A smaller spurt splattered across her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead. Almost immediately, a young boy deposited a big load on her. Cum start to run down on her lips. It began to coagulate. When one man was jerking off.... huffing and puffing, working his cock, those who waited their turn - joked and laughed. Men who had enjoyed her nakedness during her exhibition were ready now to degrade her. 

	Their balls promised heavy loads. Once, two boys crowded her at the same time. When they ejaculated at the same time, Cathy felt like she was drowning. The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting in her nostrils and her mouth. The excess then ran down. Inevitably, the Major ordered her to open her mouth, and she swallowed lots of clotted semen. Some got in her nose as well making her choke and gasp. Trần kept talking to her.

	“Whore - this is what you are. Keep face up whore. Tell me you want it whore - tell me. Tell me you want it.”

	“Say: I am a whore!”

	“I...I’m a whore.”

	“Say I love cum – say it whore. Say, I love cum.”

	“I ....I...l...love cum.”

	There were so many men, their cocks and their hands, wrists and cocks became a blur as they jerked off and, reaching their precious moment, hosed her. Semen coated her forehead, in her hair, her eyelids and cheeks, her nose, lips and chin dripping down onto her swollen tits. Just when Cathy thought it was over, another man stepped up, jerked off and came on her. Seconds later another blast splattered her face and ran in heavy, lumpy streams down her face.

	Cathy submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed, when the Major told her to do so. She looked like a slut for cum. There were hot streamers of semen running down onto her big, brown nipples. Trần told her to open her mouth repeatedly. And soon, she took some of the men directly into her mouth and sucked on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum. She was tasting men and had to swallow plenty. There was so much that she felt sick...

	When two boys ejaculated at the same time, Cathy gagged as their slimy discharge filled her mouth too fast for her to cope. She gagged and this reinforced her submission. Her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment. Many of them made her suck their cocks. 

	As one boy with a long penis fucked her face, she began gagging and then vomited. A big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascaded from her mouth like a fountain to splash all over her swollen tits. When she finished throwing up, the boy got his cock back in her mouth to continue face-fucking her. He soon came and it flew out of her mouth in a torrent as she coughed....a wet, nasty cough ....thick with his pearly semen.

	Cathy ended up with her hair, face, neck, and breasts dirty, bespattered and wet with hot cum and vomit. When it was over, thirty boys and men had used her. Cathy felt totally debased and degraded. She felt sick. She was a mess: her eyes red and swollen from the semen which stung. Worst of all, she experienced hot sex feelings in her pussy from being humiliated and debased. 

	The Major was not finished with her however. There were village dogs were coming in and out of the hut. They were excited by the smell of sex. The Major let the dogs lick the semen off her face. Cathy was shaking with disgust at this. By then, one of the dog’s cocks had begun to emerge from its sheath. The hot red tip was just protruding. Chien grabbed the dog and began squeezing its sheath. Soon, the animal’s organ began to emerge - hot red in color and drooling fuck-slime. Trần and Hao got Cathy lying down on the mat and got the dog straddling her head.

	“Oh NO…NO…NO - get it away from me,” she cried out.

	“You suck dog’s cock,” Trần said.

	When she heard what he wanted her to do next, and looked at the dog’s dick, she blanched and began sobbing.

	“NO… GOD….NO….”

	Cathy tried to resist, but she knew down deep, she had no choice. She STARED because the dog’s cock was repulsive and alien. The idea of having to suck it disgusted and shamed her. The dog was forty-five pounds of muscle and bone and it showed an organ with a knot that looked like two plums had been stuffed into a sock. It was hot, red and purple in color; dripping and spurting pre-cum from the tip. 

	“No, please - for GOD’s sake – PLEASE - DON’T MAKE ME.”

	The look of the dog’s penis revolted her. It was so alien. But despite her protestations and squirming they quickly got the dog settled down straddling her head. This put the drooling, red tip right in her face.

	“OH, God help me,” she said squirming.

	Trần grabbed her hand and made her hold the animal’s cock right behind the swelling knot. In her hand, it throbbed – a hot poker. Now they were pushing her to open her mouth and suck it. 

	“Don’t make me do this. Please,” she pleaded. “It’s disgusting. Please – NO.”

	Trần screamed at her, “Suck it. OR ELSE I BEAT YOUR PUSSY.”

	He made her do it. She opened her mouth, gagging at the very thought, and began to put her lips on it and then to touch the pointed tip with her tongue. This made the cock spurt furiously in little pops and spurts. When she saw this excited the dog, she tried to just lick the shaft.

	“KISS TIP – WHORE. KISS TIP,” Trần screamed at her again.

	When she went back to tickling the pointed end with the tip of her tongue, the dog’s dick went back to jetting semen. What didn’t end up in her mouth splashed over her lips, her cheeks, nose and chin. The she had to take it in her mouth and suck it. She soon had to swallow as all the Vietnamese men and boys watched.

	This routine soon made the dog’s pre-cum jet from the tip like a hose. At times, it seemed like the dog was pissing on her. It made her gag and choke. Her cheeks bulged from the copious amount of watery cum. Forced to swallow; and then her cheeks bulged again. This was repeated several times. 

	Trần was beside himself as he was able to turn her into an animal. As this went on, the boys grinned and joked with the others. Cathy felt lower than ever. She was, once again, being reduced to a ‘thing’. As the discharge filled her mouth and slopped over her face she sobbed. The image now in her mind, that of a woman forced to orally satisfy a dog, was too much for her to handle. 

	Every time she took the tip from her mouth, the dog’s cock just kept squirting and her face was slimed over and over again. When they dog seemed to be slowing down, they got the other dog ready. Trần would not be denied and made her suck off a second mangy hound. When she was done, her face, neck and swollen breasts glistened with dog semen. She looked over, at one point, and saw the horror of the situation in the Vietnamese boy’s faces - grinning maniacally with pleasure. She could see what she had been reduced to in their young faces. After all, it wasn’t every day they got to see an American woman suck off a village dog.

	Saturday June 7, 1969

	Cathy gave birth to a healthy baby boy in June. A old woman from the village, a mid-wife, assisted and it was a surprisingly complication free delivery. Cathy immediately began nursing the baby, whom she called Daniel after her father. Daniel was a very hungry infant and soon began feeding six to eight times a day.

	Tuesday September 3, 1969

	Cathy’s breasts had grown once she began lactating. She was surprised at how big her breasts had gotten as she was now capable of filling a D-cup bra, if one had been available. Her nipples, once pinkish-brown, had grown as big as cashews and both her nipples and aureoles had turned dark brown. She had a good supply of milk; she was a good feeder and Daniel kept her busy all throughout the day and into the night.

	To make sure of her milk flow, she caged food and became a super enthusiastic cock sucker, as this was a sure guarantee of getting extra food rations. She licked her lips whenever Chien or Hao were around to show them she was ready to do her duty as a ‘yum-yum’ girl. Soon, she had connected with several teenaged Viet Cong soldiers who snuck her goodies in exchange for a hot, sweet blow job.

	Bored one day in September, Trần brought an old mama-san, her name was Suong, into Cathy’s hut where she was just getting ready to nurse Daniel. The baby had begun to cry and Cathy sitting on a straw mat up against the far wall, had both breasts leaking, as the ‘let-down’ response had kicked in. Her right nipple was beginning to spray a little.

	“Hey, you….American cow. Suong will milk you.”

	He held up a glass jar; and Cathy recoiled when she saw it and began begging.

	“Let me feed my baby.”

	In response, Trần began unzipping his trousers and pulling out his uncircumcised cock. It was already half-hard and he began pulling the foreskin back and forth, exciting himself.

	“I will fuck you, whore. Suong will milk your cow tits. If you fill up jar, I will not put peppers up your dirty ass.”

	He pointed and Suong held up two small bird peppers.

	“If you don’t fill up jar, I put hot peppers up your ass and tie you. Then I put you at the well. Only way you get peppers out of your dirty ass is to shit them. Understand? Yes? Yes.”

	“OH God, please let me feed my baby. The milk is for my baby….PLEASE.”

	“Get on knees, whore, so Suong will milk you.”

	In the end, despite her crying and protests, Cathy had to put the baby down on the dirty straw mat and get into position. Suong, using her thumb, index finger and middle finger began milking Cathy’s engorged tits. They were so full, they were already spraying even before the old woman grabbed them. Trần dropped his trousers to her ankles and knelt behind Cathy’s wide hips.

	Grabbing her right nipple, Suong, pushed Cathy’s breast towards her chest. She knelt by Cathy’s side and guided the milk out of her breast by rolling them from the center of the breast towards the nipple. She squeezed her fingers and thumb together and rolled the milk out and into the jar. When she had emptied that set of ducts, she changed the position of her hand on Cathy’s tit and moved from top to bottom and left to right. She held the jar in her other hand to capture the spurting streams of hot milk.

	Cathy looked down from time to time at the old woman. She was a wrinkled crone with blackened teeth from chewing betel nut. And she had very few teeth left in her head. Her gray hair was pulled back in a tight bun and she wore clothing so gray and threadbare, it was difficult to see what the original color had been.

	Her hands were small and gnarled but she knew what she was doing and skillfully milked Cathy like a goat. When she began to extract Cathy’s milk, Trần rubbed the tip of his leaking cock up against the puffy lips of her sex. When his erection was rampant, and Cathy’s labia had slickened with her feminine sap, he prodded her with his cock until he found his way in. Then he went for a long, slow ride.

	Cathy found the combination of a slow penetration of her mommy pussy from behind with her breasts being milked devilishly arousing. She didn’t want to feel any sexual pleasure, but both the forty-five year old Major and the sixty-three year old woman were pushing her inexorably to a cum. She knew it was just a matter of time...

	She kept up an occasional grunting protest about her milk belonging to her baby, but the more Trần pushed his penis into her and the more Suong skillfully milked all of her ducts, the closer she was driven to a moaning, pussy-clenching orgasm.

	“Oh…God, please, let me go…my baby needs me….let me feed my baby.”

	Daniel, lying in a pile of rags on a straw mat, cried and bawled. He was hungry and his mother, his food source, was very pre-occupied. Suong drained her right tit and then switched to her other breast. She had the jar almost half full of Cathy’s pale mother’s milk. She held it up to show Trần, who was in no rush to cum. Seeing how much milk was in the jar, he yelled at the woman marine.

	“Cow, you make more milk. Or I shove hot peppers up your ass. Yes? Yes.”

	And then he laughed and shoved his cock in as far as it would go, making Cathy grunt with the pressure. Then he reached down and feeling around the wet flesh, he worked two fingers into her cunt to add to his cock already in her hole. He twisted them around to put pressure on her urethral sponge and then he turned them over to caress the bottom of his penis. Playing with her this way he soon made her cum and he came shortly after. When he took his cock out, he scooped some of the cum oozing from her hole and went around to wipe it on her lips. Then he made her clean his cock as Suong kept milking her.

	He pointed to the jar, at one point, and said, ”You must fill it.”

	Cathy, looked at it, and groaned. It was only half-way full. The old woman kept pushing and squeezing and working both breasts until they stopped exuding milk. Cathy had been milked dry. The old woman picked up the jar and held it up to display it.

	“See, not enough milk. So, you suffer, cow.”

	Trần pulled on a rubber glove and scored the pepper with a knife. Then, as the he got ready to insert it into Cathy’s asshole, she noticed the old woman had picked up the jar and had brought it to her mouth. Still on her knees, she looked from the old woman to Daniel, who was still crying on the mat.

	“Let me feed my baby,” she begged.

	She watched, horrified, as the old woman began sipping the warm milk from the glass jar. She swigged some and then looked at Cathy and smiled. Cathy, wanting to provide for Daniel, cried out to the Major.

	“Please let me give the milk to my baby.”

	“Not now, cow. Now, you suffer.”

	Trần kept her kneeling – this position spread her ass cheeks nicely and he zeroed in on her anus. He centered the tip of the pepper on the tightly clenched ring of muscle and pushed. He eventually got it to go inside. It wasn’t but a minute and the burning was excruciating. Trần bound her hands and dragging her by her hair hauled her outside. There he pushed her to the well to exhibit her to the villagers. Cathy, with her hands tied, began dancing wildly as the pepper stung her tender anus and rectum. This made the villagers smile and some clapped at her mad gyrations. He made her get up on the rim of the well with her ass facing the mob.

	“You want to get rid of pepper, shit,” he commanded her.

	Cathy, her face flaming, and sweating like mad in the heat, groaned. She was in agony and wanted to be free of the torment. She had no choice but to shit the pepper out. She squatted and concentrated and this made her anus pucker and throb. It tightened and then relaxed as she strove to expel the fiery invader. Soon, groaning and making the villagers laugh, she managed to squeeze the pepper out of her ass. She cried out as the effort compressed the pepper and only squeezed more of the hot juice to coat her rectal passage. But she had to get it out. When it popped from her anus, some in the mob clapped. Humiliated, Cathy closed her eyes. She could not believe the things that Trần could think up to do to her!

	While she was undergoing this, Suong sipped again from the jar filled with her milk; but finally, using an eyedropper, fed Daniel. This soon quieted the child. So ended another terrible day… 

	Thursday October 17, 1968

	Hao and another young teenaged soldier, named Duong, snuck into Cathy’s hut that morning. She was just getting ready to feed Daniel; but as soon as she saw their shining eyes she knew what they wanted. She was wearing black pajamas and had pulled open her blouse to nurse.

	They forced her to put Daniel down and completely pulled open her blouse. Duong was fascinated with her big, brown nipples oozing milk. He began to touch them and Cathy pulled back and began to whine. She wanted to be able to feed her baby, but they wanted to play with her.

	Duong and Hao got on either side of her and felt her tits. They practiced pushing on them and squeezing them. Everything they did made milk ooze - but soon milk began spraying from a dozen openings in her big brown nipples, the size of unshelled peanuts. The more the baby cried, now that it was being deprived of the nipple, the more Cathy’s breasts sprayed milk.

	Soon, both boys had lowered their heads and taking a nipple in their mouths began nursing on her. They had never done anything like it before and were wildly excited. Being teenagers they were both hard and hot. Soon, they had her on her back on the dirty mat and Baby Face mounted her first. He got his small penis inside her and began thrusting. Duong lay on his side and kept sucking and nursing on her right breast. Baby Face quickly came and Duong took his place. He was soon rutting away while Hao sucked on her left tit.

	Whenever Baby Face bit her nipple, he made her cry out. This became part of the game. He alternated with sucking on them hard – letting the warm, thin milk flow into his mouth so he could swallow the strange treat. Then he would take one of the big teats in between his teeth and bite down on it, making her writhe and shriek. When Duong, holding her hipbones, began to hump her harder and his movements became more frenzied, Baby Face knew his comrade was close to cumming. He timed it so that as Duong came in her pussy, adding his semen to his own, he bit down on Cathy’s nipple, making her scream.

	Then, the boys milked her into her water bowl and Hao scooped some of the semen combined with her secretions from her hot sex hole. He added this to the milk in the bowl and the boys made her drink this. She slurped what could be drunk and had to lick up what remained in the bowl with her tongue. Cathy began sobbing after this and pleaded with them to let her nurse the baby.

	They relented, but as she nursed the child and they watched, they grew hot and excited again. And once erect, they would not be denied. They got her on her knees to cradle the baby in her arms and nurse, while she sucked their cocks to completion. Baby Face joked that while she was feeding the baby, they were feeding her. This made Duong laugh particularly hard…

	Sunday November 9, 1969

	Trần waited until she was in full ‘let down’ mode and brought her to the center of the village. He stripped her to the waist to exhibit her lactating breasts and made a speech. Cathy didn’t know what he was saying, but she wanted to feed Daniel and had begun to sob.

	Every time Trần separated her from the baby was traumatic and he liked to do it when she was getting ready to nurse. It seemed to be an enormous emotional torment and the Major was quick to spot such opportunities. He made her put her hands behind her head and held up each milky tit to display it to the old men, mama-sans, teens and children that had assembled. He bounced them up and down and squeezed them.

	Cathy was sweating heavily in the heat and as her tits dripped milk, it combined with her sweat. Her tits were soon very wet. The villagers found Cathy an exotic thing. Her white body with her big ass, her blonde hair and now her enormous milk-filled breasts marked her as practically a creature from another planet. Frog and Baby Face were hard at work cobbling together a bamboo rack just behind them. They had already sunk two poles into the earth and were lashing two horizontal poles to them.

	As they worked, Trần tied each of Cathy’s tits with cord. He wrapped the cord around the base so it made each breast protruded like a cannon shell. And they soon began spraying milk. When he pulled up on the cords, it made even more milk mist and spurt. Then he hung her from a bamboo rack that Chien and Hao had built. Her tits began spewing and squirting as she squirmed in her bonds. With her hands tied behind her and just standing on her toes, her tits dribbled. But when her calf muscles tired, and she stood flat-footed, her tits spewed milk in wild gushes and hot spurts.

	This was quite a show for the villagers. The children scampered about, the mama-sans grinned their black-toothed smiles; and the old men leaned on their staffs to enjoy the sight of an American woman displayed for their pleasure. Trần used a thin cane on her butt to make her dance and whenever she jerked about from the effects of a blow, her tits sprayed milk even more furiously. The Major eventually cut her down and called forth Suong, the old woman, who had milked Cathy before. He now had the crone milk Cathy into a bucket. Round and round on both tits the old woman used her gnarled hands, pushing and squeezing to empty all the milk ducts. She soon had a fair amount in the bucket.

	When Cathy seemed dry, Trần handed the bucket to someone in the crowd who then passed it around. Some just looked, some sniffed and one or two took a taste. Cathy cried, as this was another torment for her not to be able to feed her son. She loved the boy. He was the only humanity in her life and she clung to him. Trần then said something to Suong who grinned. She was going to be allowed to suck on Cathy’s tits. The old woman grabbed her left breast and began to ‘gum’ the teat. Suong had lost all of her front teeth, so her gums were what Cathy felt biting down on her nipples.

	She groaned and hearing her baby cry, began to lactate heavily again. Trần let the old woman nurse on her for awhile until a boy brought over a puppy. He ordered the boy to bring the animal over and yelled at Cathy to nurse the dog. Sobbing, she didn’t want to do it, but when he threatened her, she relented and brought the animal to her breast. It knew exactly what to do when it smelled her milk and was soon sucking away happily. A girl named Qui brought over a piglet. When the puppy was done, Trần made Cathy take the piglet to her breast. The pig was an even more voracious feeder and bit and sucked on her breast until, in defense, she switched the animal’s snout over to her other nipple. 

	When she ran dry, the Major dragged her by her hair over to a hooch and making her get on her knees, he treated all the male villagers to a hot blow-job from Cathy. Only when she had sucked every man and boy to completion was she allowed to return to her hut and her baby. She sobbed when his hungry mouth sought her breasts because she had no milk to give him. The villagers and their vile animals had drained her.

	Sunday November 23, 1969

	“I have surprise for you,” Trần announced to Cathy on a Sunday in late 1969.

	She had just awakened and Daniel was crying and wanted to be fed. The Major could see how big her tits had gotten. Months of breast feeding had turned them from the size of lemons to the size and dimensions of small grapefruits. And she was pregnant again. She felt sick in the mornings and had missed her period. She was, in fact, pregnant with Frog Face’s child. She knew, from how she felt, that she was expecting again. In seven months she would bear another half-Vietnamese baby.

	“You are going home,” Trần grinned at her.

	“What? What do you mean? REALLY? I’m really going home? HOME?”

	Cathy was incredulous and began sobbing; and then began peppering the Major with questions. He told her part of the truth. The United States Government had made a deal through an intermediary to buy her back from the National Liberation Front. In fact, she would be repatriated before the end of the month. It was all to take place within the week, but Trần was never one to miss an opportunity and planned to mentally torture Cathy some more.

	What he told Cathy was that it was up to him and he would let her go if she pleased him. When she asked him was he meant, he told her that if she did her best to please him and his men, he would send her on her way. She would be finally be heading home to the USA. Cathy was overjoyed. She nodded eagerly and told him that she would be a very ‘good girl’ indeed. But Trần, as was his way, planned to give her a ‘going away’ party that would leave an indelible mark on her soul. After her long captivity, and all that had been done to her, he wanted a few more opportunities to degrade her in body and mind. He was attracted to her and hated her at the same time. He made her put the baby down, which she hated to do and as she whined, he got her on her knees. Then he unbuckled his trousers and took out his cock.

	“Suck nice, yum-yum girl,” he said to her.

	She had to give him a nice, slow blowjob - slow, worshipful and wet . She gagged a lot and combined with his copious pre-cum, the sloppy mess ran from her mouth and dripped down her chin. He held her head lovingly and called her terrible names, like ‘whore’ and ‘slut’ in Vietnamese, French and English.

	“Tell me you love my cock, yum-yum girl,” he said to her.

	She was forced to tell him she loved it; and even that she loved him. She held his cock with one hand and cradled and tickled his balls with the other. She had to go from kissing the shaft and head to sucking and stroking it wetly and sweetly. If someone had just stumbled on them it would seem that they were lovers and the woman was reverentially sucking her man’s cock. When he came in her mouth, she dutifully swallowed his ejaculate and he tenderly cradled her head in his hands. It was a strange moment between them and in a weird way characterized the tormented relationship between them.

	When he had stuffed his penis back into his trousers, he called for Chien, Hao, Tranh and Suong. Then he went to work on her. He announce that Cathy would have to take part in a series of games. If she failed the majority of them, she wouldn’t be going home. If she passed two out of three games, she would be freed. Cathy listened horrified as Trần spelled it out. The first game: Suong would milk her into a jar. If she made a certain amount of milk within ten minutes, he said, looking at this watch, and drawing a line on the jar with a grease pencil, she would pass.

	If she failed, Frog Face would whip her on her anus. She failed. Suong milked her expertly and she made a prodigious amount of milk, but it wasn’t enough and Chien got to make her kneel between his legs, hold onto his ankles and give her ten, hot hard blows with a pencil thin bamboo cane right on her shit-hole. Cathy howled when it was done…

	She then had to masturbate in front of all of them and make herself cum and spurt juice from her pussy in ten minutes. If she failed, Baby face would use a pair of pliers on her milky nipples. Humiliated, she rubbed her pussy furiously and came within five minutes, ejaculating a good amount of juice. So she passed this test. She had never been made to masturbate in front of them before and it was a humiliating experience.

	Then, for the third and final game, she was given ten minutes to make Frog Face, Baby Face and the teenaged Tranh cum. Cathy tried valiantly, but she was only able to make Hao and Tranh cum when Chien resisted her frantic advances. She used her milky tits to wet each of their cocks, pinching and pulling on her nipples to coat their penises with her milk; and then masturbated them and sucked on their cocks in turn. But it was all in vain. She failed this test. Her punishment: Baby Face wired her up to the TP-3-12, the field telephone, by attaching alligator clips to her labia. She was tied with her hands behind her back and her legs held open. He shocked her until she pissed, like a cow and wet the floor. The room soon reeked.

	Then all the men fucked her. Trần, at one point, when he had gotten her pussy really wet and open, shoved a cucumber into her vagina and then inserted his cock. Frog Face sodomized her and Baby Face and Tranh first sucked on her milk-engorged breasts until their penises were rampant and throbbing and only then did they fuck her. After they came in her pussy or in her ass, they all ‘made water’ in her mouth – pitilessly pissing in her mouth and making her swallow it. Trần telling her spitefully that she needed a lot of liquid in order for her to make enough milk for her baby - and hadn’t she already failed to lactate enough to fill the jar?

	Trần, following this, cruelly told her she failed and he dismissed the others to verbally torment her further. When he left, Cathy lay sobbing hysterically on a dirty mat on the floor. For the next several days, he visited her often and tantalized her with the prospect of freedom. Sadistically, he made her give him blowjobs and do things like lick his ass crack and kiss his anus. He would tell her that if she did a good job, he would set her free. It was in his power, he kept telling her. Poor Cathy, she gave him the best blowjobs she would ever give a man in her whole life!

	She kissed his face, his mouth, his body from his nipples to his crotch and did it with an intensity that brought Trần to tumultuous orgasms each time. He always ended the sessions by pissing in her mouth. When he left – always leaving her with the impression that she hadn’t done enough to please him and therefore she was not going to be freed, Cathy suffered the torments of the dammed. In the end, Cathy was freed, of course.

	Friday November 28, 1969

	She was in captivity for a little over fifteen months. The United States Government, anxious to recover the only woman marine captured during the Viet Nam war and not successful in recovering her, allowed itself to be extorted and Cathy was freed. Her baby, a multi-racial anomaly in Viet Nam, went home with her; as the Vietnamese had little regard for such children. She was returned to American authorities in November 1969 pregnant but alive; and after seven months of rehabilitation at Balboa Naval Hospital in San Diego, gave birth to a second boy and was released from active duty. She named the child John, after her grandfather. He was not a handsome baby.

	Epilog

	Cathy Childe wrote a autobiographical book detailing her experiences as a captive of the Viet Cong, but it was “suppressed” by the United States Government. She married in 1975 and now lives in Chula Vista, California with her husband, a building contractor. She had two more children and all four of her children are married with families of their own. Her son Daniel is an school teacher and his brother John is a computer programmer who designs games, one of which is a famously violent game that feature shoot‘em up action and torture…
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	Five white wives were lounging and gossiping at the home of one of them in Polokwane early one Friday afternoon. Four were married to businessmen who made their living as vendors selling to the South African National Defence Force. All of their men that week were away on business. Colonel Binda, commander of the Mechanized Brigade stationed in Polokwane, had been having them watched and decided he wanted the five white women for use as party favors for his officers.

	The women usually gathered for a “hen party” at Pamela’s once a week as her home was the largest and her husband the most successful. The “girls” liked to get away from their husbands. The would congregate to drink, gossip and complain about the “new South Africa”. As Gwen, her long-time red-haired friend whined about how hot it was, Pamela decided they needed a cool drink.

	"There’s some cool tea in the refrigerator. I’ll get us some," Pamela said, “Linda would you help me?”

	"Sure, we’re all parched."

	As they headed into the house to fetch the tea, the gate to the yard opened and a big, black man appeared.

	"Hello, ladies. Warm afternoon, isn't it?"

	They all gaped in total shock. He was in uniform and no one knew at first glance who he was. Colonel Binda strolled into the yard full of casual assurance. He was a big man with a gut, well over six feet and very black. His close cropped hair could be seen when he took of his beret; so close cropped it appeared that his head was shaven. Everyone in Polokwane knew Binda as the local Brigade Commander and a tough disciplinarian.

	"What can we do for you," Pamela asked him startled?

	"Well, ladies," the Colonel said genially, "We’ve met before. I’m Colonel Binda. I thought we might have a party. My men could use a rest and you ladies look bored.”

	“A party. Really,” Pamela said?

	“Sure…sure….we’ve even brought the food and drink. We like to get away and relax every once in a while. And I can see you ladies are available this fine afternoon.”

	“Well, we are just taking it easy ourselves,” opined Pamela.

	At that moment, a virtual mob, all officers of the Mechanized Brigade, dressed in khaki uniforms, came filing thru the gate. They gathered in a line behind their Colonel. And even the appearance of so many men filing into the spacious yard could not keep blonde Suzanne’s eyes away from the sjamboks several of the black men carried.

	And most of them were grinning as if they were sharing a joke. When Binda snapped his fingers there was a bustle of activity as men carrying wickerwork baskets opened them for inspection. Pamela and Gwen came over to peer into the baskets. Another of the officers produced a tray and paper cups.

	Binda smiled again and said: "we brought wine and meat for a barbecue. Our men will get the fire going. The officers of the Mechanized Brigade come completely equipped for your pleasure. We bring and offer wine because we are gentlemen.”

	“Oh….ok,” said Gwen the redhead. Pamela was just too stunned to say much of anything.

	Binda passed out cups to all five women: "Ladies, we’re privileged to dine with you. Five of you, twenty-five of us and plenty of wine to be enjoyed this afternoon.”

	Four of the women were married and the youngest, Diana, was in a serious relationship. None of them did any socializing with blacks without their men present. But the Colonel was the local Army Brigade Commander and their men all earned a living one way or another catering to the Army. So, Pamela, confused, but unsure of what else to do, just went along with the program. The others, looking to her for leadership, said nothing but exchanged meaningful looks.

	At this, the women relaxed a bit and they were all standing at this point. Binda introduced his men as more wine was poured.

	Pamela was 38 and very full figured. She was the oldest. Suzanne was a tall willowy blonde of 27. Diana was an astonishingly beautiful 20 year old brunette. Gwen was a tall, buxom redhead of 32; and Linda was 24 years old, chubby, plain and brunette who dressed down.

	Pamela stared feeling a bit awkward. Five white women and twenty-five black men was a strange combination in South Africa. She would try to be accommodating and had the men help her in bringing into the yard every chair in the house. ‘Maybe this is all OK’, she thought.  Binda was true to his word and the baskets were laden with food aplenty. Unless this was all a joke there was nothing to do but try and relax. 

	Pamela wondered how he had happened to choose them. It was all so quick. She and the others smiled and tried to make small talk as twenty-five, big black men in ages from 21 to 40 men filled the yard. There were five of them and 25 black men…. ‘Whew’, thought Pamela….

	But white women, the traditional objects of desire for black men in South Africa after years of apartheid, were on the menu that hot afternoon by the corrupt Colonel. 

	His men got a banked fire going in the fire pit and soon slabs of meat were on the grill and Styrofoam containers of food were being passed around. The women were treated lavishly. Men fetched them cups of wine and soon each woman had a paper plate of hot food. They were seated in a semi-circle and were the objects of attention. Everyone ate and drank and soon it didn’t feel so strange to the women. 

	It was a novel experience and Pamela couldn’t figure out why Binda would suddenly appear on her doorstep, but the general atmosphere was festive and fairly pleasant. Some of the men looked at her and the others in a feral way, but all men did that and she shrugged it off. 

	Pamela was wearing a tight green top and tan shorts and she noticed that the men who talked to her took special notice of her D sized breasts. Gwen was wearing a pink bikini top and black short shorts. Suzanne wore a yellow sleeveless tank top and a tight khaki skirt. Linda was wearing a non-descript cut-off sweat shirt and camouflage shorts. Diana was ravishing in a short navy skirt and peach colored tank top. She had five or six men hovering around her like flies; and kept flirting with two of them.

	Then as the meal wound down and a post meal glow set in…Binda got up and began to address his men. He praised this one and that…and Pamela felt that this was probably normal for a commander at a social gathering…. to pat his men on the back. Executives did it at company gatherings too. When that was done, the Colonel turned his attention to the women.

	“Ladies, don’t think I’ve left you out.”

	Binda then went into an elaborate paean of praise for them and white women in general. Pamela found the speech somewhat disconcerting. It was almost as if he was mocking them on some level, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. When he was finished, he bowed to them and the officers applauded…

	“Take a cup ladies as the tray is passed around. Men fill your cups. I’m going to make a toast. To the day’s entertainment. Drink up,” he said genially.

	The men roared the toast and then began hooting and hollering. The women sipped from the cups and felt varying degrees of nervousness at the toast. What was the day’s entertainment? They all swallowed the wine and put them down on the tray one man was carrying.

	The “Beauty Contest”

	Then Binda said, “Ladies, it’s time for the entertainment. I think a beauty contest is in order.”

	At this there was a lot of guffawing from the men. The women looked at each other and didn’t know what he meant. They had eaten, drank, listened to the men, nodded respectfully and laughed at their jokes…. A beauty contest….what were they talking about?

	The Colonel looked at all the women, grinned, and said, “now Pamela , you’re the hostess with the most-ess.”

	He was smiling, rubbing his palms against his camouflage trousers as he grinned, real maniacal now.

	"I am," Pamela asked quizzically?.

	The Colonel nodded: "Oh, yes. OK… Pamela. Now, will you come over here."

	Pamela nervously got up and came over to stand near him.

	"Now, I want you to stand over there,” he said pointing at spot on the lawn, “and take off your clothes. Try to do it with some enthusiasm, as the men will be judging you.”

	“What…are you crazy,” she said, but she was trembling as she said it.

	“Now, if you want to be a spoilsport, you can try, but my men can be very persuasive. If you’re stubborn, we've brought sjamboks to encourage you to get into the fun.”

	He pointed to several men who had the South African version of a riding crop dangling from straps on their wrists. Pamela looked around at the men and the festive smiles were gone. In its place was hard lust. She looked at the men she had been chatting with who were so friendly just moments ago. In every face was grim determination.

	All the women were totally in shock and confused as to what to do. Pamela felt her blood freeze. She now knew why Binda had showed up with his mob. She was trembling with fear and rage at the prospect of her and the others being abused by him and his goons.

	‘He's a psychopath’, Pamela thought. ‘But what can we do. Perhaps he just intends to have some sport with us and then he’ll let us go’, she thought.

	Pamela spoke up calmly: “Do you think that the authorities in Pretoria will tolerate this kind of nonsense?”

	“You might force us, but our husbands would go to Army Headquarters in Pretoria and you’d be in very hot water," Suzanne chimed in, her voice breaking.

	But the Army, under the ARMY VISION 2020 guidelines, was assuming more power in South Africa these days. And the friction between whites and blacks had been mutating into new and strange forms. This was certainly one of those…

	Colonel Binda smiled. “Here’s the deal. You’re gonna be cooperative, or you’re gonna feel it on your white asses. And to make sure that we’re all still friends afterwards let me introduce you the Brigade’s photographer.”

	A portly Indian named Amar came trotting over with his assistant - a scruffy “colored” boy. Amar had a nice Nikon camera. The boy was carrying a tripod.

	“We’re going to take pictures. Afterwards you may tell your husbands all about it if you want, but I know the Army better than you ever could - and I doubt that Headquarters in Pretoria will investigate the Motorized Brigade on your behalf. If that should happen, you can be certain that the Internet will soon be flooded with high-resolution detailed photographs of each of you. So my advice is to get into the spirit of the night’s entertainment unless you want to become notorious.”

	Pamela and the others now felt trapped and frightened. Pamela’s house was large and fairly isolated. There would be no one coming to help them. They were all feeling very scared now. Pamela's mind raced and the conclusions she reached were not good. Colonel Binda was willing to force them or blackmail them. 

	Gwen was already imagining the worst. She visualized what would happen after they had all been forced to strip naked for the men, all of whom had been drinking. She knew at that point they would all be raped. And because the details of her fate were already clear in her mind she worked to control her fear. But when Binda looked at her directly, her resolve melted like butter in the hot South African sun and she indicated with her eyes ‘yes’ when the Colonel stared at her…and then put her eyes down.

	Pamela was in turmoil, but now realized that she had let a nest of snakes into her home. She knew there was no real escape. All she hoped for at this point was that they would not be molested after they were nude. She walked like a zombie to the spot that Binda had pointed to.

	All the eyes in the yard were fastened on the sight of Pamela’s fulsome figure as she reached down and grabbed the hem of her top - pulled it up and off. Her huge tits were encased in a lacy semi-transparent cream colored bra. Her large, dark nipples could easily be seen in the bra cups. She shivered and it wasn’t cold. She was very nervous and closed her eyes as she began unbuttoning her shorts. When she dropped them there was an audible intake of breath and some murmurs from the men when they all saw the fabric of her semi-transparent nylon panties clinging tightly to her hips and ass and cupping her protuberant buttocks.

	When she reached behind her to unsnap her bra, Gwen whispered some words of encouragement to her. When her bra slid down and she pulled it off, the slowly swinging shapes of her huge breasts could be seen. Each one was as big as a gourd, hung down halfway to her waist and were capped with nipples that had to be seen to be believed. As big as raspberries, as brown as coffee beans and sitting atop saucer-sized aureoles, they were monstrous and obscene. Her mammaries were full and heavy and every movement of her body had them swaying and bobbing.

	When she pulled down her panties, she tried to show a brave face but as soon as her big hairy pussy could be seen, the men began whistling and clapping. Some made crude remarks and each one was a sharp arrow in her flesh. When she was standing there in just her sandals, Binda had her turn this way and that and each move fanned her humiliation. The men were just brutal in their comments about her charms. 

	By the time Binda had ordered her to spread her legs to show them her fleshy pussy and then bend over and spread her buttocks, Pamela was sobbing softly and her nipples had gotten erect.  The aureoles had puckered and were covered with pebbly bumps. It was obvious that either fear or excitement was at work…Amar and his assistant were busy snapping shots during the whole process….

	“Men, score her,” Binda urged his men as she was made to turn this way and that.

	Finally, he had her stand off to one side and brought up Suzanne. She pulled off her sleeveless top quickly and then dropped her skirt and the men could see that she had very white skin, perky B cup breasts, fairly flat buttocks and very long legs. When she took off her bra and panties, her cupcake breasts displayed rose colored nipples and her pubic patch was straw colored. She held onto her confidence and reserve, but when Binda told her to spread her legs open WIDE and pull open her pussy lips, ‘to show pink’, she broke down and refused.

	Binda was as quick as a cobra and barked out orders. Suzanne was grabbed by two men by her wrists, hauled over to a chair, forced over to put her palms flat on the seat - then the men held her there as her wide hips and modest buttocks were displayed for punishment. She began whining, but it did no good as an older officer came over ….a squat compact man with very dark skin…almost blue-black. He was brandishing his sjambok. It was a parade model, only about thirty inches long. 

	In the old days, such an instrument would be made from rhino hide. But there weren't too many rhinos left so this one was made from cowhide; and it was a cruel tool. He patted her on the buttocks and teased her with it. Then he slashed her hard across her bottom. She screamed at the pain as it left a nice red welt. He hit her again down lower, close to the seam where her buttocks met her thighs. Suzanne whined and began sobbing. Many photographs were taken of her torture as he beat her.

	“Are you ready to obey,” Binda asked her?

	“Y…Yes,” she sobbed.

	When he made her take her place again, she willingly spread her legs and pulled her labia apart showing the men everything she had. The other three women who still had their clothes on looked on in horror. Pamela kept her head down and had one arm trying to cover her huge mammaries and her other hand cupping her hairy pussy. She was so hairy that having her hand there did little to conceal her treasures…

	Binda made Suzanne show her asshole too. The humiliation was very intense and Suzanne couldn’t wait to be taken out of the spotlight. She took her place next to Pamela and the two exchanged teary glances. Gwen was next and the fiery redhead took off her pink bikini top first and the men clapped at the exposure of her D cup breasts. They seemed larger now that they were not imprisoned in her bra. They were capped with strawberry colored, protuberant nipples and smaller aureoles. Her black short shorts and her lacy black thong came off slowly and then the men could see she had beautifully shaped buttocks and thighs. 

	Her Venus mound was fiery red and sexy-pretty. She was a beautiful woman and the men cheered her at everything she did. She displayed her pussy willingly, but the exposure of her anus made her blush madly from her tits to her cheeks.

	Linda was next and the serious faced young woman slowly stripped off her sweat shirt and her shorts. She wore a plain white cotton bra and white cotton panties. When she removed her bra the men could see she had big breasts, pinkish-brown nipples and a fat tummy. It was when she pulled down her panties that men standing close could see that there was a big wet spot in the crotch. These men began taunting and mocking her - calling her a ‘slut’. You could see the pain in her eyes as they called her names. When she was completely naked, everyone was surprised to see that she was very hairy under her arms and between her legs.

	And the shame she felt when she was called on to display her wet pussy, which glistened when she was made to peel open her labia, was palpable to all. She had a dark brown anus sitting in a shadowy crack between her fat butt cheeks that could be seen when she was ordered by Binda to spread them. She sidled over to stand next to the others, as Amar and his scruffy assistant earned their pay - recording it all for posterity and blackmail purposes.

	Diana was last and she was truly a vision of angelic loveliness. She wasn’t tall, perhaps 163 cm. (5’4”) or a little more but her figure was shapely and just perfect. Her C cup breasts were capped with perfect nipples, she had a symmetrical v-shaped Venus mound, shapely legs, a round and delectable bottom, small hands and feet and the round face of a Aphrodite with green eyes, full lips and a beauty mark above her lip. 

	When she took the tank top and her skirt off, she was gorgeous in her baby-blue matching panties and bra. Her perfection made every man want to possess and ravish her. She was tentative in her movements but her sexy vulnerability made her that much more attractive. Binda made her turn this way and that and made sure to subject her to the indignity of having to display her pussy or anus too. Men went wild seeing her fun zones on display. Diana blushed prettily from her tits to her face.

	Then Binda had the women line up for the “tittie exam”. The women had to cup and heft their milkers and Pamela and Gwen were made to bounce up and down so their big tits would bob, jiggle and sway for the amusement of the leering officers. Then with their hands placed submissively behind their heads, the women had to endure all 26 men, including the Colonel, examining their tits. 

	The men formed a line and worked their way down through the women. Some men cupped, fondled and squeezed. Others were rough. Some concentrated on the nipples – pinching, pulling and even twisting. By the time all the men had their turn, most of their breasts were reddened and engorged with the nipples erect and swollen, especially Pamela and Gwen’s.

	Diana was sobbing and so was Suzanne. It was very humiliating, like being a slave girl or a hanging carcass of meat in a marketplace. But it was to get even worse. For following this degrading part of the “beauty contest”, Binda announced the “pussy exam”. The women were forced to face away, bend over and spread their legs. The men again got in line and worked their way thru the women. This time, their fun zones were cupped, squeezed…labia were pulled, clitorises rubbed until they erected and the hoods retracted and vaginas were probed with one or more fingers. 

	The officers roared as Binda worked his fingers, one-by-one into Pamela's fully displayed wet sex. She was moaning loudly. Laughing, the Colonel offered the officer behind him a turn at feeling her most intimate parts.

	Substantial amounts of vaginal secretions were exuded to coat thick black fingers and glisten on pussy lips. The most aroused: Pamela, Gwen and Linda, who’s vagina secreted thick, viscous strings of juice. It was a terrible degradation to have their breasts examined like street corner whores, but the wholesale exploration of their womanhood was the ultimate. Palm down and using two fingers several men, rubbing Pamela’s, Gwen’s and Linda’s G-Spots, made them spurt. Every woman was blushing painfully when it was done. Diana, Suzanne and Linda wept thru parts of the ordeal.

	Then the woman had to stand, turn, and at Binda’s command - “pose”. They were encouraged to stand in whatever way made them look most attractive. Some just put their hands on their hips. Gwen put her hands behind her head and turned this way and that. Diana put her arms behind her back and grasped her wrists with each hand, looking very vulnerable. 

	Binda went down the line behind the women and held his hand over each woman’s head in turn. He asked for a show of hands for each woman as a vote. His adjutant, Lieutenant Colonel Makwabe, counted to get the totals. There were categories: Best tits, best pussy and overall winner. Pamela, surprisingly won best tits, Diana won best pussy for her pretty and tight sheath, and she also won overall.

	As the winner she won a beer glass from the dining room filled to the brim with wine. She was made to drink the whole thing. She gagged and whined, but finally was able to gulp the half-liter (16 ounces). It was not easy for her. The winning line up was as follows: Diana 1st, Gwen 2nd, Pamela 3rd, Suzanne 4th and Linda was the loser. Since she lost she was “punished”. Her punishment: she had to kneel and kiss Diana’s ass. At first, blushing and shamed by losing and then being forced to do this debasing thing, she just gave Diana’s gorgeous buttocks a peck. 

	But Binda kept her at his and made her kiss each cheek from top to bottom and then spread open Diana’s butt cheeks to give her a series of wet kisses up and down her asscrack. Finally, she had to kiss Diana’s anus. Diana found the experience almost as humiliating. Linda was completely mortified and couldn’t look anyone in the face when it was over.

	Cocksucking and Fucking Tests

	Then Makwabe had the men line up the five chaise lounges in a row. This was now the drill: as part of the “beauty contest” the women would be judged on their cocksucking and fucking skills. The 1st event: cocksucking. The five women were made to kneel in a line and five men stood over them, pulled out their dicks and balls to receive some oral hospitality from each of the women. When these five were done, the next five men would step up. And so on. This ensured that each woman would have to give five blowjobs. It was a tedious process. The women had to do their best and it exposed each of their abilities in this area.

	Some knew how to cup a man’s balls as they worshipped a cock. Gwen was adept at getting a man’s cock very wet with her saliva and jerking him off with one hand to expedite the process. Gwen blinked up at the male faces around her. The thing she noticed most were the white teeth as the Mechanized Brigade officers lashed her with mocking words. 

	An act of humiliation they reinforced by turning Gwen's head from one towards yet another throbbing black cock after she finished with the first one. She took as much as she could of it and sucked on it as though it were her mother’s breast; and was soon rewarded with a mouthful of slimy ejaculate. Following this, there was another man who took hold of her hair and lifted up her head to show her his curved cock, a long scimitar, nudging her lips.

	Diana was a light kissing and licking cocksucker - a gentle lover. And each of them had to deal with a “face-fucker” or two. A man who liked to hold onto their heads or grab them by the hair and force their mouths back and forth until their saliva ran in copious amounts and got whipped frothy in the process. During these ordeals, mascara ran, lipstick was gone, eyes filled with tears and noses ran too. Diana, in particular, gagged and choked and at one point, it was too gross for her and she vomited a frothy yellow-white mess.

	Pamela had drawn mostly “face-fuckers”. The first man held Pamela's hair in one hand and did his best to suffocate her by ramming her lips right down the length of his cock again and again, making her gag and drool. Thick strands of frothy saliva soon hung from her lips and chin. Pamela was snorting and snuffling through her nose and feverishly stroking his thighs in a mute plea for mercy, until she was suddenly released to fall down on her knees, face tilted back and dribbles and rivers of semen running down her chin and throat.

	Not too surprisingly, Gwen won the blowjob portion of the “pageant”. Her reward: she was given a slip of paper by Makwabe that he told her was a “get-out-of-jail” card. He told her she would appreciate it later on….She looked at him puzzled. All the women’s mouths were filled with the taste of semen. For some, like Suzanne, it was a torment. For others like Pamela, it was exciting, despite the humiliation. Binda allowed the women, except Suzanne (he humiliated her by announcing that she was a “terrible cocksucker”) to rise. The loser was Suzanne of course. Her punishment: she had to kneel in front of a man with an obligingly full bladder.

	Suzanne, on her knees, wondered what horror was next. It was swift in coming. She wondered if she had to suck off the man standing over her to redeem herself. She steeled herself and make herself a promise that she would really try to do her best, but Binda told her to hold her mouth open and the man would piss in her mouth to rinse out the flavor of semen for her, since it was apparent she didn’t like the taste of a black man’s seed.

	Suzanne gagged at the thought and begged Binda for a reprieve. It was no use. The young Lieutenant waggled his uncircumcised cock in her face and then holding it steadily began his stream. The urine filled her mouth and ran out and down over her breasts in streams. At one point she closed her mouth as she gagged and felt she was going to vomit. The man continued to hose her. He moved his dick up-and-down and from side-to-side to wet her whole face. When he was done, Suzanne had been degraded totally. She fell over in a fetal ball and just sobbed. Several of the others, who had either stood and watched with horror stricken looks or were wiping their own faces clean of saliva and semen, came over to comfort her. All of this had been recorded on film by Amar, of course.

	The 2nd event was fucking in the missionary position. The women were made to lie on their back on the lounges and spread their legs. The men were lined up by Makwabe and each given a turn. The others who were waiting their turns took positions on either side of the lounge to grab and squeeze the women’s tits and play with their nipples. There was laughter from the men when Binda told them to do their best for “God and Country”.

	"Failure to do your best means a session with the sjambok,” he warned the women.

	Again each woman had to take on five men. Each of the women found themselves being grabbed by lots of strong hands as they were penetrated, filled and thoroughly fucked. The men were all different. Some were gallant and even courtly…others were rough and cruel. They were all in shape, tough and many were heavily endowed. As the activities progressed, the women saw lots of sweating, muscular black bodies with gleaming powerful buttocks and biceps. 

	Gwen was prepared for the men's pleasure - black hands pushed her down until she was in position. They took hold of her calves and lifted her legs backwards over her body, so that she was displayed in the “diaper” position. The officers holding her looked down and smiled wickedly. The man who was to fuck her first wanted to hurt her before he began. 

	So, Gwen wound up screaming in pain as his sjambok slashed first across her spread buttocks and then across the backs of her taut thighs. Then he used his sjambok to slash vertically into her spread open crack. It landed with a wet sound on the fiery red lips of her sex making her scream again. Only after this did he force his rampant erection into her vagina.

	‘Everything that was happening was clearly impossible in the real world’, Diana decided. ‘It had to be a dream and very soon reality must break through’. She saw Pamela spread open - her hairy pussy on full display. Diana accepted her fate numbly as fingers began groping her tits and tried to distract herself by looking at the black hands squeezing Pamela's breasts, in the lounge chair next to hers, as Colonel Binda himself forced his thick dick into the older woman. From every angle there was the popping flash which went off as Amar's camera caught the women’s degradation. 

	Yet even Diana's humiliation at seeing her older, mentoring friend fucked like a common slut took second place to her own reaming. She had drawn a hot young buck for her first sexing and he had a long, hard sword of a cock. He teased her hole with it and then he squeezed all of it in until he made her squeal. Then he thrust hard into her to give her the fucking of her life.

	The “Tripod”

	Soon, she was bucking and humping him back and when they both climaxed within seconds of each other it was a deeply satisfying orgasm for both. Most of the men were in the 15 to 20 cm. range (6”- 8”) when it came to the length of their cocks, but there was one man, a Captain, a big rhino of a man who had a dick that was every bit of 24 cm. (9 ½”) long and as thick as a beer bottle. When Diana drew him she screamed and cried as her vagina was virginal, tight and relatively shallow. She could not take his full length no matter how hard he tried to get it all inside her. The men all called him the “tripod”.  By the fourth man, the women were sweating, their pussies slimy with their own secretions and the heavy loads of semen.

	The 3rd event had the women on their elbows and knees taking cock after cock in their pussies in the “doggy” position – which truly allows for the deepest penetration. Pamela's was a good looking if not a beautiful woman, with her huge breasts hanging down as she waited for her rider.

	"That woman is gonna be a good fuck," Diana heard the officer getting ready to fuck her say about Pamela. 

	Then a hand spread her own legs looking for her sex-hole as two men petted and squeezed her cupcake tits.

	"I think this little juicy cake will give me a great ride once I get my black dick in her,” her rapist said.

	Pamela had drawn the “tripod” . She bellowed like a cow in heat as he forced in every inch of his prodigious penis. She yelped and arched her back as he began the task of thoroughly fucking her. Some of the other men came closer, to feel and slap her big white buttocks as she was mounted like a cow being ridden by a bull. Pamela's eyes rolled back and harsh guttural sounds came out of her throat. Popping flashes from Amar’s Nikon went off like summer lightning as he recorded the scene.

	She was gasping with a man’s hand on each breast as the “tripod” treated her to a deep, hard fuck. Her husband was ten years older and not very virile. She had never been taken by such a man. As the “tripod” reached places deep in her vagina, she yelped like a antelope caught by a pack of hyenas as she began to have multiple vaginal-uterine orgasms. The men pulling on her huge nipples had drawn her breasts down from her body as an added torment. Further encouragement was coming from two other men slapping the loaves of her buttocks with open hands.

	A counterpoint to the sounds of wet flesh between the two bodies as the man fucked her fast and slow, shallow and deep. Then the “tripod” stopped and told Pamela to hump back against him and fuck herself on his mammoth dick.  She jerked herself back and forth on his cock like a performing animal.

	One of the men watching the “tripod” asked, “is she a good fuck?”

	“Oh, yeah. I'm not moving a muscle now…I’ve got this slut trained good.”

	It was true, the man’s elephantine penis was being used by the sweating white woman to act out her own humiliation as she impaled herself on his penis. When she came again, several of the men called her a slut and a whore. The man fucking her laughed, grabbed her hips and held her tightly against him as he thrust himself in deep. When he was ready to cum, he pulled out at the last moment and spurted his semen all over her reddened buttocks. After he'd finished with her Pamela was exhausted. When he pulled out, her pussy looked ravaged, swollen and open.

	Two men on either side of Gwen reached out and tugged down on her strawberry pink nipples, stiffening the nubbins on the pale white mounds. As they did so, another flash popped. Diana had two men fondling her perfect tits. Everywhere there was a jabber of excitement like monkeys in the jungle as the men fucked the five women. When Pamela and Gwen had taken all five men in the “doggy position” they had both reached a place that not many women discover. 

	In the depths of their own degradation both women had found the most intense sexual release. Gwen looked at Pamela and both women saw the same humiliation and need in the other. The same desire to be sacrificed to the lust of gangs of black men.

	Poor slim, blonde Suzanne had the hardest time of it. She was a mess after being fucked front and back. Binda decided to punish her for her poor performance. He took her out of the rotation for the next event, the “cowgirl” fuck. This is where the women would be mounted on the men and have to show their skill moving their ass, swiveling their hips and using their pussies to make the men cum. He had Suzanne tied with her hands overhead to a tree branch and assigned two men to do the job on her. One to rub her pussy from the front…to masturbate her and the other to whip her ass with a sjambok.

	“If your buttocks burn, you know you’ve done wrong,” is what he said to her when he sentenced her to this torment, quoting a famous South African proverb. This proved to be the right prescription for the willowy blonde. She had a need for pain and was a heavy masturbator. She could only cum by rubbing her own clitoris. 

	When the man took a position behind her wielding the sjambok, the other man stood in front of her and began to tease and fondle her labia and clitoris until the little bud emerged from underneath it’s hood. When the officer behind her began whipping her, she began to wail and the more that she was whipped and the more the other man rubbed her pussy the closer she came to cumming.

	By the 7th stroke of the sjambok, she was on the edge of cumming and was making everyone stare. It was a spectacle she was providing. She was now wriggling her ass in the most provocative way and moaning sexily, whimpering vulnerably and crying out in a hoarse voice as her orgasm built. When the tip of the sjambok hit the sensitive inner flesh of her ass crack, close to her anus with a carefully aimed blow and the man in front rubbed her vulva in frantic circles and up and down like a madman, Suzanne came howling like a banshee. 

	“Oh my God, they made her cum,” Diana observed with a look of astonishment on her face.

	“They found out what pushed her buttons,” Gwen said quietly as she exchanged looks with Pamela who just shook her head.

	Once again, Amar and his assistant worked feverishly to record the women’s degradation. The pair of them must have already used up a year's supply of batteries. Pamela wondered how long they had been there, but had no clear idea of the time that had passed since the soldiers had entered the yard. Then Binda got the first four men lying on their backs on the chaise lounges with their stiff erections pointing up towards the sky for the 4th event in the talent portion of the beauty pageant. Each of the four women had to throw a leg over the lounge and get their hips positioned over the men’s groins. Soon all of them had a cock up their vaginas. 

	Then the fun really began. Another man stood on the left of each girl and if she didn’t show enough enthusiasm for the task, she was given a wallop with a sjambok. Gwen was made to ride her man in the “reverse cowgirl” position – facing his feet. She rode her man well. She gyrated her hips in circles and up and down and quickly made her man cum. She would lean forward to give him a provocative view of her anal area as Amar got a very close shot of her asshole in this position. Two others watching began clapping.

	Pamela and Linda each gave a good account of themselves. Both women had wet pussies, larger clitorises and lots of testosterone. On the next round, Linda drew the “tripod”. In this position, it would be difficult for most women to take the full length of such a man, but Linda found that by leaning forward she was able to ride him and get most of his mammoth organ inside her. And in that way her clitoris rubbed up against his pubic bone. She came and gushed…having the wettest orgasm of the night….fully wetting the man’s groin.

	When this round was over, the Colonel had Suzanne get her panties and with the four women lying on their backs on the chaise lounges, she had to use the garment to wipe their cunts clean. It was a very humiliating task. Rings of lather, “sex cream”, were on every pussy in different amounts and a river of semen drooled from each hole. Her friends tried to soothe her as she bent to the job of getting their cunts clean. It was a dirty job and she had to keep turning the material this way and that to make it work as there was so much mess. 

	When she was done, she held the soiled panties in her hand as if she was holding a bug. That’s when Binda took it from her and made her open her mouth. He then stuffed the disgusting garment into her mouth and made her hold it. She gagged and when it seemed that she would throw up, Binda threatened her with more punishment.

	But it was no good, or maybe she wanted to be whipped and masturbated again, because she began choking, gagging and heaving. She covered her mouth with one hand but holding the slimy panties in her mouth proved too much for her and she vomited. First the panties came shooting out her mouth and then a fountain of slop. When it was over she sagged to her knees on the grass and covered her face with her hands. 

	Binda waited a bit and then sentenced her to be hung from the tree again and whipped. This time they scourged her from her shoulders to her knees. She came again when this was done to her. Perhaps even harder than before. They beat her until her flat ass was criss-crossed with red and purple marks. She writhed and groaned and her quivering buttocks clenched and wriggled so obscenely that men started clapping. 

	After this, there was a kind of interval and the women were allowed to stand. The only exception was Diana, who was bent over with her palms on a chair as Amar dropped his trousers and mounted her, grinning as his assistant photographed the coupling. It was his reward from the Colonel for the job he was doing. Binda asked him which of the women he wanted and for him the choice was easy – the gorgeous Diana. Gwen found herself surrounded by a group of men as naked as she was, all drinking wine - all of them having fucked the shit out of her.

	As the semen dribbled from her pussy to run down her thighs or drip onto the grass, she whimpered to no one in particular, “Oh, God… I'm so sore.”

	“Sorry,” one tall officer said, not sounding at all apologetic. “We all have big dicks in our Brigade. How about we invite some of the non-coms next time,” he said to the others?

	The suggestion was greeted with murmurs of, ‘oh yeah…..we should’. Gwen realized there would be a next time and a time after that. With the photographs Binda could make all of them do whatever he wanted to, anything at all, whenever he chose to. When she looked over at the Colonel talking and drinking with his adjutant, he was grinning like the hyena who had stolen a kill from a lion. 

	Sodomy and Pole Dancing

	Before she could worry about the next time, she and the others had another ordeal to endure.  While Amar's young assistant reloaded the Nikon, two men brought out a table retrieved from the kitchen. The officers, who had kicked back and were all over the yard and some in the house, began turning their attention to what was going on. Amar had taken his place behind the camera again. There were new games to film…

	Binda and Makwabe now called for volunteers. The men groaned as they had all cum four times each. But the Colonel wanted whoever was still horny to line up for another round…a special round. All five women were made to bend over and lie on the table resting their upper bodies on their elbows. Amar took pictures as Makwabe went from woman to woman with a pot of white cooking grease from the kitchen. He took his time and lubricated each woman’s asshole with the grease. He fingered them thoroughly and when he was done, the five volunteers, most of them the younger, got behind the women. 

	Then Amar went around and mounted the camera on the tripod facing the women. Some of the Brigade’s officers not in the action queued up to get their pictures taken above the row of white women's faces and the expressions on them as they were entered and sodomized. The flash popped as Amar caught the initial penetrations on film. As they discovered what it was like to have a big, black dick entering and then reaming their shit-holes, Amar caught their facial expression at the various stages of their sodomy. 

	Gwen looked over her shoulder and realized she’d drawn the “tripod”. She groaned as she contemplated her fate. She was asked by Lieutenant Colonel Makwabe if she wanted to use her “get-out-of-jail card” now. She thought about it for a moment, and then humiliated, shook her head ‘no’.

	“Well, Red,” the Colonel said to Gwen, “looking forward to being assfucked?”

	His eyes held hers like a snake charmer's. “Yes, Sir,” she answered meekly.

	“Then we won't disappoint you.”

	A moment later her asshole was stretched open painfully by the “tripod’s” dick - extremely thick and of an unbelievable length. She felt like it was going to come out of her mouth when he got it all the way in so that his wiry, black pubic hair grazed her stretched anal ring. She moaned like a stuck pig throughout the ordeal.

	There was no doubt about it, Colonel Binda would have some interesting snapshots to show his friends. When all the men had finished cumming in the women, the sight, sounds and smells of the action had stimulated a second group of hard-chargers to take their place.

	When they had finished, Amar kept shooting as Binda walked down the line with an opened jar of hot curry. He dipped his finger into the jar and applied the hot paste to each of the women’s sorely stretched pussies and anuses. The frantic dash for a hose to run cool water over their affected parts afterwards when they were released had the onlookers roaring with laughter. Then, as the sun went down, there was some new divertissements.

	That’s when Binda came up with the pole dance. A pole about 1-inch in diameter was buried in the earth. The end had a knob that it looked like the head of a cock. A rope was thrown over an overhanging branch. Pamela was brought over naked, her hands tied to the rope and she was hoisted into the air. Then she was lowered so that the knob entered her cunt. 

	They had her stand on bricks so that the pole was just inside her when she was on tiptoe and deep inside when she stood flat-footed. The stereo was turned on and someone found some hot music to play; and Pamela was made to “dance”. Squatting up and down on the pole and then wriggling and swivelling her hips. If she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, a man stood by with a leather belt or a sjambok.

	He used whichever was effective in getting her to “dance”. The belt applied to her nipples and breasts was particularly effective. When she was done, the pole was wet and dripping with her feminine secretions. They made her dance for 10 minutes. Then the men fucked her ass while she stood with the pole in her. No one made the men happier on the pole then Diana. 

	The beauty was mounted and when she was made to dance it was hypnotic. She humped the pole and wriggled her as so provocatively that she got a standing ovation. As a reward, she was put back on the chaise lounge so that three men could take advantage of her hospitality front and back!

	Then more iced wine for the women. Some went down their gullets and some went up their assholes. They were made to kneel with their hands behind their heads and tilt their heads back as one man pinched their nostrils shut and another filled their mouths. In order to breathe, each woman had to swallow. Each woman was forced to consume several draughts this way. Then they were placed on hands and knees so they could each receive a wine enema. 

	Later Amar took pictures of two officers standing on either side of a chaise lounge and both enjoying Pamela's hospitality, front and back. He recorded the two black male bodies flexing and straining against the submissive white female one . Then there was some noise from the other side of the yard and he trotted over to catch Linda looking up through crying eyes to see men laughing at her with a bottles in their hands. One of them had just pissed in her mouth.

	Someone dribbled some of the chilled wine over her head and the cold liquid dripped down onto her tits. Another flash popped and Gwen was on a chaise lounge mounted on a man with his dick in her pussy as another worked his fat cock into her now open shit-hole. Black fingers moved between her widely stretched legs to hold her wide open. Gwen arched her back, shaking like a whore underneath all the hands holding her, smelling the musky smell of the black flesh surrounding her. 

	Suzanne and Diana were draining a cup and having their tits felt and watched as Gwen began screaming in an uncontrollable fit of passion as three men were in the process of taking her front and back at once. A man appeared in front of her laughing as he poured the dregs of a bottle onto her mouth. She licked her lips, then held her mouth open obediently. He had an erection. She was so hot. Someone was pinching and pulling on her teats and her vagina and rectum were being filled; so she took the man’s erection in her mouth and lovingly sucked it.

	One older officer stared in delight as he watched Gwen being given the “triple”. She was so loud that it must surely have been heard by the neighbors as the physical sensations overwhelmed her. She found herself in a dream. She was horrified to realize that one part of her wanted to be fucked as no respectable woman could ever dream of being fucked, without any restraint or decencies at all. 

	Gwen climaxed again and again and again. Her hands were directed to stiffened ramrods of flesh that she jerked on frantically as the men underneath and behind sexed her. When the man in her ass came, he pulled out.  But it was only a mere changing of the guard, for another horny officer quickly worked himself into her steaming, sloppy shit-hole. The cock in her mouth spurted soon after. It was withdrawn and replaced by another…

	After she'd been taken in her pussy and ass and had filled her mouth more than once with sticky sperm, Gwen was pulled up to her feet and given a cup of wine. Suzanne was forced down on her knees to lick Gwen's labia and clitoris from the front. After this, Gwen was pulled aside, made to kneel and her mouth was required again for another male's waiting cock. Looking up, she saw that the black cock she was sucking belonged to the Colonel. He was laughing and drinking from a bottle and had just popped another Viagra®. 

	By the time the men left the next morning the five women were battered, bruised and sore. Several had minor vaginal and rectal tears that took more than a few days to heal. Binda now had them in his grasp. In the months to come he would subject them individually and as a group to sexual abuse. There was a deep well of anger and revenge in the souls of many South African black men; and the five women would become very knowledgeable in such matters.
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	Chapter 1

	Michelle

	Beautiful, teenaged Brooke lounged by the pool toying with her hair. She was a young woman with a fulsome, delicious figure, and like so many of her middle class contemporaries, attended college. She had switched her major once already and found it easy to become distracted by all the things going on in her life. In truth, she had too much time on her hands.

	But her sex life had found a new focus when she bought a new car. The saleswoman was a bit older and very confident, as successful sales people often are. She had dominated Brooke in several small ways, including getting her to admit personal things of an “embarrassing” nature. It all started when she took Brooke’s car keys and kept them until she had the younger woman committed to a particular car. Then, after more than an hour in her small cramped office, Brooke was brain weary and was soon “closed”. She had bought herself a car. And something more...

	The sales woman was bi-sexual and suspected that Brooke had feelings similar to hers. Soon, she had cajoled the teen into having a drink and one thing led to another. Brooke found the experience thrilling and it opened her up to life’s possibilities. But, it was her mother’s friend who really led Brooke into a life of sexual debauchery. As it so often happens, it began with a form of sexual blackmail. This woman, Michelle, was in her forties. She had recently lost her boyfriend and was one of those women with a powerful testosterone driven sex drive that drove her to find sexual release with both men and women. She like it all: the power of a big, strong male; and, she liked to dominate hot, younger women She was more than ready to suck dicks and she loved being fucked in her pussy and asshole. 

	Brooke’s mom encouraged her daughter to go over and see “Auntie” Michelle and keep her company. The older woman liked to drink; and red wine was her beverage of choice. She would fill her big tub with hot fragrant water .....add bubble bath salts and then sip wine and soak. Before long, she would have consumed half a bottle and by then she was horny.

	She asked Brooke to join her in a drink and the teen sat on the edge of the tub and watched her “Auntie” soap herself in a way that was decidedly erotic. After two or three glasses, Brooke felt tipsy. “Auntie” began encouraging Brooke to talk about intimate things. Soon, Brooke had told her mother’s friend all about her experience with the saleswoman at the dealership. Unbeknownst to Brooke, Michelle was taping the conversation. And when Michelle produced a huge, chocolate-colored dildo, Brooke giggled at first and then watched entranced as Michelle began sucking and kissing the rubber penis like it was real. 

	“Hmmmmm....this is as big as my boyfriend’s dick was,” she said to Brooke.

	She was making all kinds of hot, wet, kissy sounds as she sucked the rubber monster. It was every bit of 9” long and nice and thick at the base. It was realistically molded and featured a big set of balls as well.

	She shoved it at Brooke at one point and got her to handle it. She got out of the tub and Brooke could see now just how voluptuous and hot “Auntie” was. Michelle was a big, beautiful black woman with full-sized breasts capped with wide aureoles and peanut sized nipples. She had a soft, round belly, full thighs and a big, fat ass. In short she was a big, black goddess. And she had definite ideas about what she liked. In this case, she was very taken with her friend’s daughter.

	Brooke was medium in height, with gorgeous skin, the color of coffee with cream. Thick black tresses framed a face with high cheekbones, a perfect mouth filled with the most even and white teeth. She had a C-cup bosom - really nice “hangers”. She was a very sexy woman from her head to her feet. Her hands and feet were very feminine....her legs were smooth and round and her ass was prominent and inviting. She had wide hips and when she put her hands on her hips and smiled, she was a young Venus. Michelle was salivating at the prospect of taking control of this 19 year old college morsel. She poured her another glass of wine and encouraged her to take off her clothes and get in the tub with her.

	“I hear from your Momma that you had your nipples pierced,” she said smiling.

	Before long, Brooke unbuttoned her sundress and took it off...revealing her beautiful breasts to the older woman. Michelle was amazed to see that the young, hot girl was not wearing a bra and had on only the skimpiest of panties on.... a slim, white thong.  Brooke felt a thrill work its way through her as she stripped. She found the older woman very attractive. She was soon persuaded to let her “Auntie” examine her nipples and having them touched soon got them erect.

	“OH...”

	“Does that feel good?”

	“Ummm...yeah.”

	“You need to relax, girl. You’ve been working too hard. Nothing better than a hot bubble bath. Come on.....take your panties off and get in here, baby girl.”

	Before long, Michelle had Brooke sucking on the big chocolate dildo. She soaped her down and lovingly rinsed her off. Then, she got her out of the tub and used big fluffy towels to dry her. Following this, she push-steered Brooke over to the king-sized bed. She got her lying with her legs spread and encouraged her to “play” with herself. And she surprised the teen when she reached over and used her Blackberry to take photos. 

	“You’re so cute, girl,” she said making it sound so innocent.

	She continued to click photo after photo as she coaxed the younger woman into increasingly revealing poses. Brooke, a real exhibitionist, was now posing like a model, but each picture became more incriminating.  Standing over the younger woman lying on the bed, Michelle spread her own legs to expose her crotch - already a little wet. She pulled aside her labia to show Brooke some “pink” and grabbed her by her hair.

	Brooke didn’t offer any resistance. She was hypnotized and very hot at this point. She had been turned on. She had always found strong, older women sexually desirable. She liked to see if she could make older women hot for her and Michelle’s reaction was intoxicating.

	Michelle said, “I’m going to teach you a new trick, girl. You’re gonna open your mouth and I’m gonna sit on your face. You’re gonna use your mouth and PLEASE ME. You’d better do a good job on my pussy and make me cum.....or else.”

	She got Brooke into position. Brooke whimpered, but feeling more submissive than ever, just let herself be manipulated. So, Michelle straddled her face and got her crotch right over the younger woman’s face. Her pussy glistened. The older woman had a strong musky odor. She had a moderately hairy pussy with a plump mons, full outer labia, a normal pea-sized clit, but her inner sex lips gave her womanhood the appearance of an exotic flower. 

	Dark-lipped, almost black at the edges, but hot pink elsewhere, her inner sex lips were slim and symmetrical. Her chocolate skin elsewhere was a contrast to the darker grove between her legs and her ass crack. She was excited and very wet, and her labia glistened in the shadows and afternoon light. She sat down fully on Brooke’s face and made her gag a little, and then lifted herself up slightly to adjust her position. Finally, she began to “ride” back and forth, using Brooke’s nose, mouth and chin to rub her labia, vaginal opening and clitoris.

	She found a rhythm and soon was sweating and grunting as she worked her hips back and forth.  Poor Brooke - she could barely breathe. She had her mouth open and her tongue out to lick the hot, wet pussy that threatened to smother her. Michelle used Brooke’s nose to rub her clit on the upstroke. Michelle pushed and pulled her face this way and that, extracting every ounce of pleasure she could from having a pretty, young girl’s face and mouth as a masturbation toy.

	It was like Michelle’s pussy had a life of its own. The labia had swelled and thickened and her pussy was now so juicy that the teen was wet from her cheekbones to her chin. She felt like she was drowning. And then Michelle began to jerk back and forth in a way on her face that let Brooke know she was about to cum. Jerky coital movements of her hips that said, ‘I’m going to cum-cum-cum’.

	She went, “ohhhh...oh...oh...ohhhhhh...OH...OH...OH...OHHH,” and just gushing now, she flooded Brooke’s face and mouth. 

	As fast as she gulped, Brooke couldn’t get all of the strong smelling, slippery pussy juice. After Michelle had cum, she sat down with almost all her weight on Brooke’s face, causing the teen to grab the older woman’s thighs as she felt herself being smothered. Brooke was overpowered by the scent, the texture and the weight of the musky pussy covering her face. It made her feel more submissive as the weight on her face and the sexual odors just overwhelmed her. 

	It was difficult to breathe, but the feeling was emotionally and physically delicious. Brooke, without thinking about it at all, thrust her tongue as far as she could into the older woman’s sex hole. She suddenly needed to be inside her. She wormed her tongue around deep inside and then lapped the older woman’s pussy. Brooke couldn’t get enough...

	“That’s a good girl. Do it for Momma,” Michelle cooed.

	Brooke sucked and swallowed everything the older woman gave her. As Michelle let her new toy know she was doing good, this only increased Brooke’s overwhelming desire to lap even more at the copious, smelly juices. She was not surprised that as she squeezed her legs together and then reached down to play with her pussy, she quickly had an orgasm. It felt so exciting to be under the older woman. 

	Brooke had surrendered totally as Michelle took full control of her.  Then Michelle rolled her ass over and around Brooke’s face and made her eat her ass as well. Finally Michelle was done. She got up and hugged Brooke, who was in heaven. She loved making the older woman hot for her and having this woman take control of her.

	Two weeks later, Michelle called Brooke’s mom and encouraged her to send Brooke over to keep her company again. This time, Michelle drilled Brooke on the basic “worship” session. Trailing along like a puppy dog, Brooke followed her new mistress into the bedroom. First, she gave Brooke an over the knee, old-fashioned spanking. She used her hairbrush to spank the teenager on her buttocks and thighs. Next, she made Brooke kneel before her, kiss her feet and then put her head between her legs. Then grinning evilly, Michelle took used a small, thin whip on Brooke’s anus she called the “stinger”. 

	“Hold onto my ankles,” Michelle said. “I’m gonna give you something to remember me by...”

	She whipped Brooke on her asshole until it was red, swollen and sore. 

	“Oh God...it hurts,” Brooke whimpered.

	“I’m gonna make it red on the outside - then I’m gonna make it red on the inside,” Michelle told her.

	Michelle stripped and stood in front of her new slave and wiped her sweaty underarms with her own cotton panties. Next, she took the garment and rubbed it over Brooke’s nose and lips, before making her take it into her mouth, giving her the flavor of her sweat and a powerful dose of her pheromones. Then she lay down on the bed and spread her legs for a tongue bath.  Brooke was instructed to lick the older woman from her tits to her crotch, worshipping her with her lips and tongue. She first had Brooke crawl to her.

	“Get on your knees, girl,” Michelle ordered her.

	She took the panties from her mouth and leaned over to put her tits right in her face. 

	“Kiss and suck on Momma’s titties,” she cooed at her as she pulled her to her breasts.

	Brooke bent to the task. Michelle had fairly large breasts capped with big, brown nipples and aureoles as big across as a silver dollar - and Brooke began nursing. She kissed and then sucked on them sweetly at first. Then more aggressively and noisily. She even bit them eliciting a moan from Michelle. She gloried in the smooth silkiness of the older black woman’s skin. After awhile, she pulled her face up and kissed her on the lips.

	“You’re so beautiful. Momma thinks you’re so beautiful, baby. But, I’m gonna be very hard on you...”

	Brooke whimpered and allowed herself to surrender to Michelle’s kiss. Michelle sucked on her lower lip and then thrust her tongue deep into the younger woman’s mouth to suck on her tongue. The passionate kiss went on for the longest time. Finally, Michelle broke it off. Brooke waited submissively for “Momma” to tell her what was next. She had completely fallen under the spell of the older woman. 

	“Momma’s feet stink, baby girl,” she said to her. “You clean them with your mouth.”

	After a long day the older woman’s feet were hot, sweaty and smelly. She rubbed them all over Brooke’s face, mostly her nose and mouth. There are so many scent glands between the toes and Michelle wanted to make sure that Brooke got hooked on all her bodily odors. She made her use her tongue to lick between the toes, all over the ball and the arch of each foot. Finally, Brooke had to suck on Michelle’s toes, each of them in turn. By the time that Brooke had spent twenty minutes worshipping those feet, Michelle’s pussy was very juicy. 

	That’s when Michelle made her dutifully shuffle on her knees until she was in the “V” of the older woman’s thighs. She rolled her pussy and ass over and around Brooke’s face and made her eat it. Michelle’s menstrual cycle had her close to her period where her vaginal mucus was thick and sticky. The taste and the odor were a little overpowering for Brooke.  When Michelle felt that her new slave wasn’t enthusiastic enough, she got her up on her hands and knees and smacked the teen’s beautiful round buttocks with an open hand until they glowed. Then Michelle turned over on her belly and spread her butt cheeks. 

	“You get busy and kiss my shit-hole,” she commanded her.

	Brooke stuck out her tongue and touched it to her mistress’s anus. The smell and the taste was not unpleasant, and she felt waves of humiliation and searing excitement surging thru her as she kissed the tightly puckered hole. When Michelle was satisfied, she pulled Brooke up, grabbed her by the chin and tilted her face up and looked deeply into her eyes. Brooke felt like she was falling. She felt a mixture of attraction and something else she couldn’t put her finger on. She whimpered and said in a soft voice, “I love you.”

	Michelle had a little chair with a frame underneath that had a place for a slave to rest their head and neck. It was over in the corner of the room. She fetched it and put Brooke on it. Then she sat down. Michelle sat on Brooke’s face again and rode her hard until she came. When she was done, Brooke was soaked, overwhelmed and a little exhausted. But Michelle was just getting started. She began playing with Brooke’s pussy. 

	She knew just where to touch her. She rubbed her labia and her clitoris and when she put her fingers inside Brooke’s vagina, she felt around for her G-spot, and the urethral sponge and the epicenter just in front of her cervix. She patted, pressed and rubbed these spots and soon Brooke was groaning and wriggling her ass.

	“Get up on your elbows and knees, baby girl,” Michelle urged her.

	Michelle turned her hand down so that her palm was facing down and with two fingers she began to frig the girl’s hot spots until she was writhing like an hooked fish. Brooke grunted and groaned and soon as Michelle frigged her harder, came hard. She gushed and spurted all over Michelle’s hand. The older woman didn’t miss a beat. She turned Brooke over onto her back and made her pull her thighs up against her breasts. Then she inserted two fingers back in her pussy and frigged her in this position,

	“That’s it cum again for me baby girl...cum for me,” Michelle cooed making more juice spurt and causing Brooke to cry out as she came.

	When she was done, she shoved her fingers into Brooke’s mouth to make her suck them clean.

	“I’m gonna fuck you up the ass, but first I’m gonna give you an enema. I’ll get you nice and clean, cause you’re gonna need to be clean for the fucking I’m gonna give you.” 

	“An enema? Oh...no... don’t.”

	“You need it, so get your mind right, baby…”

	She was firm and got Brooke in the bathroom on the rug, on her knees and elbows hugging a pillow. Brooke had not thought taking an enema. This was something she had very little experience with. Having another person take charge of your bowels was kind of “icky” she felt. Michelle pulled out a big bag and hung it from a hook on the back of the bathroom door. Then she filled it with hot water.  

	She ran her hands up Brooke’s legs, over her ass cheeks, rubbing them sensuously. 

	“Oh,” Brooke said, sort of protesting, her hands clenching the pillow. Michelle rubbed her ass cheeks with one hand…massaging them and Brooke felt her cheeks pulled apart, her anus exposed to the air. The older woman used her index finger to scoop up a blob of petroleum jelly which she then smeared all over Brooke’s anus – and then worked it deeply into her asshole. She twisted her finger around inside, smearing the grease in her rectum, and Brooke wriggled as her mistress insinuated her greasy finger deep inside. 

	Her pussy got wetter as she suffered the probing of her rectum. Brooke’s mother had given her enemas as a child. She was given one in a hospital once. She remembered pleasant sensations and uncomfortable ones too. It felt warm…and relaxed you when it was over…but the feeling of being “full” and having the pressure to “go” was anxiety producing. Somehow, her mistress had gotten her to agree to become a child again. Her legs and belly would soon quiver and goose bumps would make her hair stand on end. 

	Brooke grew anxious and as Michelle removed her finger, she felt a little light-headed. This feeling grew as Michelle forced in a 5” hard, rubber, curved nozzle. It was black and the bullet shaped head, a good 4½ inches around, was larger than the shaft.  As Michelle touched the greasy tip to her lubed anus and pressed. Brooke found herself resisting a bit…but as it was pushed into her, she allowed herself to relax and open up. Brooke held her breath as the greasy nozzle was forced in and soon the hilt rested against her sphincter. It was now seated fully inside her. It felt big in her asshole.

	The first enema was water with liquid soap added. This gave her cramps - giving her the feeling she had during her periods. The sharp contrast of Brooke’s creamy buttocks….her pinkish-brown hole….her hairy pussy and the black-stemmed nozzle made for a very pretty picture.  The teen lay there, feeling submissive. She tried to relax, hoping to take the entire enema quickly and easily, but as the water flowed she felt immediate pressure, as the bag was hung quite high and Brooke began to groan and whimper. Her crack was dark and Michelle enjoyed the contrast between her dimpled creamy buttocks and the dark grove between her cheeks.

	Eyes closed tight, she managed to take the first hot soapy quart, though there were a lot of groans and panting. The second quart put a lot of pressure on her tummy. Michelle could tell by Brooke’s whimpers that the enema was uncomfortable.  Brooke, now feeling very full, began pleading for relief. She wanted to be allowed to go to the toilet and shit. Michelle sadistically made her wait. When Michelle said she could, the teenager hopped up clutching her tummy.

	Brooke stood up displaying her huge swollen belly with the nozzle still humiliatingly embedded in her shit-hole. Brooke was amazed at how big her belly had gotten. In fact, her swollen belly approximated the look of pregnancy. It made the enema a sexual metaphor. Penetration with the nozzle, the ejaculation of warm fluid, impregnation with her belly swelling ….and finally giving birth…the expulsion of the load…all in one act.

	Brooke experienced feelings not often remembered since toilet training when your mother is in control of your bowels. The enema giver is in the role of a parent. Brooke was not allowed to go potty until Michelle gave her permission; and that made her “Momma”. Forcing Brooke to hold it and have a bowel movement when she said so brought the emotions and thoughts of the toddler within the older woman’s reach. Brooke was soon whimpering and begging to shit.

	“Please let me go…I have to go…PLEASE.”

	“YOU HOLD IT A LITTLE LONGER.”

	Finally Michelle let her shit. She removed the nozzle from her asshole and helped her keep the water inside by squeezing her butt cheeks together with one hand and helped her to the toilet. As Brooke sat on the toilet, many embarrassing sounds and smells guaranteed that she was totally humiliated when it was over. Michelle watched her go and even took pictures. 

	The teen was a natural submissive and for her, the humiliating postures, sounds, sights and smells brought all of her senses into play - a veritable banquet of sensory overload. It exposed her intimate girl parts, and ignited deep feelings in her body and mind. Michelle got her down again on her elbows and knees and again lubricated her asshole and rectum with Vaseline. Then she worked the big nozzle into her tight brown hole a second time. 

	Brooke was given a two quart enema again using the 5” black “lollipop” nozzle. “Momma” slowly filled Brooke’s bowels with hot soapy water again. This time Michelle pulled and pushed on the nozzle (in effect, fucking her) in the ass all the while. Brooke began whimpering sexily as Michelle took pictures with the nozzle in her ass. As the water filled her rectum this time, it pressed on the sensitive nerves on the front wall of her vagina and soon the teen’s pussy was wet and “weeping”…wetting her sex lips and perineum. 

	In women, the anus and the pussy are richly supplied with shared nerve endings. Pressure in one area often causes a reaction in the other. Brooke’s asshole was soon spasming around the thick black nozzle in rhythm with contractions in her pussy, as Michelle watched.

	The teen was obtaining pleasure from the enema. The stretching of her rectum put tremendous pressure on her vaginal nerves and the sensitive stretch receptors – and her arousal was apparent. This stimulated her sex muscles in a very powerful way. “Momma” watched her writhe and wriggle as she experienced arousal during her second, soapy enema. 

	When she’d taken the two quarts, she was allowed up to sit on the toilet again. Michelle eyed her plump thighs, her big, dimpled bottom, her swollen belly and her apple sized breasts that bobbed and jiggled erotically with their big, brown nipples and aureoles as she clumsily made her way to the toilet. The sounds and odors that issued as she expelled the enema added to her humiliation. She covered her face with her hands and her whimpers added to the symphony of wet sounds her body was making as she shit. 

	When Brooke was done, Michelle led her to the bed, now limp and pliant, and got her on her tummy.  She began to sodomize her with her fingers – first one and then two fingers stretching and reaming her out. But this was nothing compared to the dildo. With Brooke still on her belly, Michelle brought out her big strap-on.  Brooke looked over and when she saw the dildo, she groaned. It was the big chocolate-colored dildo....the artificial penis that Michelle liked to suck and had made Brooke take in her mouth. It was big, brown and laced with substantial veins.

	Brooke had never been penetrated in her ass by anything quite that big. Michelle began buckling on the strap-on and told her that she was going to put it in her clean asshole. Brooke’s eyes went wide as she took in the dildo. It was a good nine inches long and as big around as her wrist. She began to beg Michelle.

	“I don’t think I can take that. Please don’t put that in me...please.”

	“You’re gonna take it, or I’ll whip your ass until you can’t sit down in class. You better get your mind right. You’ll take my dick and like it.....or else.”

	This contrast, between the “Momma” and the “Monster” was what made Michelle wildly attractive to Brooke. The older woman lubricated the dildo using Crisco® and soon penetrated Brooke anally. As she worked it into Brooke’s tight rectum, the 19 year old felt like she was being raped by a baseball bat. Michelle got about ¾ of it into her asshole, and then she began to hump her. Slow at first, but soon she just fucked the shit out of Brooke. It was so intense that the teen screamed into the pillow and beat her fists on the bed. 

	“Take it...take it...take it...you dirty...little...slut. Take it...take it...TAKE IT,” Michelle grunted.

	“You’re a shit-hole slut. I’m gonna fuck your ass till you can’t walk,” Michelle said as she sodomized her.

	“Say you’re a shit hole slut...SAY IT.”

	Brooke had to repeat it. But Michelle wanted to make Brooke scream and her teenaged lover’s cries that night were music to her ears. The older woman was like a teen-aged boy when it came to fucking - obsessed with size and making sure the girl was thoroughly intimidated by her “cock”. 

	Michelle was only satisfied when she made Brooke beg for more fucking deep and hard, like a slut. When the session was over, Brooke fell asleep at the foot of the bed. Michelle that day turned Brooke into her personal ass slave. The teen would find her next bowel movement a torment. Her anus was so swollen and sore that she could not touch it without eliciting groans. The older woman had also taken a bunch of pictures of Brooke and now she had a virtual album of lesbian slave pictures. All showing Brooke in the most degrading positions and performing the nastiest sex acts.

	Whenever Brooke balked at doing something, Michelle would tell her that she was thinking of setting up a Facebook page featuring all the dirty pictures she had taken. In effect, Brooke was being blackmailed. Some of her friends would be “OK” seeing her in all her naked, nasty glory, but there were friends and family who she would do almost anything to prevent from seeing those photos. And her college scholarship might be in jeopardy. So, Brooke began to fall deeper and deeper into Michelle’s control....

	Chapter 2

	Lucius

	Michelle, perking up with her new found toy, had also acquired a new boyfriend, an older black man. Since he was not from the same social class as Brooke or Michelle, the teen found him intimidating, but attractive in his own way. His name was Lucius and he seemed to have some criminal ties. Or at least he acted like he did. He was in his forties - a tall man with a cock that most men would kill for. It was almost as big as Michelle’s favorite chocolate dildo. “Auntie” Michelle increasingly used sweet, beautiful Brooke as a “reward” for her boyfriend....a “gift”. 

	She liked to control the men and women in her life. When she ordered Brooke to show up on a Saturday, she soon had the teen on her knees in front of Lucius. The older man was grinning from ear to ear. He had just recently met Brooke and now his girlfriend had the young teen kneeling before him like a slave. He loved a good blowjob, and now as he looked at Brooke’s smooth and young face, he became even more excited. He reached down and rubbed his crotch, which was just inches from her mouth.

	Michelle motioned to Lucius and took out his cock. It was already very hard. He was uncircumcised and pulled back his foreskin to display the purple head to Brooke. 

	“Oh,” she went as she saw how big it was...

	He took her head in his left hand and holding his cock like a weapon in his right hand he began to smack her face with it. He was already starting to leak a little pre-cum and as he whipped and then rubbed her face with it, it left a trail of dribbles and smears.

	“Kiss it, you little slut,” he commanded her.

	“Oh...yeah. You suck his cock real nice. To make sure you do it good, Momma’s gonna whip your ass.”

	She had a dog whip she’d bought at Petco® and displayed it to her. When Brooke, who had some fantasies about being made to suck cock, didn’t open her mouth on command, Michelle grabbed her by the hair, like you do to a disobedient child, and shook her head. She relished the opportunity to make her “baby” suck cock in a humiliating way. She gave the whip to Lucius who got behind the teen as Michelle pulled up Brooke’s sundress to expose her butt cheeks, bisected by her thong. Lucius licked his lips and stared at the delight spread open before him. 

	He looked over at Michelle and mouthed, ‘I love ya, babe’. Then he began whipping Brooke. He concentrated on her round butt cheeks. He soon had her writhing and wriggling. Each blow made her wriggle her hips like she was fucking someone...writhing, sweating and moaning under the lash. Lucius give Brooke twenty hot, hard ones on her ass; making her wait for each cruel blow; and making her count each punishing smack as the blows began landing on her thighs. Each one sounded like a pistol shot.  When it was done, there were red hot marks all over her butt cheeks and thighs. Brooke reached back to gently touch her butt and it was on fire.

	Next, Michelle got her on the bed on her back. She brought out a small whip….a miniature “cat-o-nine tails” from her dresser. The thin leather strands were only nine inches long but they promised a cruel whipping. Michelle used it to work over Brooke's entire pubic area. Beaten with the nasty little cat-o-nine-tails - soon her pussy, perineum and anus swelled, reddened and finally welted as if she had been stung by bees. 

	She cried out; and then she began wetting herself. Hot pee shot out from between her legs to wet the comforter. Brooke kept her face covered with her hands as the humiliation of losing control of her bladder only added to all the other feelings overwhelming her. Michelle scolded her for this as she got a washcloth to try and blot up the urine. 

	“I...I’ll do whatever you want....please don’t whip me anymore,” Brooke begged Michelle as her ass and pussy were reddened and well marked now. 

	Brooke began kissing and licking Lucius’s balls, the shaft his big dick, and the head. When she had gotten it all wet with her saliva, including his pendulous scrotum, only then did he make her take it in her mouth. She kissed, licked and sucked him as if he were her long lost lover. 

	“That’s it...get it nice and wet,” Michelle crooned watching Brooke slobber on her boyfriend’s dick.

	Soon, holding her by her hair, Lucius began to fuck her mouth. He was a bit sadistic like most men, and soon his rape of her mouth was a challenge for her. His self control was very strong and he fucked her face for a long time. She gagged when he got it all the way to the back of her throat. She was soon drooling like mad - her saliva dripping down her chin to splatter on her “hangers”. He got it to the back of her throat - and his penis was like a snake. He would get it right there where her gag reflex was located and then, repeatedly, he pushed it in a little further until it almost entered her throat. Brooke had to do everything in her power to control the urge to gag and throw up. It was a very hard face fuck.

	Michelle stood by and watched, excited, as her boyfriend fucked her girl toy’s mouth.  Lucius took it out - gave her a breather and then, happily, went back to making it reach the entrance to her throat. Brooke couldn’t take that without reacting for very long. After each slippery invasion of her throat, she gagged. When Lucius pulled his cock out, Brooke spit up a full mouthful of her saliva and his pre-cum that had flooded her mouth. It was all frothy, and there was so much of it that it cascaded down her chin to wet her tits. Finally, he let her just suck it.

	She then held his balls in one hand and sucked it. But when he went back to face-fucking her, Brooke began balling her hands into fists at her side, or pushing against his hips to discourage him from going too deep. Finally she just put her hands on her knees and let him use her totally, like a doll. After a moment or two, it was clear that the older man was going to cum. His body movements got jerkier. She put her tongue on the underside of his thick penis and clasping the thick column tightly with her lips and tongue, soon felt him spurting a heavy load. 

	He grunted and groaned and then his hips did a little jig. He held her head with both hands as he ejaculated. Her eyes flew open as his load was more than she expected. Powerful pencil-thick ropes of semen spurted down her throat. Lucius’s horse cock throbbed as he spurted. She gulped and she tried to take it all. Some oozed and drooled from the corners of her mouth as Lucius grunted and groaned in pleasure. 

	He pulled out a little and a cloud of cum erupted in a halo from around the shaft of his cock. He pushed his dick back in and when the tip reached the entrance to her throat, Brooke gagged again. It was a real sloppy, wet blowjob. Lucius pulled out to let some land wet and glistening on her face and tits. The teenager moaned contentedly, with her eyes closed. She was warned not to spit it out. Her mouth was full of semen - very slimy like the white of an egg mixed with tapioca. 

	“Swallow...swallow,” Lucius growled, twitching with the pleasure of his cum.

	She gulped and swallowed all of it. Then he wiped his cock against her lips and used his cock to smear the semen on her face . The teenager felt totally submissive at this point. Then he shook his big dick to let the last drop fall on her chin. Brooke looked up and saw “Auntie” grinning evilly at her. But the couple were insatiable. Soon, Lucius was erect again and as Brooke watched, he got ready to mount his girlfriend. 

	After getting that sweet blowjob from Michelle’s teenaged slut, Lucius was hot as a firecracker. He soon had his big dick in his Michelle’s hot pussy. Every few strokes, Lucius forced it all the way in to the end of her vagina and made Michelle cry out. Imagining it buried all the way inside her, Brooke got wet and hot again. Once Lucius had it all the way inside Michelle, he began stroking it in-and-out.

	On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside again. Then it somehow invaded her sex hole again. It was so sexy…his huge coal black monster reaming her hole framed by her hot dark-lipped labia. And everything glistening wet with her secretions. Michelle was juicing heavily, as her cunt tried to take all of Lucius’s big, black dick. Her cunt hole was stretched tight, like a hot pink rubber band. 

	It felt like a python squeezing itself into a small burrow to her.  On the in-stroke, it dragged her labia into her cunt, it was so thick. Brooke couldn’t see it, but Michelle’s clitoris was pulled and pushed when her labia were dragged in and out of her hole too. The pressure on every part of her hot pussy had her in heaven. By now Michelle was delirious, her babbling beyond words, as her hands grabbed at Lucius’s muscular butt cheeks while he fucked her steadily. Her vagina spasmed in delight as the orgasms ran into one another.

	Lucius shifted into high gear and really pounded her. Brooke sat there totally hypnotized by the sights and sounds of their sexing, as Lucius pounded Michelle. She stared at his black ass…his muscular cheeks humping steadily with Michelle’s legs wrapped around his waist. Her eyes rolled back in her head every time she came. 

	His big balls slapped her asshole….a ring of nasty fuck cream built up around the base of his dick……and his big, black shaft went in deep into her stretched pussy…over and over and over again. Each time Lucius pulled out, Michelle’s pussy lips gripped the dick and it felt to her like it was pulling her inside out. Her voice, choked with lust, was barely understandable. 

	“Ummmm…God…OOOOhhhh…UUUUhhhhh…GOD…fuckme…oooooooohhhhhhh…ooooohhhh…uuummmm…uuuuhhhhhhhh…oooohh…GOD!”

	Her pussy juices once clear and thin, were smeared thick all over the shaft making a glistening milky, streaked sheen. And there was that white nasty ring of “lather” building up around the base of his dick.

	Brooke watched Lucius fucked her mistress silly. He teased her with it….pulling it out so just the head was inside and made her whimper and squirm – begging for him put it back in. He fucked her with short, fast strokes and Michelle grunted like a pig when he stabbed her with it. He sexed her slow and deep…all the way to the bottom of her hole as Michelle groaned and clutched at him and clawed his back. Then he really pounded her for five or ten strokes. She came loud when he pounded her.

	Lucius fucked her for fifteen more minutes. Michelle came every few minutes…she’d grunt and moan….and then cried out as she was overwhelmed by another orgasm. She was having orgasms continuously. …and she babbled as her boyfriend fucked her silly. Words just tumbled out of her mouth….a steady chorus of filthy talk. Her cunt would spasm when she came and she squirted lots of hot cunt juice over Lucius’s dick and balls.

	It made a mess of the sheets. There was a huge wet spot on the bed when he was done. The smell of sex filled the bedroom. Lucius took it out completely to let Brooke see. Michelle, her eyes half-closed and still in dreamland….whined when he took it out.

	“She don’t like me to take it out. Look at her pussy girl…”

	Brooke got closer and saw Michelle’s labia were swollen and almost purple now. The hole was red, swollen…very red…hot…and stretched open. Her clitoris was swollen and standing up….red…and throbbing. Brooke took the opportunity to stare at Lucius’s big dick. It was overwhelming. It was laced with big veins, smelled very strong…and was wet and smeared with her mistress’s secretions. Streaked with lather and almost as thick as a beer bottle - it was pure sex. Coal black….and so hard. 

	“OK, girl…put my dick in her dirty hole.” 

	Brooke looked at Lucius and hesitated. 

	“Rub it up and down her pussy…tease her with it…she loves that…do it…just do it,” Lucius sweet talked the teenager.

	Brooke looked at Michelle…legs spread…eyes lidded...her pussy hungry for that big, black dick.  She looked at Lucius…..and then she reached for his dick. ‘It’s so thick…sooo thick…and long’, Brooke thought to herself. Michelle craned her head forward and when she and Brooke made eye contact, Brooke knew she wanted to make her mistress happy. Here she was, on her knees, kneeling next to them on the bed and holding Lucius’s big dick in her hand. Michelle, lying there… her cunt already hot, red and drooling, began to moan and encourage her to put it back inside her.

	“Oh God, baby put it in me…please.”

	It looked to Brooke like the white of an uncooked egg was running from her open hole. ‘She really craves his dick’, Brooke thought.

	Lucius leaned forward slightly…and said, “That’s it - rub my dick around her hole.” 

	Brooke aimed Lucius’s dick at her mistress’s wet sex…made contact…rubbed it up and down…and then left and right…. and heard Michelle moan like a sick cow.  She rubbed it in circles around the hole and enjoyed the whimpers and moans….so sexy. It was like she was masturbating her with her big, chocolate-colored dildo.

	Then Lucius pushed his hips forward…just a little…and Brooke saw the head of the dick part the labia and vaginal opening w-i-d-e again. Brooke let go then and watched Lucius’s dick open her hole. Michelle moaned and whimpered louder as the dick plowed into her. Brooke sat back to watch, close-up now, at what Lucius’s dick did to her mistress…hypnotized by the sight.

	Lucius began to bang Michelle hard. Pulling it almost all the way out and then just ramming it back inside. Heavy thrusts that made Michelle cum again. Then, Lucius made her stand and he pushed her over so that she was leaning with two hands on the bed and her big ass was open and exposed. He hadn’t cum yet. He got behind her…….ready to fuck her like a dog. Michelle had her ass up and her legs spread wide. Her pussy gaped open….ready again for his penetration.  Brooke got behind them and sat on the make-up chair. She watched Michelle wriggle her big ass - inviting Lucius to fuck her some more. 

	And looking over her shoulder, with some of her hair covering her face, Michelle begged him in a hoarse voice, “Lucius…shit…put it in…please put it in…please sweetheart…fuck me…fuck me...fuck me…FUCK ME…please fuck me…fuck me…PLEASE!” 

	Brooke’s pussy was hot and wet as she heard Michelle beg for it and watched as Lucius entered her again. He pushed forward and went very deep in this position. Brooke loved to see how Lucius made a show when he had it almost all the way out…then forced it all the way back in….making Michelle take it all and moan, groan and cry out in the process. Then, Lucius, sweating, took it out again…and teased Michelle with it…….rubbing it around her hole again…..

	She soon begged again. “OH….Oh God…Please…Lucius…ppput it in…please…fuck me…fuck me…please…no…don’t tease me…”

	“I told ya girl…she’s a goner for it,” Lucius said with a shake of his head to Brooke – who found herself nodding in agreement.

	Lucius looked over at Brooke and said, “Put it in again, girl.”

	Brooke got on her knees and took hold of the dick again. She centered it on Michelle’s drooling hole. Lucius humped forward…as Brooke let go - she had an eagle’s eye view from the back as the dick parted the pussy lips and squeezed into her mistress’s hot sex hole again. Soon the wet sounds of their coupling filled the room again. Changing speed and the depth of his stroke….he made her cum again. Brooke was totally blown away by how long and hard Lucius could fuck her.

	Michelle moaned….and then babbled, “Oh…God...fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! OH GOD, OH SWEET JESUS…fuck me…fuck me…FUCK… ME…FUCK...ME…FUCK...ME…FUCK...ME...FUCK...ME…FUCK...ME…FU CK…FUCK MMMEEEE…oh…fuck me! Don’t stop! Fuck me with your KING COCK. Fuck me. Fuck ME!”

	Lucius then began humping her like a madman…his hips a blur as he got ready to cum. Finally, with a roar….he came in her pussy. Grunting, he dumped a heavy load in her hole. Michelle whimpered as she felt herself being filled. When Lucius pulled out, his dick finally softening, he looked over at Brooke and said, “girl - that is some sweet pussy!”

	Brooke thought, ‘GOD - that was soooo hot’.

	Lucius turned to Brooke and said, “look at her cunt.”

	Brooke stood up and Lucius played with the sloppy pussy lips and pulled them open wide to expose it. Brooke got close to look at Michelle’s cunt. There was so much cum…..a river of pearl jam drooled heavily from her hole, which was still spasming from her fuck.

	“You should kiss it.”

	“Huh?”

	“Oh yeah….you should KISS HER THERE! Show her you love her.”

	“Brooke, come here and taste me,” Michelle crooned to Brooke.

	The teen hesitated only a moment. It had been a real sloppy fuck and Michelle’s pussy looked so messy with cum drooling from it. The smell was very strong…their combined sex juices were everywhere. She thought it was one of the most erotic things she’d ever seen. She got between Michelle’s splayed, sweaty thighs, at the couple’s urging. As if she were in a trance, she kissed her tenderly and then looked up at Lucius. 

	Michelle moaned and said, “Oh that feels good, baby.” 

	“That’s it…show her how much you love her,” Lucius said again to Brooke.

	First, she licked and sucked on her labia. Then she lapped at her clitoris lovingly as Lucius hovered over her. Brooke stuck her tongue out, exploring the vaginal opening. Soon she was sluicing through the hole and licking up Lucius’s semen. She got her tongue in the hole, and was soon licking and slurping out the deeper deposits there. It was sort of gross. The odor of their sexing was very strong and every time Michelle moved, globs of semen drooled out of her hole… She began to eat Michelle’s pussy with all her passion, showing Lucius that she could make Michelle cum too. 

	Brooke was so turned on. She was juicing the whole time she ate Michelle’s “cream pie”. In fact, Brooke was ready to cum herself. She cleaned Michelle’s crotch completely: her pussy lips, her hole, her ass crack, inner thighs… everything. Brooke loved the sheer nastiness of it all as Michelle’s pussy was so packed.

	After she was done, Michelle ordered Brooke to perform a perform a similar chore on her boyfriend and lick his messy dick and balls clean. This humiliation was to be repeated many times in the months to come, but this first time caused Brooke to cum as soon as Michelle rubbed her pussy from behind; she was so excited.

	“Don’t just pay ‘lip service’ to it. Service it good with your dirty mouth,” Michelle joked. “First, lick his balls clean.”

	Brooke leaned down and began to lick the plum-sized testicles lying between Lucius’s thighs.

	“Yeah,” Lucius said grinning, as he leaned back to give Brooke more access. “Oh yeah! That’s good…. Lick ma balls clean.”

	Brooke followed her mistress’s instructions to the letter. She held his big balls in her palm and licked them carefully until they were completely wet and shiny. Michelle, hugging a pillow, supervised her girl toy cleaning her lover’s balls. She grinned at how much of a slut Brooke had become. Lucius loved it….being able to have Brooke service him in front of his girlfriend. Next, Michelle instructed Brooke how she wanted her to clean the dick. She pointed to the nasty, thick white ring on the shaft around the base. This was the “lather”…the nasty build-up of their combined sex juices. Lucius chuckled as Brooke began to lick the base of his dick with long, loving slow strokes. The couple had the teenager in the palm of their hands now.

	“Clean it good,” Michelle ordered her teen lover. “Put your mouth on it and get it done,” she said.

	Brooke put her lips and tongue to work. Michelle watched, excited as Brooke slurped up the sticky secretions built up there, until she got it all. Lucius was messy everywhere: sweat, cum, Michelle’s vaginal secretions, all their fuck juices, were everywhere…even on his thighs. The older woman made Brooke lick him all over. So, Brooke, her pussy sticky and wet with her own cum, licked the man’s big, black dick and balls clean of every speck of fuck cream. She continued to clean his dick and nut sack until it was immaculate.

	They took a break when Michelle broke out some glasses and wine. As they lounged around the bedroom, drank and talked, the eroticism of the moment created new currents and eddies of passion and soon Michelle had teased Lucius to the point where his dick stiffened and thickened, the glans poking out of the foreskin as Michelle worked on it. She licked her way up the long shaft, pulled the foreskin back and licked all around the cockhead. Soon Lucius had another raging erection. Brooke wanted to cum too.

	Lucius said encouragingly, “Do you want to cum?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Well, play with yourself, slut!”

	Brooke lay down next to them so they could see her pussy and did something that no one else had ever seen her do – she masturbated unashamedly in front of them - frigging her pussy furiously and came in just a few moments. 

	Chapter 3

	Football Party Slut

	Michelle and Brooke entered a new phase of their relationship. The teen had accepted the role of slut-slave. She enjoyed the hot pleasures of an older lover, with a boyfriend who had big dick. But there were new games waiting for Brooke. She would be degraded even further. The idea of a gang bang…being forced to service several men and women, down deep, turned Brooke on. She had fantasized about it many times. She was curious about what it felt like to be used by a group of men and women.  One Sunday, there was a big football game on TV. Michelle had decided that this was to be the day that Brooke would service her and Lucius’s friends. Brooke went over to Michelle’s house for the game, after she had a latte` at Starbucks with a friend. 

	Wearing a short skirt, skimpy top and a lot of make-up for a Sunday, she pranced over to Michelle’s house at the appointed hour. Since Michelle had turned her “out”, she was dressing sluttier than ever. The game was due to start at 1pm. She helped Michelle put out bowls of pretzels, potato chips and salted nuts. When game time got close, Brooke heard several people coming up the walk to the house. Then the bell rang. Brooke, at Michelle’s urging, opened the door and two couples piled in.

	Introductions were made: “This is Jerry,” Lucius said introducing a tall, lean light-skinned man. “And this here’s Jay,” as a huge, very dark skinned black dude stepped forward. They were wearing shorts and T-shirts. Jerry was in his early 30’s and Big Jay was two years older than Lucius. Their wives were nice looking women. Jerry’s wife was slim, an attractive Latina with lot of ringlets. Jay’s wife was a bigger, darker version of Michelle. 

	An imposing black woman who looked like she had just come from church. Brooke greeted everyone with a warm, “Hi!” Her skirt came up to the middle of her thighs, and really showed off her ass. She was wearing heels, a slim gold necklace, a tight revealing top and an ankle bracelet. She swung her leg back and forth, as she sat on the arm of Lucius’s chair, chewing gum.

	It’s soon clear that Lucius and Michelle were her “Daddy” and “Momma”. “Baby, get m’bruthas a beer,” Lucius ordered her. The guys watched the interaction between them. Brooke got several bottles of beer from the fridge, put them on a tray and went around serving everyone. Michelle looked at Brooke coldly when she tried to hand her a bottle and said, “where’s the glass, girl?”

	“I’m sorry…I didn’t know you wanted one. I’ll get it.”

	All eyes were now on Brooke. Michelle made her turn around and smacked her on her ass. Brooke yelped. 

	“Sometimes you got to put your foot in a girl,” she said to Lucius’s friends.

	His posse laughed and slapped palms at that. The two wives looked coldly at the 19 year old. Brooke knew they did not like her. Norma, Jerry’s wife was at least 30 and Beverly, Jay’s wife was every bit of 42. They saw the young teen as a threat. The game kicked off and the guys joked around. The talk, in between downs, was about politics, sports, celebrities…. that sort of thing. 

	Michelle caught Brooke’s eye at one point, pulled her close and whispered to her, “you just love showing your hot ass off, don’t you girl?”

	Brooke looked at the floor - then back at Michelle and smiled.

	Lucius got an erection watching Brooke’s ass as she flitted about.  He was excited and thought about what Michelle had promised him earlier: that Brooke would be stationed in the bathroom during the commercials and half-time.  Brooke was working the room like a good slave, handing out beer and keeping the snacks coming. Doing her rounds, her tight skirt had ridden up a little. As she moved around the room… everyone looked at her ass. Norma said something and Beverly added her two cents. The lower edge of Brooke’s cheeks were visible. Jerry and Jay commented on it.

	“Cute ass, girl.”

	All three guys were now sprawled out with bulges showing in their shorts; and Brooke sneaked peeks as she served them. She smiled at their crude remarks. She was very wet at this point, excited at the prospect of turning on the older men. By the time she got to Lucius, she’d pulled her skirt down. But Michelle pulled it up again until her crotch was exposed. The she told her to finish serving. The men got to whooping and hollering at this. Brooke, enjoying the humiliation of exposing herself, was really on the boil at this point. 

	Jerry got into the act by saying, “Ooooh…weee...shit…look at that booty, man.”

	Michelle had gotten Brooke’s skirt bunched around her hips…exposing her panties completely Her panties...a pink thong with a little white lace trim, showed off her round, plump cheeks invitingly. Brooke made no attempt to pull down her skirt, accompanied by hoots and slapping palms. All of them just stared at her ass as she served. She licked her lips as they eye-balled her.  When she returned to her seat, her skirt had ridden up so high…you could see her the top of her panties. 

	The men said things to each other like, “like that ass man...I'd fuck that.”

	Norma and Beverly were fuming as Jerry said something to Jay and they both laughed. At that point, Michelle went over to Norma and Beverly and whispered something to both women. Whatever she said.... it calmed them down.

	Michelle came over to stand next to Brooke and announce, “Ladies and gentlemen, Brooke is my little slut. I’m sendin’ her to the bathroom to perform ORAL SERVICE, if you know what I mean. That’s for any of you when you feel nature’s call.” 

	Norma and Beverly looked at each other and then at their husbands. The men had grins from ear- to-ear, but when their wives gave them the “look”, their smiles evaporated. The two women stood up almost together and then Beverly said, “I believe Norma and I need to use the ladies room. Michelle, where is it?”

	Michelle pointed down the hall and everyone watched as she motioned to Brooke who jumped and went first. The two women looked at each other, smiled and followed the teenager down the hall. Jerry looked at Jay and smirked, as if to say, ‘well, we know what that little slut is in for’.

	When they got to the bathroom, both women just jumped all over poor Brooke. They felt she was a threat and now that she was theirs to use, they both had the same idea. Norma pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties, and then sat on the toilet to pee. Beverly grabbed Brooke by her hair and had pulled the teen’s face close to hers to give her a piece of her mind.

	As Norma began pissing, Beverly forced Brooke down to her knees to face the Latina sitting on the bowl. The V of the woman’s pretty, slim brown legs directed her attention. Beverly grabbed a fistful of her hair and said, “when she’s finished pissing, you get your mouth on her pussy and get busy, slut.”

	Norma didn’t wipe herself when she was done urinating. She crooked her finger and Brooke shuffled over the two steps separating them. She took hold of her head by her hair and pushed her face down to her crotch. She leaned back and positioned herself so that the teenager’s mouth was right at the level of her cunt. Soon, Brooke was lapping at the urethral opening to get the drop of urine there and then using her tongue, at Norma’s urging, to lap at her sweet, heavy lipped cunt.

	Beverly stood by and mocked the teen. Calling her a slut among other things. Norma pulled and pushed Brooke’s face this way and that. Soon, she got the rhythm going and Norma felt the strong tug of a cum approaching. Both women kept her at it until Norma climaxed. Then it was Beverly’s turn. She lifted her skirt and pulled down her panty girdle. 

	She was somewhat fat and Brooke was horrified to have to service her. And she even put her feet up on the rim of the seat so Brooke could have complete access to her hairy, musky pussy. She made her do it twice. She came noisily twice and when it was over, Brooke’s face was wet from her cheekbones to her chin. 

	Beverly stood up, pulled up her panty girdle and dropped her skirt. Both women washed their hands and left Brooke on her knees on the floor. Lucius showed up next. Took Brooke by the chin, unzipped and pulled out his dick for her to suck. He wagged his tool right in front of her face as she knelt. Brooke kissed the big dick head when he presented it to her. Then she began to give him a wet sloppy blowjob. Slow and nasty.

	“Get it slut…get my cum…that’s it slut…you want my cum…oh yeah!”

	Lucius was so worked up, that he ejaculated in her hot mouth very quickly. She swallowed his heavy load. He shot several pencil-thick streams of slimy cum into her mouth and she gagged as some slipped out. He was still spurting when some of his hot load landed on her face. Brooke got his dick back in her mouth and thick globs and strings of semen filled her mouth up again.

	Brooke milked his dick and he made a show of feeding her the last drop. Brooke swallowed and licked her lips like a slut. She just stayed on her knees. She knew it was expected of her. Jay was next. He was uncircumcised. He had a shorter dick than Lucius but his cock was even thicker. Brooke just licked her lips, her eyes wide with excitement. 

	Jay said to her, when he saw her kneeling on the floor, “Show me your hot mouth!”

	He took it out and moved forward to rub it all over her face.  She touched his reddish glans, and pushed his foreskin back. Compared to her creamy skin the contrast was fascinating. He was very dark. She got closer to get a better look. She liked his dick. She was impressed by its girth…. it took two hands to fit around it! Jay made her put her mouth on it, pushing his foreskin back with her lips and slowly bob her head up and down. She then licked every inch of his tool, using her pink tongue like a paintbrush. She pushed his dick up and licked his plum-size balls. Jay started to tease her by pulling away from her. She tried to get her mouth around it again but he just slapped her face with his dick. Jay moved down and slapped his massive dick against her cheek.

	She began to whimper, “Please…please…please.”

	Jay asked her teasing like, “Please what, Baby?” 

	She said, “Please, put your dick in my mouth.”

	He teased her back by saying, “Put it where, Baby?

	Brooke opened her mouth with her lips wide apart in answer.

	“Please fuck my mouth….please fuck it.” 

	Jay said, “Ah, you want me to fuck your mouth.” 

	Brooke knelt there in a stupor….looking dreamy…… tightening her ass cheeks with little jerky movements as she made love to his thick dick. She licked his nut sack and then ran her tongue slowly....ever so slowly up his shaft until she arrived at the cock head. She used her tongue like a wet brush and just coated him with her saliva. Then, when she finally took him in her mouth, it was a very wet, sloppy blow job. 

	She drooled saliva and soon as his cock went in deeper, her saliva thickened and ran from her mouth to drip in strings from her chin.  Her vagina spasmed as she blew him. When she began to use her hands on him...one hand holding and tickling his ball sack and the other jerking him off, with her tight mouth on the final one third of his dick, he soon began grunting with pleasure.

	“OH, yeah...get my cum...Oh yeah, I’m gonna cum,” he crooned at her.

	When he ejaculated, she opened her mouth to let the spurts fill her mouth. One or two missed her mouth and landed on her upper lip and her chin, but she got most of it.

	Jay, looking down at her sweet face and soft mouth, said, “you’ve got a mouth full of my cum baby….swallow it.”

	She did so and then licked her lips. He took time to piss and after he shook himself off, zipped up and left. That left Jerry. He grabbed her by her hair with one hand, pulled it hard and shook her. With the other he prepared to feed his long dong into her mouth. He had a long, but slim cock.

	“You’re gonna go for a long ride on this,” he said as he displayed his erection to her. He slapped Brooke’s face with his long, slim dick and told her, “Open your mouth, slut!” 

	Brooke gulped and breathed hard through her nose as he worked the first few inches in her mouth. He withdrew a little, then pushed it steadily back in. Each time he pushed in…he went further into Brooke’s mouth and soon it reached the back of her throat…Brooke just went limp…and when it reached the critical spot…it went down her throat and you could see a bulge in her throat. 

	With each thrust more dick went in and the bulge in her throat grew bigger. Jerry forced his dick deep down into her throat. You could see tears running down Brooke’s cheeks as her eyes watered. As he worked her mouth and throat on his long dong, she gagged after a few strokes but swallowed with his dick in her throat and relaxed enough to make the throat fuck possible. 

	Every time she swallowed…Jerry felt like his dick was caught in a vise…a sweet, velvet vise. He grunted with pleasure. Impaled, she looked up into his eyes…..submissive as she loved being forced to serve him this way. Then, he pulled it all the way out.

	“I’m gonna cum in your mouth,” he said to her as he wagged his saliva wet dick in her face. He put just the head in her mouth and made her suck it with short, jerky strokes until he came.

	“Oh…yeah…OH…YEAH…SLUT...TAKE IT ALL!”

	Her mouth filled and her cheeks swelled with his discharge as spurt after spurt of his seed flooded her mouth. She swallowed four, five times as he filled her mouth. He never let go of her hair and never let his dick out of her mouth. She gagged and was breathing furiously through her nose. But there was so much cum and she gagged. She needed to breathe.

	Her eyes were bulging out of their sockets…and she pushed on both his thighs with both hands to pull free of his dick. Ropy spurts of cum continued to shoot and land all over her face. Pearls of cum splattered all over her lips, chin and cheeks. Jerry held and directed his long dong to splatter conquest. Brooke opened her mouth to breathe and gasped for air.

	“You’re a slut for dick, aren't you,” he asked her?

	She swallowed, gulped and breathing like a race horse….said, “yes I am. That was …a…big load.”

	Brooke had gotten a “facial”. A pearl necklace. Globs and rivulets of cum were all over her face, neck and tits. Jerry wiped up some of the mess with his fingers and presented the cum for her to lick up. Then he left. Soon, Michelle came for Brooke. 

	“Come out and serve the food, baby,” she told her.

	Lucius had called in an order for chicken and fixings earlier from a place downtown. Half way into the second quarter of the game, the bell rang and the deliveryman showed up with the food. 

	Michelle told Brooke, “girl, get that chicken on the dining room table….and all that other shit too. And don’t forget the paper plates in the kitchen.”

	Brooke got the food together, as everyone enjoyed the rest of the half. The men relaxed, and got into the food as the first half came to a close. The half-time show came on and as everyone ate their fill, Brooke wondered what was next for her. When the third quarter started, everyone got into the game, but Brooke. She continued to act as the waitress. And that only ended when Michelle played with her in front of her friends. The men erupted in hoots and excited conversation.

	Brooke felt her face flush as Michelle worked the crotch of her panties and made a wet spot grow as she pressed her fingers into it. Brooke responded by closing her eyes, wiggling her ass a little and moaning. Michelle almost made her cum in front of everyone. Her legs were spread open so that everyone could see that her crotch was wet. Lucius thought to himself that he could smell her pussy over the lingering aromas of the food. Brooke looked down at her pussy, along with everyone else. Then she closed her eyes. Michelle had found a hot spot. She worked the spot and Brooke started to grunt like she was about to cum.

	“You like it when I do this,” Michelle grilled her?

	Brooke gasped and came. Michelle made her cum in her panties in front of everyone.

	Brooke, after she came, sat down heavily and sighed…. a shy smile on her pretty face.

	“You like showin’ off ,” Michelle quizzed her?

	“UH.....yeah, I guess so.”

	“Everyone can see that you do,” Michelle said.

	Her pussy was very wet now and as she waited passively, Michelle got a candle from the bookcase and made her pull down her panties and then Michelle slowly inserted it…the candle…big end first, deep into Brooke’s wet vagina…making her groan and then moan as she worked it in. Her thighs and pussy lips glistened with her juices and the tip of the candle…about two inches of it protruded from her vagina when she was done.

	“There ya go my little slut,” she said to her cruelly. More laughs and crude remarks went around the room.

	“Slut’s dripping.” 

	Brooke kept her head down…didn’t look up - just licked her lips with the big candle in her pussy. Michelle had take her top off and everyone enjoyed the sight of her tits as they jiggled. Soon she was naked, except for her shoes. They made her dance during one commercial with the candle still inside her pussy! 

	Michelle said to her, “show ‘em what you got, baby!”

	Whenever someone had to use the bathroom, they took Brooke with them. She licked pussy and sucked cock ALL AFTERNOON. She had a strong masochistic, submissive streak and this experience gave her what she craved. 

	Chapter 4

	Ass Fucked

	When the game was over, and food and beer gone, everyone went home. That’s when Michelle and Lucius took turns with Brooke. 

	Lucius said, “You were a nasty slut today. You just can't get enough.” 

	Brooke moaned, “I’ve been a bad girl.” 

	Both he and Michelle said, “now… we’re gonna do your ass.”

	“No. Please….not there…no…no…you’re dicks are too big…please don’t fuck me there,” Brooke pleaded!

	They pushed her face down on the big master bed. “Turn over and get on your belly like a dog,” Michelle commanded. 

	She wet her finger in her sloppy pussy and slowly forced it into Brooke's asshole. She enjoyed violating and stretching her tight asshole. Lucius leaned over to help.

	“Here you go…let’s lube that hole.”

	He pulled Brooke’s ass cheeks apart and let some saliva dribble down on her anus. He spat again and it landed right on Brooke’s clenched pinkish-brown anus. Michelle worked it around with her finger tip and spit again when Lucius helped her hold Brooke’s ass cheeks open so that her asshole opened a bit as the saliva hit the anal opening. Michelle worked it into her hole, sticking her finger far up into her rectum.

	She took her time and finger-fucked her asshole….when her shitter was juicy and open, she said, “Get your ass ready for my dick…. slut!”

	Whimpering and begging Brooke said, “No…please not my ass…please.”

	But, she obeyed her “Mamma” and reached back with two hands to keep herself open for her penetration. Michelle had gotten her strap-on with her favorite chocolate dildo, knelt and put the head of her dick against Brooke’s asshole and pushed against the sphincter. Brooke just moaned as it hurt the anal sphincter. Lucius gaped at his girlfriend’s dick stretching the teen’s asshole….stretching it open w-i-d-e as Brooke began to moan like a calf.

	Brooke’s moans got louder and she begged, “Go slow…please…please…please.”

	Finally, with a pop, the crown of Michelle’s big rubber dick went in. After the first few inches…. It was easier. Brooke relaxed her rectum and soon the older woman worked about 7 inches of the dick into her tight nether passage. It was amazing to Brooke to feel something that big in her asshole. Michelle picked up the pace and Brooke, feeling it, began to hump back gently to meet her thrusts.  

	Brooke groaned, “Oh…it’s in so deep!” 

	She pulled it almost out, then pushed it slowly in…in…..in. When she had worked her loose, she started her pump jack going. Faster and Faster, until it was just a blur! Brooke moaned, groaned and grunted in time. 

	Then she gasped, “fuck…my…ass…Oh God, fuck…My…ass…fuck…my…ass!” 

	Tensing up, Brooke had an orgasm that lasted a full twenty seconds. She screamed, “UH…UH…UH…UH…Oh my hole, oh my hole, oh my shit hole...OH GOD!”

	Then she just wriggled her hips a little and whimpered.  Then Lucius got his turn and worked the bulk of his manhood into her shitter to fuck her ass again. Soon, Brooke began wriggling her ass against him. Her hair was all over her face as she tossed her head from side to side. Her tits jiggled and bounced as he pumped her. She turned her head around to look at him as he pounded her. Lucius, close to cumming, started to grunt. He fucked her with short little strokes with just the head inside her asshole.

	“Oh,” she gasped as he hosed her bowels. 

	Big ropy spurts of cum squirted deep in her hole. He held his dick there as he spurted ropes of hot cum in her tight asshole…deep in her rectum. When he pulled out, her pinkish-brown rosebud was red and began to drool his pearly white cum. Her fucked hole looked normal until you got closer. Then you could see that her anus was stretched and slack - slightly open.

	When Michelle stepped in to see, the tender membranes of Brooke’s inner anal sphincter were red and swollen; she’d been heavily sodomized and her asshole had been stretched into an “O”, like a toothless mouth. Brooke had become a completely nasty ass slave. It was a long day for Brooke. When they both took another turn, at one point, Brooke actually fainted. When she got home to the dorm that night, she took a hot shower and carefully put a dab of Preparation H® on her sore anus. Brooke had been turned into a total slave by Michelle...
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	Chapter 1

	The Chinese Doctor

	Brooke had suffered for awhile with PMS cramps and tension in her pelvis. Her girlfriend, Carlene recommended a “Chinese” massage. So, she made an appointment. The office was close to downtown and she was nervous when she drove to the address late one Thursday. The neighborhood was not the greatest. It was a small storefront on a street lined with liquor stores, bodegas, clubs and bars. She took a deep breath and parked as close as she could. 

	She looked around, more men on the street than women, then stepped quickly to the door. Brooke went inside and a small bell rang as the door closed behind her. She found herself in a small waiting room…. a couple of chairs and an end table…. a few magazines and a counter. She looked around but there was no one in sight…no patients or staff. There was a beaded curtain sectioning off the reception area from the hallway. Then a pretty young Asian girl appeared. She had her sign-in. A one-hour “treatment” was only $25. Was Brooke ready?

	“Yeah…”

	“Dr. Chang will treat you. She’s very good…very experienced for a girl like you with tension,” she said to Brooke with a grin.

	Almost immediately a plump Chinese woman, in her mid-forties, came thru the beaded curtain. 

	“Doctor Chang,” Brooke asked? 

	“Yes. Come this way…Follow me.” 

	Brooke noticed that the woman took note of her tits. Down the hall, the office was small. Dr. Chang was in her forties, as old as her parents. She looked like a kindly Chinese matron. She wore wireless glasses and a lab coat. She seated Brooke quickly and began asking her questions. She had an accent. She told her she was an expert in Chinese medicine and was very good for woman’s problems. She asked her increasingly embarrassing questions: was she was sexually active…that sort of thing.

	Chang seemed to listen carefully, nodding as she spoke. Then she asked Brooke about her periods. Were they regular and did she flow, “a lot”? Stuff like that… Brooke was slightly embarrassed, but as the woman went on, she found herself relaxing. The Doctor told her where to go next.

	“Go down hall – to room at end…last door. Take off dress, bra, and panties. Lay on table. Get under sheet. I come five minutes…OK?” 

	Chang ushered her out and she walked down the hallway. She was a little nervous, but she had already come this far. So she went ahead. When she got to the room, she took off her clothes. The room was dimly lit and there was a table covered by a sheet taking up most of the space. There was nothing at all on the walls, except a big mirror covering the whole far wall.

	But as she took off her sundress, she realised that in her haste, she’d worn a skimpy pink thong instead of the bikini cut panties she always wore for a doctor's visit.  The pink thong had a soft, white crotch. The first time she wore them, she discovered the thin crotch would slip right into her crack. If she sat or moved in a certain, they would ride up and drive her crazy. 

	They would tease her sex-hole, pee-hole and her clit. Turned on, she would grab the crotch and pull it tight in her crack. Working it back and forth, she could make herself cum. This made it one of her favourite panties.  And it was a sight to behold too - a small triangle of see-through pink nylon barely covering her pussy with the soft crotch panel, slipping often between her pussy lips and ass crack.

	Brooke she took off her panties and lay down on the table - covered by a sheet.  She lay on her back…. pulled the sheet over herself and waited. As Brooke lay there her thoughts drifted to her pussy. As she lay there thinking about it, she felt herself a little wet between her legs. ‘Oh, this is embarrassing’, she thought to herself. She was surprised she’d gotten wet. As she was thinking all this, the door swung open and the Doctor came in smiling. Doctor Chang was not a woman she would find attractive. After all, she was perhaps 45….what her friends would call a “old lady”…. older than her own Mom. 

	 

	“Show me where is your problem.” 

	Brooke pointed to places on her back, stomach and hips. Chang moved to her left and put one hand on her tummy and used her other hand to feel her hip. Chang felt several spots on her left hip. Brooke started to feel sleepy, in the warm cocoon of the room.

	“Now move legs. Need to massage to relax muscles. I push hip to release stress. No worry - relax.”

	Chang's voice seemed to hypnotize her, making her more relaxed. Chang lifted up her left leg, bent her knee towards her chest and held it there, pressing down on her hip, twisting it a little to one side. She took Brooke's left knee and her hand slid down her inner thigh. As her hand grasped the thigh, her hand was close to Brooke’s pussy. Brooke felt her face hot and flushed. The move had made the sheet ride up. Now her entire pussy was exposed, with her labia spread open and pouting. 

	As Chang rotated her hip joints, first clockwise, then counter-clockwise, Brooke was aware of her hot, wet and swollen slit. Chang had her turn over on her belly and went to work on her neck, then her back. Finally her upper thighs and then her calves were massaged. The Doctor’s hands were strong and she seemed to know just how to work the muscles to release the knots.

	As she worked on her thighs, Brooke felt the tingle she felt when she played with her pussy. It sent a shiver through her. Brooke felt “dirty”…feeling such sensations.  The Doctor suddenly let down her legs.

	“Thighs tight. Need to release energy. Need help. One moment, please.” 

	She walked over to the door - pressed a buzzer, and Wenling, the young Chinese girl who greeted her, came in. Grinning, she eyeballed Brooke, with the sheet up around her hips, leaving her crotch exposed. Chang motioned to Wenling and Brooke was surprised as both of them took her by the ankles and pulled her legs apart. This exposed her pussy completely, and Brooke gasped. The sheet still covered her waist and tits, but her pussy was now totally on display. Brooke felt overwhelmed by the exposure…

	Wenling moved behind her head and took hold of her by the wrists. Brooke felt so submissive as she was held this way. She felt like control was being taken from her. The young, slim, pretty Chinese girl grinned at Brooke’s situation. She could see she was wet. Brooke’s pussy lips glistened a little in the light. Brooke felt her face hot. It was a little embarrassing to be in this position in front of two strangers. Doctor Chang meanwhile was rummaging around in a cabinet to fetch some glass suction cups, cleaning them with cotton balls and rubbing alcohol. 

	“You have knots on thighs and stomach. I use cups. Draws out bad energy… let in good energy. You relax.” 

	Brooke looked at the cups and her nipples grew into hard pebbles. Brooke felt another twinge of pleasure between her legs….adding to the wetness there. She began to feel strange, mixed feelings of humiliation with the loss of control. She was surprised that with every touch of these two women, she was getting more excited. 

	A pain shot up Brooke’s inner thigh as the Doctor slipped on a suction cup. Chang was very forceful and worked swiftly- she positioned a suction cup on her tender flesh and then used a gas lighter, the kind you use to start a fire to heat up a metal tip on the top of each cup. The applied heat caused the air to be pulled out of the cup and suction the flesh underneath into the cup. It was a little painful.

	As the Doctor worked, there was soon a line of four suction cups along each of Brooke’s spread inner thighs…..the flesh visible and red through the glass cups. Wenling kept a firm grip on her wrists, holding her still as Chang put the cups on her. The last ones were close to the crease where her thighs meet her hairy pussy. As each suction cup was attached to her, Brooke felt a pinch of pain and then a pleasurable sensation. 

	But with Chang swiftly adding more suction cups, the pain and pleasure began to mingle. Brooke began to sink into what was being done to her. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt before. When all of them were on, waves of pleasure coursed through Brooke’s pelvis, making her hump her hips up and wriggle her ass a little. Wenling smirked, noticing her reactions. 

	Now Chang fixed two more suction cups on her lower abdomen, right over her ovaries. She began to feel more waves of pleasure surging throughout her pelvis. She had six suction cups on her now, four of them on her inner thighs and two on her tummy over her “egg baskets”.

	“Relax. Almost done.” 

	But as she ended her sentence, Brooke’s eyes, closed in pleasure and pain, suddenly flew open. Because Chang had touched Brooke’s clit.  The sudden touch on her already swollen clit, protruding from its hood, made her writhe on the table and pull against the assistant’s hold on her wrists. 

	Chang stopped momentarily to say, “Not to worry. I put on two more cups on nice parts.....It will feel good. Understand.” 

	Brooke couldn’t think clearly. Her clitoris was now throbbing and swollen. Wenling was staring at her pussy. Brooke was totally exposed to the young Chinese girl’s gaze. Chang now stared at Brooke’s pussy. Brooke was smelling very female…wet with her juices. She felt like a lab animal. She was suddenly jolted by a pinching pain on her clit. Chang had put a cup right over her swollen, throbbing nubbin and pulled the bud up into the cup with the application of heat. It hurt a little and she yelped. But only for a moment. As the pain eased, Brooke began whimpering. 

	Brooke wanted to say something, but waves of pleasure were building throughout her pussy and her belly and going down her thighs. Wenling now reached down and pulled the sheet off her completely. She began to massage her breasts, pulling on her nipples. She worked at making her nipples stand out, tweaking and pulling them and eliciting moans from Brooke. The Doctor noted with distain the little gold barbells through her piercings that Brooke wore on her nipples. She said something to Wenling and the young Chinese girl went to work unscrewing and removing them.

	Chang approached her on the left, holding two more cups. Brooke watched wide-eyed and fascinated as Wenling held up her pouty breasts and Chang swiftly fixed the cups over her now erect nipples now devoid of their little piercings. Chang had no trouble pulling her nipples up into the cups. She heated the metal rods at the top of each up and her areolas and nipples were pulled up into the cups filling them totally. Now, her nipples and her clitoris were fully drawn up into the little glass cups. Wenling stayed behind her and began massaging and squeezing her breasts. 

	“OOOhhhhh...aaaahhhhh,” Brooke heard herself go. 

	It was a muffled, suppressed moan of surprise and pleasure and pain. This time the throb in her cunt and clit was matched by a rhythmic tingling in her nipples. The cups were sending pleasure pulses through her nipples and her clitoris. 

	“You want happy ending?”

	Brooke didn’t understand what Chang was saying. The Doctor said something….smiling at Wenling, who chuckled. Brooke couldn’t think of anything as the waves of pleasure overtook her. The Doctor shoved one and then two fingers into Brooke’s drippy pussy. She felt around on the front wall until she found the bumpy patch (the “urethral sponge”). Then she went in further until she found the smooth patch just beyond that. This she began to pat and then rub and finally she frigged it for all she was worth. 

	Her manner had been smooth and professional, up to that point. But when she began to frig Brooke’s hot spot, a somewhat maniacal look came over her face. Sweating and straining she worked on Brooke until the teen felt herself getting ready to cum. She was heading for an orgasm which felt like it was going to be HUGE. 

	And her pussy was juicing like mad now, so she totally soaked the sheet on the table. There was so much pussy juice…it was drooling down her crack, dripping over her anus…..and formed a little puddle on the sheet. It smelled raw and earthy. Brooke was building to a huge orgasm in the oddest of places, with the strangest pair of women. But as Brooke arched her back and opened her mouth to scream, Wenling clamped her hand over Brooke’s mouth to suppress her screams. Being gagged…suppressing her voice added to the experience. Brooke CAME and then kept CUMMING…the humiliation...all added to the physical sensations she felt.

	Chang kept her on the table with the suction cups on her nipples and clitoris for a full 15 minutes. Brooke grunted…then groaned…and moaned…and screamed as she was forced into one orgasm after another. Her pussy was flooded and when she was helped up off the table by Chang, there was a wet spot on the sheet two feet across. They left her alone to get dressed. Brooke could barely answer Wenling at the front counter. The loss of control, the sheer humiliation, and the convulsive orgasms left Brooke drained and satisfied. She paid Wenling $25, noticing the young girl grinning at her as she slurred her words. Later that night, Brooke slept better than she had in months. 

	Chapter 2

	Second Visit

	She called a week later to make another appointment. Brooke did not want to admit that even though it was humiliating and a little dirty…….she wanted another appointment. When she asked Carlene what she thought of Doctor Chang and her “treatments”, the slim white girl just smiled.

	“They know a lot about health...the Chinese. They’ve been at it for 4000 years,” she said smiling.

	When Brooke arrived on Thursday night for her appointment, a plump, older white woman emerged thru the beaded curtain. Their eyes met, and in that second, Brooke knew that this woman had just been masturbated and had cum…It was a guilty look of understanding that passed between them ….they had both experienced the “treatment”. The woman left and Wenling smiled at Brooke when she came to the counter. 

	She said to Brooke, “Go down the hall to the same room. Take off your clothes and get on the table. When you’re ready, Dr. Chang will come.”

	Brooke almost ran to the room, closing the door behind her. She was still feeling excited as she pulled her top over her head, folding it neatly before putting it on the chair. Her skirt was next; then she took off her bra and panties and placed them on top. She had worn bikini cut cotton panties, looked at the crotch; and then lifted them up to smell them. They were already a little “crusty” and smelled. She took off her shoes and her little ankle socks last. Brooke got on the table and pulled the sheet over her, tying to stay warm. 

	She felt wet between her legs as she lay there naked. She thought about the “happy ending”. Wasn’t that the real reason she came back here? Even more - wasn’t it the humiliation that she found so strangely exciting?  She lay there mulling this over in her mind and then she heard a knock the door. Doctor Chang entered, smiling at her. Chang turned up the thermostat and stood beside her. Brooke was grateful when she heard the warm air pouring out of the vent high up on the opposite wall. She tried to avoid looking at her. 

	“You are back for treatment…YES?” 

	Brooke didn’t say anything…made eye contact with her, nodded and gave her the tiniest of smiles.

	“Turn over…face down.”

	She turned over and put her head down on the pillow. She felt tense as she waited. She felt her adjusting the sheet covering her from shoulders to her feet. She arranged her head so she was staring to the side. She didn’t even have time to think about it when she felt her pull the sheet down to her waist. The older woman moved to her neck, her hands kneading her neck muscles and tendons….wringing the knots and then going down, her strong fingers digging into the knots in her back muscles. She leaned over her as she began to push hard on her muscles and she could smell her…Chang smelled of lilac…Chang massaged her, moving down her body until she reached her feet. Brooke did not even protest when her hands explored her ass cheeks, under the sheet. 

	“You are tense. Relax.”

	It began to feel good, her muscles loosening as she melted the tension away. Chang’s hands moved down and stopped at her ass, her hands moving back and forth rigorously making her cheeks jiggle. She felt her spreading her legs on the table, pulling her legs out, her hands kneading her legs. She began to rub her inner thighs - her hand so close to Brooke’s hot sex. 

	She continued to rub her thighs, the sheet pushed up, so that it just covered her ass as she made the flesh jiggle. It felt good. Chang knew how to get the tightness and tension to release. She pulled the sheet to modestly cover her legs again. Her hands were everywhere - her fingers kneading the tight muscles. She had surprisingly strong hands.

	She spoke again, “Turn over.”

	Her hands moved to bounce Brooke’s breasts a little, making the flesh jiggle. Brooke felt strange as she made her breasts dance. Brooke’s eyes clenched tightly as she could only imagine how it looked, her breasts jiggling as she worked on her. She finally stopped. Then she felt it, her hand on her breast, just like a man would do to her. Her hand began to massage her breast, moving back and forth over it, making the firm flesh hot. Brooke could feel her nipples hardening. 

	Then the older woman went down to her inner thigh; as she rubbed so close to her pussy that she could feel her juices begin to flow. She moved to the other leg, forcing that leg to bow out. Brooke felt obscenely exposed as the Doctor rubbed so close to her pussy as the woman used the heel of her hand hard on her mound, rubbing back and forth. She opened her eyes, and found Dr. Chang staring at her face as the heel of her hand rubbed back and forth over her mound. This made her pussy lips open and close too. Brooke closed her eyes unable to return the Doctor’s stare. 

	Her body rocked back and forth as the Doctor rubbed her. Suddenly, she realized that Wenling had come in and the younger woman grabbed her by the legs and shoved them back to her chest. She could only imagine how exposed she was; nothing hiding her pussy, her legs thrown back as if a man was going to fuck her. The Doctor’s hand was at the edge of her hairy mound. She felt her legs being spread wider. The older woman rubbed her pussy with her hand, the touch on her pussy providing little spasms of pleasure. 

	Her hand moved to her other leg.  Brooke let her leg bow out, without being told to, as the Doctor rubbed her inner thigh with both hands before touching her pussy again. Brooke didn’t close her legs this time, in fact they parted, the heel of the Doctor’s hand sliding lower, rubbing back and forth over her mound. She spread her legs wider for her, eager to feel her touch. 

	Chang turned her over and massaged her ass cheeks. Her fingers moved slower when they passed between her legs, one finger sliding easily between her cheeks before running through her crack, running across her now relaxed anus. Brooke couldn’t control her anus; it clenched uncontrollably each time the Doctor touched it. 

	Brooke couldn’t believe that it could be so sensitive, the tiniest touch of her finger making her pussy drool with arousal. Chang moved to the end of the table and tickled her pussy from behind, as Brooke arched her ass up, offering her pussy. Her finger moved up and down her slit as Brooke wriggled her ass. She was building up to a hot cum.

	“Mmmmm,” she moaned in pleasure as Wenling’s fingers gripped her cheeks, pulling them apart. The Doctor’s fingers slid effortlessly up and down her pussy crack and anus. She urged her up, forced her to get on her knees, her hands guiding her into a kneeling position. Brooke hid her face in the pillow. She could only imagine how she looked, her ass arched high up into the air, her head down submissively and her pussy wet, spread and hot. The Doctor continued to stroke the back and inside of her thighs, her hands sliding up and down over her ass cheeks, rubbing her pussy from behind as Brooke wriggled her hips. 

	“Mmmmm,” she whimpered as the Doctor stroked and masturbated her. 

	Each time she would try to lay back down, the Doctor’s hand slid between her legs, her fingers running through her slit, forcing her back up again. Then she would run her fingers through her cheeks, her slick fingers running sensuously over her anus. When Brooke would try to lay back down, the Doctor gripped her pussy and forced her back up. She never felt so exposed before, with the older woman’s hands continually running over her ass and pussy, her cheeks pulled apart, her anus and pussy exposed obscenely. 

	“OH,” she moaned as Chang rubbed her anus very directly, her slick finger finding its way inside her again to the first knuckle. 

	They kept her in position, on her knees, her ass thrust up obscenely as if she were a submissive wife being readied by her husband, her anus impaled on the Doctor’s finger. Suddenly, she pulled it out.  Brooke felt a burning sensation as her little hole closed. Chang went under her body, grazing over her hanging breasts, teasing the nipples to hardness. 

	“Spread legs wider.” 

	Chang’s fingers ran over her ass again, her cheeks spread wide, allowing complete access to her pink inner pussy. Her fingers ran up and down her slit, paying special attention to her pussy hole, teasing the opening.

	“That feel good?”

	“Y…yes,” she moaned in pleasure as her hands seem to be everywhere. She felt powerless to stop her from touching her intimately…or getting her to admit how much she liked it. She humped her hips up and down in mock fucking.. The humiliation of being in such an obscene position before a stranger, somehow made it all work.

	“OOOhhhhhh,” she moaned in pleasure. 

	Chang kept one hand on her back, while Wenling kept her ass thrust up as Chang worked her pussy. 

	“Mmmmmm,” Brooke moaned.

	She couldn’t even control her body any longer, as the Doctor played her like a puppet. Brooke kept her head down on the table as the older woman worked her pussy from behind. Her legs spread wide, her pussy lips open – she showed the hot pink insides. Each time Chang slowed down, teasing her, Brooke’s breathing stopped while she waited for the older Chinese woman to rub her more. Brooke spread her legs wider; unconsciously encouraging the older woman. 

	“OOOOhhhhh,” Brooke moaned. 

	Her nipples were extremely sensitive as the Wenling began to massage her tits. She circled the base with her fingers, pushing in towards the center as she compressed the flesh into a tight circle pushing the blood into the tip. She moved to the other breast, her hands repeating the action. Each time she reached Brooke’s nipple, she pinched it. 

	“OH....OH,” Brooke moaned each time. 

	The young Chinese girl grabbed each nipple and pulled them DOWN hard making Brooke arch her back and groan in pleasure-pain. 

	“AAAAAAAhhh! OOOOOHHH…GOD,” she cried out as Wenling pulled on her nipples. 

	Brooke’s ass arched up each time moaning in pleasure. It hurt, but it was a delicious kind of pain. The girl hurt the nerve-rich flesh as she pulled and then twisted each nipple. Brooke moaned in pain-pleasure, her body unable to comprehend the difference any longer. Brooke’s pussy flooded with her juices as her pussy was obscenely spread, the Doctor working all the sensitive spots inside her pussy. She could feel the hole opened by several of the Doctor’s fingers. Chang’s voice broke the silence. 

	“Have tension in womb.”

	“OH...YES,” she said. 

	Her toes curled in expectation. She arched her hips as Chang frigged her harder. 

	“OOOHH GGGGODD!”

	Brooke’s nipples were being yanked roughly, pulled down hard by Wenling making her cry out in pleasure. The pain mixed so much with the pleasure and her hips did a jerky dance.

	“OH, God…OH GOD...YES...YES…YES,” Brooke screamed in anticipation of cumming. “OOOHH…that feels sooo good.”

	She tried to imagine how she must look…like some ‘dirty slut’, kneeling naked on the table as a strange Chinese woman, as old as her mother, masturbated her. 

	“Mmmm,” she cooed as Chang used three fingers to work her pussy hard on her sensitive pink insides. 

	Brooke moaned noisily when Chang used her other hand to push and pull on her clit. She felt her pussy opened up totally to the probing fingers…..feeling the muscles of her pussy grasping the fingers as they were twisted and moved around inside her. Brooke couldn’t keep her hips still. The fingers felt as if they were going to come out her mouth. 

	Chang, finger-fucking her, pushed in and out, the pussy grasping them each time she withdrew. She shoved them back in again and added another finger. Brooke’s hips rising up as she impaled her, the woman’s knuckles banging on her sex lips when she was in as deep as she could go. In and out she fucked her with her fingers, her other hand holding her left thigh.

	“OOOOHHH,” Brooke mewled in pleasure. 

	The Doctor’s fingers slid in and out her slick pussy, her muscles gripping them as they moved in and out, her pussy feeling the bumps of her knuckles as the woman, forcing her fingers into an “arrow” moved her whole hand inside Brooke’s birth canal. She fist-fucked her and Brooke began to rock back and forth….this mashed her knuckles pleasurably against her G-Spot and the urethral sponge. Chang did this for several long minutes. Brooke just kept moaning in pleasure, gasping when the Doctor would drive her fist in deeper, the sound of slapping flesh and her moans…and her breathing, the only sounds, as the Doctor worked her sex. 

	Brooke’s head came up as Chang began to press harder on her g-spot. Brooke’s crying became louder and her breasts bounced and jiggled. And when her orgasm hit…she began SPURTING…AND SPURTING! She screamed and in between the screams…filthy words tumbled out of her mouth as Chang made her have the wettest orgasm in her whole life.

	Brooke’s pussy sprayed her pussy juice and when it wasn’t jetting all over the Doctor’s hand, it was dripping down on the sheet.  When she stopped cumming and ejaculating - when her pussy stopped gushing - Chang stopped and pulled her fist out.  She patted Brooke’s wet sex. The teen dropped her head to the pillow and then her legs sagged and she just collapsed and lay there in the puddle. She got her up on her hands and knees again and arched her ass up as she felt a finger pressed against her anus. The Doctor didn’t move it…just kept it on Brooke’s anal opening. As the teenager held her breath. Brooke was surprised at how sensitive she was around her anus - it was so pleasurable when she was touched back there.  

	‘Is she going to put her finger inside my ass’, she wondered?  She waited nervously and then she felt the Doctor work a finger into her rectum. Brooke was humiliated and aroused feeling her anal ring stretching to take the Doctor’s finger inside her. She got the first sphincter to relax and then the inner sphincter opened.

	“OOOOOOHHH,” she groaned.

	Chang thrust a finger into the depths of Brooke’s buttery shit-hole. Then she inserted two fingers into her pussy…soon…all three fingers seemed to meet somewhere deep inside. She was rubbing back and forth…her fingers separated by the thin membrane between her two holes. Then she began to finger-fuck both holes. Brooke felt very ‘full’ and she just knelt there and let herself be fucked…letting Chang control her. And then she came again…

	Brooke gripped the edge of the table as she came, biting her lip first…and then crying out, her pussy and asshole gripping the fingers tightly. Brooke soaked the older woman’s hand again with her juices, her body shuddering and trembling as her breasts bobbed and jiggled. When she took her fingers out of her, Brooke began to sob. She felt such physical relief. The feelings were overwhelming. She slid down on the table and lay flat. Then Chang began talking to her.

	“You have much tension. I released it.”

	There was mess on the sheets - a puddle a foot across. Brooke was wet all over her pubis…her thighs, ass and mound. For Brooke’s part, this had been a humiliating, overwhelming experience. The masterful way Chang took control of her added to the humiliation and fueled her excitement. 

	She finally left Brooke to get dressed, unable to stand on her feet at first, her muscles feeling like jelly. Brooke wiped her pussy with tissues and dropped it in the wastebasket. She was embarrassed to go out to the waiting room again - afraid of looking anyone in the face. She was glad there were no one waiting there. Wenling smiled when she came out.

	“Everything OK?”

	“Y…yes.”

	She accepted the twenty-five dollars Brooke pulled from her purse. Brooke was secretly pleased that these visits were so affordable.

	“Come next week for appointment.”

	Wenling saw the look in Brooke’s eyes and knew she would be back. On the drive home, Brooke knew she would masturbate that night, reliving all of the things the Doctor had done to her.

	Chapter 3

	Third Visit

	Her sleep was fitful that night, masturbating again in the dorm before she finally got out of bed that next morning. Brooke lay in bed - naked with her legs spread wide. She tried to be quiet, but it was hard. Her fingers were inside her vagina, two fingers stretching her pussy as they plunged in and out. She couldn’t get the image out of her mind: Dr. Chang masturbating her. Brooke was so amazed that she was so aroused by the thought of the older Chinese woman masturbating her. She felt her body shudder as the orgasm swept over her body, her nipples tingling as she came, her legs clamped together tightly, trapping the fingers in her wet pussy. 

	Brooke thought long and hard about all this. She realized she liked the humiliation of it most of all. To be made to cum like a slut…a dirty slut. It was nasty on one level, but it was exciting too - and there was no denying the intensity of her orgasm. Dr. Chang knew how a woman’s body worked and she knew how to make Brooke experience very intense sexual release. Brooke couldn’t remember when she had felt such total release and peace afterwards.

	This was exciting and satisfying, yet at the same time, it was a little disturbing. She showed no self-control. But the lack of control is what excited her. Her body and mind open and exposed. This is what excited her so much about the experience. The loss of control and the humiliation, both powerful aphrodisiacs. That is why she would go back again. She waited three weeks before she made another appointment. 

	Wenling was friendly and cheery when Brooke made the appointment. The ride over was electric….her body tingling and her mind alive with images as she nervously parked the car and walked to the door. She wondered how she would feel and this kept her going. She was becoming addicted to this….. She creamed her panties, now that she was there.  She opened the door, the bright light blinding her little as she entered. She was surprised that Dr. Chang was behind the counter, standing there almost as if she were waiting for her. She glanced at her watch - she was five minutes early.

	“Good…good...you early. Welcome.”

	Brooke wore a black skirt that clung to her ass, short, barely covering her butt with her bare legs well exposed. The tight peach colored silk blouse was almost too modest for the skirt. But the buttons strained on her full breasts. Brooke was “wired” as she followed Chang down the hallway. She led her to same room, down at the end of the hallway. She opened the door.

	“Go in.”

	Like last time the table was covered in a white sheet. The wide room had the mirror that covered the wall at the far end of the room. What Brooke didn’t know was that every time she had gone for treatment.... behind that mirror were four cubicles with four men sitting there in the darkness. They were usually Korean or Chinese, in their forties, fifties and sixties with glasses and receding hairlines. 

	They had each paid $100 to watch Brooke’s session and masturbate. And each one of Brooke’s “treatments” had been videotaped. The good Doctor had a thriving business selling under-the-counter DVDs to middle-aged Asian men. All four men drank in Brooke’s youth and beauty and waited patiently for her to strip. All of them stared at her as if they could already see her naked beneath her clothes.

	One man had his hand in his crotch – playing with his prick already. They would soon see her naked and spread. With Doctor Chang putting her into more and more obscene positions, her most private parts open to their eyes. And they would masturbate while Chang worked on her. Brooke would be totally excited if she knew that four “dirty old men” got a “show” at her expense. Chang didn’t leave the room, unlike the two previous times. Brooke looked over her shoulder. 

	“We release more tension today. You do what I tell you…understand?” 

	Brooke said, ‘OK’. 

	Deep down she had already accepted the Doctor’s control when she agreed to come back.  The door opened suddenly and Wenling appeared. She was wearing an Los Angeles Lakers T-shirt and navy blue shorts. Her hair was in a pony tail and she smiled at Brooke, but didn’t say anything.

	“Face mirror,” Chang ordered Brooke. “Take off clothes.”

	Chang sat in a chair. Brooke’s fingers moved to the top button, fumbling. She turned to look at the older woman, her face flushed as she began to undress. Then she looked at Wenling who was grinning at her like a cat. She disrobed - revealing her bra. She opened the next buttons, moving faster now with her eyes down. Brooke pulled the blouse from her skirt. She slid it off and put it on the chair.  She stood in her bra. 

	She could feel her hard nipples pushing out the front, sure Chang could see them. Brooke knew that they were already erect. She had not worn her little gold barbells through her piercings. She knew she would have to take them off anyway. She arched her back, pushing her tits out as if she enjoyed showing them, looking down to see the tops of her breasts flushed with excitement. 

	She pulled her skirt around until she could reach the button and zipper and unbuttoned it, the zipper sliding down. She looked over at Chang as she did it. She had ditched her bikini cut cotton panties for a thong that showed her whole ass. She picked up her skirt… folded it neatly, as she stood half-naked in the middle of the room. 

	Brooke looked down…she could feel the dampness between her legs, sure that there was the wet spot on the skimpy crotch already. She let her thighs part, standing in front of Chang in her bra and panties.  She looked down at the floor. The crotch of her panties clung to her pussy like a second skin. Brooke removed her bra. She looked down at her nipples and then up at the Doctor. 

	Chang looked just like a “Mom”. Somehow this aroused Brooke and her nipples became puckered and erect. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her thong and pulled them down quickly. She looked at the crotch. There was a wet spot.....When she looked to put her panties on the chair, Wenling reached out and took them from her. Brooke noticed the Chinese girl looked at the crotch. She looked up and caught Brooke’s eye and the teenager flushed. It was embarrassing that she saw how wet Brooke was.... 

	“You relax. You lie down and I take all tension away… get on belly,” Chang then said to her quietly. 

	There was no sheet to cover her this time and Brooke felt herself being just swept away. Chang drizzled some oil on her calves, the back of her knees, her thighs and her back. She rubbed her from the neck down, sliding her hands down to her ass in long, gentle strokes. And when she began to massage her from her shoulders down, it felt so good as the warm oil slowly heated up her skin. Brooke began rubbing her hot pussy against the table with a subtle rotation of her hips. She began to grind and hump the table sensuously as Chang rubbed her down. She entered a dreamlike state, concentrating on the arousal she felt. 

	“Mmmmm,” she moaned softly as the Doctor moved down and rubbed her muscles. 

	Chang massaged her…. rubbing from her neck all the way down to her ass, her fingers teasing along her crack. Brooke’s ass arched up as if she wanted her to touch her down there.  Behind the mirrors, the men were beginning to take their penises out of their trousers as they heard Brooke purring like a cat, her hips moving in a fucking motion, around and around and up and down, as she rubbed herself against the table. Her hips and ass faced the mirror, so the men all had a good view. 

	Brooke thought she would cum if Chang would only touch her pussy. The humiliation of being naked and spread again added to her excitement. She knew the Doctor had a great view of her…every fold of her womanhood and her anus - that thought made her wetter. Her legs was pulled unceremoniously to the side, toes touching the edge of the table. Brooke trembled as she waited for the Doctor to slide her hands up her inner thighs, her ass arching up to allow the older woman access to her pussy…. Brooke had to fight the urge to say something to her…..to beg her to touch her cunt.

	Chang worked her over for a few more minutes, while Brooke purred beneath her hands. She had her legs spread wide, the men behind the windows had their eyes glued to her sex; rubbing their crotches… their pricks out … slowly playing with them…pulling their foreskins back and forth over the sensitive glans. The men got a terrific thrill when Chang forced Brooke to raise her ass up.

	“Get up.”

	She got her ass thrust up into the air, her cheeks drawn taut as she moved into this new position. Chang unceremoniously pushed down on her head and forced her ass up high. This position was very sexual… her ass was up as if she was begging to be taken from behind, doggy style. She clenched and unclenched ass cheeks. She felt so many emotions in this position. She felt powerless and out of control this way. Her naked oiled and sweaty body was open for Chang to do anything she wanted. And, if she only knew that there were men behind the glass watching her with lust in their eyes; ogling her. Chang drizzled more oil on her ass cheeks, letting some oil drip down between her cheeks, as Wenling got into the act and pulled her butt cheeks open. 

	“Relax,” Chang said tapping on her leg as Wenling opened her butt cheeks.

	It was an order. She let the oil drip again, this time with her cheeks held open, the balmy oil wetting her exposed anus. Brooke felt herself opening like a flower again. It felt good as the oil hit her exposed anus. Her muscles relaxed as the warm oil covered her shit hole. She waited for the Doctor’s touch, the excitement of how she had probed her there before ….sending shudders through her body. 

	“MMMMMmmmmm,” she moaned in pleasure when Chang began to knead her cheeks.  The Doctor made her cheeks jiggle as she pushed them together - then open again. Brooke felt her crack open and close. Chang’s hand moved up the back of her legs, sliding the oil into her crack, her touch sending shivers through Brooke when she touched her there. She got more oil on her hands, sliding up the girl’s inner thighs and parting her legs. 

	Chang’s hand slid up towards her crotch, and this made Brooke’s ass arch up higher, offering up her sex to Chang’s touch. She wanted that touch, but the Doctor would take her time. Brooke knew without it ever being spoken that she would have to communicate with her body language…only then would the Doctor begin to pleasure her. 

	“Keep legs open.” 

	Both knees were spread wide, close to the edge of the table. Brooke was open, her anus was revealed and exposed. The exposure of her anus…her “dirty shit-hole” had become the most erotic thing for her. It was so forbidden and nasty. Behind the mirrors, all four men with their zippers down, their uncircumcised pricks erect, began to slide their hands up and down their penises. All four were masturbating, their eyes glued to Brooke’s sex, her posture giving them a great view. 

	Brooke could feel the wetness dripping down her inner thighs. She was ashamed, but excited. This was why she had come back….She looked back between her legs. Even her anus felt like it was opening and closing. Chang stood by her hip and slid her hand along her crack, from the top, over her anus and down to her pussy. Brooke almost came when she touched clitoris…. her ass arching out allow her fingers more access. Chang then slapped her ass. 

	“OW!” 

	“Hold still.”

	Brooke waited for her to shove her finger inside. She held her ass up into the air like a trained dog. Chang rubbed her anus. She rimmed her small, tight hole, stimulating the nerve endings that sent shivers through the teenager’s loins. She felt the fingertips on her anus, pressing, spreading her hole open - feeling like an elastic band as her anus was forced to open. It felt that obscene to be opened like that. Brooke moaned, partly in pleasure, partly in pain. 

	“OH.”

	Chang kept her like that for a minute, displaying her hot hole to the men behind the glass. Brooke tried to clench her anus, but Chang held her open. She slid to the center and pressed on it, pressuring the hole to open and allowing her to breach her sphincter. The slick finger slipped in until it pressed against the inner sphincter in her rectum. Chang teased this barrier until she made her moan…then pressed until the sphincter gave. The feeling of violation caused Brooke to whimper and moan. Then Chang moved her finger around, once she had it inside. The feeling of something alive moving inside her bowels was wonderful. 

	She held her ass arched up as Chang fingered her shit-hole. Then the older woman twisted and turned her oiled finger driving it deeper inside her. Brooke felt Wenling reach under her chest, cradling her hanging breasts. She quickly found the teenager’s nipples and began to pinch and pull them. Brooke finally felt the Doctor’s knuckle against her anus, her finger deep in her gut. Chang felt how hot and tight she was inside, her muscles clenching and squeezing her finger. Brooke was moaning, her ass almost fucking the finger as Wenling stimulated her nipples at the same time. 

	Chang forced her finger even deeper into her rectum. Her pussy was juicing so much that the Doctor’s hand got wet. Brooke felt wickedly dirty being masturbated like this….It was like a fantasy. Chang was not attractive to her, on one level. But the situation was so hot for Brooke, that she found the sheer degradation of it intoxicating.  It was pure sexual release from all the demons inside her loins. She wanted the woman’s fingers in her pussy too…she hoped that she would do that now. But Chang forced a second finger into her shit-hole. Brooke felt stretched …her anus hurt as she was stretched open. ‘God that feels huge inside me’, she thought to herself.

	She couldn’t do anything but take a deep breath and accommodate the two fingers inside her rectum. Chang slid her other hand to touch her clitoris, pee-hole and vaginal opening. Brooke moaned and groaned in pleasure, as her shit-hole involuntarily tightened on the fingers as Chang teased her pussy. She pushed her labia aside to slide her fingers along her wet pink womanhood - up and down her slit and all around her clitoris.

	Chang played with her clitoris…pushing it back and forth still covered by its hood and then mashed it against her pubic bone. Chang found a pattern that she responded to and kept at it. She kept one finger in her shit-hole and masturbated her with her other hand. She wanted her to experience an orgasm with her rectum penetrated at the same time. To connect the two hot zones in her body. Round and round and up and down until she made her cum. 

	Chang looked at the mirror when she took her fingers out of the teenager’s asshole. She looked down at the asshole…now reddened from her penetration and open, like a toothless mouth. She looked at the mirror and gave a quick smile for the men she knew were enjoying the show. She had made the young slut cum before...she would again today.

	“On back now.”

	She watched as Brooke turned over, her legs clenched together as if she could hide her treasures. The men behind the mirrors slowed down as they waited for Chang to get Brooke in another good position.

	“Hands behind head.”

	Brooke felt her breasts rise up as her hands went behind her head, her back arching slightly. It looked as if she were offering up her tits. Chang made her bend her legs so her pussy would flower open. Soon she would have her opened like a frog on a dissecting table, her legs pulled back to show the men everything. She worked from the side so the men behind the mirror had a good view.  Brooke went limp as Chang worked on her.  She spread her legs wider….making her bend her legs. Brooke was not fighting the wonderful feelings as Chang’s fingers teased so close to her pussy. 

	Her nipples never felt so sensitive, when Wenling went back to tugging them, squeezing her full breasts and releasing them, the blood rushing back into the tips swelling them. Chang moved to the other side and Brooke cooperated as she pulled her legs up until her knees touched her tits. Her ass rose up from the table as her sex was forced open. 

	Brooke felt her pussy lips spread open obscenely and juices oozed from her pussy.  The old men could see from her top of her clit all the way back to her grossly exposed anus. Humiliated that she was showing her how aroused she was…..her pussy glistening with her juices. Brooke whimpered and waited for Chang to masturbate her and make her cum.

	She was spread…her pussy open, her pink insides clearly visible. Brooke felt a pillow thrust under her head so she was looking right at the mirror and could see between her own legs.  The four men in the cubicles were getting super excited by the slutty display of her body. Her clit peeked out from under its hood, the button hard and red . Chang played with her pussy, sliding up and down her slit with ease. Brooke was suddenly filled with two fingers, feeling her pussy gripping them possessively. 

	“OOOHHH,” she moaned in pleasure as she finally felt filled. 

	Chang began to finger- fuck her and Brooke rocked and wriggled her hips. Her other hand rubbed sensuously on her perineum - teasing her. The Doctor’s fingers inside her pussy felt so good. Her vagina clenched onto them as Chang began to twist and turn them inside her, searching for the spots that were most sensitive: her G-spot, the urethral sponge and the epicenter. She teased her anus making her clench her cheeks tight and grip the fingers inside her pussy. 

	Her pussy stretched as a third finger was added, feeling it slide along the others until they were all buried deep inside her and then Chang forced a finger unceremoniously into her shit-hole. Brooke cried out as she began to work her. Chang felt her insides resisting her fingers, forcing it deeper inside her until she felt the girl’s vaginal and anal muscles both squeeze her fingers. 

	She turned her fingers, massaging her insides along the urethral sponge. Brooke’s breasts wobbled on her chest as she was lost in a maze of hot feelings. Her sex was stuffed and she was getting ready to cum again. She cried out, her pussy clenching the three fingers that impaled her. Wenling put a hand on her tummy. She pressed down as the Doctor with three fingers in Brooke’s vagina curved them up to the front wall. The older woman found the swollen spot and began to press and push on it.  Brooke began to grunt and cry out….

	“OHHHH…OHH…OH…OH GOD…OH GOD…OH GOD!!!”

	Inside the cubicles, the four men, their hands stroking their pricks faster now, her cries and squeals accelerating their excitement and their orgasms. Chang was ruthless with the hand in Brooke’s pussy now. She rubbed the girl’s g-spot, the fingers fucking in and out noisily. Brooke began cumming and cumming and screaming and screaming….

	“OOOOOHHHHHHH,OHGOD…I’MCUMMMMING…I’M...CUMMMMING!”

	Brooke tightened her pussy onto the fingers inside her, gripping them so tightly that she could barely move, as Chang sent her over the edge. It hit her like a train, the orgasms racing from her pussy down her thighs and up into her belly all the way to her nipples, all of her pleasure zones shuddering from the stimulation. All four men soon came too as she drenched Chang’s hand….soaking everything. 

	“OHHHHH…SHIT…OH SHIT…OH SHIT…OH SHIT…OH GOD OH GOD!” 

	She almost passed out. Chang grinned as she came, her body jerking up and down, her insides clenching uncontrollably on her fingers. The men behind the window were happy, all of them reaching nirvana as they watched the pretty teenager’s pussy squirt, enjoying the wild gyrations as the young girl came under Dr. Chang’s expert masturbation. Brooke finally settled down, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. She was exhausted, her sex drippy with her juices, the sheet under her wet. Her muscles gripped the Doctor’s slippery fingers as she pulled them out of her. She lay motionless, stretching her legs out…..not even caring….. her legs spread wide. 

	Her body went limp as she tried to recover from the multiple orgasms. The men had left their cubicles by the time Brooke had dressed. When she went out to the lobby, two of them were still there, and smiled at her. Brooke wondered who they were….after all… this place seemed to only cater to women… She felt too ashamed to say anything.

	“Hope you enjoyed,” Wenling said as she took the $25 Brooke handed her. 

	Brooke nodded but kept her eyes down. She couldn’t believe she had done it again. She was exhausted, wishing she was back in her own bed. She would masturbate many times that week, relieving the incredible experience. This was just the beginning of new sexual experiences for Brooke at Dr. Chang’s hands.

	Chapter 4

	The “Dog Treatments”

	Her relationship with Michelle and her boyfriend had reached new highs too. She was having wonderful orgasms with both of her mistresses. She was doing well in her classes. It seemed that the wonderful release she had discovered at the hands of her two mistresses had taken all the edge off Brooke. Gradually, over a three month period, Dr. Chang had become a bi-monthly session. The good doctor had delivered some of the hottest orgasms the teen had ever experienced. She had learned to trust the older woman. Even so, when Doctor brought up the subject of sex with dog, Brooke didn’t know what to think.

	Chang brought her to her office and told her that in China, over many centuries, they had discovered that many female complaints could be remedied by a woman taking a dog sexually. That male dogs and human females were sexually very compatible. Chang had diagrams and showed Brooke statistics and everything.

	“Dog love juice is very good…good for health…very good for female health. Can use internal and external. Most men cannot compete with dog in giving woman pleasure. You have very high energy vagina and very wet female organs. You squirt all the time – YES? But you still have tension in hips and stomach. Dog sex good for you.”

	At the mention of her ejaculations, Brooke grinned guiltily…

	Chang went on, “You only need little stimulation…touch spot in pussy and you flow like river. Plus, you tight, which make man cum quick. With dog, volcano erupts in sex organs and sex energy runs up spine to head. Vagina and womb spurt love juice. After, you feel greatest sex pleasure and peace in your mind. It is most beautiful moment for you. The dog penis is big…let you feel full in sex hole and stimulate nerves with extra heat. This is why women like dog.

	When dog cums, dog hormones stimulate womb – make powerful contraction. Dog cum very powerful for woman orgasm because of hormones and heat. Dog penis fill up vagina and cum very hot in deep pocket. Understand? You have too much female yin energy. Need yang…need more yang. You need male energy...yang energy…Understand? You need male yang essence…make you relax…make hair and skin shine. Good for girl like you.”

	At first, Brooke was shocked by the idea of having sex with a dog, but after a couple of months of totally fulfilling orgasms, and persuaded by Doctor Chang, she decided to give it a try. It was a little weird with the dog, that first time. The dog that Chang used was trained. It was large, a rottweiler-labrador mix. Chang got Brooke very sexually hot before letting the dog mount her. This was important since the dog’s penis was big and dogs are not known for their gentle mating. 

	Male dogs do not make love; they fuck. Brooke needed to be fully opened inside before entry, because a dog’s penetration was always hard and fast. Chang made sure to get her to the point that she was begging for it. What the Doctor did was to allow the dog to lick her pussy, asshole and crack. Brooke was totally aroused by this. Its tongue was soft, but strong and wet. 

	With her legs spread open, the dog put its cold nose on her clitoris and forced its muzzle between her pussy lips. The dog sniffed, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her clitoris thru her labia to her vagina and then onto her asshole.

	Between the dog’s copious saliva, and her secretions, her pussy was soon a mess. Her pubic hair became soaked, and the dog made her wriggle and moan when it thrust its big pink tongue in her pussy. Brooke felt herself being pushed to cum as the dog had its way with her. With her legs open, she was totally vulnerable. Whimpering, grunting, moaning and screaming Brooke could not control herself, as the dog licked her like a machine. Never in her life had she ever had anyone eat her pussy like this. Its tongue was at her anus, warm and wet. And its tongue explored every crevice and fold of her pussy like no man or woman ever had. 

	To have this happening in front of Dr. Chang and her assistant opened a floodgate in her mind. To be made to cum by a dog was a new degradation. The most humiliating yet...The dog’s big, sloppy tongue pushed her into another space. Oh, she could hear Dr. Chang and Wenling talking…but the dog’s tongue totally dominated. She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then came. They let the dog lick her for about ten minutes, making her climax and flow, wetting everything. Brooke was very horny and flowing, soaking a towel…This got her vagina well prepared. Soon, she was literally begging to be fucked. 

	During entry, Chang and Wenling controlled the animal as it was poking all around, pretty fast. The dog’s penis measured 8½” from the tip to the base of the knot. The knot was 3” across, not around. Just huge.... Chang knew the trick was getting the “knot” in before it was completely swollen and too big. Chang had also taken steps to ensure that the dog delivered a huge load. The Doctor knew from experience that if the dog was “teased” over and over again, but not allowed to mount her right away, it would stimulate the dog’s nuts to produce more cum. 

	This teasing - this “false mount” technique would increase the amount of semen in the dog’s balls. So, when the dog started to mount her, Chang and Wenling pulled the beast off her before its penis penetrated her. She and Wenling did that a four times before they let the dog enter her. This really got the dog crazy, which pre-loaded more hot cum into its balls. Chang had made sure that Brooke was prepared, because she was going to get fucked with a rape-like intensity when they let the dog go. Using this technique, the dog would ejaculate a half cup of hot semen into her vagina. Brooke was going to have many orgasms.

	As the black dog was positioned behind her hips again, and this time it was let loose, it growled and jumped on her back. Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage and its hips began humping. The beast tried mightily to get its cock in her hole. The dog’s knot, at the base of the shaft, as it emerged, looked big and some of the men watching weren’t sure that Brooke’s pussy could take it. But, as soon as the dog found her warm, wet hole with the tip of its cock - BAM – it shoved it in deep and fast. 

	The animal then drove it in and out like a demon. The beast used its front paws to pull her closer and drooled on her back as it fucked her. It never stopped. The obscene sight of a dog fucking a human female had all four men in their cubicles hard. They had paid extra to see an American teenage girl take on the dog. One was Filipino, two were Korean and one was Chinese. All were middle-aged and married. They watched as poor Brooke had no time to catch her breath, as the dog fucked her without mercy. She was soon dripping with sweat…it dripped from her face, neck and underarms - even her back was wet.

	She could feel the beast’s cock thrusting in and out and the knot crowding her hole. She looked down between her legs and saw the knot right at her vaginal opening. The Doctor and Wenling had moved in closer on each side to watch as the knot pressed the opening to Brooke’s sex-hole. The knot was huge now and the animal kept pushing to get it inside her. The dog wouldn’t be denied. The knot began stretching the vaginal sphincter open. Brooke grunted, feeling the pressure.

	Wenling, clapped her hands and went, “oh…look…look...it’s going in.”

	When it popped inside her, Brooke howled with a mixture of pleasure and pain as the mouth of her vagina was stretched more than it had ever been before.

	She began screaming, “it’s too big…too big!”

	Her hole had been stretched open like she was giving birth. One second it was outside her hairy pussy…and then, it was inside her. The men who thought that a girl’s pussy wouldn’t take the dog’s knot watched in stunned surprise and were driven to frenzy by the sight.

	‘I can’t believe it. She took the whole thing’, some of them thought to themselves.

	The dog’s cock was at end of her vagina. Brooke soon began screaming as the tip of the beast’s cock was way past her G-spot and was stretching the end of her vagina.  There were nerve endings in that part of her sex-hole, that when stretched, would push her towards a huge uterine orgasm. Brooke soon began babbling. Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth.  The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip was spurting as the shaft pulsed and vibrated. The dog had stopped humping. It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her vagina. Brooke’s whole world had become her sex-hole.

	She had become the dog's bitch. She soon felt herself approaching a “doggy” vaginal orgasm. As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis bear down. Her stomach muscles tightened and, as when they did so, her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s penis and she came HARD! Her brain seemed to explode as she shook. 

	When she relaxed her vagina, the men could see the knot trying to come out. But it was too big, so it did not quite make it. Then when she contracted her muscles, the knot was pulled up inside. That made the huge knot massage her G-Spot and the front of her vagina. This also forced the dog’s cockhead deep into her hole.

	Chang said to Wenling in Chinese, “You see. When she contracts and relaxes her hole, it moves the knot in and out a little. The slut is fucking herself when she does that. She loves it.”

	Wenling smiled and nodded. The result was all too plain. Brooke was having one body quaking orgasm after another. She felt the animal spurting hot cum DEEP in her hole. She felt it spurting and spurting…hosing her with hot, watery, bestial cum. Its organ throbbed and felt hotter than a man’s. It spurted and jetted inside her for a long time. Throbbing and spurting...it just kept pushing her into multiple orgasms. 

	Not only was the dog’s cock hotter, but the heat had turned her sexhole into a volcano. The big knot acted as a plug that held most of the hot doggy cum inside her. The hot cum coated everything and helped transfer the heat from the beast’s cock and knot directly into her stretched pussy. The big knot had compressed and stretched the front of her vagina, so that heat flowed into her urethral sponge as well. The result was that she came convulsively over and over again. 

	The effect of all that hot cum right into that nerve-rich “hot pocket” drove her wild. And unlike a man, a dog spurted continuously. The knot kept the animal locked inside her pussy. She had continuous orgasms during that 16 minute session. Two were total body shakers.

	Dr. Chang had to steady her after the second of those as she almost fainted. She had Brooke contract her vaginal muscles as hard as she could and hold it for 5 seconds, then relax the muscle for 10 seconds before starting again. She had her do this until the muscle was totally fatigued. At that point, Brooke rested for a few minutes with the dog’s penis still buried inside her. Then, Chang had her start the alternating contraction/relaxation over again. One thing is for sure, the dog enjoyed feel of Brooke’s hot pussy rhythmically clamping its cock. It seems to spur the animal to stay hard longer and do a better job draining its big balls. 

	In this way, it was very much like kegel exercises. The difference is that kegels are passive exercises, contractions performed with an empty pussy. With the dog’s knot, the heat and pressure was evenly distributed on all the walls of her vagina. The big black dog remained locked in her pussy. This was plenty of time to completely fatigue Brooke’s vaginal muscles. Added heat from all the semen that the dog pumped into her vagina did the rest.

	In short, Brooke’s pussy muscles got a total workout. Seeing her facial expressions, listening to her moans and screaming uncontrollably and seeing all of her juices and the dog’s cum flowing out of her was just amazing. The insides of her thighs got soaked, along with a towel that was placed under her. The four middle-aged men, jerking off behind the glass, had paid a premium to see her mounted by a dog - a $100 dollars for the show and an accompanying DVD.

	Brooke had been thoroughly fucked. She slowly came back to her senses when the animal wanted off. She felt the animal pulling back and it hurt as the knot was deeply embedded in her hole, just behind her pubic bone. But when the knot shrank, it finally popped out. There was so much pressure - then nothing. The animal’s cock was still somewhat erect. The men behind the glass marveled at the size of it. The organ from tip to base was as long as a cucumber, and the knot at the base – still as big as two plums. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Wenling then led the animal out.

	Somehow the long shaft and that fat knot had been in Brooke’s tight vagina, one that had never given birth to children. Still on her elbows and knees, she panted. She felt and looked like she had run a race. She was wet and sloppy everywhere from her belly down to her mound - her thighs and her butt. A sloppy mess of doggy cum and her secretions oozed from her hole and ran down her thighs. Her hole was stretched open, red and swollen. 

	Wenling put a pan down and a cup of slimy slop drained out of her sex-hole. For Brooke, it gave her a new sexual awareness of herself as a woman. Chang made her swear that she would never tell anyone about the “dog treatment”. In effect, it was blackmail that could come back and to haunt both of them. But knowing that she had fucked a dog in front of witnesses made Brooke more compliant. After she had gotten control of herself, Dr. Chang told her she needed more “male yang essence”. 

	“Need to take internal too.”

	She brought Brooke around to a small room. Here she was introduced to the “glory hole”. This was a small cubicle with holes at crotch height. Chang got her kneeling in the center of the cubicle. Soon, a penis appeared in a hole to her left and then one to her right. The good Doctor encouraged her to suck the cocks, for the “male essence”. These were two of the men who had just watched her cum with the dog. 

	They gladly paid $50 dollars each to have the slut they had just watched suck their cock to completion. They were still horny even though they had already cum twice watching her get fucked by the dog. Brooke had to work hard kissing, licking and sucking them to get these middle-aged men to cum. After these two had taken their turn, there were three others - young men, all friends of Wenling’s, who were permitted to stick their cocks into the “glory hole” and let the pretty teen suck them off. It was the most intense “treatment” session Brooke had ever had. But it was not the last...

	Doctor Chang, in subsequent visits, had Brooke come to her personal office and told her that fresh urine, in China, was considered a “health drink”. During the “glory hole” part of her treatment, after she had sucked a man to completion and swallowed his cum, she instructed Brooke to take the soft penis in her mouth and let the man piss. Chang made sure she swallowed it all. Her control over Brooke was near total.

	Epilog

	Brooke’s sex life was never better. Dog sex was definitely not for everyone, but the “treatments” had a positive effect on Brooke. It resulted in a tightening of her vagina and taught her how to cum from vaginal penetration. Before the dog treatments, she could only cum from being masturbated or from oral. 

	But her new fantasy was to have her dominant girlfriend Michelle stand over her with a dog whip and make her take a dog’s dick in her pussy. It didn’t take long for her to get Michelle to see the possibilities. The older woman never knew about Brooke’s visits to Dr. Chang’s with the big, black dog. If she had, she would have found it very erotic watching Brooke, but she would have been jealous. 

	She and Michelle eventually shopped among breeders and selected a healthy male mastiff dog for a pet. The particular breed they chose was known for its muscular power, aggressiveness and big dick. 
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	Zimbabwe continues to be a country on the ‘toboggan’ - sliding downhill faster every year. Since black rule began in 1980 many whites have emigrated; Jews especially. Once, the Jewish population in Zimbabwe was more than 7000 - today there are fewer than 250 left, mostly elderly. This is the story of a Jewish widow, Esther Goodman, living in Zimbabwe in the pivotal year 2000. 

	Chapter 1

	Caught and Interrogated

	Esther put on her panties after her shower and felt a twinge of fear. As she dried her hair she worried about the visit she’d received from a man with the security forces. He was pressuring her to pay a bribe. As bad as things were in Zimbabwe, now this........ She thought about her son, David who was only 16 and, ‘what sort of a future would he have’, she wondered? She was moved to distraction. Ever since her husband had died two years ago she had to shoulder the responsibility for running the family business and raising her son.

	Their world had shrunk and they spent a lot of time at home now with a small circle of close friends as Zimbabwe became more unstable. She had begun using hard foreign currencies to do business, even though this was illegal. Her late husband, Meyer, had built a successful food and beverage distributorship in Bulawayo, Zimbabwe’s second largest city. The National Security Council (NSC) had taken control of much of the country’s resources and the family business had been under surveillance for breaking the law about profit guidelines. They turned the file over to a tough thug named Joshua Mutumbami who visited Esther in her office. 

	He showed up twice, and the second time, waving a file at her, he accused her of using foreign currencies. Before he left he forced her to pay a bribe. Then he warned her to keep her mouth shut. To Esther, Mutumbami was a predatory mouth with 32 very white teeth in a face that alternately grinned and threatened her. He was a tall, lean man, with a hard face at least a decade younger than she was. He had been in the Army’s parachute battalion before becoming joining the security forces and had an ambitious and sadistic reputation. 

	Esther had been frightened to death and didn’t share any of what had happened with her son. She was resigned to the fact that she had to toe the line. The word among the whites remaining in country was, ‘don’t do anything that earns a trip to the camps’. Friends counseled her to do nothing to anger Mutumbami and this began the process where he enslaved her. Esther was proud of her heritage, but worried that Jews were ultimately sentenced by history to be slaves. And she knew that while whites once reigned supreme, now blacks dominated. 

	She grew up in Zimbabwe, but thought constantly about leaving. She stayed because of the business, but even this was wearing thin as a reason to stay. In the collapsing Zimbabwean economy, with skyrocketing inflation, it was getting harder and harder to get by; and now she had to give a weekly cut to Mutumbami. She kept toying with the idea of sending David to live with relatives in Canada. The Movement for Democratic Change (MDC) was the main political opposition to President Mugabe’s political control of the country. Esther knew a few whites who were sympathetic. Mutumbami discovered that she might have some connections to the MDC. That’s when he decided to bring her in to the camp. His innate cruelty and sadism found the Jewess perfect for his needs.

	He had a history of exploiting white women and the camp had a fairly well-equipped set-up for torturing suspects. If he could get some names from her, it would look good for him. And since she was a full-figured attractive white woman, she would be a delight to ‘interrogate’. So, the next morning, he had his two henchmen, Chenjerai and Arthur, pick Esther and David up at their home and brought to the camp outside the city. 

	She was wearing just a housedress when they came for her and her son. She kept asking, ‘where are you taking us’. David was getting ready to go the private religious school he attended. Before either one knew what was happening they were in a van headed out of town. Her mind raced at what was happening. The stories were notorious about what went on in the camps. She was scared to death now.

	When they got to the camp, they hustled mother and son over to an isolated room in a one-story building. Other than a table and chairs, there was nothing else there. It was illuminated by a single, naked light bulb. Chenjerai closed the door and sat them down. The two men then stood up against the wall in the shadows. Esther licked her lips, which were dry, and swallowed hard. Her head was swimming with what they might do to the both of them here. This was obviously where suspects were ‘interrogated’. David was very frightened and clung to his mother. Then, Mutumbami showed up. He breezed in and sat down.

	“What do you want from me? And why is my son here,” she demanded?

	She wanted to show that she was not afraid…

	“Nice to see you again Mrs. Goodman… It’s very simple. I have some questions and I want answers. But first, I want to know. Do I put the screws to you …or your son?”

	“Don’t touch David. He doesn’t know anything. PLEASE!”

	“Hmmm…OK. We’ll just keep him in his place.”

	Mutumbami motioned to the two men and they quickly grabbed the boy and handcuffed him to the chair. Then they gagged him. Esther tried to intervene but Mutumbami grabbed her and twisted her arm behind her back making her groan in pain. She stifled her tears because she could see David was terrified.

	“He doesn’t know anything,” she cried out fearfully. 

	“I won’t hurt him if you do what I tell you.”

	He had tricked her of course. He never intended to harm the boy. What he wanted was to put her under extreme emotional distress. He would use her son to do that. She could go free, he told her. All she had to do was follow his orders.

	“Like this order, he said to her, “Lift up the hem of your dress.”

	She put her hands over her face and shook her head. She did not want to do this, and when she didn’t jump up to do his bidding, he barked at her and pointed to her son, indicating that if she didn’t comply – the boy would be tortured. She had no choice. Her hands were shaking, but she reached down and pulled her dress up. Then he told her to pull it up higher – to her waist. Then he told her to turn around and lift it up from the back. 

	She was showing her son more than he should see: the crotch of her panties with the outline of her vulva clearly visible and with several stray hairs poking out from under the elastic leg holes. When she turned around he could see the dark crack in her buttocks which her sheer panties couldn’t conceal. She became very embarrassed; and she also felt a familiar and urgent pressure. She had to urinate. Still holding up the hem of her dress, she asked to use a restroom and was refused.

	He said to her, “You hold it cow. Take off your dress.”

	Hearing this, she groaned in emotional pain. Her fingers were clumsy - her hands were trembling as she unbuttoned the dress and took it off. One of the men grabbed it from her and tossed it on the table. She crossed her arms over her bosom as she was now in just her bra, panties and shoes.

	“Now, take off your bra.”

	“Oh please, no….” she pleaded realizing that her son was going to see her breasts.

	But it was no good. If she wanted to spare her son she was going to have to do whatever he said. She bit her lip, reached behind and undid the hooks. She let if fall forward and took it off. Her breasts were now on display. David’s eyes went wide when he saw his mother’s tits exposed in the confines of the small room. Her breasts looked huge as she wore a 36D bra and her full breasts, capped with simply enormous dark brown aureoles and nipples, jiggled and swayed in the shadowy light of the small room.

	“Walk over there,” Mutumbami told her, “Then walk back.”

	She looked at David and then looked away. She could not look him in the eye. It was too embarrassing. She was perspiring heavily now in shock at being made to expose herself in front of her son. And her need to urinate was growing. 

	“What do you want from me,” she finally blurted out, frustrated by his deliberate slowness to get to the point of why they were there.

	“All in good time, Mrs. Goodman,” Mutumbami said soothingly.

	She wanted to die from shame and struggled not to cry, but felt tears come to her eyes. She kept closing and opening her hands as she walked around the small room, her face red with shame. Overwhelmed, she finally began sobbing. She did not want to lose control of her emotions for her son’s sake. However, the feeling of shame was so strong that she could not stop her tears. Waiting until she got control of herself, Mutumbami then told her to strip herself completely naked. 

	“Take your panties off - slowly,” he said to her with a leer as he motioned with his hand. “Your son and I want to see how your tits look when you bend over.” 

	He wanted to humiliate her totally and making her take an active role in her own debasement was a nice sadistic touch.

	“Please don’t make me do that,” she pleaded.

	“Take off your panties.”

	She was slow to respond.

	“Get your ass naked or I’m going to have them work your son over,” he barked at her, gesturing at his men standing in the shadows.

	She looked at them and saw the sadistic cruel grins on their faces and it made her cringe. Blushing furiously, she took off her white, cotton panties. She looked over at David and hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slowly pulled them down and off. Her big tits jiggled and swayed invitingly. Arthur took them from her and handed them to Mutumbami. David’s eyes went big as saucers as he was now looking at not only his mother’s tits, but her hairy pussy. She had a big bush that nearly covered her groin and grew upwards in a thin line towards her navel.

	His eyes swept over her involuntarily: her beautiful olive skin; her full breasts and thighs; her wide hips and round, heavy buttocks. He felt a jolt of arousal seeing the exposure of her treasures. There was nothing he could do to stop his body from responding, as if it had a mind of its own. His mother had a light moustache (which she bleached) and were it not for shaving, her calves would be fairly hairy. She had hair under her arms. All in all, his mother was the type of dark-haired Jewish female with a lot of testosterone and a high sex drive.

	Mutumbami looked on contentedly. He had been looking forward to this session. He knew that humiliating a white woman by forcing her to strip in front of her son was very effective at breaking down a woman’s resolve. Mutumbami examined her panties and brought them up to his nose to smell them. Then he made a lewd comment and shoved them under David’s nose to make him smell them. He told him his mother had a “stinky pussy”. Esther wanted to die…

	At this, the other two men stepped from the shadows and began insulting and mocking her. The told her she had a fat ass. She kept one hand and arm covering her breasts, and concealed her pussy with the other. They made crude remarks about her large bosom. Esther looked at her son and realized how much this was damaging to him. He was staring at her naked body.  Having to display herself to her son was worse than she could have ever imagined. Mutumbami then ordered her to put her hands down.  She was sweating, and not only under her arms, because the room was hot and due to the stress. They continued to verbally abuse her; making lewd remarks about her. She felt more than ever the need to piss. Her bladder felt as big as a baseball now. 

	They told her that hairy women with nipples like hers were, in their experience, whores. Esther winced at the painful verbal jabs. Finally, Mutumbami held up a file folder. He said she had a history of having sex with young black men. It was all made up lies and Esther was appalled. He was trying to tear her down. She cried out to her son to ignore what he was saying.

	‘Oh God, please help me’, she prayed silently.

	But it got worse when Mutumbami had her stand with her back to her son and show him her naked buttocks. Next she had to bend over, put her hands on her knees, spread her legs and then pull her cheeks apart. The crack between her full, fat buttocks, darker than the surrounding skin, directed the boy’s gaze to the wrinkled pucker of her asshole. Mutumbami pointed this out the boy, like a tour guide. Esther was a very modest woman. As a mother she had always been careful not to let him see her womanly charms in any way. Now she was naked and even her anus was on display to him. The shame she felt was physically painful.

	Mutumbami told the boy, “She does not wear panties at work. She spreads her legs so all the men can see what she had. Look at her pussy and asshole. Are you

	excited by your Mama, boy?”

	                 

	He rubbed it in that she was harming her son. Now, feeling that he had put her into maximum distress, he sprang his questions on her: ‘who did she know in the MDC? Was she ready to name names’? When she tearfully protested that she didn’t know anything, he put her in more obscene and lewd positions. Esther tried to be calm. He told her it was going to get worse if she did not cooperate. She could see that her son was overwhelmed seeing her naked and exposed. But she felt she couldn’t betray her friends…

	Next, he had his men molest her.  They swarmed over her and grabbed her breasts to squeeze them. They pulled and pinched her nipples. Then they began feeling her between her legs. She begged them to stop. Mutumbami kept talking to her and asking her questions. Esther was getting mixed up at this point as she felt a lot of distress. 

	She turned to her son and said, “please David...It’ll be ‘OK’.”

	Poor David – bound and gagged there was nothing he could do. All he could do was look at his naked mother being molested in front of him. They pushed her from back and forth from man-to-man - taking turns feeling her up. Esther kept her eyes closed; she could not bear to see the look on her son’s face. To give her a deeper emotional shock, Mutumbami had the two men put her in a very obscene position on the table. They tied her on her back with her legs spread open wide - her thighs on her chest and her hands behind her head. 

	In this position, her pussy and asshole were totally exposed. It was a very shaming position. It was the position a woman is put into for a pelvic exam. They pulled David over in his chair so that he was close enough to almost smell her crotch. Mutumbami told her that he was going to give her a cavity search. He asked her if that would embarrass her; and she was so overwhelmed she couldn’t answer. Also the pressure in her bladder had grown tremendously and was demanding her attention.

	He said, “Your son can see everything. He has a bulge in his pants. You’re exciting him. If you want me to stop, all you have to do is give me what I want.”

	David kept looking. In this position he could see EVERYTHING and as Mutumbami played with her, Esther could not help herself, but she got wet. She began to show signs of arousal in spite of her desire to control her reactions. Mutumbami pointed this out to humiliate her. He called to her wet pussy and called her a whore and a slut. Then he began putting his fingers in her vagina. She was so ashamed that she got wet because her son, bound and sitting so close, could hear the wet squishy sounds. He showed David his wet fingers.

	He said, “See your Mama’s pussy. Look at how wet it is. You can always tell a slut by her wet pussy. Can you smell her? Her pussy has a strong smell. Doesn’t it?”

	Each new violation was more humiliating than the last one. Each was designed to break her down. She began praying for a miracle; some way out of this hell. She thought about giving in as he continued to worm his fingers in her. When he pressed on her urethra on the front wall of her vagina, her urge to pee became overwhelming. She was afraid she would piss herself. Also the more he touched her the more arousal she felt. He worked her vagina thoroughly and when he put his thumb on her clitoris, she felt herself being pushed further towards an unwanted orgasm. But then he took his fingers from her pussy and forced a finger into her anus.

	This shamed her even more, but it stopped the relentless march towards an orgasm. She hated him for doing all this in front of her son because the guilt she felt was like a knife in her heart. She was afraid that this would scar David for life. Just then a young girl came into the room. She was a slim, pretty teenager in camouflage shirt and trousers; and Mutumbami’s men greeted her noisily as she went over to talk with Mutumbami. He indicated with a toss of his head what he wanted her to do. She went over to where the boy was bound.

	Smiling at him, she whispered in his ear and the proximity of her pretty mouth to his sensitive ear, only added fuel to the fire raging in his loins. When she began unbuckling his pants, his penis surged. As she pulled them and his shorts down, Esther was shocked and horrified to see that David had a full erection. His circumcised pink penis was standing up and it made her sick inside....

	She knew it was not his fault. He was young and was getting such an eyeful. Esther’s horror was doubled when she saw the young black girl begin to masturbate her son. As he alternately stared at his mother’s wet crotch and closed his eyes, the girl began jerking him off. She did it slowly. She knew the boy would ejaculate quickly so she slowly tantalized him. When he got too excited, and you could tell because his penis was just drooling pre-cum now, she squeezed his balls to hurt him and slow him down some. It worked. He groaned and his penile excitement subsided…

	Mutumbami then put two fingers into Esther’s pussy and turned his hand so that his palm was up. He probed inside. She had to pee so badly and whimpered as he palpated the area. He found a sensitive spot on the front wall and kept pressing and then rubbing it....harder and harder. He put his other hand on her tummy and pressed down and this put even more pressure on her bladder.

	He was relentless and soon, despite every effort on her part to control herself, he made her have a very wet orgasm. Against her will, her hips began rocking and rolling. When she came, she cried out and squirted; and as he kept stimulating her she pissed and pissed a huge amount – finally relieving her swollen bladder. It splashed all over the table and dripped down onto the floor. Just after Esther came, the girl began stroking David’s penis faster. It took just a few fast strokes and he ejaculated. It was all very quick; the girl only jerked him a few times and he spurted; it ended up all over his pants and lap. He was whimpering with the gag in his mouth and when he caught his mother’s eyes both looked away. He was as embarrassed as she was.

	“See - your Mama behaves like a slut. This is what a whore does, boy,” the Mutumbami told him as he shoved his wet fingers under his nose so he could smell his mother’s aroused sex odor.

	“And you boy...... you saw your Mama squirt, didn’t you,” he asked?

	“You came like a little dog, didn’t you? Did you see how your son came,” he asked Esther?

	She tried desperately not to cry because she did not want to upset her son any more than he was. But she was overcome by shame. To have him see her climax and know that he ejaculated seeing her sexually abused was mental torture of the worst kind.  But it was not over. The girl took a turn “examining” her. Esther kept her eyes closed and tried to will herself not to react. Not to shame herself anymore in front of her son. It was very difficult to get complete control as the girl rubbed her clitoris expertly, as only another woman can, making sure she pulled the hood back. She knew just where and how to play with Esther and soon had her moaning. Then she forced her fingers one-by-one into her vagina. 

	She soon got four fingers into her and then formed a fist and got her whole hand in her vagina. Esther’s eyes flew open as it hurt when it stretched the vaginal sphincter, but the girl made it fit and when she twisted it around and thrust it in and out – she soon made Esther climax a second time - another very wet, squirting, shaming orgasm. Esther closed her eyes; she felt disgraced. She knew her son would never see her the same again.

	Mutumbami told him, “Your Mama can take big things in her pussy because she is a big whore.” Then he said, “Look at her asshole,” as the girl spread her cheeks and began fingering her there.

	As the girl touched the wrinkled mouth of her anus, it squeezed tight defensively. Esther’s face was flaming red; she was blushing furiously - completely mortified as the girl ran the wet tip of a finger all around the rim on her shit-hole and then worked a finger into her rectum. She then found her G-spot thru the membrane that separated the rectal sheath from her vagina. As she worked this spot, Esther could feel herself being pushed once again to a climax. The girl pushed down on her belly and soon found a rhythm that made the Jewess cum a third time. This made the men laugh and clap. And it was pointed out to her son that she could be made to cum from being finger-fucked in her asshole.

	“She’s a shit-hole slut too, boy,” Mutumbami crowed!

	Following this, she was untied; they grabbed and pulled her up. Mutumbami pushed her over to stand facing her son. She was blushing furiously as he made her spread her legs open again as wide as she could to display her wet pussy.

	“Look at this boy. This is what a slut looks like.”

	He made David look. But neither mother nor son wanted to make eye contact.

	Mutumbami asked her again, “Are you ready to give me names?” 

	She still would not. 

	He said, “I’ve taken it easy with you. Now it’s going to get painful.”

	Chapter 2

	Torture

	He had Arthur hold her with her arms behind her back. Then he began to hurt Esther on her breasts. He squeezed them as hard as he could; and he had big, strong hands. Following this he pinched and pulled on the nipples. Then he began giving her little smacks across her nipples with his open hand, making her big tits fly this way and that. She cried out each time he slapped them.

	“Oh GOD,” she moaned in pain.

	He grabbed her right nipple and began pulling it out as far as it would go; stretching the sensitive flesh to its limits. He repeated this on her other nipple. Then he grabbed her right nipple again and began shaking her tit. She writhed and groaned, as he explored new ways to torture her. The expression on her face told it all: her pretty features were screwed into a grimace of pain. 

	It was obscene to see her tits being abused like that: the flesh jiggling and rippling as he shook them. David’s eyes were bugging out of his head. But it got worse and his mother’s cries told the tale. When he TWISTED her nipples, she whined like a whipped dog. The brown nubbins had begun to swell in response. Illuminated by the single bulb hanging from the ceiling, they looked grotesque, like two brownish-purple grapes. Grinning evilly, the young man went back to stretching them out as far as they would go. He alternated this using them as a lever to shaking her tits. Esther’s cries were heartrending. Esther was horrified when the girl, at that point, began masturbating her son again. 

	She grinned evilly at Esther as she took her son’s penis in hand again. She played with it teasingly; it soon erected and began to drool from excitement again, and the girl, whose name was Mudiwa, spread it all over the head of his penis in a way that said, ‘your boy is very excited seeing you being tortured and humiliated - and I’m going to make him ejaculate again. Just watch’.

	Then she began squeezing his penis and stroking him gently up and down. David began breathing heavier and was squirming around a little on the chair as Mudiwa worked on him. She began stroking him a little faster and David began to hyperventilate....

	“If you cum, we’ll stop torturing your mother,” she said to him....

	Inside her head Esther was screaming: ‘No sweetheart.....no. Don’t let them use you that way’.

	But it was no use. The girl was Mutumbami’s cousin and an experienced interrogator. She knew what she was doing. David’s young body was screaming for release again and this girl was going to make him ejaculate as he watched Mutumbami hurting his mother’s breasts.

	Esther cried out to her son, “It’s going to be OK, baby.”

	To punish her for talking to her son, he smacked each of her nipples very hard, making her cry out. Mudiwa began speeding up her masturbation and soon she made David ejaculate again. He strained against his bonds - began to grunt and as he cried out - his penis exploded. As his ejaculation finished, Mudiwa milked him thoroughly. Afterwards, Esther saw how torn he was. It was a picture that would be forever frozen in her brain.

	She caught his eye. Then mother and son saw the pain and shame in each other’s eyes. It was a sad moment. However, Mutumbami stopped what he was doing to her, as the girl had promised. This was real torture. Not as bad as physical abuse, but it was painful sexual humiliation – mental torture and Esther’s shame grew with each violation. 

	Then Mutumbami said to David, “if you cum again, we’ll stop what we are doing to her - understand?”

	This upset both mother and son. They had put David in a terrible position by connecting his sexual release to her torture. Next, Mutumbami brought out a very thin cane. They got Esther leaning over the table with her tits lying flat on the table top. Then Chenjerai leaned on her shoulders to keep her in position and Mutumbami began beating her tits with the thin cane. This hurt terribly and the sharp blows made her howl. 

	Every time he brought the cane down on both tits, it made a sick sound. Esther sobbed and shrieked as he hit her over and over on both breasts. David was beside himself. He was totally mixed up since he had gotten another erection watching them torture her. He was filled with self-loathing as well as sexual arousal. 

	And very soon, Mudiwa began to stiffen his penis again as they got his mother to lay her upper body on the table. He was facing her buttocks as they used the cane on her ass. Mutumbami and Arthur took turns whipping her cruelly on both her butt cheeks and the backs of her thighs until they were covered with thin, angry red marks. David felt real sexual arousal from the humiliating position she was in and the whipping they were giving her. She grunted, moaned and soon sobbed with the pain and the shame. The sound of the thin cane whistling thru the air and the hot, sound of the switch hitting the fleshy loaves of her butt was erotic and David’s erection soon throbbed in response as Mudiwa played with him teasingly.

	Mutumbami bent down to whisper to Esther, “Talk to me and I’ll make them stop.” 

	“Please don’t hurt me anymore.”

	“I’ll stop when you talk or your boy cums again.”

	Mutumbami asked her again about the MDC. But when she stalled, he sighed and said, “You’re telling me shit. I warned you not to waste my time - and you keep doing it - OK.”

	Mutumbami stood up - stretched and said, “Hey, how about a smoke.” 

	He had them put Esther back in the chair and handcuff her hands with her hands behind her and thru the chair’s slats. Chenjerai then took out a pack of cigarettes and casually lit one. He did it slowly; making sure Esther could see what he was doing. He puffed on it until the tip was glowing fully. Only then did he go to work on her. They made sure David was facing her so he could see what they were going to do to her.

	Cigarette burns are as intense a torture as electrical shocks. Chenjerai brought the tip of the cigarette close so that she could feel the heat against her tender skin. He scorched the tiny hairs he found there. He then applied the tip lightly at first to her breasts. He lifted each one and first gave her a light burn on the top side, then one on the outside, then underneath. He gave her light teasing burns, followed by slaps to her tits, followed by more intense burns, and then more slapping...

	He traced a circular pattern going around her big tits - getting closer and closer to her nipples, slowly, very slowly. In this, he was a master. He would barely touch the glowing tip to her flesh and then drag it lightly in a line towards her nipple. Then he began to concentrate on her big aureoles - bigger than Zimbabwe's bi-metallic one-dollar coin - so it took a long time to cover them with burns. As he worked on her, the pain was so intense that Esther pissed herself again and even passed out. He slapped her awake so he could continue the torture.

	Finally, he concentrated on the nipples themselves, just a light touch, then a longer touch, one second; at two seconds the intensity of the pain was tripled. When he put the burning tip to the second nipple, he broke her will. She began giving Mutumbami names and dates. They just poured out of her, but when she was about to say the name of a good friend, an older man who had helped her many times since her husband’s death, she choked. Mutumbami, who had been jotting down what she was giving him on a pad, looked up.

	“What? Why are you stopping? Who are you protecting? You’d better tell me everything or I’ll have them shock you with electricity. Do you want that?”

	“I’ve given you everything. I swear.”

	“You’re lying…..”

	This went on for a few moments; the Mutumbami turned to the two men and said, “Zap her.”

	They made her stand. She had slumped forward with her head on the table, drooling and moaning. 

	“PLEASE - let me go,” she pleaded when they got her on her feet.

	“You won’t be going home for quite a while.”

	“D….Don’t hurt me anymore.”

	“Shut up.”

	“PLEASE….”

	Esther reached up to cradle her sore tits. They were at least a dozen 1st degree burns, very small about 7mm in diameter on each tit and long, thin purple bruises where the cane had landed. 

	In a few moments they had her back up on the table. They tied her hands over her head to the table’s corners and tied her ankles to the opposite corners of the table. When they were done, she was spread-eagled. She turned her face to the wall and closed her eyes. The full exposure of her womanhood shamed her. Mutumbami went and got a big white towel which he folded. He made her lift her hips and shoved the towel under her ass. 

	Arthur produced a field telephone. It was an old one from the days when the British controlled the country. It was in a battered leather case and the plastic crank on the front was chipped and worn. He unsnapped the cover. The phone itself sat in a cradle; and there were two connections on the top side by the phone’s ear piece. Esther looked at him fearfully as he explained what it was and how it worked.

	“It’s a field telephone. We use it for shocking female suspects on their nipples and pussy.”

	David, sitting there in his cotton short-sleeved shirt wet with sweat, began groaning in his gag when he heard that.

	“If you want us to stop hurting your mother, all you have to do is cum again,” Mudiwa said to him grinning like a fox as she squeezed his balls to cool him down.

	Chenjerai took Esther’s panties, wadded them up, pinched her nose to make her open her mouth and when she did, gagged her. Arthur handed him a piece of duct tape which he used to tape her mouth shut. Then Mutumbami brought out a bowl filled with water. He added several tablespoons of salt. He took two pieces of white cloth from his pocket and began dunking them in the water and when he got them wet, he took one and wrapped it around her right ankle. When he had it just so, Mudiwa handed him a piece of duct tape and he wound the tape around her ankle leaving full inch of cloth exposed.

	Then he took the smaller rag and wadded it up. He reached over and spread Esther’s labia to reveal the pink treasures within. He used his finger to trace the edges of her labia and then grabbed the hood covering her clitoris and smiled. Esther had a very big clitoris; and already what they had done to her had made it swell. He worked two fingers inside her and as he did this she squirmed on the table and moaned. He fingered her until she was wet again.

	Grinning at this, he took his fingers out and began shoving the wet cloth into her sex hole, leaving a little tail protruding obscenely from her pussy. He took another piece of cloth, much smaller, from his pocket - more like a patch and wet it. This he used to grab her clitoris at the hood. Arthur now handed him two alligator clips which were connected to the ‘red’ lead on the phone. He clipped one to the patch which held her clitoris and the other he clipped to the tail hanging from her vagina. The younger man then handed him another alligator clip; this was the ‘black’ or ‘ground’ lead. 

	Arthur brought out a spray bottle and began wetting her down: first her tits, then her belly and finally her crotch. There was salt in the water to make the electricity work better. Then with all in readiness, Mutumbami took the handle and began shocking her. Instantly, Esther reacted. She screamed into the gag and her body arched up off the table. Meanwhile he had only turned the handle one full revolution and done so slowly. When he spun it again faster this time, Esther screamed and her legs began shaking. David turned with an agonized look on his face to Mutumbami. Searching and pleading with his eyes to stop torturing his mother

	Mutumbami just went back to sending a hot charge into her, waiting a minute to let her recover and then sending a stronger stream of electricity into her pussy. Her eyes were wild and she tried to crane her head forward. The other two grinned at her suffering. She began pleading, but the gag made her protests futile and pathetic. David gaped with a mixture of shock, dismay and sick curiosity. He could not believe what he was seeing, but felt really helpless to do anything to stop the dreadful scene being played out right in front of his eyes as Mudiwa teasing his penis by squeezing it and then stroking it just once to keep him hard and on the edge of cumming.

	Esther actually knew very little. If she provided names, as a result of her ordeal, people would be taken and tortured. She was trapped by a cruel dilemma: let herself be tortured, or give up friends? She wanted the torture to end, but her self-image as a caring person was holding her back as a human being. Jews, she felt, had an obligation to stand up to tyranny after the Holocaust.

	At that moment, Mutumbami gave Esther a terrible shock by spinning the handle two full revolutions and as fast as he could crank it. She howled and shook like a palsied puppet. When she settled down, he turned the crank more slowly - sending a steady stream into the center of her womanhood and into the most nerve-rich part of her body, her clitoris. As he worked the crank he was rewarded with struggles and writhing that brought smiles to his partners’ faces. Mutumbami looked over at David and the poor Jewish boy was in hell and trapped.

	And deep in the basement of his soul, he was feeling a sick attraction to the spectacle of the debasing and terrible torture of his mother. As Mudiwa continued to tease his penis it leaked pre-cum and the shaft and his balls got wet - making Mudiwa’s job easier whenever she slid her hand up and down his prick. When Mutumbami spun the crank her reaction was not to be believed. She arched her hips up off the table as if she were trying to fuck the ceiling. Afterwards, her thighs hit the table with a wet slapping sound. It felt like hot needles were being shoved into her cunt every time he shocked her. He kept torturing her until she pissed herself again, adding humiliation to the torment she felt.

	“All you have to do is give me names.”

	David could not take his eyes off the sight. It was erotic the way his mother’s breasts wobbled and danced. When the current was flowing thru her she twitched and vibrated and the scene was powerfully mesmerizing. Her tits jiggled and her thighs quivered in-between shocks. She shuddered and small tremors played out in her legs as she tried to compose herself between shocks. Her nose ran, she drooled and tears wet her cheeks. David, sweating, was having his physical and emotional circuits overloaded. As he watched his mother being made her writhe and twitch on the table, like a puppet having convulsions, Mudiwa began stroking him faster and made him cum again. When the boy ejaculated, Mutumbami stopped.

	Esther sagged on the table when he stopped spinning the crank. Her breathing was ragged and she was sweating so much that if he resumed shocking her, he wouldn’t need to wet her down with the spray bottle for she was dripping wet.

	“I’ll wire up your tits too if you don’t tell me what I want to know,” he spat at her as he pulled the tape off her mouth and yanked the gag out.

	Esther, hearing this, looked over at her son, who was grimacing in shame as Mudiwa rubbed was having fun smearing his semen all over his prick and balls. She couldn’t stand to see him hurt any more. She was beaten. The thought of having the electricity applied to her tits as well as her pussy was too much. She mumbled that she was ready to talk. And so, Esther Goodman gave up her friends. It devastated her, but in the end, she caved in. She couldn’t take it anymore and gave Mutumbami everyone she knew who had any contact with the MDC – even the most remote. 

	Following this, he let her up. They took the clips off and cut off the ankle wrap and pulled the rag from her cunt and the clipped patch from her clit. Esther had to be helped off the table. She was very shaky. Her breasts were sore, swollen and scored with the marks of torture. The shocks to her cunt and her son’s emotional torment had broken her. She was destroyed when she came off that table. She was so broken that she signed a blank piece of paper he pushed at her. Mutumbami released David to be with his mother and she was allowed to dress. She put her bra in her purse; her nipples hurt too much for her to put it on.

	A security man drove them home. Esther stared off into space and said little in the car on the way. Mother and son just held onto each other. David, when they got home, went to his room to lie down. The feeling of being violated was so strong that Esther rushed to take a shower and wash away some of the shame and humiliation at what had been done to her. She slept for 14 hours after this. David felt as bad as she did. But she felt worse because she had betrayed her friends.

	Chapter 3

	Personal Slut

	Over the next few months David went to his rabbi for counseling. He had become very mixed up as a result of the experience. Mutumbami, meanwhile, showed up weekly at Esther’s business to collect his bribe. Nervous, Esther was eager to do anything he wanted. Actually, what Mutumbami had decided was that he wanted her. And so, one fine Saturday morning, he went over to her house. Answering the knock on the door, Esther was shocked to see him. 

	She knew had no choice but to let him in. What he did to her that morning changed her life forever. To say that he beat and raped her would be an understatement. By the time he left, he had violated her in the deepest parts of her being and turned into his personal slave/slut.

	When he came in and began talking to her in the living room, she saw a look in his eyes and she knew. She felt like a deer in the headlights. She knew what was coming but felt powerless to do anything about it. He overpowered her, pushed her down and felt her up….just ran his hand up her skirt to feel her pussy and buttocks thru her panties. He molested her as she whimpered and feebly tried to resist him. He overpowered her and pushed aside the crotch of her panties to slip a finger into her wet feminine center. In defense, she grabbed his thick wrist. That’s when he took her by the hair and slapped her face.

	“Owwww. Don’t. Oh…ohh….”

	He took her hand and put it between his legs to feel his big, black dick. Feeling its size, she was horrified, and tried to pull back. He grabbed her hair and slapped her again. Nice slaps - hard and firm. They made her feel small and helpless. He slapped her like she was a naughty child. He beat her until her mouth drooled saliva, her eyes filled with tears and her cheeks were red. This really excited him - slapping her to make her submit. The more he did it the more humiliated and submissive she became.

	“You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you?”

	“O….oh…..No…NO.”

	He slapped her again. He held his hand up, threatening her…

	“Are you a dirty slut?”

	She looked at his hand like it was a snake and hesitated, but only for a moment.

	“N…no,” she said softly.

	So, he smacked her again. 

	“Uhhh…ohhh…….please ….please don’t hit me any more….please!”

	“Are you my dirty slut?”

	“Y….Y……Yes.”

	“When I ask you a question, you say, ‘YES SIR!’ Understand?”

	“Yes, Sir!”

	He hit her one more time.

	“So you remember next time,” he told her.

	He’d beaten her into submission. Now she was his to abuse…..

	He brought her small hand back to his dick and made her feel it again. As he pushed her hand down the length of it, she realized how long it was. ‘It can't be that long’, she thought as she felt it. Mutumbami was enjoying himself. He always delighted in the shocked reaction of a white woman when he made them see how big his dick was. The surprise on their faces was a pleasure. Following this he made her strip for him. He watched her take off her clothes, at his direction: first her blouse, then the bra and panties. 

	He had her leave her skirt on. He made her hold up her tits. He liked her big nipples. Following this, he pulled her skirt up to her waist and made her bend over to show him her charms. Esther found this all very humiliating. It was like being a slave on the block; having to display herself once more. But she was wet and this confused and upset her. She’d always thought of herself as a proper Jewish wife and mother. How she responded to being degraded by him was a shock.

	It was raw and nasty; and to her dismay, she felt down deep it connected with some part of her  She felt herself getting wetter and hotter. She blushed down to her tits. She felt like a “sex object”. Not a person, but a “thing”. She felt low and humiliated and burned with shame. She was shocked at her reaction to this…He made her lie down on the couch - slapped her thighs apart and pushed her skirt up around her waist. He dropped his trousers and shorts and fisted his big, black dick. She stared at it like it was a black mamba. It was longer and thicker than any she had ever seen. And he was uncircumcised, which was very unfamiliar to her. He got between her legs and she felt her pulse race and her loins throb; and flushed with shame. 

	She cursed her weakness, but opened her legs. When his dick nudged the portal of her sex - her eyes opened wide and she stared up into the dark, powerful, lust-filled eyes of the African above her. Mutumbami loved the moment: the look in her eyes as she felt herself about to be violated. He thrust and entered her. Then, savoring the tightness of her vaginal sheath, he paused. He always felt that white women were ‘tighter’, than black women, even those who had had children, like Esther. Her pussy clasped his dick and he delighted in the hot grip on his cock and he thrust deeper.

	Another inch slid into her, and her eyes flew open wider in reaction. He grasped the fleshy curves of her ass and lifted as he thrust. His dick was now half-way in and past the grasping sphincter. He thrust again, sliding a few more inches into her.

	"Ooooooh...God," she moaned.

	He enjoyed the startled look on her face. He grunted with pleasure when he heard this and thrust again. He enjoyed the feel of his cock as is it slithered deeper in her wet, tight sheath. A hot, sick feeling overcame her at the thought that she was helpless to prevent him from taking his pleasure between her legs – from having his way with her. She was going to be raped and there was nothing she could do about it. The thought was horrifying and arousing. It was guilt producing and sickening at the same time. She let go and felt herself give in totally to him.

	Exciting sensations began to sweep thru her loins as her dilated sexhole clung to his cock. She realized that he had stopped thrusting into her. She looked up at his face and without conscious thought her pussy squeezed his dick. To her shame the muscles in her vagina squeezed him. She tried to bring her body under control. Then, she looked into his eyes again. He was grinning at her triumphantly. Embarrassed at her loss of control, she flushed under his gaze. Then he put his hands on ass cheeks; getting a firm grip - he chuckled and started thrusting into her again. This time firmly holding her butt-cheeks to keep her in position, he pushed deeper. He loved the glove-like grip on his cock as it pushed past her cervix and worked its way into the previously virgin area of her epicenter.

	"Ooooooh...oh God,” she moaned again as it pressed into this unused center of her being.

	He reached up, grabbed her thick brown hair and jerked her head back. It hurt, but sent further powerful surges thru her loins. She grasped his cock with her sheath instinctively again. She felt the slap of his balls against her anus and knew it was all inside her. He looked down at her and saw her dilated eyes. When her brown eyes finally focused on him again he grinned at her.

	"It’s all the way in slut. Now, I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you."

	She moaned at this. And then he started to fuck her hard. She began grunting and then moaning like a bitch in heat as he pulled it almost all the way out and then just rammed it back in. His hips rose and fell between her splayed thighs. He savored the feeling of conquest. He gripped her ass and took his pleasure, thrusting and driving deep…deeper….enjoying the exquisite pleasure of her tight vagina. Her excited grunts, groans and cries betrayed her reaction beneath him as she shook and wriggled. He paused and then went back to reaming her hard.

	“Please stop.....”

	He laughed and kept thrusting.

	"Oh please...no."

	He ignored her and kept fucking her hard, making her writhe and moan. She felt swept away and there was no stopping him. Then an orgasm overwhelmed her; she jerked and throbbed in spasms beneath him; she was shocked and disbelieving this could be happening to her. At this point, she found herself hugging him. He had made her cum. He rode her harder and she experienced another deep vaginal-uterine orgasm.

	He had still not cum yet. He wanted to bust his first nut in her mouth. He took his dick out and got up to straddle her face. Then he gave her a lesson in how to suck his dick. Actually, he introduced her to “face-fucking”. Esther had no experience with this and submitted to it, drooling and gagging. When she didn’t do it just right, he yanked his belt from his trousers and applied it demandingly to her butt cheeks. He whipped her ass and taught her how to be an oral slave to him…

	He made her suck it until he ejaculated in her hot mouth. It was a sloppy face fuck and she was a mess when it was over. Her eyes were red, her nose had run, she had drooled like a pig and he had deposited several warm tablespoons of thick pearl jam in her mouth. 

	“Now swallow,” he told her and watched her gag with the unfamiliar taste of semen in her mouth.

	He showed up again a few days later in the evening and told her to get rid of David. She sent her son to his room. Then Mutumbami took her to her own bedroom and fucked the shit out of her. David heard the sounds and put a pillow over his head to drown out the terrible racket he heard. His mother grunting, then moaning and finally crying out as she came.

	Mutumbami began to have her meet him over at her house during the noon hour. This went on for several weeks. During this time, Esther became thoroughly habituated to being dominated by him. She hated him for humiliating her in front of her son. And she knew, deep down in her soul and totally hateful, the sex he forced on her was more intense than any she had experienced in her entire life. He had made her his slave…

	Chapter 4

	More Abuse

	And then one Saturday night, Mutumbami appeared at their door after dinner, when David was home. The boy was always shocked to see him. Mutumbami came in and sat down. 

	He greeted Esther, who addressed him respectfully - even fearfully, “Good evening, Sir.” 

	David looked at his mother and then at Mutumbami. He knew she had to do his bidding. He tried to make eye contact with her but she kept her eyes down. She was embarrassed as Mutumbami enjoyed showing David that she had become his property. David just sat there embarrassed for his mother. It was as if the evil he encountered in the camp had followed them home. His mother was being controlled and pushed around by this man; and it made David angry and upset. 

	He was also very intimidated by Mutumbami. When the black man put his hands on her, David sat stunned as his mother remained passive. He was showing David that he had taken complete control of her. The teenager felt his mother needed him to be a ‘man’ and protect her. And, feeling small and helpless, he could do nothing. He knew there was nothing he could do and felt humiliated. It was also strangely exciting too.  Mutumbami, pouring on the humiliation, asked her if she wanted David to ‘watch’ or did she want to send him to his room. David, his face red, looked at his Mom. 

	“Sweetheart, why don’t you go to your room? OK?”

	“Yes, Mom. Will you be OK?”

	“I’ll be fine, David. You go.”

	He excused himself and left. He didn’t look at Mutumbami. He was too embarrassed and frightened.

	Mutumbami took her to the bedroom. When they got there he began mauling her. Esther was also in emotional turmoil. She had been embarrassed in front of her son, and still felt sexual excitement. She whimpered when Mutumbami squeezed her breasts, pinched and pulled her nipples roughly - getting them erect. Mutumbami was relentless, pushing her slip and skirt up so that the crotch of her panties was exposed. 

	She trembled. Unconsciously, she responded to Mutumbami’s advances because he so dominant with her. She once again succumbed to his advances. And the more he took control of her, the more she responded. It became easier each time to make her do his bidding. He pushed her skirt up to her waist and pushed her down onto the bed, taking off her shoes.

	She mumbled feebly, "Please."

	He gripped the waistband of her panties and started pulling them down, as Esther whimpered softly, "Oh no…not again."

	Mutumbami pulled her panties off and she just lay back half-naked and breathing heavily as he continued to put his hands on her. She couldn't help herself; she couldn't prevent her arousal. She gasped when he pushed her thighs open and his fingers found her treasure, her hairy pussy. As he stroked and fingered her there, she surrendered to him, her eyes lidded, her face flushed…… trembling.

	She began moaning when he got two fingers in her hot hole and wet hole. He finger fucked her and rubbed her clitoris until he made her cum. Mutumbami dropped his trousers and shorts; and without another word, he crooked his finger at her and she sat up. He motioned for her suck his dick. He wanted a blowjob. He roughly pushed Esther’s face right down on it. 

	“You suck my dick nice and sweet,” he said to her. “And if you don’t do it good, I’m gonna whip your ass with the belt. Understand?”

	“Y…yes.”

	“Say: YES, SIR.”

	“YES, SIR.”

	“Good, get busy.”

	Esther began to kiss and lick him in a loving way. She exposed his moist and smelly glans and licked it clean of the smegma that had accumulated there. This was the part of a man’s body that produced the most ‘pheromones’. She held his dick with both hands and pulled his foreskin back, exposing the reddish helmet and the ridge separating it from the shaft. This was where the nasty build up was. In her hands, his dick looked HUGE fully engorged.

	Black penises were a part of psychological landscape of white life in the old Rhodesia and now in Zimbabwe. They were the icons of pure sex - then and now. And now Esther was being trained to worship the big, black dick. She continued her work as Mutumbami leaned back on the bed; legs splayed out and praised her, “You have a hot mouth, slut.” 

	She went up and down the shaft giving it wet kisses and licks all the way down to his balls and then back up to the head. Esther gave him wet kisses all over, making a disgusting display of it and squeezed his dick up from the base to the head ….milking him and making the tip drool pre-cum. Seeing the pre-cum glistening on the tip, Esther kissed him on the ‘sweet spot’ underneath and then using the tip of her tongue, smeared the clear drop all over his dick head.

	“Nice,” he said to her noticing how nasty her mouth had become.

	A string of his pre-cum connected her pretty, full lips with the nasty reddish helmet, when she pulled back. She stuck the tip of her tongue in his pee-hole, to lick up the sweet, sticky fluid there. As she pulled back, the glistening string of pre-cum broke. She went back to planting wet sucking kisses up and down the shaft. She pushed it to lie flat against his belly and the head reached his navel, it was so long.

	 

	Then, following his orders, she played with his scrotum - pulling the skin tight - cupping and weighing his balls - and running her nails teasingly over the wrinkled surface. After this, she carefully licked his nuts. She did this very slowly using her tongue like a little, pink paintbrush until his sack was wet and glistening with her saliva. She put the dick head in her mouth and it stretched her lips. She began sucking him and masturbating him with one hand at the same time. The other hand held his balls.

	"Suck it – deep," Mutumbami ordered her.

	Esther tried to get it down but it was too thick. But he grabbed her head in his big paws and pushed her down to force more of it in. Soon, she gagged. When he let her up off it, Esther’s mouth was slimy with thick saliva. With her lips around his penis and about 5 inches of it in her mouth, Mutumbami now gave her final instructions.

	"Get down on it. Then go back up slow. Then suck it deep and then hold it there. And, don't swallow or you’ll gag. Just let your saliva flow. Do it like that."

	His dick was wet with a mixture of his pre-cum and Esther’s saliva… making it slick and slimy. It felt slippery, hot, full and thick in her mouth. It got her hot when Mutumbami told her what to do. Some part of her was responding to having to follow his orders like a slave. When he pushed her head down on it, she gagged. She found that she was excited by the sound of her own gagging. In a sexual fog as she sucked his dick, the thought surprised her but she didn’t censor her feelings.

	“That’s it ….suck…it…suck it…..suck ma dick….suck it………ah… ……I’m gonna cum…. ….suck it…..suck it.” 

	Right there in her own bedroom, Esther orally worshipped him until his nuts tightened up, and with a loud grunt, he came like a fire-hose in her mouth. Esther tried to swallow it all, but it was the first load of the day for Mutumbami. The size of the load was huge, nine big hot spurts…. and the first two ropes filled her mouth very quickly. She swallowed as Mutumbami pulled his dick out so he could splash some on her face. He did this to degrade her. He knew the nice white men she knew would not cum on her face.

	As he spurted several more times, it landed all over her nose, cheeks, mouth and chin and she tried to lick up the salty, sticky white treat. Some dripped on her skirt. It was a messy blowjob. Esther showed how much she enjoyed the hot cum by cooing and whimpering. She opened her mouth and lapped up the last drop. Mutumbami took her chin in one hand and used the tip of his still hard dick to wipe up the semen on her cheeks and chin.

	Then he presented it to her to lick. He did this several times. He made her use her pink tongue to lick up what was left. This he made her alternate with sloppy sucking. The wet sounds she made as she sucked him clean and licked her lips resounded through the quiet room. Soon her face was clean and so was his dick.

	Mutumbami was sitting with his dick still hard. She couldn’t believe he could still be erect. He got her lying down and spread her legs. He kept up a running commentary as he played with her wet pussy.

	“Look at how wet your pussy is…..I’ll bet your cunt has never been this juicy.”

	He spread the wetness all over her labia and it glistened on her bush. Mutumbami then concentrated on her clitoris, diddling it until it stood up hot, pink and wet.

	Soon, she was ready for a fucking, and when he asked her, she said, “Oh God – YES - fuck me.” 

	This was another shock for her to hear herself ask this man, who she hated, to sex her. He got between her legs and, and using his dick, teased her wet labia, clitoris and vaginal opening. Then he mounted her and rubbed his dick against her hole, wetting the large purple head. He slowly pushed it into her hole stretching it as he entered her. She groaned at the pressure, spreading her legs more and pulling her knees against her breasts to make his entry easier.

	“Look at it as I put it in….,” he said to her.

	She leaned forward, almost as if she were in a trance, and stared as his dick plowed into her pussy. Her legs were spread wide and her labia were stretched tight - like two pink rubber bands around his coal black invader. He worked it in slowly - getting it wet with her juices. 

	“See how it stretches you, slut….”

	She looked down at their coupled genitals and then at his face. She was amazed at her own reactions… She cried out when he entered her fully, her sheath stretched tightly around his thick dick. Now he slowly used his hips to work it deeper into her. Esther groaned continuously, her thighs fully open. Moving it in and out in and out slowly, sexily, wetting his cock more and more in her drooling pussy, he finally got about ľ of it inside her. As his thick cock moved in and out of her cunt, she wrapped her legs over his.

	Suddenly she cried out, “Oh God………………it’s so deep….it hurts………………………OH….GOD…..OH….OH………OH…….UH……..UH……UH…….OH.”

	“Watch what happens when I get it all the way in,” he said to her as he grabbed her by hips and thrust forward. 

	His muscular cheeks clenched and flexed; and he heard her groan as his big dick plowed deeper into her sexhole. He forced it in until she moaned. Now it hurt a little and she balled her hands into fists and feebly beat on his chest and shoulders. He pushed harder and she gave out with a hoarse cry when he impaled her fully. 

	Then he started to stroke her slow and steady and soon he could tell from her breathing and panting that she was climbing the stairs to an orgasm.

	Soon, as she got used to his size she began to move her ass and moan, “Oohhhh……oooooohhhh…UUUMMMMM.OOHH…oh…OH…oh….OH.OH.OH.”

	She began fucking him back. Then, he shifted into high gear and began to really pound her. She stopped thrusting back and just let him ride her hard.

	 “OH………OH……….OH………OH…… GOD…..OH…….OH……OH…….UH…….UH………UH…….OH……..GOD……OH..OH…..OH…OH…OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH,” she groaned as she clutched at him, wrapped her legs around him and came.

	He let her float back to earth….and then he pulled his dick out some.

	He looked at her and said, “See – you like it slut.” 

	Breathing heavily, she didn’t say anything. His dick was still hard. She gaped, open-mouthed, as he started to fuck her again. She now knew how easily a heavily endowed man could make her cum. Between his big dick and his stamina, she knew he could pound her to one mind blowing orgasm after another. Soon she was grunting and moaning again. It didn’t take him long to make her climb the walls again.

	Mutumbami, sweating and breathing hard, looked down at her said, “Look at your pussy.”

	He took it out completely to let her see. Esther, her eyes half-closed and still in dreamland whimpered when he took it out.

	“You don’t want me to take it out –huh? Look at your pussy, slut.”

	She leaned forward and saw her labia were swollen and almost purple now. Her hole was red, swollen - very red – hot and open. Her clitoris was swollen and protruded – angry red and throbbing. She looked at his big dick up close. It was overwhelming. It was laced with big veins, smelled very strong and was wet and smeared with her secretions. Streaked with lather and thick as a beer bottle, it was pure sex; coal black and so hard. He’d already fucked her for 15 minutes straight with it.

	‘It’s so thick - so hard’, she thought to herself as she stared at it. 

	Esther, lying on the wet sheets - her cunt already hot, red and drooling, saw her sex hole was oozing what looked like the white of an uncooked egg - she was juicing so much. He aimed the head of his dick at her wet sex - made contact - rubbed it up and down and then left and right; she moaned like a sick cow. He rubbed it in circles around the hole and enjoyed her whimpers and moans. It was so sexy. He was masturbating her with his big black dick.

	Then he pushed his hips forward just a little and the head parted her labia and vaginal opening w-i-d-e again. She moaned and whimpered louder as it plowed into her. Pulling it almost all the way out and then just ramming it back inside; his heavy thrusting made her cum again. Then, he turned her over and made her get on her elbows and knees on the bed. He still hadn’t cum yet. He got behind her to fuck her like a dog. Esther had her ass up and her thighs spread. Her pussy gaped open - ready for his penetration. She wriggled her fat ass – in effect, inviting him to fuck her. 

	And looking over her shoulder, with her thick mane partially covering her face, she begged him in a hoarse voice, “Fuck me - Fuck me. Fuck me - fuck me - FUCK ME.” 

	 

	In this position, he went very deep. He grabbed her by her hips and she groaned like a gut shot deer when he forced it into her sex-hole in this position. He was really stretching her this way. He took it almost all the way out - then forced it all the way back in; making Esther take it all and grunt, groan and cry out in the process. Then, sweating, he took it out again and teased her with it rubbing it around her hole again. She soon begged again for him to put it back in.

	“OH Oh God Please ppput it in. Please…fuck me….fuck me….please……”

	“I told you: you’re a junkie for my big, black dick,” he said grimacing. “I’m gonna really make you cum hard this time.”

	He centered it on her drooling hole - humped forward and squeezed into her hot hole again. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room.

	Esther moaned and then babbled, “Oh………GGGGGGod……. fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. OH GOD, OH GOD…….. FUCK ME……… fuck me……. FUCK…….. ME…FUCK ME….FUCK ME….FUCK ME……FUCK ME….FUCK ME…..FUCK…..FUUUUUK MMMEEEE….ohhhh….fuck me. Don’t stop. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

	Changing speed and the depth of his stroke….he made her cum again. He then began humping her like a madman; his hips a blur as they did a little jig. Finally, with a roar he came in her pussy. Grunting, he dumped a heavy load in her hole as she whimpered with the feeling of being filled. His muscular black ass cheeks flexed tight and his nuts were pulled up tight in his sack as he pumped his load into her hot pussy.

	When he pulled out, his dick finally softening, he looked at her and said, “Man - that is some sweet pussy.”

	Esther lay there with her legs open. She was embarrassed at how she had responded. Her pussy was red and raw; and she had juiced a lot. And Mutumbami, a heavy cummer, had filled her full; her sex drooled a pearly slop. There was a thick ring of lather all around her labia and vaginal opening, very disgusting. There was so much semen - a river of pearly cum drooled heavily from her hole, which was still spasming from her fuck. This would be repeated many times in the months to come. Esther burned afterwards each time with feelings of shame. Mutumbami then dressed, zipped up and left telling her he would be back soon. 

	“Now, we understand each other,” he said to her on the way out the door. “You need a protector. And you cum like a whore on my dick, bitch.”

	She lay there stunned and just nodded, like a brain shot wart hog. She lay there with his cum drooling from her hole - finally got up and went to the bathroom to clean up. Then she went and looked in on David - telling him she was tired, but that they would talk tomorrow. When she slipped into bed, David went to bed and jerked off. He had been listening to their coupling which he couldn’t avoid hearing. And it had given him an erection he couldn’t ignore. The next morning Esther told David that she was powerless to prevent Mutumbami from ‘taking advantage of her’. David asked her a dozen questions. She told him she was repulsed and felt terrible about it. And that Mutumbami had done things to her that made her respond in ways she didn’t understand.

	“You’ll understand it better when you get older,” she told him. “But we both know that man is a devil,” is what she said to close the discussion. 

	Chapter 5

	Sunday Afternoon Gangbang

	Sometimes, David tried to talk to his mother about what Mutumbami had done to her and was still doing to her. But when he confronted her about it, she just shrugged her shoulders as if to say, ‘we’re in Zimbabwe, and these men are our lords and masters now’. 

	He began to wonder if she was complicit on some level. He asked her if she enjoyed what he did to her. Esther, who was aroused by the domination and the sex, got upset at his question, and changed the subject. David found himself overwhelmed with anger.

	He told his rabbi, “I was forced to watch them interrogate my mother. They did terrible things to her: physical things and mental tortures. They did a cavity search and used a cane on her. Then they burned her with cigarettes and used electricity on her. They kept saying to me, ’you must be excited, when you see your mother questioned. When you’re excited, we won’t torture her’. I can’t get it out of my mind.”

	The rabbi, a wise older man, gently prodded David until he admitted that he found the experience arousing and had even masturbated afterwards thinking about it.

	“It’s OK David. People sometimes can’t control how they respond physically in a terrible situation.”

	But David’s problem was not just that he’d seen his mother naked and saw her forced to orgasm and tortured. It’s that he hadn’t been able to get it out of his mind and was now using it to masturbate constantly. He had been forced to assist in the questioning of his own mother, while Mudiwa masturbated him. He experienced a strong sense of shame and anguish during the ordeal. His erection and ejaculation had escaped his control. Moreover, the torture team had created for him a relationship between sexual excitement and the cessation of his mother’s humiliation and pain. Their physical torture of her was interrupted whenever he ejaculated. And now, Mutumbami was coming over to their house regularly. And what was happening behind closed doors had his mind aflame all over again.

	And Mutumbami came over frequently. He would show up on weekday afternoons. Some weekday nights he would arrive, have a beer and then march Esther down the hall to the bedroom, with David sheepishly going to his room. Esther, being forced to do these things, was free to experience them fully.

	And Mutumbami made her experience the dirtiest unspeakable sex acts he knew. She became aroused by what he did to her, even though he was the man who had shamed and tortured her; and this caused her considerable pain. She thought of herself as a good woman and a mother. To be degraded and abused and have her body respond so instinctively and passionately confused and pained her. In time, he would coerce her into doing unspeakable things.

	He told her to arrange to have her son stay with friends on the next Sunday. He planned to ‘share’ her with friends. That Sunday about noon, he showed up. Esther heard a lot of heavy footsteps coming up to the front door; and then the bell rang. Esther opened the door and Mutumbami stood there with two other black men wearing black and yellow security type T-shirts and shorts. Esther’s face went white! Mutumbami had brought the two men who had tortured her.

	“This is Arthur,” Mutumbami said introducing the tall, lean, younger man. “And this here’s Chenjerai,” Mutumbami said, pointing to the older man.

	He was a big, dark-skinned, bow-legged, older man with a big gut. Arthur was much younger - in his early 20’s, slim and tall. Chenjerai was easily 40. Both men sported the shaved head look very popular with cops, paratroopers and security people.

	“You’ve met them before, of course,” he reminded her unnecessarily.

	She knew who they were, of course. She looked at Mutumbami, but avoided looking at the other men. She was wearing a short skirt; had make-up on and was wearing heels, her wedding ring, and a slim gold necklace. Since Mutumbami had begun sexing her, she had started to pay more attention to her appearance. She was trembling now that these two men were in her home…

	“Get us some beer,” Mutumbami ordered her.

	Esther, flustered and frightened, rushed to get several bottles of beer from the refrigerator. She nervously put them on a tray and came back into the living room to begin serving everyone.

	Mutumbami, when she brought him his bottle, looked at her coldly and said, “Where’s the glass?”

	“I’m sorry…I didn’t know you wanted one. I’m sorry.”

	All eyes were now on her. Mutumbami made her turn around and smacked her on her buttocks, making her yelp. They joked and drank for awhile.

	Mutumbami then said to her, “Get us some food.” 

	Esther got some sandwiches together and served them as the men talked, laughed and drank. The men relaxed and enjoyed the beer and food for the next hour. It was bad when Mutumbami sexed her in her own home. Now, he was bringing other men to the house for a party. And worse of all it was the men to tortured her. She had figured out that they were all going to fuck her. She was handing out more beer. And her skirt had ridden up a little. As she moved around the room, everyone looked at her ass. The lower edge of her panties was visible. Arthur and Chenjerai commented on it.

	“I said it before, woman. You have a nice ass.”

	All three black men were sprawled out with big bulges showing in their shorts. Esther acted polite and demure and tried not to let her feelings show, but she was getting wet at this point. Feeling that they were not there to torture her, she was secretly relieved. The terror she felt had been transformed into something related: sexual arousal.

	She knew better than to pull down her skirt as the men, joked slapping palms at her expense. They took turns groping her ass as she passed by. She paused, moaned and licked her lips as they groped her.  When she returned to her seat, her skirt was up so high….you could see her belly button above the top of her panties. 

	Mutumbami sat down next to her and ran his hand between her legs and she spread them a little, giving him better access to her crotch. Everyone watched as he played with her cunt through her panties. Arthur said something to Chenjerai and they both laughed. Mutumbami made her spread her legs and show them the wet spot. She’d soaked the crotch and it had seeped thru….

	“Take off your blouse and skirt,” Mutumbami then said to her. 

	Esther tried to resist at this point. This was now part of the interaction between them. Mutumbami would begin - she would resist - he would slap her - and then she would strip; it was the same way that day. He slapped her and she took off her top, leaving her in just her bra, panties and shoes. The slap made the others even more excited. Mutumbami made her spread her thighs and drew attention the wet spot in her panties again with his index finger.

	He used two fingers to rub the spot. Esther began blushing furiously as he played with her. He worked the crotch of her panties and made the wet spot grow as he pressed his fingers into it. She responded by closing her eyes, wiggling her ass involuntarily a little and moaning. He almost made her cum. He masturbated her through her panties. She could smell her sex over the lingering aromas of the food. Esther looked down at her pussy, along with everyone else. Then she closed her eyes because he had found the hottest spot and rhythm. He worked it and she started to grunt and moan like she was about to cum.

	“You like it when I do this,” he grilled her.

	She gasped and came in her panties.

	Esther, after she came, sat down heavily and didn’t look at anyone - with her eyes down, embarrassed. Mutumbami unzipped and pulled out his dick for Esther to suck in front of his men. He made her kneel, wagged his tool right in front of her face and she kissed it when he presented it to her. Then she began to give him a wet sloppy blowjob; slow and nasty - in front of the others.

	Mutumbami was so worked up that he ejaculated in her hot mouth very quickly. Mutumbami shot several pencil-thick streams of baby batter into her mouth and she gagged and it slipped out. He was still spurting and some of his hot load landed on her face. She swallowed most of his heavy load in front of everyone. 

	She got his dick back in her mouth and thick globs of semen filled her mouth again…some dribbled out of the corner of her mouth. He made a show out of milking it and feeding her the last drop, which she swallowed and then licked her lips like a slut. Her pussy was very wet now and as she leaned back and waited passively. Mutumbami took a truncheon off his belt and made her pull down her panties. This was a personal weapon. It was made from a heavy spring encased in rubber. It was used by cops on rioters and suspects. He slowly inserted it - big end first, into her vagina; making her moan as he worked it into her. 

	Her pussy and even her thighs were soon glistening with her juices. It was thick and it didn’t go in that easy, but when he was done, the handle of the truncheon protruded from her vagina. Her panties were still around her knees. She looked like a debauched whore standing there with the truncheon up her sexhole.

	“There you go slut,” Mutumbami said to her cruelly. More laughs and crude remarks flew around the room.

	“Bitch is hot and wet.” 

	“That pussy is gonna get filled good today.” 

	Esther kept her head down… didn’t look up. She just licked her lips, and stood there stupidly with the big club in her pussy. Mutumbami encouraged Arthur and Chenjerai to strip her. They took off her clothes, and soon she was naked, except for her shoes. They made her lie down on the coffee table. 

	Mutumbami said to her, “Show them what you got.”

	Esther pulled her spread knees to her breasts to expose her wet pussy, with the truncheon still sticking out obscenely, and this put her brownish-pink, tight asshole on display to everyone too. They crowded around and began to explore her. Esther closed her eyes during this ‘personal exam’ and moaned and whimpered as they played with her. Chenjerai and Arthur were on either side of her playing with her tits. They squeezed them and pinched and pulled on her nipples. Esther moaned as Chenjerai moved down to her crotch.

	He ran his fingers around the wet opening and spread her labia. He pulled on the truncheon, deeply embedded in Esther’s pussy. It came out with a pop and dripping. A long string of her vaginal juices connected the end of it to her hole. It glistened in the light. Chenjerai took the lead and inserted two fingers into her pussy, worked it around; inserted another and Esther reacted by whimpering. Next, he rubbed her clitoris; exposing it….and pressed it against her pubic bone to make it stand up more. It felt so good that she let out a loud moan in response.

	Arthur bent down to suck on her nipples. Soon the two men were out of their clothes in no time. They were very hard. They fisted their uncircumcised dicks in front of her. Arthur’s was longer than Chenjerai’s but the older man’s was thicker. Esther just licked her lips, her eyes wide as she contemplated her fate.

	Chenjerai said to her, “Show me your hot mouth."

	He moved forward to rub his dick all over her face.  She touched his reddish glans as he pulled the loose skin back. Compared to her milky white skin the contrast was fascinating. Chenjerai made her put her mouth on it, pushing his foreskin back with her lips and slowly bob her head up and down. She then licked every inch of his tool, using her pink tongue like a paintbrush. She pushed his dick up and licked his plum-size balls. He started to tease her by pulling away from her. 

	She tried to get her mouth around it again but he just slapped her face with his dick. He moved down and slapped his big dick against her thigh and she spread her legs for him. She was very worked up. 

	She began to whimper, "Please….please….please."

	Esther reached between her legs and spread her pussy lips apart.

	“Fuck me….FUCK ME.” 

	"You want me to fuck you?" 

	Arthur, stroking his dick, encouraged his friend. On the couch, Chenjerai crawled up between her legs. Then he worked it in slowly. Esther rewarded him with a wet, shaking, orgasm as soon as ľ of it was in her vagina. She shook and moaned for about 15 seconds and clutched the older man tightly….then he started increasing the pace.  After a moment….she began to meet his thrusts with her own. She was breathing hard. She grunted as he picked up the pace. His dick dragged her labia into her vagina with each thrust; he was so thick. He had worked the whole thing into her hairy, hot pink sex. 

	He fucked her slow and steady. His huge frame dwarfed her. He seemed to be concentrating on his own cum. He leaned down and began nuzzling her tits. She was breathing hard….panting…. as his dick dragged her small labia into her vagina with each thrust. Esther was cooing and moaning as he fucked her steady and deep. Chenjerai leaned down and began kissing, licking and biting her nipples.  He started making noises like he was about to cum.

	 "Uhhh….UUUUHHH….Take it bitch……here it cums… bitch." 

	“Fuck her good,” Arthur said.

	Chenjerai shot a big load - his balls jerked up and down….over and over…. He made a big ‘deposit’ into her cunt….with his whole fat dick inside her…….buried balls deep. Little dribbles of cum soon escaped her cunt and oozed out around his thick pole. He enjoyed her tight sheath….then pulled out with a pop…. sat back and finally lumbered off the couch. The springs creaked…he was so heavy. Mutumbami and Arthur slapped palms with him. Esther lay there in a stupor….looking dreamy…… moving her thighs in and out in little jerky movements. Her cunt was dilated open and a thick river of cum drooled out, as her vagina spasmed. 

	Mutumbami said, “You’ve got a cunt full of cum.” 

	He brought his right hand down to her messy pussy, scooped up globs of gooey semen on two fingers and brought it to her lips. He repeated the process, this time inserting her fingers to get the deeper deposits and brought them to her mouth; then she licked his fingers. She did this over and over again…without being told to…and then licked his fingers clean. Esther opened her mouth wide and Chenjerai leaned over to rub his softening black sausage on her lips for her to clean. He squeezed out a final drop of semen and made her take it on her tongue. Arthur couldn’t stand it any longer. He was very excited watching the scene; came over and stuck his long dong in Esther’s face.

	"You like cum," he announced. 

	Chenjerai went to the kitchen to fetch a beer. Arthur now had Esther to himself. He loved to ride white women until they cried, so he grabbed Esther by her hair with one hand, and shook her head. With the other he prepared to feed his long dong into her mouth.

	“Suck this slut,” he said to her. 

	He slapped her face with his dick and told her, “Open your mouth, cow.” 

	Esther gulped and breathed hard through her nose as he worked the first few inches in her mouth. He withdrew a little; then pushed it steadily back in. Each time he pushed in….he went further into Esther’s mouth and soon it reached the back of her throat. She just went limp…and when it reached the critical spot…she gagged. Whenever he took it out, her saliva just poured out. His oral rape had made her saliva thick and frothy. After working it to the opening to her throat several times, he yelled at her and told her to take it, ‘all the way’. With each thrust more slid in further and it soon made a bulge in her throat. 

	Arthur forced it in. You could see tears running down her cheeks as her eyes watered. As he worked her mouth and throat on his long dong, she gagged after a few strokes but swallowed and relaxed enough to make the throat fuck possible. Every time she swallowed….Arthur felt like his dick was caught in a sweet, velvet vise. He grunted with pleasure. Impaled, she looked up into his eyes…..submissive as she was enjoying being forced to serve him this way. Then, he pulled it all the way out.

	"I’m gonna cum in your mouth,” he said as he wagged his saliva wet dick in her face.

	He put just the head in her mouth and made her suck it with short, jerky strokes until he came.

	“Oh…….yeah…OH…..YEAH….BITCH……TAKE IT ALL.”

	Her mouth filled and her cheeks swelled with his discharge as spurt after spurt of his seed flooded her mouth. She swallowed four, five times as he filled her mouth. He never let go of her hair and never took his dick out of her mouth. She gagged and was breathing furiously through her nose. But there was so much cum and she gagged as some cum was forced up into her nose.

	And she needed to breathe. Her eyes were bulging out of their sockets and she pushed on both his thighs with both hands to pull free of his dick. Ropy spurts of cum continued to shoot and land all over her face. Pearls of cum splattered all over her lips, chin and cheeks as Arthur held onto her hair, controlling her, and Esther opened her mouth gasping desperately for air. He got it in again, and Esther tried to control the  choking because of all the saliva and pre-cum in her mouth. She couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran over her lips and down her chin, getting her tits sloppy and messy too. She coughed when it was over and it was a very sloppy cough. 

	"You’re a slut for cum, aren't you,” he asked her?

	 She swallowed, gulped and breathing like a race horse whimpered. Esther had gotten a messy facial. Globs and rivulets of cum were all over her face, neck and breasts. Arthur wiped up some of the mess with his fingers and presented it to her to lick up.  Mutumbami dropped his shorts, grinned, climbed up on the couch….knelt between Esther’s splayed thighs and worked his dick in her pussy next. He was very hard and bent her legs back until her ankles were on his shoulders. He fucked her in this position for only five minutes or so - making Esther cum and then he came with a roar.

	When he pulled out there was a big river of semen now….drooling down on the sofa cushions between Esther’s ass-cheeks. Mutumbami got off, pulled on his shorts….went out to rejoin Chenjerai for a beer. But Arthur, who stayed to watch Mutumbami pound her, was hard again. He didn’t let Esther rest.

	“Please,” she begged him.

	Arthur made her get on her belly; and then up on her elbows and knees. He clambered up and got behind her so that his dick was lined up with her pussy. He was eager to get his dick in her hole. Arthur inched his long member into her semen soaked cunt. She groaned a little as his dick head opened her vaginal sphincter. He got in just a little and then pulled out. He just worked his dick head in her pussy to stretch open her hole. He did this several times and it made her moan each time he did it.

	He pulled out so that only the head was in her cunt. She moaned as he teased her with it. He pulled it out and forced it back in - opening her teasingly each time. He made her beg for it. He made her beg him to fuck her using the filthiest words. When Arthur made her grovel, only then did put it all the way inside her. Arthur kept working his dick in and soon, he had all of it in her cunt. He eased back out and Esther was sweating and moaning. She grunted as he pushed it in all the way again. She was on her knees with her head and elbows on the couch. She moaned and sweated as his dick reached deep inside her vagina. He forced the whole thing inside her until she cried out.

	“Is this what you want, slut,” he yelled at her? Do you want my big, black dick in your slut hole?”

	“OH…oh…oh…oh,” was all she could croak. 

	Arthur impaled Esther deep and gradually increased his strokes until he was pounding her hole so fast that his black dick was a blur. Esther's whimpers increased to shrieks during the pounding. Then she came. This went on for ten minutes until finally Chenjerai came in to cheer him on. This only served to spur Arthur on. The amazing thing was his staying power. He pounded her for almost a half-hour.

	She began to yell, "Fuck me harder. FUCK my pussy. Fuck me. Fuck my dirty pussy………….FUCK ME……..FUCK ME………..FUCK ME……….FUCK ME."

	Arthur fucked Esther like a machine and only stopped when she fainted. After catching his breath, Arthur slapped her face to wake her and said, "You - slut. Wake up." 

	She moaned, "Oh God, no more please." 

	Arthur replied, “Now, bitch…… I'm gonna do your ass."

	 “No. Please….not there……no…no there. Please don’t,” she pleaded.

	He pulled out and pushed her face down on the couch. 

	"Spread your cheeks," he commanded her. 

	She had no choice, so she pulled her ass cheeks apart. He wet his finger in her sloppy pussy and slowly forced it into her asshole. He enjoyed violating her there. Fucking a woman in the ass is the ultimate degradation and Esther had never been fucked in the ass. Chenjerai leaned over to help. He had gotten some cooking grease from the kitchen.

	“Here you go, man - lets lube that shit-hole up.”

	He kept her ass cheeks apart and dribbled saliva on her anus and then worked the grease in too. He spit on her again and it landed right on her hairy, brown, wrinkled hole. It was a new violation for her. He worked it around with his finger tip and spit again when Arthur helped him hold her ass cheeks open so that her asshole opened a bit as the spittle mixed with the grease. Chenjerai got his finger in her hole, and began working it far up into her rectum. He took his time and reamed it in – and – out. By finger fucking her asshole, he got her shitter was juicy and open. She groaned at the deep intrusion…

	Then he announced to her, “Get your ass ready slut.”

	Whimpering and begging him, “No…… please…… no…….please.”

	“Hold it open. Tell me to fuck your ass, slut,” he commanded her.

	She had no choice but to obey him and reached back with two hands to open her ass for his penetration. Arthur knelt and put the head of his dick against her asshole and pushed against the sphincter. She just moaned as it hurt her. She began to moan like a calf.

	Her moans got louder ...she begged, "Go slow…please………please…..please."

	“Push like you’re gonna take a shit and it’ll go in easier, slut. If you tighten up, it’s gonna hurt,” he told her.

	She did it - she pushed and finally, with a pop, the head of his dick went in. After the first few inches, it was easier. Esther relaxed her rectum and soon he worked most of his dick into her tight nether passage. It was amazing to her to feel something that big in her asshole. He picked up the pace and Esther, feeling it, began to hump back gently to meet his thrusts.  

	She groaned, “Oh…God." 

	Arthur pulled it almost out, and then pushed it slowly in…in…..in….. When he had worked her loose, he started pumping faster and faster, until it was just a blur. She moaned, groaned and grunted in time. 

	She gasped, "fuck… my…. ass…Oh God, fuck…. My… ass…. FUCK MY ASS." 

	The she screamed, “UH…UH….UH…..UH…..Oh my hole, oh my hole, oh my SHIT HOLE, oooooOHHHH…aaahhh. OH GOD.”

	Then she just whimpered. He kept fucking her and she began wriggling her ass against him. Her hair was all over her face as she tossed her head from side to side. Her big tits jiggled and swayed as he pumped her. She turned her head around to look at him as he pounded her. She had reached underneath to rub her clitoris as he pounded her. Arthur, close to cumming, started to grunt. He fucked her, with short little strokes with just the head inside her asshole and as she rubbed her clitoris furiously, she came.

	“Ohhhhhh….OHHH,” she gasped as he hosed her bowels with big ropy spurts of cum squirted deep.

	He held his dick there as he continued to spurt ropes of hot semen into her. When he pulled out, her brown rosebud was red and drooled pearly white cum. He dribbled a final glob on her anus. Her anus was stretched, slack and slightly open. When Mutumbami came over to look at it, the tender membranes of her anal sphincter were angry, red and swollen. She’d been ass-fucked for sure. Her asshole had been stretched into an "O", like a mouth with no teeth. Arthur and Chenjerai left happy. They had wanted to fuck Esther ever since camp. When the men left at 4pm, Esther went to bed. She was exhausted.

	Chapter 6

	The Locker Room

	Two weeks later Mutumbami brought her back to the camp on a Saturday afternoon. She was very nervous about this. The last time she had been at the camp was several months before when she was tortured. But this time, it would be different. Mutumbami took her on a little tour. He showed her the different sections. But in the back was a locker room where the different shifts got into uniform before going on duty or when they came in afterwards to shower and change. When they got to this room, Esther averted her eyes. There were two or three men there in various stages of undress. It was just about time for a shift change.

	Esther, who had been feeling the old terror, felt herself relaxing. This was similar to the same feelings she had when Arthur and Chenjerai came to her house. She had felt dread at first, thinking she was going to be tortured again. But her panic then metamorphosed into sexual arousal. And something similar was happening now. Mutumbami had forced Esther Goodman to realize that her fullest sexual release came from being humiliated.

	She didn’t enjoy pain but it provided a means to an end. And in Esther’s case the end was being reduced to a mere slutty sexual object. This is what she had come to respond to emotionally and sexually. Mutumbami, sensing how Esther’s mind worked, now took pleasure in putting her into situations that not only pleased him, but degraded her and made her wetter and more orgasmic.  

	“I brought you here today,” he announced, “So you could see what happens to a naked white woman in a locker room.”

	“OH GOD…You don’t mean…..”

	“Oh, yeah - I’m going to let all the men fuck the shit out of you today.” 

	He looked at her and she had a look like the cow in the slaughterhouse that’d been struck right between the eyes with a bolt.

	“And you gonna cum like a whore,” he said to her.

	As she contemplated her fate, she unconsciously put a knuckle in her mouth and bit it. As she stood there hesitating and somewhat dumbstruck, Mutumbami pushed her forward.

	“Ok..... it’s time for you to get up on the table.”

	Esther’s looked around the room and saw only two men dressing and then over towards the shower where other men could be seen soaping themselves.

	Mutumbami barked at her, “Get up on the table.”

	He made it easy for her by pulling over a chair and holding her hand he helped her step up onto the seat and then onto the table.

	Submissive now, she started stripping at his direction. When she was down to her heels, she turned and displayed herself at his command. Men had started to come in from the field or report for work and the room began to fill up. What greeted them was a 40 year old white woman with big tits, aureoles and nipples, a full, round ass, unshaved underarms, and a hairy pussy standing there naked as a baby. Mutumbami had her bend over to show them her ‘charms’ and made her dance for the men. Mostly bumps and grinds. She was embarrassed but had to do it. Then he got her on her back, with her legs pulled up to her breasts to display her pussy and asshole.

	The men practically drooled as they could see her puffy sex lips framed by the thick mat of dark pubic hair. She was exposed and ready for sexing. As she lay there with her legs spread wide apart her pussy got wet and soon her labia were fat, full and glistening. Her big clitoris, as big as the tip of her pinky, protruded red and shiny from underneath its protective hood. She could smell her own sexual odor. Mutumbami came over and began masturbating her, as the men began crowding around to watch with excited looks on their faces.

	He played with her labia…spread them…and began to rub her clitoris. Soon, her hips began to jerk, just a little. He got two fingers into her pussy and palm up he searched for the sweet spot in her vagina. When he found it, he began to press on it and then rub it. Esther groaned as he worked it. He found her urethral sponge and pressed down on her tummy at the same time as he began to frig it harder and harder. He kept working the spot, knowing that it was just a matter of time and she’d gush.

	Finally his hand was a blur as he frigged her to a spurting climax. She spurt a hot stream of juice to wet his hand and wrist. She groaned and cried out as she came. The humiliation…..the shame at performing in front of so many men made her orgasm even more intense.

	“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH……OH….GOD…….OH…..GOD…..OHHHH…..UUUUHHHHH…OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	When he took his fingers out the men could see how wet she was. She was dripping! Then men began dropping their trousers and shorts. Esther stole peeks at the men as they stripped. She held her breath as she saw what was coming. The men all seemed large and ready. In fact, their dicks pointed up and look like truncheons. Esther licked her lips nervously, as craned her head forward to see. The most aggressive man came over and grabbed and squeezed her tits. He mauled them, and when he pinched her big, brown nipples she groaned. He then pushed her thighs further apart to explore her sex. The others could see her glistening between her legs as this man forced two fingers inside her hole. 

	He rooted around, exploring the size and feel of her hole. It was obvious she didn’t need any lubrication. When he pulled his fingers out, they were connected to her sex hole by strings of vaginal mucus. He jammed his fingers back in and was soon finger-fucking her steadily.

	“I think she likes it,” he announced to the room, making everyone either holler or whistle.

	“Please don’t let all them....,” she said her voice trailing off.

	“You love this. Let’s see how many times you cum. You’re a slut!”

	Mutumbami mocked her, stretching out her painful humiliation.

	"Look at how wet her cunt is. She’s dripping,” he said pointing to her crotch.  

	The truth was that Esther had masturbated a few times to fantasies of being sexed by a group of men. Before she and Meyer married, when blacks swam in a river near them and her husband commented on how big they were to her, she became excited thinking about them sexing her and later masturbated. She didn’t want to be gang-fucked, but down deep she had some dark and nasty thoughts that had planted roots in her mind.

	   

	This first man took his turn fucking her. He kept her legs on his shoulders. Her piss flaps glistened wetly in the overhead light partly hidden by the thick, dark mat of her pubic hair. The man’s long cock went in deep and he took his time. Her moans were keyed to what he did to her with his cock. When he forced it in deep, she groaned.

	When he pounded her she groaned out loud, “Uh….Uh….UH…Uh…Uh…uh..OH..OH...OHHHHHH.”

	"Feel my dick, you dirty SLUT,” he laughed at her.

	  

	He kept taunting and mocking her, especially when he noticed she was juicing like mad.

	“I think you like getting the black spear,” is how he put it laughing at his own joke. 

	Finally, he came - deep in her vagina. She was sweating and groaning when he pulled it out. Then she closed her thighs and put her knuckle up against her mouth, to bite on it aimlessly. She seemed to be in another world. He brought his slimy cock around to her face.

	“Clean it,” he said to her simply.

	He made her use her mouth to clean his dick, balls, and inner thighs of all traces of sweat, semen and her vaginal secretions. Then another man started in on her. He moved between her legs and took his turn. He was quick and when he finished dumping his load into her cunt he came over to have his cock and balls cleaned. The next man scooped out some cum from her pussy, grabbed her by the hair and made her open her mouth; then he wiped the semen on her tongue and made her swallow it. 

	“They’ll be two dozen men coming thru here. They’re all gonna want to fuck you,” Mutumbami whispered to her.

	She groaned as Mutumbami, almost as if he was reading her mind, said, “You’re gonna enjoy it, slut.” 

	Esther turned her face to the far wall and swallowed nervously at Mutumbami’s remark. Then, two young men got Esther on her feet and pushed her on her elbows so they could fuck her from behind. They pointed out her wet, open raw hole to the others, who clapped and hooted. ‘What kind of a woman am I,’ Esther thought to herself…. 

	One of the men, a real tall Zulu-warrior type, quickly dropped his shorts and got behind her. He sported a long, slim, curved cock. Joking with his friend, he soon worked his spear into her messy pussy and began pounding away. Just then the door opened and half-dozen more men poured in - full of high spirits, laughing and slapping palms.

	They came in, saw what was happening and crowded around the tall Zulu fucking the shit out of the buxom Jewess. Soon, the sound of zippers being opened blew her mind. To think that each and every one of the dicks behind those zippers was going to fuck her was a mind-blowing thought. She allowed herself to go with the flow - feeling helpless. When he finished, the Zulu stepped back and a new man took his place behind her ample ass.

	Over and over she had to take one cock after another in her vagina. She was unable to rest for even a moment; they were insistent and demanding. She knew that this was etching the most unbelievable erotic experience on her own mind – being forced to take on a gang of men. Despite, or because of the shame, soon, not to her total surprise, Esther grew fuck happy.

	They had worked her into such a state that she cried out – making raw, uncontrolled cries and screams as they forced her into orgasm after orgasm. She was kept in two positions: on her belly or on her back on top of the table. As men ejaculated, her pussy became so sloppy that most of the men, before they would put their dick in her, tried to wipe her down. They used her panties for this and each time someone used her them to clean her pussy, it became more soiled and disgusting. Eventually one of them stuffed the nasty garment into her mouth.

	“Open up whore,” is how the man put it.

	And then holding her by the nose he used his fingers to push the soggy panties into her mouth. As her pussy got loose and sloppy, they put her on the table on her belly and began fucking her in the ass. Someone got a jar of coconut grease and they worked some of this into her shit hole. Then the fun began. Over and over, the heads of throbbing cocks were forced into her rectum and she was reamed out thoroughly.

	On her belly, the bigger men pressed sensitive deeper parts of her vagina thru the thin membrane separating the two sheaths. This pushed the right buttons and Esther began crying out when one of the men made her cum this way. Her asshole became red and raw and dilated; it stayed open somewhat. Like her pussy, it drooled pearl jam…

	This was a new indignity. They had made her cum by sodomizing her. What else could they do to her? Men stood around and applauded each other’s performance; especially when one of them made her cum or humped her like a demon. And, Esther came a lot, as they took turns with her. When all of the men had a turn, it wasn’t over as more men showed up, either going on duty or coming off a shift. Some men fucked her from behind with her bent over the table. 

	Some pushed her onto her back and fucked her with her legs on their shoulders. Once or twice, when she came, her pussy squirted and sprayed hot juice.  It was a very humiliating gang rape. They were rough with her and pulled her around by her hair like a doll. They fucked her liked they hated her. When this group had done the deed, more men showed up in and took their place in line.....Every time Esther saw more men pile in she groaned.

	“Oh God…No more. Please….Please,” she begged.

	But it did no good. One of these men was huge - at least 6’8”. When he got his turn with her, he smiled from ear-to-ear, for his cock, only half-hard, was enormous. Esther, who had been fucked by 15 or 16 men at that point, and whose pussy was loose and packed with semen, looked at it and her eyes popped open. He had a cock that would have made a rhino proud between his legs in a room full of big, hard, hot cocks. With her on her back on the table top, he pushed her legs to her tits and got them on his shoulders.  His dick, as he got her ready, kept lengthening and stiffening.

	He grabbed it in his right hand - pulled the foreskin back and forth and said, “Open wide!” 

	She moaned as she craned her head forward and saw how big and thick it was. Now fully erect - it was almost a foot long and as thick as his wrist.

	“Oh God help me,” she said, as she looked at it. His organ was bigger in every way than any of the other men’s cocks. The head of it was as big as a plum – the shaft was impossibly thick - and he had a pair of pendulous balls that hung down heavily in his sack.

	She felt him rub her swollen, purple labia with the head; and then he took his time and worked it into her pussy. In a little....then out....then back in. She wondered if it would fit in her sexhole. But she was relaxing her sloppy wet vagina as much as she could to allow him access. He took his time to work it all in. When he was almost all the way inside her he began to fuck her slowly. Esther kept up a steady stream of moans, grunts and cries as his big cock ironed out all the wrinkles and folds in her cunt. After a few minutes, when he’d gotten it all the way in, he began to really put it to her. He had stretched her so wide that even her fat purple labia were pushed into her sex-hole on the in-strokes.

	Semen packed in her vagina was forced out as his thick shaft stretched her like a fat snake squeezing itself into a small hole. Her pussy juice and the semen from the other men wet his cock and could be seen streaking the coal black shaft as he plowed her at different speeds.  He fucked her for all he was worth and she began to howl like an animal when he really pounded her. Then with a roar, he came and blasted a hot stream of semen into her hole.

	When the man finally pulled his dick out of her, she was compelled to look. She saw that her cunt stayed open. Men came over and looked. They could see up inside her. A river of semen ran and drooled from her stretched vagina to form a puddle between her ass cheeks on the already sloppy table top. He brought his softening monster over for her to clean; and she dutifully licked his dick, his balls, and his thighs clean of their combined fuck juices. She held his dick in her hand and was amazed at its size. This group having to go on duty, the men dressed and left. But almost immediately more men showed up. Esther groaned aloud when she saw more men. 

	“No…..please NO MORE. I can’t,” she moaned.

	They quickly got her bending over the table and fucked her from behind, slamming their dicks into her hard and fast. She came again, but had a hard time staying on her feet. They threw her on the wet table top and pulled her to the edge of the table so her pussy was right there - and the last two men fucked her this way. When it was all over, Esther had been fucked by more than two dozen men. They had filled her to overflowing. They had slammed her into a world of degrading, soul-shattering vaginal-uterine orgasms that surged from her pussy down her legs and up to her breastbone. 

	The gangbang over, she lolled soaked and drenched in sweaty exhaustion on the wet table top. Sweat, semen and her secretions were everywhere. She whimpered softly, moving her knees together and apart, waving them gently as her cunt spasmed and drooled. Her pubic hair was plastered down with sweat, her pussy juices (she had squirted several times) and semen. It was all over her inner thighs and had run down her ass crack to form a puddle on the table. She was a mess...

	Mutumbami said to her, “You’re a mess, aren’t you? Your pussy is disgusting, isn’t it?”

	She looked at herself and thought it was the most disgusting thing she had ever seen. It was only then that Mutumbami grabbed her by the arm and got her on her feet. 

	“I think you enjoyed it,” he said to her.

	Mutumbami and one of the younger men took Esther to the shower, made her kneel down, took out their dicks and pissed on her. From her face to her tits and belly and down to her crotch, they hosed her down with piss. Several men watched from the doorway. This attracted a crowd and eventually several more men pissed on her. Eventually, she was allowed to shower - dry herself and get dressed. Only then was she permitted to leave. The next day, sitting alone at the kitchen table in her home with her head in her hands, thinking about the experience, she cried.

	‘Oh God - they were animals. Their penises were so big. I'm so ashamed. I had so many orgasms’, she thought to herself.

	Esther was trying to accept that sometimes a person can’t control how their body reacts. She still felt terrible. She had been obliged to experience things that no normal woman and mother should have to experience; scenes that she could barely have imagined. She found out that, on some sick level, she enjoyed being sexually abused. It all just blew her mind!

	She was a complex woman - a combination of opposites. She seemed self-assured, but was actually very submissive. She frequently masturbated, but felt it was ‘wrong’. Now, she was the slave of a man who had no compunction about doing nasty, degrading things to her.

	Chapter 7

	The General’s Party

	One day, Mutumbami called Esther and told her to get herself ready for a ‘party’ that next Saturday night. She dutifully put on a cream-colored silk blouse, black knee length skirt, high-heel black pumps, and cream-colored, filmy panties, a lacy cream-colored bra and sheer stockings. An hour later, a young man came for her. She looked lovely - her hair brushed - her make-up perfect - her figure complimented by the clothes. The young man whistled when he saw her. He drove her to a house in the best part of the city. She could hear voices, like a party, as they approached.

	She wondered what sort of an affair she was being taken to. Since Mutumbami had instructed her to be well-dressed, she had hopes that it was going to be ‘nice’ party. Maybe she would meet some of the higher-ups in the government. What had happened was this: Mutumbami had reported to his superiors that Esther had possibilities as a sex slave. He relayed that she was a natural submissive, aroused by humiliation and rough sexing and very orgasmic. This had been passed around and came to the attention of the Army’s military commander in Bulawayo, the man known simply as ‘the General’.

	Once inside, she saw that there were at least a dozen well dressed men there – all black. She felt very uncomfortable, as he looked around. Hers was the only white face there. Having drinks were policemen, politicians, military officers, business men and bureaucrats – all influential men in that part of the country. Mutumbami was there. He had done his job and delivered the goods. She was now at the disposal of the General. Servants had opened the bar and the side tables were filled with food. Candles were lit and the room sported old leather chairs from when the British ran Rhodesia. A bartender served drinks. The tantalizing aroma of food wafted thru the room. The candlelight lent a party atmosphere to the place.

	The room got quieter when she entered. The General came over and greeted her. He made a fuss over Esther. He was a big, fat man with a huge gut and he smiled at her in a feral, but charming way. Esther was so taken aback by the setting and his charming greeting, as whisked her around and introduced her to everyone, she felt overwhelmed. The General used only first names; and each man smiled at her. As the General escorted Esther around the room like visiting royalty, for a moment, she was disarmed. The General steered her over to the bar. He had the bartender pour champagne for her.

	“Drink my dear,” he said. Esther took the glass and feeling she needed a drink, drained almost all of it.

	The General made her drink five glasses quickly. It was degrading being made to swallow when ordered. He tummy soon felt full. Then he commanded her to walk around the room and show herself to the men.

	“Walk around and display yourself. You’re the ‘party favor’.

	She now understood what the party was about. ‘Oh God’, she thought to herself. She felt swelling warmth between her legs. She hated herself for how her body was responding. She began walking around the room. When she had circled the room and returned blushing to the bar where the General stood, he grabbed her by the hair, like a common whore, and shoved his hand under her skirt to feel her ass and pussy.

	“They want to see this. They want to see what you’ve got. Stand in the middle of the room and take off your clothes.”

	Esther licked her lips and looked down. She looked over at Mutumbami and he was smiling. Seeing no help there, she looked back at the General. He was still smiling at her.

	“Go on my dear. Everyone wants to see your charms. And you and I both know you’re already wet, don’t we?”

	Esther blushed. It was true. She walked like a zombie to the center of the room. Everyone was watching her, as she began to unbutton her blouse. She felt her blood roaring in her veins and experienced a moment of lightheadedness. When she took off her blouse a man reached out and took it from her. Next, she took off her skirt and then her bra. When she exposed her tits, there was whistling and clapping. This made her blush even more. Her nipples began to become erect and her tits bobbed and swayed as she pulled her panties down to show them her full ass and hairy pussy.

	“Walk about and let the men see what they’re getting,” the General said from the bar.

	Esther dutifully began to walk around the room. As she passed by men, they reached out to grab her tits and feel her ass. Men put their hands on her. Several forced their fingers into her hot pussy. They groped her thoroughly. By the time she got back to her starting point, she was very wet. The General grabbed her by her hair again and forced her to her knees. Then he summoned a man to his side and told him he could be first.

	A big middle-aged Colonel, the man unceremoniously unzipped his fly and pulled out a thick, semi-erect uncircumcised dick. Then he yanked Esther’s head around like you do to a disobedient child and told her to suck it. Esther took the man’s semi-erect cock in her mouth. She kissed, licked and sucked on his cock at his direction. The others came over to watch. 

	“That’s it, lick my balls, slut and get them wet. Now kiss it, that’s it, slut,” he crooned as she obediently worshipped his manhood.

	“Look at how this slut sucks my dick,” he boomed, so everyone could hear.

	“Do you like to suck big, black dicks, whore?”

	He pulled his dick out to hear her answer.

	“Yes.” He slapped her face. “Say – YES SIR!”

	“YES SIR!”

	“That’s better.”

	His cock stiffened - sweat formed on his brow and shudders of pleasure convulsed through his body as Esther continued to work on him. He drew closer to cumming in her hot mouth. She used saliva and her hands to jerk the man off at the same time she sucked him. This way he didn’t choke her with his big spear. Without warning, his cock pulsed and warm semen began spurting into her mouth. Esther took his load. His erection subsided – But before she swallowed, he made her show the other men cum in her mouth. Then he let her swallow the salty treat. Finally, she had to tell the men how much she liked it.

	“Do you like black men’s cum, whore?”

	“YES SIR!”

	Esther was allowed to get to her feet. A man gave her a glass of champagne and made her drink it. An fat man, a rich industrialist sitting in a large comfortable leather chair, beckoned her.

	Esther came at his bidding – and stood next to the arm of the man’s chair. He slid his hand up the inside of her thighs to feel her pussy and ass. He touched the wetness seeping from her pussy as well as her full butt cheeks. The old man stood up, his attention now fully on her, and forced her over the back of a nearby leather chair. He made her spread her cheeks to show him her asshole. Esther was blushing from her cheeks to her tits. Then he used his hand to spank her; the sound reverberated throughout the room.

	The blows made her cry out and she became more submissive as other blows followed. The old man took off his belt, doubled it up and used it on her buttocks and thighs – giving her a vigorous whipping. She clenched and unclenched her cheeks at the feel of the hot leather and wriggled her ass, giving the men a fine show. Her cheeks soon became a bright red and a new heat, a new sensation swept through her loins. The men in the room had formed a semi-circle on either side of her. Most of them were rubbing their crotches, erections obvious in the larger men.

	One tall young man pushed thru the group and dropped his trousers revealing an unusually thick, but average length dick. He grabbed Esther’s bright red ass cheeks - pulling them apart to reveal and then separate the lips of her hairy, wet pussy. He then forced his cock in - straight to the hilt, the angle of his penetration and Esther's position putting pressure on her G-spot. The man began to vigorously hump her, coming with a shudder and a grunt. Esther, feeling her vaginal sphincter being stretched by his thickness and his pinkish cockhead rubbing her G-spot, her ribbed urethral protuberance – approached an orgasm and began to groan loudly.

	“Harder - harder! OH GOD. I'M CLOSE, I'M CLOSE! OH GOD! SO CLOSE. NO, NO - DON'T STOP! FUCK ME. FUCK ME!!"

	She felt him grab hold of her hips and hold on tight as his dick pulsed and spurted. He came leaving her hanging. The next man grabbed a thick hank of Esther's hair and used it as reins, pulling her back onto him. He came quickly and his cum added to the previous man’s. A third man entered her sex-hole; he too grabbed her hair. Esther was growing frantic, wanting to cum. The next man was young and strong. He spread her legs wide and slowly pushed it in. Esther felt his cock touch and pass her cervix. She felt full; nice and full indeed. While he was not that big around, he was long.

	She chanted, “FUCK ME….FUCK ME ….FUCK ME…FUCK ME …FUCK ME…FUCK ME….FUCK ME…FUCK ME….FUCK ME…FUCK ME!!!”

	He never said a word. He quickened his pace and the closer he came to his climax, the closer she came to hers. As she felt herself getting closer to cumming, she could feel he was cumming too. Esther reached an orgasm as he came.

	“Oh…OH…OH…OH,” she crooned.

	A line of men formed on the other side. They had their cocks out or had dropped their trousers. They were ready to use her mouth. Esther used her hands to avoid being choked by the men who began face-fucking her. She was forced to open wide, receive their cocks, gag, and swallow. The orgasms did not stop; each new cock drove her closer to another cum. She felt like she might pass out. Each time someone thrust into her vagina - she felt it touch and then go past her cervix and she felt she was going to explode. Someone with a big dick got between her legs and it filled her up. Then he began fucking her hard and fast. Esther could feel him go deep into her epicenter.

	She got wilder when this spot was touched - it sent a surge through her whole body. It felt so good when it went in all the way – right to the end. She looked over her shoulder at the man and realized it was Mutumbami. He did not stay in her long. He smiled, ejaculated and pulled out but not before he made her cum. After this, Esther began wriggling her ass; pushing back and hoping another like him would replace it soon.

	She whimpered like a whore, “Fuck me, fuck me - FUCK ME."

	She felt another man replace him. He was rather small and he didn’t last long. He made his deposit and then more men came inside her. Soon, her pussy was a large gaping wet hole, drooling semen – there was a mess on the wood floor beneath her. Eventually every one of the men used her as a cum dump. The General said he had an announcement to make – there was murmuring at what was coming next. He announced that something special was next. He made a speech to the effect that they all could see what a slut the white woman was. Well, he had a special exhibition for them that would show, ‘just how much of a slut this woman is’.

	Then they all heard General say, "Get the dog."

	Esther could not see behind, but she heard the animal bark and began to struggle. Esther looked back and saw this huge dog - a big, brindle-colored mastiff. Instinctively, she understood that they were going to mate her to a dog    !

	"NOOOOO, GETAWAY! NO! NOOO! STOP HIM! NO! NO! STOP – NNNNNNNNNNNNOOOOOOOOOO!"

	They took Esther, struggling, and someone slapped her. Then they laid her down on a coffee table with her legs spread open. Soon, she felt a cold nose between her legs and then something very warm and wet licking her.

	"STOP DON’T LET THE DOG NEAR ME…! OH GOD NO! GET HIM AWAY! Get him away! Stop him! Please don't. Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. Oh. Oh, Oh God…God. AHHHHHHHH, Ahhh Ohhh Fuck Ohhhhhh."

	Esther found herself seduced by the dog’s tongue. The dog sniffed first, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vagina thru her labia to her clitoris....It didn’t take too long for this to become very compelling. She felt the dog when it thrust its tongue inside her, and then it went back to lapping and lapping and then back to thrusting its tongue into her depths to lick up the semen and her secretions. Between the dog’s copious drool, the semen and her secretions, her pussy was soon a mess. Her heavy mat of pubic hair became soaked, and the mastiff made her jerk and twitch every time it thrust its big pink tongue in her sexhole. 

	Despite how disgusting it was, it made her pussy purr. Involuntarily, she had multiple orgasms that kept exploding like a string of firecrackers. It was obvious to everyone how much the dog had gotten to her. She was reacting; she grunted, moaned and cried out as the dog worked her over.

	She had a long string of convulsive orgasms and screamed, “OH…..OH…OH…OH….OHHH….OOOOOHHHHH…..OOOOHHHHHH!”

	Then, the dog moved down to her asshole and she felt it lap her there. The beast’s tongue was at her anus, warm and wet. And then the tongue went back to exploring every crevice and fold of her pussy. To have this happening to her in front of everyone opened a floodgate in her mind. To have a dog make her cum was a new, more debasing degradation; the most humiliating yet. She felt herself approaching another hard climax. Esther reached down and opened herself as wide as she could for the dog to get more access. She forgot all about the men watching her. Oh, she could hear them – joking and congratulating the General for finding a prize slut like her.

	Esther lay there, moaning and groaning with pleasure. Then the dog stopped. When that happened she groaned. In a way, she didn’t want it to stop. She wondered what they were going to do to her next. Soon, the General decreed that it was time for the dog to fuck her. The men got her on the floor on a rug and forced her on her hands and knees. One of them produced a swab coated with the vaginal secretions of a bitch dog in heat. He used this to anoint Esther’s messy hole. Two men led the beast behind her. She soon felt the dog jump on her back and felt its front legs and paws wrap around her ribcage.

	She felt the dog’s dick jabbing at her hole. The men let the dog get ready to mount her and then pulled it back. They did this to provoke the strongest breeding response in the dog. They did this three times. And it was working as the animal growled and strained to get at Esther’s cunt.

	She was crying, “OH GOD - OH GOD – OH GOD."

	The men finally let the dog find her hole and it got its cock inside her before she knew what hit her. It pulled her close with its front paws. Its dick was a jackhammer – humping her fast and hard. It looked to the men like the dog was going to fuck her to death. Esther felt it hammering past her cervix. She also felt the knot right against the vaginal opening. It felt as if the beast was trying to get it inside her. Of course it was the knot. She had felt it and seen it grow.

	Now, this huge thing pressed against her hole. What was going through her mind, in a split second, was this: it wouldn’t fit inside her. It would hurt her. It was sick - against all nature – for a dog’s penis to be inside her. It was terrible that everyone was watching her. So she felt more than ever, that she would not able to look anyone in the face after this. She was being forced across a terrible line. A black face appeared beside her and said something at her. At first she didn’t know what the man was saying. But then it sank it…

	He was saying in a loud voice to her, “The dog gets the knot in you. It’s going to go in you. It has to go in you.”

	Some part of her already knew that the knot was meant to go inside her vagina. The sheer physicality of the situation was overwhelming her. She had been fucked and climaxed. And now, they were making a dog fuck her. She knew she would never be the same as the heat of the dog's dick and its hard thrusting was having an effect on her. Feeling its cock ramming her pussy began to take its toll. She felt the pressure building at the opening of her cunt and realized that the dog would keep pushing until it got the knot inside her. She looked between her legs, caught a glimpse of it and groaned.

	She felt revolted, but some part of her wanted it inside - wanted it inside her hot hole, so every time the dog pulled back she found herself pushing back and when the animal thrust forward, she felt herself ‘opening up’. When the knot forced open the vaginal sphincter and popped inside, she howled with a mixture of pleasure and pain as the mouth of her vagina was stretched like she was giving birth and the dog, happy now, drooled on her bare back.

	But once inside, it felt good. The dog had now stopped humping. It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her vagina. For her, it was like her whole body had become her pussy. It was hot and filling that she began to wriggle her ass just a little and whimpered and moaned every time she did it. She had descended down the ladder of decency to land in the lowest depths of perversion. The knot stretched her - she felt it pulsing and hot. For Esther it was like she was just a pussy. She was this dog's bitch and like a real bitch she wanted a big male dog to mate with her. The knot filled her up and she became fuck happy. A filthy chorus of dirty talk came spilling from her mouth… Esther became a babbling idiot. 

	She could not think of anything but the hot radiating warmth and sensations throbbing between her legs. Her mind was spinning and exploding. Her whole body just shook and shook with rapture. She felt the dog jetting its hot cum into her unceasingly - spurting and spurting. It pulsed and ejaculated than any man’s and it was much hotter. As the dog’s cock continued to vibrate and spurt, she felt her whole pelvis bear down. She tightened her stomach muscles and, as she did so, her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s dick gripping it tightly and she CAME hard!

	Her brain exploded, as her whole body shook. When she relaxed her vagina, the men standing closest could see the knot looking like it was about to come out. But it was still too swollen and deeply embedded. Then when she contracted her vaginal muscles, the knot was pulled in. It went in and out about an inch. This made the knot massage her G-Spot and the front wall of her vagina; and forced the arrow shaped head deep into her epicenter. Every time she squeezed it, she had one body quaking orgasm after another. She would have one and then take several moments to recover and then she would squeeze the knot again.

	She had several body-shaking climaxes this way. It went on and on. The men stood by dumbstruck watching her cum this way. After about 10 minutes, the dog was done and wanted off. She felt the animal pull back and when it pulled its cock out, she felt like she had a log pop out of her. There was so much pressure - then nothing. The dog jumped off the table and two men led it away as it reached down to licks its cock. The thing that blew everyone’s mind was seeing what had just come out of her hole. The dog’s dick looked huge. Men could not take their eyes off of it; they saw that the knot at the base was as big as their fists...

	She heard someone say, "Get a close up of that. No one will believe she took it all if we don’t get a picture."

	Everyone then gawked at her hole. It was stretched out and drooling dog cum. Esther, exhausted, rolled over on her side, panting, and curled up into a fetal ball. She felt and looked like she had climbed a mountain. She was wet and sloppy everywhere, from her belly down to her pubic mound and her thighs and butt too. A disgusting mixture composed of dog and human semen and her secretions oozed from her hole. Her hole was open, reddened and swollen. The General voiced the opinion that she had a whore’s pussy and was meant to take dog’s dicks in her “dirty slut hole”, as he called it.

	She was left naked on the floor. Her hair hung down in sweaty disarray. After awhile, they got her up. Semen and pussy juice ran down the inside of both thighs as she walked. The General ordered her to walk around and display herself to everyone again. Some men took photos of her. There was someone with a video camera who had caught the whole sordid show. Her bra and panties were gone, but she was able to get her blouse, shoes and skirt back and she dressed. The constant humiliation of cum drooling down her legs shamed her. A man drove her home.

	Chapter 8

	Weekend as Joshua’s Place

	Mutumbami continued to sex Esther. David, listening to the hot sounds of the black man sexing his mother in her bedroom, would jerk off. Esther knew from their rabbi how David was affected by what he had been forced to see and hear. She knew their lives were now controlled by Mutumbami. Mother and son had been changed forever.  He was taking money and sex from her on a weekly basis. And she knew he thrived on humiliating her.

	The pleasure he took from degrading her as a woman and especially a white woman was always very apparent. So, she was very suspicious when he called and told her to be ready one Saturday morning – a car would come and pick her up. She knew she had no choice – she dutifully got ready to drive over. David didn’t want her to go, but Esther sat him down and told him that what she was doing was keeping him safe. When Mutumbami snapped his fingers, she had to do his bidding. He whined upset, but in the end, there was nothing he could do.

	A young security man, someone she had not seen before, picked her up and drove her. He grinned at her. She knew he had been told all about her, and she felt his hot eyes appraising her at every opportunity. Joshua Mutumbami lived in an area that had been, in the old days when it was Rhodesia, the exclusive province of the whites. It was a big house, a tobacco farm, once owned by a white overseer.

	When they got the driveway leading to the house, it was obvious that blacks had not maintained the place the same way as the whites had, in the old days. It looked careworn, but this may have had as much to do with the tottering Zimbabwean economy, as anything. Four black boys were playing, kicking a soccer ball around the compound. They looked at the car sullenly and she felt no welcome coming from them, as the security man parked the car and they went up to the door.

	A big booming voice greeted her, “Ah, Mrs. Goodman.”

	This was Joshua’s younger sister Dadirai. She was a tall, vulgar and cruel 30-year old woman with big hips, thighs, breasts, and buttocks. She lived there and took care of his household and his three children. Joshua was a widower; his wife had died a few years earlier. Some said he had murdered her, but who knew the truth about that. Dadirai was devoted to his sons, Hlatshwayo, aged 16, and Qinisela, 15, and his daughter, Lindiwe, aged 14. She greeted Esther, wearing a colored print dress that did little to hide her big bosom. Her hair had been pulled back into a crude ponytail and she wore open-toed sandals. She was attractive, in a vulgar way. 

	“We’ve been waiting for you.” 

	Esther wondered who the ‘we’ was she referred to? She brought her into the house and had her sit in the living room on a couch littered with toys and books and other junk. She looked around nervously. Esther wore black heels, and a very short navy blue skirt that barely covered her ass. She had on a blouse and make-up. She knew how to please Mutumbami, who she now called, ‘Sir’ or ‘Boss’.

	“My brother will be home soon. You wait here,” she said, “I’ll be right back.” 

	A moment later Dadirai came back in the room. She then took Esther to her own room. She sat down in a chair by her make-up table and motioned for Esther to sit on a small beat-up couch that faced the table. 

	“You’re here because my brother has given you to me. Do you know what that means?”

	Esther looked at her.

	“I’m not sure,” she answered.

	“You’re mine for the weekend,” Dadirai said.

	Esther licked her lips nervously.

	“You’ll be here till tomorrow night. If you please me then my brother will be happy. If you don’t make me happy - well, I’ll whip your white ass with this, “she said, as she fetched a cane from behind the dressing table.

	It was a thin, cruel rattan cane and Esther knew already what that felt like. She stared at it and realized that this big black woman was going to torture her over the next two days.

	“You know what my brother is capable of, so I don’t need to tell you, do I?”

	Esther nodded. She realized that this was a new phase…and one that had terrible implications for her.

	“First thing, take off everything.”

	Esther was ready to do her bidding. She hesitated just for a moment and then began to unbutton her skirt with a resigned look on her face. She took a deep breath and began undressing.  When she was done, Esther stood with her arms by her sides and waited. Dadirai came over and began inspecting her. She grabbed each one of Esther’s tits and felt them, like a butcher examining an animal for slaughter. She made her spread her legs and sat down in her chair and made Esther get close enough so that she could see and feel her pussy. She rubbed it and then separated the labia to examine her more closely. She gave her a through personal exam. She exposed her big clitoris and rolled the bud between her index and middle finger extracting a moan from the Jewess.

	“Nice and big. Turn around.”

	Esther did what she was told.

	“Now bend over and spread your legs.”

	Humiliated, Esther dutifully did as she was instructed.

	Esther found it degrading how the woman controlled her. She licked her dry lips as the bigger woman ran her finger around the rim of her anal sphincter and then made her drop the pose to stand erect. She then felt her ample buttocks.

	“Hmmmm…..”

	“You’re well built for a white woman, you know that,” she said.

	“You like the black spear now,” she asked her?

	Esther colored noticeably at her remark. She looked at Dadirai.

	“Uh….yes,” he answered her.

	“Spread your cheeks,” Dadirai told her.

	Esther was very embarrassed. Here she was in the most degrading position imaginable - having a woman she didn’t even know examining her anus. She wanted to die….

	“This will get some attention, I think,” Dadirai announced.

	She wet her finger and played with her anus, making her clench it defensively.

	“Until my brother took charge of you – you weren’t used to having anything up your ass - we’re you?”

	“No, I wasn’t.”

	With that, Dadirai sat down in a chair by her make-up table. She motioned for Esther to kneel facing her. Then she motioned with her hand showing the older woman got down on her back and wriggled so that she got her feet and her calves underneath the seat of the chair that Dadirai was sitting on. 

	“Ah, the sweaty cares of the day,” Dadirai said as she shucked both of her sandals, revealing her sweaty feet.

	“You lick my feet, woman. Hands by your sides and you do a good job or I’m going to whip you between your legs,” she said to Esther.

	At the mention of a pussy whipping, Esther felt fear and loathing. Somehow she knew that this woman knew how to hurt another woman. She was lying prostrate with half her body underneath the chair. Dadirai lifted one foot and presented it to her. Actually she held it right under her nose. She wanted her to smell it and she did. And then after sniffing it, as commanded, she began to kiss and lick the black woman’s stinky feet. She had been sweating and the feet contain numerous glands and ducts that contain the body’s pheromones. The woman’s feet were big and smelly, but Esther bent to the task of licking and sucking on her toes. She licked between them and then sucked them into her mouth individually. Just then, Mudiwa came in the room.

	“Hi, Auntie,” she said. “Ah. I see you’ve already begun to enjoy this one.”

	Esther colored as she was performing a degrading task and recognizing Mudiwa as the woman who tortured her, she felt even worse.

	“Remember me, white woman,” Mudiwa said, bending down to make eye contact with Esther.

	“Pull up a chair my niece and let this slave lick your feet.”

	“Yes, oh yeah…I’ve been wanting this slut.”

	Mudiwa got a chair and pulled it so that she was sitting right next to her Aunt. She took off her sandals and soon Esther was compelled to worship both women’s feet. Mudiwa’s were nicer, but it was still a debasing task having to wash another person’s feet and only be allowed the use of your lips and tongue for the task. Mudiwa had the habit of pressing the ball of her foot right onto Esther’s mouth and nose - to impress her with her scent. The she allowed the older woman to kiss and lap her.

	“Suck on my toes, now,” she said…

	Esther went from one foot to another. It was the most demeaning task she could have ever imagined. Dadirai was ready now for her to eat her pussy and pulled her skirt up. She crooked her finger at Esther, got her under her skirt, put her hands on the back of her head and made her rub her nose and mouth on her crotch. Her sexual odor was strong when Esther gagged at the smell; she pushed her away and then pulled down her panties. Esther was taken by the sight and smell of the bigger woman’s pussy. She was hairy with kinky black hair in a thick mat that went up quite a ways. 

	Her labia were very long and quite black at the edges and purple everywhere else and they were in wild contrast to the hot pink interior. The woman had a big reddish clitoris, as big as her own and her thighs were big and muscular. Her pussy was already wet. She crooked her finger and pointed to it. Esther was fascinated and horrified, as she had never had sex with a woman. As Dadirai directed her, she bent to the task and got busy kissing her sex.

	The more she made the Jewess kiss, lick, and suck and stick her tongue up her cunt, the wetter she got. Dadirai leaned back, with her skirt up, spread her legs and squeezed her face with her thighs to keep the older woman in her crotch, slurping and kissing. She kept one hand on the back of her head and from time to time, pulled him closer.

	“That’s good. You do a good job and I won’t let Mudiwa whip you.”

	She wanted to breathe, but unsure of whether or not she could pull back, she didn’t. Her face was shoved right into the black woman’s hot, smelly center. She kept her hands on the back of her head and held her close. It was overwhelming and humiliating at the same time.

	“You open your mouth and kiss and lick everything,” she told him.

	She found the smell overpowering, but the taste wasn’t unpleasant. The texture of her secretions made him a little uneasy in her stomach for she was juicing thick mucus. Esther sucked her labia into her mouth and did the same with her clitoris. She liked that and praised her. Mudiwa watched as her aunt enjoyed the white woman’s attentions. Dadirai kept her eating her pussy until she squirted and came in her mouth. She held her hard by the hair to make sure she got it all. She told her to put her mouth on her vaginal opening - lap up all the juices and swallow. When she was done, Dadirai signed contentedly.

	Then Mudiwa got her turn. She was wearing shorts and she pulled these and her pretty blue bikini panties down. Her pubis was bare; she shaved. She had a very pretty pussy and Esther had an easier time eating her pussy. Mudiwa cooed and whispered to her as she kissed and licked.

	“So sweet….that’s a good girl. You lick my hot cunt. OH YEAH…”

	She kept the Jewess at it until she too came. Then Dadirai took another turn. And after she reached a body-shaking orgasm, she turned her back over to her niece for another turn. After Mudiwa had a satisfying cum, Dadirai reached for a plastic bottle and showed it to Esther. It had been cut off at the top and the cap was still on the bottle but a hole had been made in the cap. It was a primitive funnel. She got her down on her back again and squatted over her face. She put the cap against her lips and told her to open her mouth. She did. This was unbelievably humiliating when she put the open end of the bottle up against her crotch and began concentrating.

	“Get ready,” she said. “I want you to drink my piss. You understand?”

	Esther realized he had no choice and nodded. Dadirai concentrated, her brow furrowed and soon began pissing. Esther kept her mouth open and waited. The black woman’s stream increased until she began filling up bottle rather nicely. Her piss was a rich golden color. She told Esther to start sucking. 

	As she began sucking, a little dribbled from the corner of her mouth down her cheek, but she was nursing on the bottle and soon it filled her mouth. She wanted to throw up, and the humiliation overwhelmed her, but she dared not stop. 

	The black woman kept pissing until she had nearly filled the bottle. There was nearly a pint of piss …it was hard to tell exactly how much as he had begun draining the bottle. She gagged several times and struggled to avoid vomiting. Esther was sickened at how degrading this was. Dadirai finally finished urinating. She kept the bottle up against her pussy and watched Esther sucking and swallowing her piss. Finally, she was able to drain the last of it. Only then was it taken out of her mouth.

	“Good,” Dadirai praised her.

	She then put the empty bottle down on her dressing table and smiled at Esther.

	“You liked serving me, didn’t you,” she asked?

	Esther, red faced, just mumbled.

	She got up and squatted down over her face again. 

	“Lick my pussy and asshole. Get it clean.”

	Esther dutifully put her mouth on it and licked the woman’s wet pussy clean and then she turned her attention to her anus. She had to kiss it like it was a mouth, and then she licked it. Dadirai kept her at it as it felt good. At one point, at her direction, Esther had to insert the tip of her tongue - very stiff – into the black woman’s anus. She knew that if she didn’t do as she was told, she would get another whipping. 

	Esther discovered she was aroused serving this big, black goddess. When Esther was done, her face was a mess. She was wet from her nose to her chin. Her nose had run her eyes had teared-up and this made a mess of her make-up. Claiming she didn’t show enough enthusiasm and skill, Dadirai had Esther stand and bend over. Then she had to grab her ankles as she and Mudiwa applied the cane to her full ass cheeks.

	WHIP….WHIP….WHIP!

	Esther found the position and the beating unbelievably humiliating; especially after having been forced into servicing them. And it hurt! They each gave her three hot, hard strokes and it left marks on her buttocks. She yelped after each one and bit her lip to keep from crying out. She was determined to show them they had not broken her. But this was to prove very futile. Then Dadirai went out into the hall and called for Lindiwe. Esther winced as she didn’t want the children to see her naked.

	Then Lindiwe and her two friends, Chipo and Munashe showed up. The three girls were all 14, slim, strong and pretty. They giggled when they saw her. Then they stared curiously; comparing themselves in their endowments to the naked white woman. They looked at Esther like the curiosity she was. As they stared, they giggled some more. Esther bit her lip nervously. She could not believe she was in this situation.

	“This is ‘dog-slut’, girls.”

	“Hmm,” said braided Lindiwe, as she stared at Esther.

	To be reduced to a thing…a ‘dog-slut’ was another indignity for the older woman.

	“She’s your father’s slave. Let me show you.”

	She directed the girls to look at Esther’s tits. Esther wanted to cover herself, but Dadirai pushed her hands down. Then, grinning and talking with the girls, she began playing with Esther’s nipples. 

	“See what happens when I do this,” she said, as she slowly but surely stiffened and made them erect. Esther wanted to hide her face she was so embarrassed. She closed her eyes, trying to blot it all out.

	After Dadirai played with her she let each girl take a turn touching her. They tickled her nipples, and then Lindiwe began pull on them to stretch them. She laughed and pulled them out as far as they would go, making her groan. Now that she had gotten her own reaction from the older Jewish woman, she slapped her nipples. Munashe wanted to do this too. She discovered that squeezing Esther’s tits made her groan even louder than when Lindiwe stretched her nipples. 

	As the girls had their fun with her, Dadirai played with her pussy and Mudiwa touched her anus and then forced her index finger into her asshole. Soon, Esther’s pussy began drooling. Dadirai pointed this out to the girls who chuckled and sniggered. Even shy Chipo got involved. She was encouraged to touch Esther’s big tits.

	“She’s ready, Auntie, Mudiwa said.

	“Call the boys,” Dadirai said.

	“Okay, girls, Mudiwa and I have something to do. You girls go out and play.”

	Lindiwe and Munashe weren’t happy with being shooed out. They were starting to have real fun with Esther. Chipo was shy and she had been hanging back, but the other two girls were excited by the opportunity to abuse the white woman. Lindiwe in particular wanted to say.

	“Auntie Dadirai, we want to stay. Right Munashe? We’re having fun. I know…..I think….hmmm….we know you’re going to have some more fun with her,” she said pointing to the older woman.

	“Why can’t we stay?”

	Then Dadirai said, “Hmmm…what do you think Mudiwa? Should we let these babies stay?”

	“We’re not babies,” Lindiwe said excitedly. 

	“That’s right, we’re 14,” Munashe said, and then looking around at the silliness of that remark, she began laughing along with Dadirai and Mudiwa. Even Lindiwe began to chuckle.

	“Yeah..... 14 is big enough,” Lindiwe added with a smile on her face.

	“Ok, but you girls – you just do like we tell you. OK?”

	“Yeah…OK!”

	“You know what dog-sluts like to do?”

	The girls had some suggestions, but the older woman shushed them and said, “They like to play with their pussies in front of everyone.”

	The girls giggled at this. Dadirai told Esther to start masturbating.

	“Oh, please don’t make me do that,” she begged.

	“You don’t do it, I’ll tell my brother.”

	Esther didn’t want to, but she knew she had to. She put her hands between her legs and began rubbing her pussy - stroking it lightly at first. She kept her eyes closed as the girls started to laugh at her. She was a comic sight. Holding her legs open and playing with herself…her face sweating and red…she looked like a clown to the girls. Dadirai gave Munashe, the bigger of Lindiwe’s two friends, a cane which she began brandishing. Then she gave one to Chipo. The two girls giggled and flailed the air with them.

	Then she had them give Esther a swat to, ‘make her work harder’.

	Then Dadirai said to Esther, “You better cum, slut.”

	Esther closed her eyes and she was now was breathing hard as she worked her pussy. 

	“Now, here’s the game,” Dadirai said to Lindiwe.

	“She’s shy and needs her ass whipped to make her cum. So, do you want to whip her ass?”

	“Yeah,” all three girls chorused.

	“Lindiwe, here….you grab her nipples, and pull on them hard - like this and then twist them. OK? This will make her go faster,” she said.

	Then she supervised Lindiwe – showing the teenager how to work Esther’s tits to best advantage.

	“Munashe and Chipo, when I tell you, you hit her ass - you understand,”

	Esther groaned. It was worse than anything she could have imagined - a degrading game with her humiliation as the prize. Then Munashe, who had been waving the brush around like a club, squatted down by her ass. Teasingly and giggling, she patted her full cheeks with the cane and as soon as she did that, the older woman wriggled and rubbed herself harder. Lindiwe had stationed herself by Esther’s side. She had grabbed her right nipple and pulled it out as far as it would go…making Esther groan. She sagged, and at that moment, Dadirai gave the signal and the two girls each swatted her with the canes.

	“Hurry up, woman,” Dadirai said to her. “I didn’t tell you to stop.” 

	Each time Lindiwe pulled on her nipples, and she reacted, the two girls got to hit her. Soon, her nipples were so sore and her ass was reddened as the two girls whipped her butt. By the time she came, she was in agony. The little demons had a field day as they took their turns hurting her. She had earned herself so many smacks that the girls were giggling and hitting her non-stop, it seemed.

	It was like when Apache children in the Old West in America in the 19th century were given a captive to torture. They would be allowed by the adults to subject their victims to imaginative ordeals. Finally, she came. And in a way this was worse; the shame of having to cum treated like a toy was devastating.

	She gasped when she felt her orgasm starting to explode. And when he furiously rubbed herself harder and harder and came, she spurted, earning herself praise from Dadirai. The girls giggled as she came. It was so embarrassing. As she took her wet hand from her pussy, she hung her head. Dadirai went over to the window and yelled down into the yard. Esther stood there naked not knowing what to do, as Dadirai called to the boys to come up to her room. In a few minutes, the four boys, who had been kicking the ball in the compound when they drove up, came in the room. The boys were excited when they saw her standing there naked.

	Esther’s face went red. She had never been naked in front of young boys. It was so embarrassing. She wanted to cover herself with her hands, but knew if she did, Dadirai would yell at her. So she just stood there with her face flaming. The tallest two were Mutumbami’s sons and the other two were friends. They were all just young teens. Esther felt their hot eyes on her and blushed even harder. She didn’t know where to look. Her embarrassment was so acute and painful, she wanted to die. The boys sniggered and made comments.

	When they were all there, Dadirai pointed to Esther and said, “Hlatshwayo, this is ‘dog-slut’. She’s your father’s personal slave. Boys, you can take her to your room. All you boys, and I mean ALL OF YOU, can have some fun with her today. Do you understand? Just don’t break anything. You don’t want to make your father angry, Hlatshwayo – right? Now, you each take a turn and don’t fight over her. You understand? You have fun with ‘dog-slut’, but don’t start fighting. If I have to come down there, you’re going to be sorry.”

	“OK, Auntie Dadirai,” said Hlatshwayo.

	With that, he grinned at his brother and mates. Esther, hearing what was said, felt herself slipping down the ladder of decency even further and bit her lip. She felt sick at the thought that she was being given to these little monsters to play with. And since she’d been made to cum, her pussy was ready and wet for them. It was awful. She had been reduced to a children’s plaything. Even her name had been taken away from her……she was now: ‘dog-slut’. Little did he know how she’d earned that name…?

	The boys grabbed her and hauled her out. The boys brought her to Hlatshwayo’s bedroom and made her stand with her hands behind her head. They crowded around her and felt her up all over. They were fascinated by her big D cup tits and squeezed them and mauled her nipples until she cried out.

	“Tie her …Let’s tie her up,” said Qinisela.

	They tied her to the bed spread-eagled. They propped her up on pillows so that even her ass cheeks could be pulled apart slightly to expose her anus. The position spread her legs and exposed her pussy. They crowded all got on the bed and crowded around her. Two boys began playing with and then sucking and biting her nipples. She felt like a centipede was crawling on her as there were fingers everywhere and soon in every hole. Hlatshwayo made a big show of playing with her clitoris to show the others he knew how to make a woman respond. Between the two boys sucking her nipples and occasionally biting them, and Hlatshwayo rubbing her nubbin, Esther’s pussy began to lubricate.

	“Lookit how wet ‘dog-slut’ is getting,” Hlatshwayo crowed.

	The excitement of having a mature white woman to abuse got to Joshua’s oldest boy; and he began unzipping his shorts and pulling out his cock. At 16, he had a respectable sized organ. He fisted it, proud, and showed it to Esther. The, he sat on her chest then shoved it in her face. The others took over and crowded around her crotch to begin playing with her pussy and anus. 

	Esther, at Hlatshwayo’s direction, began kissing and sucking him. He leaned forward and got it so deep into her mouth that he made her gag. But, he was only 16 and massively excited, he came in her mouth. He was replaced by Qinisela, the younger brother, who trembling and shaking, got his cock into her mouth and ejaculated. Then the two other boys took their turn. Esther noticed that the teenagers were quick to cum as she sucked them. They were young and potent and sloppy blowjobs were the result. When they’d all cum, her face was wet with saliva and semen. This made boy’s laugh at her. With some of their loads on her face, she looked like a cheap whore. 

	“Please – no more,” she begged them.

	Then they untied her, got her on her stomach and shoved pillows under her tummy to elevate her hips and re-tied her in this position.

	“Now, we fuck ‘dog-slut’,” he announced to the others.

	Then he took the lead and knelt behind her ass on the bed to put his cock in her pussy. He fumbled around for only a moment, before he found her opening, yawning in readiness at that point.

	“YEAH,” Hlatshwayo cried out, as he shoved his man-sized dick into Esther.

	He took his turn fucking her and when he came in her sexhole, his brother and their friends cheered. Then Qinisela and the other boys took their turns and shoved their cocks in her pussy - using her to relieve themselves. There was no adult subtlety in the way they fucked her; no rotation of their hips or wiggling their cocks from side to side. They were all horny and young and within two dozen thrusts they ejaculated in her. They left her tied that way, drooling cum from her pussy. It bubbled and oozed down the crack of her ass to wet the bedcover.

	“I have an idea,” Hlatshwayo announced as he contemplated her cum filled sex-hole.

	“Qinisela, get one of the dogs in the yard,” he said.

	His younger brother ran out and brought back two junkyard dogs from the yard. Hlatshwayo got them up on the bed to sniff Esther’s cum-packed, messy pussy. The dogs, getting the scent of semen and her vaginal secretions, began lapping up the treat. They crowded in between her splayed thighs and lapped at her furiously. They were lean and hungry mongrels and eagerly took the opportunity for some extra protein. As they licked her womanhood, Esther, remembering how the dog had licked her to orgasm at the party, cried out for deliverance. 

	“NO…DON’T,” she begged.

	But, there was nothing she could do; and soon it began to feel good. She struggled at this, and the boys watched gleefully as she writhed and moaned. The dogs were hungry and soon licked her clean.

	“OH GOD……HELP ME…..OH GOD,” she cried out as their tongues had their way with her.

	When one of the dogs thrust its tongue into her vagina, she experienced an orgasm. The boys found this hugely amusing and began clapping and hooting when this happened. When the hounds had licked her clean, they lost interest. Hlatshwayo had gotten hard again seeing her cum. He straddled her chest and sat down. This put the tip of his dick right in her face.

	He told her to, “Get busy.”

	When Esther didn’t show enthusiasm and tried to turn her face. He reached behind and began slapping her exposed pussy.

	“Qinisela, beat her cunt. I want this bitch to work hard.”

	His brother and the other two boys then crowded around to take over the job of spanking her pussy. And this proved to be a delight. She was already spread open, and her labia and clitoris were swollen from having cum. It made a delightful target and the three boys had a field day. Qinisela led the way and slapped her six or seven times, making her howl.

	But by this time Hlatshwayo had already gotten his cock into her mouth. He had thrust a pillow under her head to elevate her mouth so he could face fuck her. And now with the others spanking her cunt, he was free to ride her mouth to another hot cum. Esther was in hell. The three boys beat the shit out of her cunt. They slapped it with their full palms and soon, her labia began to puff up to comic proportions.

	It hurt terribly and Hlatshwayo was brutal in his rape of her mouth. Her mouth was soon filled with saliva and his pre-cum and it wasn’t long after that she began to gag. The sound of her gagging was an aphrodisiac to the boys. Two boys beat her pussy as the third boy slapped the insides of her thighs until they were red and raw.

	She wished it would end. But no sooner had Hlatshwayo spurted into her mouth and kept his organ in deep so that she whined to be able to breathe, then he jumped off and Qinisela got on her chest to give her mouth a hard ride. By the time all the boys had cum in her mouth, she was ready to pass out. Her eyes were red and teary, her lips were swollen and she had drooled so much that her chin and neck were wet and her pussy was so sore, that any touch made her wince.

	Since all of them had fucked and then face-fucked her.  Hlatshwayo had a brainstorm. The dogs were coming in and out of the bedroom. They were excited by the smells. One of the dog’s cocks had begun to emerge from its sheath. The hot red tip was just protruding. Hlatshwayo grabbed the dog and began squeezing its sheath. Soon, the dog’s organ began to emerge - hot red in color and drooling fuck-slime. He and the others got the dog up on the bed. They began pushing and pulling on the dog to get the beast to straddle Esther’s head.

	“Oh NO…NO…NO - get it away from me,” she cried out.

	“You’re gonna suck this dick, ‘dog-slut’,” Hlatshwayo said.

	When she heard what they wanted her to do next, and looked at the dog’s dick, she blanched and began crying out. ‘The depraved perversions of Babel are once again being forced on the Jews’, she thought. 

	“NO….DEAR GOD….NO….”

	Esther tried to resist, but she knew down deep, she had no choice. She STARED because the dog showed a big tool. Its cock was repulsive and alien. The idea of having to suck it disgusted and shamed her. The dog was 60 pounds of muscle and bone and it showed an organ with a knot that looked like two plums had been stuffed into a sock. It was hot red and purple in color; dripping and spurting pre-cum from the tip. 

	“No….please…for the love of GOD…PLEASE… DON’T MAKE ME…”

	The look of the dog’s penis revolted her. It was so alien. But despite her protestations and squirming they quickly got the dog settled down straddling her head. This put the drooling, red tip right in her face.

	“OHHHH..UHHH…OOHHH,” she said squirming.

	Hlatshwayo grabbed her hand and made her hold the animal’s cock right behind the swelling knot. In her hand, it throbbed. Esther was amazed how hot it was. Now they were pushing her to open her mouth and suck it. 

	“Don’t make me do this. Please,” she pleaded. “Please.......”

	Hlatshwayo told her to, “Suck it, ‘dog-slut’. Kiss and tickle the tip with your tongue. Tickle it with your tongue. Then suck it – OR I’M GONNA BEAT YOUR PUSSY RAW ‘DOG-SLUT’.”

	He made her do it. Esther opened her mouth, gagging at the very thought of having to do this vile deed, and began to put her lips on it and then to touch the pointed tip with her tongue. This sweet action made tip spurt furiously in little pops and spurts. When she saw that this excited the dog, she tried to just lick the shaft.

	“THE TIP, ‘DOG-SLUT’ – LICK THE FUCKING TIP,” Hlatshwayo screamed at her.

	When she went back to tickling the pointed end with the tip of her tongue, the dog’s dick went back to jetting semen. What didn’t end up in her mouth splashed over her lips, her cheeks, nose and chin. The he made her suck it. She put it in her mouth and nursed on it. She soon had to swallow; and then he had her do it over again in exactly the same way, as all the boys watched.

	This routine soon made the dog’s pre-cum jet from the tip like a hose. At times, it seemed like the dog was pissing on her. The ensuing spurts made her gag and choke. When he had her nurse on it, her cheeks told the story. They soon bulged from the copious amount of watery cum. So, she was forced to swallow; then her cheeks bulged again. This was repeated several times. 

	Hlatshwayo was beside himself as he was able to turn her into a ‘dog cock sucking slut’. As this went on, the boy grinned and joked with the others, bragging that he knew how to treat a ‘dog-slut’. Esther felt lower than ever. She was, once again, being pushed down the status ladder to lower than that of a common whore. As the discharge filled her mouth and slopped over her face she wanted to cry. The image now in her mind, that of a woman forced to orally satisfy a dog, was too much for her to handle. 

	Every time she took the tip from her mouth, the dog’s cock just kept squirting and her face got totally slimed. When they dog seemed to be slowing down, they got the other dog ready. One of the boys shoved a mirror in front of her face to show her what she looked like. She took one look and began bawling. It was too much to bear. But Hlatshwayo would not be denied and he made her suck off the second mangy hound. When she was done, her face, neck and breasts glistened with dog semen. She looked over, at one point, and saw the horror of the situation in the boy’s faces - grinning maniacally with pleasure.

	It was worse than looking in the mirror. The state she had been reduced to could be seen in their young faces. After all, it wasn’t every day they got to make a white woman fellate a junkyard dog. Then Hlatshwayo decided that she was to lick their assholes. Then got her kneeling on the floor and each took a turn bending over and spreading their cheeks to expose their wrinkled anuses. They were not perfectly clean and it made Esther want to throw up. But she had to do it and tried to get it over with quickly. But Hlatshwayo made her do it slowly. She had to kiss and then lick each boy’s asshole. At that moment, Joshua sauntered in.

	“Ah, I see my boys got you doing what you’re good for...

	Esther groaned as it was hugely embarrassing to be on her knees with her nose pressed up against Qinisela’s ass crack. After this, the boys began telling him what they had been up to. It was one more indignity added to all the others she had been subjected to. Finally, she was allowed to get up and get ready for dinner. She was to be the family servant, of course. Dadirai and Mudiwa had prepared the evening meal. When Joshua brought Esther in she had been allowed to wipe her face. He had made sure she was wearing shoes and her skirt and nothing else. So she was bare-breasted. Dadirai, miffed that she had not been available to cut vegetables or haul water, instructed her to set the table and then how to serve.

	When everyone got to table, Esther brought out the food and served like a common wench. The meal was noisy and much of the conversation involved what the children had been allowed to do to their ‘new toy’. Esther stood by with her hands at her sides - humiliated. She had to fetch anything anybody wanted and they all seemed to take a turn making her fetch a napkin that had fallen to the floor or a scrap of food. It was very demeaning. At some point, Esther realized she was hungry; and Joshua noticed her looking at the cornmeal and meat.

	“Hungry, ‘dog-slut’,” he asked her?

	She just looked at the food and then looked away, saying nothing. She was sickened that her name had been taken from her now. Joshua took a bowl and dished out a portion.

	Then he turned to her and setting the bowl on the floor, said, “Get down and eat from the bowl, dog.”

	Esther had to get down on all fours and eat from the bowl like a puppy. This made the children howl. They had never seen anyone, especially a white person, reduced to this. Joshua told her that if she didn’t finish what was in the bowl it would be shoved up her ass. She finished her meal with tears in her eyes. ‘What else will they do to me,’ she wondered miserably? That night, after she washed and dried the plates, pots and pans, Joshua took Esther to his bed. After masturbating and being licked to orgasm by the dogs, she was actually ready for Mutumbami to fuck her. And he did - several times in her sore pussy.

	It hurt at first, her pussy was tender from being spanked, but his penetration into the deepest recesses of her feminine center brought her to several thunderous orgasms. He kept her tied with a rope around her neck and she slept at the foot of the bed. The next morning, after hauling water, Dadirai and Mudiwa claimed her. Mudiwa sprang into action. It was time for the next ‘game’. 

	“‘Dog’, pull that bench over here.”

	A low bench sat in a corner in Dadirai’s room. She picked it up and brought it over to sit in the center of the room.

	“Lie down,” Dadirai said to Esther pointing at the bench.

	She made her lie down and then she and Mudiwa tied her hand and foot. Her wrists tied underneath the bench. The tension in the rope pushed her breasts up and out so the heavy globes of her breasts wobbled on her chest and then hung down to the sides. She lifted her head to look pleadingly at Dadirai, as if to say, ‘please don’t do anything bad to me’. But, the younger woman had a definite plan. Dadirai lifted her skirt and went over to straddle Esther’s face on the bench.

	“You stick out your tongue and do a good job,” she warned her.

	Esther realized that she was going to have to suck pussy again. She groaned inwardly at the thought as Dadirai squatted down facing her feet so that her pussy was right over her mouth and her anus rested on her nose. Having the woman’s anus right there was another indignity that struck home, like being made to eat from the bowl in front of the whole family. Lindiwe and her friends had snuck in and were giggling as they watched Dadirai face sit on Esther. Chipo and Munashe laughed and said they wouldn’t do that….Dadirai looked over and waved for them to come in.

	“What you do is just ride her like this. It feels really good. Watch and I’ll show you what I mean.”

	With that, Dadirai wriggled her hips back and forth and then just sat down to smother Esther and this made the bound woman react. She groaned and cried out as she felt like she was suffocating. But as her mouth was covered, all that came out sounded comical. Then Dadirai rose up just a little and went back to rubbing herself on the older woman’s chin, mouth and nose to stimulate her pussy. This was an even more humiliating version of what Dadirai and Mudiwa had done to her yesterday.

	When Dadirai got a good rhythm going, she began working her pussy on Esther’s face harder. This quieted Esther down for good, because she struggled at this point to breathe. As Dadirai rode her face, Mudiwa began playing with Esther’s pussy. She knew what she was doing. She was careful not to touch the clitoris yet. She pressed on a spot at the 1 o’clock position and rubbed it in circles.

	She soon got Esther wriggling her hips in response and very quickly she was close to cumming. Her movements got jerky as she writhed. Dadirai was getting close to cumming too. She did it until she came, grunting and groaning. She got off and the girls could see that Esther’s face was now totally wet, testifying to how much Auntie Dadirai had enjoyed her ‘ride’. She told the girls how good it felt.

	She said, “That felt really good. It’s the best! Trust me on this. And look at this fat cow,” she said pointing to Esther tied to the bench, “that’s what she’s good for.”

	Poor Esther – he looked like she had been ridden hard and put up wet. Well, with a little encouragement, Lindiwe took off her shorts and panties and straddled the Jewess’s face. She was a beautiful girl and her brown sweet body was young and fresh. And as she got ready to mount her face, Esther got a peek at the pretty pussy she was now expected to service. Mudiwa, at this point, worked a finger into her wet pussy. Chipo and Munashe watched; giggling and acting silly at this point. It was exciting, but unfamiliar. But, with Auntie Dadirai showing them how; and now Lindiwe taking the dare, they were warming up to the idea.

	Lindiwe liked to masturbate and as she sat of Esther’s face this quickly became a fun game. She rested her hands on Esther and found a pattern that felt good to her and before she knew what hit her, her pussy had swollen and she got wet and as she kept at it, she came. As she approached her orgasm, she lost all self-consciousness and rode the woman’s face in a spasmodic rocking back and forth motion. Meanwhile, Esther, naked with her body wet with sweat, her legs tied open with each of her ankles bound to the legs of the bench, spreading her obscenely so that her brown anus and her fat labia were visible. Her hairy mound was open and unprotected. And Mudiwa now began working her harder.

	Mudiwa was wearing only her military green panties and a camouflage T-shirt, as she knelt on the floor between Esther’s splayed thighs. As Lindiwe got going, Mudiwa worked more fingers into Esther’s womanly depths. Licking her lips, intent and focused, Mudiwa closed her fist with her thumb underneath her index and middle finger. Working slowly, she worked her whole fist with a corkscrew motion, like a spear, into Esther's vagina, forcing the wet labia apart. She was smiling as they formed a wet lip-lock around her slim wrist.

	She pumped her arm and pushed forward using the corkscrew motion to work her fist deeper and deeper. Soon her whole hand .....her wrist and half her forearm were buried deep inside Esther’s body. Then, as Lindiwe began jerking her hips faster and more spasmodically, Mudiwa moved her arm in and out, like it was some huge horse cock. Each time her pussy-juice wetted hand slid inside, Esther writhed against the ropes binding her responding to each thrust of Mudiwa’s fist – each sensation created by the slow, fist fucking. As she fisted her, Mudiwa also used her left hand to tease the white woman's protruding clitoris.

	From underneath Lindiwe’s young loins there came a growing, babbling cry from the bound woman, a desperate mixture of shame and arousal at what Mudiwa was doing to her. The young woman worked her fist deep, forcing Esther to experience stabbing hot jolts of pleasure as she rubbed the knob of her cervix; swirling and pressing her knuckles hard into the G-spot and the epicenter, the most sensitive places deep inside Esther’s vagina. As Lindiwe approached her cum, Mudiwa suddenly began pumping her fist in-and-out faster.

	“Yeah, yeah, CUM NOW, YOU FUCKING DOG,” she cursed at Esther. 

	Her other hand worked the swollen bulb of her clitoris between her wet thighs and Esther’s cries immediately became more frantic and demented. The girls knew, from the sudden babbling noises, and the uncontrollable bucking of her hips, that the Jewess was cumming. The girl giggled aloud at the Esther's antics as Mudiwa forced her to orgasm. They had come to see her as a comic figure – not really a person – more of a ‘doll’........ something to play with and torment. Esther came with lots of muffled shrieks, her full breasts bouncing all around as she experienced the full impact of the orgasm brought on by a fist in her cunt and her clitoris being stimulated. It was a ‘double’....

	Lindiwe, by comparison, came quietly. She wriggled and shuddered with her eyes closed and when she was done, she sighed and then smiled at her friends. They had watched her having an orgasm in front of them and it looked like fun. They looked at each other and then an argument broke out between them as to who was to go next. Dadirai settled it by stepping in and letting Munashe go next.

	She was a big girl, a little fat and she quickly pulled her shorts and panties off and threw them on the bed. Before long she was riding poor Esther’s face like it was a saddle and she was on a pony ride. In fact, with her bare pussy on Esther’s face, she perfected wriggling from side-to-side. And then she rubbed herself back and forth and then in circles hard until she had a nice satisfying cum. She kept hissing between her teeth and holding her breath and when she came, she cried out louder than Lindiwe; who noticed and decided that she would do something next time that would best her friend.

	Then it was Chipo’s turn. She was a real beauty, smaller and delicate boned: a 14-year old, a doll of a princess. As she got her leg over and straddled Esther’s face - she was more reserved than her friends and more nervous. But it became easier for her when Dadirai brought the other two girls over to play with Esther’s protruding clitoris. She taught them how to masturbate her as Chipo tentatively wriggled her hips and therefore rubbed her cute little butt on Esther’s face. She was sweet and conservative until she found just the spot and the rhythm. Then she rode her until she held herself still and came shuddering and sighing sweetly.

	They left her tied so Mudiwa could ride her face. The three girls, shy at first, now found it easier to play. After Mudiwa had her cum, each girl took another turn sitting on Esther’s face and rubbing their young, sweet cunts on her nose, mouth and chin until they came again. It was a confirmation ceremony for them…a coming out as women…almost like experiencing their first menstruation. They made Esther cum several times tied to the bench. After this, Dadirai and Mudiwa pissed in her mouth and got Lindiwe and Munashe to do it too. They made Esther open her mouth and get it right over the urethral opening; and then keep her mouth open as they took their turn using her as a toilet. Esther was turned into a ‘piss-slut’ too.

	Later in the day, Dadirai gave Esther to the boys again. They took her to the yard and tied her to a tree with her tits mashed up against the rough bark. They went and got an empty beer bottle. They greased it up with coconut oil. Aunt Dadirai brought out a small bowl with mashed up hot peppers and showed Hlatshwayo how to mix the peppers into the grease. Then all the boys took turns working the anointed bottle up her asshole.

	Esther screamed like a madwoman as the stretching pressure, dilating her anal sphincter, combined with the fiery heat of the pepper-laced grease drove her crazy. She called them names, like, “filthy devils”. They punished her by cutting branches and stripping the bark to make switches and then whipping her back, buttocks and thighs until she was marked from shoulders to knees. They retied her in a kneeling position, still facing the tree, and tied her ankles to her thighs so that the soles of her feet were exposed. They beat her on her exposed soles with the switches until her feet swelled grotesquely. They had seen this on Arabic TV. ‘Falaka’ it was called. Her soles were marked to be sure, but the swelling was worse. When she was released later she couldn’t walk.

	Then they cut her down and tied to the tree kneeling with her arms behind her back. They stood over her and took turns either jerking off on her face or having her suck their dicks. Some other boys from the neighborhood, attracted by the noise, showed up and Hlatshwayo encouraged them to use her too. Some ejaculated on her face. Other’s made her suck their cocks. Esther was almost crazy at this point. The ants on the tree had been tormenting her. The heat and the bondage was tormenting beyond anything she had ever known. Eventually, more than 20 boys ejaculated in her mouth or on her face almost drowning her. Being young, they were soon hard again and ready for another turn.

	Following this, they were eager to try out new and more imaginative ways to torment her. They finally decided to tie her on her shoulders with her head bent and her hands pulled behind her and tied to a stake. Her legs were spread wide and her ankles were bound to stakes Qinisela drove into the ground. The position put her ass and pussy pointing up at the sky. The boy who thought this up caught flies, pulled the wings off them and deposited them on her exposed pussy to let them crawl all over her.

	Esther, feeling their little feet on her womanhood as they struggled to get away, alternately cried like a baby and screamed like a lunatic. Joshua came out at one point and saw what they were doing to her. He smiled and watched for a time, enjoying her suffering. Then he went back into the house, leaving her to the boys. Following this, Hlatshwayo wanted to show the neighborhood boys how Esther got her name - ‘dog-slut’. Esther cried and begged, but in the end she had to do it again with the dogs.

	He and Qinisela got the hounds and tied her so that, on her back, with a pole behind her knees, they were up against her breasts. This exposed her pussy and asshole. Then, they shoved a honey soaked rag in her vagina and let the dogs lick her until, humiliatingly - she came, writhing and shrieking in front of the boys. This was repeated of course with a fresh rag as the dogs invariably were able to grab the cloth and pull it from her hole.

	Following this, they made her suck the dog’s dicks until their balls were drained. It took more than an hour. Being forced to do this in front of all the neighborhood boys, as Lindiwe and her friends watched from a window, was mortifying. Later the boys made her kneel and pissed on her. This defilement broke her spirit totally that day. Joshua decided since she so amused his children he kept her there for another day. This became a new routine; and he brought Esther out to the house once or twice a month to be the family’s slave. Mutumbami never bothered David and Esther was glad for that. She was always worried for her son. He had suffered enough she felt.

	Epilog

	Esther became pregnant, of course, and gave birth to a healthy black baby boy. There was no question of her not bearing the child. She nursed the baby for 9 months and during that time Hlatshwayo and Qinisela found that her lactating breasts provided new opportunities for deviant games to play with her. They ‘milked’ her and called her a ‘cow’.

	They even let the dogs nurse on her mammoth tits which had grown two full cup sizes as a result of her lactating. As the baby wailed in the house, and this provoked the ‘let-down’ response, her tits began spraying her milk. This excited the boys as never before, and they found new ways to degrade and torment her. As conditions in Zimbabwe deteriorated, and her life was taken from her more and more, Esther planned in secret and sold what she could so that she and David could immigrate to South Africa. She couldn’t wait to escape… They eventually ended up in Canada. David continued going to therapists until he graduated from college. Esther married a nice Jewish accountant in Toronto and told him that she had adopted the black son she brought to the marriage. She never told him of her experiences at the hands of her vengeful tormentors back in Zimbabwe. She knew he would never understand…
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	Synopsis: In 2007, in Kenya, an English family is enslaved by a corrupt and depraved Police Inspector.
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	Police corruption in post-colonial Kenya is a fact of life. Transparency International, a watchdog organization, ranks Kenya as the 11th most corrupt nation in the world. The average city dweller in Kenya pays 16 bribes per month. In 2007 an English family was enslaved by a corrupt and depraved Police Inspector. 

	

	PART 1: Kate & Harry

	They were always shaking someone down and making them pay. They operated out of the Langata station. Their leader was Chief Inspector Munyambu Adoya. He was a member of the Luo tribe, whose males were not circumcised when they became teens, unlike the Kikuyu who practiced circumcision. Munyambu was a devotee of Jamhuri, a shadowy figure in the early years of the African Nationalist movement who taught that Africa would become the dominant political arena in the 21st century and Africans were destined for world leadership.

	Munyambu liked to think that his hobby of shaking down whites was his own small contribution to maintaining the values of Jamhuri and changing the political landscape of Kenya by helping Africans assume their rightful place in the world. He, his Senior Sergeant Kamau and his crew, all of them from the Luo tribe, operated like a gang out of the Langata station and an industrial warehouse on Pate Road.  They sold “protection” to business men, brokered stolen goods and collected bribes whenever they could. 

	The controlled a video production company whose owner, Lei Peng, a Chinese businessman, they’d caught making porn films. Highly illegal, his Kenyan porn films found eager distributors in mainland China, Hong Kong, Taiwan and Singapore. Munyambu had shaken Peng down for bribes at first but then realized that his porn videos and DVDs were worth a fortune. So, he ended up cutting himself in for a piece of that action too. He and Kamau maintained a small office in the warehouse.

	He was close to an Army Colonel, John Ojuang, at the Langata barracks across the street from the police station.  Between his contacts and the soldiers on the base, Munyambu and Kamau had a small but lucrative sideline running prostitutes. With only a police paycheck, a smart enterprising operator like Munyambu needed to be creative in Kenya. He had decided to shakedown a certain white man. He would demand a heavy bribe. The alternative was for the man to spend some time in a Kenyan jail. Nobody who went into a jail in Kenya wanted to return any time soon. If he couldn’t pay the bribe, the Inspector would pressure him to turn his wife over to him or even his daughter. He would turn them into prostitutes and performers in porn videos. If the man was humiliated in the bargain....so much the better. For Munyambu, and his cohorts in crime, this was called having fun with the mzungus (white people). Besides being greedy, the 60 year old cop’s other vice was cruel sex and sadistic torture. 

	“That man belongs on his knees. I just love putting my foot in a white man’s ass....I really do,” said Chief Inspector Munyambu talking about his latest victim.

	“You and me both. Nothing better than putting a mzungu through school. Paybacks are a motherfucker,” agreed Senior Sergeant Kamau.

	Harry Braxton was white, 44 years old, sandy-haired and balding. He was average in height with pleasant features, a little pot belly and a “nice guy” attitude - typical of a man who earned his living as a salesman. He was having tea at the coffee shop at the Nairobi Hilton.....sitting by himself when Senior Sergeant Kamau and Sergeant Zuberi of the Langata station sat down. ‘What now,’ he wondered?

	“Mr. Braxton,” said Kamau in a real friendly way as he came over and made himself comfortable. Zuberi pulled up a chair too.

	“What’s up,” asked Harry? 

	He was trying to be polite, but he was sick with fear. He wondered what they wanted. Kamau had the manner of a smooth street criminal. Harry was nervous and squirmed in his chair. Kamau was doing all he could to stifle a smile at this – as Harry sweated.... At that point, Harry gulped and took out his handkerchief to mop his brow. He had begun to sweat profusely. Kamau was smiling at this point and so was his partner. Harry was becoming more nervous by the minute. They told him that they had some charges that he needed to answer and told him that they were taking him down to the station.

	They hustled him to their lorry and drove ten kilometers to the station. There they began interrogating him. Senior Inspector Munyambu came by to see how it was going. Harry had done something wrong. Everybody in Kenya was guilty of breaking the law at one time or another. And everybody expected to pay a bribe. When Munyambu told Harry that to get himself out of trouble would cost two million shillings, he got sick. He didn’t have that kind of cash. He told him to “piss off”. That was the wrong answer. They threw him into a jail holding cell.

	But first he needed to see what he was facing.

	“He needs some encouragement. Take him to the “North Pole”,” was all Munyambu said. 

	The two men took him to a dark corner of the station, a dirty shower room with a concrete floor and a drain. Kamau and Zuberi stripped Harry. When he hesitated to do it on his own they grabbed him and pulled his clothes off.  They bound his wrists and hung him from a rafter with his toes touching the ground. He was shocked at how quickly and brutally he had been handled.

	Zuberi pulled out a hose and turned it on. He had the nozzle turned off, but it still dribbled water from the pressure. When Kamau gave the signal, he turned the nozzle and began spraying Harry from his shoulders to his knees. Although it was a hot day in this part of the building, the water was very cold and as the black cop concentrated on his buttocks, groin, armpits and torso, Harry began groaning. 

	This was known as sending the victim to the “North Pole”. Harry alternately gasped and groaned as he was hosed down. Then Zuberi stepped up holding a cattle prod. It was innocent looking but a fearsome tool with a blue plastic handle, a 30 centimeter flexible shaft ending in a red plastic probe topped with two 1 centimeter aluminum prods. Harry was soaking wet and this would help the electricity flow. 

	He used the prod on Harry’s armpits, ball sack, his penis, buttocks, and anus. When he was done, Harry was a broken man. They threw him naked into a holding cell. Next to some bad customers....all black; who soon threatened poor Harry with rape. They kept Harry in this cell naked for two days. When they came for him he was shivering and scared. They gave him his clothes and after he dressed, they dragged him out of the cell.

	They brought him to Munyambu. Now, Harry’s attitude was a lot different. But, when the Chief Inspector again demanded two million shillings, all Harry could do was beg and plead for some slack. He told Munyambu that he could come up with maybe.... “a million shillings”. 

	Munyambu grinned and said, “Well, that’s a start. Let’s see what else you’ve got that’s worth something.”

	Munyambu had Harry’s wallet in front of him. He had already taken the cash. He began thumbing through Harry’s family photos. He found a nice picture of Harry’s wife and eldest daughter. 

	“Tell me about them,” he demanded holding up the photos.

	Harry mumbled how they were just a nice family. Munyambu asked how old they were. When Harry told him, 39 and 15 respectively, Munyambu then asked how many children he and his wife had. Harry, nervous now, told him, “three”. 

	“I’m in the movie business,” he said. “I think I’d be willing to let you go for a “consideration” of one million shillings. Your wife would have to work off the balance in my movies. And any other jobs I have for her,” he grinned. Kamau chuckled at this. Harry felt his stomach tie up in knots. ‘What had he gotten his family into?’

	“Of course the alternative is for you to stay in jail until you can get a trial date. The charges you’re facing could send you away for eight or nine years. It’s up to you....Your wife goes to work....or you go to jail. What’s it to be?”

	Harry groaned. He would have to explain it to his wife, Kate. Munyambu told him that he give her the details.  Harry didn’t know what he was going to do. Should he tell Kate or should he keep his mouth shut.  When he got home to their house in the suburb of Parklands that night, he realized he had sold her into slavery. 

	He kept staring at her, and at one point she asked him, “Honey...... is anything wrong?”

	“Oh...no......”

	“OK....now take that stuff out to the garage... like you promised,” she said.

	“Uh....OK.”

	Harry had entered a new world. It was one where the signposts were strange and his own responses were not certain. He would have to feel his way around. Over the next few days, Harry began to try and think things through.  But after a week, Harry decided to bring the subject up to his wife. He was unsure of how to do it, but just told her the truth. When he told her that she was going to have to work off his debt, she was stunned. Kate’s face went pale. 

	That night husband and wife had one of the most serious talks they’d ever had in their marriage. After much back and forth, they both realized that it wasn’t Harry’s fault. Munyambu had found a way to get his hands on both their throats. It was a somewhat bumpy night for both.... but in the end, their marriage was intact. Both knew that Munyambu held all the cards. He was blackmailing them and now his wife was trapped in his web. The next night, there was a dinner scheduled at their home for his in-laws. After dinner, Kate was in the kitchen, when Harry got a call on his cell phone. It was Munyambu and he wanted Kate and Harry to meet him and Kamau for a drink at a seedy bar on Friday at 9pm.

	Cocktails

	Friday night, after dinner they drove over and got a table. Ten minutes later Munyambu came strolling in. Soon they were all seated and drinks were ordered. Several people, mostly black but a few whites too, came by to pay their respects. Munyambu grinned and shook hands. He was a grizzled, lean smallish man with a pot belly. A wiry moustache` and beard, well flecked with gray, adorned his long face. He had a gold tooth and sinewy forearms. After some small talk, Munyambu outlined for Kate how her husband had gotten into trouble. The Chief Inspector explained that Harry had paid part of the bill. And that she was to pay the rest. He told her that she was to make herself “available” for his use. He told her about his movies for example.

	The Inspector made no secret of the fact that black men would be enjoying her “hospitality”.  Kate sat there stupefied. Here was this man telling her that she would be sexually abused and there was nothing that either of them could do about it. Both men chuckled as the Chief Inspector said this, making Harry sick with shame and forcing Kate to blush. Munyambu was no one to trifle with. Not in Kenya in 2007. Everyone knew how corrupt the police were and a Chief Inspector was fairly high up in the food chain.

	“You wanna be cooperative,” Kamau said, grinning at Harry and reaching over to put his hand on Kate’s. Kate had remained quiet and had blushed at some of Munyambu’s remarks. 

	Harry ran thru his options in his mind as he sat there. There were very few choices. Kate was just as staggered and distressed. She had hoped that his recent arrest was a thing of the past, but now it was all out in the open and she was going to be made to suffer the consequences. The worst thing was that they would be using her in THAT WAY. And that she worried how she would be able to endure it.

	Kamau, at one point, slid his chair closer to Kate’s. Then he started putting his hand up her dress. Kate tried to get his hand away but he was insistent. Harry didn’t know what to do.  Kate began breathing heavier and closed her eyes. Harry sat there feeling sick to his stomach not knowing if he should be watching or leaving as the black man groped his wife and soon, she was reacting.  It was obvious that Kamau had reached her “treasure” and was giving her a little workout with his fingers. He turned her around to face him and Harry saw her look down at the very obvious bulge in Kamau’s trousers.

	“I’m gonna take your wife to the men’s room. You just relax. We’ll be back in a few minutes,” Kamau said.

	Harry protested, but Munyambu looked at him coldly and said, “all I have to do is hit three numbers on my phone and there’ll be four men here to take you back to the station. When they get you there, they’ll give you the “North Pole” treatment again. Now, is that what you want?”

	Harry hung his head and said nothing.

	“We’ll then....tell Kamau you want him to take your wife to the men’s room.”

	Harry looked forlornly at his wife and she looked back at him as if to say, ‘there’s nothing either of us can do, honey.’ 

	Harry gulped and said, “OK.”

	Harry, humiliated, had to “offer” his wife to him. It was like he was betraying her....selling her out.

	“OK...    WHAT?”

	“Please take my wife to the men’s room.”

	“Say SIR.”

	“Yes, Sir. Please take my wife to the men’s room.”

	“That’s better.”

	Kate looked over at her husband and then put her eyes down. It was such a powerful moment. With Harry staring, Kamau took Kate by the hand and led her away.  That left Harry sitting there with Munyambu. A smarmy Kikuyu waiter came by and grinned at his obvious humiliation when he took his order. Kamau sealed off the men’s room by putting up a sign. He took Kate inside and then chased out the two men who were there to take a piss. 

	Next, he got Kate up against the wall, made her pull her own panties down and then gave her a good fucking. Men wanting to use the restroom heard him putting it to her hard. It was obvious that a woman was being pleasured. Harry worked on a third drink to ease his discomfort. He felt overwhelmed. After all, it was his wife in there.

	He didn’t know what to do. He was mortified and hated the fact that the black waiter was witnessing his shame. It was obvious to him, at that point, that Munyambu really enjoyed humiliating him. It was pretty apparent that Munyambu reveled in being able to lord it over him. The sounds coming from the restroom became more frantic, crude and raw and a few patrons had congregated outside the door wondering what was going on. The sign said it was some sort of “police business”. 

	Harry sat there sickened. The waiter came back to inquire if they needed anything and at that point, Kate had gotten very loud. From where Harry sat, both he and the waiter could hear her. The waiter grinned and said something to a passing waitress in Swahili and she looked over at Harry and laughed. Harry blushed. It was a very humiliating moment. After another 5 minutes or so, Kamau and Kate came back to the table. She was disheveled and flushed. Kamau was smiling and looked pleased with himself.

	He led her by the hand. Just to see him standing there with his wife and with her showing obvious signs of their sexing brought a lump to Harry’s throat. Kate wondered, ‘what will this do to our marriage?’  Harry gulped and sweated. Kamau went on to act in a way which established his domination of Kate and with every new indignity, Harry felt like he was being swept along in a wide, fast, muddy river. The situation was provocative. Munyambu had him, and now his wife caught like flies in a web.  The Inspector had several sticks to beat them with him. When Munyambu told Harry he would be bringing some “friends” over to their house the following weekend, Harry winced. 

	“Next Friday night. 8pm. Don’t make us come looking for you,” Munyambu said.

	Harry looked at his wife. She returned his look with one that said, ‘it’s going to get worse.’ Harry knew then this was the reason that Munyambu invited them for a drink. To size them up as a couple, have Kamau fuck his wife in front of him and set a date for more fun and games. Now that it was out in the open, Harry’s palms were wet. With that said Munyambu called over the waiter and had Harry pay the bill.  They all went out to their cars. 

	As Harry was driving them home, he turned to Kate several times, but neither knew what to say, so the ride home was quiet. But as they got close to home, Harry reached over and put his hand on his wife’s thigh and worked it up until he got to her soaked crotch. When he felt the slimy gusset of her panties, he stepped on the accelerator and rushed the rest of the way. When they got home, Harry pestered Kate to see her pussy full of another man’s cum. He wanted to see what Kamau had done to her. 

	When she stripped off her skirt and panties and he saw her reddened, swollen labia with the obvious signs of their sexing including some semen still drooling from her vagina, he went wild and begged her for sloppy seconds. Almost immediately, he had her on the bed and tugged his trousers and shorts down.  Presently, he got his penis inside her and felt the wet, slippery feeling of another man’s semen in her sex hole and lost it. He only managed to thrust a few times and ejaculated. He had gotten too excited.

	Kate was amazed at how he had reacted and made a mental note of it. A basic emotional track had been laid down for both of them that night. Over the next several days they talked about what had happened and what would happen next. Kate felt butterflies and experienced a nervous reaction every time she thought about it. Harry found himself wondering how he was going to handle whatever Munyambu was going to do to them next.

	Mommy in the Movies

	“Are we beautiful, or are we BEAUTIFUL,” Kate laughingly asked?

	Kate and her daughter Rebecca, known as Becky, were preening and primping in front of the mirror in the master room. Fussing over their hair and make-up.

	 

	“Do you like my hair shorter,” Becky asked? She had a dirty blonde mane that of late had gone way down her back. Recently, she’d cut it shoulder length.

	Kate, at 39, with thick, dark blonde locks, a classic face, full lips and big, blue-green eyes, was studying herself in the mirror as she applied a coat of lipstick, said, “what you ought to do is wear less make-up, young lady.”

	“Like you do,” giggled Becky in response?

	“Do as I say, not as I do,” said Kate trying to be serious.

	Kate told her eldest daughter that she had to baby sit her younger brother and sister the following night at their grandparent’s house. She wasn’t happy with that, but had no choice.  Harry, at breakfast on Saturday morning, reached over at one point and put his hand on Kate’s and gave it a squeeze. They gave the maid the night off.

	Friday night, Kate got ready and Harry was taken aback a bit to see that she was preparing as if it were a date. She showered, shaved her underarms, put on perfume and some of her sexiest lingerie. Harry dressed in a perfunctory way. He wasn’t sure what his role would be. They settled down and Harry fixed them both a drink as they waited. Then they heard a lorry coming up the back road behind their house. Kate’s head swung around at the sound and Harry found himself looking and listening. 

	He looked over and caught his wife’s eye.  Both of them shared feelings of fear and shame. They heard the sounds of the vehicle stopping and then there was the sound of someone knocking on their back door. Harry went for it and in strode Munyambu, grinning, Kamau and a middle-aged Kikuyu woman. This was Nyarai, one of the few female constables. Munyambu reminded Harry about the money and Harry dutifully handed the Inspector an envelope with one million Kenyan shillings. Then, the cops hustled the couple into the lorry and drove more than 12 kilometers to Pate Road. When they got to the warehouse, the couple could see that it was a non-descript building in an otherwise typical industrial park.

	Once inside, Lei Peng strode over. He was the owner of Ajax Productions. He owned the building and was the porn entrepreneur Munyambu had busted. He was a medium sized 50 year old man with a paunch whose family had been in Kenya for two generations. He trotted up and bowed to Munyambu and Kamau. He ignored Nyarai and the couple. The place was cavernous inside. It was dusty and partially empty. There was something covered with tarps down at the far end and there were a row of cubicles and offices on one side of the building. The windows were at a very great height - very dirty or blacked out. 

	“Everything in readiness for you, Inspector. As you say,” Peng said to the Inspector..... almost too respectfully.

	At that moment, another group of men came in. One of them was very big. 

	He saluted Munyambu and Kamau.... who said to Harry, “We call him, Tembo.”

	He was chuckling as he said this. Harry’s stomach did flip-flops. Humiliated, he didn’t know what to say and not wanting to say something stupid, kept his mouth shut. He looked at Kate, wanting to make eye contact with her, but other than one quick glance and connection, she was as embarrassed as he was. 

	“Let’s go,” Munyambu announced.

	Down at the other end of the warehouse, there was a set and lights as well as one the cameras, both stationary and a mobile set-up. There were three Chinese men wearing military uniforms and several black men. Munyambu led Kate over with Kamau and Harry following. No one said anything to Harry, who just trailed along behind. On the set, there were several young Chinese, the crew, and they turned on the lamps and set was bathed in a bright lights. Harry stared at a strange looking sawhorse sitting right in the middle of the set. ‘What’s that,’ he wondered? Harry had been hanging back, trying to be inconspicuous, if that were possible.

	Munyambu turned to Kate and said, “Here’s the scene. You’ve been captured by these guys,” he said pointing at the Chinese guys in uniform. “This is supposed to take place somewhere in the Far East. They’ve been interrogating you and you haven’t cooperated. They’re gonna tell you to take off your clothes. You don’t want to....so they strip you. Then they put you on the pony. Got it?”

	Kate gulped and tried to process all this. She could hardly believe she was there. She had a vague, stupid hope that when Munyambu said he was in the movie business, that it was some soft-core thing. Now, she suspected the worst and felt butterflies in her stomach.  Harry was shocked. He felt like he was moving in heavy wet sand. It wasn’t just the Inspector and Kamau. There was this new Chinese guy and then the Chinese actors in uniform and this old Kikuyu woman, and big black men..... and it was all happening very fast. 

	Munyambu as almost an afterthought, said, “oh, Harry, you play the part of the husband who is forced to watch what they do to his wife.”

	Harry heard him, but it didn’t sink in. It was only when Munyambu had Kamau and another police constable who showed up, named Gachie who had several gold teeth in his mouth, and the two of them grabbed Harry and forced him into a chair, did it finally sink in. Gachie was wearing a faux military uniform. He would appear in the video as a “black mercenary”.

	Kamau produced a pair of handcuffs from his belt. They got Harry’s arms pulled back through the slats of the chair and cuffed him. Harry struggled, but it was no use. Lei Peng went around supervising. He would also act as director. And editor. A regular jack of all trades. While Munyambu was the real executive producer, Peng did all the work. But the Chief Inspector had provided him with several things he didn’t have before. First off, he got a steady supply of big, tall, virile, AIDs free, black men as actors. Second, Munyambu had an older policeman, Corporal Mosi, who was a genius in purloining all sorts of equipment for use in the films. 

	And Peng’s Asian audience liked their porn rough; with women being subjected to torture, especially centered on their sex organs. There was a ready market in Asia for gang-bang and “interrogation” videos. And now, Peng had everything he needed to deliver this sort of product. So, there were some benefits to his relationship with the Chief Inspector. Peng got into position and began to direct his actors. His three cameramen got themselves ready too. Then Peng turned to Munyambu.

	“OK, Inspector,” we are ready,” he said.

	“Kate, get ready,” Munyambu said.

	When Peng yelled, “action,” the Chinese guys in uniform came over and dragged her into the shot. They were yelling at her and she got disoriented. They yelled at her to strip, but she got disoriented. So, the four of them stripped her. Harry had to watch them manhandle her and before long she was naked. First her beautiful silk blouse, her tight skirt, her shoes, her garter belt, her nylons, her bra and then her panties. Peng directed them to move her to the “pony” at the center of the shot and had them mount Kate on the device.

	When she was naked, her white skin, her mango-sized breasts, reddish-brown nipples and hairy pubic mount were exposed. It was when Gachie pulled down her panties that the men could see how hairy she was. The four Chinese and Gachie taunted and mocked her - calling her a “whore” in Chinese and English. There was real pain in her face as they mocked her. She felt waves of shame when they made her turn around and display herself. She had wide hips, a round tummy and a big ass. She was hairy between her legs and her thighs were full and sturdy. Kate had begun sobbing softly. It was sad to see. Two of the Chinese actors made her throw her leg over the “pony” and got her seated so that her broad hips and full ass cheeks were centered.

	When she had to throw her leg over the device, several of the men got a glimpse of a her clitoris that protruded from its hood in such a way that there was no missing it. When she was seated on the pony Gachie made sure that she was properly positioned so it cleaved her slit. As soon as she straddled the spine of the device, two men adjusted the legs so that the edge came in contact with her vulva, perineum and anus and she had to stand on her toes. Kate squealed at this, using her calf muscles to keep her off the sharp edge. 

	Gatchie grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her. She tried to struggle, but already mounted on the “pony” there was little she could do. Gatchie secured both wrists with a pair of handcuffs. She began whimpering. Harry looked over at his wife....who was as white as a ghost.....It was disturbing to say the least....but also strangely exciting to see her controlled. 

	Just how crude and rough this video was to be was driven home when one of the Chinese actors took Kate’s panties and pulled them over her head. He made sure he got the crotch centered right over her nose and mouth. This was very humiliating. They acted like this was the funniest thing they had ever seen and began hooting and hollering. Some clapped as they joked with each other in Chinese. Harry saw the huge degradation for what it was and felt a shiver go down his spine. 

	First off, Kate stayed on her toes. It was easy at first and then became harder and harder and after a few minutes she sat down. She stayed on the sharp edge for only a minute before she rose up again. This went on for a while and the time on her toes became shorter and shorter. Eventually her calves burned terribly. She would sit for awhile, but the knife-edged pressure on her sensitive labia, vaginal opening, perineum and asshole would drive her to stand again. 

	The cameramen, with the mobile unit, zeroed in on her pussy and her suffering face as she began to go up and down. She was whimpering, moaning and occasionally she would let out a heart-rending groan. She had begun to sweat heavily from her exertions and the damp crotch of her panties had become pasted with sweat to her nose and mouth. A Chinese kid had been snapping shots with a camera to get still shots and the flash became a constant punctuation to what was happening.

	As Harry fought rising feelings of shame and helplessness coupled with rising feelings of sexual arousal as Kate began to “bob” up and down on the pony. She was soon bouncing up and down like she was riding a horse at full gallop. It was a sight to see and from her lips a keening wail soon accompanied her ride. They let her ride for while and Harry couldn’t help but think that she was being made to perform like a trained seal. He was ashamed that he had gotten aroused at the sight of his wife being tortured and sexually humiliated. Gatchie came over and pulled down her panties covering her nose and mouth so they ended up around her neck. Now everyone could see her face.

	Expressions of sheer horror......shame.....loathing.......agony.....and submissive resignation alternately lit up her face like afternoon rain clouds moving across a summer sky. It was something to see. Eventually, the actor playing the “Captain” got up and went over to her.

	“Wanna get off,” he asked her in broken English?”

	“Oh, God....yes....YES.....YES....oh GOD....YES,” she wailed.

	“Oh...Yes.....YES....YES...JUST LET ME OFF...PLEASE!”

	“Will you tell us,” he asked, following the script’s need for her to “confess”?

	“Y....YES....”

	With that he motioned to the others to let take her off. When she was finally on her own two feet, she stood with her legs open and rubbed her sore pussy. It was very sore and tender.....Her labia had swollen....her girl bits were a bit raw.... and she had suffered some bruising. She wanted to sink to the floor, cradle her face in her hands and just cry. But this was not to be. They hauled her around and bent her over the pony.

	The “Captain” smacked her dimpled white ass five or six times with his open hand, making it red and told her to, “wiggle fat ass, slut.” 

	Kate soon began to move her ass in the most coarse and vulgar way; and Harry was amazed seeing his wife perform like a trained animal. He had never seen her do anything like it. Two of the actors wheeled a table onto the set. It was some sort of crude gynecological table.

	“Get slut on table,” the “Captain” yelled at his men in broken English. (The majority of the film would be in Chinese, and any English spoken by the white or black actors would turned into Chinese subtitles onscreen.)

	He and the others muscled Kate onto the table. They put her on her back and made her hold her legs apart and pull her thighs back towards her breasts. They tied her hands over her head and lashed her knees to two uprights on either corner of the table.  Harry’s eyes were almost bugging out of his head. Seeing his wife exposed like that, with her pussy obscenely displayed, was almost too much for him. 

	Two other constables from Munyambu’s Langata station were costumed. They would appear in the video too. Gacheru and Gatura. Both were in their late twenties and of medium height. Along with Gachie, these three policemen would appear as “black mercenaries” in the movie and shot so that their faces were not seen. They wore generic camouflage khakis and dark sunglasses and Peng was under orders from Munyambu to avoid shooting them so they could be identified.

	As the Chinese now had Kate prepared on the table the three blacks stepped forward to “abuse” her.  The three men pulled out their black cocks. All were a bit larger than average. Gachie came over to Kate and began to play with her pussy. He pulled on her inflamed, puffy labia and pushed back the hood of her clitoris to expose the bud.

	“I’m gonna show you what a slut you are,” he said to her.

	With that, he began working his fingers into Kate’s vagina. He got his long second and third fingers inside her and hooked them toward the front wall of her vagina.  Then, he began frigging her. Within seconds, he had her spurting like a fountain and crying out in the throes of orgasm. Harry had never manipulated her vagina in such a way and to see her cum so hard and wet blew him away. He looked down and realized much to his shame, that he had gotten an erection. 

	“She’s a dirty slut and needs big, black dick,” Gachie exclaimed. 

	The Chinese actors then carried Harry, cuffed to the chair, into the “scene”. He protested feebly and stared like a dumb cow led to slaughter.

	Kate began to whimper, as Gacheru, younger, taller and better looking, stepped up to toy with her pussy.

	He asked her teasingly, “want more, slut?” 

	Kate just moaned but as he teased her clitoris she began begging, “please don’t ….PLEASE DON’T.” 

	He laughed at her. So did all the others.  Gatura, stroking his dick, encouraged Gacheru to, “fuck her good.”

	Gacheru, holding his cock like a weapon, worked it in slowly.  After a moment….Kate grunted as he picked up the pace. His dick tugged on her labia with each thrust. Soon, he had the whole thing in her hot, red sex. Then he fucked her slow and steady. His tall frame seemed to dwarf her. Gatura leaned over and began pinching her nipples and then pulling on them. 

	She was breathing hard….panting. Kate was whimpering and moaning as the black man fucked her steady and deep. Harry was mesmerized by watching another man put his penis into Kate. He couldn’t turn away. To see how someone else moved. Gacheru, whose humping had been smooth and powerful, started getting jerky and making noises like he was about to cum, but then slowed down....going real slow in and out again. 

	And soon Kate rewarded him with a wet, twitching orgasm. She shook and moaned for about 15 seconds as her vagina clenched and squeezed his cock ….then the man, ready to cum now, started fucking her hard and deep. He held onto her thighs and convulsively clutched at her as he began to hump her in a frenzied way. The cameraman got close to the action to catch shots of his dick going in and out of her stretched pussy. All very wet and nasty.

	“Uh....uh….Take my load……here it cums….. SLUT,” he yelled as he came.

	“Fill her up,” Gatura yelled.

	Harry could tell the man was shooting a big load, from his vantage point, on the sidelines, because he had taken his balls out and they went up and down as he made a deposit into Kate’s cunt. He was buried balls deep; all of it inside her. Little dribbles of cum soon escaped her cunt and oozed out around his black pole. The cameraman got in close to capture it all. Gacheru enjoyed her tight sheath for a moment longer….then pulled out with a pop…. stepped back and finally lumbered away from the table. Gachie and Gatura “high-fived” with him. Kate lay there in a stupor….looking dreamy……her vagina spasming in little jerky movements. Her cunt was dilated open and a thick river of cum drooled out.

	Gachie leaned in and said to Kate, “you’ve got a cunt full of cum slut….taste it.” 

	He brought his right hand down to her messy pussy and scooped up globs of gooey semen mixed with her vaginal secretions on two fingers and brought it to her lips. He repeated the process, this time inserting his fingers deeper to get the deposit still inside.  He brought them to her mouth….looked at Harry…and then everyone watched as she licked his fingers. She did this over and over again…without being told to…just licked his fingers clean and then licked her lips. Harry was in hell. Seeing another man fuck his wife for the first time was mind-blowing. His penis had betrayed him....gotten erect and drooled in his pants. He was in such a state that he felt he was going to have a heart attack. His face was flushed and he was perspiring too.

	The Chinese playing the “Captain” looked over at him and said to Gachie, “let female soldier have fun with him.”

	Before Harry, who was in a semi-hypnotized state, knew what was happening, Gachie crooked a finger at Nyarai, who was waiting off camera. She was wearing a faux military uniform. The Kikuyu woman was not pretty. She was 45, of medium height and heavy-set, weighing about 75 kilos. She had big tits, a fat stomach and a big ass. Her hair was cropped short and she had two gold teeth. Her hands were rough from years of hard work. She was one of a handful of female constables. And, she was no lover of mzungus. 

	Harry, sensing her real nature, squirmed when she came near him. He watched as she knelt down next to him again and was hugely humiliated when she unbuckled his trousers and pulled them and his shorts down around his ankles. Now, everyone could see his erection - including his wife.  But he had no choice and sat there helplessly bound as Nyarai mocked him and slapped at his penis.  Harry’s penis was stiff and the tip had had begun drooling. He blushed at being put into this situation. 

	It was at that moment, that Harry looked over at Tembo and as the big man came into frame, he stood with his arm akimbo and then dramatically dropped his trousers and shorts.  The cameraman caught Harry looking at Tembo’s cock; and this made Harry look away embarrassed. But when Harry sneaked a peek and saw his equipment, he knew why they called him Tembo. That meant “elephant” in Swahili. 

	The man was unreal. He was 200 centimeters tall and 106 kilos and his cock was appropriate in size for his big frame.  And now, as Tembo was stepping up to the table to fuck his wife, all Harry could do was watch as another man, one with an oversize cock, fuck his wife. He stared. The man was tall and heavy-boned. His head was shaved and was almost blue-black in color. Munyambu had found him loading baggage at the airport.

	Tembo

	His cock was so long and thick that it looked like it belonged to another species. As he pulled back the thick foreskin, which in itself was sort of gross and formidable, Harry couldn’t help but stare at it.  The big man was ready to take his pleasure. He began to wave it around displaying it to both Kate on the table and Harry bound to his chair. The cameraman caught the looks on the faces of husband and wife. It was a good shot. It seemed to Harry that the man’s penis was as big as Kate’s forearm. It looked like it belonged on a horse. His testicles were big too. The head of his monstrous penis was purplish-red and the shaft seemed as thick as a man’s wrist. Harry watched it bobbing up and down as he got between Kate’s legs.

	Harry had a clear view and saw the look on Kate’s face as he aimed it at her sloppy hole. Her face showed fear. The camera was getting it all. Harry wasn’t sure how it would fit. Tembo got between Kate’s widely splayed thighs and put the head against her wet labia. First, he teased her with it. Making her moan. It blew Harry’s mind to hear Kate making such noises. As he worked it in, Harry couldn’t believe how his wife could take something that big, but she just moaned and whimpered. Her pussy was juicing like mad. The cameraman got very close....His grip, holding a boom mike, made sure to catch all of Kate’s passionate caterwauling.

	As the cock entered her and her cunt was stretched, Harry could see she was going to be totally impaled. His mouth dropped opened as he watched. With Kate moaning and whimpering, Tembo pushed it in. It looked to Harry as if her whole pelvis was being invaded as the man’s oversized cock violated her hole which had already been stretched by Gacheru. When Tembo pulled back a little, it looked like Kate’s insides were being pulled out. When he thrust it in, it seemed like it would come out of her mouth.

	As he penetrated her to the fullest extent, Harry looked and thought he could actually see his wife’s stomach bulge as the man’s cock filled her. The cameraman caught a shot of her belly as Tembo’s “sword” went all the way into her “sheath”. Harry found himself just gaping at the sight of the man’s erection buried in his wife’s vagina. Until this, Harry had never seen another man’s erection in the flesh before. Seeing Gacheru’s black dick, which was larger than his own, was one thing. But, this man’s cock was a nightmare. It was truly huge – a full 24 centimeters in length, coal black and thick as a beer bottle. Tembo noticed Harry staring. 

	He turned to the husband and said, “do you like seeing this in your woman? Is it big enough for her?”

	Tembo, at that point, pulled his dick all the way out and this made Kate involuntarily whimper as one minute she was stuffed full and the next, her sexhole was empty. Next, holding it like a weapon, he rubbed it up and down her open pussy. Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…easy at first…then harder, holding her white thighs in his paws and thrusting in and out. 

	Harry was embarrassed by his erection which was throbbing and drooling, and which Nyarai, would slap teasingly, but he couldn’t take his eyes away from what he was seeing. He eyeballed the big dick going in and out of his wife’s sex. So did the camera.

	Kate cried out, “OH GOD....OH GOD!”

	It was overwhelming for Harry to hear her as she was sexed. But, from her “uhs”, “ahs” and “ohs”....as they got louder and louder it was obvious she was very worked up. As Tembo slammed his hips forward, in one convulsive move, Kate’s voice hit a higher octave as he obviously had reached a very deep, sensitive place inside. He alternated deep thrusting with pumping her with short, little strokes.

	With so much cock in her pussy, crying, yelping sounds came out of Kate. She almost took the whole thing. Maybe an inch didn’t fit. His big balls slapped against her asshole with every thrust. Her moans and groans just went on and on as Tembo hit a steady rhythm. Nyarai, meanwhile, had begun to play with Harry’s penis. She knew what she was doing and was soon masturbating him. She sped up and did it harder to increase his arousal as Kate began getting louder. 

	At this point, Harry’s body wanted to ejaculate so bad that his eyes watered. Nyarai, cruelly took her hand from his prick and squeezed his ball sack to slow down his excitement.  She cooled him off to keep him on the boil. As Tembo brought Kate close to an orgasm Nyarai got Harry close to ejaculating and then frustrated him by stopping and squeezing his balls sadistically. 

	She pulled his testicles down into the sack, stretching the bag and then twisted his scrotum to trap them. Then she squeezed them slowly. When Harry looked at her imploringly to stop, she grinned sadistically at him as if to say, ‘I’m gonna make you suffer - mzungu.’ She was controlling his arousal and wanted to make him ejaculate at just the right time. She was driving him crazy in the bargain too. And with his balls starting to ache like they did when he was a teenager, Harry’s body wanted to cum so badly he was ready to cry. The cameraman caught the action cutting from Nyarai’s hand on Harry’s stiff penis to her face grinning sadistically and then to his face showing anguish.

	Tensing up, Kate began what seemed like a cross between a bark and a yelp. It got louder and louder and then she seemed to shriek. She had a huge, squirting wet orgasm that wet Tembo’s groin. It just went on and on. He fucked her some more and she came again. He just kept fucking her. Harry was amazed. At one point, he pulled almost all the way out and grabbed one of her tits, real rough, and then slammed back into her in one violent motion.

	She screamed.  Harry couldn't believe the sounds of pure lust and crazed ecstasy coming out of his wife’s mouth.  Every few strokes, Tembo forced his cock all the way in to the bottom of her vagina and made her cry out. He fucked her hard. In-and-out – HARD – again and again. On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside. Then somehow it went all the way back in. It looked nasty too…his big coal black log reaming her hot, red hole framed by her engorged pink and purple labia. 

	And everything wet and glistening with her vaginal secretions as she was juicing heavily on his horse cock. His big balls slapped her on and a ring of nasty fuck cream built up all around the base of his dick. Each time he pulled out, Kate’s distended labia seemed to grip his shaft. Her voice, choked with lust, was barely understandable. 

	Her womanly juices, once clear and thin, were now smeared thick and nasty all over his dick. It was glistening – milky - streaked with a nasty ring of lather all around the base of his dick.  Tembo also teased her….pulling it out so just the head was inside to make her whimper and writhe. Then he’d go back to fucking her with short, fast strokes. Kate grunted like a pig when he did this. Her cunt had squirted juice over his balls. You could hear slurpy, wet, nasty sounds as his cock went in and out. There was a growing river of secretions which had drooled from her vagina down onto the edge of the table and dripped to the concrete below.

	Her hole was stretched tight – the labia looked like two red rubber bands – stretched tight. It looked like a python had squeezed itself into her vagina. On the in-stroke, his thick cock dragged her labia into the hole. It was so thick that Kate’s clitoris was pulled and pushed when her labia were dragged in and out too. The pressure on every part of her hot pussy had her close to cumming again.

	By now she was delirious, her babbling beyond words, as he fucked her steadily. Tembo shifted from low to high gear and kept pounding her. Harry sat there writhing, bound to the chair, as Tembo pounded his wife and Nyarai teased him unmercifully. Harry could see the man’s black ass.... the muscular cheeks clenching and relaxing. He sexed her slow and deep for awhile…all the way to the bottom of her hole and Kate groaned and her vagina clutched at him convulsively, each time. Then he really pounded her for a half dozen strokes.

	Kate began to scream, “OH GOD, OH GOD.”

	And then a chorus of “uhs”, “ahs”, and “ohs” got louder until she was shrieking as she had a huge uterine-vaginal orgasm of epic proportions. Just as Kate was crying out in the throes of her orgasm, Nyarai took Harry’s penis firmly in hand and jerked him hard for a half-dozen strokes and then easy for two or three and made him ejaculate. He came and came.... His semen burst forth to land wetly on his thighs and on Nyarai’s hand and wrist. She milked him and crooned softly in his ear, stretching out the pleasure for him.

	Tembo still pounded her and Kate....she went back to grunting and then moaning….and finally screaming as she was overwhelmed by another orgasm. She began to have continuous multiple orgasms and babbled like a crazy woman as he fucked her silly. Kate buried under him with her white legs up and her eyes rolling back every time she came. As Tembo forced his arm-sized cock in and out of her vagina to make her cum again, she came again and then again. Her orgasms seemed to run into one another. She grunted and moaned and then screamed as she came. Over and over again. 

	The smell of sex filled the set. Tembo grunted and kept fucking her as he now wanted to cum. He dripped sweat on Kate. As he approached his orgasm, his heavy nut sack tightened up, his back muscles knotted and finally his butt cheeks clenched. Finally he stopped with his cock fully inside her vagina. His kinky black pubic hair was meshed with her pubic hair. As his balls yo-yoed up and down in his sack and his butt clenched tight, his load erupted - from his big balls into Kate’s stretched hot sex hole. 

	He finally pulled out and stepped back. His cock came out with a wet “plop” sound. Harry looked at the river of pearly cum drooling out of his wife’s hot, reddened hole. So did the camera. There was cum oozing and dripping down the crack of her ass adding to the puddle on the table and the concrete floor below. Kate just lay there whimpering as Tembo used his fingers and scooped some of it up. He presented it to her and she licked it off his fingers.  He then smiled at Harry, who avoided his eyes. Kate’s vagina kept quivering and spasming. The cameraman zoomed in close to catch a glimpse as her hole looked like an invisible glass tube was keeping it open. You could see up inside. Big globs of semen drooled from her hole. 

	Her thighs and ass cheeks were sloppy with cum, her bush was matted with semen, and her swollen pussy was a mess - drooling black man’s baby batter down the crack of her ass. Tembo got his wet dick, still half-hard, by Kate’s face. At his command, she cleaned his messy dick and balls for him. And then he made her take his dick into her mouth after it had been in her pussy. It was so nasty.

	He smiled at Harry and said, “your wife loves big, black dick.”

	Harry groaned as Nyarai had begun teasing him again. It wasn’t hard for Harry to become erect again. His body was on autopilot. For the next 30 minutes Gachie and Gatura men took turns with Kate. They got her lying on the table with her feet on the floor and her legs spread. Her arms were above her head, bound to the table, as Gachie fucked her and then Gatura. They had so much energy and stamina, Harry was flabbergasted. They used Kate until she was totally drained. Harry protested, at one point, as Kate seemed exhausted. He thought she’d reached her limit and said something to Munyambu.

	But both men glared at him and Gatura said, “Give it a rest. Your wife is a slut. She can take a herd of elephants.”

	Harry watched helplessly they took her. When Gatura ejaculated in her vagina and then Gachie, they repositioned her on her belly on the table. Harry figured that someone was going to fuck her again, but instead, as the two men held her, Nyarai got a strap and began whipping Kate's ass hard with it. She whipped her ass two dozen times with it before she stopped. The cameraman concentrated on the blows landing on her plump, dimpled ass cheeks with a sound like a pistol shot. Kate moaned and whimpered as she was being “tortured” by the black female “mercenary”. Harry had gotten another erection. Later he would be swamped by guilt for being aroused as his wife was being whipped.  Finally, they were done. They untied Harry. 

	It was mid-afternoon, when the couple was allowed to dress and leave. Harry embraced his wife, who was exhausted. When they left the warehouse, the smell of raw sex was everywhere. Harry had come to see a side of his wife he never knew existed; and had discovered that Munyambu would manipulated the both of them into terrible situations. He realized that Munyambu had a terrible hold on them. Little did he know what else was in store for them...

	The next day over coffee husband and wife discussed what they should or could do. It was obvious that that the video shot the previous day was just the start of more exploitation by Munyambu. Kate cried at one point, contemplating her future. The subject of disease came up and Harry calmed her fears when he shared with her what Munyambu had told him just before they left. That all his crew were tested every month as part of the government’s campaign to combat the HIV virus. 

	“He said that this was Kenya, not Zimbabwe. That making sure his people were healthy was important to him....that’s what he told me,” Harry said.

	They were disposed to believe him. At least they wanted to. Kate was on birth control, using an IUD coil, as she was of childbearing age, so concerns about pregnancy were not an issue after the debaucheries of the previous day. After this, Munyambu began giving Kate on a regular basis to members of his crew - as a reward. Munyambu and Kamau had sessions with Kate in their own home during the day when Harry and the children were away. She was obliged to let herself be used in whatever way Munyambu wanted. He warned her that any resistance would be met with punishment or worse, he would send Harry to prison.

	Working Girl

	One day Munyambu called Kate.  He was going to have Mosi pick her up and take her to a client to let him see the “goods”. He was going to sell her ass. She was now a prostitute. It was a bit embarrassing as her kids were at home. Kate went very red in the face especially when Munyambu told her to put on a tight skirt and blouse and, “no bra”.  The day was cooler so Kate had no plans to wear anything more than a blouse. 

	Within 30 minutes a police lorry showed up with Corporal Mosi driving. He would act as Kate’s pimp-escort.  Sergeant Kamau was also there and he produced a little box from the glove compartment.  He opened the box and inside was a metal device. It fitted into the mouth and it was like two spring clamps joined together.

	One was sprung shut and the other was open. He told Kate that when they took a girl to meet a “client”, he liked the girl to keep quiet so the “Chatterbox”, as he called it, did just that. It was small and fit in the mouth discreetly.  One end gripped the tongue and the other end fit behind the teeth and was sprung open so Kate had to use some effort to keep her mouth closed. It was very humiliating. But he insisted and made Kate open her mouth; then he put it in. Immediately she realized it was almost impossible to talk and if she tried...no one would understand her. 

	Also, she began to salivate like mad. She had to keep her mouth closed so she didn’t dribble. Mosi handed Kate some tissues in case she had to say something and then they drove to the Nairobi Hilton.  On the drive over Kamau talked, telling Kate what was expected of her. They gave the lorry to the valet and walked through the lobby.  It felt weird to Kate with the “Chatterbox” in her mouth and she kept looking around to see if people were looking at her or worse.... if someone recognized her. They got to the Jockey Pub, decorated to look like a British club. 

	They were seated in a booth and Kamau and Mosi ordered a beer on tap from the waiter. Kate, worried about drooling, so she didn’t order anything. She couldn’t speak anyway; and wasn’t sure she could drink it with the “Chatterbox” in her mouth. The guy soon showed up. He was a white and in his mid -thirties. A contractor who did government business. He was of medium height and average looks....a Brit like Kate. 

	As they sat at a table with him and he got his beer, Kamau ordered Kate to undo her blouse. He was giving his “pitch” telling the guy about Kate: what she would do and how much it would cost. He told the man, whose name was Richard, all Kate’s personal details and told him how she'd be happy to have intercourse and of course suck his cock. Mosi smiled and grinned and Kate felt like a piece of meat.

	Then, Kamau pulled her blouse open so Rickard could see her full, fat D cup tits in all their glory. Kate was embarrassed as it was very apparent that her nipples were hard and erect....the areolas covered with pebbly bumps and the nipples as large as pencil erasers. Naturally the guy said he'd like her to arrange a “meeting” with Kate, after seeing that. Discovering that she was a “hot wife”....married with children did it for him. He found MILFs very much to his taste. When Kate and the cops got back to the lorry, Mosi told her that he’d pick her up on Wednesday and take her to meet the guy and that possibly there was another meeting that same afternoon too. 

	Kate asked, “two in one day?” 

	Mosi grinned and said, “Yep..... Whore.”

	Most of the sessions Kate had were over pretty quick...hotel rooms mostly but occasionally Mosi would take her to a pub or hotel parking lot where she would have to “perform” in the back seat of a car with a guy - which was pretty sordid. But the low, grubby circumstances made her feel like a cheap whore. It was disturbing that she came most of the time. The most humiliating sessions was when Kate was made to dress up as if she was a slutty 14 year old girl. 

	Her outfit one these occasions consisted of a short skirt, tight tube top, ankle socks, heels, lots of make-up and skimpy, sexy lingerie. If she had to meet someone in a hotel coffee shop or bar dressed like that, she dreaded running into anyone she knew. From her dress it was obvious that she was crazy or a prostitute. It was simply mortifying...Harry began to feel impotent. He was being forced into being sexual excited at what was being done to his wife and what was happening to him. 

	Harry realized he was caught like a rat in a trap and had few options. Thirty or forty years ago, a Brit like him would have fought back. But with Kenya no longer a colony and 99% of the population black, the whites and Indians were now the minorities. They were in no position to fight back and win. Harry knew that if he gave Munyambu any trouble, he was in hot water. The legal troubles would bankrupt them. And he could go to jail. Or the Inspector could dump the pictures of his wife on the Internet. 

	And the indignities continued to multiply. One Sunday Kamau and Zuberi came over when Harry and Kate were entertaining her parents, both in their 60s, at dinner. They barged in and Harry was forced to introduce them.  They were soon was seated at table. Kate’s mom and dad didn’t know what to make of the two men. Kamau did little things to embarrass the couple including slapping Kate on the ass whenever she went around the table serving. Becky was embarrassed and left the table.

	Kate’s parents were mystified by their presence at first and then revolted. It got worse as Kamau made it clear to Kate that he wanted her to go to their bedroom with them. He told her to get a pot of lard from the kitchen. Kate’s folks looked at her; she was so embarrassed. It was so obvious that they treated her like a sex slave. She excused herself and left the room with them. 

	Presently, the sounds of Kate being pleasured began to waft down to the living room. Harry had to sit there entertaining his in-laws with the sound of his wife in the throes of orgasm clearly heard. His humiliation knew no bounds as there was no doubt as to what was going on. Eventually, embarrassed for their daughter and their son-in-law, Kate’s parents left. Kate was finally sent down to the kitchen to fetch some beer for the men. 

	Kamau and Zuberi had been enjoying her charms so she was naked and wet with sweat, her secretions and semen. Harry was waiting in the living room. She told him that the men wanted for him to come to the bedroom, so he helped her with the beer and they headed back upstairs. In the hallway they ran into Becky who had been listening to her mother’s noisy sexing. She looked at her mother, naked as the day she was born and then at Harry carrying beer. She asked plaintively what was going on. Kate was too embarrassed to say anything. Harry told her that he would explain it all to her later. Both husband and wife were embarrassed by having their daughter witness their shame. Kate was acutely aware of the wetness running down her thighs as she spoke with her daughter...

	Kate’s Next Movie

	The experience at the warehouse had shattered Harry. Seeing his wife sexed by other men....seeing close-up her response to being dominated and worked over had devastated him. Husband and wife had a good marriage in many ways before all this started. Their good relationship and communication help sustain them through this terrible period.  Both talked about how they felt. Kate, with Harry prodding her, admitted that she had reached orgasm during the hard, rough sex. 

	But there was something more. She confessed that the humiliations were ends in themselves. She had enjoyed being turned into a sex object. Having someone totally in control of her was a new experience and she confessed that submitting to another person had an effect on her. Harry was dumbfounded by this. He didn’t know or understand this side of her at all and struggled to deal with the feelings it provoked in him.

	When Munyambu called Harry and told him to bring his wife to the warehouse that next Saturday, to made a new porn tape, both husband and wife were filled with churning emotions. At 1pm - the appointed time, Kate and Harry showed up at the cinder block building on Pate Road. There were a dozen men outside – working, raking and arranging stones and rocks. A man was at the door. When the couple went to the door, the smallest smile creased his face. When the couple went inside, they stood for a moment and then Harry got a chair for Kate to sit on. He sat down as well and they waited. Presently, Kamau showed up with Lei Peng. 

	Kamau said to Kate, “The Inspector told me to give you the drill today. You’re a housewife who’s been captured and brought to a warehouse. So, far it’s no stretch...is it,” he laughed. Kate and Harry didn’t respond. “Guys grab you and then they decide to use you.  So, you’re gonna get to show a whole lot of guys some “hospitality” today,” he said smiling. “We have some jailbirds working for us today too. They’re the “extras”. Do you understand?”

	Kate looked at him blankly. She wasn’t sure exactly what was expected of her. Then Kamau explained that she was going to be giving blowjobs and some of the men would jerk off on her face. It was gross and frankly....unbelievable. Harry was stunned. ‘Munyambu is sick,’ he thought to himself. It wasn’t so much sexual as just sheer degradation.

	Kamau, put up his hand and said, “stay right where you are.”

	He turned and whistled. Zuberi, Gachie and Gacheru appeared from an office.

	They had on black shirts with no insignia, trousers and shoes. Peng called for his cameraman with the hand-held, Chang and gave him instructions. Following this, he turned to Kate and said, in a formal, stilted way, “I hope you do a very fine performance.”

	And then he bowed. Kate didn’t know what to do. Zuberi took her by the arm and steered her back to the front door. Poor Harry....he didn’t know what to do, so he just tagged along. Peng and Chang followed with a grip holding a light. When they got to the door, Peng went outside and began, using a meter, to measure light from different angles. Then he said, “here,” to Zuberi.

	“Missy, you walk this way,” Peng said to Kate indicating she should walk on the sidewalk past the building...past the workers. 

	Kate took her mark and began strolling...and then Zuberi, Gachie and Gacheru pulled on black ski masks and came running over and grabbed Kate. She was so startled, that she screamed. They got control of her and dragged her back into the building past the workers. All recorded by Chang on the hand-held. Once inside, Peng supervised her being dragged down to the “set-up”. There was a rack set up and in this lighted area, the three men stripped Kate. They were rough with her and practically tore her clothes off. 

	Then they hung her up from the rack by her wrists. Harry stared at his wife hung like a piece of meat....ready for the whip or worse. Gachie squirted clear hand lotion from a bottle all over her tits, belly, hips, back and ass. Zuberi came over playing the leader and began berating her and calling her names. He and Gacheru began grabbing and squeezing her tits and pulling on her nipples. Then Zuberi shoved his hand between her legs to roughly grab her cunt. Chang cut close on the action going from their faces to her face and then to their hands wherever they grabbed her.

	Harry watched mesmerized. Kate, feeling a bit shocked and even frightened....it all seemed so real....began to respond to what they were doing to her. Especially as they began to touch her in more sexual ways. When it was clear that she wasn’t going to give them what they wanted, Zuberi came up with a cattle prod. It was the same fearsome tool with a blue plastic handle, and flexible shaft they had used on Harry at the police station.  The red plastic probe was topped with two 1 centimeter aluminum prods and when Zuberi showed this to Kate, she began pleading and crying. They squirted more lotion on her to conduct the electricity.

	Zuberi focused on her wet tits, especially her nipples, her armpits, belly, pubic mound, vulva, buttocks, and her anus. After ten minutes of intense torture, she had screamed herself hoarse. Her body was scored with a dozen marks about two centimeters apart.  Her tits were covered with them. She had begun to sob and Harry was beside himself. He was powerless to help her. When someone asked him if he was ready to see his wife suck cock, he groaned. 

	He had been blackmailed into giving up his wife. What they were now doing to her was pure mental torment for him and terrible for her. They cut Kate down. Then the crew took a break while they reloaded the cameras with film. Kate was allowed to sit and Harry came over to comfort her. Soon, Peng was ready to continue.

	“Time is money,” he said.

	The three black men got Kate on her knees for the degrading ordeal. As she knelt there, she was ordered her to put her hands behind her head, and she did so. Harry got humiliated when someone told all men that he was Kate’s husband. This exposure made him want to dry up and blow away......He could not look at any of the men after this. Deep down, stirring in Kate’s soul too, she felt a sliver of longing…some craving for this new degradation. 

	Zuberi grinned evilly as he looked down at Kate kneeling there. The camera could only see his eyes and mouth, but he had projected plenty of lust and distain for the white woman kneeling in front of him. He would go first. He got right in front of her and stood with legs akimbo in an exaggerated stance. Then he unzipped and pulled his cock out. Chang went from his cock back and forth to her face to get her reactions.

	 

	Kate stared at his crotch as he took hold of his uncircumcised cock. She couldn’t help looking at it. She could not help staring the way a bird, trying to avoid the snake, is compelled to look anyway. His cock was almost fully engorged and hard. He began frigging it close to her face; soon, there was a smear of pre-cum at the tip. He grabbed her by the hair. His hard penis reared back towards his abdomen from the kinky black hair at his groin. He rolled the foreskin back so the glans showed polished and gleaming with pre-cum already leaking from the hole at the tip. He grinned as he enjoyed his domination of Kate. To humiliate her, he made her kiss his cock like a lover. His cock was an inch or two larger and thicker than average.

	He rubbed it all over Kate’s face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over her face. Then, upping the degradation level higher, he yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth. He forced it in so it reached the bend to her throat and this made her gag.  Then he took it out, slapped her face with it, and rubbed the wet tip all over her mouth and cheeks. 

	Gacheru and Gachie watched with an erection –both men enjoying what Kate was being forced to do. And when she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock over its silky surface, getting it wet and harder, Gacheru elbowed Gachie chuckling at Kate’s sluttish behavior. Soon Zuberi had his cock all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby….

	 

	At first she could take most of his length into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, she gagged. Then, grabbing her by the hair in one hand and his cock in the other, he made her take more of it. He took all the control away from her. Her mouth began drooling…...getting wet and sloppy. Soon, he was forcing his whole cock in and out – just face fucking her. He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe. He had a good-sized cock and set a fast pace. 

	 

	He barked at her, “Suck it, slut.” 

	 

	With her hot mouth on his dick, it reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for Kate. He forced it all the way to the opening of her throat - past the back of her tongue and this made her gag over again and again.

	She would cough and gag and he would take it out to let her catch her breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth salivating like mad, she was just a little fuck toy now. 

	When she tried to pull back, he would grab her by her hair – yank her head around a little and then holding his cock in one hand like a weapon.........force it in very deep. Chang kept the camera very close on Kate’s mouth....catching every gasp, every time she gagged and recording the saliva pooling and dripping. It was very nasty.

	 

	When Zuberi went slowly, she could handle it and only gag a little. But when he began fucking her faster, harder and deeper, he made her drool and gag, cough and sputter. Kate’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue and she struggled to control her gag reflex. His excitement went into overdrive. He grabbed her head in both hands and just fucked her face. The slower, rhythmic pace was gone. Kate felt she was going to choke to death. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. 

	Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks. She was drooling madly. Saliva dripped down her chin to wet her tits....She was of two minds: on one hand it was rough and unpleasant…he was raping her mouth…. and on the other hand it was arousing to have a man take control and use her for his pleasure. Her sex button was being pushed - the more he took control of her, the more aroused she became against her will. Soon her pussy was wet and began to drool down her thighs. With her hands on his hips she tried to hold him back. 

	She banged on him with her balled fists to make him give her a breather. He stopped only for a moment; then he went back to reaming her mouth. Kate tried not to gag and choke on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth. She couldn't swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her breasts. She became a sloppy mess. 

	He made her whole body convulse embarrassingly and she farted. This was very degrading and humiliating. She worried she might wet herself too. His hands were tangled in her hair. This, too, only seemed to inflame him as he pushed his cock into her throat. Then, something snapped in Kate and she just went limp like a doll.

	 

	Soon, with her lips wrapped around his shaft and her tongue on the underside, his cock went in all the way and Zuberi felt the sensations that told him he was going to cum. His hips did a little jig, he began to grunt, and then he shoved his cock in deep and held it there. Kate gagged as the first spurts hit the opening to her throat.

	He kept spurting: six or seven big gushes. Semen backed up and shot out of her mouth in a torrent. There was so much. She had to gulp and gulp to swallow the rest. Gagging, she coughed and it was a sloppy, wet cough. His cock popped out and the last spurts splashed on her lips, nose and chin. 

	 

	She moaned when he milked the last drop of semen on her face. He used the tip of his cock to smear the cum all over her lips. She was a mess when he was done. Her eyes were red - saliva and semen everywhere and her lips were swollen. He had no intention of allowing her to wipe her face. He left the mess on her face to humiliate her further. Then Zuberi, with a gesture, encouraged Gacheru to take a turn and face-fuck her. He strode over. He was average in height, dark and lean. His penis was nearly as long as Kamau’s but not as thick. His cock was very dark - the purple head prominent. 

	 

	Kate, in a trance now, bent to the task of sucking it - gagging and drooling as he pulled her head back and forth to fuck her mouth. It didn’t take him long and soon his precious moment arrived. The semen that didn’t end up in her mouth ended up on her face. The taste and texture of his salty, sweet emission filled her. Her face was now a real mess. Gachie swaggered over, grabbed her by the hair and positioned the wide, shiny, purple head of his dick against Kate’s closed mouth. 

	She tried to resist, but it was a token response, a foolish gesture. She struggled to turn her face away, whimpering. He slapped her and she submitted. He forced it in and it made her cheeks balloon; then he thrust it to the entrance to her throat and she began gagging and drooling all over again. Soon, he grabbed her head and with both hands pulled her face back and forth until he came...forcing her to swallow most of his discharge. 

	 

	Sweating, drooling and gagging, Kate was used by Gachie as a simple fuck hole. He used her hair to pull her mouth on and off his cock until he filled her mouth with a big load of semen. He came a lot. She coughed and it flew out of her mouth and even her nose in a torrent. Lesser spurts splashed over her face, her nose, mouth and chin. He pulled it out when he was still cumming and some strings landed on her nose. 

	What did not land in her mouth was sprayed over her lips, nose and chin. Kate gagged and tried to spit out what was in her mouth earning her a slap across the face from him. He rammed it back in for her to suck again ....then took it out and holding it in one hand used the tip to smear the cum spattered all over her face. 

	 

	All the while Kate moaned and whimpered. When he was done, she was defiled with nasty mixture of his cum and saliva - a frothy mess. There were new men lined up. As the workers came in from outside (the “extras”) Zuberi got them in line. They shoved their cocks in Kate’s mouth to have her suck. This next man was obsessed with Kate and had all he could do to not show his excitement when he had her. It was normally impossible for someone like him to have sexual access to a woman like her. As he advanced on her, Kate stared fearfully at him and began whimpering. 

	 

	The man smiled and encouraged by Zuberi took out his cock for her to suck. He was a young strong nineteen year old. He was big and raw boned. When he pulled out his cock, Kate gasped.  He was the same size as Zuberi. Another big, fat cock to gag her. To encourage her to do her best, Zuberi and Gacheru began pinching, pulling and twisting her nipples. The man behind him, an older man, took his cock out from his trousers – already nice and hard - as Kate began worshipping the young prisoner’s cock. Slowly, sweetly and with soft, sucking kisses and wet licks up and down the shaft - to licking up the pre-cum from his leaking piss-slit – and finally sucking it, Kate gave pleasure to the young man’s phallus. 

	 

	Gachie came over to stand behind her. The young man had his head back, with his eyes closed as Kate fellated him. She looked over to steal a glance at Harry who was watching her. The men’s cocks were all so different. The next man’s was smaller, older with a hard brown shaft and a pinkish-gray knob. His balls were in a loose sack. He was Kikuyu and his penis was circumcised. The veins were prominent and his pubic hair was speckled with gray. 

	The man after him had a cock that was fairly long and thick with a “turtleneck” foreskin and smelly, wet, purple cockhead. His balls were contained in a tight brown sack. He had very little pubic hair. He shoved his cock in her face and made her lick under his foreskin very carefully. She smelled the musky odor. He was soon dribbling. It had a slippery, silky feel to it, and was surprisingly sweet.

	As she went from one penis to the next, to Harry’s surprise, Kate began moaning, showing her excitement. Kate had gotten hot and wet from having her mouth raped. This was, of course, another humiliation - becoming aroused as she was degraded. Harry watched as she took in several more inches of cock so that it was right at the opening to her throat; so much so that she began to tear up, choke and gag again. Chang, the cameraman with the hand-held unit, stayed close to capture it all.

	 

	As her saliva mixed with the secretions from his cock it formed slippery goo that the man took delight in rubbing all over her face whenever he pulled his cock out. She would then kiss, lick and suck on the cock after he had smeared the slimy stuff all over her face....She opened her mouth even before she was told to, far enough so that she could take in about four or five inches of cock. They started to crowd around her two at a time. She held cock in each hand and alternated going from one to the other. Some men used every bit of their will power and self control to keep from cumming as she slobbered her pink tongue all around the head of their dicks and up and down the shaft, making “kissy” sounds as she pressed her lips up against their straining penises.

	 

	The men dripped sweat all over her as she worshipped their cocks. When she did not show the proper enthusiasm, Zuberi pinched and stretched her nipples demandingly. She was thus “encouraged” until she performed to his satisfaction. He and his two pals chuckled at this. They were enjoying the opportunity to torment and degrade her and her performance with the prisoners was enough to delight even the most jaded of them. Peng was pleased with the shoot. Chang was getting a lot of very nasty footage.

	 

	Then men used her mouth like a pussy. Face-fucking her until she gagged and coughed up their pre-cum and her saliva. Kate struggled to take their cocks and not gag, but it was not to be. One young man came a huge amount – his penis erupting like a fire-hose. The torrents were so thick that Kate pulled back and they continued with such force that for a moment it looked like he was pissing semen on her instead of ejaculating. He got it back in her mouth and forced it in deep until he was finished. Afterwards, his erection didn’t diminish. This man had tremendous sexual power.

	 

	“Keep your mouth open, slut,” Zuberi barked at her.

	 

	Spreading his legs, he brought the head of his cock close to Kate’s face. The muscles in his thighs and abdomen began to tense up as jerked off - until finally he began to cum. The blast caught Kate in the face, some going in her mouth, the rest splattering her cheek and pasting strands of her hair to her face. Gacheru came over and grabbed her by the hair, yanking it hard as he shoved his cock in her mouth again until he spurted on her face draining his balls. 

	Gachie then fucked her mouth again until he jetted a second time. Both men had been very excited. Gachie finished by milking his prick and shaking the last few drops onto her face. The taste of all the semen she had been given was overwhelming to her. Each man tasted so different. 

	 

	Zuberi’s second ejaculation was smaller and clumpy. Salty and a little sickening. Gachie’s and Kamau’s were copious and sweeter, but still salty and runny. All of them had been on the sexual edge and came quickly.  Her face was sticky with streamers and globs of warm semen. Chang, the cameraman, grinned - a satisfied look on his face. Gachie’s aim had been good; he had sprayed his seed on her cheeks, chin and lips. He had gotten his seed on her nose, cheeks and even in her hair. Gacheru wiped up some of the semen, made her open her mouth, and then wiped it on her tongue. Chang and a gaffer with a boom mike caught it all.

	Laughing and joking, someone could be heard on the soundtrack boasting that they would drown her. The next man had been arrested the previous day on a wife-beating charge. They got him in front of Kate and told him he could jerk off on the white woman’s face. He took his cock out, grunted and began masturbating in earnest. 

	He soon went, “uh…uh…uh,” and began to spurt. 

	Kate stared at his penis, so close to her face…she watched him jerking it…the piss slit opening and closing; the foreskin capping and uncapping the helmet. Then she closed her eyes, defensively, as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating. When he began spurting, the hot, pearly stream splashed first against her closed mouth. And then he hosed her nose, cheeks and chin. The men standing around exploded in applause as he hosed her. Soon, the next man, a thief, treated Kate to the same mortifying debasement, all over her nose and mouth. 

	When they were done and shaking the drops off, Kate’s face was totally slimed. A teenage erection quickly appeared inches from her face. Zuberi stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward. In a moment, another hot stream hit Kate above her brow, over the bridge of her nose and on her cheek. Kate moaned as she was coated with semen. A smaller spurt splattered across her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead. Almost immediately, from the other side another jailbird shot a big load on her. Cum start to run down on her lips. It began to congeal everywhere. 

	The men in the work detail all had full balls...and this promised heavy loads. Two, and sometimes even three men were allowed to jerk off on her at a time. When more than one man ejaculated at the same time, Kate felt like she was drowning. The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting in her mouth. The excess then ran down. Inevitably, Zuberi ordered her to open her mouth, and she swallowed lots of semen. Some got in her nose as well making Kate choke and gasp. Zuberi kept talking to her.

	“You were to meant to have men cum on you. Keep your face up, whore.”

	 

	“Tell me you’re a slut!”

	 

	“I...I’m a slut.”

	 

	“Say, I love a black man’s cum!”

	 

	“I ....I...l...love a black man’s cum. I love....cum.”

	 

	There were so many men, their cocks and their hands, wrists and cocks became a blur as they jerked off and, reaching their precious moment, hosed her. Semen coated her forehead, got in her hair, on her eyelids and cheeks, her nose, lips and chin and then dripped down onto her tits and belly. Just when Kate thought it was over, another man stepped up, jerked off and came on her. Seconds later another blast splattered her face and ran in heavy, lumpy streams down her face. 

	Kate submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed, when Kamau told her to do so. She looked like a slut for cum. There were hot streamers of semen running down onto her creamy white flesh soiling her. Zuberi told her to open her mouth repeatedly. And soon, she took some of the men directly into her mouth and sucked on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum. 

	She had to swallow plenty. There was so much that she felt sick...When two or more men ejaculated at the same time, Kate gagged as their slimy discharge filled her mouth too fast for her to cope. She gagged and this reinforced her submission. The men were lined up two or three at a time – no singles now. Her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment. Sergeant Zuberi made her suck many of the cocks. 

	 

	As one man with a big penis fucked her face, she began gagging and then vomited. A big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascaded from her mouth like a fountain to splash onto the floor. When she finished throwing up, the man forced his cock back in her mouth to continue face-fucking her. He soon came and it flew out of her mouth in a torrent....a wet, nasty cough ....thick with his pearl jam. Chang and the stationary camera operator got everything.

	 

	Kate ended up with her hair, face, neck, tits and belly bespattered and wet with semen. When it was over, twenty-eight men had used her, leaving her feeling totally debased and degraded. She had learned something about the depth of her masochism. She was a mess: her eyes red and swollen from the semen which stung them. And she experienced hot sex feelings between her legs from being humiliated and debased. Zuberi then made her masturbate herself to orgasm in front of everyone at the end leaning back in a chair as she spread her legs. She had to rub her wet pussy until she came. It was a thoroughly nasty performance.

	 

	For Kate to submit and embrace her debasement was disturbing in one respect, but very enabling in another. To submit removed guilt and responsibility. Kate was learning to that her deepest and strongest sexual feelings were freed because she was not in charge anymore. There was still an inner conflict that was emotionally charged, as painful as the ordeals themselves, but this inflamed her and added hot fuel to the fire in her soul. 

	As a climax to the afternoon’s fun and games Zuberi asked Harry if he wanted to stand over his wife and jerk off on her too. Adding to the humiliation they both felt. He said nothing and couldn’t wait to get Kate out of there. It was a while before she was “clean” enough for them to leave. Munyambu showed up and stopped by to talk with Zuberi and Peng. He caught up with Harry.

	“It’s more than I ever bargained for,” Harry said to him.

	“It’s what you owe me...And it’s better than going to jail, isn’t it,” Munyambu asked him?

	Harry shook his head. He was in up to his neck.....

	Brainwashing

	Peng had come up with a great script idea. As part of the “white woman captured and tortured” series...he had the idea for a “brainwashing” session. One of his “actors” was a true sadist. He was a fat older Chinese man with a “Fu Manchu” moustache` who Peng had cast as a Captain or a Colonel in these videos. Munyambu liked the idea because he thought it might be a way to enforce discipline with a slave. 

	The Chinaman, whose name was Han Shun, had read what the North Koreans were doing with electro-stimulation, sensory deprivation and audio “suggestion” tapes.  He had assembled some equipment and armed with a rough idea how to go about it, he convinced Peng to let him try it on the next woman. The script idea was that North Korean military had captured a white woman. They would subject her to a session on the “brainwashing machine”.... 

	It involved stripping Kate and binding her to a gynecologist’s table. Then put a set of earphones on her head. This would be connected to a CD player. He had come up with a hypnosis script and Peng had a woman from a radio station record it. Basically, the tape purpose was to “indoctrinate” and featured the woman’s sexy voice drilling a message into the mind of the listener, over and over. The message, in English: ‘I’m a whore. I love being humiliated. I love cock. I need to be fucked in the ass. I love cum. I’m a slut.’ All of this said in the present tense and repeated endlessly. Droning, hypnotic, trance music was added to accentuate the effects. 

	While Kate was strapped to the table and couldn’t move, she would also be hooked up to an electro-stimulation machine. The goal was to make her orgasm and ejaculate continuously. The Chinese actors would play the part of the North Korean military and Han Shun would operate the equipment. Kate dutifully reported to the warehouse on a weekday morning. Peng directed her in the early sequences. The Koreans would “capture” her and bring her to a cell. They had this set on the floor of the warehouse. This sequence was taped fairly quickly. 

	Kate didn’t need to act for any of these productions. Her own natural reactions were perfect. The “Koreans” came to her cell and Han Shun, playing the part of the lead heavy, told her to strip. She did so with cast and crew watching. Then the Koreans took her to the “brainwashing room”. Shun supervised her mounted on the table. Shun had played the “Captain” in Kate’s first video. Following the script, he played with her pussy and rubbed her pissflaps and clitoris.  He stopped when her clitoral hood retracted.

	This made it easier for him to attach the electrode. He rubbed the shaft of her clitoris making sure the bulb had erected fully. A “private” handed him the wire leads. The first leads were adhesive pads that he attached to Kate’s big, reddish-brown nipples, so that they covered most of the areolas as well. The second circuit was a thick, blunt copper rod, about 18 centimeters long. Shun shoved this in to her vagina so that is rested at a point just behind her G-spot. Kate squirmed as the rod filled her tight vaginal sheath. The third circuit was connected to a stainless-steel dumbbell with a convex shaft about 12 centimeters long.

	He inserted this into Kate’s rectum. The fourth lead was a flat-jawed clip and he attached this to the hood covering her clitoris. Kate was very nervous. She stared as he hooked her up to a transformer....a black box with several switches and dials. Each circuit with its own “positive” and “negative”. Then Shun put on the headphones. He threw a switch and Kate jerked as she felt the current in her clitoris. This soon made her lubricate and her private parts began to swell. She tried to thrust her hips into the air. It looked as if it is searching for a hard cock to fuck. Shun increased the current flowing to the point that she writhed and then he stopped there. He turned another dial and Kate began to feel a twitching sensation in her vagina.

	He threw another switch on the transformer. This time, the current now began pulsing at half-second intervals. He turned it up. Kate felt it in her G-spot as the sensations went from pleasant to intense. Juice began leaking from her urethra. Then he activated the circuit in her shitter. As the current flowed, it felt to Kate as if she was being fucked in the ass. The dumbbell began going in - and - out - in - and - out. Munyambu, standing behind Peng, chuckled as Kate’s oozing vagina showed it was working. So far, Shun’s equipment was very effective.

	Kate’s nipples jerked as the electro stimulation went into the “pulsing” mode, and it felt as if someone was pulling and twisting them. They began to swell and look like reddish-purple berries - ready to burst. Shun now tried a couple of combinations of pulses and currents, to work her clitoris, G-spot and epicenter from inside her vagina and her rectum. Her juice flowed more with each combination.  He then turned it up a notch sending stronger pulsing current into her asshole and vagina.  Her urethra exploded and it looked like she was pissing.

	Pulse after pulse of pussy juice gushed out of her urethra as everyone watched her ejaculate. Chang stayed close with the hand-held camera. Then Shun and his uniformed cohorts left her bound to the table and wired up. They sat down at a nearby table to drink and play cards and occasionally looked over at her as she came over and over again. More than once, Kate passed out. When she did, they’d turn off the machine but kept the tape running. 

	They’d slap her awake and start over. When she’d awaken, she found herself on an endless treadmill of arousal, orgasm, and ejaculation combined with bondage, sensory deprivation and the audio programming. It was brain imprinting....pure mind control – simple and effective. And it was proving to be a very nasty porn tape. Since there wasn’t much physical movement by the actors, the stationary camera picked up most of the action. Chang, with the hand-held, focused on Kate’s face and her crotch.

	She was exhausted when they took her off the machine. They forced her to her knees and made her suck their cocks in turn. The three actors were smiling and loving it as Kate was on her knees and kissing, licking and sucking their cocks like a trained puppet. Chang and the stationary crew got most of it but the main camera ran out of film at one point. They had to stop, take a break and then resume. Kate was forced to finish what they’d made her start. She sucked off each man to completion and then swallowed. Then Peng motioned to Shun. He’d prepared by drinking a large bottle of water and a beer before filming had begun. So had the two other Chinamen. All had full bladders.

	Shun kept Kate on her knees. He told her to, “Keep mouth open.” He stepped up and pulled his cock and balls from his trousers again. He had a nice fat uncircumcised cock. He aimed it right at Kate’s mouth an began pissing. Kate obediently kept her mouth open, but when he filled her mouth with his yellow, smelly piss, she gagged and spit it up. He slapped her face and one of the others held her head so he could finish. She had to take it all and swallow. Kate was sick and sickened by this. Especially when the other two took up positions to urinate in her mouth in turn. It was the most brutally debasing and degrading scene yet. Some of the piss slopped down onto her tits to dribble down her belly and splatter onto the floor. 

	After this, they tied her hand and foot to a chair and force-fed her. It was like how a goose is force-fed. This was also a humiliating and unpleasant scene and experience for Kate. Shun had come up with a dog’s toy which he turned into a feeding gag. It looked like a baby dummy or pacifier. He drilled three holes into the tip of the rubber nipple and ran a tube into it. This way the victim couldn’t stop the flow with their tongue. An enema bag was filled with a nauseating mixture of rice, cooking oil, cooked vegetables and raw eggs that had been run thru a blender. He poured this mixture into the bag and when the clamp on the tube was released, gravity made it work.

	He forced the bulb into Kate’s mouth and strapped it to her head. It filled up with “meal” and as it drained into her mouth she had to swallow. This also made her clamp down on the bulb and that squeezed more of the “meal” into her mouth. It was an irresistible cycle. She had to swallow and clamping down on the bulb made her swallow again and again - whether she wanted to or not. It was very effective and very humiliating. The others held her head so that she would finish her meal. The crew got it all on tape.

	Afterwards, they hooked her back up to the machine again. When they finally took her off the table, she was mess. She looked like she had been through a war and stank like a gutter whore. Her nipples and sex organs were purple and had swollen to three times their normal size. They were gigantically engorged. She had discharged so much pussy juice and urine from her vagina and urethra that the table was soaked.  And it had dripped down to the concrete floor beneath the table to make a puddle a meter across. 

	Anal Torment

	Following this, they got her bent over the table. Shun came around with a can of white cooking grease, grinning like the prototypical Asian heavy in countless Western films.  He began smearing some on Kate’s asshole. The other two gathered around to look at this new diversion. He smeared it generously – not only on her anus, but worked some into her rectum as well.

	Kate, all bent over, was made to spread her cheeks, showing her anal hole nicely greased. Then all three men lined up behind them. The still photos from the shoot showed pictures with her facial expressions as she was sodomized, as well as the faces of the men ass fucking her. The photographer captured many different expressions: some showed anguish, others expressed pain or shame and in one shot....lust. There was no doubt about it, Munyambu and Peng would have an interesting video when it was edited.

	Then, Shun got behind Kate holding a pot of hot curry paste. He scooped some of the fiery mixture and applied it to Kate’s sore asshole. He made sure to get some of it into her rectum too. The frantic hopping up and down afterwards and Kate’s begging and pleading for water to cool the burning sent the men into gales of laughter. This was the end of the video. Peng smiled and Munyambu congratulated him.

	Kate was sore and exhausted afterwards. They allowed her to shower and dress. She was so sore she could barely walk. Kate stopped at the Hilton Hotel on Mama Ngina Street for coffee and took analgesics to ease her pains before she got home. When she got home she slept for six hours straight. But, she was to be more pliable and acquiescent after this session. More like a sex toy than ever. Harry knew that they had done something really horrible to her that day, but Kate didn’t want to talk about it. As far as Han Shun and Lei Peng were concerned, they were happy with the results.

	Peng had turned the pictures the photographer had taken into a little slide show which was an extra added bonus for the distributors. Munyambu had them downloaded it to his cell phone as well. He reminded Kate later that this slide show could be downloaded to the Internet and emailed to families, friends and her minister. It was a cruel threat and extra insurance for him. He was just beginning to use Kate to the fullest......

	Party Favor

	Chief Inspector once every few months threw a party for key contacts as well as his crew. He took over Peng’s warehouse and turned it into a social club for the night. Plenty of booze, food and Kate in attendance as the “party favor”. Munyambu made Harry come too. The room was filled with mostly middle-aged black men. Contractors, vendors, gangsters and others in Munyambu’s debt. Several were cops.... young, tall and rangy.... just out of their teens. 

	Three were older... perhaps in their thirties. One was an ugly, dwarfish older man...this was Corporal Mosi. All of them were very black. The policemen among them sported blue shirts and navy trousers but with insignia on their sleeves if they were Sergeants or below. Only Munyambu wore insignia on his shoulders, as an Inspector. Several carried sjamboks, the cowhide whips, dangling from loops on their belts.

	When it was time for Kate to be available to extend some “hospitality”, Munyambu turned to her and said, “are you ready to show us your stuff?”

	“Stand over there,” Munyambu chuckled as he pointed to a spot.

	She looked at the spot he pointed to. Kate started to stand but eager black hands at each elbow pulled her up. Several black men escorted her. All eyes were fastened on the sight of Kate's shapely figure barely concealed by her peach and pink cocktail dress. The skirt barely covered her ample buttocks. Where the fabric clung to the swaying shapes of her breasts and the twin fat loaves of her ass, all eyes were now on her.

	“Strip,” Munyambu commanded her.

	They took in the sight of Kate’s fulsome figure as she took off her dress and bra. Constable Simba took her dress from her. He was a young handsome officer from the Langata station. Now exposed, the swinging shapes of her heavy breasts could be seen.  Each one, as big as a mango, hung down and were capped with nipples as big as shelled peanuts, reddish-brown and sitting on top of saucer-sized areolas. Her tits were full and heavy and every move had them swaying and bobbing. She was trembling slightly and closed her eyes as she pulled down her bikini panties. There was a murmur from the men when they saw her hairy mound and full buttocks.

	The men began whistling and clapping - and making really crude remarks now - really rough and nasty. Munyambu had her turn this way and that to humiliate her. Making her display herself like a “white slave”. Munyambu ordered her to spread her legs and then bend over and spread her buttocks to exhibit her anus. Kate, who thought she would be brave, was soon whimpering, as her nipples had gotten erect - the areolas had puckered and were covered with pebbly bumps. Either fear or humiliation had gotten to her. She avoided looking at Harry who had slunk to the sidelines to avoid any further embarrassment.

	“Get her ready for mounting,” Munyambu said turning to Simba and Gatura.

	He reached around and cupped Kate’s left breast, and then tweaked the nipple. Kate hung her head as the feelings of humiliation overwhelmed her.

	“More drinks for everyone,” Munyambu sneered. “Drink up, everyone.”

	The others found their glasses being re-filled.  Kate tried to ignore the hands groping her, but found herself gaping at the sight of Kamau's big hands squeezing her tits. Her hair hung down and partly covered her face. She kept her eyes down. A popping flash went off as someone began snapping some shots. Whoever was taking pictures reminded Harry and Kate that her humiliation was being recorded. Harry was not the only one who figured out the blackmail potential of those photos was enormous and gave the Chief Inspector another hold over them. 

	It was mind-blowing to Harry that these cops could do such a thing to them. Yet they all seemed quite without qualms. Munyambu was laughing, as he watched Kamau and Simba maul Kate's breasts and whisper something in her ear which made her blush again. Kate, now completely naked, was being molested in front of everyone.

	“Glasses empty again. Fill their glasses,” Munyambu roared. “Everyone drink.”

	Simba and Gatura reached out and began rubbing and touching Kate’s ass as Kamau fondled the pale, white mounds of her breasts as another flash popped. She felt men on either side of her and behind her stroking her. The hands on her buttocks squeezed harder. Kate swam most days and played tennis at least twice times a week. So, although 39 years old and a mother, she still had an good figure. Medium tall, she was wide-hipped and very heavy-breasted. Her large reddish-brown nipples and the wet curls of light brown hair visible between her legs were like a magnet for the men.

	“This British slut will be a good fuck,” Harry heard someone say with glee in his voice.

	Then this man came over to pat her on the butt as if she was a dog and the man, said out loud, “this cunt is gonna give me a good ride when I get the whip on her.”

	The couple felt as if they were in the middle of a nightmare. Harry saw Kate being bent over a table and held by Gacheru. They got her bending forward over it as though she were a jockey, her lower belly on the table and her hands clutching at air as Gacheru held her wrists. Her ass was now spread obscenely for everyone’s view. The position insured that her full, white buttocks provided a nice cushion for those sexing her from behind and that she was “opened up” to the maximum. 

	Kamau ran his fingers over the curves of her ass and then explored the folds and crevices between her thighs. When he held up his fingers they were wet and this got the others hooting and clapping. He snapped his fingers, took a sjambok from Simba and called over the female constable, Nyarai, who giggled into her hands to cover her face but quickly got into position behind the table. She eagerly accepted the whip Kamau offered her.

	“Have more drinks,” Munyambu called out. “Drink everyone.”

	The glasses were refilled as Kate began writhing and crying out in pain as the 45 year old woman constable began whipping her on her buttocks. As Kate cried out, Kamau began fiddling with the sound system and got some tunes going. Nyarai drew back the sjambok and lashed it down with the full strength of her arm on the dimpled white buttocks offered up to her. Kate twitched and yelped in painful response as a hip-hop tune played.

	The men laughed as the whip strokes spread red weals all over Kate’s butt cheeks. Years of hating the rich whites and Indians were being repaid with interest. Finally, Munyambu made Nyarai stop and began to play with Kate’s pussy. Kate squealed as he worked her - as she had done with each stroke of the sjambok. But this time, instead of having her eyes tightly closed, they were open wide, as the men hooted and hollered watching Munyambu work his fingers, one-by-one, into her wet sex. The Inspector inserted two and then three of his long fingers and worked them around until Kate was juicing heavily.

	She began was whimpering softly feeling humiliated and degraded. Laughing, Munyambu offered the man who had boasted earlier a turn at feeling Kate’s girl parts. Then, he handed this man the sjambok. The 48 year old business man began laying the whip on with full strength, enough to make Kate's cries heard over the music. Harry found himself being mocked by some of the men as the music and the beating of his wife continued. He looked over at Munyambu. It took a really sick mind to stage a gang rape of a white woman to the accompaniment of music “as though it’s a party” he thought to himself.

	Over at the table, Kamau pushed everyone aside and sporting a prodigious erection, stood behind Kate. Nyarai put her hand over her mouth and giggled as Kamau positioned himself. He caught hold of Kate's hips in each of his large black hands and plunged his manhood deep into her body. She yelped and arched her back as he began his task of thoroughly fucking her. Simba and Gatura got close and slapped at her buttocks with their open hands as she wiggled and was bounced about. Kate's eyes were open wide and the sounds coming out of her mouth sounded like she was being horse-whipped. A camera went back to flashing in the room like summer lightning.

	Harry bit his knuckle as he watched Kate being fucked. There were hands slapping her buttocks. She was being treated about as lewdly as a woman could be treated. She soon squealed like a rabbit caught by a pack of dogs and Kamau shouted out in triumph as he deposited a heavy load in her vagina. The music had stopped. Kamau pulled out and stepped back..... his cock glistening with the juice from Kate’s pussy and his own semen. 

	Munyambu barked out orders in Swahili as Kate panted heavily. Nyarai knelt down behind Kate, giggling as she pointed out the white woman’s reddened, drooling pussy to the others. Munyambu gave her an order and she got a glass and held the rim up against Kate’s drooling vagina. She collected some semen mixed with the vaginal secretions and Munyambu then filled the glass almost to the brim with rum.

	“A toast.... a toast,” he said as he held up the glass. Munyambu went to Kate with it.

	“Here you are,” he chuckled. “Drink it all.”

	Cum was floating on top of the liquor – the rest of the nasty stuff was swirled throughout. Kate thought about trying to avoid it. She took the glass and swallowed a mouthful of the liquor, the cum glazing her upper lip. She wanted to throw up, but Munyambu made her drink it all. Afterward, humiliated and grossed out, she shook her head as if to say, ‘that was really nasty.’

	“Well done,” Munyambu mocked her.

	After this, Kate was bound on top of the table by a half-naked Simba and Gatura as another flash from a camera popped. Simba got up on the table on his back and Gatura got Kate straddling him. Simba’s cock was pointing up and steadying Kate with one hand he aimed his manhood at her hole. Very quickly it was inside her and she groaned as it invaded her depths. Seeing black men sexing his wife so openly and with an audience was a shock for Harry. And after awhile, Kate began humping up and down on her own. 

	She alternated between squatting up and down on it and leaning forward to wiggle her ass and work it around. She was like a performing animal. Mosi and Gatura squeezed her tits and pulled on her nipples. As they pulled on her teats, they drew her breasts out from her body in the most grotesque way. Mosi got behind her and began whipping her butt cheeks again with a sjambok. Each hot smack was a counterpoint to the sounds of wet flesh slapping together as she rode Simba’s cock.

	Gatura asked Simba, “how is she?”

	“Oh yeah. This white slut is trained now.”

	It was true. The English wife was acting out her own humiliation. She was wiggling her ass and hips and humping up and down like a trained monkey. Her eyes closed, Kate methodically worked herself up and down on his manhood. They kept her on the table for many “rides”. On her back with her toes pointing at the wall, bent double.  She staggered away, about an hour later not quite sure how many men had taken her in her cunt and past caring. 

	It was very late when the couple were allowed to leave. Harry couldn’t believe how many men had fucked his wife. When they got home, Harry pestered her for sex, aroused by her cum packed vagina. Kate was too tired to care and let him climb on top of her. He came in just a few strokes. It was, in a way, the final humiliation for the day for Harry.

	Harry’s Humiliation

	A month late later, it was time for Munyambu and his crew to gather for entertainment with women being main source of the fun and various things that could be devised to make things interesting. And, of course it was all captured it on tape. The DVDs starring Kate found ready buyers in Asia. Peng and Munyambu were pleased. So, the couple were given orders to report to the warehouse again for Kate to take another “starring role” in one of Peng’s porn epics.  Kate got herself ready. She wore make-up, her skirt was short and her blouse was low cut .....her best panties and bra - the works. Harry wore a short-sleeved club shirt and a pair of khaki trousers. He found it awful that they were dressing for what would be a terribly degrading experience.

	Shortly, as Harry and Kate stepped out of their car in front of the warehouse, they saw two lorries approaching. Once the lorries were parked, Munyambu, Senior Sergeant Kamau, Sergeant Zuberi, Corporal Mosi, and Constables Gatura, Gachie, Simba, Gacheru and Nyarai emerged. Simba went to the back of one of the lorries and released a huge brindle colored dog from a cage. Munyambu had confiscated fighting dogs and occasionally gone to such bouts himself. He liked dogs and this animal had been imported from South Africa by a local gangster who failed to pay the police their monthly bribe. So, Munyambu took his dog and Kamau and Zuberi broke his arms.

	It was a Boerboel, a cross between a mastiff and a bulldog - about 64 centimeters tall and about 65 kilos in weight. The owner had bought the dog to cross with female pit bulls to create a larger, stronger strain of fighting dog. Boerboels were reported to have killed leopards in one-on-one battles. Who knew if this was true, but it made for a good story. 

	The dog’s name was Gebhuza and it was actually a lazy, easy going brute. Munyambu liked the dog. The animal wasn’t particularly aggressive towards other dogs or people. What Munyambu had discovered was that the dog was crazy to mate. He also discovered that Gebhuza was attracted to the smell of human females. And therein lies the tale.

	Munyambu told Simba to tie the dog in the yard out back, get him some water and come inside. He and the others headed for the main door and took Harry and Kate with them. Both he and Kate were nervous. Munyambu complimented Kate on how she looked. He then had Gachie take them to a spare office. There they sat down and looked at each other wondering what to expect. Munyambu and his men repaired to his office to have a drink. After that, he told Gacheru and Gatura to get together with Peng who was working on the set-up down at the other end of the warehouse.

	Kamau rubbed his hands together. “This is going to be amusing, boss,” he said.

	The Inspector smiled. Then both men strolled out to get the couple. Kamau opened the door and Harry and Kate looked like they were waiting for the executioner. Munyambu made a joke but he and Kamau were the only ones who laughed. 

	Harry said, “I didn’t think you would demand the constant use of my wife. When is this going to stop?”

	Munyambu guffawed at that. “You’re in deep shit. And... you’re worried about your wife getting a little exercise?” Kamau laughed too.

	Harry ignored this. It was insulting to say that what they were doing now to Kate was just a “little exercise”. It was extreme sexual and emotional humiliation and each time it seemed like it was being ratcheted higher. Harry didn’t know how much more he could take.  He felt like he was getting close to a breaking point.

	“Let’s go,” said Munyambu crooking his finger at them like they were hired help. In a way, they were.

	As they walked back into the big cavernous space of the warehouse, they could see that chairs had been set up on one side of a wooden platform. Munyambu’s crew were all there....some standing and some sitting and smoking. They were shocked to see some of the same business men that had been at the party. The Inspector had brought them there to witness Harry and Kate’s humiliation.

	“Stand up and go over there,” Munyambu said to Kate, pointing to a place in the center of the platform where the lights had been set up all around it. 

	Harry felt sick in the pit of his stomach.

	“Take off your clothes....strip,” Kamau added.

	Kate looked around, and she, of course, had been naked before in front of Munyambu and his crew, but being ordered to do a strip in front of her husband as well as strangers was mortifying every single time. For Kate now having things done to her or being made to do things in front of her husband was an emotional and sexual hydrogen bomb.  She was repelled and aroused by the idea of her being used and abused in front of others. 

	Somehow...this added to the stimulation. Each time being obliged to be naked in front of a group of black men was a fresh violation; and even more so now that others were there to witness it. Only being forced to do these things in front of her own family would be a greater humiliation.  Harry, close to the breaking point, began protesting.

	Munyambu smiled and told Gachie and Gacheru, “put him in a chair.”

	The two men shoved Harry down and then stood behind him. Then Munyambu told Kate to take off her panties and bring them to him. She lifted her skirt, with difficulty - as it was so tight, and hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her blue nylon panties, pulled them down. Munyambu took the garment from her and held them up to show everyone that Kate had already creamed her panties. The cotton crotch was already damp with her excitement.

	“You’re wet, slut,” he said.

	Kate blushed. Munyambu brought them over to two middle-aged gray-haired business types and held them up so each could get her scent to see how excited Kate was. Nyarai was seen to giggle at this. She loved to humiliate the white man. Harry got red in the face. He was terrified at how easily Munyambu went from smooth and affable to coarse and rough. He had never seen a man do anything like it before. The black man could go from being a gentleman to a sadistic monster in the blink of an eye.

	Munyambu and the others sat down to watch Kate perform. First the blouse, then the tight skirt. Finally, standing in only her bra and her shoes. Peng’s crew began to tape it all, focusing on Kate exclusively. Munyambu had Kamau put some tunes on a portable player and when Kamau found something funky and raunchy, Peng directed Kate to “dance”. Kate wasn’t much of a dancer, but ordered to do so she wiggled her ass, shook her hips, took off her bra and let her tits bounce and jiggle. By this time, she’d given all the black men erections. She had to stand, turn, and at Peng’s command, and “pose”. 

	She put her hands on her hips and put her hands behind her head and turned this way and that as she was directed; then bend over and spread her legs and even pull her ass cheeks apart to expose her anus. It was then that some sitting in the chairs saw the string.  Kate was menstruating and was wearing a tampon. It was at the end of her period and she was just spotting, but didn’t say anything to Harry, who like so many of his class and breeding, would have preferred that his wife didn’t confront him with the intricacies of her female plumbing. Munyambu, Peng and Kamau weren’t so finicky and the fact that she was menstruating fitted into the larger plans that day. 

	Kamau told Kate to, “stand still.” 

	Then he came over and fairly ripped the tampon out of her vagina – causing her to gasp and groan. He motioned to Chang to not film his face. It was only slightly stained, but at this time of the month Kate’s body was churning out female hormones and Kamau and Munyambu knew how valuable that was. She was embarrassed somewhat by all this, but was now fairly compliant. The Inspector called Simba over. The good looking kid was acting as the dog’s main handler that day. 

	“Let Gebhuza smell this,” he said as he handed him the tampon, holding it by the string.

	Simba looked at it, nodded, took it and went out to the yard. Zuberi, Gacheru, Gatura and Gachie were going to be in today’s shoot. They all wore non-descript clothes. And dark glasses and hats. Munyambu came over with Peng and told Harry to take off his clothes. Shocked and shamed, Harry tried to beg off. But the Chief Inspector would not be denied. He told Harry that they would strip him if he didn’t do it. 

	And so, humiliated, Harry took off his clothes. He was red faced when he was done. His penis was hanging down limp and small underneath his paunch and he wanted use his hands to cover himself, but he knew that this would only make things worse. It was so humiliating. Then they put Kate on a table on her back. Zuberi asked him if he found his wife sexually exciting. Harry blushed. 

	He then told him to, “well, go ahead and fuck her.”

	Harry gulped and looked over at Kate. Munyambu had Gachie and Gacheru put her in the “birth position” with her legs against her tits. 

	He turned again to Harry and said, “look at that pussy. Go to it, man.”

	Whether it was the pressure of performing in front of an audience or that Kate was on her period....in any event.... it was too much for him. He could not get erection. The men lost no time in mocking him. It was awful. Everyone berated him and Zuberi told him to sit down. Peng’s crew covered the drama as it developed.

	“If you can’t fuck your wife, then just watch my men fuck her,” he said to him insultingly.

	For Harry....it was very mortifying, but in the end, Harry could not perform. It was a terrible moment.

	“If you can’t do it, then we’ll give your slut wife what she needs,” is how Zuberi put it. 

	They had another humiliation for him. “Put the “ball cuffs” on,” Zuberi gruffly told Gacheru and Gatura.

	Gacheru showed it to Harry who blanched. Gacheru, helped by Gatura, held Harry down and opened the cuffs to show Harry the device again. It was made of wood, highly polished - two curved shaped pieces. The upper and lower bars of the solid wood cuff came apart in order for Harry’s testicles to be placed into the center opening. Then Gacheru secured the cuffs on Harry with two wing nuts that held the two halves together. The cuffs clamped around the base of his scrotum, mounted in the center of the bar that passed behind the thighs at the base of his buttocks.

	This forced Harry to keep his legs folded or bent, as any attempt to straighten his legs, even slightly, pulled directly on his scrotum, causing him considerable discomfort. It kept him submissively on his knees.. It also presented his balls perfectly for punishment. Harry struggled a bit, but in the end, he was wearing the ball cuffs. It was great fun for awhile as Harry was effectively hobbled and stumbled around helplessly. The camera crew followed him around capturing his humiliation on tape.

	Gatura came over and pushed him down to reinforce the fact that the only place for a man like him was on his knees. His predicament produced gales of laughter around the room, especially with Nyarai. Kate was taken off the table. She found herself just staring at Harry’s balls trapped in the cuff. Her heart went out to him. It was so humiliating for him being rendered powerless by his own manhood again. Now that it was on, Harry had been turned into a helpless eunuch. Kate stared as her husband being degraded. Harry looked at her with shame in his eyes. He had been given a chance to show his manhood and failed. This was the price...

	“Now, ask us to fuck your wife,” Zuberi said, laughing.

	He made Harry beg him to do the deed. This was very humbling. Harry colored visibly but in the end, he asked for the men to fuck Kate. He had to stand aside and watch as they passed Kate around from man-to- man.  Each of them groped her in the most obscene way. Fingers were shoved in her pussy and asshole. Her tits got squeezed and her nipples pinched and pulled. There were lots of nasty, crude remarks as they took turns molesting her. They all put their fingers in her holes. By the time she had run the gauntlet, Kate was very, very wet. All recorded on tape....

	Harry had to watch. Following this, Zuberi got Kate on her knees.... unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock. He grabbed her by the hair, pressed her face to his crotch and got her kissing, licking and sucking his dick. Harry suffering in the uncomfortable position the cuffs put him in...wasn’t able to do anything. The cuffs didn’t allow any freedom of action. This would get worse as the afternoon wore on. He would end up being sexually aroused and then denied as part of his humiliation.

	When Kate didn’t please Zuberi enough with her mouth, Gachie used a sjambok on her ass. The whip was applied demandingly to her naked buttocks and Kate quickly became more enthusiastic.  Soon, Zuberi was raping her mouth. He was forcing it in so deep that it reached the entrance to her throat and made her gag. When she gagged her saliva began flowing thick and fast. Soon, she was drooling thick strings of saliva. Every time he pulled out an avalanche` of her saliva poured out. 

	Harry, humiliatingly, got an erection watching Kate sucking the big, black dick. Kate had gone down on Harry and was sweet about swallowing his semen, but he had never seen a man use a woman’s mouth like Kamau did. It was like the way he used her mouth in the earlier video. And every time she slowed down or didn’t show the proper enthusiasm, Gachie, standing behind her, whipped her on her butt cheeks with the sjambok. 

	It was only a “canine” model, a dog whip, about 75 centimeters long, and made from cowhide, but it hurt. In the old days, such a whip would have been longer, heavier and made from the tough hide of a rhino. But still, it was a wicked tool and soon there was a network of overlapping red weals and marks on her ass. The sound man caught the pistol shot sounds of each blow...

	Finally, Kamau approached his precious moment and pulled Kate’s mouth down onto his cock so that his pubic hair tickled her nose. His cock actually entered the entrance of her throat and as he held her head Kate’s gagging went wild. That’s when he ejaculated and filled he mouth with his seed. When he pulled out, he told her to open up and show the load. Her mouth was so full of saliva and semen. Chang moved in for a close-up.  Then Zuberi told her to swallow and warned her not to spill a drop. Kate dutifully swallowed his heavy load, and then licked her lips.

	He then turned the rest of the men loose on her. They dragged her by her hair over to the table.....got her on it but lying on her belly with her feet on the floor and her hands above her head. First Gatura, Simba, Gachie, Mosi and Gacheru each took a turn. Kate got a heavy vaginal workout. When her pussy became really messy Zuberi told Harry to use his mouth to clean her. She was packed with semen. It was sort of disgusting and Harry knew he didn’t want to do it. He was told, at that point, to put his mouth on his wife’s cunt or else.  Harry face went pale. He looked at his wife and then over at the others and realized everyone was going to witness his worst humiliation yet.

	“If you don’t do it on your own, I’ll have her work on your balls,” he said pointing to Nyarai, costumed as they were with a hat and dark glasses. “And then you’ll do it anyway.”

	Harry had no choice. With everyone staring at him he waddled over and, gagging, put his lips on his wife’s messy pussy. He looked over and saw his humiliation mirrored in men’s faces. It was awful. They kept him at it until he had cleaned her of most of the cum and her secretions. It was disgusting and he almost vomited. After that, Simba and Zuberi took turns sodomizing Kate using white cooking grease as a lubricant. Harry had never had anal sex with Kate and was shocked at how easily they used her that way and how acquiescent and pliant she was taking their dicks fully in her asshole. 

	His eyes almost popped out of his head watching Simba work his long dong into her rectum.  He used some of the semen to lubricate her shit hole, as well as the grease. Then he spit on her anus too. That was another degradation.  Kate flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole.  He spit on her anus two more time. When he was ready, he impaled her with his cock. The camera crew moved in closer; their equipment’s attention on the one-sided struggle between his cock and her tight asshole. 

	The expressions on his face and hers were similar. Both appeared to be in the grip of pain. Kate by the pain and humiliation as Simba sodomized her and him by his lust.  Just as if she were giving birth, she panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the stretching pressure in her rectum.  She tried to relax her sphincter. She couldn’t loosen it enough for it not to hurt. He leaned on her and this forced his long, hard dick deeper into her. His cock was deeply embedded in her asshole now. 

	He brutally forced his way even deeper inside her ass, cruelly stretching her rectum. Kate felt as if a cricket bat was being forced up her ass.   But her body began to surrender to his cock. In her mind she began to open up to him totally. Her shit hole had loosened a little and it took him only three or four more strokes to fully penetrate her up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock tightly - squeezing his cock. 

	As the others watched, he began to ride her. He started moving relentlessly in and out of her asshole like a machine, stretching her. Now that he was fully inside her, he knelt, his knees shoulder width apart. He gripped her slick, sweaty shoulders to pull her pliant body back onto his hard cock, so he could plow into her asshole with hard, powerful strokes.  He slammed into her ass with all his strength, relentlessly impaling her on his cock. Involuntarily, Kate cried out, a low, constant moan coming from her. When he was done, Gachie and Mosi took turns with her that way...

	Zuberi made Harry come over, at one point and stand at the head of the table. He told him to hold Kate’s hands so she could grip his hands. He wanted her to clench the muscles in her vagina to make it more fun for Gachie fucking her ass and holding Harry’s hands would help her to do this. It was also hugely shaming for Harry. He was being used as a “sex aid”. What was even more shaming was that they made him say what he was doing. Say it out loud - to shame him. All recorded for the final tape....

	                           

	Gebhuza, the Dog

	Then they took a little break. Some smoked; all of Munyambu’s crew drank. And Munyambu made sure that Kate drank two brandies. Munyambu wanted her revived and strong. Then he and Peng sent Simba out to fetch Gebhuza. Kate shrank back when Simba came back in leading the huge dog on a leash. This animal was ugly: a heavy-boned, brindle-colored mastiff. The dog who had been quiet in the yard, now barked....excited. Simba made it sit. 

	It could now really smell Kate and the earlier exposure to her soiled tampon had the animal’s nose wide open! Kate looked around and saw Munyambu smirking at her.  Everyone was murmuring. They were ready to resume taping. The scene started with Zuberi coming over and making Kate stand in front of the dog. The animal smelled the semen and her secretions and the fact that she was menstruating and began to bark. He made her spread her legs and shoved two fingers into her honey pot.

	Out came nice nasty mixture of her various vaginal juices, heavy with her monthly hormonal secretions and semen. He went over to Gebhuza and thrust his fingers in the dog’s face. The animal went wild and its tongue began lapping and licking. When he pulled his hand back the poor dumb animal’s tongue kept lapping at air. He went over to Kate and began to talk to her.

	 

	“Do you know what kind of dog this is,” he asked?

	 

	“N..no.”

	 

	“It’s a Boerboel. It’s a fighting dog. But it doesn’t like to fight. It loves pussy.”

	 

	Kate stared at the dog....horrified.

	 

	“DOG’S GONNA FUCK YOU.”

	She looked at Zuberi wide-eyed. She was shocked. Grinning and enjoying her discomfort, he motioned to Simba to bring the dog closer. Kate started to protest. But it was no good.  Simba encouraged the animal, and it quickly began sniffing and smelling her crotch. She tried to push the animal’s muzzle from her crotch. When she didn’t show enough eagerness, Zuberi had them put her on the “pony”. Once again she was soon galloping on the horse that never went anywhere. 

	“In the end, you’re gonna suck the dog’s cock and it’s going to fuck you,” he told her.

	She rode the pony and that was an erotically thrilling scene that Peng’s crew got all in one take. At first Kate just stood on her toes, but when she got tired, she sat on the sharp edge, but after awhile with her weight on her pussy she raised up on her toes and then when her calves gave out she sat down with the sharp edge again putting pressure on her pussy, perineum and anus. Then the bobbing started. It got to that point very quickly.  She got very sore between her legs and shot right back up again. Up and down. Up and down. 

	She began to go faster and faster. It was an amazing sight. When Kate started “bobbing” like she was riding a horse, she stared right at the camera and showed all her emotions. The expressions on her face were priceless, but to get a close-up view of her pussy when it came in contact with the sharp edge and seeing her rise up on her toes Chang got the lens almost right on her pussy. Harry once again discovered that some of the things they did to his wife got him hot. Then Zuberi stood beside her and very quietly asked her if she wanted to get off. ‘Was she prepared to obey?’ 

	They actually got her saying on the tape that she would give herself to the dog. They let her down and got her on her back on the floor.  Harry, when he was asked if he wanted his wife to have sex with the dog, he resisted. The Inspector, grinning on the sidelines, was very happy that Harry was such a good “actor”. They had Nyarai take his balls hand. While Gachie and Zuberi held him, Nyarai took Harry’s two testicles in his flushed, stretched sack and began pressing her thumbs into each testicle. Zuberi then asked him again if he wanted his wife to, ‘have sex with the dog.’ After only a moment Harry agreed. He was ashamed he had given in....

	Next, they held Kate down and pulled her legs open. The dog smelled the pussy and the semen, and its big, wet tongue shot out to lap her, licking her pubic hair, her slit, her ass crack and her buttocks. As the dog’s pink tongue lapped her, it began to arouse her, even though she did not want it. As the dog began lapping her THERE in her pussy…. it began to ooze and leak her feminine secretions and globs of semen. 

	 

	She began to writhe, and go, “oh…oh…oh.”

	 

	When it thrust its big pink tongue right into her hole, she yelped like she had been stuck; then she began moaning. Harry found his penis stirred to stiffness watching the spectacle. To see his wife trying to resist what the dog was doing to her and failing was heady stuff indeed. Munyambu stood back enjoying what he had arranged. It was becoming a really nasty show...The sound of the dog’s tongue lapping her all over was very erotic. The sound man moved the boom in as close as he could to get it all.

	 

	The dog went crazy and began licking her madly. Her reddish-brown nipples got as hard as pebbles; and as the dog tongue licked her clitoris - she thought she would go mad.  The dog sniffed at her asshole and then liking what it found there, began licking her shithole too. Slower at first…then like a demon…and as the mastiff did its thing Kate got very hot and aroused. Its tongue was soft, but strong and wet. With her legs held open and spread, the big mastiff put its cold nose on her clitoris and forced its muzzle between her spread pussy lips. The dog sniffed, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vagina thru her labia to her clitoris....

	 

	Between the dog’s copious saliva, the semen and her secretions, her pussy was soon a mess. Her pubic hair became totally soaked and plastered down, and the mastiff made her jerk and twitch every time it thrust its big pink tongue into her vagina. She was very close to cumming. Kate felt herself being pushed over a cliff as the dog had its way with her. With her legs held open, she was totally vulnerable. 

	The dog, with its big, sloppy tongue pushed her into a world of her own. Oh, she could hear the men joking among themselves…but the dog’s tongue totally dominated her mind and body. She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then began cumming and cumming and cumming. The dog licked her labia and clitoris, making her climax and flow over and over again flooding her pussy and dripping down to the wooden platform underneath her. 

	 

	Whimpering, grunting, moaning and then groaning and screaming as its tongue feasted on her womanhood and shit-hole, Kate could not contain her herself, as the dog licked her like a machine, and drove her to one orgasm after another. Never in her life had she felt anything like it. Its tongue was at her anus, warm and wet. Its tongue explored every crevice and fold of her pussy. 

	To have this happening to her in front of Harry and a whole room full of men opened a floodgate in her mind. To be made to cum by a dog was a new degradation. The most humiliating yet. Involuntarily, she had multiple orgasms that kept exploding like a string of firecrackers! She had a long string of convulsive orgasms. She kept crying out and screaming. Then they pulled the dog off her. It was time for her to suck the dog’s cock. They took a break and reloaded the cameras. 

	The next shot, Simba led the dog over. They got her lying on her back and the big mastiff was led over to straddle her head. The dog was a hulk of muscle and bone. Kate blanched when she saw what it had between its legs. The dog’s cock had emerged from its sheath and protruded obscenely. It was hot red and purple in color and drooling fuck-slime. The penis was fully 21 centimeters long and thick, with a knot that when fully engorged, was as big around as a man’s fist. The beast’s organ was covered with gross veins too. Chang made sure to let the camera linger lovingly on the dog’s penis. Kate had never seen a dog’s fully erected organ before. She had no idea how much cock a dog had, but as she stared at it, the dog showed a very big tool. 

	She looked at it and wanted to balk, but knew she had no choice. The idea of sucking a dog’s cock was revolting. Simba and Gachie kept the dog straddling her head. This put the drooling hot red tip of its cock right in her face. Zuberi grabbed her hand and made her hold the animal’s cock – right behind the swelling “knot” at the base. As she held it, it seemed to grow in her hand. She was going to be made to suck a dog’s dirty dick. The thought shamed her. They ignored her whimpering and Zuberi told her what to do.

	“Kiss and suck the tip. Then use your tongue to tickle the tip. Do that over and over until I tell you to stop.”

	 

	When she began doing this, at his direction, it made the dog’s cock spurt furiously. The dog’s cock kept jetting and the semen that didn’t end up in her mouth splashed all over her face. They made her suck and swallow, suck and swallow and then do it over and over again in exactly the same way, as the crew caught it all on tape. They pushed Harry over so he could watch her degrade herself close-up. 

	Humiliatingly, his penis had gotten fully erect seeing her take this monstrous penis into her mouth, with semen going in her mouth and all over her face too. Nyarai came over, and knelt beside him. She began teasing his penis just the way she had before. She tickled his protruding ball sack, now more sensitive than ever from being stretched by the cuffs, and squeezed his penis.

	 

	Kate descended down the status ladder to lower than that of a dog. The canine discharge filled her mouth and she had to keep swallowing. Her face got very slimy because every time she took the tip from her mouth, it just kept squirting semen. It would just jet and gush in little pops. Her cheeks, chin, nose, lips, neck and breasts were soon glistening with the dog’s watery discharge. Pre-cum jetted from the tip like a hose and it seemed, at times, like the dog was pissing on her. 

	It made her gag and choke – there was so much. Something broke and the crew had to stop. Peng was very unhappy. It had been going so well. He was worried because anytime you work with an animal it can take much longer to get the animal to perform. Gebhuza was performing like a pro.....So was Kate.... They got the problem fixed and got Kate back on the dog’s cock again.

	 

	She sucked and her cheeks bulged from the copious amounts of watery cum, until she swallowed; then her cheeks would bulge again.  Soon she was totally wet ....a sloppy mess as her cheeks, nose, mouth and chin were completely coated and dripping with the beast’s fuck slime. As she continued to suck the dog’s cock, the knot at the base got bigger. It looked like the dog’s penis had swallowed two lemons. She looked over, at one point, and saw the horror of her situation in Chang’s face. And then she looked over at her husband. She saw disgust in his face and this disturbed her. He was watching her suck a dog’s cock......It was so humiliating.

	They kept her sucking its cock until Peng decided that it was time for her to take the dog in her vagina. The cops knew the trick was getting the knot in before it was too big. They got Kate on her elbows and knees. They had learned from dog breeders how to make the dog deliver a huge load. They knew that if a dog was teased over and over again, but not allowed to mount the female right away, it would stimulate the dog’s balls to produce more semen. 

	This teasing - this “false mount” technique worked like a charm to increase the amount of semen in a dog’s balls. So, when Gebhuza started to mount her, Zuberi and Simba pulled the animal off her before its cock penetrated her. They did that three times before they let the dog enter her. This drove poor Gebhuza really crazy. Using this technique, the dog would ejaculate a cup of hot semen into her vagina.  Kate was going to have lots and lots of nasty orgasms. The crew figured out that Gebhuza was going to fuck the British woman half to death when it was released. 

	As Gebhuza was positioned behind her hips again, and this time let loose, it growled and jumped on her back. Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage and its hips began humping. The beast tried hard to get its cock in her hole. The dog’s knot, at the base of the shaft looked colossal and Harry watching wasn’t sure that Kate’s pussy could take it. But, as soon as the dog found her hole with the tip of its cock, it shoved it in quickly. 

	Gebhuza drove it in and out like a demon. The beast used its front paws to pull her closer and drooled on her back as it fucked her. It never stopped. The obscene sight of a dog fucking a human female had Harry groaning and his penis leaking as Nyarai teased him. She wanted her to torment him, so she did just enough to keep him boiling. Kate was now dripping with sweat…it dripped from her face, neck and underarms - even her back was wet. 

	She could feel the beast’s knot crowding her hole. She looked down between her legs and saw the knot right at her vaginal opening. The men had moved in closer on each side to watch as the knot pressed her vaginal opening. The knot seemed gigantic now and the animal kept pushing to get it inside. The knot began stretching the vaginal sphincter open and Kate grunted, feeling the pressure.

	Simba clapped his hands and laughed, “.....AND IN IT GOES!”

	Chang following the action with Peng directing....got the camera right there and

	when it popped inside and Kate howled as her vagina was stretched like she was giving birth, they caught the moment perfectly. One second the knot was outside her hairy pussy…and then, it was inside her. Harry, who thought that her pussy wouldn’t take the knot, watched shocked and amazed. Fully embedded now, the tip was at end of her vagina. Kate soon began screaming as it was way past her G-spot and stretching her vagina. 

	There were nerve endings in that part of her sex-hole, that when stretched, would push her towards deep uterine orgasms. Kate soon began babbling. Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth. The sound guy had been down close to the dog and didn’t catch what Kate was mumbling. He swung the boom around to record her. The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip spurted as the shaft pulsed and vibrated. The dog had stopped humping. It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her. Kate’s whole world had become her vagina.

	Kate felt herself approaching orgasm. As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, her whole pelvis seemed to throb and then contract. Her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s cock and she came HARD. Her brain seemed to explode as she climaxed. When she relaxed, Harry could see the knot trying to come out. But it was too big. Then when she squeezed her vaginal muscles, the knot was pulled further back inside. This massaged the front wall of her vagina as well as forcing the dog’s cock deep again into her hole.

	Munyambu, pointing, said to Kamau in Swahili, “she’s fucking herself silly. We’ve really got the whore trained now.”

	Kamau smiled and nodded. Kate was having one body shaking orgasm after another. She felt the animal spurting hot cum DEEP in her hole - hosing her with hot, watery, bestial cum. Its organ throbbed - hotter than a man’s. It spurted inside her for a long time. Throbbing and spurting..... it pushed her into multiple orgasms. The dog’s cock had turned her sexhole into a volcano. The big knot held most of the hot cum inside her; and the hot cum coated her vaginal walls. The knot compressed and stretched the front of her vagina so that heat flowed into her urethral sponge as well.

	The result was that she came convulsively over and over again. The effect of all that hot cum right in the nerve-rich vagina drove her wild. And unlike a man, the dog spurted continuously. The knot kept Gebhuza locked inside her. She had continuous orgasms for 15 or 20 minutes. Some were total body shakers, and she almost fainted. Harry couldn’t believe how his wife was reacting. It was mind-blowing. He discovered, much to his shame, that he liked seeing his wife forced to mate with a dog....

	Seeing her facial expressions, listening to her moans and uncontrollable screaming got to him. When Nyarai took hold of his penis and jerked it hard several times, he ejaculated with a groan. It was a very intense cum. Chang missed it. He was very focused on Kate, who had been thoroughly fucked, slowly coming back to her senses when she felt the animal pulling back. This hurt as the knot was deeply embedded in her hole, just behind her pubic bone. 

	Then the animal turned around so that it was still knotted with her but now the dog was facing the other way. Chang made sure to catch this tableau. It was priceless.  But, all good things come to an end and the knot finally shrank and popped out. Gebhuza’s cock was still partially engorged. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Simba then led the animal away.

	The shaft and the knot had been in Kate’s vagina, one that had given birth to three children. Still on her elbows and knees, Kate panted like a trained animal herself. She was wet and sloppy everywhere from her belly down to her light brown pubic hair - her thighs and her buttocks. A sloppy mess of canine semen and her secretions mixed with a little menstrual blood oozed from her hole and ran down her thighs. Her hole was stretched open, red and swollen. Simba put a pan down and a cup of slimy slop drained out of her sex-hole. The tape’s ending was Zuberi making Kate drink what was in the bowl and then lick it clean. It took all of Sunday for Kate (and Harry) to recover. It was the most intense taping yet for Kate. 

	The Daughter

	Kate had three children. Peter was nine and Sarah six. Rebecca, at fifteen, was the eldest. Known as Becky..... she was a soft, sweet, semi-virginal version of her mother; a baby doll with skin like silk, the eyes of an angel and gentle as a doe. Becky often babysat the younger children, especially Sarah. 

	She had been experimenting with sex and drugs like a lot of 15 year olds everywhere. Her parents knew that she was growing up and exposed to a lot of outside influences. So, to be safe, Kate had taken her to her gynecologist when she was only14 for birth control. This was after she’d discovered that Becky was “petting” to orgasm with boys. Actually, Becky had been giving boys blow jobs for a year and had recently lost her virginity to an older white boy in her school. She was starting to have sex on a semi-regular basis. And like most kids everywhere she learned a lot about sex on the Internet. She and her friends were discovering things like mate swapping, homosexuality, and anal sex online and talking about it at school.

	Becky and her best friend, Darlene, had even spent some time visiting websites that dealt with interracial sex. It was all the rage at school....to discuss such taboo topics. In fact Darlene’s mother overheard her daughter, Becky, and another friend talking in Darlene’s bedroom one day. They were spinning a fantasy: being kidnapped by a primitive tribe somewhere in Africa.....kept nude and gangbanged regularly until they escaped. Darlene’s mother concluded that her daughter and her friends were trying to find out what was wild or normal by verbalizing the fantasy. There was some hip-hop playing in the background while they gabbed.

	Neither Kate nor Darlene’s mother actively encouraged their daughters to have sex. But, Darlene liked going braless/panty-less under nice, but revealing clothes and thought all the fuss over Britney Spears going braless and panty-less was silly since so many girls were starting to go braless and panty-less too. Becky agreed with her. Becky was a normal girl and interested in boys.

	
Kamau and Zuberi had visited Kate on a number of occasions in their own home. After that night the two men had embarrassed her parents in front of her grandparents, Becky asked her mother for an explanation. Kate explained that that had a “hold” on them and both Mother and Father had to do what they were told. Becky was shocked and horrified. The house was on the edge of the development and when they came to visit the men would drive to the back of the house and park behind the gated fence. As Kamau and Zuberi were leaving one day after enjoying Kate’s “hospitality”, Becky, returning from school, ran into them. 

	It was an embarrassing moment for mother and daughter. Mom was flushed, sweaty and wearing only a short robe with nothing on underneath. The two men were amused. Daughter gaped at mom and Kate returned her look with one that seemed to say, ‘it’s ok’.  Kamau, in particular, frightened Becky. The two men for were impressed by the youngster. They found her a delightful morsel and began thinking of what they could do to get their hands on her. Kamau went to work to come up with the right way to get Becky in his clutches.

	Figuring that at 15 she might be experimenting with bhang (cannabis) he checked in with the division responsible for drug investigations. Churches and schools of late had been warning about the alarming increase of drug abuse in schools. Findings of a study undertaken by the Child Welfare Association appeared in the news that two of every ten Kenyan students were using bhang. He cleared it with the Chief Inspector and set up a little sting operation to snare the young Braxton girl. It wasn’t hard. Becky enjoyed smoking with her girl friends and at parties. To plant a stash in her school locker was easy for a corrupt Inspector and his crew.

	And so, this is how Becky Braxton found herself in custody in the bowels of the Langata Police Station. She had been arrested at school by a constable who told the school authorities that he was operating on a “tip”. Becky was called into the principal’s office and presented with the “evidence” planted in her locker. They drove her handcuffed to the police station and let her stew for awhile in a cell to make her nervous. 

	Thoroughly frightened and cowed, she was an easy subject to manipulate. Soon, she was turned over to Senior Sergeant Kamau. He took her to an interrogation room. He and Zuberi would question her. Zuberi would be the “good cop” and he would be the “bad cop”. Since she didn’t actually have any bhang in her locker on that day, she was vulnerable to their experience in manipulating a suspect. They soon tricked her into admitting she smoked bhang.

	“I’ve only smoked ......like..... a few times...... I swear,” she sniffled.

	“It’s illegal to use....you know that. You know that’s a crime,” said Kamau, playing the “bad” guy.

	“If you cooperate, little girl, you may leave here today,” Zuberi said solicitously, working to gain her trust.

	“I’ll do whatever you say..... I....I swear,” Becky replied.

	“You’re already involved,” Kamau said to her.

	“You just wanted to fit in....right,” Zuberi asked her?

	Kamau stopped her each time she denied involvement. Every time she objected to something either man said, he made it seem like this was an admission of guilt. They both got close to her and when she hesitated, Kamau pounced on her verbally and got right in her face. She had begun to tremble and her eyes were wet. Kamau came up with two opposite motives as to why she had the drugs in her locker. Becky got confused. And when he got her to talk about her drug use, she came unglued. By the time Zuberi suggested to her that she write out a confession on paper, Becky was an emotional wreck. She would have done anything at that point to get them to let her go.

	The plan was to “soften” her up and then they would molest her. The Chief Inspector had already had Harry picked up and brought to the station. He intended to have him watch as his daughter was abused through a one-way glass in an adjacent room. They brought Harry into Munyambu’s office and he told him what was going on. Harry realized immediately that this gave the police another hold over him and his family.  The Chief Inspector told him that if he and his daughter “cooperated” he could take her home that day. Harry, sweating, sickened and nervous, nodded when the Inspector asked him if he understood.

	“Remember when I told you that your wife was going to have to work off the balance of what you owed. Well, it looks like your daughter has added to the bill.”

	Here is what Harry saw when they brought him into the dark cubicle bordering the interrogation room. His daughter sat in a wooden chair. Behind her was a table. It had been pushed up against the back of the chair. Zuberi and Kamau were on either side of her leaning up against the table. Harry fidgeted in his chair as Becky, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, looking angelic and sweet in socks, loafers, a pale pink short-sleeved cotton blouse and a pleated skirt, squirmed as the men interrogated her. She was holding the pad and pencil Zuberi had given her in her hand, sniffling and begging not to have to write a “confession”. 

	“My parents are going to find out and everything,” she asked with a tremor in her voice?

	“You’ve already admitted you’ve used bhang – it was found in your locker. All that’s left is for you to do is write a confession.”

	Becky began whimpering as she considered that choice.

	“Well, there’s another way. Just admit to me you’ve been a bad girl,” Zuberi said. “And tell me you wanna be a good girl.”

	“OH.....Y...yes, I do,” she sniffled.

	“You just be a good girl - and we’ll let you go,” he said to her.

	Harry, in the darkened adjacent room - watching with Munyambu right behind him, gulped as he quickly saw what was happening. By the time he’d gotten there, she already admitted some things. Now, knowing how corrupt these guys were, he knew they had his daughter right where they wanted her. And there was nothing he could do except sit there as the drama played out. 

	Becky looked up at Zuberi. Fifteen years older, he projected authority. She searched his face for a sign. She wanted to believe him. He smiled at her and when he did this she felt she could trust him. A sliver of a smile crossed her face. He patted her on the shoulder and stepped back into the shadows. That’s when Kamau stepped in....and her face darkened. She seemed to shrink in her chair whenever he pounced on her. He got right next to her and put his hand on her face. 

	Then he ran his finger over her lips in an obscene way. Soon, he was forcing open her mouth and just raping her with his finger. Harry watched as he soon worked two fingers into her mouth spreading open her lips. He had his fingers against her cheeks and then took hold of her tongue pulling the wet, pink organ out of her mouth. It was obscene what he was doing to her. It was like he was getting ready to finger-fuck her mouth.

	Harry felt a twitch in his groin as Kamau molested his daughter. This horrified him. It was obvious to him that if she wanted to be a “good girl” she was going to have to extend them some “hospitality”. The thought of seeing his daughter defiled in that way overwhelmed Harry with a wild avalanche` of emotions. He wanted to protect her, but couldn’t. He didn’t want to see her abused, but was prevented from doing anything. He felt helpless.

	On the other hand, he felt the weird tickle of excitement.... titillated by the fact that they would make her take her clothes off and do things to her in front of him. He was sick with guilt at this, but helpless to control his own feelings of shameful curiosity and physical lust. He looked back over at Munyambu who was grinning at him. He was enjoying the opportunity to torment him; and loved reinforcing Harry’s feelings of helplessness and submission... almost as much as he loved defiling his women.

	As Harry gawked, Kamau pried open her mouth and shoved his fingers in....Becky rolled her head this way and that, but he was relentless and kept up the invasion of her mouth. Penetrating her with his fingers....he raped her mouth. Finally, he turned to her breasts. He grabbed and began mauling them. He swung around and got up on the table behind her and pulled her back in her chair. Then, he began unbuttoning her blouse. 

	She whimpered, making soft sounds in her throat as he had his way with her. He held her by her chin with one hand and with the other he rubbed, squeezed and pinched her tits. She was wearing a pink “sports bra” and as Harry stared, he worked his hand into her bra to rub her nipples. Harry felt his penis stir in his pants, much to his shame and hoped that Munyambu didn’t notice. He felt himself blushing....

	Then Kamau used two hands and got both of them underneath her bra. Becky kept her eyes closed and her face turned to the side as he touched her tits all over, grasped and squeezed them in his hands. Then he reached down and took the bottom of her bra in both hands and yanked it up.....pulling the garment up towards her neck. This exposed Becky’s tits. Harry gasped and began breathing a little harder as he glimpsed his daughter’s tits for the first time. 

	They were as big as apples, creamy white and capped with strawberry-colored areolas and nipples. He had never seen them before, of course, and the sight took his breath away. Becky, now that her tits were on display, began to pant, as Kamau rolled, squeezed and hefted them in his hands. She had begun to look down at what he was doing to her and moaning softly. It was when he began bouncing them up and down in his hands that she started sniveling and whimpering at his obscene play.

	In response, Kamau pulled her closer to him and reached down to pull up her skirt and grab her thighs. He simultaneously pulled her legs up and shoved her hips

	closer to the edge of the chair. This exposed her crotch to Harry who found himself gazing at his daughter’s panty covered “camel-toe”. She was wearing pink and white panties with a cute pattern made up of tiny roses. He made her put her heels on the edge of the chair and ran one finger down between her legs to stroke the folds of her pussy outlined in the crotch of her panties. 

	After playing with her this way for awhile, he grabbed her panties and pulled them tight in her crack, like he was giving her a frontal wedgie. When Kamau pulled the material tighter Harry was beside himself as he saw her pubic hair for the first time. When Kamau had it wedged tightly between her outer labia he yanked the material left and right so it rubbed her sensitive inner labia as well as her clitoris. At the same time, he worked a finger into her mouth.

	He was systematically violating her in stages. Then with one hand on the crown of her head holding her steady, he got a finger underneath the leg band of her panties to rub her labia and explore her vagina. Becky began moaning softly. He took his finger out and it was wet up to the second knuckle. He brought it to her mouth and shoved it in, making her taste her own feminine secretions. 

	Following this he pounced, like a cat, and made her turn around to kneel on the chair with her elbows and upper body on the table top. He flipped up her skirt to expose her panties. He pushed her thighs together and then began giving her humiliating open handed slaps on her buttocks. Like she was a “bad girl” and needed a spanking. Becky moaned and wiggled her ass as Kamau gave her harder smacks.

	Harry sat and watched feeling for all the world like a butterfly pinned to a board. There was nothing he could do, except sit there and feel all the emotions surging through him. He had no choice but to feel it all: anger, sadness, guilt, shameful lust and sheer mind-numbing helplessness. He could almost feel Munyambu standing behind grinning; and he avoided looking back at him. Harry felt like the little fly that had become entrapped in the sticky snare of a spider’s web and any struggles on his part only made it worse. He took a deep breath and tried to stay calm...

	Kamau, in the meantime, had pulled Becky’s right hand behind her and was holding it by the small of her back. He next pulled her panties tight in her crack again, showing Harry her full buttocks. Becky had a lovely ass, and Harry was all too aware, at this point, of the stiff prick in his shorts. Next, Kamau pulled her panties down to her knees, exposing her butt cheeks completely. Harry’s eyes were bugging out of his head as he watched him pull her cheeks apart to reveal her pussy and anus. His daughter had a simply beautiful “package”. 

	She had just enough pubic hair with full pink labia and a tight pinkish-brown anus nesting in a slightly darker grove. Kamau obscenely pulled her cheeks apart - back and forth, back and forth - treating her like a doll or a puppet. He next worked a finger into her hole and wormed it around and around.  There were microphones in the room and a big speaker mounted on the wall above the glass in the room Harry was in. 

	As Kamau wiggled his finger in his daughter’s pussy, soft squelching noises could be heard. Then he withdrew his index finger and worked his second and third fingers into her tight wet channel. With his palm down and his index and pinky splayed out over the inner surface of her butt cheeks, he rotated them, feeling around inside her buttery depths for what he was looking for: her G-spot. 

	When he found it he began to rub it vigorously. As he found a rhythm massaged it harder and harder, Becky became more vocal. When he went into overdrive, she began a keening wail as her urethra began spurting fluid. As Harry watched helplessly, his daughter began ejaculating like a whore. He could not believe his eyes, but there was no mistaking it. Kamau’s fingers, wrist, and Becky’s pussy and inner thighs all bore evidence of her orgasm. He had made her have a very wet cum. 

	And Harry was now more aware than ever that he was helpless to prevent his own body from reacting. He had a stiff erection that was very obvious from the bulge in his trousers. In fact, Munyambu looked over his shoulder at the lump and he and Harry locked glances for a second. It was enough to let Harry know that he knew what he was feeling.

	Kamau pulled his fingers out of Becky’s pussy and holding up his wet hand brought it over to her face. He held it up to show her and then made her lick his fingers. It was very humiliating. Harry couldn’t help staring at the wet labia still prominently displayed between her plump thighs. Becky tried to slump down into a fetal position on the chair, but the seat was too small for her to do this and Kamau had already grabbed her by the right arm and pulled her up into a sitting position. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her forward so that her face was right up against his crotch.

	He rubbed her face all over his bulge as she whimpered. Harry saw that unconsciously she had opened her mouth and put her lips up against what she otherwise was trying to get away from. She squirmed on the seat, but then sat riveted as Kamau unbuckled his belt, unzipped his trousers and pulled everything down to flaunt his cock and balls.

	She looked at his package as if it were some sort of snake. He was twenty older and black. And she had never had anything to do with a man like that. He made her hold it. And it was already very hard and sizable in length and thickness. He took her hand and jerked it back and forth. This retracted his foreskin and Becky couldn’t stop staring at the reddish head as it was exposed. Then he told her to put her hand on his balls. She did so but he had to take her hand and show her what he wanted her to do: fondle his ball sack and jerk him off. 

	He had to keep taking her by the hand to get her to do all that. She kept her head down and stared right at his cock with a fearful look in her eyes. Then taking a hold on her ponytail he pushed her face on his cock. He pulled her this way and that, all the while telling her to keep her mouth open, so he could rub her soft lips on his cock. Following this, he let go of her, but told her to kiss and lick him THERE. She looked up at him fearfully, and brushing back tendrils of her hair that were obscuring her face, she looked over at Zuberi for reassurance. His face seemed to say, ‘that’s a good girl. Now, you do what you’re told and everything will be OK.’ 

	Becky hesitated just a little and that’s when Kamau grabbed her by the ponytail again, but this time not as rough and said to her, “now get busy and use your tongue to lick it.....and then kiss it.....understand?”

	Becky looked up and nodded and then went to work doing his bidding. She began licking all around the corona with the tip of her tongue daintily. Kamau let her do that for a moment and then got his two hands on her head and roughly rubbed her mouth all over his ball sack and cock. Harry squirmed and fidgeted in his chair as Becky got a lesson in oral sex. She was being too tentative and cautious and Kamau got impatient. He yanked her head around a bit holding onto her ponytail. 

	Becky’s brow furrowed when she heard what he wanted next.  He shook her head like she was a disobedient child and commanded her to open her mouth. She had no choice.  His cock had a big mushroom head. It was reddish in color and contrasted sharply with the black shaft. She didn’t want to suck it, but he insisted. He let her get used to it for a moment and then using her ponytail like a lever he pulled her mouth off it and then yanked her back onto it. 

	He got it in so deep that she gagged and Harry could hear the retching sounds as she struggled to keep from vomiting. He did this several times, each time it was more of a torture for her. She gasped and strained to keep up with the thick flow of saliva that the rape of her mouth was producing. Her lips and chin were now very wet....Every time he pulled out, his cock was connected to her mouth with strings of her saliva. As he went in deeper and reached the entrance to her throat, her mouth defensively produced torrents of saliva to protect her. Her nose had started to run and her eyes were wet as he pulled and pushed her back and forth like a doll.

	“Stay down on it, girl,” he barked at her.

	She grimaced and labored to say something to appease him. But he wanted to humiliate and degrade her.  When he got it in her mouth again he pushed her down on it and then using her hair jerked her back and forth. Becky began making the nastiest sounds as she gagged and heaved at the invasion of her mouth. When he’d gotten a good rhythm going again, he grasped her head with both hands and humped his hips forward. 

	The saliva began running down the corners of her mouth in thick strands to drip onto the floor. Then he just held her head steady and Becky’s whole body began to buck as she desperately fought the urge to throw up. She had her hands on his thighs and she was clenching and unclenching them....and then beating softly on his legs as she struggled.

	“You stay down on it,” he snapped at her again.

	When he let her go, she pulled back all the way to get his cock out of her mouth and gasped for breath. A river of thick saliva spilled from her mouth and one super thick, nasty strand still connected her to him. She looked up at him with wet eyes with tears running down her right cheek.....

	“I’ll be a g....good girl,” she promised.

	When he put his hands back on her head she looked at his cock wearily and reluctantly opened her mouth for the next assault. She sucked up the strand of saliva - following it until she came to the reddish cock head. Then she took him in. This time it was easier.....she was getting used to having something big in her mouth and throat. 

	Lubricated by the copious flow of saliva, Kamau began to work his cock in and out.....in and out....methodically....not too fast and not too slow. He was using her mouth like a vagina and Becky was getting a sex lesson in how to take a big man’s cock. Tears running down her cheeks, saliva drooling and the sound of her gulping and swallowing dominated the moment. There was a buildup of her saliva on his testicles and as her fucked her mouth it dripped down to the floor. 

	Kamau began to go faster and faster and Becky had her eyes closed, grimacing, her pretty features screwed into a scowl, with her open palms resting on his thighs. His hips began doing a little jig.....Harry could see Kamau’s black buttocks clench as he began ejaculating in his daughter’s sweet mouth. Semen squirted out the right side of her mouth and he could see her tongue working on the underside of the shaft as Kamau pulled his cock slowly from her warm, wet mouth. She choked and heaved trying to decide if she should swallow the load. It tasted warm and salty sweet to her. When she looked up, Kamau told her to swallow. She did....She was panting and her mouth was still drooling when she was done. Her blouse was still open, her bra was still pulled up to her neck and her panties were still down around her ankles.

	That’s when Zuberi came over and praised her. She looked up at him imploringly as if to say, ‘I was a good girl, can I go home now’? His answer, still smiling at her was to help Kamau take off all her clothes. They stripped her naked and got her up on the table. Kamau held her by her shoulder and head and stuck his finger in her mouth again. Zuberi pushed her thighs up to her breasts and began finger fucking her. When he got her nice and juicy, he worked his second and third fingers into her and, palm up, began searching for her G-spot. When he found it he worked it hard until he made her spurt again wetting the table. 

	  

	That’s when Munyambu put his hand on Harry’s shoulder and said, “I want some of that too.” 

	He went to the door, opened it and waltzed into the room. When Becky saw another man enter the room, she began struggling and Kamau and Zuberi wrestled her into submission. They changed places and Zuberi got by her face, took his hard cock out and working his fingers into her mouth to pry it open so he could get his black dick in. Kamau stood at the left end of the table. Zuberi got Becky set to suck his cock. He dropped his trousers and shorts and played with his dick. He rubbed the tip of his cock all over her face as Kamau played with her clitoris to get her worked up. Munyambu came over and held her head so Zuberi could get a good blowjob. Harry sitting alone in the dark now watched the three black men work his daughter over. 

	Kamau instructed her to kiss and lick his friend’s dick from the pendulous ball sack to the tip....until his package was shiny with her saliva. She was so pretty and Zuberi got very hot having this 15 year old white morsel servicing him. He got his dick in her mouth and started to thrust in and out, alternating it with wiggling his hips. Soon, Becky’s near virginal mouth with her sweet pink lips had swallowed his full length. Kamau was holding her head by her ponytail and helping Zuberi fuck her mouth. Munyambu had begun rubbing her clitoris, squeezing her breasts and pinching her rosy-pink nipples.

	Harry was on fire. His shame at feeling any sexual arousal at the abuse of his daughter was diminishing as the scene played out in front of him. He was all alone with his shameful sexual arousal as his daughter was revealed in all her female glory to him. He had always found her to be delightful and appealing as a female, but to get an erection now was perverted. To have darker, lewd thoughts wrenched up by what his tormentors had contrived was sheer mental torture. 

	He watched Zuberi come in Becky’s mouth as Kamau held her head so that she swallowed everything. Zuberi let out a satisfied groan and threw his head back as he emptied his balls in the white teen’s mouth. Then, when he’d gotten his breath, he turned to the glass and smiled - right at Harry.  Following this, Kamau got her positioned so he could fuck her as Munyambu got her sucking his cock. They bent her over with her hands on her knees. Kamau got behind her and Munyambu took a position in front of her face. 

	Harry watched the men have their fun. They were closer to the one-way glass now and along with the sounds coming over the speaker, Harry got a front row seat as the two men enjoyed his daughter’s “hospitality” fore and aft. Zuberi pinched her nipples to add to the sensations overwhelming her. She began groaning and squealing and soon Munyambu hosed her mouth, filling her so that she choked and gagged.

	When Kamau was ready to cum, he pulled out and got in her face.  Poor Becky was forced to take another heavy load in her mouth. She had just swallowed Munyambu’s slippery load when she had to swallow another man’s ejaculation. Harry watched the Chief Inspector go to work and get two fingers into Becky’s open vagina. He began finger banging her; and made her spurt one last time. Munyambu shoved his wet fingers at her face and rubbed them all over her mouth..... eventually making her suck them clean.

	Becky was exhausted by what they had done to her and sank to her knees. Kamau and Zuberi pulled her to her feet and dumped her in the chair as the Chief Inspector adjusted his trousers and belt. He said something to the two men, who nodded and then he strolled back into the adjacent room. Harry was standing there, sweaty and flushed. 

	“Enjoy the show, Harry,” he asked him?

	Harry, stung by humiliation, didn’t say anything. Then he asked, “can she go now?”

	“Hmmmm......  As soon as she gives us the names of her friends. I’ve got to get something for my friends downtown. If she does that, she can go,” he said.... sounding reasonable.

	Inside the little room, Kamau had gone to a cabinet on the far wall and came back with a bare metal bicycle seat. He set it on the table. Becky was curled up on a chair, trying to cover up her nakedness and sniffling. She watched as Kamau went back to the cabinet.

	She turned to Zuberi, whom she still regarded as the “good cop” and asked him, “can I go home now....I’ve been a good girl....right?”

	“Just one more thing Becky......we need for you to tell us all the names of the kids at school who use bhang.”

	“Y...you mean “snitch” on them,” she asked with a tremor in her voice?

	“Well, don’t think of it as snitching. You know now that using bhang is wrong. And it can get you into trouble.....right?”

	“Y...yeah...”

	“Well, we’ve got to clip this thing so it doesn’t grow. We need the names of everyone you know who’s into bhang. And we wanna know who sells it at school.”

	“I don’t know where my friends get it....I just used it.....I really don’t know who sells it.”

	“Well, let’s start by telling us who uses. Now, sit up straight young lady.”

	Becky was ashamed to sit up....after all she had just been fucked silly and was naked and wet as well as scared. And the thought of giving up her friends was something she hadn’t even thought about doing. But now, she was being pressured to confess.....And as she watched, Kamau came back to the table with a plastic box, some wires, leather straps, and a plastic spray bottle. 

	He set the box up on the table and attached a red and black wires to it. There was a T-shaped handle on the top.  Becky wasn’t sure what the device was. Harry had stood up, nervous now, and eager to get going since Munyambu had indicated he could take his daughter home soon. 

	Zuberi, still playing the kindly good cop role, began asking her, “who do you know who uses bhang.”

	Becky had pulled her knees up to her chest, and wrapped her arms around them. She hugged herself and rocked gently but kept avoiding answering his questions directly. Finally, he pointed to the stuff on the table. 

	“Know what that is, Becky,” he asked her?

	She looked it over again and said, “n...no.”

	“Well.... it’s an electric shock machine. My partner, as you know, is not so nice. And...uh...he’s under orders to hook you up to the machine. If you don’t answer the question, he’s gonna shock you. He’s gonna shock you until you tell him what he wants to know.....Do you understand?”

	“Uh....o...oh please.....you can’t .....you guys wouldn’t do that. You wouldn’t do that to me...would you? Please......I’ll do anything. I’ll do anything you ask....I’ll suck it again if you want me to....anything....anything.... but please....please don’t hurt me,” she begged.

	Harry, looking on horrified, turned to Munyambu and said, “Oh shit, they’re not going to do that...... are they?”

	“Well, we’ll have to see....she may cooperate....let’s see. We don’t call it the

	“hot seat” for nothing,” he said grinning at Harry.

	The Hot Seat

	Harry turned back to the window and silently begged his daughter to be reasonable. ‘Sticking up for your friends is a good thing,’ he thought, ‘but not at the expense of being tortured. Please baby....just tell the man what he wants,’ he silently prayed. Next, Kamau and Zuberi got Becky up on her feet and then Kamau went to work securing the bicycle seat to the seat of the chair she’d been sitting on. Becky, ashamed at being naked, kept one arm covering her tits and cupped her wet mound with her other hand.

	When he finished with the seat, Kamau used two alligator clips to attach the negative black wire and the positive red wire to the rear edge of the bare metal seat. Then he plugged the gizmo, a transformer, into a wall socket. Following this, he sprayed the bicycle seat with water and motioned for Becky to sit down. She resisted and tried to get away. She twisted this way and that, but Zuberi caught her and Kamau grabbed her too and they both muscled her into the chair. 

	Kamau strapped her wrists and ankles to the chair’s arms and legs. The bicycle seat held Becky tight against the straps holding her. Now that she was seated on the seat the value of its shape was revealed as it parted her buttocks nicely and placed her pussy, perineum, and anus right up against the bare, wet metal. Harry turned to Munyambu and begged him to let her go.

	“I’ll tell you what.....you jerk off.....and when you cum....... I’ll make them stop....OK,” he said.

	“Oh..... shit.....you’re kidding....right?”

	“Asshole, do I look like I’m kidding?”

	Harry realized that Munyambu was dead serious. He looked over to his right and on the table up against the wall there was a single box of tissues. Someone had thoughtfully provided him with something to catch his ejaculate.

	“Harry.....drop your shorts and start playing with yourself. When you cum, I’ll let her off. Get busy asshole,” he barked.

	He looked around and wished he could fly away. And in the meantime, his daughter would be “riding the lightening”. But, Munyambu gave him no time to think. He grabbed Harry and push-steered him into a chair. Harry wanted to help his daughter, but realized that the only way involved him degrading himself. He gulped and hesitated.  Realizing what he had to do, Harry stroked his penis and tickled his ball sack, and as Becky begged them not to torture her any more, he masturbated.

	In the meantime, Becky stared hypnotized as Kamau’s hand went to the black plastic box sitting threateningly on the table. He rested his fingers on the small T-handle on the top of the box. Zuberi went back to asking her about her friends and when she didn’t talk, he nodded to Kamau who edged the handle forward on the transformer. The box started to hum. The current surged.......Becky, only tethered by her wrists and ankles, feeling the current in her wet bottom, arched her hips up in the chair, looking as if she were humping a lover.... her body rigid and then she began twitching as the current surged thru her loins. There was only the whine of the machine and then the sound of Becky as she began squealing. 

	After a few seconds Kamau yanked the handle back and the transformer’s buzz died away. Becky slumped down in the chair, her head flopped forward and saliva dripped from her mouth onto her sweaty breasts as she panted. Another question and when Becky didn’t respond with the right answer, the transformer’s drone seemed louder this time...and she howled as Kamau pushed the handle even further forward. 

	Over the next ten minutes, when she didn’t answer properly, he shocked her again and again. Each time the current forced her body to go stiff and rigid. It made her strain and arch against the straps holding her - her hips jerking and spasming like a hot poker had been shoved up her ass. Harry, playing with his prick and finally stiff now, jerked off frantically to make himself cum. 

	The sheer spectacle of his daughter being tortured sexually was perversely arousing. But he was equally motivated by a desire to get them to stop. It was a strange and sick combination of feelings. Afterwards he would be overwhelmed by guilt. But, with the pretext of helping her, he could masturbate. It was a dilemma that only a master like Munyambu could devise...

	Sitting with her wrists and ankles bound and her thighs wide apart, Becky bucked, shook, trembled and quivered as the current had its way with her. If it weren’t for the straps restraining her it looked as if she was having an orgasm each time the current hit. Like she was being fucked by an invisible cock. Sweating and straining her whole body would tense up and she writhed and shook in her bonds. Harry found what they were doing to his daughter terrible and humiliating but arousing too.

	The shocks made her “dance” on the chair; her breasts bobbing and jiggling each time the current hit. The drone of the machine was punctuated by her cries whenever Kamau pushed the lever forwards. And when he pulled it back and the current stopped flowing, Becky sagged. Her head would roll around on her neck and her chest heaved as she panted. When she regained control of herself she would sob. The sharp shocks took such control of her that she couldn’t even say anything. Not even to beg Kamau to stop.

	When Kamau cut the current, she would gasp for breath, weep and squirm on the seat, writhing in the remembered, excruciating pain in her loins. Sweat ran in rivulets down her face and neck onto her breasts. There were trails of saliva from her mouth down onto her breasts before dripping down to splatter her wet lap and thighs. When the current was turned off, her gasps, whimpers and wet squirming filled the air and then she would slump and sag into a state of semi-consciousness. 

	Zuberi would gently slap her awake and the process would be sickeningly repeated. The last time he shocked her she pissed herself adding to the wetness which only served to conduct more electricity into her crotch. When she began urinating like a cow in the field, Harry ejaculated. True to his word, Munyambu released her. It was almost an hour before she was dressed and ready for the two men who had abused her to take her home. 

	In the car, on the way home, Becky felt, at that point, that maybe she was responsible for the bhang in her locker – she wasn’t sure any more and sat in the back seat with Zuberi like a zombie.  Harry, for his part, kept his mouth shut about what he had seen. It was too humiliating. How could he explain what he did when they were sexually abusing and torturing her? It was too much to tell anyone.

	Daddy’s Girl

	Harry was enormously distressed when Becky had been drawn into the whirlpool that he and Kate were in, but there was no stopping it now.  The chain of events went from Harry to Kate and now Rebecca.  Harry, for his part, decided not to say anything to Kate about what happened to Becky. He had all he could do to handle his feelings about seeing his wife being sexed. 

	Becky went back to her normal routine after her experience at the police station, but she was a changed girl following her experience. She’d been thrust into a very adult situation. Just emerging into womanhood, she had been sexually traumatized. Her emerging sexuality received a blow that would change her. 

	And although Harry would have been loath to admit it, he was shamed that he had been aroused by seeing his eldest child, his sweet, delectable daughter sexed by the same men who now controlled and used his wife. He just couldn't help himself. He had started to masturbate thinking about his being stripped and abused in front of his wife by Nyarai. Once, he guiltily enjoyed masturbating thinking about his daughter watching him bound and forcibly masturbated by Nyarai. He knew this was awful and sick, but he also knew it was becoming more difficult to suppress the feelings that these experiences were having on him.

	Harry’s way of dealing with Becky was to buy her some new outfits and have Kate take her to her gynecologist to get her fitted for a new cervical cap. At one point husband and wife discussed sending Becky to the UK so she could stay with relatives there and go to school. But somehow that idea never went anywhere.

	Harry, in a perfect world, would have liked for his daughter to have a longer girlhood, but he knew the sins of the parents are often visited on the children. And so the scene was set for Munyambu’s next ploy.

	Harry got a call from the Inspector.  He wanted Harry to bring his daughter to the warehouse on a Saturday to star in a porn. Harry knew he had no choice. He was not surprised by the call. He told her that the Inspector wanted her to make a movie. Becky wondered what sort of movie. Harry told her that they were all being “punished”.  He explained in simple terms how the Inspector had snared him and that her mother was being used too.

	“So that’s what Mom was trying to tell me,” Becky said.

	Harry told Becky he knew about her admission of drug use. It was either show up or else, he told her.  Becky began trembling and there was fear in her eyes.  She asked her Dad if there was any way she could avoid this, and he told her, ‘no’. Harry broke the news to Kate, who was totally shocked. She just sat there shaking her head. ‘Not my baby,’ she kept saying. When Saturday morning and 8am arrived, after a breakfast of juice and toast, Harry drove Becky to the warehouse. Becky slumped in the car seat, realizing that it was inevitable.

	She was dressed that day like she was going to a athletic event at school. She wore a warm-up suit and running shoes, a sports bra, cotton panties and very little make-up.

	“What do you think they’ll do,” she asked her father anxiously? 

	“Well....you’ll have to act in the movie,” he said.

	“Daddy, will I have to have....you know...have sex...in the movie?”

	“....I think so...”

	“OH.”

	Harry parked. He took Becky into the warehouse.  Kamau met them. Becky saw him smirk at her Dad. There were two men with Kamau she hadn’t seen before: handsome young Simba, and the giant, Tembo. Kamau and Gatura, she already knew and was sickened to see them again. All of them knew her father, Becky realized.

	“Well Rebecca, we meet again,” said Munyambu, who walked up to the group.

	Becky gulped and looked at her dad for reassurance.

	“I think you’re old enough for a drink. Simba, get her something. Get both of them a drink. Do you know why you’re here,” Munyambu asked her?

	“Yeah, I guess so,” she answered apprehensively.

	“Well, you’ve been given a reprieve. Do you know what that means?”

	“A reprieve? Is that like I’m free?”

	“Not quite...it’s not a pardon....it’s more like a stay of execution,” Munyambu told her.

	“You going to be a star today. If you do a good job, you’re not going to be in trouble. If not, your confession means you’re going to Juvenile Remand Home. Do you know what that is?”

	“Yeah,” she said sullenly.

	Simba showed up with a drink for Becky and one for Harry. Even though it was morning, both of them, being nervous, began drinking. Becky’s drink had fruit juice and rum. And Harry got a scotch. Becky eyed Simba. He was young.... only 20...tall and handsome.

	“You’re going to have to do things you may not like, at first, but you’re gonna be a good girl and do them,” Munyambu told her. “Do you understand?”

	“I guess so.”

	“DON’T GUESS. JUST DO IT,” he barked at her.

	Peng came over and said, “we are all in readiness, Inspector. Is this actress?”

	“Yes, this is Becky. Becky, say hello to the Director, Mr. Peng.”

	Becky nodded sullenly. Peng took her by the arm and led her over to the set. They had a prison mocked up. Appropriate for what got Becky there in the first place. Simba, Kamau, Gatura and Tembo were there to play the part of “jailers”.

	They took her to the jail. Munyambu, with Peng standing next to him, explained the “scene” to her. “You’re a girl who is caught and sent to jail. The jailers get to play with you.”

	“They do,” Becky said, scared?

	“Y....yes....”

	“Do you understand?”

	“Yes...”

	“Good. You just do what they tell you and you’re on your way to freedom. OK?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Sit down,” Peng directed her. When she hesitated just a little, Kamau, who was standing off to Munyambu’s left, put the fear into her and barked, “sit your ass down.” 

	She did. Then Peng got together with his two crews. First the stationary camera crew and then Chang with the hand-held and the mobile boom mike handled by the sound guy. Becky looked for her father and he was standing back a bit, but she could see him and looked his way for reassurance. He gave her a “brave” smile.

	Kamau went to his mark at the “hallway”....a few feet from the “jail.”

	“Action,” called Peng. 

	Kamau went to the cell and looked in on Becky.

	“First, take off your clothes.”

	“In front of my dad,” Becky whined?

	“YES,” yelled Kamau from the rear. Peng stopped the cameras.

	“Start again,” he said.

	Kamau repeated the line. Becky began whimpering, but took off her top and then her skirt. By the time she was down to her cute little white socks with their little pink bows and her red pumps, she was on the edge of tears. She did not want for her father to see her naked. To have to stand there without a stitch of clothing was soul-shattering for her in front of all these men, but to have her father see her was shattering.  Following this, Kamau ordered her to “dance” for him. When she kept an arm covering her tits and concealed her hairy mound with her other hand and hesitated, he and Simba put her on the “pony” to get her mind right for what was to come. 

	Harry watched his daughter go for a ride and when she began “galloping” he thought about saying something, but decided against it. Sweating and writhing, Becky made for a pretty sight as she went for a long uncomfortable ride. Tendrils of her hair got pasted to her sweaty face and her pony tail bobbed appealingly as she rode. Harry got an erection watching her suffer on the wooden horse. He couldn’t help himself. He cursed himself for his weakness. But seeing her cupcake tits bouncing and swaying so prettily was a compelling sight. At first, for Becky it was only mildly uncomfortable. But soon, it became a torment; and eventually it became unbearable...

	When Kamau, his gold teeth glittering in his mouth, asked her if she was ready to do what he told her, she sniffled and said, “yes.”

	“Say, Yes Sir.”

	“YESSIR,” she said.

	He had Simba take her off the pony. ‘Oh, God, this is so humiliating,’ she thought to herself. Munyambu made her turn this way and that and jog up and down to make her tits bounce. Finally, she had to bend over and spread her legs. Then she had to “dance”. As was made Becky to exhibit herself in front of the camera, Harry got an erection. Harry’s darling daughter now naked with only her make-up on, wiggled her ass and her pretty titties bobbed and jiggled. She began to wiggle and gyrate; and soon did a bump and grind with her hips.

	Next, she was lashed to the door of her “cell” and Kamau and Gatura use a pair of thin bamboo canes on her. She was given thorough whipping on her buttocks. Before long, there were weals and marks all over her butt. She gritted her teeth and struggled to take it, but she soon squealed, whimpered and sobbed, sexily shaking under the lash as the two men, one younger and one older, used the thin canes on her.

	Chang concentrated his camera on her pretty ass and face as she was punished. When she was taken down, the Kamau made her kneel so he could whip her on her tender pinkish-brown anus. He first made the teen put her head between his legs and hold onto his calves. He then gave Becky a “firecracker” – five strokes of the cane on her anus. 

	Following this, Kamau said, “OK, I’m gonna put my big, black dick in your hot mouth.” 

	He got Becky on her knees and rubbed his dick all over her face. Becky moaned as he marked her. Finally, he took her hand and put it on his dick.  She then began to worship it in a way that blew Chang’s mind as he got closer to cover the action. She dutifully began kissing him – THERE. And then licking him. The head, the shaft and then his pendulous balls. Then she began sucking on him in the most loving way. Harry gaped at his daughter ....ashamed that he was aroused.  She looked over in his direction, at one point, and was totally mortified. 

	She respectfully licked his balls until they were wet and shiny with her saliva.  Munyambu came over and smacked Harry on the back of his head playfully.....enjoying his suffering. Harry couldn’t believe the blow-job Becky was giving Kamau. And looking at Becky, he could see her nipples were already erect. Already a little wet, Kamau and Gatura now had Becky spread her legs to show her sweet, wet pussy to the camera. 

	Harry saw her pussy glistening with dew and felt overwhelmed. He alternated with looking at her directly and then on the monitor just to his left.  The two men then got Becky on the bunk in the cell and began a teasing routine. One rubbed her clitoris and the other fingered her hole to get her steamed up…and soon, Becky was squirming. They rubbed her wet pussy....pushing her pissflaps this way and that. Kamau goaded her clitoris....

	“See what it does to her, Harry,” Munyambu said to Harry over his shoulder. The crew then closed in as Kamau worked his cock into her hole. Harry, from where he was, could see the black dick pulling and tugging on his daughter’s pussy lips. It looked like her pussy was being pulled inside out. He fucked and pounded her for a few moments and ejaculated in her vagina. Chang got in close when he pulled out to catch the semen pouring out of her stretched hole. 

	Harry was mesmerized as he watched the man sex his daughter. When he ejaculated and Harry saw his balls yo-yo up and down on the monitor as he deposited a big load deep in Becky’s pussy. As he finished and pulled out, he got up, and with his semen streaked and wet walked out of the scene.

	“See your girl’s pussy juice on his dick. See how wet it is…your baby girl was real hot and wet today….can you smell how hot she is,” Munyambu taunted Harry?

	Harry felt himself descend to hell as he was very embarrassed, as her father, to watch his daughter have sex. Young, handsome Simba went next.  He put her ankles on his shoulders so he could plunge his long dong headlong into Becky’s wet sex.

	“Oh…OWWW,” she cried out as she experienced pain at the depth of the intrusion.

	When he withdrew it, it was coated with her secretions and semen. Her labia were pulled back and forth as he pushed it into her, despite her whimpering, until her vagina enclosed him fully. Then he began to thrust it in and out. Fucking her hard. Becky soon had Gatura standing by her head. He got his cock in her mouth. She only had the crown in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged when he forced more in. She drooled and her saliva, thick from gagging, dripped down her chin. He pumped his cock in her mouth and made her gag when it reached the opening to her throat. Harry saw her eyes bulge as she was violated from both ends on the bunk.

	They got a rhythm going. Simba was ramming in and out of her now smoothly. Her girly secretions and all the semen had coated it so that his ravishment of her sex was eased. There soon was a messy ring of accumulated fuck lather at the base of his cock as he drilled her relentlessly. She was pushed closer and closer to orgasm.  Harry was amazed to see his daughter move her hips to receive more of Simba’s cock. Actually, Becky found Simba “yummy”. And she sucked now with some enthusiasm... her cheeks hollowing as she worked on the invader in her mouth. Her lips formed an obscene perfect oval around Gatura’s gnarled black manhood. She made a huffing sound as she had to breathe through her nose. Her time with him was close to a climax and he began to move his hips - doing a jig as his buttocks clenched.

	Just then his cock erupted in gouts of ropy streams. It filled her mouth and was forced out of the corners of her mouth to dribble down her chin. He hosed her and Becky swallowed as his cock kept spurting. She swallowed again and again to keep up with the flood. When he was done, he pulled his cock out. She gulped a big breath of air, as soon as he was clear.

	Simba, with his long, curved dong in the warm, wet depths of her sex, kept fucking her with smooth, powerful strokes.  She emitted a chorus of cries...her “ahs” and “ohs” grew louder and louder and she shrieked when she came. He kept fucking her and made her cum again. Some of the men applauded. Peng shushed them. He didn’t want the shot to be ruined. Then, Simba began to approach his orgasm. 

	He tensed up ….his muscular buttocks clenched and with a roar, came deep within her stretched, hot vagina. His testicles bobbed up and down several times; then they drew up tight in his scrotum as he shot his seed deep into her. He finished with a flourish: he pulled out to spurt some semen on her pussy. He stepped away. This time, the onlookers didn’t applaud.

	A stream of white semen ran like a stream out of her violated hole. Harry heard her whimper and make soft moaning sounds. She waggled her hips and her asshole clenched and relaxed in the afterglow of her fuck. Daddy’s penis was still erect. His balls had started to ache too.

	The Gorilla

	Then Tembo got his turn with Becky. He was there as the “monster jailer”. He smiled from ear-to-ear. His cock was half-hard and even then, it was enormous. Becky, who had been fucked by 2 men at that point, and whose pussy was loose and packed with semen, looked at it, when he pulled it out and shoved it in her face. Her eyes popped open. Chang had his camera right on her face with part of Tembo’s dick in the shot. 

	The man had a monster between his legs in a room full of big, hard dicks. Then, Tembo pushed her legs to her milky tits and got her ankles resting on his shoulders.  His dick, as he got her ready, kept lengthening and stiffening.  His cock was semi-hard and even then, it was enormous. Becky began to whimper and moan as she anticipated what was next...

	He grabbed his dick - pulled the foreskin back and forth, getting himself fully engorged and said, “OPEN WIDE....” 

	Becky moaned as she looked down contemplating how big and thick it was. It was now just about fully erect. It seemed as long as her forearm and as big around as her wrist. 

	“Oh, God....it’s so big,” was all she said. The sound man got that down perfectly. Peng beamed!

	He rubbed her swollen, purple labia with the head of his dick. Then, he took his time and worked it into her pussy. In a little....then out....then back in. Harry couldn’t believe it would ever fit in his daughter’s cunt. Becky had accepted her fate and was relaxing her sloppy wet vagina as much as she could to allow him access to her girlish depths. He took a few minutes to work his dick in. When it was about ¾ of the way he began to fuck her slowly. Becky kept up a steady stream of whimpers, grunts and cries as his big cock ironed out all the wrinkles in her cunt. 

	After a few minutes, when it had gotten it almost all the way in, he began to really put it to her. He had stretched her so wide that even her labia were pushed in and out of her sex-hole as his dick went in and out. Most the semen in her vagina was forced out to dribble from her moist folds as the thick shaft stretched her. It was like a fat snake was squeezing itself into a small hole.  Her pussy juice and the semen from the other men wet his cock and could be seen streaking his coal black monster as he plowed her. 

	He fucked her for all he was worth. Becky began to cry out in the sexiest way when he really pounded her. Then with a roar, he came and streams of semen were forced out of her as he pumped his cum deep into her hole. He had been so deep and had fucked her so hard that he dislodged her cervical cap. Chang noticed and made sure to zoom in on the cap resting on the mattress. Harry’s balls were aching after watching Tembo fuck his daughter. Becky covered her face with her hands. Her daddy had just seen her cum from being fucked by a black man with an enormous penis. She had behaved like a whore in front of her daddy!

	“I think your daughter just lost her birth control,” the Inspector laughed as he pointed at the cervical cap lying between her legs. “You better clean her if you don’t want to see her with a black baby in nine months.”

	The scene over, Kamau got Harry down between Becky’s wet and splattered thighs to clean her “creampie” with a rag.  Both father and daughter were mortified by this. Munyambu laughed as Harry, trying to keep his daughter from getting pregnant, worked carefully to wipe his slut daughter’s sloppy pussy. Both father and daughter were shattered by his having to touch her THERE. Becky was so embarrassed as she could feel the “stuff” coming out of her. 

	It was so “icky” having her Dad clean her, she wanted to die.  Harry, for his part, was trying to be very gentle with her, but he had to get at the deeper deposits so he found himself shoving the rag into his daughter’s sweet vagina. When he accidently touched her clitoris, she jerked at the touch and both were embarrassed by that.

	Becky struggled not to feel anything when her Dad had accidently touched her clit. When her breathing and stiffening posture told him she was feeling something, she clamped her legs together. She was afraid that she would let herself go and experience an orgasm as her Daddy cleaned her. She was so hot after being sexed so well and for so long. Even though she wasn’t a virgin, she’d never cum like that before.

	When he was done, and her pussy had been cleaned of most of the semen, Harry could see that her vagina stayed open. He could see up her hole. As he stared, a little glob of semen drooled from her stretched cunt mouth to drip down between her ass cheeks. As Harry went back to cleaning this, Tembo brought his softening monster over for Becky to clean. Harry had to watch as she dutifully licked the man’s balls, shaft and cockhead clean of her secretions and his semen. After this, Tembo sat down to drink some coffee. 

	Becky groaned when she saw the Chinese crew lining up to fuck her. They got her kneeling on her elbows and knees on the bunk and fucked her from behind, slamming their cocks into her hard and fast. Harry, as this was happening, got erect again. Watching Becky take cock after cock, he could not help himself and even though it was terribly embarrassing.

	The men had worked hard to get the taping done and were thrilled when the Chief Inspector allowed them to enjoy Becky’s hospitality fore and aft. They played with Becky for a half-hour and deposited loads in her mouth and in her pussy. There was a big wet spot on the bunk when they were done. When it was all over, Harry’s lovely fifteen year old daughter had been fucked by the whole crew, all five of them. They had filled her pussy to overflowing again. When Simba and Tembo did her she’d experienced several soul-shattering orgasms that surged from her pussy down her legs and up to her breastbone. It had been quite a morning.

	The taping over - Becky lolled soaked and drenched in sweaty exhaustion on the soiled table. She whimpered softly, moving her knees together and apart, waving them gently as her cunt spasmed and drooled its pearly treasure. Her blonde pubic hair was plastered down with sweat, her pussy juices (she had squirted more than once) and semen. It was all over her inner thighs and had run down her ass crack. She was a mess...

	“Her pussy if so full.... kind of disgusting, don’t you think,” Munyambu taunted Harry. He made him clean her again of course. This time, as he wiped her down, Becky squealed when he put his fingers inside her vagina to get at the semen. It was a degrading thing he was forced to do. Both of them found it disturbing. Especially since they had to do it in front of an audience of grinning black men and smirking Asians. 

	The Tittie Ride

	Then they broke for lunch. Munyambu and Kamau had sent out for food. The crew ate by themselves. The cops did too. Harry huddled with Becky. Neither of them knew what to say to each other, so they mostly ate in silence. The afternoon’s taping was to be done on “location”. Munyambu had the bright idea that taking Harry and Becky on a “tittie ride” would be a great bonus tape. Peng agreed. 

	Munyambu told Harry that, over the years, he liked to take white girls on a “tittie ride” …a topless ride all through town. If sex is all in your head, Harry realized that men like Munyambu really like to get into white girl’s heads. It’s all about race and getting even with whites.  Black men in Kenya, when they have a white woman, are often into humiliating and degrading her. 

	Peng set the ride up for Chang with his hand-held. Harry would drive and Chang would be stationed in the front passenger seat. The sound man would drape himself over the console between the front seats pointing the boom towards the rear seats. Becky got in the back seat with Gatura who wore dark glasses and a hat. Becky was topless. No blouse or bra. As they drove towards the “rougher” parts of residential Nairobi, Gatura played with Becky paying particular attention to her exposed C-cup beauties. Kamau would lead in a lorry. Munyambu and Zuberi were in that car.

	They would lead Harry thru some of the rougher neighborhoods and stop at corners so anyone lounging there could get a glimpse of Becky. Men ran up to the car and peered in. Gatura told them in Swahili that the girl was the daughter of the man driving. Chuckling and pointing, it proved to be a very humiliating drive. 

	When Becky said ‘no’ to some suggestion from Gatura at one point, he told her, “You just do what we tell you, girl....or else.”

	She became submissive at once. The windows were all down and Munyambu made Harry drive slower, so people could see her exposed tits. She had to display her titties to pedestrians and drivers alike. Becky had never been so humiliated in her life. Taking advantage of her nice full breasts and pinkish nipples, the men had them on display to anyone and everyone who was walking or driving that day. Gatura put his hands up her skirt too as they drove around. Harry, to his shame, found himself driving with an erection in his pants.

	At one point, they stopped at a liquor store and Gatura took Becky into the store to buy a bottle. He made her get out..... topless…and she had to walk, with her titties hanging out, from the car, up a sidewalk, to the front door. Her tits jiggling for everyone to see. Almost all of the men hanging around made sexual suggestions and comments as she walked into the store. 

	She felt her panties wet….and wedged in between her pussy. Gatura had been playing with her down there and the crotch of her panties was all bunched up and wet in her crack. The crowd she drew was only controlled by the respect the Inspector’s crew enjoyed. 15 or 16 rough young men crowded close enough to her for her to smell the alcohol on their breath. Kamau, in the lead car, was responsible for holding them in check, but the enforced display of her precious feminine assets had Becky in tears by the time she got to the counter to tell the clerk what it was she wanted. 

	“Hey, man… lookit that white pussy.”

	“Hey, brother…. when we gonna get some of dat shit?”

	“Look at them tits, man!”

	Those were some of the nicer comments Becky heard. One older black man called her a white slut. By the time they got to back the warehouse, Gatura in the back seat had made Becky go down on his black dick. Harry watched in the rear view mirror as his daughter sucked his dick until it spurted and his ejaculate filled her mouth. He made her lick up what didn’t land in her mouth. Chang and the sound man got it all. Peng was ecstatic.

	Brainwashed by the North Koreans

	When they got back to the warehouse, Munyambu had Becky strip again. Han Shun was there and he brought out the electro-stimulation equipment.  Peng had the whole room set up for this last shoot. He had already put Kate on this gizmo. But Harry never got to see his wife on the machine. Peng and Munyambu knew a tape starring Becky undergoing this degrading routine would be a big seller. Peng explained the scene to her. 

	Becky would be a captive of the “North Koreans”. He told Becky that they had an “orgasm” machine and they’d put her on it. Her eyes grew wide as she listened to him....Han Shun was costumed and ready to go.  He and two other young Chinese actors would play the North Koreans who put Becky on the machine. The two young Chinese actors had played those roles in the “Brainwashing” tape done with Kate.

	They bound Becky to the gynecologist’s table. Shun began by rubbing the shaft of her clitoris until the bulb swelled and erected. One man handed him the first leads: adhesive pads. He attached them to her pink nipples so they covered her areolas. Next was the thick, blunt copper rod, about 18 centimeters long. He shoved it in to Becky’s still wet vagina to a point just behind her G-spot. The teen whimpered as the rod filled her tight vaginal sheath. The third circuit was the 12 centimeter stainless-steel dumbbell with a convex shaft.

	He inserted this into Becky’s asshole. Then the flat-jawed clip..... He attached this to the hood covering her clitoris. Becky was wired up. Remembering the torture she endured in the police station, Becky was very nervous, but they had told her that this was going to be different. Harry watched as they hooked his daughter up to the transformer. The black box with several switches and dials looked ominous. He remembered how her mother had reacted....and he felt a sick twinge of arousal and excitement...

	Shun threw a switch and Becky jerked as the current surged into her clitoris. This soon made her pussy swell and juice up.  She began to hump her hips up and down thrusting as if she wanted someone to fuck her again. He increased the current to the point that she writhed and cried out.  The, he turned it down a notch. He turned another dial and she began to get hot, itchy sensations in her vagina.

	He threw another switch and current began pulsing. He turned it up. Becky felt her whole sex-hole light up as it was pressing on her G-spot and the epicenter. Then as the sensations went from pleasurable to wickedly intense, juice began dribbling from the tiny slit of her urethra. Then Shun threw the switch to turn on the circuit in her asshole. As the current flowed, Becky began to feel as if the steel dumbbell was fucking her. It went in - and - out - in - and – out methodically. Becky’s vagina began throbbing in time.... showing it was working. Then he put on the headphones and left her bound to the table and wired up. This version of the scene had the two privates “guarding” her as she was “tortured”.

	When he made the current go into the “pulsing” mode on her tits, Becky felt as if someone was pulling on her nipples and then twisting them. They quickly began to balloon and soon looked like overripe, raspberries.  Shun now combined pulses and saw tooth wave currents to work the clitoris, G-spot and epicenter from inside her vagina and rectum. Her juices flowed more with each combination. He turned it up sending more pulsing current into her rectum and vagina. Becky felt her whole crotch explode; it looked like she was pissing. 

	Chang made sure to catch the shot of her ejaculating....Pussy juice gushed and spouted from her urethra. Harry watched his baby girl cum over and over again until she passed out. It was an incredible cycle of arousal, orgasm, and ejaculation combined with bondage, sensory deprivation and mental programming. It was sick watching torture, but Harry had been snared and caught. His penis stayed hard watching his daughter subjected to this repetitive, degrading indoctrination. He found himself hypnotized and helpless to control himself.

	She was exhausted and stumbled when they took her off the machine. Her nipples, labia and clitoris were purple and had puffed up to comic proportions. She had squirted and pissed so much that the table was soaked and dripping and the floor had a puddle a half meter across.  The three “Koreans” after a full session on the “machine”, got to work her over sexually for 30 minutes, fucking her in her mouth, vagina and her rectum. Harry noticed that his daughter was now more “pliable”. Shun had developed a sure-fire scene stealing gimmick. It was also a very effective tool for working a woman’s mind and body. Becky had been “molded” during that shoot and would become one of Munyambu’s best earners as a porn performer. The Sexual Offences Act of 2006 had stiff penalties for sex with anyone under 18, so Munyambu kept underage Becky under tight wraps and made sure that none of his crew were ever taped or photographed with her.

	One of their most successful tapes Peng shot and marketed was a single camera shoot with Becky naked sitting on a couch. They had slapped and browbeaten her first to get her into the right “frame of mind”.  The tape showed a careful and slow molestation of a white teen age girl by anonymous black men. In the opening segment, she was sitting naked with her arms wrapped around her knees. 

	Then black hands came into the frame and began to touch her everywhere. Soon, they had her legs spread open and began masturbating her. Then it progressed to oral and vaginal sex. Finally the tape showed her taking a big black penis in her asshole. You never saw the men, just their hands and sex organs. The title: She Had to Take the Dark Men.

	Epilog

	Munyambu’s control and use of the family continued until 2010. The Anti-Corruption Commission, looking into police corruption, uncovered some of his dealings and he was suspended from the Department until the investigation could be completed. Becky was sent back to the UK for college and Harry agreed to a trial separation with Kate in 2010.
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	Police corruption in post-colonial Kenya is a fact of life. Transparency International, a watchdog organization, ranks Kenya as the 11th most corrupt nation in the world. The average city dweller in Kenya pays 16 bribes per month. In 2007 an Indian family was enslaved by a corrupt and depraved Police Inspector. 

	

	PART 2 - Amala & Gopal

	In Kenya in 2007, Gopal Rangan and his family lived the good life in Nairobi. He owned a dairy farm on Rhino Park Road and while they lived well, Kenya was adrift in a sea of political corruption and tribal rivalries.  But with 99% of the country black, since independence, and colonialism dead for over 40 years, blacks now dominated. There was a history of prejudice that had always existed between black Kenyans and the Sikhs and Indians. Blacks felt that the they had been less willing to accept the changes in Kenya since independence. Indians had to be careful since so many of them had done well in business, and this made them unpopular. Gopal, in private, was not above using racial slurs like, kaffir, in referring to blacks. 

	But he had been born and raised in Kenya. And, as a businessman, he knew he had to go along to get along. So, paying bribes was part of the culture; and Gopal paid his share. Chief Inspectors, constables and government officials at every level had to get their “cut”. It was just part of the price of doing business. And Gopal was not above breaking the law when it was in his best interest to do so. If it affected his bottom line, Gopal was willing to do whatever was necessary to get by. Most of the time this worked to his advantage. Sometimes, he had to do something which really cut corners. And then he was exposing himself in a way that worried him. But most of the time, it worked. Once, it didn’t. The details are unimportant, but suffice to say....Gopal Rangan got himself in hot water. And, in doing so, he had fallen afoul of Chief Inspector Munyambu Adoyo. 

	Munyambu had Senior Sergeant Kamau and Sergeant Zuberi pay a call on him. After this, he had him brought into his office. Gopal was very anxious when the desk constable brought him in to the Chief Inspector’s office.  Kamau was there too. Gopal shook both men’s hands and sat down in the seat that the Chief Inspector offered. His hands were wet, both men noted...

	“Ah, Chief Inspector Sir, I am here at your request. How can I be of service, sir. What more can I tell you. We, are, of course, not guilty of any crime....”

	“Yes, of course,” Munyambu stopped him. “I have some pictures I want you to see. Then tell me if you know what’s in the photos.”

	“Photos?”

	“Just watch this.”

	With that, Munyambu spun his monitor around and clicked on a file. They had Gopal and employees breaking the law. Several laws. As Gopal sat there sweating in his shirtsleeves, the poor Indian husband, who was a substantial member of the community with the ownership of a dairy, was now in the hot seat. He took out a clean cotton handkerchief and mopped his brow.

	“Oh....I am not feeling well....I am not feeling well,” he croaked. “Oh....this is a most shocking thing, sir. A most shocking thing. I did not know.....”

	“Let’s not play around, Rangan. You knew....You know....and I know!”

	Gopal mopped his brow and didn’t say anything.

	“Do you know what I am going to do with these photos, Gopal?”

	Gopal gulped and wiped his face. He squirmed in his chair. He was like a fish hooked and brought up to the boat.

	“No....Sir....what are you going to do, may I ask?”

	“I’m going to file them.”

	“Oh, I would be most grateful, Sir....Most grateful. Yes, Sir..most grateful.”

	“Of course, if I did that, there is a price.”

	“Oh, yes, Sir...a price....there is always a price. Yes, Sir,” Gopal croaked. 

	He was sweating and squirming in his chair. The evidence they had on him could send him to prison for 4 to 6 years. The legal costs would be staggering. ‘PRISON.... that I could never do,’ he thought to himself. Gopal now realized that the Chief Inspector had a tremendous hold on him. He wiped his face and waited for the inevitable request. He worried that it would be very expensive.  But he was shocked at what Munyambu said.

	“What would it cost,” he said sweating even more now.

	“Ten million shillings.”

	“Oh my,” was all Gopal said. It was a staggering amount.

	“Consider what the alternatives are,” Munyambu said evenly.

	“It is an amount that is more than I can pay, Sir. More than I can afford.”

	They went back and forth over the amount and what Gopal could and could not afford.

	“Well, I am a reasonable man. Perhaps you have something else of value,” said the Chief Inspector.

	“I don’t know what else I.....”

	“I would accept your wife in payment,” said Munyambu.

	“My wife, Sir....what ....what do you mean,” Gopal asked?

	“You have an attractive wife.....She is 36 years old, is she not?”

	“Y...yes..”

	“Well, I would accept the use of your wife.”

	“W...What? What are you saying, Sir. That is a most .....most ridiculous ....a most despicable request, Sir. If I may say so, Sir.”

	“Well, you are not in a position to bargain, Rangan. Think about it. I will give you two days. Then call me.”

	“Well, Sir....begging your indulgence, Sir....I am able to pay five million shillings. That is a very great amount Sir. Of course, I am to be assured that this is sufficient to take care of the problem. Is this the case, Sir?”

	Munyambu stroked his chin thoughtfully. “That’s a start,” he said smiling like a cobra.

	“I assure you Sir, this is all the money I have.”

	“O course it is.....” Kamau smiled and caught Munyambu’s eye. The Chief Inspector was getting ready to close the trap.

	“This is your wife,” he said pushing his cell phone towards Gopal. It was a photo taken of Amala as she was shopping. Taken only a short time before.

	“Y...yes,” said Gopal. “That is my wife, Sir.”

	“The five million shillings I would accept as partial payment. Your lovely wife can work off the balance.”

	“Work...Sir.....what do you mean, Sir,” said Gopal sweating now.

	“I mean she’ll work for me. I need to provide “hospitality” for certain people....you know.”

	“What would my wife have to do?”

	“Anything I told her to,” Munyambu grinned. Kamau began chuckling and Gopal’s heart sank down to his shoes.

	“Oh...my.....oh my....I....I...”

	“Don’t worry. She’ll learn to do an honest day’s labor. I may even put her to act in some movies a friend of mine produces.”

	Gopal was sick. He knew that he was selling out his wife if he agreed.

	He gulped and said, “Sir, I just need a day or so to get the money together....and I must talk to my wife.”

	“You have two days. I will call you and tell you where to have the money in a plain envelope. Then you’ll meet my man and give him the envelope. Understand?”

	“Yes...Sir. What about my wife?”

	“Oh, we’ll make arrangements. I’ll let you know.”

	Then Munyambu softened and said, “rest assured Rangan that when you pay your bill, all your troubles will be over.”

	“Uh.....oh....yes, Sir....”

	With that, Gopal left the office feeling very upset. The situation was pure blackmail. And the bribe was huge. It would strip all the cash from his business. He could lose everything he’d worked for.....He was in a stupor. He drove listlessly about for an hour in his auto and then went back to the office. He needed to get his mind off this terrible problem. When he went home that night, he didn’t know what to say to his wife. He went into his son, Pallav’s room. The boy was on his computer, as usual.  They talked for awhile, then Gopal went out in the garden to think. ‘How am I going to tell Amala,’ he kept thinking.

	Gopal wife’s could see he was upset, but he didn’t burden her with his problem. Instead, he thought about it....Actually dithered about it was a better description. He kept going over what options he had. He told his wife where he had been and gave her just the briefest description of what he had done. She was surprised. She urged him to call his attorney. Gopal told her, ‘later.’ And then he crawled into bed. He wanted to pull the covers over his head and just disappear. When he awoke, he knew he was still in very deep water. 

	That next day, he did call his attorney, his accountant and his banker. He wanted to know what his attorney could tell him about the charges he was facing. He also wanted to know how much cash he could put his hands on. His attorney, an Arab, told him that the charges were very serious if they were true.

	“Are they true,” he asked Gopal?

	Gopal gulped and didn’t answer. He now knew that his only hope was to come up with enough cash to placate the Chief Inspector. He hoped he could buy his way out of trouble. He didn’t want to involve his wife. Not under the terms and

	conditions that Munyambu had indicated. He put it off and then ignored the Chief Inspector’s demand to call him with his decision in two days. Munyambu figured that he needed some additional persuasion, so he sent Senior Sergeant and Sergeant Zuberi to pick Gopal up. They collared him as he was parking his car at the dairy and took him to the Langata station. There, they began “processing”. Gopal demanded to be allowed a call to his attorney. As they were “processing” him, he became “resistive”. Kamau, Zuberi, Gachie and Gatura took him down to the shower room. 

	There, he was told to take off his clothes. When he refused, Kamau, quick as a cobra, cocked his right arm and punched Gopal right in the pit of his stomach. He never saw it coming and was helpless to avoid the blow that landed heavily. He groaned as the wind went out of him...he sagged and bent over in pain. He was holding his belly, but quick as a snake, Kamau punched him again… lower down. The sound of his fist hitting his belly produced an audible – “THUD”. 

	Gopal grabbed himself there and began to sag to the floor, but Gatura grabbed him by his arm and pulled him up. Stood up, Kamau punched him again…and then a fourth time. Gopal groaned and sagged, and grabbed his stomach wherever he was hit. When he looked like he was going to fall, Gatura kept pulling him up so Kamau could punch him again. 

	They made a cruel game of it; punching him in the belly wherever he left himself open. Kamau punched him just below the solar plexus, and when Gopal put his hands there to protect himself, he exposed another part of his stomach. That’s where Kamau punched him next. The fatty layers there did little to help Gopal withstand the almost genital torment that erupted when the punches landed.

	The sick sound of his fists hitting the belly echoed throughout the small room. Gopal groaned and cried out as Kamau beat him methodically. The pain exploded throughout his entire stomach. When Gatura finally let his arm go, he collapsed and sagged in slow motion to the floor clutching his stomach. Groaning, he rolled around like a beaten dog. They pulled him to his feet. He came up clutching his stomach. The pain was a dull ache…and not wanting any more… he bowed his head in submission.

	They took his glasses from him; then he took off his clothes. They dragged him naked to the shower. They tied his hands overhead to a pipe and gave him the “North Pole” treatment. Gachie turned a hose on him and sadistically drenched him with cold water. He concentrated on his chest, belly, groin (especially his

	testicles) and ass. When he turned off the water, Gopal was gasping. The force of the water had knocked the wind out of him. The shock of the cold water had been torture. His penis and testicles had shriveled up from fear and the cold water; they were the size of a cocktail sausage and two hazelnuts. Gachie pointed at his diminished manhood and mocked him.  Following this, they left him hanging there for 30 minutes. When they cut him down, the pain in his shoulder and back muscles had crippled him and left him in agony. He sobbed like a baby when they cut him down. He was beaten. 

	Gatura and Gachie, with Kamau supervising, dragged him to a holding cell and threw him in. There was a bucket for waste, a bare concrete bunk and nothing else. The bars of the cell did not separate him from the others. There were a half dozen hard case prisoners in the adjacent cells. All younger and black. They soon began to taunt, bait and threaten Gopal who, cowering on the bunk, shrank back against the wall in fear. 

	Amala at the Station

	Munyambu called his house and got his wife on the phone. He told her that her husband had been arrested for high crimes and misdemeanors. Getting panicky and frightened, she asked where he was. Munyambu told her the Langata station. She scribbled a note to her son that she had to go and get his father, and jumped in her car. She drove fast to the station.  It took awhile. When she got there she asked the constable on duty at the front desk about her husband. He asked her name, then he told her to wait right there.

	That’s when Munyambu and Kamau came out and introduced themselves. When she asked about her husband, the Chief Inspector told her, “all in good time.” Then they took her to Room 17. This was where they conducted “interrogations” and such. Gachie, Gatura, Gacheru, and Simba....four more constables joined them. Amala was now in a panic and demanded to see her husband. Munyambu told her that he was being “processed”. He explained the charges and showed her the pictures of Gopal and his employees breaking the law. 

	He told her that her husband had made a “deal”. And broke it. He explained that she was part of the deal. When she asked how she was involved, he told her in the simplest, graphic terms what she had to do. Amala was incredulous and demanded to see Gopal. That’s when Munyambu got mean. He told her to take her clothes off. Shocked and indignant, she tried to leave.

	“You are crazy,” she said, as she tried to brush past Kamau.

	“You don’t get the point, do you,” Munyambu said to her with menace dripping from his words. “See this pen,” he said pulling a ballpoint from his pocket. “This is the point. I’ll show you. Then you’ll get the point.”

	He motioned to the others. Gachie and Gatura grabbed her by her arms. Munyambu supervised and they got her leaning back against the desk. Kamau lifted up her lehenga (long skirt). Amala, feeling herself being exposed, began to struggle wildly, forcing Gachie and Gatura to exert their utmost to hold onto her. The two men holding her then grabbed her thighs behind her knees to pull her legs open. Amala began screeching like a wildcat.

	“Hold her legs open,” Munyambu leered.

	“OH GOD, OH MY GOD,” Amala cried over and over again as Kamau pulled her panties down exposing the hairy purse of her pussy.

	They had wrestled her around to the corner of the desk. Kamau pulled her panties off. Amala looked down to see herself horribly exposed. Kamau used his finger and began to touch her THERE.  Amala groaned and whimpered as he explored her. Munyambu went to the cabinet and took out a bottle of alcohol, cotton balls and lubricant. He began wiping the pen down with an alcohol soaked ball. Then he lubricated the pen along half its length. 

	“Ah...that’s what I want,” he said satisfied. “Hold her open,” he said.

	As he advanced on her with the pen, Amala began to cry out, cursing him and yowling like an angry cat.

	“Hold her open,” Munyambu repeated. Kamau helped by spreading Amala’s fleshy labia to reveal the velvety pink inside.

	“Oh, GOD....what are you going to do,” she kept saying.

	“Make sure you get the point,” Munyambu said with a sadistic glint in his eye.

	As Gachie and Gatura held her helpless and open and Kamau spread her pussy for him, Munyambu carefully searched out the tiny opening to her bladder. When he found the mouth of her urethra, he put the ballpoint’s tip right there and pushed. He got it in a bit and then began working it in deeper. The effect on Amala was instant and electric. She stiffened, especially her legs, and began shrieking as she

	felt this most unpleasant invasion. One’s urethra is, in some ways, the most private hole of all. Delicate and lined with nerves, it is very short in a woman: about 5 centimeters in length before the sphincter to the bladder is reached. Munyambu worked the relatively thick pen into Amala’s sensitive piss tube and Amala experienced a most terrible stretching violation. She began crying and squirming violently, but Gachie and Gatura held her fast.

	“OH GOD....TAKE IT OUT....OH GOD...PLEASE.....TAKE IT OUT....”

	Munyambu worked it in until he reached resistance. Then he began twisting and turning it this way and that. Each move brought fresh agony to Amala and she was in hell. He redrew it only to reinsert it again, only this time a little deeper. She was yowling and caterwauling like a strangled cat as he tortured her. He had forced open the sphincter and urine dribbled out... wetting her. When he finally took the pen out and motioned to the others to let her go, her skirt went down her thighs as Amala slid to the floor to land on her knees. She put a hand between her legs....touching and cupping herself. She still felt the pain of the horrid invasion. She moaned and began weeping. 

	“Now do you get the point,” Munyambu asked her?

	She moaned and wept softly, now pressing her skirt up against her bare pussy with both hands as she tried to comfort herself. 

	“Oh.....God....it hurts....it hurts......OH....”

	“Maybe, now when I tell you to do something, I won’t have to resort to such harsh measures,” Munyambu grinned, looking at his men. Gachie and Gatura, licked their lips. They were anticipating what came next....

	“NOW, take off all your clothes, slut!”

	Amala just knelt there. She was in shock....

	“No? OK. Gatura, Gachie.....take her clothes off.”

	These two came over.... grabbed and stripped her. They hauled her to her feet and got her on the desk on her back. They pulled her arms over her head by her wrists and Gachie crossed and held them. As they pulled and pushed her into position, Amala sniveled and whined. Gacheru and Simba grabbed her by the ankles and

	pulled her legs open and back towards her tits. Her labia were being spread further apart as her legs were pulled open and back. 

	When they were done, Amala was open and helpless, held fixed with her knees pulled back so far that her hips were tilted up and her genitalia and the brown mouth of her anus were pitilessly displayed. The position was very shaming and obscene. It was only then that Munyambu swaggered over and grabbed a handful of her thick, black hair. He yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child and directed her gaze so that she was staring down at her crotch.

	“You think you’re something special. I’m gonna show you what you are.... Indian pig,” he spat at her maliciously.

	Then he traced along the puffy lips of her cunt, listening to her shuddering breaths as he teased the tender flesh. He pulled on her labia and then used his fingertip to tickle and tease her large, protuberant clitoris. As he touched the shiny, sensitive bud she squirmed at each touch. He played with it until she writhed like a snake, even though she was tightly held. She hated it when he stroked the puckered mouth of her anus and struggled. He grinned as he watched the tight, dark opening, flexing and pouting in the dark grove of her ass crack.

	He soon went from petting and stroking to mauling and molesting. As he got rougher with her, Amala’s vocalizations went from whimpering to moaning that sounded sexual.  Soon, Munyambu began to work his fingers into her vagina. He got his index finger inside and wormed it around exploring the dimensions of her sex hole. He worked a second finger in her and turned his palm up.....rooting around for a spot inside her. When he found it, he began frigging that spot harder and harder. Amala soon began to scream and her urethra exploded as she began spurting gouts of clear fluid all over Munyambu’s wrist to land on the edge of the desk and drip onto the floor.

	It was like a shower. When it was done and Amala was panting and twitching like a fish caught on a hook, Munyambu took his wet fingers out and held them up to show everyone. Kamau began clapping.  It set up a buzz around the room. But not missing a beat, Munyambu worked the same fingers back into her vagina again and within 30 seconds had her spurting and squealing again.

	And this time, after squirting clear juice for awhile, she became incontinent and urinated. The pressure he put on the urethral “sponge” on front wall of her vagina did the trick and Amala began peeing. She pissed until her bladder was empty.

	This time when Munyambu took his hand from her pussy, he rubbed her genitals and then wiped up some of the mess. Then he brought his hand up to rub it all over her face. He even thrust his wet fingers into her mouth to simulate oral rape. 

	“Say, I’m a dirty Indian slut,” he commanded her.

	“SAY WHAT YOU ARE,” He spat at her.  “Say it....SAY IT....say ‘I’m a fat Indian Slut’,” he commanded her.

	When he threatened to shove the pen back up her piss tube, she caved in and began to call herself ... ‘a fat, Indian slut’. Amala had been given a full demonstration of what Munyambu thought about Indian women. The true fact was that he loved to degrade and humiliate them. About this time, another black man came in the room. This was Sergeant Zuberi. He was a little taller than Kamau but not as heavily built and younger. He grinned when he saw what was going on.

	“I arrived at the right time,” he said, grinning to the others.... and grabbing his crotch for emphasis.

	Kamau had stepped up and unzipped his trousers. Joking with the others, he pulled out a fairly large dick and his full ball sack. His cock was uncircumcised and the mushroom head was almost purple. He stepped up in between Amala’s splayed thighs and barked a command in Swahili to hold her still. He rubbed the head of his dick over her wet labia and her clitoris…watching her face for her reaction. Amala felt sick....she had been made to feel like a whore. She could smell her wet pussy in the small room. He worked it in slowly….stretching her vagina open a little at a time…

	“Tell me slut….tell me you want my black dick…. in your pussy….tell me…tell me slut….”

	“Oh…..god…..oh…oh…….oh god….….oh… god…NO..please….”

	“Tell me you want it.”

	“Oh….GOD……oh….oh…..NO!”

	Kamau thrust his hips forward as Amala groaned.

	“That’s it….feel my big, black dick in your pussy….slut.”

	Amala began moaning and groaning like a stuck calf as she was penetrated. Kamau worked his big dick into her slowly…enjoying the feeling of her warm, wet hole.  He got a few centimeters in… pulled it out… and then worked it back in even deeper….He did this slowly and teasingly several times. When he had most of his big dick inside her, he began to fuck her. After thrusting in and out for a bit, he pulled out leaving only the head in her vagina. Amala whimpered. At one point, Amala said, “Oh God, stop you...you... dirty kaffir,” using a racial slur.

	Kamau licked his lips and said slowly, “you call me a kaffir...huh? So......you think you’re too good for me....huh? Is that it? Want it back in…slut?”

	“NO!”

	So, Kamau rammed it back in ....deeper until Amala writhing in the grip of the three men holding he protested, “oh...God, not deep like that. No more…please!” 

	He wanted to hurt her now. She felt totally stretched….it hurt….but she was also starting to feel something else too as the pressure on her vaginal walls fired off the deeper nerves. He started to fuck her with a steady and powerful rhythm and Amala soon began to boil. She got noisier as he had his way with her. She felt the pressure building….. felt herself getting closer to cumming. With his big dick deeply embedded in her pussy…..thrusting deep…deeper… she felt herself getting ready to explode. When he started really heavy thrusting…just pounding her – Amala, to her shock and shame, had an orgasm.

	She began a high, wailing cry that went on and on and got louder and louder as she came.  Amala moaned and squealed as the sensations washed through her loins and belly and down her thighs. Kamau slowed and rubbed his big dick from side to side….stretching her vaginal mouth. Then, he started pounding her again…..and Amala felt herself being pushed into another orgasm. He slammed it into her over and over…….and Amala came again….harder this time. 

	By the time Kamau finally ejaculated….Amala had experienced two deep uterine-vaginal orgasms. When he finally deposited his load - there was so much that it squirted out around his dick. When he took it out, Amala felt empty. He scooped up some of his semen and her fuck juices with two fingers and carrying it to her mouth... made her lick his fingers clean and swallow the “treat”.

	All the men dropped their trousers and shorts and stood naked from the waist down lining up to take their turns raping the plump Indian woman. The men all smelled

	a bit and were sweaty. They had been out in the sun all morning. Amala looked around and groaned...realizing that they were ALL going to rape her. She felt claustrophobic, like she had been swallowed up by a huge monster.... a giant black centipede with lots of dreadful appendages.  Zuberi went next and he had a fat, up curved hard cock. He slammed into her hard and made her cum too. Then Simba. He had a long, slim penis, longer than either man before him and he shoved it in so far that he made her cry out. And soon, he came filling her pussy with semen.

	She was now leaking heavily and Munyambu came over and scooped up the mess drooling from her hole and smeared it over her nose and mouth to humiliate her. Eventually she began to lick her lips and swallow without being told. Gatura and Gachie followed and both men were nicely “hung” and each came quickly. They had been on the boil since they held the Indian woman steady for the rape of her piss tube. When she was allowed to stand, her legs were shaky and she stumbled and fell into a fetal heap.

	She was muscled again on top of the desk. They put her on her back with her legs held open again. Kamau, his cock having been revived, took her. Then Zuberi and Gatura had another turn. Following this, they turned her over. This was the position: she was lying with her forehead resting on the desk top. Her thighs were kicked open wide. Then someone turned her head. Looking up, she saw that the black truncheon in her face belonged to the Chief Inspector. He was laughing and drinking from a bottle.

	“Put me in your nasty mouth,” he roared. “Suck my dick, slut.”

	Munyambu got his dick in her mouth and was slapping her to get her to suck it properly. Gacheru had his dick embedded in her cunt - so there were two men enjoying her “hospitality”, fore and aft.  When the boss came in her mouth, Simba came over to rape her mouth too. Amala was ordered to suck his cock until he ejaculated. Her mouth got so full of cum, she gagged. Quite a bit landed in her open mouth and she was instructed to swallow it of course, but being young his capacity was great and he was so excited that his semen went everywhere. Poor Amala wound up with a “pearl necklace”, her first. 

	She was soon a sloppy mess. There was semen all around and in her vagina. Her thighs were splattered and it had run down the crack of her ass. Her mouth was filled with the taste of a man’s seed and there was some on her chin, cheeks and neck. Poor Amala. A high born Indian woman, she and her husband were prosperous and isolated from the riff-raff. Or so they thought. She was used to having poor Kikuyu and Luo women as her servants and had little contact with black Kenyan men. 

	She, more than her husband, felt superior to the blacks. And so, Amala suffered. When they were done raping her, they paraded her out into the hallway and down to the holding cells where the riff-raff were. Robbers, thieves, rapists and agitators....all crammed into cells. And down at the end, huddled up against the wall of his cell was her naked husband. He was also in shock too after what they’d done to him.

	Amala, after being repeatedly raped, was in shock, but her troubles were not over. Munyambu wanted to humiliate her further. He had Gachie and Gatura march her up and down in front of the holding cells. The poor black men jammed into the cells reacted like wild animals. They yelled, screamed, reached for her through the bars. Mocked and insulted her....Called her every name in the book. Took their cocks out of their trousers and wagged them at her, telling her what they wanted to do to her. For Amala, it was like being raped anew. 

	Having a bandage that had been covering a wound ripped off to bleed again. Their lewd words and feral gestures were like arrows in her flesh. She was made to put her hands by her sides and walk up and down to show them her naked self. She was dripping between her legs and the sight of her pussy full of cum, drooling down her thighs set the men into paroxysms of mad lust.

	When Kamau and Zuberi, who both stood behind her like overseers, made her bend over to display her swollen, wet crotch, Amala wanted to die from the sheer embarrassment of it all. The men went into overdrive with an outburst so violent that poor Gopal felt he needed to creep to the bars of his cell to see what it was. He looked down to his right and all he could see was some black men with a naked figure in their midst. His heart went out to whoever this unfortunate was. 

	He remembered what a violation it was to be marched naked past the holding cells. The cruel violent response of the men were a very recent wound. His immediate neighbors had taunted him all night ....threatening him with rape and worse....As he stared, he realized that it was a woman they constables had in their midst. ‘A woman,’ he thought to himself. ‘Oh my God, what would it be like for a woman to be thrown into this hell-hole?’

	After thoroughly humiliating her, Kamau and Zuberi marched her down to the end of the block. As he saw the constables approaching, Gopal shrank back in his cell

	until he was sitting in a frightened heap on his bunk. When they got to his cell, he saw Zuberi using a key to open the door, and when Kamau stepped aside, he saw with astonished eyes, his WIFE!  He couldn’t believe it. They shoved her into his cell, and this drove his neighbors, two hard case types crazy. Gopal stood up and as Amala stumbled forward, she seemed like a “zombie”. She was in shock and didn’t seem to recognize him. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her to him.

	Kamau and Zuberi laughed, turned on their heels and joined Gachie and Gatura. They barked at the men in the cells on their way out, telling them to, “quiet down...or else.” Gopal, was stunned that his wife was there. But her condition told him that she’d suffered worse than he did. He talked to her trying to get her to acknowledge him. Finally, she recognized him and, clutching at him, began sobbing. 

	“Oh, Gopal....OH GOPAL,” she kept saying. 

	Munyambu let them have a tearful, shaming reunion in the holding cell together before he sent Gachie, Gatura and Gacheru down with their clothes. They found the couple huddled up against the far wall on the concrete bunk trying for all the world to screen out the terrible taunts and threats washing over them from the nearby cells. 

	“Get your clothes on you two. You can leave,” Gatura spat at them.

	When they dressed, they were taken down to Munyambu who told Gopal that he expected the “balance” of what he owed. The amount he said he could pay.

	“That’s all you owe....Your wife made a down payment today,” he laughed. 

	Gopal holding tightly onto his wife who was still crying, said nothing. The look in her eyes said it all. He now realized how deep of a hole he was in and how little hope he had that either of them would ever get out....The couple had a good, traditional marriage and this would sustain them in the future.....so Gopal hoped.

	The Sadist

	The Chief Inspector got his biggest kick by forcing people he’d “captured” to do disgusting and repellent things. Like making Kate Braxton have sex with a dog in front of her husband. He believed that most women were, by nature, born sluts, but a woman with breeding and culture would really suffer when you made her

	descend to the level of an animal. And for that he really loved using dogs. It was mulling over these sorts of things that allowed him relief from the stress of collecting graft, Commissioners of Police who wanted to be mayor, rivals, and incompetent help. It truth it was sort of a hobby. His hobby...

	Now, Amala intrigued him. Also, there was something about her that told him that she was potentially the most fun to hurt and humiliate. It was just buried deeper. The complicated landscape of Amala’s psyche made Munyambu smile with the possibilities of what could be done in this world by a unscrupulous man with an understanding of history and psychology. And, he hated Sikhs and Indians the most. So, it would be that much more pleasurable to push her into doing degraded things.  He already knew that he enjoyed humbling her husband. Munyambu decided that would force him into becoming, in his own words, a zan-talaq (cuckold). 

	Amala saw herself as a model Indian woman. But her experience had created huge cracks in herself image. She had behaved, in her opinion, in a way that was disgraceful and shameful by having an orgasm. She was a powerfully sexual woman, a compulsive masturbator who nevertheless had a well-crafted public “face” she wanted to maintain. She would have a very hard time of it in the months to come.

	When husband and wife finally talked, after their experience at the police station, it was a true drama. Amala told him that the Chief Inspector’s men had raped her. Gopal finally admitted to her how he had gotten both of them into trouble. She cried and so did he. She asked him if there was any way out and he said, that all they could do was go along and hope for the best. So, the stage was set for what came next.

	Two days later Gopal got the order to be at a certain place with the “envelope”. He brought the cash and it was Corporal Mosi who met him. And stupidly, Gopal thanked him, after he handed him the money. He was swabbing his sweaty face with a white handkerchief and was glad to get out of there.  The Chief Inspector and Kamau had a good laugh when Mosi brought the money to them.

	“What a silly and sad little man. He probably went back to his office and jerked off, I bet,” said Kamau dismissively.

	“Probably,” agreed the Chief Inspector.

	In truth, Gopal was so sick at the thought of what might happen next, that he left early for home. His wife was like an automaton. She was going through the motions of being a wife and mother, but since the rape, had not been able to have sex with her husband. She went to her doctor right afterwards, but her wounds went deeper. So did Gopal’s....Two weeks later, Kamau came over and raped her in her own home in the daytime when her husband and son were away. First, he called her on her cell phone. She was shocked that he had her number. He told her that he was going to come over and she said, ‘NO’, but when he threatened her.... she wilted. 

	The Marriage Bed

	So, Kamau came over for a little “hospitality”. Amala hated it, but really had no choice. It was 10am when he got there and Amala was fresh from her bath with her hair still damp. She was wearing a lehenga (long skirt) and smelled of perfume. She had on a burgundy-colored bra to match her choli (midriff hugging blouse). And in her marriage bed.... Kamau fucked her and made her cum again.  When he was ready to fuck her again, he made her take his black dick in her ass. He sodomized her. He took his time and worked it in slowly to please himself. It hurt her and she began sobbing. 

	He wasn’t content until he had his dick buried deep all the way in up to his pubic hair. He gave her a good ride and was surprised when she began going, “ah” and “oh”. And it got louder and louder until there was no mistake. Amala had cum from being fucked in the ass. Afterwards, he made her suck his dirty cock clean. Then, he made her call herself, “a kali gandee. (a “black butt-hole” - a Sudra woman who takes cocks in her rectum) Sobbing, she did it and it just devastated her. 

	While raping her vaginally was a huge violation.... having to take his cock in her ass was very perverted by her standards. And since she was among those very few women who can reach orgasm from being sodomized ....this was more shaming for her.  He had made her cum by fucking her hard and deep so that his cock pressed against her cervix and uterus through the thin membrane separating her rectum from her vagina. Crying out.... she came. 

	All of this was a terrible problem for Amala. Since she was somewhat dark complexioned for an Indian (like Africans, Indians had a color scale) and had cum when she was ass fucked – this combination branded her, in her own eyes, as a kali gandee. Amala was very color conscious. Her husband was very fair and her son inherited his father’s coloration but Amala was brown-skinned. Kamau knew this and made her call herself a kali gandee. This was lower, in Indian circles, than a bhagat (whore). 

	Kamau continued to come over regularly to fuck Amala during the weekdays, usually at midday. Soon, he began to come over on weekends. First time he came by himself. Their son, Pallav, was staying with friends. The next time he came with Sergeant Zuberi and while he and his best friend had fun with Amala in the bedroom, Gopal was made to wait in the living room. He reminded Gopal that the price he had agreed to pay was the frequent use of his wife. Gopal felt sick. But he remembered what they did to him at the station and was thoroughly cowed.  His son came home early that day and hearing the noise from his parent’s bedroom, asked his father what was going on.

	“Dad, what’s going on,” he asked? “Can you hear that? What’s going on?”

	“Some men....they are policemen....they have some questions for your mother. Just routine,” is how Gopal put it. “They are interviewing her.”

	Pallav looked at him doubtfully; his father’s lie was as apparent as the humiliation on his face. Gopal had been shamed enormously as the sounds were becoming more raw.  Gopal didn’t know which way to look. He was humiliated in front of his son.  Then, Pallav excused himself and ducked into own room to listen. His bedroom was right next to his parent’s room. He heard the bed squeaking and his mother moaning. It would get quiet, then he heard his Mama grunting and moaning; and finally she would cry out.

	He heard her yelling, “Yes...... I’m a dirty bhagat.”

	Later the boy masturbated picturing his mother being forced to act like a slut in her own bedroom....her own marriage bed. He was even more stunned at his father’s behavior. Another time, Pallav again came home to find the bedroom door closed and more sounds coming out that said someone was enjoying his Mama’s “hospitality”. He hid in his own room listening. Eventually Kamau and young Simba came out with his father trailing behind. 

	Gopal was hugely embarrassed.... Pallav could tell, but Kamau was grinning and joking. His father introduced the two men to his son. Pallav was left to wonder, ‘did my Dad take part or did he just watch?’ Pallav was blown away imagining his Mama behaving like a slut. He began to jerk off constantly thinking about it. It became his favorite fantasy. What he didn’t know was his father was forced each

	time to offer his wife to the men and thank them afterwards. Gopal had also come to a very bad place personally. Against his own best instincts, he discovered that he had gotten aroused by his wife after she had been sexed. He found himself vibrating with excitement and struggled to contain himself when they were alone. 

	With her vagina slick and slimy with the other men’s semen, he would mount her in a frenzy and enjoy “sloppy seconds” with her after they’d left. He would last but a few seconds and squirt his cum in her messy pussy. The slippery feel of her well used vagina, full of another man’s cum, was like Viagra® for him. She was “dirty” and this got to him. He had discovered that he was weirdly aroused after his wife had been sexed by other virile males. 

	And the taboo of black males made it even spicier. The sheer depravity of being forced to watch made him get an erection. But the key was the idea that she was being “dirtied” by other men....this strange obsession found a home and grew roots in Gopal’s mind. Amala was turned off by this. It seemed wrong to her that he would get so excited by her sexual humiliation.

	One Saturday night the boy was supposed to stay at a friend’s house as his parents went out to dinner. He ducked out of the sleepover and hid in his own bedroom. And sure enough when his parents came home, they had company with them and he heard them go directly to their bedroom and after a few minutes he heard familiar sounds coming from their room. He quietly masturbated listening....

	Another time, he and his father were watching a soccer match on television. Kamau had parked out back and come in through the kitchen. Amala was there and shortly he had cuffed her to a chair. He pulled up her choli and her bra and gave her little openhanded smacks across her nipples until she was willing to suck his dick right there in the kitchen a few yards from where her husband and son were watching TV. He alternated the smacks across her nipples with pinching and pulling on them until they were so sore she couldn’t stand it anymore. She then began sucking his cock.

	He had her do the whole oral routine. This was what he liked: she had to kiss and lick everything first, then suck it sweetly.... and then, when he was fully erect, he took charge and just raped her mouth. Face-fucked her royally. When he was done and she’d swallowed his load, she was a mess. Her face and tits were wet with her saliva and his semen. Satisfied, he uncuffed her and he left. Her husband came in, saw the condition she was in....surmised what had happened and helped her get herself together before Pallav was the wiser. 

	The Brainwashing Video

	As part of their “payment” the Chief Inspector decided to have Amala star in one of Lei Peng’s porn videos. The series had started to sell very well in Eastern markets and one of the most popular was the “North Korean” series. The scenarios called for Chinese actors to portray North Korean military men who capture, torture and rape Western women. The biggest seller was the tape that had Kate Braxton strapped to the table and subjected to a brainwashing machine.  When Amala told Gopal she had been summoned to appear at a certain address, and that the Chief Inspector told her that he was going to put her in a “movie”, she suspected that it was a lewd video. 

	He wanted to go with her. He wanted to be there for whatever they did to her. He called Munyambu and practically begged him. The Chief Inspector smiled to himself and then told Gopal he could come. When they got to the warehouse, Peng, the director, gave the couple the basic script idea. Amala did what she was told to and didn’t look at her husband. This was her first time at the warehouse.  She knew instinctively that she was going to be subjected to very degrading things. Gopal was directed to sit in a chair. Then he brought over Han Shun, the actor playing the North Korean Colonel and four Chinamen garbed as enlisted men. When everything was ready, he yelled, “action.” Shun had his men stripped Amala and then bound her to a gynecological table. 

	Shun had his assistants set up the electro-stimulation equipment and then he blindfolded Amala. He began by playing with her pussy to get her wet and ready. He rubbed the shaft and the bulb of her clitoris until it swelled and erected. One of the enlisted men handed him the adhesive pad electrodes. He attached them her brownish-black nipples. Her saucer-sized areolas were so big that the pads couldn’t cover all of them. Next, he worked a thick, blunt copper rod into her wet vagina until it was past her G-spot. Amala groaned as it filled her vagina. 

	Then Gopal stared as the man worked a stainless-steel dumbbell with a convex shaft into his wife. Gopal watched wide-eyed as the fat, middle-aged Chinaman greased the thing and inserted it into his wife’s asshole until the far end of the bell and the shaft were inside her. Only the near bell was visible. Gopal squirmed as he watched the man hook his beloved wife up to the transformer. The black box sat on a shelf.  With all the switches and dials on the front, it looked very scary.  Following this, Shun attached the flat-jawed clip to the shaft of her clitoris still covered by its hood. Amala was now wired up like a test animal in a laboratory. Nervous, she began sweating and biting her lip. 

	He flipped the “on” button and Amala jerked as the current surged into her clitoris. As she began writhing and squirming, she groaned and Gopal tried to say something. Peng, as director, said something to Munyambu who motioned to Mosi who came over and cuffed Gopal to the chair and using Amala’s panties, gagged him. Now he could only sit there and watch as her pussy began to leak juice, as she began to wiggle her hips and ass in a way that was very erotic. And, when Shun ratcheted a dial up to “5”, Amala began to feel hot, itchy sensations in her vagina as current surged into the copper rod.

	He flipped another switch and current began pulsing. He turned it up. Amala felt surges of pure pleasure flood her sex-hole as the thick shaft pressed on her G-spot and urethral sponge and the blunt tip pushed against the epicenter. Then, when Shun turned the current up higher, the sensations went from pleasurable to wicked and intense. Amala began to hump the air as if she had a cock inside her and she was eager to fuck. Juice began dribbling from her urethra. Then Shun activated the circuit connected to the dumbbell in her asshole. As current flowed, the greased little device went in - and - out - in - and – out methodically. Amala’s vagina began throbbing in time; and Gopal couldn’t help himself. He felt a stirring in his pants. To his shame, he began to get an erection watching the machine fuck his wife.

	As Shun started the current to her tits, Amala cried out as the avalanche` of sensations become almost too much. When he added a “pulsing” element to the current flowing into her nipples, Amala felt as if someone was pulling them from her body and then sadistically twisting them. They soon ballooned up and began to look like giant blackberries ready to explode. Shun now combined pulses with saw tooth wave currents, and worked her clitoris, G-spot and epicenter from inside her pussy and asshole. 

	Her juices flowed more with each combination. Munyambu came over and told Gopal that when she began spurting she’d probably pass out. Shun turned it up sending more hot pulsing into her tits, clit, rectum and vagina. After a moment, Amala felt herself approaching a monster orgasm. When she began to cry out louder and louder and then when she began ejaculating, she howled. It looked like she was pissing. Some of the juice sprayed and wet the floor. The cameraman, Chang, holding the mobile unit, caught it all on tape.

	Juice spurted out of her urethra like it was a fountain. Then an enlisted man put the headphones on her. They left her bound to the table and wired up. Gopal watched his beloved wife cum over and over again until she passed out. It was like

	being bound to a treadmill. She was being forced into arousal, orgasm, and ejaculation, over and over again.  Combined with being bound so she couldn’t move, along with the sensory deprivation and the audio programming, Amala entered into a twilight zone. Gopal would see her pussy gripping and squeezing the thing inside her. The obscene dumbbell kept going in and out like some demented robot. Her clitoris had swelled and turned purple and periodically she would arch up in her bonds like she was fucking an invisible lover. It was a hideous parody of marital sex. 

	Then when her orgasm hit, her voice went up an octave or two. And most of the time, when she came, she ejaculated. Great gouts of clear, sweet pussy juice gushed from her cunt and piss hole and later urine came spurting from her urethra to land on the concrete floor. After awhile, Gopal was exhausted too. He had an erection almost the whole time and this was torture to be aroused and not have any outlet or relief. When they gave her a break and took her off the machine, Shun extracted the dumbbell from her asshole and Amala began groaning. As Gopal watched goggle-eyed, she began shitting. Amala had an involuntary bowel movement into a stainless steel tray which sat on a shelf just below her spread crotch. 

	When they hooked her up to the machine again Amala went deep into her own “inner space” as the machine again took over both her mind and her body. Gopal could only watch helplessly as she was on sexual “auto pilot”.  The video was to give viewers the impression that the woman was kept on the machine for days. And when they took her off, they would force feed the programmed victim. Gopal found the forced-feeding strangely arousing too. He was reminded of seeing a python fed in a zoo that same way. 

	The gag used for the forced feeding Shun had rigged up himself. It was rubber and looked like the pacifier a baby sucks, but it had actually been a squeaky dog toy. He had drilled three holes into the thick rubber nipple and fitted it with a tube. This way the “victim” couldn’t stop the flow with her tongue. The crew filled an enema bag with a mixture of rice, cooking oil, cooked vegetables and raw eggs that had been run thru a blender. Decanted into the bag, when Shun released the clamp on the tube, gravity did the rest.

	The bulb, when forced into Amala’s mouth and strapped to her head, filled up with the liquid meal. This began draining and it forced her to swallow which made her clamp down on the bulb and that squeezed more meal out. This created an irresistible cycle. She had to swallow and this made her squeeze the bulb which

	made her swallow again and again - whether she wanted to or not. It was humiliating and unpleasant.  One of the enlisted men massaged her throat as she was forced to swallow. Then the began the whole, cruel routine all over again. They put her back on the table and wired her up. For another thirty minutes she writhed, wiggled, arched up, moaned and groaned as she was driven into one orgasm after another. Gopal was compelled to watch. He had a raging erection. He turned to Mosi, and with head and face gestures, indicated that he wanted to say something. 

	“Whaddya want,” Mosi asked him grinning?

	“You wanna jerk off,” he asked mocking him?

	Gopal felt his face flush.

	“Say please,” Mosi taunted him, knowing he couldn’t say anything with the gag in his mouth.

	Gopal whined, looking pathetic and feeling very low indeed. Gopal, with his troll’s face and cruel streak a mile wide, came over and smacked Gopal on the head playfully. The Indian’s erection was visible in his pants; and he felt his face flush. It was very humiliating. It was shaping up to be a severe, crushing experience. Gopal had been driven to the edge watching his wife turned into a sex puppet. Her humping, thrusting, wiggling and cumming had inflamed him to no end. His balls were aching as he stared at his wife’s pitilessly exposed crotch. She was twitching from the current, her pussy was drooling like mad and as he gaped, her piss hole seemed to wink. Gopal groaned as she was getting close to another orgasm. When his wife began cumming and piss began jetted from her pee hole, Gopal’s penis, now stiff as a board, began to twitch and throb and he was afraid that he would cum in his pants. 

	It was very humiliating for Gopal.  He had been reduced to begging to jerk off as his wife was sexually abused in front of him. For Gopal this was a new low. They, of course, kept Amala on the machine until Peng, Chang, with his hand-held, and the stationary camera crew caught the whole scene. The sound man made sure he caught every moan and cry as Amala was forced into orgasm. By then, she was a demented puppet. Her nipples had turned dark, dark brown, almost black and had swollen hugely. Her labia and clitoris were dark purple and had ballooned up to comic proportions. She had squirted and pissed so much that the floor had a huge puddle under the table. They made Gopal mop it up. 

	After the shoot had wrapped but before husband and wife were allowed to leave, Kamau, Zuberi, Gachie, Gatura, Gacheru and Simba.....all of them face-fucked Amala in front of Gopal. Amala behaved like a proper sex slave to Munyambu’s great joy and sucked them all to completion. Gopal found, much to his shame, that he had been aroused to new heights by what they did to his wife.

	The “Cuckold Bench” Video

	Not long after her marathon session on the machine, Munyambu ordered the couple to report for another Saturday afternoon of “movie magic” as he called it, at the warehouse. Gopal would have to watch his wife take on 14 enlisted men from the Langata barracks. Taped, of course, by Peng and his crew. These men had tested negative for the HIV virus and had been selected for their virility and aggressiveness. In this video, both husband and wife would “star”. It was supposed to take place in Africa. 

	As an Indian couple were driving and ended up in a restricted area. Soldiers captured them and they were “questioned”. The wife ended up as a plaything for the soldiers and the husband was made to watch. They taped the outdoor sequences outside the warehouse. Two enlisted men played the commanders who supervise the capture of the Indian couple. Gopal and Amala were pulled from their own car, tied and foot and hustled into the “compound”, as cameraman Chang got it all.

	Director Peng introduced a new device in this tape. He called it the “Cuckold Bench”. It was a double bench like two rectangular coffee tables staggered one above the other. Peng’s crew put Gopal and Amala on it. Gopal was made to strip down to his jockey shorts, in front of the soldiers and then he was strapped on the lower bench. Then Amala had to strip. When she was naked and flushed with embarrassment, they put her on the top bench but facing the opposite direction. This put her crotch about 20 centimeters above Gopal’s face. 

	Peng then yelled, “action” and the stage manager, a Chinese woman, pushed the first soldier forward to get between her legs so the man’s cock and balls were right over Gopal’s face. 

	He could see, right in front of his eyes, the man’s dick poking around and then entering his wife’s vagina. He was a lean, tough sergeant, with a long, spear. The man didn’t insert himself right away so his dick kept prodding Amala until it found its own way in. Gopal saw the man’s black dick pushing its way into his wife and

	her sex lips opening around it. He was worried, at that point, that when the man pulled out that he would have to deal with semen dripping from his wife’s vagina.

	So Gopal was forced to watch the action close-up. When the Sergeant came inside her and pulled out everything dripped and splattered on him afterwards. Gopal had a “birds-eye” view of Amala being penetrated and filled with semen. Humiliatingly, he got an erection. Later, the soldiers made him clean his wife’s messy pussy with a rag. She was so packed that the globs of cum just oozed and drooled from her distended hole. In front of his everyone, Gopal was forced down the dominance ladder to occupy the lowest rung. 

	Kamau made Gopal offer his wife to each soldier who was about to fuck her and afterwards he had to thank the man for sexing his wife. He became erect and soon his testicles began to ache.  Having to watch his wife take a young private’s substantial cock in her rectum, and seeing her writhe mounted on the table, drove Gopal nearly crazy. They made him pull down his shorts to display his arousal to everyone and put a set of ball cuffs on him. In Europe and North America they were called, “husband humblers” because they forced a man to a submissive position on his hands and knees.

	Made of lacquered wood and shaped to fit behind his legs and under his buttocks, there was an opening in the center. They got Gopal bent over, and grabbed his testicles in his scrotum trapping them. Then they fitted the two pieces together around Gopal’s stretched scrotum and locked them shut. He got another erection and soon his balls were screaming for release. To humiliate him, they made him masturbate, with the uncomfortable cuffs on, as the private fucked Amala in the ass. 

	The young private, only 19, who had simply dropped his trousers and shorts down to his ankles, sweating, straining and sodomizing Amala for all he was worth, soon had his cock rubbing the hot spots in her vagina through the thin membrane separating her rectum from her sexhole. Peng had been made aware of Amala’s disgust at being sodomized and was also informed that Amala hated being called a kali gandee - a black butt hole whore. This always hurt Amala deeply and her shame was devastating to her. For her to have to said this in front of Gopal made it worse.

	The young private eventually made her cum sodomizing her. It was soon very shaming for Gopal too, because after this they made him wipe his wife’s asshole with the same dirty rag he’d cleaned her pussy.... with everyone watching and

	Chang moving in close with the hand-held camera. It was an exquisite way to humble him. Later when Amala was kneeling on the floor and taking cock after cock in her mouth, drooling and gagging with cum and her face slimed too, Peng made Gopal massage his wife’s throat so encourage her to swallow. Peng and Munyambu had another terrifically nasty video in the can when it was done.

	Amala and Pallav

	One day, Munyambu finally decided to present Amala with a no-win situation. It would be a true Cornelian dilemma in that either choice was dreadful. He and Kamau came over one afternoon. They all repaired to her bedroom. They were sitting around talking.  He told her that she had to choose between having her IUD removed (and face pregnancy) or she would have to do a strip in front of her beloved son. When he explained all this to her.... Amala’s eyes went wide.

	“I WOULD GET PREGNANT! Oh GOD....no....NO....Please - NO. That would ruin my family.”

	“OK.....then let’s call Pallav in here when he comes home from school,” Munyambu said looking at his watch.

	“What would I have.....what would I have to do,” she asked stuttering?

	“Oh.... strip in front of him. Show him a little bit.....you know,” Munyambu said grinning at her.

	“Oh, no.....PLEASE ...NO...........I can’t do that. You can’t do that to him. He’s my son. That would destroy us. It would destroy our relationship.”

	“It’s your choice. My doctor takes out your IUD or you show your son what you’ve got.”

	Amala looked at him, realizing how deep his dark and perverted nature really was.....

	“Oh.....God.....that’s so sick.”

	“Your choice,” he repeated to her. 

	She looked at his face and saw that he’d made up his mind. She tried to get him to reconsider, but it was no use. Then, the three of them heard someone at the door. It was Pallav with his key. He came in and went to the kitchen for a snack.

	“You’d better decide right now....before he heads for his bedroom. Probably to jerk off. You know how.....”

	She interrupted, “don’t say that.”

	“What....the kid doesn’t jerk off?....Yeah.....right......I’ll be he’s been jerking off a lot lately listening to what goes on here.”

	“PLEASE DON’T SAY THAT.”

	“You’re really in denial, aren’t you?”

	“Leave my baby boy alone....p...please,” she bawled....her eyes tearing up.

	Munyambu got up off the bed and went out. He headed down to the kitchen where he struck up a conversation with Pallav. Amala stuck her head out the bedroom door and listened with Kamau smirking at her. She realized that Munyambu was talking to Pallav in the kitchen. Her eyes went wide and she got very nervous.

	The policeman had drawn the boy out about what had been going on. And the boy, bright and more composed than many, said he suspected that his mother was having an affair. Munyambu allowed that this was so. Then the boy asked if his father knew. And Munyambu told him that some older men “go along” with their wives’ desires in these things.

	“They can’t keep up with their wives if she’s hot-blooded.....do you understand, Pallav,” Munyambu asked him solicitously?

	“Uh...huh,” the boy mumbled.

	“And your Mama is very hot-blooded,” Munyambu added.

	
“Hmm,” is all the boy said. He was processing the whole conversation.

	“And my Dad....he’s OK with that,” he suddenly asked - sounding very vulnerable?

	“Your father is an irshyeka,” he told the boy. 

	This was a term he thought the boy would know. In Indian culture an irshyeka was semi-impotent man whose passions were aroused through the jealousy and envy he felt by seeing others sexing his mate.

	“He knows, son.... he knows.”

	Pallav didn’t say anything.

	“Let’s go and see your mother,” Munyambu suggested.

	The Chief Inspector had prepped the boy well and now he was prepared to “hook” Amala like a fish. When they started walking down the hall together, as they approached the master bedroom, the door flew open. Amala heard them coming and she opened the door just as they got there. She looked at Pallav, searching his face for distress....and finding none, she looked at Munyambu with hatred in her eyes.

	“What did you say to him?”

	Munyambu said nothing.

	“What did he say to you, Pallav,” she asked her son?

	“We just had a talk Mama....it’s ok....everything’s OK....I understand.”

	“DON’T BELIEVE ANYTHING THIS GANGSTER SAYS....NOTHING....I TELL YOU HE WOULD SELL HIS OWN MOTHER IF IT GAVE HIM PLEASURE.”

	Pallav looked at her and reached out to put a hand on her arm to calm her.

	“What did you say to my son,” she demanded of Munyambu?

	“Before you go off the deep end,” Munyambu said....

	With that he leaned over and told her he would talk to her in private. He waited until she told Pallav to excuse them - and then they went into the bedroom together and closed the door. Pallav went to his bedroom and got by the wall separating the

	bedroom to see what he could hear. He was trying to get his mind around what Munyambu had told him. In the bedroom Munyambu, with Kamau nodding, told what he would do her unless she shut her mouth. He told her that he would bring her to the warehouse and shove a corkscrew up his piss hole. Amala gasped remembering what he had done to her with the pen. After that, she calmed down. 

	He again presented her with the choice of having her IUD removed or being degraded in front of Pallav. Amala was on the horns of a terrible dilemma. But in the end, after having learned to live with herself with exposing her darkest sides to her husband, what Munyambu would do to her in front of the boy was the lesser of two evils. She knew that having a black baby would stigmatize her with everyone she knew.

	“If you want it to stop, all you have to do is say, “IUD,” Munyambu told her.

	She made eye contact with him as she rubbed her nose. She felt terrible. But in the end, she went to Pallav’s room and asked him to come back with her to her room. When they got there she told him to sit on the loveseat.

	“Your Mama agreed that she didn’t want to have any secrets from you,” Munyambu said.

	Amala kept her eyes down and didn’t look at her son. She couldn’t. And what was worse, was that Munyambu had in effect seduced her son. He sat there more than willing to see his mother unveiled....

	Munyambu told her, “stand over there.”

	He made her stand in the middle of the room. Pallav was sitting so he was facing her. Amala stood there nervous, waiting...... wringing her hands. Munyambu told her in a soft voice to take off her clothes. The Indian mother gulped.... looked at him and then began. She knew she had no choice. It was either do his bidding or find herself pregnant with a black baby. Her fingers were trembling as she took off her top, a yellow cotton choli. Unbuttoning her lehenga, she let it slip down her to her ankles.

	When it was around her ankles, she kicked the garment away. She was blushing now like mad. There were sweaty tendrils of her thick, dark brown hair pasted to her flushed cheeks and neck. Amala stood there trembling in her bra, panties and sandals. She had never felt more vulnerable in her life. She felt as though it were

	she was watching herself in a movie. She crossed her arms over her bosom. She began to shiver. Munyambu looked her over with a dirty smirk on his face.....

	“Walk over there,” he told her. 

	She was very conscious of her breasts and put her hands over the bra cups. Munyambu made her drop them; and made her walk back and forth. Amala looked over at Pallav and then looked away – blushing. She was in shock being made to display herself. She wanted to die. She felt hot tears in her eyes. She did not know what to do with her hands. She kept opening and closing them, balling them into fists. He had her stand in front of the boy and turn around slowly – making her exhibit herself like a slave.

	Amala had begun to sweat. It seemed to paste her thin cotton undergarments to her. Pallav was now getting a glimpse of everything she had. Amala covered her face with her hands - sick with shame. Munyambu then made her turn around again. Amala was so conscious of her nipples and her hairy mound showing thru her thin panties, she wanted to shrivel up and die. Then, he made her BEND OVER. 

	Pallav’s eyes went wide involuntarily as Munyambu pushed Amala’s head down so that her big ass was right in front of his face. Now, he could see her dark, hairy crack and the pulpy purse of her pussy outlined in the gauzy material of her crotch. Pallav gulped and felt enormously embarrassed as he stared, but it was so compelling.... an awe-inspiring sight. There were a few wispy tendrils of her pubic hair poking out of the leg bands of her panties. Her labia were so plump and full that her “camel-toe” was clearly visible in the crotch of her panties. 

	Pallav felt a stirring in his pants. It made him feel guilty and excited at the same time. What Mama didn’t know was that he was an hardcore Internet porn surfer. And his favorite sites featured desi (Sanskrit word for all things Indian) stories, photos and videos of Indian Aunties and mothers who committed incest with sons and nephews etc. Munyambu didn’t have to go too far to seduce the boy....

	“Wiggle your ass,” Munyambu ordered her.

	When Amala hesitated, Kamau took off his leather belt. He bounded over, like a big cat, and grabbed her by her hair and yanked her around like she was a bad little girl. Then, rearing back he brought the doubled over belt down on her panty covered buttocks. It landed with a loud, hot, wet sound – “smack!”

	“Wiggle your ass when I tell you to,” he told her.

	Pallav’s eyes were bugging out of his head. Here was his mother with her buttocks on display, and now she was getting a whipping.  Kamau gave her several hot, hard ones on her panty covered cheeks. The sheer cotton did not protect her. Pallav felt powerful feelings stirring in his teenaged loins as Kamau kept her bent over and hit her methodically. Each one sounded like a pistol shot as it landed with a satisfying sound on her fat ass cheeks. Mama began sobbing like a little girl with each blow. Amala hung her head, moaning and sobbing softly as he beat her. Pallav got an erection. It was a sexy sight....Amala cried out, as her ass jiggled with each blow.

	“If you don’t want more of a beating, wiggle your ass, slut,” Munyambu said to her..

	Amala had no choice. She began rocking and rolling her hips, like a whore encouraging a customer to fuck her. And the more she did it, the harder her son’s penis got. Kamau applied the belt demandingly to her fat cheeks to insure she performed to his satisfaction. He could see it was making the boy hot. His Mama was an attractive matron with big breasts and full buttocks. All three males now sported erections. And Amala, feeling the strain, had started to sweat more, under not only her arms, but also her neck, breasts and back. The room was warm and the stress was getting to her. Munyambu made her stand and face the boy again.

	Then he told her, “take off your bra.”

	Amala’s face went white. She was overwhelmed and began sniffling, trying hard to stop from crying. She did not want to lose control of her emotions for her son’s sake, but she really wasn’t ready to expose her breasts. The hot feelings of shame were so strong that she could not stop sniffling. She now realized he was going to make her strip completely naked.  Little did she realize that he was going to make her expose not only her body, but her soul too. Munyambu was a master at this sort of psychological torture. What he was doing now was breaking her defenses down with verbal abuse and the humiliation of exposure in front of her son. 

	It would soon escalate.....Amala knew she had no choice, so she unsnapped her bra, crossed her arms and let it fall. He took it from her, and made her stand there with her arms at her sides. He examined her bra and made a crude remark about

	the size of her tits. Amala looked at Pallav, now staring at her tits. She did not want him to, but there was no way he could not gape at the sight before his eyes. 

	Her breasts were as big as large oranges. She kept her hands at her sides and closed her eyes. Pallav, try as he might, could not stop his body responding to the exposure of his Mama’s breasts. He had, like all teenage boys, been curious about his mother’s titties. He had even masturbated fantasizing about her, like all teenage boys have done at least once. But never in his wildest imaginings had he pictured a scene like what was now before him.

	His Mama was being forced into doing a striptease in front of him. At first, a lingering sense of propriety kept him sitting rigid; making sure he didn’t show any emotion. But now, the overwhelming sight of his near naked mother dominated his mind and he felt a rush of surging, hormone fueled emotions NOW. He couldn’t keep his body from responding. The hormones of a teenage boy are volatile and intense. He was getting a real eyeful and he felt like he was going to explode. And, little did he know how much more there was to come.

	For Amala, having to strip in front of her son was the worst thing. To be humiliated in front of family was a terrible thing. She felt sick as her tits bobbed and jiggled with every move she made. Munyambu continued to work her over psychologically. He and Kamau made lewd remarks - they said that women with breasts like hers were only good for sex. Kamau told her she had a fat ass. Amala was horrified, but what she could do? 

	Munyambu told her, “TAKE OFF THE PANTIES.”

	Amala bit her lip and steeled herself for what was to come. Pallav was now of two minds: he wanted it to continue, of course. He was very curious to see what Mama looked like without her panties, but he was embarrassed for her. And actually, he would have loved to go to his room now and masturbate.

	‘Oh God, please let me be strong, please let me be strong for my son’, Amala prayed silently to herself, as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down. Munyambu made her stand close to Pallav as she slid them down and kicked them off. Kamau took them from her. Then he held them up and sniffed the crotch. He made a comment that the crotch was soiled. Then he smelled them again. After this, he handed them to Pallav.

	He told the boy his mother had a hot pussy. Amala wanted to die. She knew that her panties would have her sexual odor on them. Never in her whole life would she have dreamed of such an outrage. Pallav sniffed them without thinking about it and when he looked over and saw his mother’s disapproving look, he still couldn’t stop his arousal from ballooning. He had sniffed his Mama’s panties on a number of occasions and used them as a masturbatory aid, so this wasn’t a first for him. And even in this situation, he was aroused by her smell. Kamau pushed her around so that she was facing away from the boy. Then the Chief Inspector ordered her to BEND OVER again.

	He told her to put her hands on her knees and, “spread your legs nice and wide. Show your son all your charms.”

	Amala was a modest, proper Indian woman and mother. Her son had never seen her naked, of course. What Munyambu was making her do was above and beyond what she had expected. A person cannot imagine the shame she felt. Pallav got an eyeful of the hairy purse of her pussy and dark grove between her cheeks and her, hairy, dark brown anus as she spread her legs. Everything was visible when Munyambu told her to, “spread your cheeks.”

	Kamau taunted her by saying to Pallav, “Look at your Mama’s pussy and asshole.”

	The boy stared at the brown hole. He had never imagined it, but he was drawn to it as if by magic. The most personal and private of his mother’s treasures....it was so unbelievable. The only problem: it was costing his mother her pride. And this caused the boy pain....He loved her and knew this was a torment for her. So, he felt almost as much guilt as she did.

	Both men made her stand up again and put her hands behind her head. Then Kamau grabbed her tits and squeezed them. Following this, he teased her nipples until they erected and then pulled and pinched them roughly. He rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and then gave her little openhanded smacks on her nipples, as Pallav stared intently. Kamau then turned his attention to her butt. 

	He put his hands all over them examining her like she was a slave girl. He bounced her cheeks up and down lewdly in the palms of his hands, each fat cheek occupying one of his big hands. Her dimpled hinds jiggled as he shook them. It made her sick with shame as this was done not two feet from Pallav. Kamau was treating her like a slave girl in a bazaar.

	At this point, Amala felt herself slowly spinning out of control. In addition to all the other emotions sweeping her, she began to feel familiar sensations in her loins and breasts, as Kamau felt her up. She knew these feelings and this made her more afraid. More worrisome than anything was the fear that her body would betray her. She would never be able to look her son in the face again if that happened. She did not even want to think how she would feel if he made got her wet and excited in front of her son. And what if she came?

	‘Oh God.....Oh God....    PLEASE NO,’ she prayed to herself.

	Poor Pallav. He alternated between struggling with his lust, his guilt and his shrinking sense of family propriety. He watched Kamau, who had obviously sexed her, playing with her breasts and it was obvious that Mama’s body was reacting. He saw her nipples get pebbly and puckered. The dark areolas and the nipples were fully erect now and she even whimpered. In its own way that was sexy. 

	When Kamau grabbed her pussy from behind and said, “she wet,” Pallav felt that his penis had begun to throb. He turned to Pallav, grinned and said, “yup....she’s wet.” 

	Pallav wondered what else they were going to do to his Mama. Kamau did not seem threatening, just crude. Like Mama was a sex toy and he was just playing with her.  And so it was to Amala’s horror that her nipples stayed erect and she got wet in spite of her desire to control her body’s reactions. Munyambu pointed this out. This was very humbling. By calling attention to her arousal, Kamau and Munyambu were rubbing salt in the wounds they had already inflicted on her.

	“Hands behind your back. Show Pallav your nipples. See how big they are, Pallav? And how they stick out. Look at them. They’re hard. Your Mama has the nipples of a bhagat,” he laughed and winked at Pallav.

	Amala silently cursed her body for betraying her, as Munyambu again called her names and Kamau rubbed her wet piss flaps. He did it until he got the 36 year old Indian mother so wet that Pallav could hear the wet, squishy “pussy farts” as he fingered her. Then Kamau held up his wet fingers and thrust them under the boy’s nose. Amala groaned. She could not bear to see the look on her son’s face as Kamau gave him more of her sex scent. 

	“Only a slut gets wet like this. Can you believe your Mama? She’s got a real hot pussy,” he confided to the boy.

	Then, to give her a deeper emotional shock, he and the Chief Inspector put Amala in a very obscene position on her back on the bed. They made her lie down with her legs spread and her hands behind her head. 

	“Oh.....please not any more...................no...........oh....Please.....don’t do this.....PLEASE..NO MORE,” she begged.

	Munyambu made sure that Pallav was seated right where he could have a clear view. Then grinning, Kamau slid his fingers obscenely up the insides of her plump thighs and said to her, “I’m gonna give you an exam.”

	“Oh......no... PLEASE don’t....Oh....please don’t do that. Not in front of my son.....PLEASE.......PLEASE,” she pleaded.

	Ignoring her, he pushed her thighs to her chest and made her hold them there. In this position, her genitals and anus were completely exposed. This is the position the doctor puts a woman into for a pelvic exam. 

	Munyambu asked Amala if she was embarrassed: “Did you notice the bulge in your son’s pants? You’re exciting him.....making him hot. If you want me to stop, all you have to do is say, “IUD.”

	With the thought of becoming pregnant with a black child as the alternative....Amala felt she had no choice. She bit her lip, looked over at her son and then at the lump in his thin cotton pants and closed her eyes. Kamau, grinning at Pallav, began to slowly and methodically give her a complete pelvic in front of her son.

	The boy kept looking at what the policeman was doing. In this position, Mama was exposing EVERYTHING to him. It became even more humiliating as Kamau pointed out all the parts of her pussy to him. In effect, he was giving the boy a sex education class with his mother as the live exhibit.  As he toyed with Amala’s large clitoris, he told the boy that you could tell from the size of it and how it protruded from the prepuce that his Mama was a bhagat.  He had teased it expertly out from under the hood. Her pussy was drooling at that point and her juices had begun to run down the crack of her ass.

	He went on, “see her juicy pussy? When a pussy gets this wet – the woman is a slut. See her pussy lips and how big her clit is? You see? See how hairy she is - all around her pussy - and her asshole too. See? Look at how wet your Mama’s pussy is. You can always tell a bhagat by how wet her pussy gets. Can you smell her? Her smell is strong, isn’t it? Look at her asshole. She has a sensitive shit-hole. Here, I’ll show you....”

	He toyed with her anus and pushed his finger inside, making her groan. Amala felt terribly violated. His words were worse than the penetration. It was like he was using sandpaper on her soul to scrape her raw. She hated him for what he was doing to her. She hated him more for what this was doing to her boy. ‘This will scar him for life’, she worried. Kamau kept up a running commentary, pointing out her reactions. Especially how wet she was. He made her groan out loud when he put his second and third fingers inside her vagina at the 1 o’clock position and began rubbing and stroking the front wall of her pussy.

	He turned his hand so that his palm was down and then probed all around to find the “sweet spot”. He found what he was looking for: a bumpy spot about two inches inside on the front wall of her vagina. He began rubbing and pressing the spot until he had Amala wiggling her ass like a whore and humping her hips against his hand.

	Pallav couldn’t believe his eyes. His Mama was behaving like one of the girls on the desi Internet porn sites. It was the most erotic thing he had ever seen or imagined! It seemed as if the black man was using her like a doll or a toy. With his fingers buried deep inside her he was making her writhe, squirm and wiggle like she was a hand puppet! And Amala felt herself losing control. He had found her G-spot and working it relentlessly, he pushed her closer to an orgasm. Her whole body and soul was screaming for her to be able to control herself. She wanted to avoid, at any cost, cumming in front of her son. 

	But no matter what she did - despite her best efforts to control herself, it was no use. Her hips, rocking and rolling, showed the boy how far gone she was and soon, as he began a frantic frigging of her pussy, she began spraying. As the full impact of the orgasm overwhelmed her, she squirted her pussy juice to wet the bed covers. The more he rubbed that spot, the more fluid spurted and spewed from her urethra. Pallav had his hand in his pocket and had begun to squeeze his penis - inflamed by the spectacle he was witnessing.

	Amala grunted and groaned as the waves of pleasure surged through her body. When the storm rolling through her body had subsided, she was so ashamed. She turned her face to hide behind her right bicep. She knew that Pallav had seen the whole nasty spectacle. Her juice had splashed all over the bed - she had ejaculated so much. Kamau shoved his wet fingers at Pallav again to give him his mother’s scent. 

	Amala had come up to a sitting position with her legs together and her arms crossed over her big breasts. She was desperate to try and regain some dignity in front of her son....

	“Only a bhagat squirts pussy juice like that, Pallav,” Munyambu said to the boy.

	Amala, hearing that, wanted to cry. She was bleeding in her soul; the mental pain was so overwhelming. To have her son see her cum was mental torture of the worst kind. She felt so ashamed she wanted to die. And it got worse when Munyambu made her say what she was....

	“Say I’m a dirty bhagat.”

	“Please don’t make me say that.....PLEASE....NO....PLEASE.”

	“SAY IT.”

	“I...I’m a....dirty bhagat.

	Pallav had also been swept up by the scene. His penis was throbbing and his balls had started to ache. It was driving him crazy. The whole thing was unbelievable and completely extreme. Here he was in his own house and a strange man, her mother’s lover apparently, had masturbated her right in front of him. He was overwhelmed - completely in the grip of what Munyambu had created in the room. Munyambu, for his part, was only beginning to put the Indian mother in distress. He went over to her lingerie drawer, rummaged around and found her vibrator. He held it up and Amala’s face went white when she saw it. 

	The Black Mamba

	Now here in her bedroom, she was confronted by the sex toy she used in private. She bought it online. Its name was the “Black Mamba”. Now Munyambu was waving it around. It was all of 23 centimeters long and 18 centimeters in circumference....... a surreal copy of a black man’s cock and balls. She looked over at Pallav to see the shocked reaction on his face. She wanted to say something, but she didn’t know what to say! Kamau spoke for her.

	“You know what that is, Pallav? It’s Mama’s sex toy. She uses it to fuck herself. She likes big, black dick so much that she needs this all the time.”

	Pallav gulped hard and his eyes went from the device to his mother and then back again. Her reaction showed him that his Mama had incredibly strange and secret desires. He was astonished with the revelation that his Mama had needs and cravings that he did not think a mother could or should have. ‘What does my father think of this,’ he wondered?

	“Are you surprised to see this, Amala? Isn’t this what you use to fuck your slutty pussy? Well, I don’t want you to miss your daily session with your fuck toy,” Munyambu said.

	“Oh, Pallav....forgive me...please forgive me,” Amala mumbled - glancing at the boy quickly and then looking down at her hands folded in her lap.

	“Give him a demonstration,” Munyambu said.

	She looked up at him and, with her eyes showing desperation, began imploring him to let her avoid this new indignity. After listening to her whine and plead, Munyambu gave her a look that melted her resistance and she took the toy from him. He made lie on her back and masturbate in front of her son with her own vibrator. He ordered her to do it the way she did it when no one was looking. Humiliated, she had no choice and began to run it slowly from the vaginal opening – sluicing it thru her wet labia to run the tip all over her labia and finally around her clit. 

	She vibrated her clitoris for awhile and that made her moan. She soon came by concentrating on her clitoris. And then, with Munyambu directing her, she worked it into her vagina.  Finally, she’d forced the whole thing into her pussy and began working it in and out....in and out. Soon, she tensed up and her legs went stiff and as the waves of pleasure surged thru her body, she let go of the vibe.  The clenching of her vaginal muscles as she writhed in the throes of orgasm squirted the vibrator out of her pussy.

	“LOOK – look at how your Mama cums,” Munyambu said to the boy as the vibrator went sailing.

	He picked it up and showed the boy the nasty ring of “lather” around the base of the shaft. Amala covered her face with her hands, moaning softly and just lay

	there. Munyambu went to the bathroom and came back holding a tube of jelly. He lubed the vibrator.

	“Let’s show him how much you like being fucked in your shit-hole,” he announced.

	“Oh....no,” she groaned. “Not that....PLEASE,” she begged and grabbed his wrist.

	She didn’t want Pallav to see that. He’d seen enough. That would show her son that she was a kali gandee, a dark woman who liked to be fucked in the ass. There was nothing lower among high-born Indians. Amala knew if her son saw that side of herself he would never look at her same way again. Her shame had grown with each violation, but if Munyambu sodomized her with her own vibrator and she came, that would be too much.  She looked over at Pallav and saw he still had an erection tenting his shorts. Munyambu greased the toy well with some lube; and then indicated with a motion of his hand that he wanted Amala on her belly. Groaning and reluctant, she rolled over and waited submissively.

	Munyambu said to Pallav, “wait till you see this.”

	He spread open her cheeks to expose her anus and then spit on it. Then he took his time and forced about 14 centimeters of the tool into her rectum. He used her moaning and whimpers to let him pace the intrusion. Working it in and out, he had her wiggling and crying out at the invasion of her most personal hole. But soon he forced it past both sphincters and got it deep in her rectum.  He began to rub her clitoris too and while Amala kept her eyes closed and tried to will her body not to react, not to shame herself anymore in front of her son, he found a rhythm and sodomizing her with her own vibrator, made her cum. She cried out and there was no doubt that she’d had an orgasm. After this, Munyambu wanted her to admit what she was to the boy.....

	“Say.... I’m a kali gandee....SAY IT.”

	This was the worst name Amala could ever imagine.....but she had been so shamed by her own performance, that Munyambu only had to bully her a little and she said it....tears rolling down her cheeks.

	“I....I’m a kali gandee. Forgive me Pallav....OH GOD, PLEASE FORGIVE ME.”

	Munyambu told the boy, “Your Mama’s a shit-hole slut. That’s the lowest kind of bhagat.....a kali gandee!”

	Amala covered her face with her hands in disgrace. She knew her son would never see her same way again. Deep down, she was devastated her son had seen her darkest side; and he himself had gotten aroused. This was real torture. This was as bad as anything Munyambu and his goons had ever done to her. It was extreme sexual humiliation for her and a violation of her son’s innocence. It was mental abuse...... terrible mental abuse - easy for Munyambu to employ as he seemed to be a expert in such mental torture. 

	Pallav, of course, had been perversely aroused. He had some dark thoughts of his own seeing what Munyambu had done to his Mama. She was his own mother, after all. And to be aroused by your Mama was wrong, he knew.  But, perhaps because it was his own mother that he found it so compelling. He rocked back and forth on the seat, trying to relieve the unbearable tension he was feeling. His penis was as hard as could be and drooling with excitement. His balls ached and he didn’t know what to do.

	“Please don’t do anything else to her,” he finally said to Munyambu. 

	The Chief Inspector looked over a bit surprised, but then grinned at the boy’s defense of his Mama. This was the first protest from him. He hadn’t said anything before this. Perhaps he was ashamed he had an erection. He was so aroused that the front of his pants was wet with pre-cum. 

	“Don’t be a baby,” Munyambu said to him evenly. “I’m giving you the opportunity every nice Indian boy wants. What boy like you hasn’t masturbated thinking about his Mama or his Auntie? You should thank me. Look,” he said pointing to the tent in his pants. “You like it. Your prick doesn’t lie.”

	Hearing that, Pallav’s courage abandoned him and he hung his head. He felt ashamed. His raging erection spoke volumes. In fact, his balls ached and he needed to cum. What would Mama think if she knew he was going to masturbate after this, thinking of her? And yet, he just had to. It was driving him crazy.  Munyambu anticipated this. And what he was going to do to Amala next would shame her down to her toes. He had Kamau grab her by her thick black hair and forced her down to her knees. With Pallav’s eyes growing wider by the second, the black man took out his big cock out for the boy to see.

	Turning back to Amala, Kamau said, “let’s show him how much you love the real thing.” 

	He held her by her hair, but it wasn’t necessary. Any resolve she felt earlier had crumbled and she was like putty in his hands. As Pallav watched, transfixed, she lapped at his big balls, ran her tongue lovingly up and down the shaft and gave his manhood, every part of it, wet sucking kisses. Kamau was very hard and just stood there with his hands on his hips enjoying her oral worship. 

	Soon she had it in her mouth and wetly sucked on him. The corners of her mouth glistened with her saliva and when she took it out of her mouth there was so much pre-cum and her spit that it just dribbled from her mouth. She used the fingers of her other hand to cup and fondle his ball sack and ran her nails over the crinkled, hairy bag at the same time. Pallav was on fire. He felt very self-conscious but wanted to touch himself so badly. All he could do was watch his mother perform a totally scandalous act, one he had only enjoyed watching Indian Aunties perform on desi porn sites. The Chief Inspector stepped up and unzipped. He took his cock out too and stood next to Amala. Soon, she was sucking both men....

	That’s when Munyambu turned to Pallav and said, “take it out boy and jerk off. It’s OK...It’s time you got some relief.”

	Amala’s eyes flew open and she began to beg Munyambu to send the boy from the room. 

	“OH PLEASE, don’t let him do that,” she whined.

	“You see your son....his balls are ready to burst. He’s been suffering watching you perform like a slut. He needs some relief, woman.”

	Amala looked over at Pallav and then back at Munyambu – she was paralyzed. The Chief Inspector had decided and when he made a motion for the boy to drop his pants, Pallav didn’t resist. He was ready to explode and began untying the drawstring on his loose cotton pants. Amala looked at what her son was doing and realized that it was inevitable. Munyambu would get his way. And her son, being a teenager, was probably ready to explode with the show she had been forced to give. It was twisted and wrong, but at that point, she was a marionette being manipulated by a man who was a master at such things.

	Still kneeling, she watched as Pallav pulled down his white jockey shorts. His uncircumcised penis sprang up as if on a string. He was of normal size and now that his penis was on display Amala could see he had a lalloo, a Hindu term for a penis with a pinkish-brown shaft and a hot red cock head.  This was considered an upper-class coloration for a Hindu male. Loving him so and now seeing his vulnerable organ, she felt a rush of affectionate feelings which tempered the guilt and shame she had been feeling. The boy began stroking his penis as he watched his Mama. 

	Kamau and Munyambu went back to making Amala suck their cocks. Amala still kneeling, had Kamau’s dick in her mouth and used her right hand to rub and touch his right buttock or his ball sack. She then held Munyambu’s cock and sucked on it. Soon Pallav had spread the wetness drooling from his penis all over the shaft and was stroking himself very carefully. He was trying to stretch out and enjoy his masturbation, but he was so excited that he knew he would cum very quickly if he really took his penis in hand and jerked it hard.

	Kamau, meanwhile, forced Amala to take more of his dick and made her gag. Her retching sounds only added to the mind-blowing excitement Pallav felt. His mother was behaving like a bhagasya - a woman whose mouth was being used like a vagina. As the black man approached his precious moment, Mama looked over at Pallav who avoided her eyes. He grunted three times and began hosing Amala’s mouth with his bountiful ejaculation. She was so ashamed that her son was watching her service a black man with her mouth.

	“Oh shit.......here it cums....take it slut.....take it ALL,” Kamau groaned as his penis twitched and gushed his load. 

	Pallav, tickling his ball sack and stroking himself slow and then fast....slow and then fast, erupted like a fountain too. His semen flew two feet to land on the carpet. He milked his prick and he kept spurting. Finally, he just squeezed it to make the last drop fall as he watched his Mama try and handle the load being deposited in her mouth. When he had relieved himself of his precious semen and looked at his Mama, her eyes were on his. She had seen him cumming from the corner of her eye. She hated that he had reached a climax watching her. It was a supreme humiliation.

	When it was just a trickle Kamau pulled out and made Pallav see what Mama had in her mouth before she was allowed to swallow his precious “gift”. Pallav saw her gulp and swallow the man’s semen. Then Amala had to lick up the droplet on

	the tip of the urethral opening. Finally Munyambu had her lick and kiss him from his nut sack to the crown of his dick. Pallav was lightheaded as he watched his mother worship the older man’s dick with her full lips and pink tongue. When Munyambu came in her mouth, she looked over and locked eyes again with Pallav. For mother and son it was another hotly charged emotion packed moment. Feelings of tenderness, lust, shame and guilt were swirled together in a potent cocktail that was intoxicating and disturbing to both. Pallav, humiliated, pulled up his shorts and pants and fled the room, leaving his mother with the two men.

	“Well that’s enough for today. You’ve shown your boy what you are,” Munyambu said, leaning back on the divan.

	Amala was emotionally exhausted. Munyambu crooked his finger and made her come over to him and kneel at this feet. He took her face in his hands and began talking to her.

	“I can’t take anymore,” she said. “I can’t. It’s emotionally the worst thing I could ever have imagined.”

	“Call me Daddy,” Munyambu said...correcting her.

	“Yes....yes Daddy, I.....I .....can’t do it anymore....Please Daddy,” she whined.

	“Yes, you can....you know why? You know why,” he said?

	“W...why....D...Daddy?”

	“Because you’re Daddy’s dirty slut.....aren’t you?”

	“N....no.... Please don’t make me say that.”

	“Say I’m Daddy’s dirty slut,” he crooned to her.

	Soon, tears welling up in her eyes.... she said what he wanted her to say, “I’m Daddy’s dirty slut.”

	Amala put her face in her hands and sobbed. She was so ashamed......How much lower could she be forced to go? Little did she know....

	Marital Shame

	“Oh....God.....he’s here,” Amala said turning to her husband. “He just buzzed...He’s at the front gate. I had to let him in.....stall him...stall him!”

	“Chief Inspector Adoyo.........oh, shit,” said Gopal - going to the window to look. Their house was on a sizeable piece of land in the suburb of Hurlingham with a long driveway that went from the front gate to the house. The Rangan family were well-to-do and because of Nairobi’s history of violence, had a watch guard and burglar grills on their house. As Gopal stared, he saw the lorry coming up the driveway, past the little kiosk that housed the guard.

	“Stall him.....I promised him that the next time he saw me I’d be shaven. I’ve got to go the bathroom ......quick,” she said.

	“Don’t worry dear.....I’ll stall him..... I’ll get him a drink....you go....go,” he said.

	“Play for time.....please,” she begged.

	Amala ran to the bathroom and rummaged around in the cabinet for the shaving cream her husband used on weekends when he didn’t use his electric razor. The Chief Inspector had ordered her to shave her pussy. She was hairy, including around her anus....so she was nervous getting everything together that she needed. She knew that if she wasn’t bare down there, Munyambu had promised her that he would hang her by her wrists from the big tree in her garden and use a pair of pliers to pull her pubic hairs out slowly one-by-one. Then he told her that he would use a sjambok on her buttocks.

	The thought of that sort of torture in her own home was more than she was willing to bear. She sat on the sink and used Gopal’s shaving mirror. First she used a scissors and then lavished a huge handful of shaving cream all over her crotch. She had to be careful not to nick herself, and it was tedious going. Shaving herself as carefully as possible, she was soon nice and smooth. Then she did her underarms too. She even made use of the electric razor she used on her legs afterwards to apply the finishing touches. The hardest part was shaving around her anus, but she did it. She rinsed herself off, brushed her hair, refreshed her lipstick, applied a dab of perfume behind her ears and stripped off her clothes. She put on a short silk lounging robe and changed into a pair of black heels. Then she headed down the hallway. 

	Gopal had admitted the Chief Inspector, Kamau, Simba, Mosi and Zuberi. They were seated in the living room, and Gopal had busied himself with fetching them

	drinks. Before she entered the room, Amala checked her pubic area one more time. Munyambu had instructed her that the next time he came over she was to be “shaven” on his arrival. She walked in and Gopal’s heart was in his mouth. His wife looked beautiful. She showed no emotions on her face but when she caught her husband’s eye, a glimmer of shame was there.

	The Chief Inspector looked her over and smiled. She was a fulsome, well-built, brown skinned woman. Then he told Gopal to fetch her a drink. Neither of them drank alcoholic drinks, but Gopal kept a bottle of scotch and a bottle of brandy for guests. Munyambu told them he wanted both of them to have a drink. 

	Gopal gulped, nodded and trotted over to the credenza. He came back with a scotch and soda for himself and one for Amala. She tried to beg off, but Munyambu said something and she took the drink and sat on the couch next to him.  He had patted the seat indicating he wanted her to sit next to him. As Gopal watched, Munyambu pulled her close. Presently, he grabbed her tits and gave them affectionate little squeezes.

	“By the way, is your son home,” he asked her?

	“He’s with my parents this weekend,” she admitted.

	“He’s working on a school project,” Gopal added.

	For Gopal his fear was that he would be compelled to show his son that he was a irshyeka, a man who got pleasure from watching his wife sexed by other men. He worried about the boy seeing him in this light. And for Amala, it was enough that Pallav had seen her naked and that she had to masturbate in front of him and came in his presence. The awful experience of seeing her son aroused by what she had been forced to do filled her with shame. The humiliation she felt only added to the sulfurous mix of emotions which swirled like a maelstrom through her. Seeing the men in her living room and imagining what she would be doing very soon filled her with dismay. Gopal was secretly very pleased that the boy was not home.

	“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Munyambu suggested.

	Gopal looked at his wife, and gulped. There was nothing to do, but obey. The five men and the couple padded down the hallway to the couple’s bedroom. Twenty minutes later, the familiar sounds of Amala being pleasured wafted through the house. Anyone who looked in on the couple would have seen Kamau and Zuberi

	naked from the waist down. They had just finished fucking Amala. She was on her back and lying there in a post-orgasmic fog. Gopal was sitting on the small divan. He made sure not to look any of the men in the eye. Amala moved her thighs open and closed, just a little, feeling the residual spasms pulsing through her loins. Mosi had brought the Kikuyu maid with him on his way back from the kitchen to get something for them to drink. 

	“Mchumba, the mistress of the house has something to show you,” Munyambu said, grinning and pointing at Amala.  This made Kamau laugh out loud. Mchumba was in her early twenties, a young pretty thing. Very black and slim with a lovely smile. She came into the bedroom very warily. When she saw Amala lying on the bed, naked, she was very surprised. And the sight of Kamau, Simba and Zuberi naked from the waist down made her cover her mouth with her hand. She was Kikuyu and then men from her tribe were all circumcised when they became teens. Munyambu and his men were all Luo, who didn’t practice circumcision. She giggled as she caught glimpses of their cocks.

	It was a terribly cruel thing for Munyambu to say that, ‘Amala had something to show her.’ As he said it, he motioned to Simba who went over and took hold of Amala’s ankles and hauled her legs up.....until her knees were pointing at the wall behind her. This exposed the purse of her pussy and now, newly shaven, her prominent labia could be clearly seen. As he pulled her thighs wide open...then wider.... the young maid could see everything! 

	Amala’s crotch was so bare that everything she had, not only her womanhood, but her brown hole was on obscene display.  Amala’s pussy, with its black-tipped inner labia in all its glory, was completely revealed. Her sex lips gaped open. Amala tried to resist having her legs pulled open. She tried to fight Simba a little as he spread her, but it was no use. Her pussy was full of cum and that could be seen too. Mchumba looked at her mistress in a new light. To see her lying there like a whore for the men was an unbelievable sight. She would never see her mistress in the same light again.

	“Gopal, get her vibrator....the big, black one she keeps in her drawer....the drawer with her underwear,” said Munyambu.

	Gopal looked like he didn’t know what Munyambu was saying.

	“You know what I mean. It’s in her drawer. GO GET IT....NOW.”

	Mchumba watched as Gopal dutifully got up to do the boss man’s bidding. She would never see Gopal as the big-shot master of the house either. What attracted the girl’s eyes like a magnet, however, was the sight of Amala’s open pussy. Shaven and spread open she could see everything. Her fat outer labia....now so open....her purple-nearly-black-at-the-edges inner labia, like a butterfly’s wings preparing for flight....her large clitoris, now well out of its hood and swelling hot pink; and the vaginal opening drooling a pearly river of cum. And there was a juicy gathering at the bottom of her slit with her vaginal secretions and semen ....All yawning open to reveal its mysteries now. ‘What a come down for the Indian woman,’ Mchumba thought to herself. ‘She’s not so high and mighty now!’

	Gopal came over, flushed, carrying his wife’s vibrator. Zuberi began chuckling at the sight of it.

	“So that’s what she uses when we’re not around,” he laughed. 

	Mchumba chuckled at this too.  ‘So, my mistress uses a fake cock to make herself happy,’ she thought. ‘Her husband must not be much of a man for her to need that,’ she thought.  The girl looked around and realized that all these men had probably had her mistress too.  She was also very curious as to what they would do to Amala – while she was in the room! The Chief Inspector took the vibrator from Gopal and brandishing it... brought it over to Amala. 

	“Do you want me to use this on you,” he asked her?

	“Oh....NO.”

	“Or, do you want me to use the sjambok on you,” he asked?

	“We have one in the lorry....all I gotta do is say the word and he’ll get it,” he said yanking a thumb in Mosi’s direction.

	“Oh....NO....NO....PLEASE DON’T MAKE ME DO IT....”

	“Do what?”

	“Use it....use it,” she moaned.

	“Do you want me to shove this in your wife’s cunt,” Munyambu asked, turning to Gopal?

	The husband looked at the maid quickly, and then at the Munyambu and said, “not with her present....please Sir.”

	Mchumba realized that her boss was down low on the pecking order in this room.....She turned to look at the Chief Inspector with wonder in her eyes. She was secretly pleased that a black man, even if he was Luo, was lording it over her Indian boss. She was not very fond of Amala, but had even less regard for Gopal. Only Pallav in the house had her respect. The boy had always treated her well.

	Munyambu turned to Mosi and said quietly, “strip him put the cuffs on his balls.”

	Dominated

	As Mchumba watched, shocked, the gnomish older man, who was still fully dressed, grabbed Gopal, manhandled him and then stripped him. Gopal put up only token resistance. He seemed paralyzed as if the Chief Inspector’s dominance, his own shame and Mosi’s sheer ugly presence had hamstrung him. The Corporal pulled off his shirt, khaki shorts and his jockey shorts.  Mchumba found herself staring at her boss’s exposed, uncircumcised lalloo. She giggled as he was somewhat small in size. 

	The girl found it mind-blowing to see her boss taken over and controlled. Almost as out-of-place as seeing her mistress with her legs held open for inspection. And she could see that Gopal was very embarrassed to be naked in front of her. She stared at his penis. He was very nervous, so it was somewhat fear shrunken. And his testicles had been drawn up into his body. He looked very feminine from the waist down to Mchumba.

	But what really blew Mchumba’s mind was the contraption that Mosi took out of a canvas bag he’d brought. The “ball cuffs”. Gopal had worn cuffs at the warehouse during the Cuckold Bench video shoot and he felt sick when he saw them. He was horrified that Mchumba was going to witness this degradation too. Made of lacquered wood and shaped to fit behind his legs and under his buttocks, there was an opening in the center. Mosi, sweating with the exertion, got Gopal bent over, and had trouble getting Gopal’s testicles to descend so he could trap them in his scrotum . Finally he got them down far enough to fit the two pieces together around his nuts and lock the cuffs. 

	Now clad only in his socks and sandals, with the device trapping his balls, Gopal tried to walk but could only stumble around.  He looked comical. They had turned him into a “court jester”. He only took a step or two before he was forced to squat.

	And then he fell forward on his hands and knees. Mchumba watched as Gopal was reduced to a crawling thing. Looking around the room, she saw glee on the faces of her fellow blacks. She didn’t want to show her employers how she felt, so she put her hand over her mouth to conceal her smile. It was quite a sight she was witnessing and she had all she could do to not laugh out loud.

	Munyambu and his crew’s smug pleasure was so apparent, as they forced Gopal down the dominance ladder. Mchumba stared at the sight of Gopal reduced to a puppet. Amala looked over too with sadness and sympathy in her eyes as her husband was cruelly dominated. Mosi, grinning like a mad black leprechaun, pushed Gopal this way and that, having sport with him. The poor man crawled around a bit and then, resigned, he just cowered on his hands and knees. 

	Gopal’s balls, trapped in the cuffs, looked obscene. Like two skinned baby animals that had gotten caught in a trap.  It was so humiliating for him to be rendered so powerless. The very things that gave him power as a man now held him helpless in front of his wife and their maid.

	“Are you ready for us to fuck your wife,” Munyambu asked him?

	Gopal, for his part, was emotionally defeated. With Mchumba watching him struggling to get up, only to be forced down on all fours to relieve the tension on his scrotum, his humbled position exposing the weakness in his body and soul, he didn’t have much fight in him. Trying again to find a way to move with the cuffs on, he just ended up rolling over and grunting in pain. The awfulness of it all registered most on Amala’s face. 

	Since he hadn’t answered the question, Kamau, came over, with his wet cock dangling, pulled Gopal up so that he was on his hands and knees again. He got behind him and squeezed his nuts and Gopal, after wincing and then crying out in pain, became as submissive as a lamb. His balls were in another man’s hand and that man slowly and sadistically compressed them! Gopal, sweating like a pig and groaning in pain, found whatever shred of resistance he had left, had evaporated.

	Munyambu, meanwhile, had made Amala say she wanted the vibrator. So, he began rubbing her pussy with it. Working the tip all over her labia and all around her clitoris, he got her moaning. When he held it alongside her clitoris at the 1 o’clock position, Amala began writhing like a trapped eel on a hook. 

	“Ask us real nice to fuck your wife,” Kamau barked at Gopal.

	Kamau still had Gopal’s nuts. The Indian husband’s spirit was broken now. 

	“Yes, Sir,” he said so quietly that almost no one heard. “Please... fuck my wife.”

	Kamau didn’t feel he was enthusiastic enough and squeezed his balls again.

	Gopal cried out and then screamed, “PLEASE FUCK MY WIFE SIR.” 

	Mchumba realized that her employers were just hand puppets now. They were trapped by men who took what they wanted and would use violence whenever it suited them. And it was obvious that they just loved to humiliate the couple. Kamau pointed to a place next to the bed. Gopal crawled over. He hated to let his wife and the maid see him crawling like a toad. But, beaten now, he struggled over to take his place beside his wife. He had to do a humiliating “duck-walk” to get to where she was. 

	He looked at Mchumba and grimaced. Mosi, Simba and Zuberi began mocking him as he shuffled over. Gopal avoided looking at Mchumba standing at right angles to him.  Kamau made him “stand guard”. As he watched Munyambu playing expertly with his wife, he got an erection. Amala was wiggling her ass like a coochie dancer as Munyambu worked her pussy with the vibrator. And then, Mchumba, trying to digest what she was seeing, stared Munyambu, who when he saw her looking at him, grinned at her as if to say, ‘well, young woman....now you see who’s really in charge.’ 

	Kamau, seeing his erection, said to Gopal dismissively, “play with yourself now.”

	Mchumba felt sorry for Gopal at that moment. He was being humiliated in the cruelest of ways. Mosi and Simba began taking off their trousers and shorts.  Munyambu played with Amala some more. He was fully dressed still.  But when Simba’s dick was seen it was fully erect; and Gopal felt like sinking into the floor. He realized that this man’s long dick was going to be inside his wife too. Mosi had the go-ahead to enjoy her oral attentions. He made her kiss, lick and suck his dick and then came in her mouth. He pulled out prematurely so that he finished ejaculating partly on her face. 

	Gopal gasped, seeing his wife so degraded. He had begun to quietly touch himself. He had gotten the pre-cum all over the head of his prick and was moving his hand slowly up and down the shaft of his penis. He was sitting on his calves and had his left hand tickling his stretched nut sack as he played with his penis. At one point,

	he locked eyes with the maid and Gopal looked for sympathy in the maid’s face. She turned away. 

	Gopal, humiliated, stopped playing with himself. He began to masturbate again when Simba stepped up and began fucking his wife. Very quickly, Amala was moaning, writhing, grunting, groaning and crying out. When Simba got his long, black dick in Amala and began to give her a memorable ride, Gopal began stroking himself harder. As his dick bottomed out in her shaven, wet vaginal sheath and began thumping her “epicenter”....she began squirting and screaming as a deep vaginal-uterine orgasm hit her like an express train. Her eyes rolled back in her head as wave after wave of pleasure surged up thru her belly to her breastbone and down her thighs.

	What was particularly hurtful and devastating to Gopal was listening to his wife as she was fucked by another man. He knew the sounds she made when they made love. She would cry out, “ah, Ah, oh, Oh.” But as young Simba, only 19, gave her a royal shafting....her cries went on longer, to be sure. But it was how loud her “AH’s” and “OH’s” became. Her voice went up another octave and when she came she was shrieking. 

	Gopal had never heard her make sounds like that when he made love to her.....It was heart-rending....Simba fucked her royally with Mchumba seeing everything and made her cum easily.  He got so worked up that he came within moments watching Simba fuck Amala senseless. The maid had slunk back against the wall watching the depravities orchestrated by the Chief Inspector. It was like an orgy. She was just a nice country girl and had never seen anything like it.

	Then Simba, who still hadn’t cum, got some lotion from the bathroom and working with Kamau ....they began to double team Amala. Kamau got on the bed on his back. Simba got Amala straddling Kamau who worked his cock into her sexhole.  Simba greased her anus and worked some of it into her rectum. Then kneeling behind her, he called to Gopal and told him to put his cock into his wife. Gopal muttered, “Oh, shit,” and shuffled over. It was hard for him to get up on the bed without the ball cuffs hurting him, but he did it.

	It was very humiliating. He had to take hold of Simba’s spear and put it right on her anus. Touching another man’s penis and putting the head of that cock right up against her wife’s asshole. The young black man soon had her shit hole loosened up and it took him just a moment to fully work it in and penetrate her. With a cock in her rectum, Amala began to squeal and groan.  Her sphincter soon gripped the

	base of his cock - squeezing it. Gopal had to slink off the bed and wound up squatting next to the bed....watching Simba fuck his wife in the ass. He looked over to see Mchumba with the fingers of her left hand splayed over her face, watching the action, but obviously embarrassed by it all.

	As everyone watched, Simba began to ride Amala like she was a stolen car. He started off slow, but soon he humped relentlessly in and out of her asshole like a piston, slickly penetrating her bowels. Now that he was fully inside her, he gripped her sweaty hips, so he could plow into her asshole with hard, powerful strokes. Before long, he was slamming into her with all his power to skewer her bowels. Involuntarily, Amala cried out. 

	This along with a low constant, keening moan came from her lips. Her hands pawed helplessly at Kamau’s shoulders and biceps each time Simba really jammed it into her. Next, incoherent animal-like sounds and a long moan came from her mouth, the volume rising and falling in time with Simba’s humping. Kamau just lay there, content to let her writhe and wiggle, impaled as she was on his cock, as Simba made her squirm like an eel on a hook.

	Mosi and Munyambu clapped their hands in time with his thrusts into her open ass hole. It seemed to Gopal as if it would go on forever. Simba stayed hard stroke after stroke, battering her body. Only when he felt her submit totally and cum, did he ejaculate in her rectum.  He came cursing her and cried out triumphantly as he filled her asshole with his hot cum.  Mosi and Munyambu applauded as he got off her.

	“You’re a kali gandee,” Munyambu said to her.

	He made her say it too. Kamau began humping her and Munyambu got behind her and taking off his belt, began to whip her fat buttocks to encourage her to fuck Kamau. As Mchumba watched bug-eyed, Amala began to perform like a slut, or in her parlance, a dirty bhagat. She wiggled her ass up and down on Kamau’s glistening, slippery dick like a female dog in heat. Sweat flew off her and her tits bobbed and swayed crazily as she rode the cock in her cunt.

	She kept shaking her ass, as well as going up and down, mounted on Kamau’s substantial cock. Her cries got louder and louder as she approached her cum. When she climaxed, she squealed like a pig and then slumped on Kamau’s chest like she was going to pass out. Kamau soon pushed her off him and got up. Then, pulling her over to the side of the bed, and making her sprawl with her legs open, he stood over her and jerked off on her, aiming at her pussy. 

	When he came, he made his ejaculation land on her shaved crotch to add to the fuck slime drooling out of her ravaged sex hole. Then, Munyambu called to Gopal and crooked his finger at him. He wanted him to get between his wife thighs. He pointed to Amala’s sloppy crotch and Gopal shuffled humiliatingly over to it. He frowned. He knew that when he would be made to lick his wife’s messy genitals, he would be a fuddi-chus (cunt licker). 

	“You know what you have to do...right,” Munyambu asked him?

	“Uh....OH GOD. Do I have to? OH...please don’t make me do that.......oh....uhhh....ooohh.”

	Munyambu pointed again to Amala’s wet pussy. Gopal leaned forward, and with Kamau pushing on the back of his head, began working on his wife’s wet sex. He was made to kiss, lick and suck it. Of course it was packed with semen and he was in effect “cleaning” her. Since Kamau had deposited sperm in her vagina and Simba had filled her rectum, along with her copious secretions, she was a mess.  A very degrading task. They kept him at it until Amala came.  Gopal kissed and licked his wife’s pussy and even thrust his tongue into her vagina to lap up the fuck slime. And he got to make his wife cum with an audience watching. 

	“Well, I’m gonna have her sit on your face,” Munyambu said. “So, you get to clean her dirty asshole too,” he said grinning.

	As Mchumba watched, totally blown away, they took the cuffs off Gopal and he was made to lie on his back on the bed. They got Amala straddling his head - and then sit down on her husband’s face, facing his feet. This put her anus right on his nose. She rested her hands on his hips and Kamau actually pulled her ass cheeks apart to make sure that Gopal had his nose and mouth right where it would do the most good. Munyambu directed Amala to rock back and forth over her husband’s face. She had to wiggle her hips and ass to rub her pussy all over her husband’s nose, mouth and chin. He had to keep his mouth open and use his lips and tongue on his wife’s wet vagina and her clitoris. 

	Gopal found it disgusting since her dirty shit hole was pressing right up against his nose, but he to concentrate and lick her labia and clitoris when they were presented. When Amala moved vigorously back and forth, his face was being

	roughly used, allowing her to masturbate and whether he wanted to or not. He had to endure it....smothered by her open pussy and her anus. Munyambu kept the couple doing this until Amala came and this caused whatever semen remained in her vagina to gush. Lastly, Gopal was made to stick his tongue inside her shit hole to clean her there. The maid watched wide-eyed as they performed like trained animals. Both of them had really stepped down....all the way down! Poor Gopal had truly become a irshyeka (cuckold).

	After this, Munyambu sent Mchumba to the kitchen for beer and curry. She soon returned toting six bottles of beer and a pot of curry. The Chief Inspector opened the beer and soon all were drinking and relaxing. Gopal was sitting on the floor hugging his knees. Mchumba was allowed to leave. Amala was sprawled on the bed, in a fetal position and rubbing her nose. She seemed like she was in another world. And in truth, after all her orgasms she was floating in a fog. It was time for the Chief Inspector to have some fun with her. 

	Forced to Drink

	“You must be thirsty, Amala,” he said addressing her.

	“Uh...oh....ummm...yeah...a little,” she said.

	“Good, Mosi, give her a beer,” he said holding up his bottle for emphasis.

	She shook her head, ‘no’.

	“I want you to drink.....”

	Amala finally seemed like she woke up. She stared at the bottle. Gopal felt butterflies in his stomach at the prospect of seeing her forced. Since she didn’t want to do it, Munyambu had them haul her up and plop her into a chair that Kamau brought over from her make-up table.  They pulled her arms back and Kamau held her head and using her thick hair as a lever he pulled her head back. When she wouldn’t open her mouth to take a drink, Mosi took hold of her right nipple and squeezed it. Then he did the same to her other nipple. 

	When she still wouldn’t do what he wanted, he pulled the nipple out as far as it would go and then gave it a sickening little twist, making her howl. She soon opened her mouth. Mosi poured it in and Munyambu had Gopal come over and rub her throat to encourage her to swallow. This was the routine. When she

	gagged and balked, the gnomish Mosi tortured her nipples again. As he rubbed his wife’s throat, Gopal developed a very stiff penis again.

	It was erotic watching his wife being forced to swallow and struggle to obey what Munyambu wanted her to do. Gopal, sickened, got aroused anyway by the sight of his wife being forced to swallow against her will. First one bottle....and then a second. She whined, whimpered and protested the whole way. The Indian husband found himself weirdly excited as he watched them force her. Mosi opened up another beer for her and they made her drink that too. 

	Finally, she had drained the dregs and complained to Munyambu that she felt she was going to throw up. He warned her that if she did he would make her lap up the vomit. She blanched at that and clamped her mouth hard with one hand.  And then they forced a fourth beer on her. This one got her close to vomiting and her belly was becoming distended, but Munyambu was not finished with her.

	By this time, Munyambu was ready for his blow job and Amala was drunk. She slurred her words and had all she could do not to fall down. Munyambu made Amala kneel. He dropped his trousers and shorts and took his time. He wanted it soft and sweet. He made the inebriated woman give him a slow, wet blow job with her full lips and tongue loving his 60 year old black cock. Gopal jerked off watching her take his load of hot cum. Afterwards, Gopal was ashamed. But, he got very aroused when the Chief Inspector made drunken Amala say things like, “I’m a dirty slut. I’m a whore.....I’m a cum slut. I’m a dirty bhagat.”

	After she’d freely confessed her sins and admitted that she was “dirty”, Munyambu made her bend over in front of everyone and taking the pot of curry paste, he got some on two fingers. 

	“Spread your cheeks, dirty girl,” he told her laughing a little.

	When she’d pulled her butt cheeks open wide for him he rubbed some of the hot paste into her pussy and then all around her clitoris before he went back to the pot and got more so he could anoint her anus and work some into her rectum. When it began to burn, Amala began hopping up and down and doing a jig. This cracked the men up. Holding her butt cheeks, she begged for relief. She wanted to go to the bathroom or the sink to get some water on her inflamed girl parts. Munyambu wouldn’t let her.

	Gopal was treated to the sight of Amala turned into a sexually abused, drunken clown... teased and tormented into babbling idiocy for everyone’s amusement. He made her exercise....She had to do “squats”.  She had to go up and down, up and down, with her arms stretched out in front her with her inflamed crotch screaming for relief. Still drunk, she fell over. Finally, just sobbing and rolling around on the floor, he took pity on her and had Mosi fill a pot with water. 

	Gopal watched her sit her fat butt on the small pot and splash water onto her reddened genitals and anus. It was a humiliating climax for the day’s fun and games. Later that night, with Amala snoring next to him, Gopal masturbated twice, furiously reliving the day’s event. There was nothing on the Internet to rival what he’d seen and experienced.

	Spying on Mama

	For several months thereafter, Amala didn’t know what to say to her son. And in the intervening months both mother and son felt they were in middle of an emotional tsunami. Pallav had a new fantasy woman to replace, at least temporarily, the hot desi women he found on the Internet. He had begun to fantasize about his mother a lot. And Amala, her world had cracked in two. She had always presented herself to the world as a proper wife and mother. This was her essential self-image. She now had this new self to contend with...

	The realization that she was a highly-sexed woman who got sexually aroused when she was humiliated was slow in coming. She alternated with being in denial to accepting herself and masturbating. She would re-live some of her experiences and embroider some of them to accentuate the feelings they aroused.  The myths about the black man and his potent penis were not mythological when it came to her experiences of rape and sodomy. She used their memory constantly as stimulation for her masturbation.

	Gopal was depressed with what had happened to them. His world had collapsed. The most extreme and degraded fantasies had been brought to life, in his own home; and he had been forced to participate. He worried that he and his family could be exposed. Munyambu could turn up his blackmail demands. He now knew that the Chief Inspector was a cruel sick man who had trapped them all like a cat captures a mouse and then plays with it.

	Amala was also very concerned for Pallav. She was her only child and she doted on him. She loved him and was conflicted by what had happened, but she was of several minds. On one hand, she was ashamed by what she’d been forced to do in

	front of him. And she worried about what sort of impact all of this had on him. After all he was just a teen with the raging hormones of youth and not really psychologically equipped to deal with such heavy fare.

	She had deeply affectionate feelings for him....feelings that were traditional and normal but tinged as they are in so many adults when it comes to their own children. After all, she could appreciate her son as a male too, on some level. And when all of this was shaken up by recent events, it was inevitable that she became mixed up. This perhaps explains what happened next.

	When Pallav would come home from school, he would dash to his room to play video games if he wasn’t hanging out with his friends. Or surf for porn... Then there was homework and education was very important in their family, as it was in so many of their background. Her husband wouldn’t come home from the dairy, which was 44 kilometers from their house, before 6 or 7 o’clock. So mother and son were often together in the house with just the maid for three or four hours. Before the Chief Inspector had entered their lives, this made for normal interaction between them. Lately, he had been avoiding her. They had barely talked since that first incident and none at all after several visits from Kamau and Zuberi. 

	So, Amala began to come to Pallav’s room and try and engage him in conversation. She would ask about school and things like that. She gently tried to steer the conversation around to what had happened and how he felt about it.  She tried to draw him out by telling him her feelings. The first two times she tried to do that, she could see that he didn’t want to talk about “that”. 

	But the next time she brought it up, he blurted out, “I can’t talk about that ... I’m having a hard time with it.”

	“Well what do you feel?”

	“.....well.... you ...how you behaved.....”

	“How I behaved? Are you disappointed in me, Pallav,” she asked him?

	“I mean.....it’s hard to see your mother in that....you know....that way....”

	“But you know I’m human....and anybody can be forced to experience things if they’re made to do bad things....right?”

	“Well....yeah....but not feelings like that,” he said raising his eyebrows for effect. 

	What he meant, of course, is that not every mother cums from rough sex with strange men with her husband watching. Amala knew perfectly well what he meant, and reached over to tousle his hair affectionately....

	“I know it’s hard to understand. This has been very hard for me too. This has forced me to deal with things I didn’t know about myself. But, you can try and understand that....can’t you?”

	“I’m trying Mama....I’m trying,” he said, softening a bit. 

	A few days later she was at the market and when she came back she looked for Pallav. Finding his door closed she knocked and when she was admitted, he acted very nervous. What he had been doing was masturbating.  He had gone to the laundry room and fetched a pair of her soiled panties from the dirty clothes hamper.  He had gotten himself back together when his mother walked in his room, but in his haste the panties were still sitting on the nightstand. Amala looked over and noticed them. She walked over and picked them up. She held them up with a questioning look. He blushed noticeably. He didn’t know what to say. 

	There they were accusing him.......a pair of beige silk panties with lace along the leg openings and the waistband. He had gone looking for them. When he found what he was looking for, he turned them inside out to get a better look at a crusty patch in the crotch. He brought them up to his nose and sniffed. The odor of her womanhood was intoxicating. He felt lightheaded; and took them to his room. He had gotten an erection.  He pulled down his pants and shorts and sniffing them.... began to play with himself. A few moments later his mother showed up. He had been caught red-handed.

	Amala wisely chose not to scold him. After all, what boy in his shoes could not be expected to do such a thing, even if it was wrong. But Amala used the situation as an opportunity to get him to talk to her. And it became the first real conversation they both needed that enabled them to deal with their feelings. At one point, Mama gently asked him how many times a week he masturbated. He stammered and tried to avoid the question. 

	She pointed out to him that it was normal for a boy to masturbate, but that he should not do it to excess. And as soon as she said it she realized that her moral high ground as his mother in regards to this issue had been severely compromised.

	The expression on his face when she said it told the whole tale. His look said, ‘how can you tell me how much is enough....when you apparently cum all the time.’ This stopped the conversation cold. 

	But then Amala, who was still holding her panties, said, “but you think about me sometimes when you.......”

	And this stopped Pallav cold. It was obvious that’s why the panties were there and not where they were supposed to be.

	“It’s OK, sweetie....It’s.....uh....it’s OK,” said and stood up. She leaned over and kissed him on the forehead.

	“I know you’ve seen me doing bad things....very bad things. I just want you to love me. I don’t want you to turn away from me.”

	There were tears in her eyes when she left. She went to her room and closed the door, sat down at her make-up table, rubbed her eyes and stared at herself in the mirror. She was feeling that avalanche’ of emotions again. Suddenly..... on impulse..... she got up, pulled her hair to the front leaving her back bare.  She was wearing a dark brown lehenga (long skirt) and a beige-colored bra to match her pale yellow choli (midriff hugging blouse). 

	She reached down and pulled off her choli, then pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties. She lay down on the bed and began playing with herself. She pulled her bra up exposing her tits. She was soon masturbating. Pallav came to the master bedroom. The door was slightly ajar.  He peeked in.

	Standing there, he could see her breasts out of her bra, the dark nipples and areolas visible.  The sight gave him a nuuz - a hard and hot erection. She had one of her tits cradled in her left hand. She had begun to perspire and there was a flush on her upper chest. The quick glimpse gave the boy a throbbing erection. He stared at her reflected in the bedroom mirror. He realized how attractive she was with her round face, very full dark lips and small nose. Her hair was black, thick and full. Her hips were wide and her skin was the color of coffee with cream and her tits were big and full.

	His eyes went wide as her breasts bobbed and swayed on her chest and her nipples stood out - looking as big as cashew nuts. The areolas were dark brown, almost black and Pallav could see the raised pebbly surface. She had her right hand in her

	crotch and she was rubbing herself feverishly. Pallav reached down to grab the nala (trouser cord) on his workout pants. He pulled on the knot and got it open....then let them drop and his prick, fully erect, showed in his white jockey shorts. Pallav’s blood was rushing into his brain and penis so fast he felt dizzy, as the bulge in his shorts showed his state of arousal. 

	He pulled his shorts down and pulled his penis free. He spread the seeping wetness, his pre-cum, all over the cock-head. Pallav’s mind and hormones couldn't keep up. He began masturbating himself slowly and teasingly. Watching his Mama made him leak so much, that when he finally jerked him off and came, Pallav thought his soul had come thru his penis. He spurted everywhere. He had to clean it up quickly; and then he dashed back to his room. It was just after 4pm and his father wouldn’t be home for two or three more hours. Plenty of time for him to get busy with something else to get his mind off his mother.  Amala, after she’d cum, got herself together and went to oversee Mchumba, in getting the dinner ready. 

	Incest

	Two months later, Munyambu was in the neighborhood and came by unannounced just after lunch. Actually, he was just looking for a diversion and a drink. He didn’t even force Amala to have sex with him. He had her pour him something to drink and they talked, just sitting there in the kitchen. Pallav meanwhile, came home from school an hour early. He locked his bedroom door and lay down on the bed. He hadn’t even said “hello” to his mother who he knew would have been home at that time. But the boy saw the black lorry parked in front of the house and knew it was either the Chief Inspector, Kamau, Zuberi or all three.

	Somehow, that day, he wanted to avoid them. In truth, they frightened him. At one point, Munyambu jerked his head toward the hallway and said, “the boy’s home, isn’t he?”

	“Probably. I think I heard him come in the front way.”

	“Come with me,” he said to her abruptly.

	When they got to the boy’s room, he opened the door and surprised Pallav, who was working on his computer. He was surfing the net for porn. He was shocked, angered and embarrassed as the older black man barged in.... trailing his Mother..... coming into his room un-announced and un-invited.

	“What do you want,” he asked brusquely?

	“Whoa, easy, squire....I just wanted to see how you’re doing,” Munyambu said somewhat hypocritically.

	“Yeah, right,”

	“Look, I’m on your side, boy.”

	Pallav looked at him...sullen.

	“I’ll prove it to you. Amala, take everything off but your panties....”

	“Oh....not again.....please, not today,” she begged.

	Munyambu answered that by making a little impatient motion with his hand that said, ‘get busy or else.’

	Pallav, since he was feeling anger, wanted to tell the older man to fuck off, but when Munyambu told his mother to strip, the boy ....wanting on a deeper level to see his Mama naked again, just sat there. He waited and wondered, ‘what Munyambu was going to make her do this time?’ He was curious and felt his penis stir in his shorts. Amala, meanwhile, was forced to take off her clothes again in front of her son. This was a violation each time. 

	By the time she was down to her panties, she was sweating, nervous and embarrassed. Pallav watched, trying to act nonchalant, but inside, he was seething. She looked very sexy that day. (In truth, she was ovulating and at a sexual peak.) It was just a quiet Tuesday and Pallav was trying to find some porn on the Net to use for his afternoon masturbation, when the Chief Inspector showed up with his mother. And here she was naked again for his appreciation.

	And her nakedness was turning him on. There was just no way he couldn’t be aroused.  He was inflamed every time he saw her beautiful breasts. They were so big and heavy....and the nipples were so scandalously obscene...that he couldn’t help himself from getting turned-on. Munyambu made her turn around and display herself to the boy. Holding up her tits, squeezing the nipples, bending over to parade her thick-lipped sex and enticing dark, brown anus pressing up against the thin material of her panties. Her pubic hair had grown back and could be seen through the thin gauzy crotch.

	By the time that Munyambu got her on her back on the bed to play with her pussy through her panties, Pallav was on fire. His penis was straining against his white jockey shorts. He had Amala masturbate, with her panties on, until she reached an orgasm. Wetting the crotch when she came, she covered her eyes with one hand when it was done. Pallav wanted both of them to leave so he could jerk off. But the Chief Inspector had a “treat” for the boy that day. And, in his mind, it was another cruel degradation for his Indian slave.

	“Pallav....come here,” said Munyambu.

	The boy got up as if he were in a trance.  His mother’s breasts looked so soft and warm. Pallav wanted, at that point, to put his hands and then his mouth on her tits. He saw himself feeling her tits .....touching and squeezing them. He pictured his mouth on them - kissing and sucking them. Munyambu saw that he had the boy right where he wanted him. He lifted Amala’s right arm to expose her hairy armpit and guided the boy down to put his nose and mouth in her armpit. Pallav groaned. He got his nose right THERE. Pallav responded to her body odors. When he smelled her scent, he got hot and began moaning in her armpit. 

	“Lie on your back,” Munyambu finally told the boy... patting the bed for emphasis.

	He got the boy on the bed lying on his back with his prick hard as a rock in his shorts. He made Amala pull down the boy’s sweat pants and shorts. Now, the teen’s prick pointed up at the ceiling. Then Munyambu instructed Amala to climb up on the bed and straddle her son with her crotch pressing against his groin. Looking into his eyes, she sat on his erection and wiggled until the tip of his glans nestled between the folds of her pussy through the fabric. Pallav felt like he was having an “out-of-body” experience.  His prick throbbed and twitched and he felt like he was going to cum. He could feel her chut (pussy) even with the panties between them. The wet crotch made the material feel even thinner.

	Munyambu made her adjust her position so that his penis was in just the right spot. Then, he ordered her to begin rubbing herself against him. He had gotten them lined up so that the boy’s penis hit her clitoris each time she went up and down. His prick was between her labia as much was possible with her panties still on. Pallav’s face was flushed and he was now perspiring like mad, feeling his penis between the folds of his Mama’s pussy as she humped him slow and nasty, like a bhagat.  Munyambu stood close by and gave directions. Pallav was in total body nirvana as his Mama, without being told to, began kissing his face and holding onto him as she dry humped him sexily. 

	She whispered to him, “it’s ok, baby. I love you. I’m so sorry. It’s ok sweetheart.”

	She wiggled and rubbed up against him. Her tits were right in his face and he couldn’t stop himself from reaching up and putting his hands on them. Mama groaned when he did this, but he didn’t stop. He squeezed them. He touched her nipples and soon he put his mouth on them. As Mama humped him and nursed on her teats, there was no way he could have kept himself from ejaculating at that point. And, it happened spontaneously.... his hot lava jetted from his penis, like a fire hose to wet her panties and squirt all over their bellies. 

	Amala groaned as she wet the hot wetness of his ejaculation all over her stomach.  It was so intense that as he came, he became lightheaded.  He groaned out loud over and over again as he spurted... Less and less with each spasm but he groaned each time his penis jetted. Mama wiggled involuntarily against him – giving him another thrill. It was a very intense. His Mama had behaved, against her will, like the dirtiest of bhagats indeed. 

	“Oh, Mama, Oh Mama,” Pallav kept saying feverishly. It was very dirty and wrong, but Munyambu had orchestrated it beautifully. He had made Pallav, a mader-chod (motherfucker). 

	Munyambu let them both enjoy the moment. He knew it would be brief before one or both of them recoiled. It was Amala who did. She got off Pallav abruptly, looking down at the shameful wetness on her belly and tits. Her son was still in post coital bliss following his glorious orgasm. The smell and feel of her tits lingered....and the deliciously wonderful feel of her plump “camel-toe” rubbing up against his penis had not completely evaporated for him. But Munyambu had a finale in mind. 

	He turned to Pallav and said, “well, you came, but how about your Mama?”

	“What do you mean,” Pallav asked hesitantly?

	“You came, but Mama didn’t. Now, what you should do about that,” Munyambu asked slyly?

	Pallav didn’t know what to say. But, Amala began backing away.

	“Don’t go anywhere,” Munyambu said to her.

	“Pallav, stay right where you are. Amala, straddle his head,” he said to her.

	“OH....no....not that....that’s too gross. Don’t make me do that,” she averred.

	She continued to balk, but Munyambu took a pen from his pocket and held it up.

	“Do you want to get the point again,” he asked her?

	Amala groaned, remembering what he’d done to her once. In the end, she threw her leg over Pallav’s face and instructed by Munyambu sat down on her son’s face. He told the boy to lick her pussy and told her to “ride” him. She had no choice. Pallav entered sensory heaven. What he had only purloined and sniffed in the past was now thrust on him in all its gustatory and olfactory glory. His Mama sat on his face smothering him with her stinky pussy and asshole - RIGHT ON HIS FACE. 

	Facing his feet, her anus was pressed against his nose. And with her legs straddling his head, her open vaginal mouth was right there for his mouth to kiss. He used his tongue to lick and lap her juicy pussy. Munyambu made her use his nose, mouth and chin to masturbate herself. Goaded by the Chief Inspector, she “rode” Pallav’s face, back and forth, back and forth, alternated with wiggling her ass until she came. 

	And her “faucet” ran like it was broken. She flooded her boy, making him gag and struggle to lap up her copious feminine secretions. He was overwhelmed by her orgasm. It was as if he was “inside” her body when she came. Her smell, the taste of her and the warm, wet feel of her most precious, personal private parts were his to enjoy. He mainlined her femininity, inoculated by Munyambu against responsibility or guilt. And as Mama worked herself into a cum, Pallav jerked off at the same time. After she came, he did too. 

	Subsequently, Pallav enjoyed masturbating and fantasizing about his mother all the time. For years afterward, she was a sexual imago for him. He would imagine himself forcing a woman to have sex or punishing her. Occasionally, the “overseer” was a shadowy black or Asian who forced him and the woman to have sex. He would eventually marry an Indian girl when he was thirty who was Mama’s spitting image. The Chief Inspector’s sick handiwork left a deep imprint.

	The Dog Trolley

	“Get ready,” Munyambu ordered Amala. “I’ll have Gachie there in 15 minutes.”

	He had told her to get herself ready for “movie duty”. He and Peng had decided on a new video. And it had all come together that afternoon.

	“Right now,” she whined? 

	“Get your ass ready....Right now. Gachie will be over in 15 minutes to pick you up,” Munyambu snapped at her.

	It was a weekday afternoon and things were slow. The Chief Inspector and Kamau had a long lunch with some businessmen who they had been shaking down and after lunch and many drinks, Kamau was feeling like he was ready for some “fun”. Munyambu was bored too.  When they left, he and Munyambu came up with an idea. Mosi had been put in charge of making some improvements to the warehouse on Pate Road in the industrial area just north of Lunga Lunga Road. And there was a crew of men from the jail on “furlough” to the Chief Inspector, and a couple of workmen who had been hired to do some painting.

	“Simba’s got Gebhuza at the yard today. Let’s bring Amala over and put her on that crazy trolley thing he built,” Kamau suggested. “Let’s try that out.”

	“Hmmm....yeah. Let’s call Peng and have him get his crew ready. This will make a great video,” chorused Munyambu. 

	Gachie picked them up....right on time. Amala had checked her make-up and brushed her hair. She told Pallav that she had to go. He didn’t say anything. He just went back to the program he was working on his computer. Gachie wasn’t very communicative and the drive over to the warehouse was quiet. As soon as it was clear where they were going, when they turned north onto Likoni Road from Mombasa, Amala began to get butterflies in her stomach. They pulled up and saw several men painting the window frames. 

	The men eyed her sullenly when she got out of the lorry. Gachie escorted her into the building. There had been some improvements. The place looked cleaner, for one. Peng and Chang were there with the crew setting up lights.  Presently, Munyambu and Kamau came out of the big office on the far right. Gatura and old Mosi wandered over too. Mosi was carrying a rolled up building diagram. 

	Munyambu began, “Mosi, you can let those jailbirds and the painters in. Gatura, take our star into the empty office for now.”

	Gatura steered Amala and when she got in the office, he sat her down. There were only two chairs in the small room but lots of file cabinets. Amala looked around and wondered what they were going to do to her. Gachie came in about 10 minutes later and told her to follow him. When she stepped out of the office, she saw the crowd. All the inmates from the jail there on a work detail....a dozen men were standing around. And the three painters were there too. 

	Gachie led Amala to the platform and made her get up on it. Munyambu came out of his office and addressed the crowd. He told them that Amala was their “star” and that he had a special treat for them. Because they were all doing a good job, he was going to let them watch a porn movie being taped. Amala gulped and tried to be brave. 

	Peng came over and pointing to the stationary camera, told the operator to move it several feet. Chang, the mobile cameraman, was right behind his boss with his equipment and the sound man had the boom mike all wired up and ready to go. Han Shun was there also. He was again dressed as a North Korean Colonel..... flanked by three uniformed enlisted men. All grinning as they looked on.....

	Peng explained what they were going to tape that day. He told her that she was again captured by the North Koreans and that they were going to be, “giving you attention. So, just go with flow, Missy.”

	Peng, turning to Shun said, “action.”

	Amala licked her lips nervously. She didn’t know what to do with her hands. Shun came over and without a word, smacked her. He slapped her face and began to yell at her in English. (This would be subtitled in Chinese on the tape.)

	He yelled that she had better, “cooperate or else.” 

	He ordered her to, “strip”. Amala pulled off her choli and when she thought about simply dropping it, one of the enlisted men took her clothes. It was very humiliating to be made to take off her clothes in front of so many strange men. Amala could see the 15 or so black men beyond the lights looking at her. Next, came her lehenga. She pulled her slip down and stepped out of it next. 

	Then she took off her bra and her panties. The men stared at her as if she was a piece of meat. It only grew more intense, especially when she was totally naked. Standing there in only her shoes, she put her hands in front of her shaved crotch. It was still a huge violation to be naked.

	Shun directed her to turn this way and that and hold up her tits. Then spread her legs and pull open her pussy lips. Then he had her bend over and pull her ass cheeks apart to show her anus. He read off her height and weight, that she was married, with one child, her measurements, what type of birth control she was on, when she had her last period....everything! It was like the video would expose everything about her to the viewers. It made Amala flush.... hot and embarrassed. 

	Then one of the privates brought over a stool and they made her sit down and spread her legs.

	“Play with pussy,” she was told.

	She had to use her fingers and rub her pussy. Then she was told to play with her clit. 

	Finally he said, “stick fingers into cunt.”

	She knew she’d get wet. The more she could feel the stares of the black men out beyond the lights....the more she played with her pussy....the more humiliated she felt and the more her “faucet”, as she herself called it, started to run. Wet, squishy noises and “pussy farts” were soon heard. There was a low murmur from the crowd and Kamau held up his hand to quiet them down. Amala’s performance was having its effect.

	“Cum,” she was commanded.

	She began. She ran a fingertip along the crease between her labia and legs and the creases between her buttocks and legs, inching closer towards her pussy. The men got very quiet and watched mesmerized now. She gave herself light caresses, delicate touches with her nails, then firmer, gliding finger-tip strokes. She worked her clitoris...using the pads of her index and middle finger to rub it. Then she went to using her middle and third finger together in an up-and-down and side-to-side, circular motion. 

	She started slower then went faster - cycling slow-fast-slow-fast, with her fingers pressing down hard. Sweating now, she ground her hips against her fingers and stuck two fingers on her left hand in her cunt hole. Frigging herself harder and harder...she came. She was moaning and then as she got closer to cumming - she

	cried out. Not every man had seen a woman masturbate, so this was a treat for the workmen.  A thousand Asian men who would purchase this video would be titillated by her routine too.

	Afterwards, she was embarrassed and kept her eyes down. Shun told her to stand and two of the privates dashed off to get something. Turning to someone in the crew, Peng, the director, asked if all was in readiness, and when he was told that there was to be a slight delay, he stopped production and Mosi escorted Amala back to the office. The crowd groaned and booed. Munyambu didn’t care about this. He knew he had a real eye opener for them. If Peng’s crew would just get their act together. For instance, the still photographer had not captured Amala’s stripping and her masturbation at all.

	“Kang,” Peng yelled....

	“Coming boss,” the man replied. He was a small young Chinese teenager....and he was pulling a little device. It was a small wheeled bench..... a trolley. 

	“Sorry, boss, we were just making sure the wheels could lock,” he said to Peng in Chinese, by way of explanation.

	“OK....let’s get the show on the road,” Peng said impatiently. 

	He conferred with Munyambu telling him that the crowd noise was a problem.

	“You have to control them,” he said to the Chief Inspector.

	“OK....don’t worry about that...You just do your job,” Munyambu said.

	One of the Chinamen, playing a private, came in holding a plastic bag carefully in one hand. The Chief Inspector turned toward the door that opened to the yard.

	“Where’s Simba,” he asked no one in particular?

	Someone quickly answered him, “He’s bringing the dog. He’ll be right here.”

	Munyambu said to Gachie and said, “go get the slut.”

	He trotted off and came back leading Amala. She had a awkward rest in the office. It was an uncomfortable interlude, with her standing there naked and self

	conscious after having pleasured herself in front of 15 strange black men....and on camera! The crowd, who had begun to drink from a couple of smuggled-in bottles had also begun to smoke. When Amala re-appeared, they began to stomp, hoot and holler. Munyambu raised his hands to quiet them down.

	“I promised you a special show. And now you’re going to get it. First we’ll put our star on the “trolley”. You’ll see why in a moment. When the camera is taping – KEEP QUIET.”

	Peng, cued his crew and when he was sure they were ready, he yelled, “action.”

	Shun and his men then took Amala by the elbows and got her up on the platform. They made her bend over the trolley and lie down. There was a hump on one end and when they got her lying down her tits were hanging down on either side of the narrow end of the hump and her hips and ass were elevated. They bound her wrists and ankles to the sides of the “trolley” so it looked like she was riding it. Kang made sure to lock the wheels, so the trolley wouldn’t move. Amala started to sweat again. 

	Shun knew that he would get some grease onto Amala’s pussy first. Then he would cue Mingyu to wipe Amala’s pussy with the sponge he had in the plastic bag. It was saturated with the juice from the vagina of a female bitch in heat. Mingyu would be responsible for getting the juice all over Amala’s pussy. Shun opened a can of white cooking grease and scooped out a dollop with two fingers. 

	Shun advanced on Amala giving it his best Asian villain routine. He rubbed the grease all over her pussy. And then stepped aside for Mingyu who had put on a rubber glove and took the sponge soaked with the bitch’s vaginal secretions. Signaled by Peng, Mingyu anointed Amala’s pussy with the pungent discharge. Then the door to the yard opened and framed in the bright sunlight was a man wearing camouflage fatigues and a black ski mask, leading Gebhuza. 

	It was Simba, made up to look like a mercenary. The dog looked massive...and as soon as the men saw the animal they began standing and cheering. Amala mounted on the “trolley” could not see behind her. She was facing the wrong way. The men watched Simba lead the dog over and they knew. They were going to see a dog fuck an Indian woman. 

	Amala swiveled her head from side-to-side, trying to see. As Simba got closer and the dog smelled the bitch’s slime on her pussy, it began barking. This was the first indication as to what she was facing. Very quickly, Simba paraded the dog around the platform. It was not an easy task. The dog smelled “bitch-in-estrus” and that meant a hot mating. Simba had to keep pulling the dog by the choke collar. As he led the dog around the platform, it barked and pulled against the leash. Amala stared at the dog in sheer terror and shock.....

	Kamau raised his arms and got the men in the audience to sit down. The mob, excited by the prospect of what was to come, slowly got back into their chairs. Amala began pleading, but no one was listening to her. After having gone all the way around the raised platform, Simba brought the dog to a spot about two meters behind the trolley. Shun told Amala the dog was going to fuck her. She stared horrified and then began screaming and crying. 

	No acting on her part. She was in shock. Simba let the dog get closer to Amala to smell her; and the dog went wild. He had to use the choke collar to control the animal. He did this several times. The idea was to “tease” the dog and this made its balls produce even more semen. If it was not allowed to mount her right away, it’s testicles would load up.

	So, when Gebhuza lunged forward to try and mount Amala, Simba pulled the animal off her before its cock penetrated her. The dog’s cock had dropped and some of the men in the audience pointed, and talked excitedly among themselves.  Simba let the dog get close three times before he let it stick its nose in her crack to sniff her. This got Gebhuza really crazy. It got its big, black, wet nose right THERE and Amala gasped. Then, its big, pink, paintbrush of a tongue began lapping at her smelly, wet cunt. And to her shame – it felt GOOD! They got some of this on camera and the still photographer got some great shots too. Simba pulled the beast back the final time.

	It’s cock was now fully erect. It had emerged from its sheath and protruded obscenely. It was bright red and mottled purple with veins bulging and already drooling slime. 21 centimeters long and thick, with a knot that was as big as two figs. Chang got in real close with the hand-held to grab close-ups of the dog’s monstrous cock.  Amala kept swiveling her head around to look.  One part of her wanted to blot it all out...and another part wanted to see the monstrous penis. 

	She caught a glimpse of the cock spurting little geysers of pre-cum and gasped. She had nothing in her experience that could have ever prepared her for this...She began to beg and plead for this ordeal to be spared her, but it was hopeless. Mingyu was in the shot.... on the far side of the trolley.  He had a birds-eye view. He was excited as a young monkey. Kamau stood with Munyambu enjoying what they had put together. All in a day’s work, as the Chief Inspector would say. 

	Finally they let the dog mount her. As Gebhuza was positioned behind her hips again, and then released, it jumped on Amala’s back. Its front paws awkwardly grasped at her ribcage and then slid back to hug her hips. Then it began to hump its hips trying to get its cock in her hole. The dog’s knot, at the base of the shaft looked big and some men wondered aloud if she could take it. But, as soon as the dog found her hole with the tip of its cock, it drove it in. Amala cried out as the dog’s cock entered her. And then the dog drove in and out of her like a demon. 

	The dog convulsively hugged her close to itself and slobbered.... it’s drool splattered her back. The animal never stopped its spastic, raging thrusting in and out. It was an obscene parody of human sex. Poor Amala was now dripping with sweat.... from her face, neck and underarms - even her back got wet as the dog fucked her mercilessly. It fucked her like a demented machine. Chang stayed in close catching the dog’s cock like a high speed piston in a cartoon....going in and out like crazy..... and her pussy being pounded.... and then he cut to her face for her reactions.

	The beast’s knot grew bigger. It had been bumping up against her pussy.... crowding her hole. The actors edged in closer to look at the knot as it was right at her vaginal opening. Simba had moved in closer on the far side to see it close up too. It looked gigantic now and as the animal, following its instincts, kept struggling to get the knot into her vagina, the stretching pressure on the sphincter made Amala grunt and groan like an animal herself. The knot now looked as big as two large lemons at the base of the ugly shaft. 

	Finally, it popped inside; and Amala howled. The mouth of her vagina had been stretched like she was giving birth. One minute the big knot was outside her shaved pussy and then, it was inside. Those who thought that her vagina wouldn’t take the knot watched in awe. Money changed hands; some men had bet she wouldn’t be able to take it. Fully inside her now, Amala soon began crying out louder and louder as it pressed on her G-spot and urethral sponge in the most insistent, demanding way. 

	It was all the way inside her sheath stretching the pocket with the tip pressed right up against the epicenter.  She was soon crying out like a mad woman.  The knot, now fully inside, filled her, and the tip spurted hot cum incessantly. It’s cum hotter than a man’s. The shaft pulsed and vibrated since the dog had stopped humping.

	Gebhuza just stood still as its cock spurted and throbbed inside her.  Amala felt the hot tickle of an approaching orgasm. As the dog’s cock vibrated and jetted hot cum, her whole pelvis seemed to convulse and contract. Her vaginal muscles involuntarily squeezed the dog’s cock and she came so hard she almost passed out. Her cries went up two octaves when she came.  The scene, while sickening, was too hot for words...

	The knot, at times, almost seemed like it was trying to come out. But it was in too deep and it was too big. Then when she squeezed her vagina, the knot was pulled in a little deeper. This put a lot of pressure and friction on front wall of her vagina and she kept having one orgasm after another. The animal’s cock kept spurting HOT, WATERY, BESTIAL CUM deep in her hole . Its organ and its semen were much hotter than a man’s. Throbbing and squirting..... it was the maximum fuck tool to keep a human female having multiple orgasms. 

	Her sexhole had become a volcano. The knot held the hot cum inside her and pressed devilishly on the front wall of her vagina. And unlike a man, the dog sprayed and jetted hot cum continuously. The knot kept them locked and she kept cumming - over and over again. She had continuous orgasms for 10 minutes. The men sat there drinking and smoking and enjoying the show while she was mounted and had her orgasms.  And all captured on tape. Her body shook and writhed on the trolley providing clear evidence that she was “fuck happy”. It was so intense, she almost fainted. 

	Seeing her facial expressions, listening to her uncontrollable shrieking was great for the tape. Amala had been degraded to the level of “dog fucker”. No lower debasement could be imagined.  When Amala stopped cumming, she felt the dog pull back. This hurt as the knot was well embedded in her hole, just behind her pubic bone. Then, to the men’s surprise and pleasure, with the animal “tied” to her, the dog quickly spun around so that it was now facing away from her but still joined. The men reacted to this and Kamau had to raise his arms again to quiet them down. 

	Kang came forward and released the brakes on the trolley’s wheels. The dog began moving which pulled Amala along mounted on the trolley. It was an obscene spectacle....Gebhuza lurched this way and that....pulling Amala along by its cock and knot embedded in her pussy.  Some of the men in the audience called the dog trying to get it to move even more. The horror of a woman being pulled along like that tied to a dog by its cock around the platform with men cheering..... Chang got the whole thing on tape. Simba got in front of the dog and called to it,

	encouraging and leading the animal all around the platform. Amala moaned like a sick cow as she was towed. I t was a thoroughly indecent exhibition. Eventually, the knot shrank, the dog’s dick came out and the show was basically over. 

	Gebhuza’s cock was still impressively engorged. Now the colossal, hideous thing which had been inside Amala could be seen. The whole grotesque, ugly thing had been in Amala’s vagina. Men marveled at its size and shape. Chang moved in close to catch a final shot. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Simba snapped a lead onto the dog’s collar and lead the animal away.

	Still bound to the trolley ...Amala panted like a dog herself. 

	She was wet, sticky and sloppy everywhere from her lower belly down her thighs and all between her ass cheeks. Semen and her secretions oozed from her hole and ran down her thighs or dripped to the platform. Her hole, now that Gebhuza’s cock was gone, was open, red and swollen. Shun put a bowl down to catch the slop as it drained out of her sex-hole.

	Kang and Mingyu supervised her release from the trolley and then Shun made her kneel with her hands behind her head. She was shaky and trembling but he got her to open her mouth. He made her drink what was in the bowl....a half cup of clotted slime, as an extra added attraction. The scene came to an end. Munyambu then made an announcement. Anyone who wanted a blow job from the “star” could have one for cash. He held up ten fingers indicating 1000 Kenyan shillings. Eleven men shuffled forward holding fistfuls of paper.

	Kamau kept Amala on her knees and she obediently sucked off each man in turn. Chang shot the whole scene as a bonus tape. Mingyu came over to watch the Indian mother as she kissed, licked and sucked each man’s straining black erection. She did it dutifully. Some she just sucked and others face fucked her. But each man got to ejaculate in her mouth. She had to swallow it all, of course. 

	It was only then that she was permitted to dress so Gachie could take her home. The afternoon’s fun and games had only taken 3 ½ hours. Gopal at dinner later that night would wonder why she was so tired. She excused herself and went to bed early. Pallav kept his mouth shut and didn’t say anything. He had already jerked off once that day thinking about what they might have done to his mother and would masturbate two more times before he fell asleep later that night....After all what boy’s mama performs like a kutti (A woman who behaves like a female dog in heat.) in porn videos?

	Dr. Omondi

	Chief Inspector Munyambu made a decision about a year after he’d first snared Amala. She had begun to bore him. She was earning money for him, but he had grown restless. His plan was to have his crew impregnate her. He was motivated mostly by a desire to impose a final humiliation on Gopal. The humiliation they would both suffer when their families and friends discovered that Amala had given birth to a black baby would be priceless. She would be totally devastated. 

	Amala was a fairly dark-skinned Indian woman and had striven to marry “light”. She was very color conscious and had always dated men lighter than she. Gopal she selected as a mate because he was such a light-skinned Brahmin. She was pleased when Pallav turned out so light and bright. For her to bear a black child would be the most severe humiliation. The social ostracism and personal shame she’d suffer would be enormous. 

	Munyambu broke the news to Amala in her home. He told her what he had decided, what he expected of her and how it would all go down. He told her he would schedule an appointment for her to go to “his doctor” to remove her IUD. Then she would have her ovulation cycle charted and when she was at a peak to become pregnant, she would make herself available for a “breeding party”. Then and there, his crew would fuck her silly. Gopal would have to be available too to act as her “second”. She would have to carry the baby to term knowing all through the pregnancy that she was carrying a black child. She would be expected to deliver a healthy baby. He also expected the couple to raise the child as they raised Pallav. 

	Munyambu knew he’d be able to sell her ass when she was pregnant to everyone he was selling her too now anyway. Whether it was a soldier at the base, cops or wealthy foreigners, a pregnant Indian woman would actually command a premium. This meant he wouldn’t lose any revenue. The more he thought about it, the more he realized that when she was lactating would prove to be a bounty too. A nursing mother would fetch plenty of cash from Middle Eastern and European customers in particular. So, he told her what she had to do. He explained that he wanted her to report to Dr. Omondi at a certain clinic. When Amala got the news and digested it.... she began sobbing.

	“Oh God, you can’t be serious,” she said. A BABY.....I’d have a black baby...”

	The look of horror on her face brought a warm feeling to the Chief Inspector. 

	“Yes, you will. A second child will be good for you. You’re healthy and one more before you’re forty is good.”

	“But, it’ll be .....b...black,” she stuttered. “I can’t.....I CAN’T!”

	“Yes, it will and you will,” he said, suppressing a smile.

	His casual indifference actually masked his enormous pleasure at forcing this on her. Amala shuddered and sobbed some more. Gopal was so stunned that he called the Chief Inspector. He started to beg, but Munyambu cut him short.

	“This is the final payment on your debt,” he said.

	Gopal asked if this were really the truth.

	“Yes,” answered Munyambu. 

	Gopal could only hope and pray that the Chief Inspector was letting him go finally. But what a price to pay! Amala would have to go and see the doctor who ran a clinic. She cried for days, but in the end, she went. She was grateful that Corporal Mosi picked her up and took her to there. When they went inside, it was busy and crowded. Poor black women, squalling babies and kids were everywhere. Mosi smiled and told her to sit down. There was nowhere to sit. Amala dressed as Munyambu had specifically told her to: Western clothes.... the shortest skirt and the tightest most revealing blouse. She clutched at her exposed throat unconsciously. She felt very vulnerable.

	Mosi came back with a medium tall, skinny man wearing glasses. He was middle-aged and wore a rumpled, soiled white coat. He was smoking a cigarette and had a stethoscope hanging around his neck. He had one crooked eye and was a most disturbing sight to Amala because he looked like a baggage handler at the airport....

	“Ah....yes....from Chief Inspector Munyambu,” he leered at her, smiling as he realized who and what she was..... “Well, go to room 5....down the hallway,” he said pointing, “and get undressed. I’ll be in soon.”

	Mosi stayed put and grinning at her plight.... pointed down the hallway to Amala. She gulped and started walking. The door was closed and she grabbed the handle, turned it and went inside. There was a gynecologist table with stirrups and an overhead light. A tray sat on a metal pedestal next to the table. There was a cabinet on the wall to her right and a small sink on the opposite wall. A series of hooks on the wall told her where she would be able to hang her clothing. Amala was filled with anxiety and embarrassment. She was afraid that the examination would be unpleasant and humiliating. The whole experience felt bad....at that point and the exam hadn’t even begun. There was no chair. She wanted to sit down and wait for the doctor, but with no chair she just stood there stupidly. She kept shifting from one foot to another. Finally, the door opened and Dr. Omondi came in. There was no nurse with him. Amala had always been used to her own doctor, a man, being accompanied by a nurse. 

	“I’m going to have to do a thorough exam. It’ll be somewhat....um.... ‘invasive’. You understand, don’t you,” he asked her peremptorily? “It will be a little painful at times....but, that’s how it is,” he said unsympathetically.

	Amala didn’t even nod. She felt sick. He was still smoking a cigarette, which as she watched, he dropped to the floor and crushed with the toe of his shoe. She noticed that his shoes were scuffed and worn.

	“Take off all your clothes,” he said to her brusquely.

	Amala felt like a bug getting ready to be pinned to a board and examined. There was no screen so she had to disrobe in front of him. He had left the door partially open and when she asked about that, he brushed off her concern. She began to take off her clothing. He stared at her, like no medical professional had ever done. He made a comment that she was dressed, “a little slutty, like a ‘whore’.” Amala felt like she was going to cry.

	Munyambu made her wear what she had on.... He took her clothes as she stripped and hung them on the wall hooks. Amala was wearing no stockings but when she got down to her shoes, he told her to take those off too. As she stood there with her arms by her sides, she had to stifle the urge to cover herself. She felt so naked. He looked her up and down as if she were a piece of meat. 

	“You have big tits,” he said to her. “And you’re hairy,” he said chuckling.

	Amala felt very violated. He instructed her to get up on the table. Amala did so feeling very awkward. When she was lying down, he made a little motion with his hand that she should get her legs up in the stirrups. Amala inwardly groaned because as soon as she did, her whole genital/anal area was exposed to him.

	He then went around the table and began strapping her down. Amala looked up at him alarmed. She tried to protest, but he silenced her by telling her that it was “regulations”....to prevent a patient from “falling off”. Amala was not reassured. She was suffering. Once she was secured (he had buckled leather straps around her wrists, ankles, above her knees and her waist) she was dismayed when he opened the door. 

	It had been open just a crack, but now he threw it open all the way.  Her privacy, her dignity as a woman was of no meaning to him and by this gesture, he was showing her how he felt. The foot of the table faced the doorway and there was a steady stream of traffic going by. Without even coming into the room, anyone who passed by could see Amala’s vagina and anus.

	“You’ll excuse me....I’ve got to make an important phone call,” he said and then quickly left. 

	Amala groaned as she was now naked on the table with the door open. Actually Doctor Omondi had mentioned to the cleaning men, the porters and the clinic’s handyman that he would be examining an Indian woman in room 5 about 2pm that day. Soon, a steady stream of black men came trooping by. Some just walked by slowly. Others stopped and gaped. Some made comments which Amala heard. Amala felt like she was being raped. Two older men actually came in and stared at her pussy, so vulnerably displayed. Amala closed her eyes. She knew it was pointless to say anything.....

	The Doctor returned and went immediately to the cabinet. He began pulling out a variety of stainless steel instruments. He brought them over to the tray next to where Amala lay. As he stacked them there, she was filled with dread. There were needles, speculums, probes, alligator clips, clamps and sounds of every size and description. She wondered which of these he would use on her and she shuddered visibly. Her sex organs lay open and defenseless between her thighs. 

	It was then she notice the transformer perched on a shelf just below the tray to her right. He examined her breasts and made a comment about their size. And then he took his time examining her nipples. It was only after they had become erect that he concluded his examination of her mammary glands. She was very embarrassed that they had gotten erect and he had made a comment about that too.

	Next, he said something about the odor of her genitals and Amala experienced a moment of doubt and shame. Every woman worries about that, but she had scrupulously showered that morning. Then, he went to the cabinet and brought out a camera. He began taking photos of her pussy and asshole. When she asked him what he was doing, he said, “it’s confidential.”  Amala was left to wonder, ‘are they for his personal use?’ That thought sickened her....

	Then he went over to the cabinet and got a small metal bowl and went to the sink and filled it with cold water. He placed it on the tray. Then he pulled on a pair of latex gloves and went down between her legs. He began to touch her there. He examined her external labia and then separated and pulled on her small sex lips. He checked her urethra and her clitoris. He inserted a finger into her vagina.

	“You have big one! I’d say it’s been stretched some,” he said, rooting around and humiliating her even more.

	Then he got up and retrieved the speculum. It was one of the four-bladed kind and actually a size too big for Amala. Her vagina was tight...partly due to fear and shame. And after having been immersed in cold water for a bit, when he tried to insert it into her hole, it was hard going. He sounded exasperated as he shoved it in. Finally, Amala’s vaginal sphincter gave way and it sank in. He kept pushing until he had it fully inserted. Amala found herself groaning. Then he opened it.

	And that’s when Amala began yelping. He ignored her cries and screwed it open as far as it would go. He dilated her vagina completely. It was far more open than was natural for her. In fact, it would have been impossible for him to have opened her birth canal anymore without tearing her vaginal sheath. He could have put his whole hand inside her....she was that open. She panted like a dog too long in the sun. And interspersed with the panting were her groans of utter, excruciating agony.

	Finally her groans subsided into moans and whimpers. Then he began rooting around looking at her cervix. He hemmed and hawed as he worked. He checked for the string ends of the IUD and couldn’t find them because they had been cut too short. (No use irritating a penis her gynecologist had decided, but with Amala’s encouragement too.)

	Dr. Omondi could have removed the IUD without dilating her cervix, if the strings had not retracted into her uterus. He would have been able to seize the strings and pull the IUD out at an angle. But, he was as sadistic as Munyambu (which is partly why the Chief Inspector utilized his services). Having to go inside her cervical canal would hurt her more.  He grunted to himself in satisfaction as he sterilized a sound to confirm the IUD was still inside. Ignoring her cries, he dilated her with a probe and worked a pair of tweezers like clamps into her cervical canal. Without anesthesia, Amala felt sharp pains and cramps that made her belly muscles ripple in agony. Locating the IUD, he pulled it out.

	“OK,” he said when it was done.

	“OH GOD....OH GOD....OH....THANK GOD,” Amala muttered ....feeling that this was worse than a root canal without Novocain.

	Painful Procedures

	“I have some more checking to do,” he said, worrying her anew.

	He sterilized another sound and worked it into her urethra. Amala squirmed in discomfort with the violation. But he was not done. He kept picking up thicker sounds and working them into her delicate piss tube. Each time making her writhe in her bonds and cry out at the uncomfortable invasion. 

	“We may have a problem here,” was all he said by way of explanation.

	When Amala began begging him for more information, he just ignored her. She looked up to see that a man, a workman of some sort, had wandered into the room and was standing just inside the door watching her being worked on. She tried to protest, but as she began to say something, the man left. The doctor finally picked up a corkscrew shaped device and as he held it up, Amala could see it. It looked like a torture device more than one to be used in a medical procedure. He bent over and began to work the tip into her stretched and sore urethra. He twisted it, grunting with the exertion, until he had gotten it all the way in.....all the way to the entrance to her bladder. 

	Feeling resistance there, he gave it another half turn and it popped thru the sphincter and went inside. Amala groaned in pain. Instantly her bladder began emptying. The device was hollow and the doctor held up a small metal pan to catch her urine as it began to flow. He pulled out a shelf on the front of the table and set the pan on it. With the corkscrew shaped catheter in place, Amala continued to urinate involuntarily. One of her bodily functions had been taken from her. Then, Dr. Omondi began to focus on her clitoris. 

	“I see a big problem here,” he said as he pushed back the thick prepuce covering Amala’s large nubbin.

	“What...what is it,” she asked nervously?

	“Oh....it’s a problem, and if I don’t treat it today, it will become one. It’ll be painful,” he said, not helpfully....

	“Can I have some anesthesia,” Amala begged?

	“Oh....there’s no one like that on duty here,” he said quickly.

	He began to have some fun with her then. He pulled back the clitoral hood with a pair of haemostatic forceps and then began scraping the shiny, sensitive surface of her clitoris with a probe. Amala began squirming and writhing. He went in under the hood, pushing and slipping the thin edge of the probe as if he was trying to release any adhesions he found there. Soon, she was in agony. 

	It was sheer misery as the thin membrane, which didn’t respond well to a lot of direct contact with a finger tip, was being chafed thoroughly. He took his time and irritated the whole surface with the probe until it was RAW.  Following this, he dipped a cotton swab into rubbing alcohol and daubed and mopped the abraded bud, making her howl in anguish. 

	“It’ll sting a bit, but you won’t have any infection,” he said, solicitously.

	Amala couldn’t hear him. Bound as she was to the table, she was humping her hips up and down and wiggling like a hooked fish. Yelling and then making unintelligible sounds in her throat. When the venomous sting had subsided somewhat, he removed the forceps allowing the hood to partially cover her sore clitoris. But then, he used the forceps to clamp the clitoral shaft. The forceps compressed her clitoris and Amala’s hips came up off the table again like she was trying to fuck. She moaned in anguish.

	“Last thing,” he said to her. “Some electro therapy and you’ll be as good as new,” he said smiling at her.

	Without another word, he attached an alligator clip to the forceps on her clitoris (it was the “positive” terminal) and another clip to one to her left labia (the “negative” terminal). He went to the transformer on the shelf under the tray and powered the unit up. When it was humming, and making Amala so nervous that she was afraid she would have a bowel movement, he twisted a dial to send current to her

	genitals. The shock was steady and became more excruciating in its intensity when he ratcheted it up to “6” on the dial. It could be set at “10”.

	When Amala’s crying became too loud, he got her panties and shoved them in her mouth as a gag. He turned the knobs down and then added a pulsing effect to the current. Amala twitched, drooled, throbbed and humped up and down like a madwoman. Snot ran from her nose. She jerked, shuddered, went into spasms and started convulsing when he turned it up to “8”. 

	He electrocuted her for another minute and then cut the current. He removed the catheter, pulled off the forceps and the clip on her labia. Then he unbuckled the straps holding her on the table. Amala, however, could not get up unaided.  She was “out-of-it”....and had to be helped. In fact, he had to call in two nurses to hold her up and help her dress. It was an extremely painful, humiliating and distressing experience. 

	Breeding Session

	Munyambu decided that Amala would be bred at the warehouse.  He had Mosi keeping track of her menstrual cycles with her peak ovulation times charted. The plan was to have her be available when she was ovulating and Munyambu would have Kamau, Zuberi, Tembo (a black baggage handler who worked at the Nairobi airport. He had an enormous dick and appeared in Peng’s videos.) Simba, Gatura, Gachie, Gacheru and Mosi, in that order, fuck her all throughout a two-day period. The men would fuck her as many times as their sexual stamina permitted to try and inseminate her. If she didn’t conceive, the session would be repeated when she was ovulating again. 

	The Chief Inspector thought it would be amusing to get her pregnant with her husband in attendance. He would be there as her “coach” and “towel boy”. Wiping her down, helping her to close her legs after each copulation to trap the precious semen in her vagina so she could become pregnant. ‘Amusing and humiliating,’ he thought to himself. Having to explain the pregnancy to her son, her mother and father and her in-laws....the possibilities for humiliation were almost endless.

	When she was ovulating, she had to report. She had begged and so had Gopal. But since he was unable or unwilling to part with any more cash, his wife would pay the ultimate price.  Mosi had put up an improvised sign that said, “The Bridal Suite”. This he mounted over the door to the office that they’d set up for the

	breeding session. The little room contained a single steel spring bed, with a mattress....sheets, two pillows and a single, thin white cotton blanket. 

	When Gopal arrived with Amala they were shown into one of the offices made up as the “waiting room”. Gopal was sick. He had never thought it would come to this, but Munyambu decided that this couple was extremely fun to humiliate. He hated Sikhs and Indians and degrading the couple over the past two years had given him lots of pleasure. The fact that Amala was so color conscious was perfect. She came to the session like a calf to slaughter. She had finally grown somewhat accepting of her role as a “slut”.  Frequent sexing by the Chief Inspector’s crew had callused her.

	Gopal had been destroyed by what had happened to them. His image of himself as a man, a husband and a father had been systemically obliterated. In pieces and stages he had been turned into a cuckold and puppet. Used for the amusement of a group of sick, corrupt men. He would never be the same. And Pallav had been imprinted, like a baby chick is imprinted by the first thing it sees after it emerges from the shell. He would always be fascinated by the crueler forms of sex.

	And attracted to women who bore a striking resemblance to his mother. Munyambu had told Amala to present herself as if she was going to her “wedding”. She did no such thing of course, but she did wear her best, sexiest lingerie and her hair and make-up were near perfect. She even wore perfume. When they sat there in the “waiting room” Corporal Mosi came by and even served them drinks. It was all very festive. Then Munyambu showed up.

	“Well, my dear....it’s time,” is all he said. He took her by the hand and escorted her to the “Bridal Suite”. Kamau was there .....grinning as usual. He toasted her from a glass he was drinking from. Amala kept her eyes down. Gopal hung back, unsure of his role other than what the Chief Inspector had told him over the phone.

	And then it began. No videotaping, just a bed and a line-up of virile black men all eager to have their sperm be the seed that filled her belly. Kamau went first and stripped her in front of her husband. She looked sexy and fuckable as ovulation had put a gleam in her eyes and sheen in her hair. 

	The big Sergeant got her naked on the bed and Amala defensively reached out to pull the sheet to cover her nakedness. Kamau stripped and got into bed next to her. He pulled the sheet from her and began fondling and even kissing her. Gopal was as shocked at this as anything he had seen Kamau do to her. Squeezing her tits, pinching and then kissing and sucking on her nipples, Kamau went about sexing

	her as if they were a honeymoon couple. He played with her until his dick was rampant and ready. 

	And Amala was soon ready too. Her “faucet”, as she called it, had begun running and she was soon wet....very wet. Kamau presently was mounted. He got inside her to the hilt and fucked her long and well. He put it to her so that she could feel it in the deeper recesses of her vagina. Soon, she began to grunt, moan and then cry out. To Gopal as he watched Kamau sexing her, it was obvious that she was getting ready to cum.

	It always broke his heart to hear and see her reach that wondrous place at the hands and cock of another man. When her cries got louder and it was clear that she’d cum, Gopal closed his eyes and silently cursed Munyambu. Soon, was obvious that Kamau was getting ready to cum too. His black muscular buttocks clenched and tightened and he ejaculated with a loud groan, sending his seed deep into Amala’s vagina.

	When he got off her, Gopal was “encouraged” to help his wife close her legs and pull them to her chest to trap the semen in her vagina. He had to stay with her that way until the Chief Inspector told him that it was “OK” to let her relax. Then was Zuberi’s turn. He skipped the kissing part and when he was erect got his dick into her fucking her hard to push out Kamau’s ample deposit. 

	He pushed her legs back and then got her ankles on his shoulder. He pounded her relentlessly and when he came, he pulled out and Gopal was told to help the mother-to-be hold onto the precious cargo in her vagina. It was very humiliating for husband and wife. Amala took sip of tea and then was readied for the next man.

	
Tembo came into the room. Gopal had not seen him before. He blanched when the big man strode in and began taking off his clothes. He was a big, blue-black man with a shaved head. 200 centimeters tall and 106 kilos. But it was his dick that gave both husband and wife pause. Tembo, a nickname, meant elephant in Swahili. He truly had the equipment of a pachyderm. 

	His dick was as thick as a beer bottle and it grew longer as he looked at Amala sprawled on the bed with a cunt full of semen. It grew and grew until it was a full 24 centimeters long. Amala groaned when he grabbed it and held it up to display it to her. Before he mounted her he wanted her to see what he was going to use to push everyone’s else’s semen out and leave his deposit in her so that his baby would fill her womb.

	He got her on her elbows and knees on the bed and got behind her. Gopal grimaced as he watched the man work his mammoth cock into his wife’s vagina. Tembo, at that point, pulled his dick all the way out and this made Amala whimper. One minute she was stuffed like a goose and the next, her vagina was empty. Holding it like a sword, he rubbed it up and down her open pussy. Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…easy at first…then harder, holding her brown thighs in his big hands and thrusting in and out. Gopal got embarrassed. He got an erection but he couldn’t take his eyes away from what he was seeing. He eyeballed the big dick going in and out of his wife’s sex. 

	Amala cried out, “OH GOD....OH GOD.....IT’S STRETCHING MY HOLE.”

	When Tembo went particularly deep on one thrust, Amala’s voice, like an opera singer, went an octave higher. She began to pant and hyperventilate. His big balls, which hung down pendulous like a bull’s, swung back and forth like a metronome. She groaned like he was killing her.  Gopal couldn't believe the sounds of pure lust and ecstasy coming out of his wife’s mouth.  Every few strokes, Tembo forced it all the way to bottom of her vagina and made her cry out. 

	In-and-out – HARD – again and again. It didn’t seem like it was going to fit inside. Then somehow it went all the way back in. Soon, everything....his dick, her pussy and her thighs and ass crack were wet and glistening with her vaginal secretions as she was juicing heavily on his elephant dick. A ring of sloppy cream formed around the base of his dick. Each time he pulled out, her labia seemed to grip the shaft. Choked with lust, she was barely understandable. 

	Her juices were smeared thick and nasty all over his dick. It glistened in the fluorescent overhead lights. Tembo pulled it out so just the head was inside. Then he fucked her with short quick strokes. She grunted came and ejaculated.... squirting her juice to wet his balls. Her husband could hear slurpy, wet sounds as the black man fucked her. There was a growing puddle which had drooled from her vagina down onto the sheet.

	Gopal could see her hole was stretched tight like a purple rubber band around his thick black dick. On the in-stroke, his cock dragged her labia into the hole. By now Amala was “fuck happy”. Tembo kept pounding her. The Indian husband could see the man’s black ass.... the big muscular cheeks clenching and relaxing.

	He sexed her slow and deep for awhile…all the way to the bottom of her hole and her vagina clutched at him convulsively, each time. Then he really pounded her for awhile.

	She began to cry out: a chorus of “uhs”, “ahs”, and “ohs” that got louder and louder until she was shrieking as she had a huge uterine-vaginal orgasm of epic proportions. He soon came with a roar just after this...filling her sexhole with a really large load. His balls went tight in their sack and his kinky pubic hair was mashed against her pussy. He pulled out and made sure to push her thighs together to trap his seed. Then Munyambu supervised getting her on her back to pull her legs up to her breasts and keep her thighs closed.  Gopal was given the job to help her. He wiped her brow. It had been a very powerful fucking.....

	Simba was next and he wanted her on her back again. His long dong, after Tembo’s, didn’t stretch her as much but fucking her skillfully, he made her cum. Then Gatura, Gachie, Gacheru and Mosi. The line of men were becoming a blur. And after each man had taken his turn, they began again. Breaks were taken to let Amala pee and take some nourishment, but Munyambu basically kept her on the bed with her legs spread. 

	The men fucked her steadily for several hours, then fatigue and boredom set in and they would take a break for dinner, a smoke, a drink and even some cards. Then one of them would get a notion and head back to the “Bridal Suite” to take another turn with her. This went on for two days. When it was over, Amala was exhausted. She had been fucked more than forty times. Filled to overflowing and beyond. 

	And at one point, when Zuberi was fucking her and tender thoughts of impregnation permeated her foggy, fuck happy mind, Amala cried out, to no one in particular, but with words that would cut her husband to the quick, “OH GOD FUCK ME...FUCK ME....FUCK ME....FILL ME UP...STRETCH MY PUSSY.”

	To Gopal it sounded like a woman whose raw female instincts had taken over. A female animal craving the male seed to impregnate her and fill her belly. It was one heart-breaking moment among many. When Amala went home she slept for 14 hours. She went to her doctor for a check-up afterwards. And then she missed her period. When Munyambu found out, he ordered her to go to Dr. Omondi - who confirmed Amala was very pregnant. 

	The next few months were the easiest emotionally. Oh, Amala grew sick in the third month in the mornings, but that was nothing compared to when she started to “show”. Everyone, in-laws, her parents, her sister, her friends and her husband’s associates lavished her with congratulations and good wishes. But Amala and her husband knew that in six months she would be faced with a terrible situation. How black would the child be? And if it were as black as Tembo, how would they explain it? 

	Amala’s breasts grew as her pregnancy advanced. She developed a dark “pregnancy line” down her tummy and her D cup tits grew to mammoth size. She had to buy bras that were a size 38E. And Kamau and Zuberi came over to fuck her as her belly grew. Munyambu liked to come over and have her give him a blow job. He even prostituted her during this time. There was a group of German businessmen, flower buyers, who came to town regularly to purchase Kenya’s top export, orchids. They were willing and able to pay for a woman’s “hospitality”. Munyambu brought Amala to the warehouse for a paying sex party one night. 

	Gopal was also required to be in attendance for this grand performance. The night was a wild affair. He had Amala strip and then she was paraded (she was seven months pregnant at this point and her belly was very big) and displayed for the Germans in a kind of auction. He announced her name, gave her measurements and had her sit down on a stool and spread her legs to show the Germans her velvety pink goods. 

	Deeply shamed to be exhibited with her huge belly showing and feeling awkward and ugly, she balked and became resistive. Following this, she was put on the “pony” to get her mind right and entertain the men. After this she had to “dance” for them and as a grand finale.... masturbate for them. Then he let each of them fuck her on a gynecologist’s table. Plenty of liquor flowed (the Germans were paying for it all) and Bruno, Frederich, Hans, Dolph and Gerhard had fun taking turns with her. 

	Gopal, stripped to his jockey shorts, had to do duty as a bartender, waiter and towel boy. The Germans were beside themselves as they watched Gopal humiliated at the Chief Inspector’s whim. To see him treated like a cuckold was a show in itself. When Gopal displeased Munyambu....some minor thing....he had him stripped and ball cuffs were put on him. Then, they made him “duck walk”. Following this, Gopal had to “clean” Amala’s pussy with his mouth. He had to lap up all the cum the Germans had deposited. 

	The debaucheries of the evening reached a high point when Bruno, the oldest, wanted to know if it were true that black men had huge cocks. Munyambu pointed to Tembo.  Hans then asked if they could see his mammoth organ. Tembo wasn’t shy about demonstrating his “superiority” to a white man. When he whipped it out, the five Germans began clapping and yelling. Well, it didn’t take long for them to implore Munyambu to let Tembo fuck the pregnant Indian woman while they watched and took pictures with their cameras. Munyambu, feeling good about how the evening had gone, told Tembo to fuck her first in her vagina and then in her asshole. It was very humiliating when she came twice in front of her husband.

	The Cow

	As her pregnancy came to a close, Amala was resigned to her fate. She hoped for a healthy baby and the process of carrying the child for nine months bonded her to the fetus growing in her womb. She delivered a healthy 3.8 kilo baby boy at Dr. Omondi’s clinic. The nurses had fun with her. On the gurney, there was a curtain draped over her just below her breasts so that she could not see her baby as it was born. When the baby’s head crowned and the baby emerged the nurses could see the child’s color and began laughing. 

	They came over to her side of the curtain and teased her unmercifully. When they presented the baby to her, she saw how black it was, but her maternal instincts dominated and she took the baby lovingly in her arms. Mother and child soon bonded. Amala immediately began nursing the baby, whom she and Gopal had named Chand. She wanted to name the baby Arjuna, the name of a son of Indra, but that name means “white” in Hindi and Gopal, being wiser and saner, prevailed. And so they chose Chand.

	When the baby was introduced to their respective families, everyone was so shocked that almost nothing was said, but tongues wagged and eyebrows went up. Everyone wondered privately what had happened. Both Gopal and Amala had made a pact to keep the actual facts of Chand’s birth a secret. Pallav accepted it. He was as shocked as anyone, but found the idea of having a brother appealing. He also discovered that he loved the infant. Munyambu was pleased too. He loved the powerful feelings he got making the Indian couple suffer; and lost no time in devising new humiliations for them.

	He found that selling Amala’s sexual services to his contacts in the police and military was now easier than ever. A lactating female was a prize. He brought her to the warehouse and put her on the auction block. Forced to strip naked, Kamau

	or Zuberi stood behind her as her measurements were being read off, and took her tits in hand. They squeezed them to make her milk spray. The men went wild. Amala was always stressed in particular in these situations as Munyambu would always order her to not feed Chand. She would be expected to show up with her tits full of milk. 

	Whatever the drill, by the time she went home her breasts were completely drained. One time he made her bend over and Mosi “milked” her into a bucket. If she produced a half liter of milk she would not be whipped with a tawse. Constable Nyarai knelt behind her and played with her pussy to make her cum and every time she did, her tits sprayed their precious milk. Amala wanted to keep her milk for Chand and these sessions were a torment. She was turned into a “milk cow”. When she was exhibited, they would milk her or make her spread her legs to show the velvety pink insides. The men would clap, stomp their feet, yell and the bidding would reach astronomical numbers that brought a smile to Munyambu’s face. 

	He and Peng put her, lactating, into a video. The script idea was that she had been captured by the North Koreans. The government was operating a restaurant in the capital of Pyongyang. The gimmick was that the restaurant featured dishes made from “mother’s milk”. Foreign visitors from China were paying handsomely for this exotic cuisine. To ensure that the restaurant had sufficient supplies of raw, fresh milk, the military had conscripted nursing mothers for the task. They had constructed a set in the warehouse to look like a “nursing stable”.  Basically it was a lighted enclosure with a bunk, a toilet, a basin and a stand where the “milk cow”....the nursing mother would be bound six to eight times a day to have her milk extracted.

	They brought Amala to the warehouse. She had been instructed not to nurse the baby all day. She hated the idea of allowing these men to take her milk. But her body betrayed her. Her breasts were hugely engorged when she arrived since they hadn't been expressed for 12 hours. She desperately wanted - indeed needed - someone or something to relieve the pressure and pain caused by the excess of milk in her breasts. She couldn’t have it both ways, and resigned herself to giving up her milk.

	Peng had everything ready. Shun was playing the “Colonel” again. He and his men treated Amala as if it were her first day as a “cow”. They made her strip. Then they played with her sexually. Because the brain plays such a large role in the release of hormones that produce milk, it’s normal for let-downs to occur in

	other situations as well. When Shun began playing with Amala’s pussy - sexually stimulating her....she got very wet and her tits started spraying milk. The harness cradled her in a semi-bent over position with her tits hanging down. The crew played a recording of a baby crying and this also caused a huge “let down” of her milk. They put an electric breast pump on her engorged tits. The machine was placed on a small table in front of her; and it had multiple pump speeds. Soon the milk bottles began to fill.

	Amala had gone so long without expressing her milk that she could be kept on the pump for awhile. Peng had the stationary camera mounted in front of her so that the sight of her tits being milked into the bottles was clearly visible. Here’s how her body responded to the machine: The suckling stimulated the nerve endings in her nipples and areolas, which signaled the pituitary gland in her brain to release two hormones: prolactin and oxytocin. The “happy hormones”!

	Amala soon felt waves of warm pleasure as she was milked. Peng had Chang, with the hand-held camera, moving around to film the machine pulling the milk from her titties, as well as her reactions. The emotions that played on Amala’s expressive face, with her big, brown eyes and full lips, were worth catching. She showed sexual pleasure, humiliation, anger, hurt, frustration and shame at her dripping, wet cunt, as she was treated like an animal and used as a sex slave. 

	Shun kept coming in and out of the scene. He played with her pussy, stroking her labia and rubbing her clitoris as this had two effects. It made Amala squirm and writhe and the amount of milk that flowed from her teats seemed to dramatically increase. The idea was that the “cow” was kept on the machine for many daily sessions to produce a required amount of milk. If she fell below “quota”, she would be “punished”.  Subjected to lots of hurtful, coercive things. The tape would be a big seller in the Far East, where Peng had distribution connections. Lots of men in China, Hong Kong, Singapore and Taiwan would find masturbatory delight watching a “milk cow” being used and abused. 

	In the first “session”, with her breasts so full, Amala produced a prodigious amount of milk – a half liter. Shun praised and petted her like a prized animal. Then he and his assistants made her suck their uncircumcised cocks filling her mouth and making sure she swallowed the semen.... her reward for a job well done. Shun laughingly made a comment that lots of cum made for rich milk.  The assistants all got a good laugh. Following this, he masturbated her, first by rubbing her pissflaps and her clitoris, then by finger banging her G-Spot to make her cum. This was also done to reward her for making “quota”. 

	The still photographer got some great shots too. Including some stop motion shots of milk spraying from Amala’s humongous tits. Chang let the camera linger lovingly on her huge, dark brown, almost black areolas topped with nipples of an even darker shade....and the size of cashews. Then Peng let the crew break for lunch. Amala was taken to an office, given something to eat and lots to drink; then allowed to rest. Two hours later they marched her back to the set for another session as a “cow”. She was put into the harness again and this time milked manually by the four privates taking turns. Two of them at a time... one on each tit; milking her into plastic buckets. 

	 

	They had been coached beforehand. They used their thumbs, index and middle fingers to form a “C” around Amala’s areolas. The pushed her breast towards her chest and then squeezed their fingers and thumbs together to roll the milk out. The script called for them, as teenaged soldiers, to have some fun with her and sneak some milk by nursing on her tits. Amala found herself embarrassed as they bent down and began suckling on her. Being raped was a terrible violation; but having her milk taken from her was abuse too. 

	Being videotaped made it worse. As the boys suckled on her breasts, they were stealing from her what was her baby’s. It was the ultimate defilement of her motherhood. And it was done with the idea of making her less than human - that she was a “cow”. The suckling had stimulated a “let-down” response and Amala’s tits produced milk, but since her teats had been emptied only a short time before, she didn’t meet “quota”.  Shun held up the buckets and began yelling at her. 

	“You no make quota,” he said to her.

	So, now it was time for “punishment”. Peng and Shun had a one-page script outline that called for Shun to force things into her asshole, whip her buttocks and cane her feet.  Amala was taken off the harness. The got her on the bunk on her hands and knees and Shun forced a thick rubber truncheon into her rectum. He oiled it first and then dipped it in ground, hot red pepper. Amala grunted and groaned as it was forced through both anal sphincters and then deep into her rectum. He redrew it, oiled it again, coated it with more hot pepper and re-inserted it. 

	He did this several times, admonishing her each time for failing to make “quota”. Very quickly, the pepper started to burn and was soon replaced by a virulent itching. After this, they tied her legs together and bent her over a barrel. Shun beat her with a thick prison strap on her buttocks. She was beaten until her

	buttocks were two raw slabs. Then they bound her ankles to a wooden pole and he beat the soles of her feet with a thin bamboo cane. This was the dreaded Falaka. She sobbed and screamed as this was real torture. She couldn’t walk when it was over. They spent the rest of the afternoon getting it all on tape, before the production finally wrapped.

	Epilog

	At one point, Munyambu made a present of the North Korean Brainwashing, Dog Trolley and Milk Cow videos to Pallav. He knew the boy would want to see his mother in action. He made sure to let Amala know about the gift too. The Chief Inspector’s control over the family lasted until 2010 when he himself was finally indicted for corruption by the Anti-Corruption Commission. Pallav was sent to the UK for college and his parents retreated into near seclusion following Chand’s birth.
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	Police corruption in post-colonial Kenya is a fact of life. Transparency International, a watchdog organization, ranks Kenya as the 11th most corrupt nation in the world. The average city dweller in Kenya pays 16 bribes per month. In 2007 a Jewish family was enslaved by a corrupt and depraved Police Inspector. 

	

	PART 3 - Elaine & Jacob

	Elaine met Jacob at the Sir John Cass Business School in London. He was a professor and she was his student. He was the smartest man she’d ever met. He was also 20 years older and had been married before. After Jacob and Elaine married, he brought her back with him to Nairobi. He really considered Kenya his home. They had a son, Aaron, in 2004. Jacob was Jewish, a small dark-haired man with a high sex drive.  Elaine was slim, dark, very pretty and also had a strong libido. Early on, she realized he had some peculiar ideas. He had the quirky belief that history showed Jews were destined to be a slaves, and most Jews were really submissive by nature and yielded to physical power.

	Yet he was a tireless, combative fighter by nature. A natural contradiction. His first wife was very traditional. His second marriage to Elaine allowed him to be a little more unconventional. Elaine, for instance, was curious about bondage and domination fantasies and games early in the marriage. Although they had some fun tying each other both realized something was missing. No matter how much they played or fantasized they realized that neither of them was dominant so it was never going to be completely satisfying.

	Then one of Jacob’s friends, a Dutchman named Erik, who often visited, one time after an evening together, grabbed Elaine’s butt and kissed her goodnight in front of Jacob. Elaine didn’t really think much about it but it did have an impact on Jacob. The friend did make more advances and then one evening he had sex with Elaine and Jacob sat in the living room and watched while Erik fucked his wife. 

	Erik grasped right away what was motivating Elaine and began to humiliate Jacob in little ways. He would tell Elaine’s to take her panties off with Jacob watching. Erik even made Jacob thank him for fucking his wife. One visit, Erik told Jacob to wait in the living room. He brought Elaine down from their bedroom an hour later. They had been in the couple’s marriage bed and poor Jacob had been listening to Erik pleasuring his wife. Erik told Jacob he had a present. He made Elaine spread her legs show hubby her cum filled pussy. Another time he made Jacob watch while he punished Elaine. First he spanked her and then hurt her nipples with his fingers. He pinched, pulled and twisted them cruelly. He told Jacob that Elaine was his slut and if Jacob didn't like it, he would, ‘teach him a lesson.’ Jacob couldn’t help himself from becoming aroused; and accepted the humiliation. When Erik ended up in a relationship the fun and games ended. 

	Jacob, as a professor at Strathmore University, was not a rich man and struggling to live in Kenya propelled him to come up with an idea to make a score. Basically it involved putting one over on the government. He had developed a scheme to sell sub-par land to a government agency for use as municipal cemeteries.  On paper it looked like a potential gold mine that would leave them wealthy for life. He had to rely on others though.  And, at some point, the right bribe didn’t get paid to the right people and the deal attracted police attention. He had a brilliant mind, but he was an unsophisticated criminal.  When the file came to Chief Inspector Munyambu Adoyo’s desk he pounced on it. 

	First Jacob was grilled and then threatened. Then a “bribe” was suggested as a way to get out of trouble. Jacob didn’t have much money, so the Chief Inspector decided, when he discovered how pretty Jacob’s wife was, that she would do just fine. He had Jacob brought in and explained the deal to him. Jacob hated what he was offered. The basic injustice of it all rankled him. He took an immediate dislike to Munyambu. The older man had an oily, sleazy quality to him and Jacob violently detested the idea of letting this thug push him around.

	So, it wasn’t long before Munyambu sent Kamau and Zuberi to lean on the Jew.  They approached Jacob in the darkened garage under the office where he worked. Jacob had just unlocked his car and was getting inside. Kamau told Jacob the Chief Inspector wanted payment, ‘or else’. Something snapped in Jacob. The situation degenerated into shouting match and then little Jacob pushed Kamau. The big man spun him around and punched him in the kidneys. 

	When Jacob cursed him, Kamau opened the door of Jacob’s car and with Zuberi holding him, slammed the door on Jacob’s left hand, breaking two of his fingers. 

	Jacob was soon whimpering and telling Kamau he’d be cooperative. They were under orders to bring him in and so took him to the Langata station. There he was stripped and thrown naked into a holding cell. The cellblock was filled with black

	men arrested for robbery, thievery, rape and mayhem. Jacob shivered and hid in the corner of the cell, frightened out of his wits.

	In the meantime, Munyambu sent Kamau and Zuberi to pick up Elaine. They were instructed to bring her to a warehouse on Pate Road. The Chief Inspector had an office there. He was in business with Lei Peng, a Chinese businessman who ran a TV production studio out of the warehouse. He had been doing fairly well producing porn for the Far Eastern market when Munyambu shook him down. Now they were in business together. Peng had benefited because before Munyambu had stepped in his productions only featured black “actors”. Since then, the Chief Inspector had provided some fresh white meat. A big-titted Englishwoman, her young, nubile daughter and a plump Indian woman had all become “stars” in porn videos Peng was now producing.

	The big sellers were a “North Korean” and an “African” BDSM series. The concept: bad guys in the North Korean Army or the military in an African country capture, torture and rape captives. The “victims” were originally black but now with Munyambu on board, the victims were white and Asian too. Hot variations included husbands and wives tortured with the wife gang raped and the husband forced to watch. The titles in Chinese and Malay didn’t translate well into English though. An example: A Terrible Tragedy Can Befall a Couple.

	In the meantime, Munyambu had decided that the Jew’s wife deserved some of his men’s “undivided attention” since her husband would be cooling his heels in jail for a couple of days. When they got her to the warehouse, they took her to the small office they occupied. There was only a desk and a few chairs and a metal frame bed leaning on its side up against one wall. The rest was file cabinets.  Elaine was scared. Munyambu introduced himself, and told her that her husband had gotten himself into a lot of trouble. He, the Chief Inspector, had offered to help and make her husband’s troubles go away. But her husband had not cooperated. He told her that she must pay.

	“What do you want from me,” she asked?

	“What do you think,” he answered?

	“What did my husband say?”

	“He took off for a few days. Leaving you to pay his bills,” Munyambu leered.

	Elaine didn’t know what to say....

	“Take her outside and tie her to a post. Give her a beating so she sees we mean business.”

	Elaine began reacting, but Kamau and Zuberi were too strong and just muscled her out to the yard. There they were joined by Gachie and Gatura who pulled off her clothes. They got her tits exposed and yanked her panties down unceremoniously around her ankles. The two men groped her freely now. Elaine had very dark brown hair, very white skin, pointy B-cup breasts, fairly full buttocks and a tummy that stuck out a bit with dark brown pubic hair between her legs. 

	Zuberi and Gachie began pinching and squeezing Elaine’s teats making her nipples erect. Stripped naked her breasts seemed smaller. But they were capped with very big nipples, medium sized areola, and her Venus mount was covered with a thick mat of dark, brown pubic hair. The Jewess was very pretty and the men’s eyes glowed with lust as they put their hands all over her tits, ass and crotch. They got her legs spread to display her pussy. The exposure of her hairy, brown anus made her blush from her breasts to her cheeks.

	They tied her by her wrists to a post. Then they stepped back to make room for Zuberi who displayed a traditional African whip, a sjambok to her.  This one was 90 centimeters long and braided. He made her shiver with fear before he began to whip her. He trailed the tip all over her cheeks teasing her with it. The first few blows on her butt, she was able to handle fairly well. But she screamed when the big Sergeant got the tip of the sjambok right on the sulcus, the crease between her butt cheeks and her thighs. The blow was so intense that her ass cheeks began twitching and quivering. He whipped her slowly, methodically.....making her hump the pole every time a blow landed. She hated herself for reacting, but soon she was squealing and humping the pole like a cat in heat. Soon, the pain and her humiliation was so intense that she began weeping.

	“Please don’t beat me anymore,” she begged after he had beaten her cruelly more than her thirty times with the long, thin whip.

	Munyambu finally came over.

	“Are you ready to spread your legs,” he asked her?

	His eyes held hers like he was the snake and she was a bird.

	“Y...y...yes, Sir,” she mumbled. She was virtually hypnotized. There was no choice in her mind, at this point, but to answer submissively.

	“OK.”

	They cut her down and dragged her back into the warehouse. By this time, all of the Chief Inspector’s “boys” had shown up. Kamau and Zuberi, Gachie, Gacheru, and Gatura....old Mosi and young Simba. Even the “giant” Tembo, who had become a star in Peng’s porn videos, was on hand. Elaine, naked, sweaty and scared was made to stand in the middle of a circle as the crew crowded around. They began pushing her from man-to-man. Each man took an opportunity to molest her in whatever way amused him. Some grabbed her nice full ass cheeks. Some insinuated a finger in between her legs or her ass cheeks. Mosi and Gatura squeezed her lemon-sized tits. Tembo played with her big, brown nipples. Munyambu grabbed her by the hair, slapped her face and verbally abused her.

	Eventually she ended up on her knees, weeping with humiliation. Zuberi took her by the hair and showed her the sjambok he’d used on her buttocks. He tickled her nipples with the tip to remind her that she was just a sex slave as this point, and if she didn’t comply she’d face another whipping. 

	Kamau, then took hold of her by her hair, pulled her face up to show her his up-curved black cock....the veins bulging. He soon had it nudging her lips. She began kissing, licking and sucking it without being told. They mobbed her and took out their cocks. She was surrounded by a forest of black dicks. She looked at all of them and whimpered.  Munyambu got her licking his old black dick as though she were slurping an ice cream cone.

	Without any further fuss, Elaine was prepared. The took her to the office and got the metal bed set up. They threw Elaine on the bare mattress. Zuberi and Tembo pushed her down until she was flat on her back with her hands above her head. Then they took hold of her ankles and lifted her legs backwards over her head. They pulled her legs so far over her head that her toes pointed to the wall behind her.

	With her legs back over her head she was totally open, exposed and vulnerable. Elaine felt like she was in a trance. Hands were all over her. Some held her legs holding her wide open and exploring her vagina. Elaine writhed as they teased and molested her. She was intoxicated by the musky, sexual odor of the black men crowding around her. She got aroused beyond belief as fingers stroked her inflamed, swelling clitoris. A second later, Elaine's cunt was opened by a cock that seemed unnaturally thick and of an unbelievable length. It was Tembo. His nickname was Swahili for “elephant”. His cock was as long and thick as a beer bottle. He was a big gorilla of a man...big and heavy boned.

	She wanted it, she realized. To be fucked like a whore, without any candlelight or romance. As she was fucked by Tembo, someone stuck his finger in her mouth, simulating oral rape.  Elaine soon got the pounding she expected and orgasmed before Tembo came, and again, and then a third time, groaning and crying out. She began screaming in an uncontrollable fit of passion as Tembo, with his very large penis, gave her a lesson in deep vaginal penetration. He finally pulled out. But it was only a changing of the guard, for Kamau, with a fairly big cock, buried his spear in her steamy sheath.

	This went on and on as Sergeant Zuberi, Corporal Mosi, and Constables Gachie, Gacheru and Gatura each took turns. Yet Elaine had “broken” and was now very submissive. For in the depths of her own degradation she had found a release beyond any she had known and discovered something about herself that would compel her very strongly in the months to come. She had discovered that while she was disgusted...there was something undeniable in the humiliation she felt, to be sure, but Elaine felt a combination of revulsion, confusion and submission - the feeling of being a victim. And she responded to it. Sacrificed and made into a receptacle for black male lust.

	When they were finished, her vagina was a sloppy mess. Elaine blinked up at the black faces looking down on her.  She noticed the flashes of white teeth as the men mocked her. An act of humiliation they reinforced by turning Elaine's head to one side to take the Chief Inspector’s cock. She took as much as she could in her mouth and sucked on it as though it were a nipple.

	After she'd had her mouth filled with Munyambu’s runny sperm, they had a new humiliation in store for her. They had been using her panties to wipe her drooling vagina after each man finished with her. At this point, Mosi shoved the soiled, disgusting garment in her mouth. Elaine was finally pulled to her feet, and allowed to take her messy garment from her mouth. 

	Nasty Games

	Munyambu had set up a new kind of a game with her. Kamau sat in a chair and enjoyed the pleasure of having her kiss, lick and suck his cock. She was soon kneeling and bobbing her head up and down in the his lap and licking his pendulous ball sack. Soon he was dribbling his pre-cum into her saliva filled mouth. Kneeling in front of the muscular cop sitting like a king in the chair, he held her hair in one hand as he did his best to suffocate her by pulling her mouth up and down on his curved, veined cock - again and again.

	Elaine was snorting and snuffling through her nose and feverishly stroking and patting his thighs with her fingers in a mute plea for mercy, until she was suddenly released to sit back on her haunches, dribbles and strings of semen and saliva running down her chin. She was ordered not to swallow the load. She was told to spit the semen into her hand and then lick it up.  It was a nasty, degrading, humiliating act.

	Kamau made her say that she was a, “cum loving slut”. Then Gachie took his place in the chair. Elaine was pushed towards him and quickly provided him with the same “hospitality” that she had provided Kamau. She was made to suck him to completion and lick his nut sack - getting it shiny with her saliva. She wondered how much time had passed already but had no clear idea when she had arrived at the warehouse.

	At one point they got her on the mattress again. Simba got on his back and Gachie and Gacheru lifted her up (she weighed only 51 kilos) and then plopped her down straddling Simba. He got his long dong into her wet pussy and the other two slapped her ass to get her moving. Soon, she was humping up and down on Simba’s glistening shaft like a shuttle on a loom. Sweat flew off Elaine as she worked herself on his cock, and her pointy breasts bobbed up and down prettily. Constable Nyarai, a female police officer, one of Munyambu’s crew, showed up and the others encouraged her to take part in using Elaine.

	The Kikuyu woman was second oldest on the squad after Corporal Mosi. She had, incongruously, been involved with the boy and girl scouts before her appointment to the department. But she was as mean and tough as any of the men. She was 45, of medium height and heavy-set. She had big tits, a fat stomach and a big ass. Her hair was cropped short and she had two gold teeth. She was laughing as the men sexed Elaine. And then Elaine cried out as someone began whipping her ass. Turning around, she saw that it was Nyarai. The woman's teeth were clenched in a savage grimace as she taken her belt off her trousers and was bringing it down again and again on Elaine’s upturned ass cheeks, showing no signs of hesitation or mercy at all. The pain was considerable and Elaine begged for her to stop, every trace of dignity being beaten out of her. 

	Mosi came over to enjoy Elaine's torment. Nyarai stepped back, happy as she had been able to get Elaine humping like a madwoman.  Simba, now very close to cumming, grabbed her hips and held her tightly against him as his passion exploded and he ejaculated inside her. After he'd finished, Elaine was pulled off him. 

	“Ride her face Nyarai,” Gatura said to the woman constable... laughing.

	Nyarai grabbed Elaine by her hair and slapped her face. This got her attention. She got very close to her and began talking to her in a low voice. The others didn’t hear what she said to Elaine, but right after that, she pushed the Jewess down and began to unbutton her navy blue pants. She pulled her panties down and fending some joking comments by Gachie and Mosi, she got on the bed and worked two, three, and then four thick fingers into Elaine’s stretched and slippery hole. She then tucked her thumb under her fingers and worked her entire fist into the Jewish woman. 

	Elaine felt her entire lower body spread with fire.  She was totally opened and stretched as the older woman spread her vaginal walls far apart. Elaine’ pussy throbbed rhythmically on the fist and as Nyarai worked it in and out, she began moaning and crying out. Nyarai wanted to make her cum to establish her hold over her, as the men had done. She forced her fist in deep to press against the epicenter directly. This made Elaine groan and moan. Then Nyarai twisted her fist slowly in Elaine’s birth channel. Taking her time, Elaine’s voice got louder and louder. Several of the men crowded around to watch the older black woman take the measure of the younger white woman. 

	“Watch how it’s done,” Nyarai said to the men as she began to pump her fist in and out with short strokes. Elaine began to go, “AH”... “UH”....and “OHHHHH”. This soon became a spiraling cadence and Nyarai made Elaine cum in bursts of sweet wet release as she fisted her expertly.  One woman knows another woman’s pussy. Now that she’d established her hold, Nyarai was ready to dominate Elaine completely. And that meant a total face-sitting, smothering experience. Elaine had never had sex with another woman before. She straddled Elaine’s head facing the Jewess’s feet. 

	Then she sat down, smothering Elaine who beat her small fists against the bigger woman’s black thighs.  Nyarai put her hairy pussy right over her face; and then put Elaine’s arms under her thighs so that she had her pinned and helpless. Her hairy cunt was scratching Elaine’s face and she couldn't breathe. Nyarai made her

	a “smother slave”.  Elaine, however, became extremely aroused. After the fist fucking and now the face sitting and smothering by the woman’s hugely hairy cunt, Elaine became submissive to Nyarai now as she had with the men. The older woman ordered her to work her lips and tongue around her twat, inside her hole. All of this forced mouthfuls of coarse pubic hair into Elaine’s mouth. As Nyarai ground into her, Elaine smelled her sexual aromas - all her dark musky smells. The extent of her own obedience and submission surprised Elaine.

	“Stick your tongue up my cootchie. Taste my juice? GOOD. Lick it up. Lick my clit, lick my clit - you stupid cunt. Now stop. Stick your tongue out, you're just toilet paper, I'm going to wipe myself on your white face, slut.”

	Nyarai moved back and forth, rubbing herself into Elaine’s face from her clit to her asshole.  Elaine’s nose, mouth and chin were being used hard as Nyarai humped her face. She came wetly all over Elaine’s face smearing her with a stream of smelly juice.

	“Alright, mzungu,(white person) lick my clit again, yes, ahh.....lick it. That’s a good pussy licker. You were born to eat my black cunt. I am so close. Now I’m gonna get off.”

	Nyarai lifted herself from Elaine’s sticky face and moved forward a little. The whole time she had been rubbing her clit and labia against the Jewess’s mouth and chin.  She wanted to come again, so she sat down again with no warning, grabbed Elaine’s head and pulled up.

	“Put your nose in my cunt mzungu, smell it. Now, get your nose and mouth on my asshole.  Lick my asshole. Wipe your tongue on my asshole.  Find my asshole, white girl and lick it! Ah fuck yeah, you found it. LICK IT, now lick it! Stick your tongue inside, yes, like that, ahhhh you slutty asshole licker. Yeah, I'm gonna cum all over your face... OH YEAH!”

	Nyarai was moaning, writhing, and humping Elaine’s face hard. She was smothering her. It was torture. She rubbed herself over Elaine’s nose, mouth and chin repeatedly making her use her tongue when it got to her vagina and asshole. Whenever Elaine’s licking became too lackadaisical, Nyarai punished her by leaning forward and slapping her face and yanking her hair. She smothered Elaine again and again; forward face sitting, reverse face sitting and side saddle face sitting. She loved the feeling of the Jewess struggling to breathe under her ass. 

	She ground and slid her pussy and ass back and forth on her face moaning louder and louder with each passing moment and working herself into an orgasmic frenzy. She came for what seemed like two minutes and Elaine could barely breathe. She gasped and struggled trying to breathe the air around the hairy, smelly pussy that covered her face.  Finally Nyarai lifted up and sat on Elaine’s chest, panting from the orgasm she had. Mosi and Gatura clapped at Nyarai’s performance.

	“You certainly know how to work a slut,” Mosi acknowledged with a wave of his hand. Nyarai smiled, showing the gold teeth in her mouth.

	Elaine looked up through red-rimmed eyes to see Mosi laughing at her with a bottle in his hand. He dribbled some of the liquor into her mouth. Then he poured some liquor over her thick patch of pubic hair, until the rum was running down her crack like a river. 

	“Drink up slut, you’re not done yet,” he said to her.

	Elaine looked over at Zuberi, now completely naked as she was. He was smoking and drinking. He sported another prodigious erection and was looking at her.

	“OH GOD, you’re not gonna fuck me again, are you? I'm so sore.”

	He laughed – not at all apologetic.

	“You’ve got such a big one,” she said, unable to keep herself from looking at his erect black cock.

	He fucked her again. So did Kamau and Tembo. When they were done with Elaine, she could barely stand. She had cum so many times her legs were shaky and she felt lightheaded. Gachie drove her home and made her give him another blow job in the driveway to her home. The next day they released Jacob. Husband and wife had a tearful reunion. And when they compared notes they realized that there was a new “Sheriff” in town and his name was Munyambu. Elaine wondered when there would be next time, a thought which was incredibly stupid. Munyambu could make her and Jacob do anything he wanted, anything at all. Not only did he hold her husband’s fate in his hands, he now “owned” her too.

	Tortured

	Munyambu called the couple and told them that he was going to put Elaine into a porn video. They were told to be ready. Someone would pick them up. They had no choice. Jacob was on pins and needles. Every time he thought about what was coming ...he thought about resisting. Then he would touch the cast on his left hand and wince. Then he would imagine both of them forced into outrageous and degrading acts. And that would excite him. Elaine, who had already been to the warehouse, was more settled about what was coming. Jacob had pestered her with endless questions. ‘Now, he’ll see for himself,’ Elaine thought to herself.

	That afternoon, Gacheru came by in a black car and picked them up. As they drove to Pate Road, Elaine’s pulse began to quicken and Jacob found himself sweating in the backseat of the sedan too....excited and worried about what was to come. When they pulled up, Elaine bent over and gave Jacob a kiss as if to say, ‘it’ll be OK.’ Inside, Kamau came up and smirked when he saw the cast on Jacob’s hand. Mosi joined him and then Munyambu came out of an office.

	“You’re in for a treat, Jew,” Munyambu said to Jacob. “Director Peng is taping a great, new porn video today. Your wife’ gonna be the “star”. The idea is that she’s captured by the North Koreans. They put her on a special training machine. I decided to let you.... “observe”. You just behave yourself and you’ll have no problems,” he said looking first at Jacob’s hand and then locking eyes with him.

	Jacob winced. He felt himself falling down a deep well. Whatever he had embraced in the past when it came to his sex life with Elaine, now he knew they were about to enter a new and scary phase. And it began when Kamau took Elaine by the elbow and steered her towards the lighted set, right in the middle of the warehouse. Jacob followed. Front and center was a gynecologist’s table and some other paraphernalia. Jacob, sweating and nervous, found his pulse racing when his eyes fell on the table. 

	Then several Chinese men approached. The one with the clipboard was Lei Peng, the owner of the production company and the director. The second man was a heavyset older man with a “Fu Manchu” moustache`. This was Han Shun. He had assembled the equipment to be used in this video and he was there to play the “heavy”. He wore a faux “North Korean” uniform with a Colonel’s rank on his shoulders. He was a quiet, but a cruel sexual sadist.  He and Munyambu had a lot in common, except that Shun was 10 years younger.

	Introductions were made and Peng explained the “script” such as it was. Actually, for a porn production like this, there was a two-page synopsis and not much more. The Chinese actors portraying Koreans were given a few lines and fed these lines on cue cards most of the time. Peng relied on the woman, playing the “victim” to provide realistic reactions. And, given the things that they made a woman do, this was not difficult. The opening scene had Elaine seated in a chair under a single light bulb....the dreaded “third degree”. Shun and three Chinamen garbed similarly surrounded her; and Shun played at grilling her for information. (This would appear as Chinese sub-titles on the tape) This was a very short scene. Shun motioned to the “privates” and they grabbed Elaine.

	“Strip her,” he told them in Chinese.

	As her husband watched from a chair, the men took off all her clothes. When she was naked, they hung her from a hook by her wrists. Then Shun squirted her from her shoulders to her thighs with clear lotion from a bottle. He rubbed this all over her back, belly, tits, ass, especially her crack, her crotch and her thighs. When she was glistening in the lights, he produced a cattle prod. It had a blue plastic handle, a 30 centimeter flexible shaft ending in a red plastic probe topped with two 1 centimeter aluminum prods. She was wetted and this would help the electricity flow. He handled it with a flourish like he was going to conduct an orchestra. 

	Shun began to apply the cruel tips to her buttocks first. Then her belly and finally he had one of the privates spread her ass cheeks so he could shock her on her anus. Chang, the mobile-camera operator, got close-ups of the prod being applied to Elaine’s big, brown nipples.  And, of course, they were excellent targets for them to torture. With her tits wet and exposed she shuddered at what she suspected was coming next. 

	He began treating her tits to little shocks starting at the top of each mammary gland and working around the nipples. He gave them little teasing touches or, more cruelly, he pressed it deep into her flesh. By the time he got to her big brown areolas, she was sweating, crying out and her resolve was weakening. He took a long time to work her big areolas over. Then he turned his attention to her nipples. 

	She began screaming, “not my nipples....not my nipples,” when he moved to shock her already sore tits.

	In the end, he worked on the nipples slowly and sadistically - just a touch, and then a longer one: one second.... two seconds. She passed out and had to be revived so he could continue the torture. He held the tip against each nipple, and then he pushed the tips against them...indenting the flesh. When finally Shun turned his attention to her clitoris, Elaine, who had been howling, began shrieking at the top of her lungs. Chang’s camera went from her crotch to her face capturing her anguish. Each time he shocked her clit, Elaine screamed. When he stroked the tips against the area between her cunthole and her clitoris and shocked her pisshole, Elaine lost control of her bladder and a golden stream of piss splattered on the concrete floor. This ended the scene.

	The next scene found poor Elaine tied hand and foot to a narrow bench. Shun asked her some questions which she was unable to answer of course. Then he covered her face with a thin, cheap man’s undershirt. He wrapped this tightly around her head. Then one private held her head while Shun poured a thin stream of water - almost a thread of water - on her nose and mouth. This suffocated her. It made her feel like she was drowning. Elaine gagged, sputtered, coughed and sobbed as this was “water boarding” pure and simple. Shun continued the scene. As a climax, Shun had one of the privates urinate on her covered face adding to Elaine’s suffering.  Peng, as director, finally called a halt. They had plenty of footage in the can. When they released Elaine, she was so disoriented that she seemed more an “automaton” than a human being. 

	As the two camera operators caught the action, Jacob squirmed uneasily in his seat.

	The script called for the North Koreans to sexually abuse their victim. And for the next hour, Shun and the three privates slapped and then raped Elaine in her mouth and vagina. They pulled and pushed her around like a doll and fucked her in every position you could imagine. Every ejaculation was caught on tape by Peng’s crew. Every sloppy invasion of her two holes....captured on video. 

	One memorable moment: Shun was balls deep in her mouth and reaching the entrance to her throat. One of the privates had his cock buried in the kneeling woman’s vagina. Another man was massaging her throat as Shun penetrated her to his fullest extent. Then they switched. Shun dashing to get behind her and the private scurrying to get his cock in her mouth. They did this like a game, taking turns with her fore and aft until they climaxed. Then Shun, who finally came in her vagina, withdrew and came over to stand next to the private as he came in her mouth. The scene ended with Elaine alternately cleaning Shun’s cock and the private wiping her semen streaked penis all over her face. The camera lingered on Elaine’s face as she completed the task.

	Jacob was shocked at what they were did to his wife in the video. He and Elaine, over the years, had talked about and even played with some extreme fantasies, but this was very real and very extreme. Jacob figured that they wouldn’t do anything to her that would permanently damage her. She was too valuable. But he worried about the emotional wear and tear on her. He was of two minds. He found the severe abuse of his wife extremely arousing. And he felt a tremendously guilty that he was aroused. Later he and Elaine talked about what happened to her and how he reacted. She caught sight of him with an erection as she was tortured and raped. She was surprisingly forgiving. Ever since their experiences with their neighbor Erik, both husband and wife had an “understanding”. In many ways, it was much easier for them as a couple than it was for the Braxtons or the Rangans.

	...And Brainwashed

	The next porn video, two months later, called for Elaine to be “brainwashed”. When they brought the couple in for this shoot, Shun supervised the boys strapping Elaine down to a gynecological table. She was propped up so that by looking at a mirror suspended over her crotch she could see what was going on between her legs.  When Peng yelled, ‘action,’ Shun masturbated her until she was wet and squirming. Jacob sat watching again with an erection. 

	Elaine had smallish areolas and her tits were only lemon-sized, but they were crowned with very big nipples.... the size of shelled peanuts. Shun attached adhesive pad electrodes to her nipples. Following this, he shoved a blunt copper rod into her wet sexhole. Finally, he greased a 12 centimeter stainless-steel dumbbell with a convex shaft and worked into her shit hole. Last, he clamped her clitoris, using a type of alligator clip. A black box, with its switches and dials, sat on a tray off to her left. 

	He put headphones on her and powered the machine up. Then he sent electricity into her tits. It felt to Elaine as if someone was pulling on them and then shoving needles into them. They became super erect and soon began to swell up. Eventually, her nipples, when the session was over, were blown-up grotesquely. Grinning, he flipped a switch and Elaine began jerking and twitching as the current surged into her clitoris. She began to get very juicy. Shun took hold of another dial, made a slight adjustment and Elaine began to whimper as the rod in her pussy came alive with hot, prickling sensations.

	He threw another switch and the current started “pulsing”. Elaine could feel it pressing on her G-spot and then because of its length, felt it deep in her epicenter. Shun fiddled with the dials and the sensations became very intense. Juice began seeping from her vagina. Then Shun powered up the circuit in her asshole.  Elaine moaned as the dumbbell began fucking her. It went in - and - out - in - and - out methodically. Elaine’s vagina began throbbing rhythmically in concert with the current flowing into her asshole and her clitoris. Jacob was beside himself as he watched the machine take hold of Elaine and stimulate her like she was a doll or a puppet. Shun now combined pulses and with other patterns, to work her G-spot and the epicenter from inside. Her juicy pussy drooled more with each combination. 

	He turned it up sending more amperes into her rectum and vagina. Elaine now alternated between staring at her pussy displayed in the mirror. (A cool shot that Chang made sure to get) to closing her eyes and moaning. She began to feel that she had just become.... her sex organs! She couldn’t focus her mind on anything else. When she felt herself getting ready to cum, she tried to resist, but it was hopeless. When the orgasm hit, she seemed to explode. 

	Her sexhole clamped down on the thick copper rod.....the dumbbell continued going in and out her asshole, making her sphincters clench and unclench as if they had a mind of their own. All this made hot juice burst from her urethra like she was pissing. And the sound of her shrieking filled the room. The sound man kept the boom over her head to catch the grunts, groans and screams coming from her lips. She soon babbled like an idiot between orgasms. It was mind-blowing to hear.

	She came over and over again until she eventually passed out. Shun had assembled a system that used a woman’s body against her. Elaine went through an endless cycle of arousal, orgasm, and ejaculation while she was bound, deprived of other sensory input and ruthlessly programmed by the seductive tape which droned on and on in her ears. 

	Pussy juice just kept spurting and jetting whenever she ejaculated. Shun stayed in the scene rubbing his hands in the best Asian villain tradition. Jacob soon didn’t know what to do. He was so turned on watching his wife, that he had a raging erection. Over time this became a problem as soon his balls began to ache.  They left him there to watch his wife. Every once in awhile, they would turn her face to show her the bulge in her husband’s trousers to hurt her and shame him. They kept her on the machine for about 30 minutes so both crews got enough footage. When Peng motioned to Shun to take her off the machine, Munyambu intervened and said, “leave the slut on.”

	They kept her on the device for almost two hours while the crew took a break and had lunch. In that time, she came countless times and passed out again. Jacob excused himself and went to the restroom to jerk off. When they took her off the machine, Munyambu put her to work with her mouth. First Kamau, then Mosi, the Munyambu himself....after that Gacheru. Jacob had to watch as Elaine kissed, licked and sucked each man to completion. And then swallowed. Munyambu took pity on him and asked him if he wanted his wife to suck his prick too? Jacob, gulped and said, “yes.” 

	So, out came his circumcised prick and Elaine, tired in mind, body and mouth, but wanting to be obedient to the Chief Inspector and loving her husband, dutifully sucked his prick and made him cum.  Then they put Elaine back on the machine for another “cycle”. Jacob got erect once more watching the machine fuck her. Eventually, they took her off. She was totally exhausted by this point.  She collapsed when they took her off the machine. Her nipples, labia and clitoris were so swollen that to touch them elicited cries from her. They were cartoonish in their size and shape. Over engorged with blood, her nipples were brownish-black and her clitoris and labia were purple. They looked almost hideous. She stank and was a sweaty mess. She asked for water. 

	She had been turned, in a way, into a “zombie”. They had hypnotized her with hours of “programming”. When a woman was taken off the machine each one reacted differently, but they often lost control of their bowels at that point. Elaine, on shaky legs, after she was standing, ran to the toilet, clutching her butt cheeks so she didn’t have an accident. The toilet was on the other side of the warehouse, so as she stumbled forward, some of the crew and the cops began laughing at her. When she got back the cops let Jacob take her to Munyambu’s office so he could look after her.

	The final scene was even more bizarre. Peng came over and said to his crew, “let’s shoot the forced feeding scene.”

	When Gachie came and told Jacob that Elaine was needed one more time, for the “forced-feeding” scene, Jacob wondered, ‘what the heck is that?’ Peng found the degrading forced-feeding that Han Shun had devised one that looked good on camera. When they did it to Elaine, Jacob had images of geese in France being fed in such a cruel way. The feeding gag started life as a pacifier shaped squeaky toy for dogs. Shun had drilled three holes in the tip and fitted it with a tube (so the wearer could not block all the holes with her tongue). An enema bag was filled with a mixture of water, rice, oil, cooked vegetables and raw eggs. This was blended with a mixer, poured into the bag and gravity did the rest.

	The privates forced the gag into Elaine’s mouth and secured it there with a length of surgical rubber tubing tied around her head. When Shun unlocked the clamp on the tube, the gag filled up with the “meal” and began draining.  She couldn’t stop the flow and had to swallow. This made her clamp down on the gag which squeezed more of liquid meal into her mouth. This created an irresistible cycle which forced her to gulp and swallow...gulp and swallow... in fairly rapid order – whether she wanted to or not. It was very humiliating and a torture in its own right. Jacob found himself with another erection watching this done to Elaine. Especially as her belly seemed to swell the longer they left her on the feeding tube.

	Chang’s last shot was of Elaine’s naked belly distended with the contents of her meal. Elaine told Jacob, the next day, she was surprised to see how aroused he got as they force-fed her.

	The Club

	“Head over there,” Kamau said.

	It was a private club. A black club and they were the only white people there. Munyambu had set it up for Peng to tape a porn video in the club. He would bring a white couple - The Weingartens. There were black women as well as black men there.  There was a long bar on one side and several tables near a small stage on both sides of the room. In the back there were three booths, side-by-side. Kamau steered the couple to the booth on the far left, closest to the restrooms. The all sat down. The Chief Inspector ordered drinks. Elaine, who didn’t have a great tolerance for alcohol, got a little tipsy right away. Her breasts, with her very prominent nipples, were showing since she was not wearing a bra. She had been ordered to wear sexy clothes: a low-cut silk blouse, a short tight black skirt, black high-heels and a thong panty completed her outfit.

	There was a sound system and a disc jockey was playing tunes. After a little while, the Master of Ceremonies, a smarmy lean older man, got up, spoke to the DJ and then went up on stage. Peng’s crew had set up the lights there and a stationary camera was mounted to cover the stage from the front.  The MC spoke for a moment or two and then pointed to the booth where Jacob and Elaine sat, now alone. He had the couple stand up and introduced them to everyone. He then told Elaine to come up. She did and immediately people shouted for her to take off her clothes.

	Jacob groaned inwardly. They had been briefed, but now he could really see what this video was going to be about. With the MC’s help Elaine was naked right away and he made her perform like a model turning around and walking about....obliging her to strut her stuff. Then he made her spread her legs and masturbated her in front of everyone. It blew Jacob’s mind how quickly she came. Jacob was

	especially aroused seeing her displayed naked in front of all these strangers....and made to cum.

	The MC then brought her back to the table and she sat down. It was weird for Jacob with her sitting there naked. After allowing her to sip from her drink, the MC took her around to all the tables to personally introduce her. Men and women felt her up and tried to see how much they could do to her. To see how wet they could make her. Lots of fingers were shoved into her pussy and asshole. After they’d made the rounds, the MC made her lie on her back on a bed frame that Peng’s crew had set up on the stage. Men gathered around her and then the fun really started. 

	The MC announced that she was available for a certain amount of money. Men stepped up holding out a wad of bills and Elaine’s legs were spread open and 14 men took turns fucking her wearing condoms. Elaine was forced to suck out the cum from each of the condoms and swallow the contents after each man had ejaculated. Jacob had to sit there and watch his wife “perform”.  It was demeaning and degrading, but Jacob found himself with an erection the whole time. His humiliation at having to sit there just a feet from where Elaine was being fucked fore and aft was palpable to everyone. The MC, trying to be a funny guy, made him hold Elaine’s hands at one point as a big, black man was fucking the shit out of her. Everyone black person in the room knew he was her husband. Being reduced to a spectator at a sex show starring his wife had reduced Jacob to a mere cuckold. Peng and his crew had a fine “gang-bang” video in the can.

	Humiliated Everywhere

	Munyambu had made a deal with a friend of his, Colonel John Ojuang, from the Langata Army barracks, which was just across the road from the station. Munyambu brought Jacob and Elaine over to the base on a Saturday afternoon. He had sold Elaine’s services to the Colonel. Sixteen men paid to get a blowjob from her. Jacob had to watch as Elaine took one man after another into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. He saw her tongue and lips slide forward along the undersides of cock after cock. The organs rode in and out of her mouth like pistons. Her saliva, dripped, drooled and got thicker as each man face fucked her. The Colonel let it be known that Jacob was her husband, so his humiliation was huge. Young soldiers smirked and laughed at him while his wife was used as a cum dump.

	Jacob grew more submissive with each indignity. Munyambu and his crew took her several times to the warehouse for her “hospitality” fore and aft. They humiliated and degraded Jacob in as many small ways as they could. Munyambu hated him almost as much as he despised Gopal Rangan. The Jew and the Indian came in for the worst of the Chief Inspector’s wrath. Harry Braxton, being English, drew his grudging admiration. The English had, for so many years, dominated Kenya. The Indians ....well...every Kikuyu and Luo man and boy devalued them. And as for Jews, well....there were so few of them that they got lumped in with the whites. Munyambu knew about them mostly from surfing the Internet. 

	When it came to the Weingartens, the best way to enjoy them was fresh....right at home. Kamau, big and strong and loving white women.....came to really enjoy his time with Elaine. He started early to come over and fuck her in their home....right in their marriage bed. Having Jacob to humiliate was a bonus. Even more than Harry, Jacob elicited sadistic impulses in Kamau. “Putting his foot in a white man’s ass” came dramatically alive for Kamau when Jacob was the white man.  

	He would get Elaine naked on their bed ....in their bedroom....then have Jacob strip ...and then he would laugh at Jacob’s penis and tell him it was too small to satisfy his wife. Then, he would challenge him to have sex with her before he did, but Jacob would usually fail. Then, grinning at his discomfort, Kamau would tell him how he was going to use her. After he (and anyone else he brought with him) was finished, Jacob would be so aroused, after having watched her cum and filled with semen, that he would humiliatingly climb on for “sloppy seconds”. Excited by the slippery feel of her well-used, cum filled pussy, he would cum in seconds, as Kamau and the others would mock and heckle him. 

	Elaine, for her part, sometimes chose to defy Munyambu. He became her black “Daddy” and she would rebel....demanding from him that he punish her for her defiance and disobedience. He would then punish her cruelly.....almost always in front of Jacob. More than any of her friends, she became sexually aroused when she was punished. She came to like having her tits cruelly squeezed or whipped with a belt or strap.  She came, more than once, when she was caned on her ass; and he had her do tricks for his and the men’s entertainment, such as masturbate with kitchen items and vegetables.

	One man was actually a neighbor of the Weingartens. This man, an Englishman, brought his fourteen year old son to pop his cherry. The kid was as hard as a rock and Jacob was ashamed that the kid was going to have sex with Elaine and tomorrow he would ring the bell with an excuse to borrow a tool or something and while he waited would smile at Jacob because he had “done” his wife in their bed.

	He even got to spank her.  The boy laughingly commented that he was bigger in the manhood department than Jacob.

	When he left, he told Jacob that he was, “no better than a pussy.” 

	Several paying customers the Chief Inspector brought over to their home were allowed to tie Jacob up and then dominate Elaine. She became addicted to being humiliated and learned to crave the endorphins triggered by pain. This was probably a good thing as Munyambu regularly whipped, caned, paddled or strapped her full butt. The Chief Inspector and Kamau sold her over and over again to men who wanted to sex her up and hurt her. Elaine was their “pain slut”.

	Subira

	Munyambu brought the Weingartens to a house on the edge of Kibera, a shantytown on the outskirts of Nairobi. It was owned by Subira, a Kikuyu woman, who was politically powerful. She had once been Munyambu’s enemy. Now she was an ally. Wanting to curry favor, he tantalized her with the prospect that he had a white couple, (mzungus) who were his “slaves” and that he might bring them over to her. The woman’s eyes lit up. The Chief Inspector brought Jacob and Elaine to her. Subira was 55, a big hairy woman with very large, floppy breasts. She wore a native print dress and no shoes or sandals. Her hair was disheveled but some attempt at braids was in evidence. She sat like a Queen on her porch. 

	“Ah, Chief Inspector Adoyo...always a pleasure to see you.” 

	She eyed the white couple in tow. Jacob and Elaine hung behind.....watching. Munyambu brought them forward and introduced them to Subira. She looked them over like they were “meat”. 

	“AH, WELCOME,” she boomed.

	Jacob was immediately intimidated. She was the type of “shanty-town” Queen that he would read about on the news or in the papers. Jacob could see that she was some sort of gangster. 

	He turned to Elaine and whispered, “this woman is evil.”

	“They’re yours for the day, Subira. Make sure they work hard,” Munyambu said. “Behave yourselves,” he said to the couple.

	The older woman then snapped her fingers and a young pretty black girl came out of the house. This was Bahati, her 16 year old granddaughter. She was sullen, tall like her grandmother, long-legged and pretty. Subira made a big deal out of giving Elaine to Bahati. The girl came over and grabbed Elaine by the ear, treating her like a child and took her out the gate to a open field next to the house. 

	“Come here little man,” Subira said to Jacob.  She tied his wrists behind his back. Then she made him bend over her porch, tied him to the rail and pulled his pants down. She slapped his nut sack and spread his ass cheeks. Her neighbor, a younger married woman named Malaika, showed up as she was humiliating Jacob. Malaika began laughing and clapping her hands. Jacob looked back to see a pretty younger woman enjoying his predicament.

	“What shall we do with him,” Subira asked Malaika?

	“Let’s whip the mzungu’s ass,” Malaika said gleefully. Subira went into the house and fetched a strap and gave Malaika a switch. It was very humiliating as kids from the neighborhood wandered in and Jacob had to deal with the shame of being publicly displayed. They stood on either side of him and gave him a thorough whipping. Malaika giggled whenever Jacob groaned or cried out. Together they reduced him to begging. Subira tied his nut sack with a cord.... released him from the porch rail.... tied his wrists to his ankles then made him duck walk back and forth in front of the porch to humiliate him further.

	They even greased a stick and shoved it up his ass so he would be completely degraded. A procession of small children followed him, taunting and mocking him. Some hit him with their hands or sticks. Subira put a rope around his neck hauled him over to a tree and tied him to the trunk, like an animal. After he had been an object of derision and abuse by the horde of kids for nearly an hour while Subira and Malaika sipped drinks on the porch, Subira brought him inside the house and took him to her room. There she let Malaika “ride” his face.

	She squatted over him, then knelt so that she was “sitting” on his face covering his nose and mouth with her wet, stinky pussy. She rocked her hips back and forth ....alternating this with little side-to-side motions. She soon wet his face thoroughly, lubricating her masturbation and making it easier for her to “ride” him. Jacob was totally overwhelmed. His wrists were tied so he couldn’t defend himself. She was soon flowing so heavily he thought he’d drown. Her fleshy thighs and buttocks were so thick and full that he felt trapped and imprisoned. 

	If he did what she wanted: to stick out his tongue and lap at her proffered sex lips and hole, she allowed him to breathe by holding herself up a little. If his enthusiasm lagged, she sat down on his face with her whole weight and poor Jacob began screaming in sheer terror as this cut off his breath. Top and bottom, they began to work together and soon, she reached a satisfying cum. But, this only added to Jacob’s discomfort for she gushed when she came and his mouth and nose filled up with her stinky pussy slime.... so much so that he began gagging and coughing.

	She’d let him catch his breath a bit and then went back to riding him. She was a woman with lots of testosterone and one orgasm was not going to be enough for her. She stayed on his face until she came four times. By the end, Jacob was a mess. His face had been rubbed raw by her wiry pubic hair. (It was thick all over her pussy lips and all around her asshole. The full mat covered her Venus mount and a thin line of hair went from her pubic area to her navel.) He had been nearly suffocated more than once. She oozed, drooled and spurted so much that he had no choice but to swallow nearly a full cup of her slippery, smelly pussy juice.

	She even made him lick her butt hole. This was after his nose had been humiliatingly pressed up against her stinky anus during the time she rode him. Seeing his prick erect, she masturbated him while he cleaned her shit hole. He came on himself, which she wiped up with her fingers and presented for him to swallow. When he resisted, she dug her thumb into his testicles to “encourage” him. 

	Following this, Malaika pissed in his mouth. When she was done, Subira squatted over him and used his face to masturbate herself. Rubbing her pussy over his nose, mouth and chin she wiggled and slid back and forth until she came. Her pussy and asshole were very hairy, with thick pulpy sex lips and a huge clitoris. Her vaginal secretions wet his face and she had a very strong sex odor too. Both women left him tied on the floor and went to get something to drink. 

	Jacob lay there like a piece of meat. She used a camera phone and took pictures of him tied to show her friends. Both women really got off on hurting white men. He felt very “violated”.  Later, Malaika asked Subira if she could take Jacob to her house next door.  She brought him over to display him like a trophy to her husband and two daughters.  The girls were very young and her family all laughed when she pulled down his pants and displayed his circumcised penis. After this, she spanked him.  The couple allowed the girls to hit Jacob and pull on his penis. The husband, after slapping Jacob in the face and calling him names, then left for work.  Malaika made Jacob dance naked if front of the girls. Then she took him to her room. She sat back in a chair and made Jacob kneel and eat her pussy one more time. Finally, she sent Jacob back to Subira just the way he was...... with his pants around his ankles.

	The Kikuyu Girls

	In the meantime, Bahati, Subira’s 16 year old granddaughter, hooked up with four of her friends. Bahati got Elaine kneeling in the dirt just outside their compound. The girls crowded around Elaine and began verbally abusing her, calling her names. Then one of the girls spat on Elaine’s face. The others, excited, joined in and each of them spit on her repeatedly.

	“You’re a piece of shit,” chuckled one girl. You’re a toilet monkey,” laughed another.

	It was disgusting as the girls, spitting on her face, soon had saliva dribbling down from her cheeks, nose, lips, and her chin. The strangest thing was that Elaine became aroused at what they were doing to her. Unconsciously, with her tongue she tasted some of the spittle. She felt a surge of excitement building in her crotch. The feelings overwhelmed her and she moaned.  Bahati, seeing that, grabbed her by the nose and made her hold open her mouth. The girls then all took turns spitting into her open mouth.

	They made her swallow and as she felt their saliva sliding down her throat, she found herself wanting to touch herself between her legs.  She couldn’t believe her body was betraying her this way. Bahati produced a rag and wiped herself under her arms. She said something in her native language to the others and passed the rag. One-by-one, they all used the rag to wipe their sweaty underarms. The last two girls used the rag to clean in-between their toes as well. So, they got their pheromones on the rag.  When the last girl was done, she gingerly handed it with a joke back to Bahati, who said something that made them all laugh. Elaine, still kneeling, was wiping the spittle from her face.

	Two girls then held her. Bahati, telling Elaine she was going to clean her up, then used the rag to wipe her face. Elaine whimpered as Bahati rubbed the stinky rag all over her face. It had a familiar scent, a funky odor.  Repulsive at it was, Elaine felt herself submissively responding as the teen rubbed her face like a mother would clean her child. 

	“You like the rag, don’t you,” Bahati asked her, grinning?

	It smelled like the insides of stinky leather shoes and ripe cheese. The odor was irresistible in its own way, even though it was very offensive. Bahati concentrated mostly on her nose and mouth. Some of the other girls crowded around now. They could see that Bahati was getting a reaction from the older woman and it was fun to watch.

	“I think she likes it,” said one girl. “She’s a pig,” said another, laughing at Elaine being shamed. “She likes our stink,” said a third.

	Elaine was soon on the ground on her back, looking up at her tormentors.

	“It’s time for a ride,” Bahati announced to the others.

	Without another word, they all removed their shorts and panties. Elaine, dazed, just lay there. She looked at them as they got ready and felt helpless. Bahati was the first to go and she squatted down to take a nice long ride on Elaine’s face. When Elaine didn’t do a good job licking and sucking, someone pinched, pulled or twisted her nipples - HARD.  Soon, she was lapping at Bahati’s pussy suffocating her. Then the next girl rode her nose, mouth and chin.... soaking her with her juice, smothering her with her orgasm. Elaine used her lips and tongue to lap up the flavors. As two girls knelt down and played with her pussy, an orgasm washed over her like a wave. Her face got very wet, as the next girl and the next and finally the last girl rode her hard and left her wet.

	One girl picked up the rag and wiped between her legs. She handed it to the next girl who did the same until they had all wiped their wet crotches. Then Bahati used the rag to wipe Elaine’s face again. Now the rag had their bodily secretions from their feet, underarms and pussies. Bahati finally stuffed it into Elaine’s mouth. The Jewess stared ahead, in a fog, as the girls talked about her; the flavor and odor of their bodily secretions loaded with their pheromones imprinting her mind and body. The girls continued gabbing excitedly in their native dialect. Finally, it was decided. Elaine went into trance again as all five of them squatted down over her and let go with their streams. Laughing, they pissed on her from her groin to her face ratcheting the humiliation level up another notch.

	Jacob and the Girls

	Bahati and her friends brought Elaine back to her grandmother and excitedly told her what they had been doing to the white woman.  Subira made Elaine kneel at her feet on one side. She had Jacob kneeling at her feet, on the other side, like a dog. Husband and wife looked at each other; and in that moment realized that this

	was the nightmare version of all their domination fantasies.  It was so much more cruel and nasty then either of them could ever have imagined. 

	Bahati now eyeballed Jacob. She had plenty of cruelty left in her and asked Subira if she and her girlfriends could “play” with him. Just before the girls showed up with Elaine, Subira had been making him clean her feet with his mouth, a very humiliating task. He had been thoroughly cowed by what she and Malaika had done to him. He was clad in only his jockey shorts and had his hands still tied behind his back.

	Subira laughed and said, “sure, baby. Just don’t break him. And play with him here...... on the porch, where I can watch.”

	Bahati came over, grabbed Jacob by the hair and dragged him to the rail. She reached down and pulled his shorts to his knees. Then she patted and slapped his penis which was limp. Her youngest friend, a bright, small girl named Akinyi, was eager to get into the action. She took hold of Jacob’s penis and began playing with it. She did that until he began to get erect. Then Bahati got a switch and got Jacob up on his toes. She told him, “stay up on your toes.”

	Akinyi and the others began crowding around like excited birds. Akinyi said, “make him spread his legs too.”

	As he did so, the 14 year old Akinyi took his scrotum in her hand. It became very difficult to concentrate staying up on his toes as he worried about what she was going to do to his testicles but Jacob did as he was told. Then, she squeezed his balls. Poor Jacob had to really strain to hold his position as she gripped his nuts, saying to him, “stay up...stay up.”

	He struggled as she kept compressing his testicles, making him moan. Elaine watched mesmerized as the girls, who had so thoroughly dominated her took control of Jacob. Bahati took over from Akinyi.  She grabbed his nuts and pressed on each ball with her thumb. Then, she gave the word and they all made him bend over the porch rail and secured his hands to the other side so they could continue with the torment of his testicles.  At one point another girl placed an elastic cord around his scrotum in which she had tied a loop. Laughing, she put her foot

	through the loop and pressed down with her foot to stretch his ball sack. Then, all the girls took turns kicking him in the scrotum with their bare feet or flicking at his nut sack with their fingers. 

	After all that, they got him on his back on the porch and took turns teasing his penis until her got an erection.  Then, they bound his testicles with that elastic cord really tight. Finally, they took turns masturbating him. The effect of the elastic was to stop him from cumming and in the end it got very painful for Jacob. Subira came over and clucking at what they were doing, undid the elastic, rubbed his prick hard and fast until he spurted like a teenager. Then she let the girls go back to teasing him until he was semi-erect again.  They bound his balls sack again and jerked him off until he was crying; and then took pity on him, taking off the elastic and jerking his prick until he ejaculated. It was really a form of rape.  Elaine, watching her husband being physically and sexually abused, realized how submissive Jacob really was. He struggled and seemed to try and hold onto his dignity, but she saw how he was responding. Both of them, as a couple, had come full circle since his friend Erik had dominated them.

	The Chicken Rack

	Subira sat on the porch rocking in her chair. When her granddaughter and her friends were finished with Jacob, he joined Elaine, with a rope around her neck, sitting at Subira’s feet like a slave. Flies buzzed and an army of small kids played around the house. Suddenly, there was a commotion in the yard as Jumaane, Subira’s 15 year old grandson, showed up with a gang of his friends. He came over to pay respects to his grandmother. Noticing Elaine, he asked his grandmother about the older white woman. Subira told him that she was hers to use for the day, courtesy of Chief Inspector Adoyo.  Jumaane, who was tall and strong, eyed Elaine. She was wearing only her panties. His friends had come over to say hello too. They all gawked at Elaine.

	“Who’s he,” asked Jumaane, looking at Jacob crouching at his grandmother’s feet.

	“Oh, this dog is her husband.”

	“Really? ....Hmmm....can I play with her, Grandmother,” Jumaane asked her in his native tongue?

	“Oh.....maybe. Do all you boys want to have some fun,” she asked the group coyly?

	They began jumping and hopping around, slapping hands and hollering. They wanted to have some fun....YES. Here’s what Subira did: She told Jumaane to get a wooden rack that was sitting at the side of the house. He and his friends dashed off and came back with a rectangular pallet mounted on a central pole. It had two vertical poles mounted to the opposite corners on one end. Subira supervised and

	had the boys set it up. There was a slot on the porch rail and they set the rack on the porch rail by guiding the central pole into the slot.

	The rack was a very humiliating thing Subira once used to punish a girl who worked for her. She called it the Chicken Rack. You mounted a “chicken” on the rack and then let the boys use her for their pleasure.  First, Subira made Elaine take off her panties. Then she told the boys what to do. At her direction, they tied Elaine by her wrists and knees to the rack with her legs wide apart and her knees up to her breasts. Her pussy was crudely displayed. The rack, mounted on the post, was capable of revolving.  While bound on the rack waiting for the boys to take their turn Elaine was lying there with everything wide open so everyone had a good look at her feminine parts as well as her asshole.  The boys could stand on the porch and fuck Elaine and then the rack could be spun around over the rail. Subira told the boys they could take turns with her. But first she masturbated Elaine to get her wet for their onslaught. And to embarrass her in front of her husband.

	To humiliate him, Subira pushed poor Jacob over to kneel right next to the rack. He could see Jumaane as he got into position to fuck his wife. The youngster didn’t guide himself in but just kept his young cock pushing away trying to find the target. Jacob couldn’t avert his eyes. Then, when he got to fucking Elaine hard the rack made a squeaking noise as he fucked her. Jacob was forced to witness Elaine’s sexual humiliation close-up. Subira even made Jacob “invite” Jumaane to fuck Elaine. Afterwards, Jacob had to ask him if he’d enjoyed himself. 

	Subira made Jacob clean her cunt when Jumaane was done.  When he was done, Elaine was spun around on the rack so her pussy was facing the other direction. Subira stationed Jacob in the dirt underneath the porch rail. She told him to clean Elaine’s crotch with his mouth - so she’d be ready for the next boy. Her pussy was packed and dripping with cum. After Jumaane had cum in her vagina...it was so messy that to have to put his mouth on it made Jacob gag. But he did it. Then he had to watch as she was taken again.  Subira kept Elaine on the rack for 30 minutes, and in that time she took all five boys in her cunt. The spectacle attracted quite a crowd. Kids and adults from the neighboring shanties came over to watch, clap, hoot, holler and taunt the couple. 

	After each boy had done his business, someone would spin the rack around over the rail and Subira sent Jacob to stand in the dirt so he could clean Elaine’s vagina again. Then he had to spin her back around ready for the next boy. That teen would fuck her ....ejaculate and then step back. Jacob was also made to hold Elaine’s hands so she could grip his. Subira wanted Elaine to clench the muscles in her pussy to make it more fun for her grandson and this helped her do this. It was a very humiliating day for the couple.

	The Stepson

	David, Jacob’s son from a previous marriage, was 18. He lived with his mother Ruth in Nairobi. He saw his father frequently; and liked his step mother, Elaine. As a step parent, he found her attractive, non-threatening and nice. As Munyambu took more control of both Elaine and Jacob, he discovered her sensitivity about two things: David and her mother, Sarah. She respected, resented and even feared her conservative mother. She had ambivalent feelings there to be sure. And where David was concerned, she felt protective and motherly. This despite the fact there was only nine years difference in their ages. David loved his mother who was two years older than his father. So, having Elaine in his life provided him with an attractive, young stepmother. (Elaine was 20 years younger than his mother).  And he inherited a “grandmother” in Sarah. 

	As soon as Munyambu figured out the algebra of Elaine’s life, he began to use it to amuse himself. He knew that forcing people to fuck or masturbate was one thing, but messing with their minds was way better. And he derived great pleasure in forcing mzungus to do things in front of those whom they respected and loved most. This had certainly been the case with Amala Rangan. This was all very sadistic, on his part, to be sure. The other discovery he made when it came to Elaine was that she was a pain slut. 

	She seemed to bring out a cruel streak in him. She would resist ....forcing him to use more draconian methods to make her “perform”. The end result was that he discovered he needed to use torture on her. She seemed to require it. This usually meant bringing her to the interrogation rooms at the station. Or, even better bringing her to the warehouse. There he could let the whole drama play out. He would order her...she would refuse...he would torture her...she would then give in. Most times, he made Jacob come along to watch. It was apparent that he, as much as she, was aroused by being abused. And Peng ended up with several good videos starring Elaine.

	When it came to whoring Elaine out, the Chief Inspector had decided that she was his “gang-bang slut”. This was the case when he brought her to the nightclub or to the barracks. She seemed to respond well to being treated like a cum dump by a dozen black men, as opposed to being humiliated by just two or three. Munyambu liked the idea of capturing Elaine’s torture on tape and he often had her at the warehouse on Pate Road. Peng had devised several script ideas for more BDSM torture videos. One idea he had was that “Africans” had captured a white woman and her son. She would be “interrogated” in front of the boy. He could stop them from torturing her by masturbating. The professor was horrified about having David in such a video. His reaction was stronger than Gopal Rangan’s was when it came having his son witness his mother’s use and abuse. 

	“You can’t use my son. Leave him out of this,” Jacob said angrily to the Chief Inspector.

	But, it was no use. Munyambu had made up his mind, and when this Scorpio had set a course, there was little anyone could do to get him to alter it. So, the Chief Inspector told Jacob that he wanted him to explain the whole situation to the boy. How he had gotten into trouble and the price he had agreed to pay to avoid going to jail. And then he’d bring David and Elaine to the warehouse. So, poor Jacob was forced into sharing his shameful situation with David. And in due time, a date was set for the video. When the three of them arrived at the warehouse, Peng explained the set-up. Munyambu’s crew were costumed as “African” soldiers. And wearing dark glasses, or course. Presumably they were from a country... other than Kenya.

	Elaine refused to strip in front of her stepson.  David, nervous at being caught in the trap his father had explained to him, but totally mind-blown by the actual circumstances he was in, stood by not knowing what to say or do. The center of the warehouse had been set up to look like a military interrogation room.

	“Take off your clothes,” Munyambu said to her.

	“No,” Elaine insisted. 

	And this is what happened next. The cameras began rolling and out of one of the office two men rushed into the frame. They grabbed David. One of them was young Simba. The other was Zuberi. They both looked menacing dressed in black camouflage fatigues, black “paratrooper” boots and ski masks.  Over Elaine’s protests, the two handcuffed David to a chair. When she protested, Munyambu motioned to Zuberi. He grabbed her, sat her down and pulled her arms back thru the slats of the chair. As he cranked her arms up and twisted her wrists, Elaine screamed. This frightened David who began pleading with Munyambu to let them both go. Bound and helpless, he had been in a state of shock ever since they cuffed him. 

	“Just relax, boy. Do what you’re told...and you’ll be fine,” Zuberi said to him.

	First Simba and Zuberi stripped her naked, and hung by her wrists from a hook on a post. Zuberi hauled out a heavy leather paddle. It was made from the leather used for shoe soles - a centimeter thick and the size of a sheet of paper folded in half. There were holes drilled all over the surface. 

	He brought the paddle down on her buttocks. It landed with a loud, hot, wet sound.

	“Wiggle your ass when I tell you to,” he commanded her.

	David’s eyes were bugging out of his head. Here was his stepmother, naked, with her buttocks fully on display, and now she was getting an ass whipping. Zuberi gave her several hot, hard ones on her cheeks. David felt powerful feelings stirring in his teenaged loins as Zuberi kept hitting her methodically and hard. Each one sounding like a pistol shot as it landed on her full ass cheeks. Elaine began sobbing. The paddle was deceptively cruel. The holes lessened resistance so it could be swung harder and faster to provide more cutting edges. Elaine hid her face behind her right bicep moaning and crying as he beat her. 

	“If you don’t want more of a beating, wiggle your ass, slut,” he said to her sadistically.

	Elaine had no choice. She began wiggling her hips like a whore. It looked like she was encouraging everyone to fuck her. And the more she did it, the harder her stepson’s penis got. Zuberi applied the paddle demandingly to her full cheeks to insure she performed. The Chief Inspector and Kamau could see it was making the boy hot. Of course, it aroused everyone, especially Jacob. When Zuberi had beaten her until her cheeks were raw and looked like chopped meat, he asked her if she was ready to obey him. 

	She sobbed, “y....y...yes.” 

	They let her down and she sagged to the floor. As much from the shame as the pain.

	“Get up and stand over here,” he barked at her.

	He had her stand so she was in the middle of the shot. Simba yanked the chair David was sitting in around so he was facing her. Elaine stood there nervous, waiting...... wringing her hands. Zuberi told her to walk back and forth. Elaine looked over at David and then looked away – blushing. She hated being made to display herself. She felt the hot tears in her eyes. She did not know what to do with her hands. She kept opening and closing them, balling them into fists. He had her stand in front of the boy and turn around slowly – making her exhibit herself. He then made her turn around again. Elaine was so conscious of her nipples and her hairy mound, she wanted to shrivel up and die. Then, he made her bend over. 

	David’s eyes went wide involuntarily as Zuberi roughly pushed Elaine’s head down so that her big ass was right in front of his face. Now, he could see her dark, hairy crack and the pulpy peach of his stepmother’s pussy. David gulped and tried not to stare, but it was a commanding sight. The big mat of her pubic hair almost covered her plump labia - almost but not quite. David felt a stirring in his pants. It made him feel guilty to look at her hairy sex....and he worked to push the thoughts out of his mind.

	“Wiggle your ass more,” Zuberi ordered her.

	She had started to sweat, under not only her arms, but also her neck, breast and back. The warehouse had a tin roof and there was no air-conditioning. It was hot and the stress was getting to her. Munyambu called this type of psychological torture, “family time”.  What he was producing was a breaking down of her defenses with verbal abuse and the humiliation of exposure in front of her stepson and husband. 

	Elaine’s pointy tits stuck out like ripe pears. She closed her eyes. David could not stop himself responding. At first, his horror at their situation and especially the verbal abuse frightened him. But now, the overwhelming sight of his naked stepmother crowded out other thoughts. And, to his humiliation, he had gotten an erection. Her tits bobbed and jiggled every time she moved as Zuberi continued to work her over psychologically. He made her stand with her arms behind her head and close to David; then instructed her to turn around and put her hands on her knees.

	“Bend over,” he told her. Spread your legs. Show him what you got.”

	David’s arousal ballooned. Next, they pulled over a stool and hauled her up to make her stand on it. Simba tied her wrists together and they strung her up, hands over head, to a hook overhead. They left enough slack in the rope so she’d be able to move.

	“Shake your ass.  Make your tits jiggle. Hump your hips like you want a cock. Wiggle your ass like you’re inviting us to fuck you in the ass,” Zuberi told her.

	Cigarette Burns

	The two men made her perform like a trained seal; and she did it all.  Then they took her down. They got her on her knees and told her to shuffle over and give David a blow job. Elaine, trembling, shook her head ‘no’. They dragged her to a chair and cuffed her hands behind her back. Zuberi lit a cigarette. He puffed on it nonchalantly. 

	Cigarette burns, as a torture device, are almost as severe as a cattle prod. The tall black 30 year old took his time and began to give Elaine 1st degree burns all over her breasts, starting with the undersides. He touched the glowing tip to the underside of her right breast, then on the outside, then the top... Circles and spirals, closer and closer to her nipples. He went slowly, very slowly... He touched the cigarette to a spot and then dragged it in a line toward her nipples. He applied some light teasing burns, followed by open-handed slaps, followed by more burns, more slapping...

	Then he went to work on the areolas. It took a long time to cover them with burns. Finally, he got to her nipples. He just grazed them. A light touch, then a longer touch... When he held the cigarette in place longer, the sensations of pain got even more powerful. When he put the glowing tip right on Elaine’s nipple, and held it there, it broke her will. She began screaming and screaming and finally begging for him to stop. She would do anything now. They got her on her knees again.

	She was emotionally spent. Jacob was doubly ashamed. He had gotten an erection and by doing so, he had shown his son his most shameful side....

	Simba pushed the chair the boy was bound to over to her. He pulled down David’s pants and shorts and embarrassingly, his penis was fully erect. He had been on the boil so long...... Elaine stared at his penis, so close to her face. They pushed her to closer. She was face to face with the helmet head. She saw a droplet of pre-cum there. David looked at his stepmom. He was in shock not only by what he was seeing, but by the fact that this was all happening within a few feet of his father. Elaine, at this point, was sweaty and teary eyed. Zuberi grabbed her head and made her open her mouth to take the boy’s prick. Peng supervised his crew to get the whole scene where he pushed and pulled her head back and forth on David’s prick. This was a victory for Munyambu and his “family time” methods. Making her commit an incestuous act was a victory. She was in a trance now anyway.  Zuberi held Elaine by the chin and her head and pushed her so that she took her stepson’s penis all the way into her mouth – making her gag. And then he pulled her head back like she was a puppet.

	His penis popped out and she coughed – allowing a torrent of thick saliva pour from her mouth. She barely took a breath before he forced her mouth back onto the boy’s prick all the way to the root. She gagged and convulsed and as she swallowed and sucked his penis.  And then he began ejaculating. She sucked his prick until the last salty-sweet drop slid down her throat. When he was done cumming, Zuberi let go of her. David’s prick was still hard. She was gasping and whimpering. She tried to wipe up the semen from her lips and chin.....

	Zuberi made her run the “gauntlet”. The others in Munyambu’s crew, wearing military fatigues and ski masks , formed two lines. She had to go from man-to-man so they could feel her up. David’s penis stayed erect as he watched. Mosi made her put her hands behind her head, grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. Simba teased her nipples until they erected and then pulled and pinched them. Gatura gave her little openhanded smacks across her nipples, and this make her tits flop this way and that. Gacheru began feeling her butt, bouncing her dimpled hinds up and down in the palms of his hands. Her plump ass cheeks jiggled as he shook them. At this point, Elaine was spinning out of control. In addition to all the other emotions, she felt familiar sensations in her loins and breasts, as they felt her up. Gachie, from behind, grabbed her pussy. 

	He grinned at the others and said, “Wet again.” Then he laughed. 

	By calling attention to her arousal, he was rubbing salt in her wounds. They pushed the table over so that it was right in front of David. They threw Elaine on top. Simba and Mosi pushed her thighs to her chest. Gacheru held her wrists over her head. Her thighs were spread and her genitals and anus were completely exposed. Zuberi, as the leader, wormed a long finger into her pussy and then a second one. 

	He turned his hand so that his palm was up. He probed all around. He found the raised bump about two inches inside on the front of her vagina. He began rubbing and pressing it until Elaine began humping her hips against his hand. He had

	found her G-spot and worked it until he pushed her into a wet cum. He frigged her some more and she began spraying just a little. When a second orgasm overwhelmed her, she spurted a lot of juice from her pisshole which splashed on the table. David’s penis was throbbing; his balls were starting to ache. He was so worked up he wanted to cum again. Peng had a finale in the script. 

	Zuberi turned to Simba and said, “make him jerk off.”

	Simba released the boy and said, “if you don’t want to see her tortured anymore, jerk off.”

	David, his pants still around his knees, began jerking off and after some initial nervousness, was able to bring himself off. He told himself he was helping his stepmother. And when he ejaculated, some of his cum splashed on her. Elaine groaned with shame....This was the end of the first scene. Jacob hid his face in his hands. He was completely overwhelmed....

	 

	Water Torture

	In the next scene, Simba set out eight liter-sized bottles of water and Elaine was ordered to begin drinking. She drank one bottle. She began to drink a second bottle when ordered, but stopped after half was consumed. When she refused to drink more, Zuberi picked up a cigarette and sat in a chair crossways from Elaine. When she was ordered again to drink and refused, he lit and began puffing on the cigarette and held it up...showing it to Elaine. Her breasts showed a dozen 1st degree burn marks from his earlier use of a cigarette. The meaning was clear: either drink or he would use a cigarette on her again. Elaine reluctantly drained the bottle.

	But she had to drink all eight bottles and it was hard going. He had to repeatedly threaten her with a lit cigarette to get her to drink. Each mouthful became a torture. In effect, she was being made to torture herself. Her belly began to show signs of distention as she finished the 5th bottle. She groaned after each swallow. Zuberi threw a tape measure around her tummy at the beginning before she was made to drink. It measured 72 centimeters. Chang had zoomed in with the hand-held to get that shot. By the time she had consumed 8 bottles, she was in agony and on the edge of vomiting. She was warned not to throw up. It was then that Zuberi measured her waist again. It measured a staggering 86 centimeters. She looked pregnant! Chang caught the tape measurement with his camera and then pulled back to reveal her huge, distended stomach.

	It was then that three of the men, at Zuberi’s command, hoisted her up onto a board set on two sawhorses. They strapped her to the board by her ankles and wrists. Then they tilted it so that her head was pointing at a 45 degree angle towards the floor. Zuberi came over with a length of rubber hose and showed it to her. He tapped her on her stomach with it. Her tummy was all stretched and swollen, like she was in the 6th or 7th month of pregnancy.

	“You’re tight as a drum,” he said laughing. “I’m gonna give you a beating now.”

	Then he began to beat her with the hose on her distended, swollen belly like she was a drum. With her head down, and nearly two gallons of water in her stomach, this put tremendous pressure on her diaphragm, lungs and heart. The agony soon became overwhelming.  She passed out and had to be revived. Zuberi told David that if he jerked off and came on her face, he would stop beating her. The boy jerked off frantically and humiliatingly it did land all on Elaine’s face.  Peng’s crew got it all, including the “facial”.... Jacob was in agony. He had been emotionally devastated by his son being forced into “acting” in the video. His arousal at what they did to Elaine with no relief for him was pure torture.

	Sarah

	Elaine had been terribly traumatized by what Munyambu and his crew had done to her in front of her stepson, David. But what they made her do with him caused her to ran away and hide. She badgered and convinced Jacob to take her to Mombasa to stay with friends there. Munyambu became furious when he called and discovered her that she’d fled Nairobi. Unsuccessful at finding he tracked her mother down. Sarah Gerstman was a widow. At 46, she was a slightly taller, heavier (by 15 kilos), older version of her daughter.  She had much larger breasts (38DD vs. 36B) than her daughter but it was the emotional differences that were the real contrast. Sarah was much more conventional and conservative. Elaine suffered because she always sought her mother’s approval. Sarah had set high standards for Elaine from the time she was a girl. 

	Widowed when Elaine was 12, she had inherited her husband’s modest estate and devoted herself to being a community activist among the 500 or so Jews living in Nairobi at that time. Organizing picnics, fund raisers and ministering to the sick were typical activities for her. The Chief Inspector discovered where Sarah lived in the suburb of Highridge. He then had Kamau and Zuberi pay her a call. She had been told by Elaine that she was going out of town and she didn’t want anyone to know where she was. That was all she had told her mother. When the two men showed up, she proved stubborn and uncooperative. She refused to tell them where Elaine was and became indignant. In fact, she told them to, ‘get out.’ They left but the next day returned and kidnapped her. They took her to the warehouse.

	There they stripped her and hung her by her wrists from a pole. They used a sjambok on her ample buttocks and when this didn’t loosen her tongue, Kamau produced a pair of pliers and went to work on her nipples and clitoris. Within 15 minutes, after an excruciating session where he slowly worked on her most sensitive female bits, she was blubbering and broken. She told Kamau where they could find Elaine. 

	Then they cut her down and made her kneel. Following this, they threatened her with more torture to make her suck their cocks. Sarah had never done that with her husband, or any man, for that matter. It was a huge emotional shock added to the physical torture she’d endured. Zuberi held her head, Kamau slapped her face and forced himself into her mouth and face fucked her. It was an oral rape and she gagged, coughed and eventually vomited. 

	Then Zuberi took a turn while Kamau took pictures with his camera phone. When they brought the widow home, she was a traumatized wreck. When Munyambu heard from Kamau that he’d been successful in getting the info on Elaine’s whereabouts, he asked what Sarah looked like naked and was it fun “squeezing” her for information.  Kamau, with a glint in his eye, said, “she’s a big, fat pig.”

	“So, she was a lot of fun,” Munyambu asked, laughing? 

	“Oh, yeah.”

	The he asked Kamau if the Jewess might be worth turning into a “working girl”.

	“Yeah, I think so,” Kamau said scratching his chin thoughtfully. “She’s got big titties like a cow. Those Kikuyu scum over at the Langata barracks....they’ll pay good money to fuck a fat cow like that.”

	“Make another appointment for her at the warehouse,” said Munyambu.

	And so, Sarah was targeted.  Kamau went to her house. Sarah trembled when she saw who was at the door. She had to admit him. He told her she had to come with him.

	“Where are you taking me,” she asked, her voice quavering.

	“For some more training,” he said sadistically.

	“Please don’t do this to me,” she blubbered.

	She begged, but it was no good. She began to weep steadily in the car when he drove her to the warehouse. She shuddered remembering what they had done to her there. Kamau hustled her inside. What these men would do to her over the next three days would change her life forever. And Elaine didn’t know her mother was now in the Chief Inspector’s clutches.

	On the Machine

	The Chief Inspector introduced himself and told her that she was now on his “payroll”. When Sarah asked what that meant, he explained to her that she was his property. He showed her the pictures Zuberi had taken of her.

	“You’ll do what your told from now on,” he informed her.

	Sarah gasped and began weeping again...

	“Why are you doing this to me,” she asked tearfully?

	“Because I can,” he told her.

	He turned to Kamau and said, “OK!”

	Kamau grinning, turned to Mosi to ask, “is everything ready?”

	Mosi acknowledged that it was and the two men escorted Sarah to the small cubicle where Han Shun’s “brain-washing” equipment was stored. Sarah stared at the gynecological table and the transformer on a tray next to the table. She trembled as she contemplated what was next. They made her strip. She begged them not to make her do that. It was a tremendous violation for her to be naked in front of them. Kamau barked at her.... and reluctantly... she began. First her blouse, then her skirt and finally her slip, panty hose, bra and panties.

	Munyambu looked her over liking what he saw. She had huge tits. Her breasts were very large....filling a DD cup bra. She was heavy in the thighs and buttocks with fairly wide hips. They got her to lie down on the table and Mosi switched on a bright examining light. She stared at the men hustling around the foot of the table and tried to control her breathing. Her wrists were strapped. The

	transformer, a big black box sat on a tray off to her right. She gawked at the switches and dials. Then they secured her head so she could look down, but not left or right. They placed a mirror above her crotch, she would be able to see what they were going to do “down there”. 

	“What are you going to do to me,” she asked them with a tremor in her voice?

	Mosi answered, “this is a training session. Just relax, most of it is fun.”

	Her legs were forced apart, shamefully exposing her womanhood and her feet were put in the metal stirrups and her ankles were secured with straps. Kamau had studied how Han Shun employed the equipment. He felt he was ready to use it. Mosi began by fondling her labia, massaging the plump lips until her pussy started to lubricate. He then rubbed the shaft of her clitoris until the bulb swelled and erected. He thought to himself, ‘it’s amazing women’s pussies get erections like this. It’s almost like their clits say “yes” even though their mind says “no”.’

	He attached adhesive pad electrodes to her big, brown nipples. Her areolas were so big that the pads didn’t cover them completely. He shoved a blunt tipped rod, made of copper pipe and fairly thick, about 18 centimeters long, just behind her G-spot. Sarah fidgeted with discomfort and embarrassment as the pipe filled her vagina. It was sexually humiliating to have this inserted. Next, came the dumbbell-shaped stainless steel rod with a convex shaft - about 13 centimeters long. He lubed and inserted it into her rectum. This caused her more emotional than physical pain as Sarah was very self-conscious about this part of her body.

	After that, he opened the jaws of an alligator clip and attached it to the prepuce of her clitoris. She looked at her vagina, clitoris and asshole wired up in the mirror. and while she couldn’t move her head, her eyes followed the lead back to the transformer. ‘OH GOD,’ she thought to herself. Munyambu leaned against the wall watching. Kamau turned on the current to her nipples first. When he flipped a switch Sarah jerked in her bonds.  She felt as if someone was pulling and twisting her nipples. They began to swell. After awhile, they looked like ripe brown berries ready to burst. Next, he turned on the current to her clitoris and she began to wiggle and writhe against the straps. 

	And her pussy started to get juicy. The sensitive membranes began to swell. She looked down at the mirror and could see her cunt responding. She groaned as there was nothing she could do to stop her body from reacting. She felt helpless. Then, almost as if they had a mind of its own, involuntarily, her hips began wiggling. And then humping up and down, just a little. It looked as if she was getting ready to fuck someone. Kamau turned a dial to turn the juice up. When Sarah groaned in pain, and then began yelling he turned it down. He was still getting used to the equipment. He was not as smooth as Han Shun. He cranked another dial and her vagina....the sphincter began to spasm a little. When Sarah looked in the mirror it seemed as if the mouth of her pussy was opening and closing.  It was awful for her to see....

	Kamau flipped another switch to make the current pulse. Sarah felt it in her G-spot as the sensations became very powerful. Her urethra soon began to dribble juice.  Subsequently, Kamau turned on the “asshole” circuit. As the current flowed into her rectum, it felt to Sarah like someone was pushing and pulling the thing in and out - in and out. Her pussy ....it was really drooling now and when Sarah looked in the mirror, it was running down the crack of her ass. As the electro stimulation continued, she went, “Oh....OHH...OHHH” and shuddered experiencing her first G-spot orgasm. She was shocked. She didn’t have a lot of experience with sex. 

	Then Kamau put on the headphones on. After that he turned up the current on all four circuits. Sarah soon felt herself approaching the point of no return again. All of a sudden, a stream of juice erupted from her urethra. She found herself in the grip of sheer, ecstatic pleasure and pain. Pulse after pulse of pussy juice now gushed as Munyambu smiled seeing the machine make her ejaculate. Later, when she stopped spurting juice from her piss hole, she began urinating. They kept her on the machine for four hours. FOUR HOURS!

	Actually, they kept the juice flowing for 45 minutes or until she passed out and then they turned it off for 15 minutes. Then back on again for another 45 minutes. This repeated this four times.  When they took Sarah off, they fed her and let her sleep for a few hours. Then, they put her back on the machine again. While she rested, the headphones were secured so that she had to listen to the repetitive, droning tape over and over. They forced fed her too. Sarah found this very invasive and unpleasant. The feeding gag was shoved into her mouth and strapped to her head. This way she couldn’t stop the flow with her tongue. An enema bag was filled with a sickening mixture of pureed carbohydrates. Once in the bag gravity did the rest.

	The bulb, when forced into her mouth, filled up. This began draining and she had to swallow and that squeezed more out. So, she had to swallow again and this made her squeeze the bulb which made her swallow again. It was an irresistible, humiliating, unpleasant loss of bodily control. They kept Sarah on the “brainwashing machine” for almost two days straight. When they took her off, she was, in so many ways, a changed woman. 

	Ordered to kneel and suck, she took Kamau’s substantial dick in her mouth and sucked on it like she was his lover or a nursing baby. When he face-fucked her, she gagged, but submissively did everything she was told to do, no matter how uncomfortable or degrading. Kamau was pleased. Munyambu clapped his number two man on the shoulder as if to say, ‘not bad’.

	They let her sleep and then on the morning of the third day, Kamau and Mosi began playing with her. First, they made her exercise. In the nude of course. Jumping jacks, running in place, squats, bend and thrusts...all done in time like she was a military recruit. When she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, they whipped her ass with a sjambok. Her huge tits flopped around.  But after being “softened up” on the machine she was a little more acquiescent, but still disgusted and deeply ashamed by what they made her do. In short, she was still resistive. So, she was punished for it repeatedly. At one point she asked Kamau if they would tell Elaine what they were doing to her. She was desperate to keep it from her daughter and ashamed at how she was handling herself.

	Every time she hesitated, she earned herself more punishment and degradation. Over the next two weeks, the “crew” had access to her sexually. When she didn’t show the proper enthusiasm, Munyambu supervised physical coercion that included lots of face and tit slapping, ass whipping with belts, straps and paddles. Also punching in the stomach and kicking her in the ass and cunt while she crawled.  She was raped repeatedly in all her holes: mouth, cunt and asshole.

	Jacob Gets Punished

	In the meantime, with his contacts, the Chief Inspector set out to find and bring Elaine back. Friends in a Mombasa police station located her and in due time Jacob and Elaine were brought back. First he had Jacob brought to him at the station. The professor was very apologetic and full of excuses, but Munyambu dismissed his posturing and explanations. Jacob may have agreed to do his wife’s bidding, but her services belonged to the Chief Inspector and by taking her to Mombasa, he had violated his deal. He had to be punished. He was taken to room 17 and given to Constable Nyarai and Corporal Mosi.

	Munyambu looked at his watch and said to Nyarai, “he’s yours for the next four hours.”

	In that time, Jacob was sent to hell and heaven. He would never forget what the both of them did to him. They cuffed him with his hands behind his back. Mosi wrapped a rope around his neck and used a stick to twist it and choke him. Following this, they threw a rope over a beam and hauled him up on his toes in a classic position of the strappado. This had been used extensively by the Inquisition in the middle ages. It put tremendous pressure on a victim’s shoulders.

	Nyarai took out a thick truncheon - a favorite tool of hers. It was a thick steel spring encased in rubber. She used it to beat the thicker muscled areas of his body. She worked him over on his buttocks, thighs and the pectoral area, deeply bruising them. No outward marks or torn skin, but the next day he was covered in purple bruises. Moaning in agony, Jacob hung his head and waited, hoping this was the extent of his punishment. It wasn’t. Next they mounted him on a “pony”. A special one with a metal edge and a place for a lit candle below. 

	When Jacob was seated for his “ride” they adjusted it so his ball sack was just above the metal edge. As he began to sweat his scrotum “relaxed” and very soon it was touching the hot metal. He had to stand on his toes to avoid being burned. When his calves tired, he had to sit down and as soon as he did his nuts were on fire, so he bounced up. But when his calf muscles gave out, he was down on the edge again and feeling the heat. It was a very cruel torment. He began begging to be taken off. Nyarai asked him what he would be willing to do? 

	“Anything,” he cried.

	They took him off and forced him to kneel. Nyarai wrapped the rope around his neck again and inserted the stick between the rope and his neck. Mosi came over and stood in front of him grinning. As Jacob cowered, he began to unzip his trousers. The horror of the situation dawned on the Jew. He began sputtering and begging, but every time he tried to say something, Nyarai twisted the stick choking him.  Mosi took out his “package”. He had an ugly cock and pendulous balls. He began playing with himself. 

	“Suck his cock,” Nyarai commanded.

	Jacob didn’t want to. He tried to resist, but with Nyarai choking him and threatening to put him back on the “pony” Jacob had to put his mouth on Mosi’s repulsive black dick . Being forced to perform a homosexual act was devastating to him. Nyarai kept him at it. Mosi, with Jacob licking and sucking his cock, began to get erect and they kept the Jew at it until Mosi came. They made him swallow the lumpy load. Jacob was glad that Elaine wasn’t there to witness his shame. And then they uncuffed him only to suspend him from his wrists with his arms held over his head. They spread his legs and tied him by his ankles to hooks embedded in the wood floor. Then Nyarai greased up the truncheon and worked it into Jacob’s tight anus. The feeling of penetration was terrible and he was in pain as the woman, shoved it in as deep as it would go.

	She worked it in and out, simulating fucking him. Despite the pain, the pressure this put on his prostate created other feelings and this was tormenting. She saw that he was reacting to what he was doing. His prick was starting to stiffen. She nodded at Mosi, who grinned and came over to stand right next to Jacob.

	“If you cum, I’m gonna take this out of your ass and coat it with hot pepper and then shove it back up your ass. You understand,” she threatened him?

	“OH GOD, NO MORE....PLEASE,” Jacob begged.

	“And if you cum, I’m gonna squeeze your balls until you pass out,” Mosi promised him.

	Jacob groaned, but then began whimpering and whining as Mosi took his penis in hand and began playing with his penis. As Nyarai sodomized him and Mosi masturbated him, Jacob’s erection grew. Mosi jerked him slowly and Jacob, knowing that if he came, it would get much worse, tried with all his might to resist feeling any pleasure. But, the tip of the truncheon kept bumping and rubbing against his prostate and as Mosi stroked his penis, the tip began to get wet and Jacob began making noises like he was going to cum. In just a few moments, he began grunting then moaning as his prick started spurting and spurting. Mosi milked him until he finished. He was panting like a dog. He knew he was going to get it and began pleading with Nyarai, who looked at him with pitiless eyes.

	“I told you what I was gonna do,” she said, evenly.

	She grease the truncheon again and rolled it in a pan of ground, hot red pepper to coat it. Then she rammed this up his shit hole, making him scream with the sudden hot, violent penetration. When she had it fully seated in his rectum she began shoving it in and out. The pepper soon turned his shithole into a fire tube. She gave him, “a fire in the hole”.  He writhed and squirmed hanging from the rope. Mosi had to come over and hold him as he began to struggle like a madman.

	She left the thick club up his ass. They sat down to share a smoke, but when they were done, Mosi got up and took Jacob’s balls in hand. He pulled his testicles down low in his sack and then twisted his ball sack to trap them. “I told you what I was gonna do,” he said sadistically.

	He squeezed and then squeezed harder. The effect on Jacob was electric. He began screaming like a lunatic. Mosi had to jam his white jockey shorts in his mouth to gag him and then tie a rope to secure them. He went back to torturing him. He pressed his thumb into one testicle so hard that Jacob felt it would rupture. He passed out. They revived him so she could continue. 

	When he asked him what he was willing to do for him to stop, he said, “anything...anything.”

	They cut him down and got him on the floor on his back. Nyarai pulled down her trousers and panties, exposing her fat ass and hairy pussy. She sat on his face, “queening” him. She rode his face until she came. Grinding her hairy purse of a pussy and her asshole over his nose, mouth and chin mercilessly. Jacob felt he was going to pass out. She was smothering him, but she didn’t stop rocking back and forth, and wiggling from side-to-side until she’d cum more than once, wetting him so completely that Jacob thought he would drown. Her stinky, wet cunt was a torment as she treated his face like a sex toy.

	Finally, with Mosi holding his crossed wrists and sitting on his legs, she masturbated him again, telling him that if he came again she was going to shove the handle of a toothbrush, which she displayed to him, up his penis. She played with him so skillfully that there was no way he couldn’t avoid cumming. His penis betrayed him and he spurted a load almost as big as his first cum. She wiped it up, made him lick it from her fingers and swallow his own discharge.

	Then she oiled up the toothbrush handle and shoved it all the way up his penis – until only the brush was visible. The urethra, for a man, is the most private hole of all. Forcibly shoving something oval and thick like the toothbrush handle felt worse to Jacob than if she had rammed an ice-pick in his stomach. He cried like a baby and when she slowly twisted it to hurt him more, he howled like a dog. She re-drew it and then re-inserted it several times. 

	She finally coated it with the hot pepper and worked it in one final time. Then she left it there. She and Mosi both stood up and watched poor Jacob rolling around on the floor writhing in pain. When he realized that his hands were free and no one was stopping him, he gingerly reached down to pull the toothbrush from his penis. Then he cupped his prick and balls with two hands and curled up into a fetal position moaning and whimpering. So ended his punishment for spiriting Elaine out of town.

	Elaine’s Punishment

	Now it was Elaine’s turn. The next day, Munyambu had Elaine brought to the warehouse. 

	He greeted her, “well, my little runaway. Nice to have you back. You know how I feel about disobedience. Well........... I’ve got some special treats for you.”

	They bound her to a post with her hands behind her back and tit slapped her until her teats were so sore, that any touch made her cry out. Then they used a pliers on her nipples before turning to her clitoris. When she screamed too loud they gagged her with a rag soaked in urine. Then they strung her up, hung by her wrists and used the pliers to slowly pull out her pubic hair a few at a time. Mosi and Gacheru performed this painful procedure. It took over and hour, but by then, Elaine’s pubis was bald. By the end, Elaine was begging and pleading, even though the disgusting gag made it impossible for anyone to understand her.

	Munyambu asked her if she was ready to do anything to get in his good graces again. She nodded, ‘yes.’ They cut her down, removed the gag and Munyambu got her lying on her back with her legs spread. He sat in a chair facing her and took off his right shoe and sock. He then began masturbating her with his foot. And then he had her hump his leg like a puppy dog. He forced her to cum on his leg, like a dog. She turned, after she’d cum, and saw the scruffy crew from the jail had been brought in and were setting up chairs facing a wooden platform. She’d been masturbating, like a dog, in front of an audience. And even worse, standing just off to the left was her husband and her step son. Elaine hung her head in shame. Munyambu snapped his fingers and Gatura dashed off. He came back leading Sarah.  She was naked and wearing just a pair of high heels. She looked like a whore. 

	“Someone else is here,” Munyambu said, paused dramatically for effect. He continued, “we’ve had her here for a couple of days. She’s not perfect, but we’re getting her broken in right.”

	He pointed and Elaine saw her mother. She went, “OH, GOD....NO...please ....NOT MY MOTHER...no...no...PLEASE....NO.”

	Munyambu chuckled at this outburst. When Sarah saw her daughter, she broke down too.  Both women began sobbing and babbling incoherently. Munyambu let them embrace....

	“OH, my baby...my baby,” bawled Sarah.

	“OH, MAMA,” cried Elaine. 

	The men from the jail....a motley bunch of thieves and robbers swiveled their heads back and forth looking at the two women. They had begun to clap when Sarah was led in naked, but now this mother and daughter reunion held some drama and most of them watched intently. Some had already begun to mock the two women. Verbally assaulting a white woman was a treat for these shanty-town dwellers. They were a poor and violent lot. Kamau got the women separated and positioned Elaine kneeling at the edge of the platform. The Chief Investigator wanted his runaway to have a bird’s eye view. Gachie led Jacob and David over to sit in chairs right in the front row. 

	“Sarah, get up on the platform,” Kamau told the older woman.

	She hesitated. Then reluctantly obeyed. It was still a huge violation to be compelled to be naked in front of men, especially jail scum from the shanty-towns. But now having to stand there in all her naked glory in front of her daughter, her son-in-law and a boy she regarded as her grandson, was a terrible torment.

	Kamau made her parade around the platform to display herself. The cruel taunts and mocking from the men stuck in her like sharp little arrows. They made her put her hands behind her head, exposing her hairy armpits, spread her legs to display her hairy pussy, handle her huge tits, pinch and pull on her nipples, turn around and bend over, then pull her cheeks apart to exhibit her hairy asshole. Jacob and David watched goggle-eyed!

	Then, they made her “dance”. She had to wiggle her ass, shake her hips, do “bumps” and “grinds” and make her tits bounce, jiggle, bob and sway. She was so embarrassed, and tried desperately to hold onto her dignity, but it was, of course, impossible. Then Mosi came over with a stool and he and Kamau made her sit down and spread her legs to reveal her pussy in all its glory. She had to show “pink”. She wanted to die.... Elaine kneeling right there, had been sobbing and as her mother was forced to degrade herself, fell apart emotionally.

	Then Kamau told Sarah to masturbate. She gulped, hesitated and finally blurted, “I .....I....I...can’t!”

	Munyambu ordered Gatura and Gacheru to bring over a “pony”. Soon they got her seated and bound. And in five minutes, she was sweating like a pig, and “riding” it like she was in a steeplechase. Jacob and David couldn’t help themselves, but they were aroused. The edge of this pony was very sharp and Jacob unconsciously leaned forward to get a better view of his mother-in-law’s vulva spread open as she took her painful ride. He had been on a “pony” and knew it’s power to persuade.

	Sarah started whimpering right away, but soon she was moaning and then groaning as the ride became more and more unbearable. She had strong calves, but her weight worked against her and soon she could only stay up on her calves for a moment. She’d sit down and the pain in her crotch became acute very quickly and she bounced up again. Up and down...up and down like a puppet. The men in the audience found it very exciting and Jacob and David had gotten erections, but were both emotionally very upset. Kamau came over and slapped her tits to add to her suffering.

	There was nothing any the two Jewish men could do.....It was sickening and disturbing to be put into a situation like that and become physically excited. Elaine was in even a worse state. She had to watch her mother tortured and just kneel there with a dozen hardened criminals behind her enjoying her mother’s discomfort. When Kamau asked Sarah if she wanted to get off and what would she do in return, she told him she would masturbate now.

	He and Mosi took her off the pony....and dragging her by the hair, he got her on the stool again. This time, the older woman began playing and rubbing her pussy enthusiastically. She didn’t cum, but she got very wet and moaned a lot. Kamau had her stick her fingers in her vagina and then her asshole. The crowd loved it. Elaine felt like she was going to pass out. Her mother was the center of her emotional life. To see her forced to degrade herself was pure torture for her. When Gachie came over with a big green squash, Kamau took the vegetable and handed it to Sarah. Then he told her to, “hide it, slut.”

	Sarah didn’t understand at first; then it hit her and she groaned. She took it and rubbing her pussy to get herself wetter, she began to work the thick tuber into her hole. It was hard going, but she managed to get almost all of it in her vagina. After that, Kamau made her get up and stand with her legs open, turn around and

	bend over to show everyone how much of it she had been able to take. The thing was pretty big.

	Mosi came dashing back to the edge of the platform holding a pole. He showed it to Kamau who grinned and clapped him on the back. Sarah would give a pole dance performance. Mosi fastened the pole, about 4 centimetres in diameter, to the platform . Its upper end was rounded so that it looked like a penis. He had a rope hanging from a pulley attached to the ceiling above the pole. Kamau brought Sarah over, tied her wrists to the rope and then he and Gatura hoisted the poor woman into the air. Then she was lowered, and with Mosi aiming the pole, it entered her cunt. 

	The pole was adjusted so that it was just inside her when she was on tiptoes and deep inside her when she was flat-footed. There was enough slack in the rope so that she could even squat down. Kamau played the “dance instructor”.  He told her to wiggle her ass and fuck the pole. She had to go up and down, up and down... as well as wiggle and swivel her hips. Gatura handed him a leather sjambok and he applied to her butt cheeks, belly, nipples and breasts to “encourage” her. He kept her at it for 10 minutes. 

	The crowd loved it and went wild, especially when she squatted down all the way, forcing the pole deep into her hole. Elaine sat there horrified as her mother was into one degrading act after another. To see her beloved mother fucking herself silly on the pole...well, that was sheer mental torture. She could see her mother trying to fight to preserve a shred of dignity, but being made to endure the worst sexual humiliations was too much for her. And for Elaine...

	Incest

	It would only get worse. There was something in the older woman, as well as Elaine, that brought out the most sadistic tendencies in the Chief Investigator. Whites from that era had been responsible for all the injustice and indignities that blacks like Munyambu had suffered. Sarah’s prim and proper manner incited Munyambu to new heights.

	He pulled Kamau aside and told him to have Sarah suck Jacob and David’s pricks. When Kamau ordered her to do that, Elaine gasped, stood up and began protesting. This made the men in the crowd sitting behind her laugh. They then began yelling to Kamau to make her do it. Sarah began weeping and put her hand on Kamau’s arm, quietly begging him to be allowed to let this cup pass from her. Kamau gruffly pushed her hand away and forced her to her knees. 

	He called Jacob and David up, but Elaine called out to Jacob ....trying to discourage him from betraying her and her mother. Before he sent Gatura and Gacheru over to get the two men, Munyambu had a better idea. He motioned to Kamau and Mosi. The two came over and since Sarah refused to do it willingly, he wanted Mosi to get a new torture device he constructed and use it on her. He was the one who had discovered it online. He called it the Lemon Squeezer. It was Indian in origin. The original name was the Kittee. Basically it was two boards connected by two long bolts with knobs mounted on the inner surface.  The bolts were capped with wing nuts so the boards could be squeezed together to compress whatever was between them. 

	They surrounded Sarah and sat her down on a stool. Gacheru took her wrists and pulled her arms behind her. Mosi opened the device all the way so he could get Sarah’s two grapefruit-sized tits in between. And then Kama cranked on the right wing nut and began screwing it down. The knobs were mounted in an irregular line top and bottom and when the boards began compressing her tits, Sarah groaned. It was the knobs that would cause the most agony. As they pressed into the milk glands inside her breasts they caused pain. The glands are well supplied with nerves and the pressure of the knobs added to the compression of her tits. Kamau moved to the left side and tightened the wing nut. Kamau laughed and said that in Sarah’s case they should call the device the, ‘Grapefruit Squeezer’.

	It soon became excruciating. Gacheru tied her wrists with a cord and they left her like that to squirm and moan on the stool. Elaine had to be restrained by Gachie and Simba. She was overwrought at this point. She turned to Munyambu and begged him to do it to her and let her mother go. Periodically, Kamau came over and loosened one bolt on the Kittee and tightened the other one. The agony it caused was evident on Sarah’s face. She was grimacing and groaning...sweating and crying out. Soon she was begging for Kamau to take the horrid device off her mammaries. He came over and sadistically screwed the right one down another half turn, eliciting groans and cries from her. 

	“Are you ready to suck your son-in-law’s cock,” he asked her?

	Sobbing and unable to take any more pain, sniffling....she said, “yes.”

	When they took the device off her tits, the rush of blood back into the cruelly compressed tissues caused her to groan out loud. Munyambu looked on, very satisfied with the gizmo Mosi had built. ‘Smart son-of-a-bitch,’ he said to himself.

	Jacob was made to stand and Sarah was made to kneel. Jacob was embarrassed to have to drop his trousers and shorts in front of the mob. He felt pressure from Elaine, who sat restrained by Gachie, and who clearly didn’t want him to stick his prick in her mother’s mouth. But Jacob knew that he had no choice. The Chief Investigator held all the cards. He had him by the balls in more ways than one. Jacob unzipped his pants and took out his prick. Sarah, thoroughly cowed at this point, leaned forward and gave the tip of his circumcised penis a little kiss. 

	Soon, she was kissing and licking it....and then she put it in her mouth and began sucking him. At first, his prick stayed fairly limp, but as his mother-in-law serviced him, Jacob got a full erection. And soon, he was moaning as he approached his precious moment. When he got close to cumming, he instinctively and impulsively grabbed Sarah by the head and pulled her closer. She opened her mouth fully and took him in until he was almost touching the opening to her throat.

	When she pulled back on it slowly with her tongue pressing against the underside....he moaned very loud.  When her tongue caressed his frenulum, that most sensitive patch underneath the head, and then she began sucking hard.... he erupted into her mouth. He was so hot by this point that is was a full load and he spurted with force. Elaine watching, even though she didn’t want to, saw her mother sucking and then swallowing her husband’s seed in almost a loving way. It was very hard for her to watch. Following this, David had his prick sucked by his grandmother. If anything Sarah was more sensual and loving with him. She gave him a blowjob that made some of the men, who had been taunting and mocking her, begin applauding her performance.

	Sarah’s Gang Bang

	Following this, they mounted Sarah on the gynecological table with her pussy and anus nicely presented, greased her asshole and Munyambu announced to the men, “whoever wants to fuck the white slut, in her cunt or her ass... step up....the price is only 2000 shillings.”

	Most of them came up and paid. They formed a line and Kamau handed out condoms. They started in on her and by the second man, Sarah had experienced her first vaginal orgasm. If anything, the brainwashing that Kamau had done had more effect in training Sarah’s cunt than in breaking her will. She still resisted being debased and humiliated, but she had been introduced to sex pleasure. Munyambu declared a bonus and men were allowed to the other end of table and they turned her head to stick their dicks in her mouth. Men were encouraged after they’d cum in her pussy to take their condom, full of semen and pour the contents on her face or in her mouth. Jacob and David had to perform as “fluffers”. In between each mounting, they had to play with her pussy to keep her hot. It was deeply embarrassing for all three....

	Then a man chose to fuck her in the ass. It was very painful and mortifying for her to have to accept sodomy, but this young man, a thief, had a long up curved cock and he put it to her hard. She cried out making Elaine begin sobbing anew. He too was allowed to make Sarah consume the contents of his full bag. When a dozen men had finished with her, Munyambu had Gacheru and Gatura hustle them back to work. 

	Then Kamau stepped up, without a condom, and fucked her. Following him, Zuberi, Simba, Gachie, Gatura, Gacheru and Mosi all took turns. Sarah was totally violated. She couldn’t get the image out of her mind that she had been turned into an object....not a person....just a thing. Something for black men to cum into....a receptacle. The notion horrified her...When it was done, she was a mess. Her pussy and asshole dripped cum. There was semen splattered all over her crotch. That’s when Munyambu ordered Elaine to get between her mother’s messy thighs.

	“Get down on your knees, slut and clean your mother’s dirty cunt with your mouth,” he ordered her.

	Knowing that he might take any disobedience on her part out on her mother, Elaine tearfully got down and put her mouth on her mother’s sloppy crotch. It was a demeaning task. But she had earned punishment by running away and knew she had no choice. Munyambu stood by and supervised. He made sure that she lapped up everything. Her own fuck slime and all the loads of cum insured that it was a disgusting job. Elaine had to stick her tongue into her mother’s vagina to get at the deeper deposits there. When, at Munyambu’s direction, she began to lick and suck on Mama’s clitoris, Sarah’s vagina spasmed and more semen came pouring out. Elaine was kept busy until Mama was clean. But she was not allowed to stop until she’d made her mother cum too.

	Contests

	Finally, mother and daughter were put into a humiliating and degrading competition with each other for the amusement and entertainment of the workmen and the crew. They were compelled (with a cattle prod) into cat fighting with each other. They were tied together with their own bras, ankle to ankle, and forced to grapple bound together with one hand tied behind their backs. It was a humiliating and awkward position, and therefore very amusing to watch the two of them struggle with/against each other. They were instructed to pin their “opponent” and rub her pussy to make her cum. The “loser” was the one who came first. When Sarah refused to fight, Kamau applied the tip of the prod repeatedly to her anus. Then she became very cooperative. They grabbed each other’s hair and Elaine slapped her mother’s big tits, shocking Sarah who then yanked on Elaine’s mop to subdue her. 

	When they ended up on the ground in a heap, crying and begging each other for forgiveness, Munyambu got Kamau and Zuberi to use the prods on their anuses to get them fighting again. It was maddening. They were sweating heavily now and their ass cracks were wet, so when the tips of the prod touched their crinkled brown holes and the men pushed the buttons sending a charge into them, both women were goaded like animals into resuming the bout. There was nothing they could do....nothing else, but do what was forced on them. 

	Sarah actually won the bout.  She was able to rub her daughter’s pussy and Elaine, aroused by the pain and the humiliation, was close to cumming. When Mama rubbed her pissflaps and clitoris harder, Elaine came in a hot wet gush.  As punishment for losing, Elaine was stood up. They kicked her legs apart. Then Kamau worked the prod into her vagina and with the crowd yelling and clapping for him to shock her, he zapped her good. Elaine shrieked like a banshee, twitching and shaking, and promptly passed out. Jacob sat there astonished at what they were doing to his wife. He and David comforted each other with words, but both men were in hell.

	Munyambu’s men worked the pair hard over the next hour....treating them as complete humiliation and degradation sluts. Munyambu made sure they felt shame and disgust with themselves and each other. Elaine was appalled by what they were able to make she and her mother do. She felt she was falling further and further down in her mother’s eyes. She knew she would never get over the embarrassment and shame of it all, yet she was hopelessly and helplessly aroused by their mutual humiliation and degradation. They were forced to have a “tit war” with each other, slapping their tits against each others’ while their hands were tied behind them. Poor Elaine stood no chance against her mother’s huge gourds. 

	For a climax to the “show” Munyambu had Gachie and Gatura force a liter of warm water down each of their gullets. When their bladders were full, they tied in a “69” position and left with instructions that the “winner” was the one who pissed on her partner. The “loser” would have something shoved up her piss hole .....to catheterize it. Sarah sacrificed herself. She had to go so badly. She wanted to pee, but she held it in and let Elaine piss on her face. It was brutally debasing thing, but she didn’t want to see Elaine tortured anymore. Munyambu called Nyarai forward and knowing her expertise with urethral rape, let her work the greased handle of a plastic toothbrush into Sarah’s delicate piss tube. Nyarai, had first rolled it carefully in a pan sprinkled with hot, red pepper. She inserted it far enough into the tube so that it penetrated her bladder making Sarah scream like a lunatic who had been stabbed with a knife. She began leaking urine immediately. The acidic urine added to her suffering, as her urethra was already on fire from the pepper. 

	They tied her wrists behind her. She made a comic sight when those holding her, let her go. She hopped around like a demented puppet squeezing her legs together and when that hurt she stood with her legs as far apart as possible. All the time moaning and groaning...The crowd loved it. They applauded and clapped, hooted and whistled. Some offered her some of what they had in a bottle for her to “cool” her inflamed parts. Jacob and David watched her sink to the platform to her knees, sobbing. Elaine, lying in a fetal heap from the effects of the prod in her vagina, when she saw her mother’s suffering, got up on her knees and, sobbing...reached out with her arms to her mother calling out her name. They were both in hell. 

	When it was over, Munyambu directed Mosi to write on both women with a marker pen. He wrote in English and Swahili, things like, “slut”, and “whore” on their asses, thighs and bellies....with arrows showing a crudely drawn penis pointing to their vaginas and assholes with the message, “cum here”. It was the day’s final humiliation, as the two were made to stand up and parade around the platform displaying themselves to everyone. Sarah was a fairly submissive puppet by then. She had to walk with her legs open as her urethra was still on fire. Elaine never stopped sobbing....

	Working Girls

	Chief Inspector Munyambu profited by keeping Elaine working and soon put Sarah to “work” too. He knew that successful Kikuyu and Luo males in Nairobi would pay well for an afternoon session with the older Jewish woman. He sent her at least once a week to hotel rooms, in nice hotels like the Hilton, the Laic Regency and the Fairmont, with Gachie, Gatura or Gacheru as her driver and bodyguard. There she had to spread her legs for whomever paid for her. Kamau took her to meetings in hotel bars to show her off and usually she was instructed not to wear a bra so her big “grapefruits” could be displayed to entice buyers. She had not been on any birth control because she hadn’t been sexually active up to that point in her life; and so had not taken any precautions. While not menopausal, she didn’t think she’d get pregnant at her age and miraculously didn’t. 

	Munyambu also liked to have her come to his office and give him a blowjob during lunch hours. His favorite thing was to have her suck his cock and cum on her face. When she gagged he would tell her, “stay down on it” and push her head down. Then after he’d given her a “facial”, he would make her say that she was, “a dirty Jew whore” and make her leave with semen still on her face to humiliate her. The walk back to her car were some of the hardest steps she ever had to take. But she was now his property in body, mind and spirit....

	For the next two years, Munyambu prostituted Elaine to fellow police officers and soldiers at the base.  Every week she had at least on “appointment”. He sometimes took her down to the holding cells at the station. There he forced her to strip down to her panties. He had her pull her panties up into her crotch and hump them while he pulled her along by her nipples in front of the cells, inciting the men and goading her along, until she made herself cum. Then he made her kneel and give blowjobs to some of the prisoners through the bars of their cells. He also took her to the Langata barracks and made perform this same degrading routine. Lots of Colonel Ojuang’s men bought her services and she gave countless blowjobs. Some, wearing condoms, fucked her and then were allowed to pour the contents onto her face. 

	The Germans

	The foreigners were always the best customers. They had money to burn and when they came to Africa, they wanted to experience the dark continent in their own personal way. A group of German businessmen had become regular customers. They made two or three trips a year to Kenya buying orchids and other flowers for the European market.  Munyambu brought them, every time they came to town, to the warehouse and sold them “entertainment”. They liked to fuck young black girls and Munyambu ran a string of girls under legal age. 

	But, in 2009, the Chief Inspector sold them some white meat. He brought Elaine and her mother to the warehouse for a special show for fat Bruno, handsome Hans, tall Gerhard, crude Frederich and the quiet one, Dolph. First, he had Gachie torture Elaine on her lemon-sized breasts and nipples. He tit slapped her then used a pliers to pinch, pull and twist her big, brown nipples for the Germans’ amusement. They were fascinated and intrigued that she was Jewish. 

	Then Gachie, Gatura and Gacheru bent mother and daughter over a bar. They were tied and two candles were lit under their breasts. The women had to swing their breasts from side-to-side to keep them out of the heat. It was amusing to see them swing their tits to avoid painful 1st degree burns on their tender nipples. The

	sight of four milk pots swaying and jiggling had the Germans laughing and clapping.  Then they had a contest where the two women had to race each other across the length of the warehouse. 

	Each woman wore a belt and her wrists were secured to its sides. The entertainment was seeing the women run with their breasts bouncing, bobbing and swaying. Each German had a Luo boy with a switch to encourage the women during the race. The winner got to go free. The loser got a thick truncheon shoved up her asshole, which made it very difficult to walk, let alone run. After this, she would be made to run the “gauntlet”. 

	The black boys formed two parallel lines armed with switches. Sarah lost and, crying, stumbled forward, pushed by Kamau. The boys beat her unmercifully. She fell and had to be helped up to continue her torturous march down the line. She had to walk with her legs held open as her anus, stretched open wide by the thick truncheon, made it difficult to do otherwise. The Germans then each had a turn with the women in one two of the offices rigged up like a bordello bedroom. Bruno and Frederich both had large cocks and after taking on all five men, both women were exhausted. Afterwards, the women went to the restroom to pee and get cleaned up. The debaucheries reached a high point with when Bruno, the oldest, wanted to know, ‘is there anything else?’

	“You are a great fellow,” Bruno kept saying in his heavily accented English to the Chief Inspector as they went to the improvised bar set up at one end of the building to get another drink.

	But the Chief Inspector had planned for a climax he thought they would pay extra for. Over a drink he explained what was available, as an “extra added attraction”. For an extra charge of course...

	“You can do such a thing? AMAZING. Yes. We want to see this, YES,” Bruno said enthusiastically when their little conference over. “We will pay, YES!”

	The Donkey

	Bruno took out a wad of bills and counted out six of them into Munyambu’s hand, who smiled. Then Bruno went over and shared what he had learned with his pals.

	Munyambu motioned to Simba and Mosi. After speaking with them they went over to far end of the building. A few moments later the two threw off the canvas covering a strange device. It was a sort of padded double bench.  The top was round and leather covered. The bench on the bottom was flat, padded and covered in leather too. Both benches were mounted the round one on top above the flat one on the bottom. The device rested on four heavy legs and was bolted to the concrete floor. Simba went over to a junction box and threw a switch which turned on two spotlights. The bench was flooded with illumination and was now “center stage” ...so to speak. The Germans, led by Kamau and Munyambu, headed down to that end of the building. Bringing up the rear were Elaine, Sarah and Jacob.

	Then Mosi went out to the yard. He came back leading a donkey with a dark gray coat. (Kenya is an agricultural country. It depends mostly on farming and livestock.  Donkeys are the main beast of burden. The donkey and cart are a mainstay in Kenya; one that can cope with the rugged terrain.) When the Germans saw the donkey, they began hooting and hollering. The women, their faces clean and wearing a fresh coat of make-up, naked, of course, and wearing only their high heels, stared at the animal. Both felt fear. Elaine, when she saw the donkey, covered her mouth with her hand. Sarah looked at her with fear that something new and terrible was coming. Munyambu stood center stage and addressed everyone. 

	“We’ve had dog shows here,” he said. “They’re a lot of fun, I can assure you,” he said. The Chief Inspector went on, “well, tonight we’ve got something to top that. We’re gonna have a donkey show,” he said pointing to the beast Mosi was holding.

	“And I’ve decided that the donkey is going to fuck Elaine!”

	Elaine began saying, “OH NO – no – NO – NO – NO – NO.”

	This really got the Germans going. They had paid for something special and now they were going to see it. They wanted to see her resist. Be the nice Jewish girl who is forced to take a bestial cock to the hilt. This was just what they wanted. Mosi brought the donkey forward. The beast’s cock had dropped down a little. The hideous organ was black and hung down until it seemed like it would touch the ground. Both the women’s eyes went wide as they stared. Nothing in their imagination could have prepared them for this...

	“We need a slut with a pussy that’ll be stretched by a big cock,” Munyambu said, egging the Germans on.

	Mosi got the donkey turned. Munyambu and Kamau go Elaine lying down on the bench on her belly with her feet flat on the floor. This position exposed her pussy nicely. The whole setup allowed the crowd to see the curve of her butt. Elaine

	turned her face away. Everyone would be watching her - enjoying her degradation and humiliation. She felt overwhelmed and wanted to hide. But, she knew she would be punished terribly if she tried to refuse this ordeal. The smell of donkey filled the place. Munyambu laughed and joked with the Germans who were very excited; and now that the show was soon to begin, they got ready. Jostling each other, they pulled up chairs so they could see the donkey mount and fuck her.

	Elaine lay there realizing that she was going to be fucked by an animal. Nothing in all her 26 years had prepared her for what Munyambu was going to put her through. She had become the ultimate female receptacle - fucked by a donkey. This was the ultimate rape.  She lay there submissively, but sickened. 

	Elaine glanced at the faces that surrounded her. She saw looks of lust. The Germans who had fucked all the them looked particularly gross.  She looked in Munyambu’s direction and then at her husband and mother who both looked like they had been struck on the head with a hammer. The Chief Inspector had a look of pure evil on his face. Then she looked back over her shoulder to see Mosi getting the donkey into position and that the beast’s cock was now fairly hard and long. The sound of its hooves on the concrete floor gave evidence of the beast’s size and power. It weighed at least 200 kilos.

	Mosi used both hands on the animal’s cock to get the beast ready. Drops of slippery juice trickled from the hole at the tip. Mosi got his fingers into a can of white cooking grease, came up with a big glob and smeared it all over Elaine’s pussy lips and into her hole. She moaned as he worked it in. What she didn’t know was that the grease contained the urine of an ovulating donkey mare.  This guaranteed that the donkey would fuck the shit out of her. The animal edged closer to her ass. It bent its head down so it could sniff her cunt– so temptingly presented. It put its nose against her wet pussy and got the scent of the mare mixed in with Elaine’s hot smell. The beast reared its head high and, with its lip curled, let out a loud braying sound. 

	The Germans began applauding. The scent excited the animal, and it began to snort and toss its head. The three Germans encouraged the donkey...cheering and clapping to urge the beast on. The animal smelled “mare”. This meant “mating”. When it caught the pheromones from the mare’s urine, the beast’s primitive smell brain began racing. The animal’s cock seemed like it was made of rubber and waving around before it got the scent. When it got a whiff, its cock stiffened and INSTANTLY, it was fully erect, rigid as a pole and slapping its belly. Munyambu grabbed Elaine by her hair and made her look at it. She saw the animal’s cock as it

	slapped up and down against its belly. Sarah stood by with a look of horror on her face. She would have gladly traded places with her daughter, to spare her, and let the beast impale her.

	Now fully erect, the donkey’s cock was as big around as a man’s wrist and as long as a woman’s forearm from fist to elbow.  This was going to be shoved into her cunt, and for the first time Elaine felt afraid. This emotion added to the excitement as well as the shame she felt and propelled her to new depths of masochism.

	“OH….oh….oh….uh….oh…..Ohhhhhhhhh,” she kept mumbling as, wide-eyed, she eyeballed the animal’s huge cock. 

	Now that everything was ready, they got the donkey ready to mount her. Munyambu told her to hold on to the bench with both hands and slapped her ass to get her up on her toes, with her back arched. This made her pussy gape open nicely. Mosi used a prod and the donkey rose up on its hind legs and came over onto the top bench with its forelegs on either side.  It took a little doing to get the donkey to rear up and get its chest and forelegs straddling the top bench, but in the end, it was done. 

	The donkey’s rear hooves were way behind Elaine’s feet, so with its front legs straddling the bench, it was ready to thrust its cock into a warm, wet hole. Its cock had stopped slapping against its belly as the donkey hunched forward trying to find the hole. Elaine felt the cock head touch her pussy and slide along her crack. The donkey kept trying to find her hole… humping ….trying to penetrate.

	“OH… NO– OH…OH,” she moaned.

	The donkey continued to thrust forward. It got its cock at the opening finally - then the animal’s powerful hind quarters thrust forward and drove the cock IN. Elaine groaned like someone had shoved a sword into her belly. Inside the hole now, the animal began humping, pushing her forward. And while her sex-hole had been opened, it had to stretch a lot to take the lemon-sized head.

	“OH GOD,” was all she said, when the big cock opened her.

	As it dilated her and the head slid inside her warm, greasy hole, Elaine began groaning louder and louder. The parting of her vaginal sphincter and the opening of her hole was overwhelming.... The big glans punched in deeper - touched her

	cervix and then plowed past. Then it went way in… stretching her hole to the max. It was an eye-watering combination of pain and pleasure.

	She tried to scoot forward again when she felt the donkey trying to force more inside her, but there was nowhere else for her to go. There was so much cock and as its thick organ reached bottom of her hole, she cried out loud. The penetration was so deep that she began crying like she was being stabbed. The Germans, wildly excited now, began clapping and hooting.  Then the donkey pulled it half way out – only to ram it back in again. A hard thrust forward – it just slammed it in her. It was hard to believe a woman could find room for a cock that big. It was like having an arm, from the fist to the elbow, shoved into her hole. It felt like it was about to come out of her mouth. Everyone crowded closer to see how much of the huge cock was inside her.

	The donkey had erected to its full length and girth. All but about 10 centimeters was inside her. Elaine had taken most of it.  She braced herself as the donkey began to whinny and snort, then pulled it’s cock out some and thrust it back in again. It went in easier as her greased, reddened hole was really opened up now. It went way in again…past her cervix and deep....all the way to the bottom of her cunt – stretching the epicenter pocket to the max!

	Elaine groaned again like someone had punched her in the stomach. Everyone was awed and mesmerized by what they were seeing. The depth and girth of the penetration was totally beyond everyone’s imagination. Her whole pelvis had been INVADED.  The lemon-sized cock head, now fully ballooned and flared, filled the deepest recesses of her sexhole. The donkey, neighing, now began to fuck her, like a machine, for all it was worth. Her husband stood close by with his mouth open watching the spectacle. Every time the beast humped her, she groaned like she was being beaten.

	Elaine cried out louder and louder each time the animal’s haunches thrust forward…forcing the embedded cock deep into her. But then the beast would stop…pull back and its cock would slip out. The cycle, starting with its big dick waving around would resume. The donkey would hump trying to find her hole - penetrate her again - and then fuck the shit out of her. The donkey brayed and whinnied, getting louder each time as it got closer to ejaculating.

	She groaned loud and her eyes kept rolling back in her head. Her nipples, wet with her sweat and erect, rubbed against the table with each powerful thrust. As the donkey drove in and out of her pussy, Munyambu knew that it wasn’t going to be too much longer before it would cum.  He could see the animal’s big testicles swaying back and forth in its hairy ball sack. Elaine’s orgasm was building also since the donkey had started to fuck her. There was no part of her hole the animal’s cock had not touched or stretched.

	Munyambu was impressed. He was very happy at seeing the young mother take the donkey’s dick. It was proving to be a great climax to the evening’s fun and games. And personally, he found it a real pleasure to do this to the Jewish MILF. It was perfect to have her husband and mother there watching her being sexually humiliated. Everyone was smiling, grinning, joking and drinking.

	The Germans got their money’s worth. The Germans could see that Elaine was a strong woman – something very special. Sweat poured off her. As the donkey pounded her, she had an orgasm and screamed like a madwoman. Like a sword had been shoved in her belly and pierced her womb. Everyone looked on in wonder; it was a most unbelievable spectacle.

	Her response to her bestial rape when it went in all the way was more than anyone could have hoped for.  She grunted like a man had punched her hard in the stomach, every time the cock went in deep. To a man, the Germans felt that this was a fitting thing to do to a woman, especially a Jewess. ‘Women are whores,’ went the thinking. ‘They all want a big dick. What better way to punish a Jewish whore than with a monstrous donkey dick?’ An animal cock provided the maximum degradation you could inflict on a woman. All the Germans had gotten erections. Every man was hard...

	The beast kept slamming its haunches in and out – in and out in a cruel, parody of human sex. It was easy to see how hard the donkey fucked her - it rear hooves scooted forward, making a scraping noise on the concrete floor with the force of its powerful thrusts. Elaine’s cries left no doubt that the big cock hurt when the animal slammed it into her. Her husband and mother stood by in shocked silence watching her take the animal’s cock. Sarah was struck dumb by what she was seeing. Her black master was making her daughter do the worst sexual thing a woman could be compelled to do....

	The donkey got closer to cumming, and by instinct, the animal shoved its cock in as deep as it could. It instinctively wanted to push the head all the way in, so the glans could flare and seal off her hole. The piss slit in the donkey’s cock head pressed right up against the epicenter now. The donkey was huffing and puffing and kept clomping his rear hooves noisily on the concrete floor to gain purchase, braying, whinnying and shoving its cock into her fast and hard. With its arm-sized member buried deep, the donkey filled her totally.  Its tail flicked up and down in a random pattern. Elaine was drooling like an animal too, and not knowing or caring about it. In truth, she was out of her mind. 

	Everyone watched – hypnotized. Elaine wagged her head from side to side; sometimes she rested her face on the bench; other times she held her head up and stared into space.  Her brown hair was all over her face in sweaty strands as the donkey shoved its cock into her with 200 kilos of muscle, gristle and bone behind it. Hans, downing a drink, wondered aloud how she took it all.

	The beast finally ejaculated, braying. When it came, it was like a fountain of white slop had overflowed her hole. It shot out around the rubbery black shaft, pumping like a heartbeat. Each time the beast shoved in - hosing her more - the pressure would squirt cum out. Elaine felt very full with the huge load of hot cum inside her. The donkey’s ejaculation was so strong that cum sprayed out and splattered all over its balls. Cum dripped from its nuts as well drooling and dripping down the insides of her legs to the floor. The beast paused, her sex hole stretched tight around its cock-shaft. The penile contractions slowed and finally stopped as the last droplet of cum dribbled into her stretched hole.

	Then at some point, she felt like the cockhead was rotating inside her pussy. Since the huge cock was tightly fitted into her vagina without any air gap, it produced suction that pulled on her cervix and uterus. This in-and-out pulling made her cum again. It created a powerful suction and she felt her womb was being pulled inside out. This was both unpleasant and pleasurable at the same time. The result was that she had a huge orgasm that went on and on. The animal was almost done.

	After this, Elaine and the donkey were both breathing heavily. The donkey tried to pull back and Elaine grunted as the cock didn’t want to come out - her pussy was gripping it so hard. The animal pulled again and it popped out. The donkey whinnied and shuddered – its cock shrinking as cum ran from her distended hole. Mosi got close to her as her hole was so open now…and mimed putting his hand in her stretched vagina.

	The animal’s phallus hung down - dripping cum from the tip. A huge gush of semen ran from her pussy and splattered on the floor as more ran down the inside of her legs. The Germans began applauding.  The donkey got down off the bench. But the beast was not done. It still had lots of cum in its balls; so the show wasn’t over yet.  The donkey remounted her two more times. Each time just fucking the shit out of her.

	Finally its cock slipped out and the animal dismounted. Elaine was exhausted and simply collapsed on the bench. She was sloppy from her pussy to her knees. Donkey cum dripped in a steady stream from her hole…she was messy everywhere - her mound - her ass – her thick hairy mat pubic hair was plastered down.... wet and sticky. Donkey semen had dribbled all down her thighs. Munyambu ordered Mosi and Simba to get Sarah on her knees and Mosi handed her a bowl to catch the cum that poured from her daughter’s raw hole. They made Elaine drink it, and then lick the bowl clean. It was a sickening task and having to be a part of it daughter was shattering to Sarah. 

	Bruno turned to Hans and said, “Ein was für schmutziger Jude (What a dirty Jew).”

	Following this, Munyambu ordered Mosi to get the donkey re-mounted on Elaine again. She groaned and begged to be spared. She begged for a reprieve. Then he asked her slyly, “should we let the donkey fuck your mother?”

	It was sad to say but Elaine betrayed her mother. She told the Chief Inspector to “do it” to Mama. Mosi came up with more grease and the urine of an ovulating donkey mare and smeared it over Sarah’s pussy and into her hole.  Her pussy had been nicely stretched earlier. So when they put the older woman on the bench and let the little stallion mount her, she was able to take its cock in her hole. The animal fucked her silly. Her sweat dripping DD sized tits swung, jiggled and bobbed as the donkey slammed it arm-sized cock into her over and over again.  The donkey flooded her pussy with cum and then remounted her three times.  On the final remount, Sarah came like a whore. 

	Its big cock pushed her into a loud orgasm; she sounded demented when she climaxed. Finally, the donkey was done and Mosi and Simba led the animal outside.  Elaine was slapped awake and made to lap up the donkey semen which poured from her mother’s cunt into the bowl and lick it clean. The Germans were beside themselves. Seeing the Jew and her mother degraded was the highlight of their trip.

	Epilog

	The Chief Inspector continued to exploit the Braxton, the Rangan and the Weingarten families until he was suspended as a police officer in early 2010 following an investigation by the Anti-Corruption Commission. The Commission uncovered some of his dealings, and he was suspended from the Department until the investigation could be completed. Ultimately, he was jailed awaiting trial. Unfortunately for him, it was a facility which housed one of his enemies. This man, also awaiting trial, ambushed Munyambu, stabbing and seriously wounded him. It seems that the Chief Inspector had been using this man’s wife and daughter like whores.

	As for the Braxton’s, Kate and Harry’s daughter Becky was sent back to the UK for college. She had been so traumatized, that she had suffered a nervous breakdown. Even after her recovery, she considered herself a slut and a whore. She had discovered that she really liked big, black cocks. Consequently, the word quickly spread amongst the blacks at her college that the white girl from Africa was a black cock slut, and she became the campus whore.

	Harry and Kate had also been completely traumatized. Kate more than Harry, as she was the one being used and abused, while Harry suffered mostly humiliation. By 2010, all this had started to affect their marriage. Harry agreed to a trial separation, but unfortunately it ended in a divorce, as Kate had lost too much respect for him. And having been repeatedly fucked by men who were more virile and had bigger cocks, she developed a taste for rough sex, mostly interracial. Harry, after the divorce, wasn't left with much, and ended up getting his sexual kicks by surfing porn sites, where black men like Tembo fucked girls like his daughter Becky in their cunts, assholes and mouths.

	Actually, he liked the ones best where the girls were young and tight, and the dicks violating them were as large as Tembo's, so the nubile girls would scream and moan while they were being raped. Or they had to take on two cocks, one in their cunt and another in the ass, again obviously experiencing lots of pain. Of course, he had been given copies of all of Kate's and Becky's movies, which he used for masturbating.

	The Rangans, Gopal, Amala and Pallav, were also devastated by their ordeals at Munyambu’s hands. Pallav went away to college, but returned in 2010 to finish his education in Kenya. He and his mother began a hot, incestuous BDSM relationship. It would have been difficult to figure out who seduced whom. Their games included him teasing her nipples and pussy with his hands and fingers and then using the “Black Mamba” on her. It soon progressed into more elaborate rituals where Pallav made her suck his cock. Each time they did it Pallav got more aggressive and rough and soon he was face-fucking his Mama....just raping her mouth. Amala needed to be punished and no one seemed more disposed to treat her like a slut than her own son. Whipping and caning games soon followed. Gopal eventually joined the fun. He liked being tied to a chair and made to watch. The routine included Pallav mocking him for becoming aroused as he watched his son humiliate and sexually abuse his wife. 

	Elaine and her mother, Sarah, moved to the UK after Munyambu was arrested; while Jacob stayed behind as a professor at Strathmore University. His son, David, was admitted to the Sir John Cass Business School in London after the Chief Inspector’s trial. Jacob ended up becoming Subira’s slave. She made him report for duty on weekends and used him like a servant and sexual slave; and loved subjecting him to outrageous torments. In some respects, Jacob was as happy as he’d ever been, but he did miss his wife. 

	Elaine, living in London, found a Jamaican man on a British BDSM website and became his slave. Sarah threw herself into community work and didn’t spend a lot of time with her daughter. Munyambu underwent several surgeries following his attack, but succumbed to his wounds and died before he could be tried for his crimes.
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	Nervous Days and Restless Nights

	Junichi Muramatsu and his wife Asami both wanted the ordinary routines of life to be their destiny. They saw themselves as a typical Japanese couple. Junichi had his teaching position at Todai University and Asami was a stay-at-home housewife. They had friends, some savings and took a nice two-week vacation every year. Their last vacation they went to Hawaii. But, after five years of marriage they’d hit a wall. Junichi had developed what started out as a mild case of premature ejaculation. And the more he became concerned about his “performance” the worse it became. And his wife’s response, her distant behavior, soon added to his problems.

	Their sex life was soon a shambles. When they made love, it was unsatisfying for both of them. Junichi tried to talk with Asami but this turned out to be a disaster. He finally came to the realization that he did not have what it was required to satisfy Asami in the bedroom. And this affected his performance as a husband. He occasionally tried to talk to her about what was happening between them when the mood was right, but it was not easy. 

	Junichi had been conflicted to the point of real emotional pain by his wife’s emotional distance. This contrasted strongly with the way he saw himself. He felt he was a traditional Japanese man.  So, he did not go to a therapist but wrestled with his feelings with the goal of putting them in their place rather than understanding them. After all, if he could not connect with his wife in their bedroom, did this not reflect on him as a man?

	Asami was also suffering, but she was bedeviled by different demons. And so, she began to see a therapist to sort out the tangled web of her sexual feelings. She confessed to Dr. Kurata, her therapist, that while she loved her husband she was turned off sexually. She admitted she wanted to avoid sex because her biggest fear was that she had unnatural desires and that Junichi would conclude that she was a pervert.

	She confessed, “I daydream about sex. And my sexual organs get hot and I flow much love juice. I am a miserable and woeful woman and still dream of being broken. I cannot stop these thoughts and the desires I still feel. I dream about letting people see what I am. I imagine them watching me and seeing my true nature. My sex organs get wet very easily when I think of such things. Even in normal life, my body gets hot and I get horribly wet. If I have sex with my husband now, I think I will get wet too much; and he will hate me. I think constantly of such things.

	Every time I watch movies or read books - I imagine the characters having sex. I eventually have to masturbate. I daydream about being treated like a bad woman and then I am able to feel ecstasy. So, I dream about being punished. Now, I think about such things all the time. I cannot stand it.  And I cannot help wanting to show my dirty soul. I hate myself for this weakness.”

	“Do you always imagine others controlling you?

	“YES…cruel men. They treat me very rough and my love juice flows like a river. My sex organs never get dry.”

	“I see.”

	“Is this normal, Doctor?”

	“It is normal to try and understand these feelings and how to integrate them into your life with your husband,” he told her.

	This is what Asami could not do…

	Trying to deal with his feelings, Junichi had turned to hardcore online pornography. He tastes ran to bondage, bukkake, discipline and gang rape. He occasionally allowed himself to imagine his lovely, demure in such situations. He masturbated after watching these secretly on his office computer and his laptop. Junichi, at 40, had turned into a chronic masturbator. 

	The videos inflamed his imagination. He had read some similar magazines and books in his youth. But now he became a regular online customer of one particular website that seemed to have just the scenarios that appealed to him. Women were abducted or roughly manipulated into sexual situations. Often these women were married and their husbands were unaware of what was happening. The women were subjected to every type of traditional Japanese humiliation torture: ropes, gagging, bukkake; and then rapes in their mouths, pussies and assholes by groups of men.

	Coach Funakoshi

	At Todai University where Junichi taught, there was a famous Judo team whose coach was Kenta Funakoshi. He was a hugely powerful man with a thick neck in his early forties who wore his hair slicked back. He was 180 centimeters tall and weighed 120 kilos, in his competitive days. His two assistant coaches were Taiki and Tsuyoshi. Taiki was big and dim-witted - a Korean who had also been a sumo wrestler. Tsuyoshi was younger, slim, and wiry with a pock-marked face. What Junichi didn’t know was that Funakoshi was heavily into collecting university wives and girl students for his personal use as sex slaves. He and his two assistants would zero in on a woman, dominate her and turn her into their own personal pet.

	When Junichi brought Asami to a University cocktail party, Funakoshi, who had not seen her since an earlier function, remembered her and thought that she was very tasty indeed. He also noted that husband and wife seemed disconnected. He cornered Asami at the party and as she looked into his eyes, she realized he was the sort of man she feared and longed for. She looked for her husband who was talking to the University president, but

	he was pre-occupied. She tried to get away, but Kenta Funakoshi was not a man to be deflected so easily. He had marked her for conquest. 

	He said to her, “We must get together and have a serious talk, Muramatsu San.”

	There was something in his manner that made her panty wet. She sipped her drink and tried not to tremble. Asami was full-figured and tall for a Japanese woman. Her youth, baby doll attractiveness and submissive personality made her perfect. Funakoshi decided he would wait until her husband was out of town and he and his two assistants would pay her a visit. To rape a woman in her own home…in her own marital bed was his favorite sex activity. 

	He found his cock stiffening. His two goons soon drifted over and were soon smiling as they realized their boss had selected their next victim. Funakoshi had already decided that Junichi was a cuckold husband who would do nothing and might even be one of those submissive Japanese men would be excited by having his wife sexed by others. He would soon find himself in the clutches of others again.

	So, the die was cast and once again Asami was going to be put through another ordeal that would really test their relationship. The two thuggish assistant coaches, Taiki and Tsuyoshi, licked their lips. They were excited by having another piece of meat to abuse. 

	Asami Gets a Visit

	A week later, Junichi went to Osaka for a conference. It was then that Funakoshi and his two assistants paid a call on Asami, late one afternoon. She answered the door and was surprised to see them standing there.

	“May we come in Muramatsu San,” Funakoshi asked politely? “I have something of importance to discuss with you.”

	“Hmm….yes, of course, Funakoshi San,” she answered nervously. She kept playing with her long black hair. She was wearing a short black pleated mini-skirt, a white silk blouse and house slippers. She looked so sweet and delectable. 

	She cringed as the two younger men laughed sadistically at something Funakoshi said. She invited them in and offered them tea. She wondered why they were there, but she was like a deer caught in the headlights and knew, on some level, why they were there.

	The conversation was polite at first, but then, Funakoshi’s eyes went hard and he motioned to Taiki, on his right, who came over and just slapped Asami with an open hand. She reared back in shock with her hand covering her reddened cheek. Then, the man grabbed her by the ear and yanked her head around like you’d do to a disobedient child. Asami became instantly submissive at this….. A second slap across her face left her whimpering. A third slap and tears welled in her eyes. Asami was stunned into submission. 

	“Muramatsu San, you and I understand one another. You’re going to cooperate. Isn’t that right?” 

	Asami, shocked and stunned by the turn of events, was both frightened and aroused. She had been guiltily thinking about him ever since the cocktail party. His two assistants stood up and moved to stand behind her chair. She stood up and the two assistants grabbed her. She began struggling, but it was no use. They overpowered her. She soon went limp. Funakoshi was grinning lewdly at her, and she felt her panty dampen under his gaze. 

	Asami blushed and kept her head down as Funakoshi stood up chuckling. Asami’s breathing was noticeable. Then, she stole a glance at Funakoshi. His eyes showed excitement. A thought crossed her mind that he was a total pervert. Asami blushed and felt a swarm of butterflies in her stomach. Her mind was racing. His face showed his mind. And in the end, she began her  decent into a sexual ordeal. Junichi would be turned into a cuckold… forced to watch his wife turned into a slut… and subjected to repeated humiliations….. 

	Asami would be forced into every type of nasty sexual act that can be done to a woman. These would be forced on her. She began to realize that her deepest, darkest longings were going to find an outlet. Asami nervously squeezed her thighs together. Tsuyoshi made a couple of pelvic thrusts and all three men laughed. Asami blushed. It was at this point that the men let her go and Funakoshi ordered Asami to lift her skirt. She bit her lip. When he barked at her a second time, she reached down and pulled up her skirt a few inches.

	“Higher…show us your panty.”

	Tsuyoshi pulled a chair over and sat down so that his head came up to the level of her groin.

	“Let’s see if she’s got a hot pussy. Tsuyoshi San . . . see if you can get her all steamed up,” Funakoshi said.

	Grinning lewdly, Tsuyoshi reached out and slowly ran his hand up the smooth insides of her thighs, until he reached her crotch. He then looked over at Funakoshi and smiled sadistically. Asami held her breath….and closed her eyes…feeling humiliated as she was cruelly displayed and now just a toy.

	Tsuyoshi rubbed her plump mound forcing a moan.  He slapped her thighs to make her spread her legs. This gesture, and having to stand there holding up her skirt, while a strange, ugly man stroked her pussy lips, moving forward to diddle the bud, got to Asami. Her pussy soon grew hotter and wetter and her clitoris swelled to a full erection. Electric, erotic sensations sizzled through her loins; she wanted it to stop; yet she strangely…she hoped it wouldn't…. 

	“Pull down your panty.”

	Asami, with trembling fingers, complied. Tsuyoshi pulled them off her feet as she raised one leg at a time. He examined the crotch, smelled it and then grinning, showed it to her. There was a big wet spot in the crotch. She had creamed them. He made her smell the crotch and then handed them to Taiki, who smelled them and grinned. He spread her ass cheeks, exposing her anus and spreading her pussy lips. He moved to her pussy, touching the wet flaps. Now, with her hairy womanhood on display… he had her spread her legs again.  He worked his way through the parted labia. 

	He found her sexhole oozing heavily and rubbed the slime all over her labia. He rubbed up and down on the right side of her clitoris….all then ran his finger all the way down to the hole….gathering up the juice and then spreading it…..Soon, he began masturbating her for real….strumming her clitoris hood…. slowly at first and then faster.

	Asami tried to control herself, but the tension she was under made her thighs quiver and a long, low moan escaped her lips. She tried to hold herself still, but found that she couldn’t help but wriggle her hips as she was masturbated. Soon, Taiki got his finger in her drooling sex hole. And before long, he had a second finger buried in her clenching sex-hole. He turned her around and palm down began frigging her hard. Seeing her PUSSY respond, he began frigging her urethral sponge until she gushed. He withdrew his fingers and held up them up for everyone to see. Asami involuntarily went red in the face. She was wetting herself like a slut.

	She was feeling incredibly hot. As he masturbated her…in front of the others……. she began to feel very submissive and whatever resistance she had melted. She felt a growing urge to ‘cum’. Now, the feeling was irresistible and she squirmed and writhed.

	‘Oh, what is happening to me’, thought Asami. ‘Why do I feel pleasure now? But I can't stop myself. His fingers are driving me crazy . . . in my vagina. It is wet and hot. I am so humiliated.’

	“Cum for us now,” Funakoshi crooned at her.

	At that point….Asami felt it building up in her stomach and all thru her loins. ‘Oh…oh, here it comes,’ she thought to herself…. As Taiki stroked her swollen urethral pad, her toes tightened in her shoes...and Asami came again – hard. A gush of pussy juice spewed forth….to soak his fingers….wet her thighs and drool down her legs…..

	‘I just climaxed again with this man touching me’, Asami thought to herself. ‘OH, MY!’

	“Lick his fingers slut,” Funakoshi said…

	Taiki brought his fingers to her mouth, and made her lick her juices off his fingers. Funakoshi stood there laughing at her . . . .

	“You’re a slut…you’re just a slut,” he laughed.

	He was laughing now as Asami used her tongue to lap up her own vaginal juices. Taiki stuck his finger in her mouth and Asami began to suck on it like it was a nipple.

	Asami thought to herself, ‘I can’t believe how wet my pussy is. I am flowing like a river. They order me to get undressed . . . . I feel like I’m in a trance. I feel so exposed and vulnerable. I am completely ashamed. But I need these feelings. My heart is pounding. They say nothing as their eyes focus on my breasts. I look down and my nipples are sticking out. I feel like a whore. 

	I realize I am showing everyone I am a masochist and everyone can see my true self. As they lead me to our bedroom I know they are enjoying my naked body. I can do nothing; I am so humiliated. Tsuyoshi walks around me and I see he’s got a cell phone camera, circling around me. You are going to be a star, he says to me. I just nod. He points it at me as they all watch me.’

	“Spread your legs, Asami.” 

	‘I whimper as soon my pussy is exposed. Now, he zeros in on my pussy with his camera. I feel so exposed and humiliated. He gets down on his knees and puts the camera inches from my hot, wet sex organ. I hear crude words from all over the room, and I know he is getting a close-up of my wet pussy. I can’t believe is happening to me . . . . It feels like someone else.’

	“Play with yourself and make yourself cum.”

	‘I slide my hand down to my pussy and start to touch myself. I spread my legs and rub myself. My legs are twitching as I feel myself building up to a climax. I open my eyes to see him staring at me. I’m naked, my legs are spread, and my hand is between my legs rubbing my pussy.

	My nipples are hard and my breasts are flopping around. I can't believe what I’m feeling. Why am I doing this? Why am I humiliating myself like this? My vagina gets wetter and wetter. I grunt. I can't hold it anymore. I throw my head back and rub myself even harder and faster. I hear myself moaning in pleasure. My love juices dribble down between my cheeks. Oh, here comes another one. My body convulses, and another orgasm hits me, this one stronger than the first. I squirt and some of it goes everywhere...all over the sheets….the rest drips down my buttocks. I can hear my fingers wet and squishy. My legs go weak, and I have to concentrate to keep from passing out.’

	They then began to slap her face, softening her up for their assault. They made her bend over a chair with her hands on the seat, offering up her ass. Then they went to work on her…. Tsuyoshi unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers…. revealing a rampant erection. His cock was long, slim and curved upward like a banana. He approached Asami…pulled back his foreskin and rubbed the bulbous head of his cock over her pussy lips and hole. 

	Then he put it at the opening and applied pressure. Asami opened up taking the head and then the shaft. She felt stretched in all directions, yet the dick was still not in. He pulled his dick out and thrust it back in. This was repeated three times before he was in to the hilt. Asami let out a prolonged and loud groan.  Her moans excited Tsuyoshi and he began to pile drive her, taking her breath away, pins and needles shot through her and she could feel herself building to a crescendo. He fucked her for several minutes…and his pal got some great shots from behind with his camera. 

	Asami soon felt him stiffen, then his cock began to pulse and finally she felt a gush as his semen filled her.  Tsuyoshi withdrew his softening penis and cum dribbled to the floor. Funakoshi took his place; he grabbed Asami's hair and using it like reins began to ride her. The room reverberated to the sound of wet flesh slapping as Asami's own wetness and the cum worked its way all over his pussy as he just held her by the hips and rammed it into her as hard as he could. 

	She felt totally controlled as he was a big man unlike her husband. He made her feel very small, vulnerable and female as he lay on her fully with his weight. After that, he got back on his knees and held her thighs and humped her madly. He soon made Asami cum. There was no mistaking it…from the sounds she made….Asami had a very nice orgasm. 

	Finally Taiki took his turn. Asami came again as he came, pumping deep inside her. It was the Korean who finally drove her into continuous orgasm. She felt like she was not in her body and a strange relaxation come over her. They took turns throughout the afternoon fucking her on the bed….on her back; and from behind with her on her knees and elbows. 

	By the time she’d taken many loads of hot semen in her pussy, each stroke now began to sound like a suction pump due to the amount of cum and her own juiciness; this gave Asami new sensations, again a massive shiver went through her body. By the time Funakoshi shuddered through his third ejaculation….. Asami was in sexual heaven or hell. She laid face down panting, her face flushed her legs felt weak and warmth encompassed her body. She thought about Junichi, she had betrayed him; she was a slut, a whore. A great sadness came over her and tears began to well in her eyes. 

	Just then, Tsuyoshi, sporting a full erection again, grabbed her butt cheeks….spread them wide, and worked some of the cum around the anus and then he spit on her shit-hole to wet it some more. He started to work his long banana cock into her tight hole. Asami was no anal virgin and had already experienced sexual ecstasy that way. 

	Her eyes flew open…. She turned her head to look at him….. As the man sweating, worked his cock into her. She was tight and if it wasn't for his all hard erection he wouldn't have been able to do it, yet with steady pressure and the lubrication of all the cum and his saliva on her shit-hole…. his cock popped in. It hurt Asami at first, yet the

	pain was good and it wasn't long before she was groaning lustfully to the new sensations. Tsuyoshi came, spurting cum into her bowels.

	Afterwards, lying with her thigh open, Funakoshi scooped up some of the mess oozing from her reddened, swollen pussy and showing it to her first, brought it to her mouth and presenting it…made her lick it off his fingers. Asami moaned as she was made to do this….Then, he grabbed Asami's hair and pulled her up…. and cum gushed out of her. She glanced down at the pool of cum on the sheets.

	Then, they made her stand up....naked and wet. Funakoshi directed Taiki and Tsuyoshi to take her by the arms and lead her to stand in front of him. Asami stood there…. feeling frightened, excited and humiliated. Her pussy dripped her juices and the men’s semen, her nipples were erect.

	“Show me your dirty hole, slut…”

	They made Asami stand with her legs spread and display herself. They all enjoyed her reddened inner thighs and the cum smeared everywhere. Her pussy and asshole were drooling cum; her labia were swollen to twice their normal size…and her clitoris was engorged and peeking out of its hood. Asami’s hair was a mess and her nipples were still swollen. She looked like she was out of it. She tried to say something, but Funakoshi held up his hand to silence her. Instead he made her say that she was a ‘dirty slut’.

	With that, he laughed and made Asami get on her knees….Taiki waggled his cock. Asami was totally mesmerized by the man’s equipment. It was much longer and thicker than her husband’s prick. It looked like a big cucumber. She felt lightheaded as Funakoshi ordered her to hold and suck it.

	It looked and felt enormous in her small hand. Her eyes seemed to glaze over as she stared at the cock just inches from her face. She looked up at Taiki’s grinning moron face for a moment, then back down at the cock she hefted in her hand. It had an effect on her; she hated herself, but her clitoris was erect, against her will. Funakoshi looked at Asami’s nakedness…kneeling on the floor and felt pleasure that he was able to ensnare another submissive female. 

	Wet, slurping sounds brought his attention back to Asami’s face. As he watched, she moaned, moving her head slowly as she licked and slobbered up and down the length of the long shaft. Then, Taiki told her to, ‘lick my nuts’. Moving her head lower, at his command, she carefully ran her soft, pink tongue all over his heavy ball sack, gently laving at the apricot-sized testicles bulging inside. The big Korean grunted in satisfaction….

	With both hands, he grabbed Asami's hair, pulling her head back and up a bit. He looked directly into her face. Asami looked up at him and nodding when he told her to ‘suck it’….her small, wet-lipped, pouty mouth opened….getting ready to take in the head of his snake. She shot out her tongue, pink, pointed, and ran it over her full lips several times.

	‘I have this desire deep inside of me. I want to suck a DIRTY COCK THAT HAS BEEN IN MY CUNT IN FRONT OF MY HUSBAND,’ she thought. ‘I desire the taste and feel of a cock in my mouth. My mouth is wet and waiting. I want my husband to see my shame and not turn away from me.

	I am on my knees. The cock is right in front of my face. It is big. Bigger than my husband’s. I am afraid of it, but I open my mouth and take it in. I can feel how hot it is in my mouth. I wrap my lips around it and it begins thrusting it in and out. The hard, hot cock feels good in my mouth. As it gets bigger and harder it hits the back of my throat and I feel I am going to gag. It keeps going into me. I am grabbed by my hair and it is forced into my mouth faster and deeper. The cock swells and throbs and I respond to the crude words.’

	Taiki let go of her hair and brought the head of his dick in line with her mouth. He fed the fat, purple knob of his dick-head into her waiting mouth. He grunted as he watched her working her mouth down his shaft a little at a time, bobbing her head forward and back as she went. Eventually she managed to swallow half of his cock, stretching her poor mouth.

	Holding her by her hair….her head steady…. he slowly began to move his hips back and forth, fucking her mouth. Despite its large intrusion into her mouth, Asami nonetheless did her best to please him, making noisy, slobbering, sounds as she bobbed her head up and down. It was all music to Taiki’s ears and he began to speed up his movements a bit. He groaned; he loved face-fucking women.

	“Junichi’s slut wife looks good with a cock in her mouth,” Tsuyoshi said to Funakoshi.

	Asami, hearing this, groaned and felt herself melting…The session that afternoon came to a close, but not before Funakoshi dragged Asami by her hair to the shower, made her kneel and then he aimed his cock at her. She stared at him, nervous and wondering what else he was going to do.

	“You have been such a slut this afternoon that the only thing left to do is to piss on you.”

	Asami’s eyes flew open. She was shocked speechless. She put her hands up to her mouth and gasped. As she watched him, like a bird eyes the snake, he took shook his cock and concentrated. Soon, it began erupting, tentative at first and then more forcefully. He aimed at her cleavage and her belly. And when she groaned in shame, he lifted his cock and began pissing right on her face. She tried to cover her whole face with her two hands, but he barked at her to drop them. 

	With her hands at her sides, she had to endure his hosing her down with his acrid piss. She kept her eyes tightly closed and when his stream hit her nostrils, she gagged and began sputtering. He laughed and made sure to cover her from her hairline to her chin. When he was finished she began sobbing softly, feeling the humiliation. But, it was not over and Taiki and Tsuyoshi took turns urinating on her. Taiki focused on her tits and her crotch, telling her he was washing all the dirty cum off her. Tsuyoshi pissed right on her face, like his boss. They left her kneeling in the shower as they dressed and left.

	The Exercise Bike

	“Asami, come down to the gym today at 3pm,” Funakoshi told her over the phone. “And dress in clothes to do some exercise,” he told her.

	He had been paying her visits at least once a week. One night he even came over for a “social visit” and sat sipping beer with her husband, who was as surprised as she was shocked. They both taught at the University, but a Professor of Marine Biology and a Judo coach traveled in different circles and hardly ever interacted. But for Funakoshi it was a prime opportunity to humiliate Asami. She had to be polite and serve beer to him and her husband. 

	When Junichi went to the bathroom to relieve himself, Funakoshi made Asami lift up her skirt and felt her pussy through her panty. When he had mortified her sufficiently, he let her go. When her husband came back into the room, it was as if nothing had happened. But if he had been more observant, he would have seen the humiliation in his wife’s eyes.

	The terrible irony of that night was that Funakoshi had fucked her earlier that day in their bedroom. Fucking her roughly and making her cum. Then playing with her cum filled pussy and making her say she was a ‘dirty cunt’....a ‘whore’. Fresh from that humiliation, to be molested with her husband in their apartment, was a new violation.

	On this day, however, he had Asami come to the gym. When she arrived, the team had already headed for the showers and only Taiki and Tsuyoshi were there. Asami had worn a sport bra, cotton panties, running shorts, a sleeveless top and a pink “hoodie”, white running shoes and pink ankle socks. She came into the gym very wary. 

	“Ah, Asami…. Come here,” the Coach said with a grin.

	He took her over to an exercise bike. 

	“Lock the doors,” he said turning to Taiki.

	“I think you need some exercise. It’s good for the figure,” he said to her, chuckling.

	He had her take off the hoodie, her shoes and socks; then he and Tsuyoshi got her on the bike. Her feet went all the way into the pedal “toe clips” and Tsuyoshi used a strap to bind her ankles in such a way that she wasn’t able to remove her feet from the pedals. Then Funakoshi made her hold the hand grips. He used straps to bind her wrists.

	“Now, you ride,” he said to her leering.

	He switched on the machine and set a mild pace for her. They left her on the machine for 10 or 15 minutes. She had to pedal and work her upper body too.  Each hand grip was attached to a spar connected to the bike’s front wheel. Soon, in the hot confines of the gym, she began to sweat. Funakoshi came over.

	“Comfortable,” he asked her?

	“Why are you doing this,” she asked him plaintively?

	“Exercise is good for you. You need to exercise something other than your dirty cunt,” he said insultingly.

	With that he turned the dial on the machine to a higher setting. Now Asami had to really work her leg muscles as well as her arms and shoulders to keep up. The machine forced her to turn the pedals and push/pull on the hand grips, strapped as she was. And with each passing minute she had to work her straining muscles harder. She began to pant and then called over to Funakoshi to let her off the infernal device. He came over solicitous with inquiry written on his heavy face. 

	“What do you want,” he asked her?

	“Please let me off,” she said.

	He reached over and switched off the machine. She heaved a sigh of relief. She expected he would release her from the machine, but he made her stand up on the pedals. Then, he and Taiki, who had come over, pulled down her shorts and then her panties, exposing her. Asami gasped and with Taiki holding her firm, Funakoshi pulled out a purple gizmo from his jacket pocket. 

	“Know what this is,” he asked her smirking?

	She stared, but wasn’t sure what it was. It was a rubbery looking, U-shaped, purple probe mounted on a half-moon shaped base. One length of the inside was covered with knobby protrusions.  It was a silicone G-spot and clitoral stimulator. And it was long enough to be an Epicenter stimulator as well. It was operated by a remote control that activated the motor mounted on one side of the “U”. The remote was flat, black and rectangular shaped with a thumb operated switch and a small red bulb to indicate it was “on” mounted on one corner.

	“It goes in your pussy, slut,” he told her. Taiki made sure she stayed still enough for Funakoshi to work one end into her vagina. She was sweating profusely and she had already creamed her panty even before she got to the gym - anticipating some sexual humiliation and abuse. So, the Coach had no problem getting the device into her sexhole, which was already wet. Once it was inserted, the other end pressed alarmingly up against her clitoris, still covered by its hood. There was a small metal protrusion on that end and this contained the vibrator.

	Both men unceremoniously pulled up her panty and her shorts trapping the device. But to be sure, with one end of the “U” deep in her hole, and the other end pressing up against her vulva, it wasn’t going anywhere. They sat her down and Coach switched on the machine to get her working again. They watched for just a moment and then Coach turned up the machine to make her work harder. Then he stepped back and stood in front of her and held up the remote. 

	Grinning sadistically, he thumbed the switch and instantly, the device was alive in Asami’s pussy hole. Throbbing like a living thing, it rubbed against the urethral “pad” in her vagina and vibrated against her clitoris. She tried to jump up off the seat, but her bonds wouldn’t permit it. He kept the device “on” and Asami writhed and squirmed like an eel on a hook. All the while she had to push and pull the handles and pedal too.

	“Now comes the real fun,” he announced to her. “If you slow down, the pedals are “electrified” and you’ll get a nasty shock.”

	Asami barely understood. What did he mean, “electrified”? But as time passed, she would come to a sharp understanding. In the meantime, Funakoshi kept entertaining himself and his assistants by switching the vibrator on and off. Asami reactions were very amusing. She yelped and wriggled every time he switched on the vibrator. As she rode more, she sweated like a racehorse and panted like a hunted animal. 

	It was inevitable that she would tire and slow down. And when she did, she got a sharp shock in the soles of her feet. She shrieked. Wanting to avoid being shocked again, she silently vowed not to slow down again. This went on for a moment; until Coach gave her pussy another jolt and she came unglued. She was getting closer to cumming and every time he did that, she slowed down and then got a shock. All of this was doing something to her mind as well as her body.

	Coach kept her at it, working her pussy with the deeply embedded purple vibrator and letting the machine “zap” her when she slowed down. When she finally came, she felt the shocks go up her legs into her crotch as the device, turned now to the highest of its four settings, drove her into a mind-numbing cum. She passed out and they had to grab her as she sagged and then just collapsed.

	Afterwards, they took her to the Coach’s office, a dim cubby hole with a low ceiling behind the gym. They put her on her knees and made her suck some cock. First Coach, then Taiki and finally Tsuyoshi took his turn. One thing that Asami didn’t know, but Junichi had heard in whispered rumors was that being a male judoka on the Todai Judo team had some undisclosed benefits. 

	It was rumored that Coach provided acquiescent girls to “relieve” his players of their youthful sexual tension. Stories were told of co-eds that the Coach had ensnared who gave favored male team members blowjobs. Lesser studs were occasionally allowed to subject some hapless female to a debasing bukkake session. And rumors swirled about one or two of the 25 female judokas on the team as well. 

	It was said that female team members who were Korean were often singled out for humiliation. If a Korean girl failed to perform on the mat as expected, Coach would inevitably call her out and berate her in front of the team. To really humiliate her he would make her wear one of the male team member’s sweaty jock straps on her head as a “thinking cap” for the rest of the afternoon. 

	That year, the female team member who had been singled out was a chubby first year Korean, named Kyung-Soon. She was not a great judo talent and when she flubbed assignments, Coach jumped on her hard. Finding her well disposed to discipline, he kept ratcheting up the punishments. Finally, one day he brought her into his office and used a flat wooden paddle on her ample bottom. That first time she was wearing her Gi and her panties, but the next time, he made her take off her clothes and paddled her bare-assed. It didn’t take long before she was on her knees sucking his cock and then his assistants’ cocks too.

	Asami, sweaty and exhausted after she gave Coach, Taiki and Tsuyoshi blowjobs, thought she was done. She had gotten to her feet; and then there was a knock at the door. Embarrassed, wet and sloppy from her ordeal, Asami was shocked as four boys, the top four member of the team, piled into the small office. 

	Coach introduced her. Asami was horrified to be introduced to these boys. It wouldn’t take long for the word to get around that she was a professor’s wife. She was shamed beyond belief, as Coach was making public her status as a slut. The boys immediately found her exciting given her baby-doll face and cute figure. Her hair was in pig-tails and she was dressed in school girl exercise garb.

	When the Coach gave the signal, the four boys surrounded her and began to tease her. And when she protested their abusive teasing, the team captain, a hulking light-heavyweight, slapped her. He then told one of the others to give her a “wedgie”. Asami looked at the bulge in his pants and listened to his words. She knelt there frozen. But the slap across her cheek brought her back to reality.

	The boys pulled down her shorts and the boy told to give her the “wedgie” grabbed the back of her panty and wedged it up her ass, leaving her butt exposed. Asami began whimpering and this was a cue for the boy to pull the material in her crack harder and hold it there. With every whimper or moan, the wedgie got more painful. Asami thought her panties would tear or rip, he was pulling on it so hard. Then, the Coach brought out the paddle.

	He gave is number two boy the paddle. When Asami made any sound, a whimper, a cry, moaned or screamed the boy pulling on her panties yanked harder and pulled the “wedgie” back and forth in her crack. The boy with the paddle took a swing right after that. Asami whimpered with every swat of the paddle. Not only were her buttocks sore when they were done, but her crack and asshole were very tender so that it hurt to wipe herself after she had a bowel movement that night. Funakoshi pulled down her top and pulled her tits our of her bra to expose them for the boy’s delight. All four found her apple-sized tits very arousing and were thrilled when the

	Coach allowed each boy to feel them, making Asami moan.

	Then it was time for her to suck some cock. The Team Captain took hold of his zipper and pulled it down. He fished inside his pants and pulled his hard cock out. Without hesitating, Asami wrapped her lips around his cock and began using the skill she had recently learned. Her eyes were closed, trying to block out what she was doing. When she opened them, Asami saw everyone watching her on her knees in the middle of the small room sucking a cock.

	Most of what Asami heard was crude mocking taunts like ‘slut’ and ‘cocksucker’. Asami tried to block it out, but she couldn't. How could she? She was married and had become a cock-sucking slut... and in her own mind much worse. Not that long ago, although to Asami it seemed like a lifetime ago, she had been a respectable wife who avoided putting her husband's prick into her mouth because she thought it was demeaning.

	But now she was on her knees sucking a strange boy’s cock with others watching. Asami kept sucking and licking the boy’s cock he grabbed her head. Asami was now experienced enough to know what that meant. She readied herself, and then swallowed the sperm as it flooded her mouth. When the boy stopped cumming, he pulled away and stuffed his cock into his pants. A pair of hands grabbed her head and a new cock was presented to her. This was the boy who paddled her. He was a rising middleweight star and nice-looking.

	“Kiss it, you slut,” he taunted her, showing a cruel streak.

	He made her give him wet sucking kisses all over his cock and balls. When he was nice and hard, he stuck it in her mouth and began face-fucking her nice and slow. Her saliva began to flow heavily and this made Asami feel more submissive. She loved the feeling of having her mouth used like her pussy. She gagged, drooled and was obedient to his wishes. He told her to put her tongue right along the bottom of his cock shaft. He instructed her to lick the tip to catch the drooling pre-cum there and she got his whole ball sack wet with her mouth and tongue.

	And when he approached his precious moment, he made her suck it hard and when he came, at the very end he pulled out to spurt some on her nose, lips and chin. He grinned at this, and Asami could hear the other three boys’   words of praise at how he had violated her. The other two boys went fairly quickly, but the last boy, eager to show off, with an average sized cock, but very hard.

	To encourage her to do her best, the boy began pinching, pulling and twisting her nipples through her top. He wagged his cock around – already nice and hard and Asami began worshipping his cock. Slowly, sweetly and with soft, sucking kisses and wet licks up and

	down the shaft. She licked up the pre-cum from his leaking piss-slit – and finally sucking it, she gave him maximum pleasure. 

	Coach came over to stand right next to the boy who had his head back, with his eyes closed as Asami fellated him. She looked over to steal a glance at the last boy’s cock and balls. Their cocks were so different. The last boy’s was smaller, with a slim brown shaft and a pinkish-gray knob. His balls were in a loose sack. The veins were prominent and his pubic hair was long and sparse. The boy she was sucking…his cock was longer and thicker with a long turtleneck of a foreskin and a smelly, wet, purple cockhead. 

	His balls were contained in a very tight sack. He had very little pubic hair. The last boy, small…a lightweight, showing his impatience, shoved his cock in her face and made her lick all around the head, underneath his foreskin and cleaning the cheesy deposits, the smegma, there. She smelled the musky odor. He was soon dribbling pre-cum like the other boy. It had a slippery, silky feel to it, and was surprisingly sweet.

	As she went from one stiff cock to the other, to everyone’s surprise, Asami began moaning, showing her excitement. This was, of course, another humiliation. The professor’s wife was showing her arousal at her degradation. Taiki and Tsuyoshi watched transfixed as she took in more of each boy’s cock so that soon it was right at the entrance to her throat; so much so that her eyes watered, she choked and gagged over and over again. 

	When both boys came within a moment of each other she was almost drowned- there was so much cum. Asami, perversely, enjoyed the rape of her mouth. When these last two came, they just flooded her mouth. It was like they were pissing …..There was so much semen. When all four boys left, Asami looked over at the Coach.

	“Can I leave now, Funakoshi San,” she asked plaintively?

	“No…..I have a special surprise for you. My boys have been working very hard lately. And I want to reward them. Especially the lower ranks. And today you’re going to give them a “treat”.”

	“No more please, Funakoshi San. I am so tired now. I must rest.”

	“Oh, you don’t have to do any work this time, slut. I promised my boys they could bukkake a mature married slut. And that’s you.”

	“Bukkake, oh no, I have heard of that. It is degrading. It is a punishment!’

	“Just fit for someone like you, Asami,” Funakoshi said to her gravely.

	Bukkake

	It was a punishment originating in Feudal Japan. A wife accused of adultery was punished by having a group of men masturbate and cum on her face. The reasoning was this: if you're taking it from someone else, you're going to get it from everyone. The intense humiliation of having all the male villagers degrade her by discharging semen on her face and naked body sometimes drove the woman into exile. It’s said that sometimes the woman was nearly drowned, there was so much.

	It was a degrading tradition and more prevalent in remote villages. If a husband suspected that his wife had been unfaithful, he and his friends would take her forcibly to a remote area, like the woods, or a cave. Then they would all ejaculate on her face and open mouth.

	Or, the adulteress would be lead to the town center, and tied to a post in a kneeling position. All the men in the village would take turns masturbating on her. Paper screens were sometimes used to shield the men, so that only the adulteress could be seen. Sometimes the adulteress would be forced to strip naked and paraded through the village before being subjected to the humiliation.

	Asami didn’t know all this, but she had heard the term. Funakoshi made her strip to the waist. She was already in the right position, sitting on her ankles. Suddenly, there was a commotion at the door. Tsuyoshi had gone to the door and when he opened it, there was the noise from dozens of boys on the other side. Coach stepped forward and went to the door. He barked at the line up and instantly the crowd shut up.

	He called them into a quick huddle and gave them the drill. He had lined up a married woman for them. A pretty married woman. They would do their duty and jerk off on her face and tits. Each boy was bound by his own desire and need and they would form a line based upon that. ‘No pushing or jostling’, he told them. 

	The Coach knew it was a powerful bonding moment for the boys. He had treated most of them last semester to such a ritualistic moment. Having his boys’ discharge their precious seed on a slut was a “rite-of-passage” in the Coach’s mind. And he would make sure that it was rewarding for them. He knew that Asami, with her deep-seated need for humiliation, was just about perfect. Actually, this semester, he was fortunate in that he had Kyung-Soon, the new girl on the squad. Korean and very, very submissive. And now, as a contrast, an older, more sophisticated and beautiful professor’s wife. They could not look more different, in his mind. Kyung-Soon was a little homely. Her black hair was cut fairly short, in a page-boy style with bangs. 

	She was somewhat dark complexioned, plump with short limbs, small hands and feet, full, round thighs, fat, hanging tits, huge dark brown nipples, a big, fat ass and just a light growth of hair in her armpits. She had a full, fat Venus mound with a nice mat of straight black pubic hair, but there was very little on her sex lips or around her asshole. She had a little round “piggy” face with full lips and deeply slanted eyes. 

	Asami was tall, slim with classic curves, alabaster white skin, beautiful upturned breasts capped by near perfect nipples. She was hairy between her legs and in her armpits. Her face was oval and her features were even and beautifully proportioned. She had long slim fingers and feet. She could have been a model with her long hair tinted in the favorite color of so many Japanese females: chestnut brown.

	What united the two was a deeply rooted desire for humiliation combined with strong sex drives. The perfect combination for a female slave. Funakoshi planned to use both women to the fullest. And now, it was Asami’s turn to experience what he had already put Kyung-Soon through. The 18-year old had been forced to kneel in the garden just outside his apartment while his auto mechanic and all the workmen from the garage, as well as most of the members of a friend’s Judo club came on her face and tits. Coach thought she liked it when he used his fingers at the end to wipe up semen and present it to her to swallow. She licked his fingers clean after each slimy deposit was offered to her. She was a real slut….

	“Please do not do this to me. Do not disgrace me. I am the wife of Professor Muramatsu. Please do not shame me,” Asami begged, when he told her what awaited her.

	“If you don’t cooperate, I’ll put you back on the bike. Now, you don’t want that do you?”

	Asami groaned at the thought. As she knelt there, Funakoshi ordered her to put her hands behind her head, and she began sobbing. She knew it was a terrible indignity - the most personal of degradations. Boys would ejaculate on her face, until she was covered and coated like a slut. She shuddered thinking about this supreme humiliation. 

	And deep down, stirring in her soul, she felt a sliver of longing…some craving for this degradation too. The Coach grinned evilly as he looked down with Asami kneeling there. Tsuyoshi let the boys start filing into the room. The first boy got right in front of her and stood with legs apart in an exaggerated stance. Then he took out his cock.

	Asami looked down after they had made eye contact. She stared as he took hold of his uncircumcised cock. She was fascinated and couldn’t help looking. She could not help staring the way a bird, trying to avoid the gaze of the snake, is compelled to look. His cock was almost fully engorged and hard. Asami stared as he began frigging it close to her face; soon, there was a drop of pre-cum at the tip.

	Laughing and joking, he boasted to the boy behind him he would “drown” her. He grunted and began jerking his cock in earnest. He soon went, “uh…uh…uhhhh,” and began to spurt. Asami stared at his penis, so close to her face…she watched him jerking it…the piss slit opening and closing; the foreskin capping and uncapping the helmet. Then she closed her eyes, as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating.

	When he began spurting, the hot, pearly stream splashed against her lips. And then he hosed her nose and cheeks. Soon, the next boy treated Asami to the same mortifying debasement, all over her face and mouth. When he was done and shaking the drops off, Asami’s face was slimed. Another erection quickly appeared inches from her face. Coach stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	In a moment, another hot stream hit her forehead, over the bridge of her nose and drooled down. Asami moaned as she was coated with semen. A smaller spurt splattered across her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead. Almost immediately, another boy from the other side deposited a big load on her. Cum start to run down onto her mouth. When one boy was jerking off.... huffing and puffing, working his cock, those who waited their turn - joked and laughed. 

	Their young full balls promised heavy loads. Two and sometimes even three boys now crowded her at a time. When more than one ejaculated, Asami felt like she was drowning. The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting in her nostrils and her mouth. The rest ran down. Inevitably, Coach ordered her to open her mouth, and she swallowed lots of clumpy semen making her salivate, choke and gasp. Coach kept talking to her in a low voice.

	“You are a whore. This is what you are. You need to have men cum on you. Keep your face up, slut. Tell me you are a whore.”

	“I...I am a whore.”

	“SAY - I LOVE CUM............tell me whore. Say, I LOVE CUM!”

	“I ....I...l...love cum!”

	There were so many boys, and their hands and cocks became a blur as they jerked off; and reaching their precious moment, hosed her. Semen coated her forehead. It was clumpy in her hair….on her eyelids and cheeks, her nose, lips and chin…all dripping down onto her cupcake tits. Just when Asami thought it was over, another boy stepped up, jerked off and came on her. Seconds later another blast splattered her face and ran in lumpy streams down her face.

	Asami submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed, when Coach told her to do so. She became a slut for cum. There were hot streams of semen running down onto her shorts, soiling them. Funakoshi told her to open her mouth repeatedly. And soon, she took some of the boys’ right in her mouth and sucked on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum…she sucked them clean. She swallowed a lot of cum. There was so much she began to feel queasy. 

	Tsuyoshi had taken out his cell phone and using the built-in camera began taking pictures of her sucking cock and taking loads on her face. Cautioned by the Coach, he made sure not to photograph any boy’s face or anything which could identify him. But he got lots of clear pictures of Asami’s decent into bukkake hell. The flashes from his camera phone became a constant punctuation to the nasty proceedings.

	When two or more spurted at the same time, Asami gagged as their slimy loads filled her mouth too fast. She gagged and this reinforced her submission. The lower ranking boys lined up two or three at a time now. Her predicament elicited much laughter and jokes. Many of them took particular pleasure in calling her names and mocking her. It was not a “romantic” encounter.

	As one big 16 year old with a big cock fucked her face, she began gagging and then vomited. A big gush of foamy whitish-yellow slop spewed from her mouth to splash all over the floor. When she finished throwing up, the boy forced his cock back in her mouth to continue face-fucking her. He soon came and she gagged and coughed. The load flew out of her mouth in a torrent....a wet, nasty cough.... thick strings of her saliva mixed with his pearl jam.

	Asami ended up with her hair, face, neck, and shorts dirty, bespattered and wet with hot cum and vomit. When it was over, thirty-six boys had cum on her. Asami felt totally debased and degraded. She had learned just how masochistic she was. She was a mess: her eyes were red and swollen from the semen which stung. Worst of all, she felt very hot and wet in her pussy from being humiliated and debased. 

	As a climax, Coach made her masturbate for the boys. Funakoshi made her pull down her shorts and panty and sit in a chair with her heels on the edge and play with her pussy. She was so hot, that she came in no time by rubbing her clitoris and piss flaps like a madwoman. When she came she howled like a Siamese cat in heat. She was so loud and it struck the boys so funny that several tried to mimic her.

	Tsuyoshi had taken a video camera from a cabinet and caught Asami’s whole performance rubbing herself off. The Coach had a master plan and the photos and the video was part of it. Soon, Junichi would be ensnared and made to toe the line.

	Rope Torture

	Funakoshi had Asami report to him at least once a week. Sometimes at his office; sometimes at his apartment. He took delight in fucking her but he noted that what got to her the most was right after he’d dropped a load in her pussy, if he scooped some up and made her swallow it, or if he made her suck his dirty dick after it had been inside her, something deep and wrenching seemed to erupt from her soul. She liked sex to be very “dirty”.

	Also, he discovered that a certain amount of pain was necessary to release the full humiliation response from her. Hurting her until she caved in and agreed to do something nasty was the sexual trigger to Asami’s deepest and most profound orgasms. Along the way, in his travels, Funakoshi had learned how to tie knots. 

	The Japanese have always used rope historically to torture female prisoners, captives and hostages. The torture is heavily laced with humiliation as the hapless woman is often tied naked in lewd and degrading positions. The bondage uses weight, gravity, and time to

	produce insufferable agony. Funakoshi had Asami report to him at the gym. They brought her to an unused storeroom; and he and his assistants tied her. 

	The bondage involved two major suspension points and this forced her to choose between two positions. The first position was uncomfortable and would soon prove exhausting. The alternative was painful, but it allowed her to rest and recuperate a bit from the first position. So she was compelled to switch back and forth. 

	She was suspended standing on her toes with her arms bound behind her back and straddling a length of rough hemp rope fastened between two posts. The position used her own body weight to put pressure on her crotch. Forced to stand on her toes to keep her pussy and her asshole off the rope, she tired and lowered herself, allowing the rope to dig into her crotch again. 

	After hanging for a time, the pressure numbed her whole crotch; and it became impossible to remain still. When she moved it released the pressure and circulation was restored. This produced pain that felt like being pricked with ‘pins and needles’. After this brief but painful rest she forced herself up on her toes again, repeating the cycle of fatigue and pain. Her squirming and writhing also worked the splintery rope into her crotch. Bruising and abrasions followed. ‘Rope burn’ between her legs soon made her sensitive flesh raw.

	Her own movement caused the rope to punish her. Funakoshi had tied knots in the rope so that they came in contact with her clitoris and her asshole. As she squirmed and writhed, the knots made it worse. She soon begged for relief. She offered herself up sexually if they would release her. Her pussy had gotten very wet from being tortured…

	Funakoshi increased her suffering by whipping her, while suspended, using a thin bamboo cane on her buttocks. He did this until the spot he was hitting became so reddened and sore that just a touch would cause her to cry out. Following this, he continued the beating on another spot. After she begged for release, they cut her down and took turns sexually abusing her...fucking her silly and cumming in her pussy and her mouth. She told them she was ready to be fucked in the ass as long as they didn’t put her on the ropes again.

	 

	The Professor

	Funakoshi called Professor Muramatsu and invited him out to lunch at a small restaurant near the campus. Junichi was surprised, but feeling good about the fact that this man, so different from himself, was reaching out to him. First he had come to his home and socialized. Now, he was inviting him to lunch. It was pleasant and welcome. Junichi was a small man, given to introspection. He wore glasses and was happiest when he was studying his beloved fish and clams. He didn’t often enjoy male friendship. Coach arrived at the restaurant first. He was studying the menu when Junichi came in. He approached somewhat timidly. 

	“Ah Funakoshi San, how good to see you.”

	“Ah, yes, Muramatsu San, it is my pleasure,” said Coach standing up and grabbing Junichi’s hand vigorously to shake it.

	After some pleasantries and some gossip the two men ordered lunch. It was a curry restaurant and Junichi made sure not to order anything too hot or spicy. He had to be careful with his colicky stomach. As both men ate and chatted, Junichi relaxed. It

	seemed that the Coach was a “good guy” despite his reputation of being a rough-edged boorish sort of fellow.

	As they sipped tea, Funakoshi took Junichi into his confidence. He told him that the best way to survive the daily grind was to find a hobby. He asked if Junichi had a hobby and he replied that his marine aquarium tank stocked with prize fish was his relaxation. It was then that the Coach sprang his trap. He took out a small photo album from his briefcase. He handed it to Junichi.

	As he did so, he said, “This is my hobby, Muramatsu San. I find certain girls and women and make them perform like trained animals.”

	The first photos were of two housewives Funakoshi had ensnared about two years previously. They were pictures of them clothed and then in various states of undress. Soon, they were mounted on “wooden horses” for pony torture or bound in a bent over position being caned or paddled. And then there were photos of them sucking cock and taking cocks in their pussies and assholes. Junichi was fascinated. He was repelled strongly too, because, after all, they were proper University men….teachers. But, given Junichi’s recent propensity to surf crude porn sites where Japanese women were treated the same way, the album captured his attention. And the fact that he did not recognize either woman helped him swallow the bait….

	“Ah, Funakoshi San, I don’t know what to say. I cannot believe these women are so …..What is the word….compliant? And indulge themselves in such carnal excess!”

	“Oh, Muramatsu San, after I introduce them to the whip, they show their true selves. And believe me, my friend; all women want to be trained. They are sluts. It is just a matter of getting them in touch with their true inner selves. Here, look at this young slut. She is a Korean. And we, in Nippon, know how much such females are very close to their animal beginnings, do we not Muramatsu San?”

	Junichi chuckled at this….it was a common prejudice in Japan that Koreans were not the equal of Japanese and Korean women were whores. Hadn’t the Emperor’s Imperial Army in the Second World War proven that the Korean female is a natural ‘comfort woman’?

	Coach helped Junichi turn the page to reveal Kyung-Soon in all her glory. Junichi vaguely recognized her, but couldn’t quite place her. What amazed him was the thoroughly degrading positions she had been put into. Sexual torture, sick humiliations and unbelievable sex….it was all there. Her face was covered in cum at one point and she was submissively licking it up and then off a man’s fingers as a man’s hand pointed at her….obviously commanding her to obey and submit.

	It was all very heady stuff and Junichi found himself with an erection. He was not used to getting steamed up in front of someone else. He took out his handkerchief and mopped his brow. He was slightly embarrassed before his new “friend”. 

	“They are quite stimulating, these pictures… are they not, Muramatsu San,” Funakoshi asked in an innocent way?

	“Yes, they are, I’m afraid,” he said as he handed the slim album back to the Coach.

	“I don’t know how you can handle such a taxing hobby, Funakoshi San,” he said wiping his brow again.

	“You like such things, do you not, Muramatsu San,” he asked him suddenly?

	Caught off guard, Junichi finally averred that he did find them, ‘very interesting’.

	“Good, Muramata San. It takes a man of the world, as you and I are, to acknowledge such things. You are to be commended, Muramatsu San.”

	Junichi actually beamed at this. He never had never enjoyed the locker room camaraderie that athletes take for granted. In a way, this lunch was affording him the pleasure of that sort of interaction. 

	“Actually, there is one more woman I want you to see. I think you will find her the most interesting of all,” Funakoshi said with a small smile as he handed the album back to Junichi.

	“OK.”

	Funakoshi opened the album to the pages where Asami was displayed. First she was standing clothed. Then she was stripped to her bra and panties. 

	Following this, she was naked. Next, she was mounted on the bicycle and standing up on the pedals as the purple vibrator was being shoved into her wet pussy. 

	After that, she was mounted on the rope and getting her ass whipped. Then she was sucking cock. Lots of cocks. And taking cocks in her pussy. And there was a three picture series showing her with Tsuyoshi’s cock in her ass. Last, but not least, there were five separate photos of her getting bukkake. 

	Junichi sat there slowly turning the pages feeling like he was having a stroke. He was struck dumb! The final picture made him gasp.  His sweet wife was barely visible under the loads of cum on her face. If he hadn’t seen the earlier photos in the series he

	wouldn’t have known it was his lovely mate. He began sputtering and then threw angry looks at Funakoshi, who sat quietly and didn’t say a thing. He let Junichi’s anger run its course.

	“You like such things, Muramatsu San. You admitted it to me. And if you are honest with yourself you will admit you are aroused by seeing what other men do to your wife. You do not know this side of her, do you?”

	Junichi was at a terrible place. The man had made a point that was very difficult to refute. He didn’t know his wife and the last nine months was proof that he didn’t know how to relate with her sexually. But the shock of seeing her with other men….and apparently so many of them was a blow. He did not see Funakoshi’s face in any of the photos but it was apparent to him that the big Judoka was one of the men enjoying his wife’s charms.

	He felt sick and queasy now after the curry lunch and the revealing photo expose of his beloved wife. What would he do? What would he say to Asami? What was he supposed to do now with Funakoshi?

	“Just relax, Muramatsu San. Many men enjoy watching their wives getting sexed. I’m sure you will want to see for yourself. By the way, I have a great videotape of her masturbating after she had taken all those loads on her face. Just let me know and I will get you a copy.”

	With that, he stood up and turned to Junichi. 

	“Pay the bill, my friend. I provided the entertainment. You pay for the lunch.”

	And saying ‘good-bye’, he left. Junichi sat there in a fog. He was gob-struck. He didn’t know what to say or do. What should he say to Asami? Would others see the incriminating photos he saw? Would he and his wife be blackmailed? All these thoughts swirled through his brain and gave him a headache. He went home earlier than usual and when he saw his wife, he tried to imagine her in the carnal couplings he’d seen in the photos. He couldn’t help but think that his darling wife had someone else inside her. And by the same token, was there someone else inside him? Just waiting to get out too? This thought made him sick….

	Junichi toyed with the idea of bringing up the photos to Asami, but couldn’t summon the courage. Funakoshi solved the problem for him. He called the professor at his office and told him that he was coming over tonight to, ‘have a word with you and your wife’. Junichi felt a cold chill run down his spine at the thought. He didn’t know what he should do. Should he now say something to Asami? Or just wait until that evening and see what transpired?

	The Cuckold

	Funakoshi knew his man well. And he knew Asami thoroughly. He, Taiki and Tsuyoshi all got in his car after they grabbed something to eat and headed over to the Professor’s house. When they got there, Junichi had already told Asami that Funakoshi was stopping by after dinner. She froze at that and Junichi couldn’t help but see the tangled mix of emotions in her reactions. She came just a little “unglued”. She looked and acted nervous and went to their bedroom after she cleared the table to freshen up. Actually, she changed clothes. Junichi sat down with a cup of coffee and tried to read the newspaper.

	Both of them waited for the inevitable knock at the door. Thirty minutes later, it came. Junichi felt butterflies in his stomach and Asami felt herself damp between her legs. Her “daddy” was coming and this cued an uncontrollable reaction in her pussy.

	When Junichi opened the door, he was surprised to see Taiki and Tsuyoshi. Funakoshi made the introductions and Junichi invited the men into the living room. When they were settled, Junichi called for his wife. She came in looking radiant and very cute. She had put on a shorted skirt and freshened up her makeup and brushed her hair. She greeted the men formally and then stood with her hands in front of her crotch. It was unconscious of course and just a proper posture as much as having her hands at her sides, but in this situation, it was prophetic for her to try and protect her “treasure”. 

	She knew that it belonged now to Funakoshi and she wondered what he was planning this evening. It unnerved her to see both of his thuggish assistants in tow. This meant something, she was sure. At Junichi’s prompting, she headed for the kitchen to fetch beer and coffee. Tsuyoshi stood up and announced that he would help her.

	She tried to say something, but he acting helpful just followed her into the kitchen. Funakoshi had engaged Junichi into a conversation, but the professor wondered about the man he had just been introduced to following his wife into the kitchen. He had reason to worry. As soon as he got there, Tsuyoshi pulled out the purple vibrator from his jacket pocket and held it up. Asami groaned as she realized that she was going to be made to cum and perhaps right in front of her husband. 

	He made a motion with her hand and Asami knew what he wanted her to do. She slowly and reluctantly pulled up her skirt and with her slim delicate fingers pulled the crotch of her panty aside for him. She was already wet and he grinned as he saw that the crotch of her panties was wet through also. He knelt and shoved the gizmo up her pussy until it was fully seated. Then he motioned for her to get herself together. He took out the remote as she finished smoothing her skirt. He thumbed the switch and watched her writhe with the device turned up only to “1”. 

	He grinned and said, “Get the beers and the coffee for your husband.”

	When she got everything on the tray, he zapped her again to watch her wriggle and squirm and then he flipped it “off”. They went back into the room together. 

	“Ah, here is my lovely wife with our refreshments,” said Junichi, ever the gracious host.

	They all began to drink and the chat was light, but there was a definite something in the air and Asami and Junichi knew it. At that point, Funakoshi cleared his throat.

	“Muramatsu San, I have a video here we want you to see.” 

	With that Taiki handed a DVD to Asami who looked confused, but who took it anyway. Junichi suspected what it was, but was now unable to do anything but let his wife take the proffered disc and head over to the player to insert it. 

	“I think you’ll both find this very educational,” Funakoshi said seriously.

	As soon as the DVD started playing, Asami gasped and it was then that Tsuyoshi turned the vibrator up to “2”. The DVD showed her receiving the bukkake. And then she was seated on the chair and masturbating herself furiously. Both husband and wife sat there riveted to their seats. Asami kept squeezing her thighs together as she was getting very warm and was already very wet. If Tsuyoshi turned the vibrator up to “3” or “4” and left it on she would cum. Junichi, who had already been shocked into numbness by the photos now sat there watching a porn movie starring his wife. He found his prick stiffening embarrassingly.

	Funakoshi sat there enjoying the show. His two victims were behaving just as he suspected they would. He would turn Junichi into a cuckold that night, he was sure. As the movie of Asami’ masturbating played, Tsuyoshi thumbed the switch and turned the vibrator up to “3” and then as she sat there squirming in her seat, Funakoshi told her to stand up in front of the screen. Junichi sat there frozen as the Coach gave his wife a command and then told her to lift her skirt and show her husband her panties.

	Junichi couldn’t believe his eyes. Here was Asami on their big TV screen rubbing her naked pussy furiously as she was smeared with semen and right in front of him she was now exposing her crotch to everyone’s eyes. He could see that there was a big wet spot in her panty. There was an ominous bulge in the crotch and Funakoshi told her to show her husband why she was ready to cum. When she pulled down her panties and her husband could see the purple vibrator sticking out of her pussy, he felt his prick throbbing and he began sweating heavily.

	It wasn’t long before he was sitting and watching his wife being “trained”. First they made her cum with the vibrator in her sexhole. She wriggled and writhed like an eel on a hook. Then to punish her for cumming like a whore in front of her husband, Coach pulled out a strap and gave it to Taiki to whip her. And when Junichi protested at this, Taiki tied him to his chair. When he showed he would be obedient, Taiki untied Junichi from the chair and pushed him to his knees next to his wife on the floor. Funakoshi’s whole demeanor seemed to be getting nastier. Junichi, forced to kneel, looked up at Tsuyoshi and blinked, his face suddenly flushing red with shame and embarrassment, as he found himself kneeling next to Asami.

	There was no denying his arousal at this…and he knew it; his prick had erected to its full size. He was loath to admit to it, but he found this whole experience very sexually arousing . . . a turn-on. What was the matter with him? What sort of bizarre desires did he have? At the hands of the Judo coach and his two thuggish assistants, he was now forced to offer up his wife’s soft mouth or suffer the consequences.

	He looked at Asami and couldn't think straight. He felt humiliated and ashamed. He tried to organize his thoughts into something coherent, but all he could do was kneel there with his mouth hanging open. He didn't even understand it himself.

	Taiki began pulling Asami's head closer to his groin. She reacted immediately to the increased fullness in her mouth, making awful, gagging, retching noises in her throat as the swollen head the cock pressed the opening to her throat. He pulled out a bit, and then pushed forward, impaling her again. By this time she had been forced to take so much of his shaft that she gagged. So tightly were her lips sealed that they formed a perfect little "O" around his shaft. Her involuntary gagging was erotic and disgusting at the same time.

	The skin around the corners of her mouth was pulled taut. Her nostrils flared wide, trying desperately to bring in whatever air they could. Tears streamed from her eyes now, trickling down her cheeks in crooked rivulets.

	“I am sorry Asami,” Junichi stammered, trying to begin an explanation.

	Tsuyoshi looked on Junichi with contempt as Taiki made Asami drool and gag on his big cock. He pushed a bit more of it into Asami's already overstuffed mouth. Animal-like noises issued from deep inside her and she began retching again. Beads of sweat formed on her face. Feeling real discomfort now, she frantically pressed her small hands against the man’s heavy thighs and tried to push him away.

	The big lug reached down and grabbed a nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He lifted her full tit away from her chest. He gradually pulled it up and out until her entire orange-sized breast was dangling by its own weight in mid-air, held in place only by the painful grip on the sensitive nipple.

	Asami became submissive as her tears and saliva flowed. She balled her small hands into fists and began opening and closing them rapidly and shaking them…and swinging them in circles as she endured the suffocating feeling. She tried to relax and open her throat…and this helped…the more she just let herself be used the better it went….Seeing his poor wife abused this way overwhelmed Junichi. He was torn between a desire to release the growing sexual tension he felt and a strong desire to try and stop the bigger man from raping his wife’s mouth. His emotions were so strong that tears filled his eyes.

	At that point, the man let go of her nipple. Asami let out a strangled cry from deep in her throat as feeling rushed back into her abused nipple. Then, he let go of her hair, letting Asami move backward far enough to control the hard shaft in her mouth. Asami gulped

	air. There were strings of saliva drooling from her lips. The worst part: Asami was aroused by having her mouth used like it was her pussy. She looked at Junichi. When Junichi at last dared to look back at her he noticed the look of submission in her eyes. Asami had given in….and submitted totally….

	She then began to pleasure the man orally, her agile tongue darting this way and that, her mouth engulfing the end of his shaft and noisily slobbering on it as she moved the head around inside her mouth. She was careful to hold his cock by the base so he couldn't force the entire length into her throat again. Anxious to get on with things, Taiki pulled out and stepped back, his cock still fully erect, standing proud and huge, pointed straight at her face.

	He stepped back and removed his trousers completely. Junichi, who was still kneeling, watched him roughly fondle her breasts. Her nipples were swollen rock hard. She continued to kneel subserviently before him, her soft, rounded belly, obscuring her hairy pussy mound and the wet slit hiding within….. 

	“Get on the bed and spread your legs, slut. . . Let’s see that pussy,” said Funakoshi.

	With a soft grunt, Asami slowly got to her feet and over to the bed, her full breasts jiggling and swaying as she went. She lay down on her back. She spread her white thighs open as far as she could, at his direction, exposing her hair covered cunt under its plump mound. Tsuyoshi turned to Junichi, pointing his finger at him. He ordered Junichi to stand up and strip. Junichi hesitated and when he did the Coach had Taiki pull his pants and jockey shorts down. 

	He stood there in his flabby glory…pale and flushed. His prick was pointing up and the foreskin was partially retracted. Junichi wanted to put his hands over it….because he knew …feared what was coming….Taiki, fisting his cock, was going to make a comparison…to humiliate him in front of his wife. And that’s exactly what happened. The man laughed at Junichi and compared his prick to a boy’s…

	“How did you ever fuck her with that little pee-pee? Your slut wife wouldn't have any problem taking yours. No wonder she’s hot for cock…your prick is just a little boy’s tool. Get over here and lick her pussy. And then let us see you fuck her.”

	Taiki was frigging his erect cock, pulling the foreskin over the head and uncapping it, as he said this. Junichi looked devastated, but walked over to the bed. Looking down at her, he felt his heart racing and his hard-on was throbbing. Once Junichi was kneeling between her legs, Tsuyoshi had Asami raise her legs up and pull her wet sex lips apart. She was sopping wet and Junichi could see her salmon colored lips were puffy and engorged, peeled apart in swollen arousal as he lowered himself between her thighs. But, the pressure to perform was too great and his erection shrank quickly. This made the two assistants mock and taunt him.

	“Can’t get it up for your wife. You better let us take care of her,” Tsuyoshi said.

	“Just lick her pussy for us,” Taiki said.

	Junichi slid back and inhaled her musky…no…nasty fragrance, hesitated for a moment…and then put his head down between his wife’s legs and began to run his tongue slowly up and down her slit… flicking his tongue quickly back and forth over the nub of her clitoris. He looked back over his shoulder at the Tsuyoshi and Taiki, who…encouraged him to get into ‘it’. 

	Coach had the couple right where he wanted them. He had correctly figured out that Junichi was a wimp…now with his brownish-pink prick limp and kneeling like a slave between his wife’s thighs, it was obvious. The woman was a submissive slut. They were seeing to it that she got her fill of being dominated that night.

	She moaned out loud the moment his tongue touched her pussy and never let up as Junichi's tongue continued to work its magic in the sloppy pink and purple folds of her sex. After several minutes, her moans and groans were replaced by now familiar gagging, choking sounds. Junichi glanced up to see that Tsuyoshi was squatting and was forcing his cock deep into Asami’s mouth. Because of the position of her head on the pillow, Junichi could actually see her throat moving as she once again tried to take in as much of his cock as she could.

	Asami let out a strangled moan. Junichi picked up his pace, licking his wife's sloppy wet pussy, pushing his tongue in and out of her vagina, and then moving his head gradually lower until he was licking the soft, sweaty skin between her full ass cheeks. Finally, he went lower still, running his tongue over and around the brown pucker of her anus. She was pungent there as well. Somehow, being her body slave was deeply satisfying to Junichi at that point.

	He was aware of a wet sound as Tsuyoshi withdrew his cock from his wife’s mouth. Then Asami totally surprised him. She sighed loudly, and then reached her arms over her belly and between her legs. Her reach was just long enough that she was able to grab Junichi's hair. Holding his head tightly, she pulled him forward into her pussy, and then began to slide his face up and down the length of her wet, slimy crack.

	She groaned loudly, spreading her legs even wider as she pushing her hips up a bit as she continued to grind her husband's face against her overheated crack. She started to pant more heavily as her arousal grew more intense. Junichi's face was covered from nose to chin with a shiny coating of her juices as she pulled him still harder into her overheated crotch, using his face to masturbate herself.

	He sensed that she was getting close to orgasm when he felt the big man's hand on his shoulder, urging him back. When he turned around he wanted to jump off the bed and hide. To his horror, his face was only inches from the man’s hard, swaying cock. Junichi felt a hand grabbing him by the hair; it was Taiki, pulling his face in so close his groin that Junichi could smell the musky, sweaty odor and feel the warmth of a big cock

	pressing against his cheek. He jerked Junichi's head back so he was looking up. He bent forward until his face was only inches from Junichi's.

	“Grab my cock. Put it in your wife’s pussy,” he snarled.

	He was so close now that Junichi could smell the alcohol on his breath.

	“NOW.”

	Near panic, poor Junichi tried to pull away but the man held his hair tightly. A moment later he took the man’s hot organ in his own hand. Without a word, Taiki reached down and calmly pinched Junichi's earlobe with his thumb and forefinger. Desperate to avoid any more humiliation, Junichi held his breath for so long he began to feel dizzy. Taiki had a long cock… and it was thick - as thick as Asami’s wrist.

	For the first time in his life, Junichi had another man's penis in his hand. The big Korean grinned as he made him hold it. Junichi for a few seconds resisted this ultimate degradation, but finally he capitulated and did as he was told.

	“Mmmmmm, oh yeah, that's the way,” Taiki groaned.

	Keeping his tight grip on Junichi's tender earlobe, he began to move his hips slowly, moving his shaft in and out in Junichi’s hand. By that time, Junichi had his eyes closed, trying his best to block out everything and everyone, trying to pretend that none of this was happening, that he wasn't on his knees before another man, getting the man’s cock ready, right in front of his wife. Yet, Junichi began to feel an odd change within himself….a feeling of submission to a more powerful man.

	The mental side, the feelings of humiliation and shame were weighing heavily on him. He tried to clear his head, tried his best to put that part of his feeling in a deep place in his mind. Though it seemed like forever to him, Junichi endured this humiliating routine for only a few minutes before Taiki pulled free. Taiki grabbed Junichi by the hair again, jerking his head back so he was looking straight up. The thuggish Korean brought his face close to Junichi's once again.

	"OK, now tell me to fuck your slut wife."

	On the bed, Asami stared in amazement as she watched her husband holding another man’s cock in readiness for her.

	"Oooohhh… fuck me……fuck my dirty pussy," Asami blurted out suddenly.

	She had already reached an arm over her belly and her right hand was busy between her legs. Both men turned to look at her…. but she was oblivious, her eyes closed and her fingers making squishy, liquid sounds as she worked them back and forth through the wet, swollen folds of her cunt. She was so over stimulated that she felt almost ready to explode. Taiki turned back to look at Junichi.

	“Say it asshole, now,” he insisted.

	Poor Junichi could only look down at the floor.

	“Please…please ….F-f-fuck my wife," he mumbled.

	His voice sounded meek and he felt awful, knowing as soon as he said it that the man would not be satisfied with just that. He was right. Junichi never saw it coming. He just felt an explosion of pain, an incredible sting on his cheek that snapped his head as the man slapped him hard across the face.

	“I can't hear you,” he crooned at Junichi.

	It was all Junichi could do to keep from crying, the pain and anxiety he felt were pushing him to the breaking point. And his wife's reaction certainly hadn't helped any. But, once again he felt totally helpless, knowing there was no way out except to co-operate. Junichi felt like a new recruit responding to a drill sergeant, trying to please him. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 

	“FUCK MY WIFE,” Junichi practically shouted.

	Taiki shoved him aside roughly and knelt on the couch between Asami's parted thighs. He pushed them even further apart, grabbing his cock and bringing it line with her opening. Then, he rubbed it over the wet sex lips, making her moan. Finally, he leaned forward and rammed the entire length of his shaft into her wet pussy in one hard trust. As Junichi watched, her eyes flew wide open and then rolled back in her head. She let out a loud, guttural, animal-like groan, the likes of which Junichi had never heard before.

	“UUNNGGGHHH! Ooohhh,” Asami grunted as her vagina was suddenly stretched, filled to capacity.

	She struggled for a moment, trying to get her breath as he pulled back almost all the way, then rammed forward until he was buried deep inside her once again. She panted and moaned as he pounded her with more hard thrusts, her back arching sharply off the bed, sending her tits bouncing every which way. 

	Taiki plowed deep into her again and she came hard, much harder than Junichi had ever seen, her body shaking and twitching as a violent orgasm ripped through her. Looking down at her, Junichi was depressed and aroused. In all their years of making love, Asami had never been able to cum during intercourse; he would always masturbate her. Even then, it usually took her quite a while.

	And to his dismay, she was still screaming and thrashing her head about, the sloppy wet sounds coming from her pussy telling Junichi that she was still more aroused than ever. Her tits were wobbling and bouncing about, but she was too busy holding onto the man and bucking her wide hips to even notice. As he continued to pound his cock into her, Taiki reached down and began mauling her breasts. He grabbed a nipple with the fingers of each hand and pulled her breasts away from her chest, twisting them painfully. Asami was so aroused that she only groaned louder, feeling far more pleasure than pain.

	Junichi crouched quietly near the couch, still in shock from having been forced to hold another man's cock, and watched as his wife behave like a wild, rutting animal…. A

	woman he didn't even recognize. ‘What has happened to my sweet wife’, he wondered sadly?

	Tsuyoshi grinned at him. Reaching out, he grabbed Junichi by the arm and pulled him down until he was so close he could see his wife’s sloppy pink and purple pussy. It was stretched tight around Taiki’s cock - now buried to the hilt. When he pulled it out completely, Junichi could only stare, amazed, at Asami's pussy. It looked like a gaping pink cavern. His cock was much bigger than Junichi’s prick.

	Asami had a ‘tight’ vagina, but now, having taken the entire length of Taiki's dick, the vaginal opening was distended. So far, in fact, that there was a circle of darkness at its center, where her opening disappeared into her body. Turning his head slightly, Junichi felt sick seeing how much pussy juice his wife had secreted. There was a ring of thick, whitish froth all around the fat base of Taiki's dick.

	Then, further torturing Junichi, he slowly began to penetrate her again in a teasing way. To Junichi's further humiliation, Asami began to pant and groan again…her entire manner urging the big Korean to get his entire cock all the way up inside her. As he did so, Asami's moans were loud and unashamed; she appeared to be in another world, her eyes closed and her hips grinding and bumping against him. She had cum once already, but oafish Taiki looked like he was just hitting his stride; his thrusting soon had Asami on the edge of another orgasm. Asami arched her back sharply again.

	"Yes, oh yes! fuck me…fuck me….fuck me…fuck me….fuck me... oh, YES, fuck me,” she panted, her voice coming in ragged gasps as she tried to catch her breath before he began pumping her still harder.

	Junichi felt crushed and ashamed. His wife was acting like a total slut despite everything that happened; his own cock had stiffened as he watched. As Taiki began to pump Asami's pussy even faster, taking long, deep strokes, Junichi could only watch in shock as his wife began making almost inhuman sounds, shrieking and screaming in ecstasy. It took only a few moments of pounding before her body shook and convulsed a second time, this orgasm seemingly stronger than the first.

	“Cum… Please. Cum in me,” Asami pleaded, her voice almost childlike.

	Taiki responded by humping her again, more violently this time, giving her the full length of his swollen cock with flesh slapping force…her shaking body was being wracked by a third straight orgasm. Junichi stood up, naked from the waist down, next to the couch. As Asami slowly came down from the haze of her third climax, Taiki pulled out of her and leaned back. He was momentarily out of breath, his chest still heaving from the exertion. His dick was still erect, however, coated with lots of Asami's pussy slime.

	Junichi looked at the man’s dick briefly before turning his head away; he couldn't stomach the sight and he knew whatever was coming would not be good. Despite his shame or because of it, his brownish-pink prick was fully erect, pointing up, beyond his control. Taiki mopped the sweat from his brow and began to laugh.

	“Now, thank me for fucking your wife,” Taiki ordered Junichi. 

	This was an even worse violation and humiliation.

	“Thank you.”

	“Say thank you Sir…..Thank you for fucking my slut wife so good.”

	Junichi had no choice. It was wrenched from the depths of his soul, but he did it.

	“Thank you Sir. Thank you for fucking my slut wife so good.”

	Junichi hung his head. He was totally devastated now. Then, Tsuyoshi turned Asami over. He pointed to the couch and told Junichi, ‘to lie down - there’. When Junichi was on his back Tsuyoshi got Asami on top of her husband. He stood back smirking as they both scrambled to comply with his orders. With Junichi on the couch, Asami got into a 69 position over him, covering his head completely as she lowered her hips and soaking wet pussy onto his upturned face.

	“Suck his prick… but don’t make him cum,” Tsuyoshi said.

	Junichi groaned with pent up relief as he felt the warmth of his wife’s mouth wrap around his straining cock. Asami's wet thighs were clenched tight around his head, almost cutting off his hearing. For a moment he felt like was suffocating and he had to concentrate to breath as his entire face was enveloped in her sloppy wet pussy flesh. But once she got comfortable he had enough space, though barely, to begin working his tongue around inside of her.

	Moments later Coach Funakoshi got on the couch too…kneeling behind Asami’s exposed ass. He grinned as he knelt there…behind Asami's full ass. As Junichi worked his tongue in and out of his wife's wet hole, Coach moved closer and Junichi could see the man’s cock getting closer. Asami changed her position slightly now, moving her crotch off his face and up a bit. Coach let his cock wave around a bit and then crudely he poked at her crotch to find her hole. Junichi gaped in awe at what he was being forced to see…

	She was still so wet and open that it took only two strokes until the big, heavy-set man’s cock was buried in her and she had to stop sucking Junichi's prick as she began moaning and panting again. He watched from inches away, fascinated and sickened as his wife's tight pussy was plowed wide open by the Coach’s thick dick.

	Junichi felt a new surge of arousal; he was entranced as he watched his wife's vagina stretched open so tightly from that close, the sex lips being first forced inwards, and then pulled back out again. The cock all coated with a heavy layer of Asami's pussy slime. He was forced to smell it from so close that he felt drunk with the overwhelming sensations assaulting his eyes, ears and nose…

	“Kiss his balls, asshole,” Tsuyoshi ordered him.

	It was a simple matter of adjusting his position, tilting his head back a bit, until Funakoshi’s balls were at his mouth. As he felt the soft skin of the man's heavy scrotum dragging across his mouth, Junichi licked instinctively; he was well past caring about how or why by now. The smell of the man’s ball sack and Asami’s pussy in his nostrils had become his only reality. Every few strokes Funakoshi would pull out and let his cock flop down onto Junichi’s face. Without question or protest, Junichi would just lie there smelling his wife's pungent secretions on Coach’s cock before he thrust it back into her.

	After another few minutes of hard fucking, Funakoshi pulled out of Asami’s pussy. It gaped open and her slippery juices quickly seeped out in long strings, which dribbled down into Junichi's open mouth. Asami hadn't been able to suck her husband’s prick very well as she was being pounded so hard, but such was his horniness that she still managed to bring him to the brink to orgasm.

	Tsuyoshi laughed out loud and slapped her right ass cheek with his open hand, hard enough to leave a red handprint against the white flesh. Coach readjusted his position, taking the bloated knob of his rigid cock and bumping it lightly against her puckered asshole. Asami wriggled, but he slipped his arm under her hips and yanked her back. Tsuyoshi slapped her left buttock now, this time harder, as Funakoshi probed around Asami’s brown anal ring with the head of his cock. Junichi watched from below, not daring to move. He watched Coach force his wife to take it in her ass.

	“No please! Please don't. I’m sore…don’t,” Asami pleaded.

	“Tell him to fuck your slut wife’s asshole,” Tsuyoshi commanded Junichi, “or I’ll fuck you in the ass.”

	Unfortunately for poor Asami, Junichi was going to let Tsuyoshi fuck her up her ass. He knew he had to save himself from any more wretched degradation, even if it meant sacrificing his wife in the process.

	“Fuck her up the ass,” Junichi blurted out, “fuck her...”

	Asami tried to wiggle away but Funakoshi, laughing, quickly reached out and dragged her back to him again. As Junichi watched from below, he began to spit on Asami’s puckered anus and then began to push the head of his dick against her tightly clenched hole.

	For a moment, nothing happened; then her tight pinkish-brown pucker began to give way as the swollen, purple knob was gradually forced into it. Asami groaned and bucked and struggled, but Coach held her tight, his thick cock now buried a few centimeters or so up her ass. He leaned forward then, ever so slowly forced his cock up into her tight rectum.

	He was relentless now, forcing his cock up her tight back passage until almost half of it was buried inside her. He stop paused a few moments, letting both of them catch their breaths. But it was a short reprieve. Keeping an iron grip on her hips, he began to move forward once again, grunting and straining with the effort.

	She dug her nails into Junichi's legs, but he was so fascinated by the sight of the man's pole disappearing into her tiny anal opening that he took almost no notice. So great was the pressure in her ass that her pussy gaped open even more, and without thinking Junichi pushed his tongue inside it, strained to get as much of the fluids there as he could manage. Then, he quickly moved his tongue up and began to lap at her clitoris, hoping the pleasure he produced for her would offset some of the pain and pressure she was feeling.

	He could feel the man's heavy, apricot-sized testicles bumping against his forehead and face as he continued to lick his wife's slit. Above him, Asami was panting like a dog and whimpering, but Funakoshi ignored her and kept thrusting, plunging deeper and deeper until finally he hit bottom. She let out a loud cry when he suddenly pulled his cock halfway out, then slowly forced it back in again. It slid in just a bit easier this time and soon he had impaled her again.

	Asami dropped her head onto Junichi’s legs and started grabbing at the sofa’s cushions with her hands. Although she continued to mumble and moan, Junichi couldn’t make out what she was saying, he just kept watching what was happening above him. As Funakoshi pulled back a third time, Junichi noticed that the shaft was glistening; coated with saliva, ass and pussy slime.

	After four or five back and forth thrusts, he started fucking her ass in earnest. Pulling his cock out and sliding it in was becoming much easier now. To his amazement, Junichi could see she was now actually pushing back to meet his thrusts, throwing her head back and panting so hard she could hardly catch her breath. Coach began laughing again and started slamming her harder, slamming her so hard, and his hips left red marks all over her white ass cheeks.

	“Fucked in the ass! You wife is a fucking shit-hole slut,” Tsuyoshi taunted the professor.

	Between the Coach's savage thrusting and Junichi's pussy licking, Asami felt another orgasm rapidly approaching. She thrust her hips back and mashed her dripping wet pussy on Junichi's face, rubbing it back and forth in a frenzy. She lifted herself up from the couch so Junichi could feel her tits swaying and banging against his legs and cock. As another intense orgasm began to surge thru her, she suddenly began to babble like a madwoman, losing the last shred of control and dignity. She continued almost incoherently as the full force of her cum overwhelmed her.

	Indeed, Junichi could see it all, and taste and smell and hear it too, as Coach’s dick was only inches from his mouth, a blur of motion as it was pile driven deeply into his wife’s willing ass. When Asami finally finished her long, drawn-out climax, Funakoshi pulled out and Junichi could see his wife's abused anus, gaping open so wide…. he could see the ravaged hole…. much the same way he had seen her pussy earlier.

	Looking up from his position, Junichi wondered what might be coming next. Worst yet, he knew there that there would be no escaping it. He didn't have to wait long to find out.

	Coach got up and forced his dirty dick into Asami’s mouth. She opened her mouth even before she needed to, far enough so that he could force in quite a bit of his filthy cock.

	Junichi used every bit of his will power and self control to keep from touching his prick as he watched his wife working her pink tongue around the head of his cock, the part that had been driven deepest into her bowels. He leaned forward, dripping his sweat all over Asami as she sucked his dick.

	"Hey, your slut wife is sucking my dirty cock,” he leered at the professor.

	To Junichi's surprise, Asami began moaning….showing her excitement as she was subjected to another sexual humiliation. Junichi watched in rapt attention as he forced more in so that it was right at the opening to her throat again; so much so that Asami’s eyes began to water and she choked and gagged again.

	His cock made a wet, popping sound as he pulled it out. Tsuyoshi then made both of them get on the floor. Asami got on her knees next to her husband. She pressed her cheek closely against his, then slipped an arm around his waist, pulling him as close to her as possible. The lean assistant liked the idea of making them face him as a couple. He fisted his swollen cock and rubbed the fat bulb of his cockhead over Asami's mouth. As the saliva mixed with the other secretions on his cock it formed a slippery mess that he took delight in rubbing all over her face.

	“Keep your mouth open," he barked at her.

	Then he took a step back and stroked his cock hard. Spreading his legs, he brought the head of his cock close to her face. The muscles in his legs and stomach began to tense up and as he stroked his cock more slowly, almost stopping, until finally he could stand it no more and began to cum, his dick erupting like a fire-hose. The torrents were so thick and forceful that for a moment it looked like he was pissing semen instead of ejaculating.

	The first blast caught Asami square in the face, half of it going into her mouth, the other half splattering over her nose, cheeks and chin. He grabbed Asami by the hair, yanking it hard as his cock kept spurting, getting some in her mouth as well before landing the rest all over her face. He continued this way, alternating from her open mouth and hosing her face until his balls were drained. 

	Junichi had reached down and was touching himself, jerking off as he watched Asami take the man’s full load. He had been on the sexual edge so long that he could help himself. In any event, he barely touched his prick when he ejaculated…Asami had borne the brunt of the Tsuyoshi’s long delayed ejaculation. By the time he finished, her face was covered with a coating of warm, creamy semen. Tsuyoshi looked down at her with a satisfied smile. His aim had been good; he had sprayed his semen everywhere: into her mouth, on her cheeks and chin…on her nose, her hair -everywhere. 

	"Alright, you may kiss the bride," Taiki said, laughing as he surveyed his partner’s handiwork and trying to make a joke.

	Junichi felt so degraded and disgusted that he made no move, just knelt there as several sticky strings of semen dripped from Asami’s chin and landed on her tits. Sensing what had to be done; Asami turned to her husband, took his face in her hands and laid a sloppy kiss on his lips with her own gooey mouth.

	She sighed as she continued her kiss, making loud, slobbering sounds as she ran her tongue around his lips and into his mouth. Though he was near to gagging from the taste and smell of the man's ejaculate, Junichi managed to kiss her back, taking a stringy glob of the sticky cum into his mouth. So ended the night’s fun and games.

	The Industrialists

	Funakoshi and his two assistants came over to the couple’s house often. Funakoshi would call on his cell phone first. The couple got excited every time he called. Sometimes he would have the couple met him at a bar or a lounge for a drink. His favorite thing when they were settled in was to make Asami take off her panty to show him the crotch. If her panties were “crusty” he would mock her and show the offending garment to her husband. Sometimes Junichi even had to smell them. He would then toss her panties on the table so their server could see them. This was usually humiliating.

	Then he would take Asami into the men’s room and insert the purple vibrator into her pussy. Switching it on to work her pussy, he would make take her into a stall and make her give him a blow job. Sometimes if another man showed interest, he would have Asami suck the stranger’s cock too.

	One night, Funakoshi invited the couple to dinner at his apartment. He had been cultivating a relationship with a pair of powerful industrialists. The two of them, Masaru Kobayashi and his partner, Hoshi Watanabe, controlled a number of companies and one of them manufactured gym and sporting equipment. 

	The Coach was angling for a lucrative sponsorship for himself and his Judo club. Hoshi Watanabe was a heavyset woman in her late forties and Masaru Kobayashi was fat and in his forties also. Funakoshi had been to several dinners with the two of them and was doing all he could to get their backing. He discovered that Kobayashi was somewhat kinky and much to his astonishment he began to suspect that Hoshi had a very dark side too.

	He decided to invite them to his apartment for dinner. He would serve them the best scotch, Kobe beef and other delicacies. He would even have Kyung-Soon dressed up in a maid’s costume and have her serve. But what he thought would be the closing move was to invite the Muramatsus. He knew that Kobayashi would want to fuck Asami and he also suspected that Hoshi Watanabe had kinky desires of her own. He pulled his number one assistant, Tsuyoshi, into the plan and between them they got everything set up for a Saturday night dinner. He had all the food done by a caterer so that Coach would be able to concentrate on entertaining his important guests.

	He had Kyung-Soon arrive first. He showed her what he wanted her to wear and sent her to his bedroom to change. When the Muramatsus arrived Kyung-Soon was already

	acting the part and asked them, at Funakoshi’s prompting what they would like to drink. Tsuyoshi stayed in the background and Funakoshi sat down with Asami and Junichi to chat. He wanted to “set the tone” and engaged them in pleasant conversation about school, local and even national events. Then the doorbell rang. 

	Tsuyoshi greeted them, introduced himself as Funakoshi’s assistant and ushered them into the living room. Coach made the introductions and with Kyung-Soon serving they were soon enjoying drinks, appetizers and conversation. Junichi was impressed by them. They exuded power and influence. They were both somewhat surprised that Coach was traveling in such circles, but in truth, a former Judo star would always have access to some of the rich and powerful in Japan. It was a measure of their naiveté` that they didn’t know that.

	Dinner went well and the Muramatsus were completely disarmed by the turn of events. They had suspected and were both excited when they got the call and figured that it was more fun and games. Of course, at the beginning of Coach’s depravities, they were almost always somewhat reluctant, but each time Coach knew just how to make them perform like trained seals. Tonight was to be no different, but the build-up had them confused.  During dinner, Asami was aware that Kobayashi was looking her over as a woman, but all women are used to such things. After dinner, they retired to the living room. When Kyung-Soon brought out coffee and cordials, Funakoshi mentioned “dessert”.

	Hoshi demurred citing her need to control her weight, but this was a bit silly as she was easily 15 kilos overweight. Kobayashi expressed a desire for whatever Funakoshi was planning to offer. A big fat man he was used to eating anything and everything: companies, food and women….

	And then Coach said to him, “Kobayashi San, do you find Asami attractive?”

	Kobayashi was taken aback, but just a bit.

	He giggled a bit and said, “why….uh….. She is…ah…. lovely, of course.”

	“Well, she does my bidding. And if you like, you may take her into my bedroom and use her in any way you wish.”

	Junichi didn’t know where to look. His eyes darted this way and that, he was so surprised by the quick turn of events. Asami kept her eyes down, ashamed now that the evening’s purpose was revealed. She found Kobayashi repulsive. He was fat and ugly. He had shown a shark-like personality at dinner and she found her the sort of corporate robber baron that turned her off. So, she was not eager to be put into a position of having to serve him sexually. But, she was in Funakoshi’s power and knew there was no denying him…even this….

	Hoshi was the least surprised, in a way. She knew this was no joke. She maintained a poker face and studied the beautiful women in front of her. She saw her as a typical, submissive housewife, spoiled and coddled. Now that the Judo coach had revealed that he had her under his thumb. She was just as interested, if not more so, in the professor. He was the type of nerdy intellectual that she ritually abused in business. Such men who worked for her feared her wrath. She wondered how much control Funakoshi had over him since he was offering up his wife just like that….

	Kobayashi grinned and finally said, “Well, I don’t know….”

	“Ah Koyayashi San, please avail yourself of the pleasures of my house. Asami, stand up.” (This was the first time that night he had used her first name.)

	Asami stood up….. And then Funakoshi made her lift her dress to show everyone her panties. 

	“Spread your legs, slut, and show my honorable guests your dirty pussy.”

	Asami blushed down to her tits; reluctant….but hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panty and pulled it down to reveal her hairy pubic mound.

	At this, Kobayashi stood up and went to her side of the coffee table, ignoring her hapless husband, and put his arm around her waist. He used his other hand to cup her pubis. He began to fondle her there. 

	When she began to whimper and then moan, he winked at his partner, Hoshi and then at Funakoshi and said, “where is the bedroom, Funakoshi San?”

	Coach nodded to Tsuyoshi who was standing in the alcove between the kitchen and the dining room. He came in and escorted Kobayashi and Asami towards the bedroom.

	Funakoshi looked at Hoshi and smiled. She grinned and looking at Junichi said, “Well, are you a good little boy, Muramatsu San?”

	Junichi blushed and put his eyes down.

	“Do you always let other men have your wife,” she asked him?

	“Only when Coach tells me to,” he said apologetically. This was the first time in the conversation he had called Funakoshi San, ‘Coach’.

	“I see.”

	“Junichi, stand up and take your clothes off,” Funakoshi said to him.

	When he was slow to comply, Coach nodded to Tsuyoshi who came over and stripped him like a child. Hoshi sat there sipping a cordial watching with hooded eyes. When Junichi was naked and standing there with his hands covering his genitals, Funakoshi made him expose his prick and balls and then turn around, bend over and spread his butt cheeks. It was all very humiliating and Junichi wanted to die.

	Kyung-Soon, where is the prostate stimulator?” 

	She came scampering forward bearing a curiously shaped white device.

	“Junichi, stay in that position. Kyung-Soon, the grease please.”

	Kyung-Soon went over to the shelf and from a box took out a little pot filled with white cooking grease. She lubricated the device and with Junichi holding his ass open, she worked the stimulator into his rectum. He grunted as it popped thru his tight anal sphincter and when she twisted it to rest against his prostate, he groaned. He was finally allowed to stand and again tried to cover his genitals with his hands.

	Funakoshi went to the same shelf and took down a thin bamboo cane. He came over and handed it to Hoshi.

	“This silly little man will soon have a stiff prick when he hears Kobayashi San fucking his wife. I think you may enjoy punishing him for his weakness.”

	She took the cane and let just the smallest smile emerge. Just then, the sounds of Asami being pleasured could be heard. The big fat man had stripped his delectable dessert morsel and groped and fondled her everywhere. He got her on her knees to suck his cock to full erection and then climbed on for a nice ride.

	As the sounds grew more frantic and passionate, Junichi’s prick began to stiffen. Hoshi stood up and came over to stand next to him. 

	“Do want Kobayashi San to fuck your wife?”

	“N….no.”

	She grabbed him by his ear and led him around. She got him bending over an easy chair and then proceeded to give him a thorough whipping with the thin cane. Junichi groaned and whimpered and soon he was making as much noise as his wife was in the bedroom.

	Hoshi made him stand again and took his prick in hand. She began to play with it and when it began to ooze a drop of pre-cum, she punished him by grabbing one of his balls and pulling it down in his scrotum. She twisted his ball sack and then squeezed his testicle until his erection went down. She made him say, ‘yes, I want him to fuck my wife’. Funakoshi had stepped back to let her have some privacy. He drifted into the kitchen with Tsuyoshi. Kyung-Soon stayed in the living room in her role as serving maid.

	Hoshi caned him and worked the stimulator around in his asshole (The device, fully inserted, left a “S” shaped handle outside his anus.). She teased his prick until he moaned. Then she either gave him a little karate chop on the shaft of his penis or squeezed one of his testicles to make him lose his erection. It was a very satisfying game for her. When he lost his erection, the game began anew. 

	Coach sidled back into the room, nursing a drink. He watched her play with Junichi. Presently, Kobayashi with Asami trailing behind him came back into the room. He was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts, but Asami was naked. Hoshi grinned at her partner and his eyebrows went up when he saw what she was doing.

	Junichi and Asami made eye contact and both knew the evening was just beginning. They were both embarrassed now…

	“Do you mind if I get into the action, Kobayashi San,” Funakoshi asked Kobayashi?

	“SURE,” he answered. 

	Hoshi was curious at this. She didn’t find Funakoshi attractive, but she was interested to see how much further the evening’s fun and games might go. She was excited at this point and decided that it was time for her to cum. She sat down and, trying to be demure, reached underneath her skirt to pull her panties down and off. She made Junichi crawl over and got his head underneath her skirt. 

	She put him to work licking her hairy pussy. Meanwhile, Hoshi was enjoying Junichi’s mouth on her most female part. When he slowed down or gagged on all the juices that flowed from her smelly cunt, she put her hand on the back of his head under her skirt and pressed his mouth more firmly into her gash. Between tightening his anus on the stimulator which made the tip of the device rub against his prostate, and licking the pussy in his face, Junichi was very aroused.

	“That’s a good boy,” she praised him. 

	Hoshi didn’t want to expose too much of herself in this setting, as she was a true control person. But, as she kept Junichi licking her pussy, it felt too good and she felt herself approaching a delicious cum.  When she did cum, Junichi’s whole lower face was wet with her secretions. She pushed him down and used her foot to push him away.

	Funakoshi, before Hoshi reached her orgasm, had dropped his trousers revealing his big cock. His was longer than Kobayashi’s, but the older man’s cock was thicker. He got Asami down on her knees and made her suck his cock. Kobayashi sat down to watch. Soon, Coach allowed himself the luxury of cumming in Asami’s mouth. He told her to hold it….not to swallow and made Kyung-Soon get down on her knees facing Asami.

	He had them kiss and share his cum, in a “snowball”. Kobayashi was delighted. He had been eying the chubby Korean girl almost as much as he had eyeballed Asami. She was

	attractive, but in a totally different way. To see the two women slowly and sensually kissing and sharing a big load of semen was a total turn on for him. He found his erection returning. Kyung-Soon was avid for the cum and when some dribbled down Asami chin, she licked it up. She licked her face clean, and seeing this, Funakoshi had her get down between Asami’s thighs to clean her pussy.

	Seeing her enthusiasm, Kobayashi got closer to watch her put her mouth on the older woman’s beautiful, hairy pussy, full of his cum. Coach told Kyung-Soon to stand up then and take off her clothes. When she was naked, Kobayashi was ready to go again. 

	Funakoshi had given the signal to Tsuyoshi who went out and fetched the “Bench of Shame” from the patio storage closet. When he brought it in, Coach explained its use to his guests. Hoshi was very intrigued but so was Kobayashi. He wanted to see Kyung-Soon mounted and Coach accommodated his request. He and Tsuyoshi got her on the bench and when they cranked the stirrups with her feet in them open wide, the older business man got a real eyeful. The plump little Korean judoka had a cute pussy, fairly hairless with hot pink inside and sex lips that went very dark purple, almost black at the edges. She had a nice big clitoris that was soon peeking out from under its hood which had partly retracted.

	Coach made Junichi get on the bottom bench explaining that this was the usual position for a cuckold like him. Tonight was a treat in that he would get to see Kyung-Soon’s pussy close up as she was fucked. When both were mounted, Junichi’s face was a scant few centimeters from her pussy. Kobayashi ambled over and dropped his shorts. He was sporting a nice hard erection and wasted no time in working it into the Korean girl’s pussy. Junichi was beside himself.

	He had gotten a terrific erection from being teased by Hoshi and listening to his wife getting a nice fucking. Hoshi making him hot and then cooling him off had really gotten to him on a deeper lever too. And now, seeing and smelling the 18-year old Korean girl’s pussy was almost too much. When Kobayashi got his cock inside her and began fucking her, Hoshi came over and knelt by the side of the bench. She reached in and began playing with Junichi’s prick again.

	She kept him on the boil as Kyung-Soon moaned as she was reamed. When Kobayashi ejaculated and pulled out, Funakoshi thrust a rolled up towel under Junichi’s head to get him closer to the teen’s “creampie”. As he did what he was told and leaned forward to lick and suck her flower, Hoshi began jerking Junichi off in earnest. Asami watched her husband perform like a trained monkey. She found the whole thing very exciting. She couldn’t help herself. The Coach petting her didn’t make it any easier for her either. He played with her tits and pussy as she watched the spectacle getting her hotter.

	Kyung-Soon moaned and whimpered softly as Junichi cleaned her. When a big blob of semen slid down and he took it in his mouth, Hoshi, working him hard now, jerked him off fast and then slow. Fast and then slow until he ejaculated. He kept lapping, licking and sucking and in the end, Kyung-Soon was as clean as a whistle. Then Funakoshi and

	Tsuyoshi got Asami on the bench and took turns fucking her in her wet pussy. After each man had cum, she was pretty messy. Watching his wife close up, got Junichi hard again. And when Kobayashi found himself with another erection (This was one of the best nights he had in years!) and stepped up to take another shot at Asami, Coach urged him to sodomize her.

	“Fuck her ass, Kobayashi San. She needs it up the ass too,” he said.

	Kyung-Soon was there, naked and wet, with the jar of grease for him to lubricate his cock. He slathered some on his cock and then worked a blob of it into Asami’s tight brown hole. He loved working his cock into her – stretching both sphincters until his thick cock was buried up to the base – all the way in her rectum. He loved hearing her moan and groan as she worked it in and even more when he began piling her. But having Kyung-Soon behind him tickling his asshole and nut sack was the best yet. His hips were soon doing a jig and he hosed Asami’s bowels with a nice load. When he pulled out, Coach propped up Junichi’s head again and told him to, ‘get busy’.

	As Junichi went to work on his wife’s two dirty holes, Hoshi again went back to jerking him off.  She alternated this with digging a thumb into one of his testicles to torment him. He groaned, cried out and finally ejaculated. When it was over, his face was a mess. He had really been given a lesson in being a cuckold on the “Bench of Shame”.

	Afterwards, they two partners and Funakoshi sat around and enjoyed a drink. Coach had Tsuyoshi take husband and wife to the bathroom to clean up and get dressed. Kyung-Soon stayed in the room, naked except for her little maid’s apron and her pumps as a serving girl to attend to their needs. When the two partners finally left, Funakoshi felt he had a deal in his hands. Kobayashi took him aside and confided in him that Hoshi rarely allowed herself to “relax” they way they had and he was looking forward to doing a lot of “business” with the Coach. The Muramatsus had already been sent home by this point. It was a satisfying evening in many ways for everyone.

	Hoshi 

	Perhaps even more than Kobayashi, Hoshi Watanabe had been turned on by the fun at Coach Funakoshi’s apartment. She found Funakoshi a bit of a bore, and wasn’t attracted to him, just as she didn’t find her partner sexually attractive. But she would go along with her partner’s willingness to back the Coach. He had legitimate sporting credentials and a decent plan. 

	She found other things interesting. She was a high testosterone female who was attracted to submissive men and women. She was a natural sadist who, following a divorce after a long and unsatisfying marriage, had begun to explore her darker impulses. She called Funakoshi and asked him if it would be “OK” for her to call on the Muramatsus and Kyung-Soon. Coach was thrilled. If he had been able to please her, it meant he had additional insurance for his deal. And when Kobayashi called him a few days later to confirm their deal, Funakoshi knew the dinner that night had helped to close the deal.

	The first thing Hoshi did was to call and then send a limo to pick up Kyung-Soon. When the girl was brought to her penthouse apartment in the Minato-Ku section of Tokyo, she made the girl strip and then used the split ends of a thin bamboo cane on the Korean girl’s butt cheeks, anus and her nipples.

	The beating on her asshole was something very new for Kyung-Soon. She was made to hold her butt cheeks open after Hoshi had beaten her butt raw. Repeated blows on the tender, tight brown hole and the surrounding dark grove it rested in produced a terrible pain and soreness. She enjoyed making the girl push her asshole OUT and then she gave her a sharp smack right on the anal ring so temptingly presented. After a few blows the girl’s asshole was twitching and spasming uncontrollably. This excited Hoshi enormously and when she asked Kyung-Soon if she was ready to eat some pussy, the Korean girl willingly accepted the task.

	Hoshi then subjected her to a long and agonizing “face-sitting”. She made the girl get on her back on a futon and then pulled off her panty and sat on her face. She spread her legs and squatted down facing the girl’s feet. In this way her smelly anus was pressed right up against Kyung-Soon’s nose and she could rub her open pussy up against the girl’s mouth and chin. She stayed on her for nearly an hour. 

	She almost drowned her. She oozed and squirted so much pussy juice; and it was a deeply satisfying cum for her. She rode the girl’s face hard, using her nose, mouth and chin, and when Kyung-Soon didn’t use her lips and tongue enthusiastically enough, Hoshi grabbed the girl’s dark brown nipples and cruelly pinched, pulled and twisted them to “encourage” her.

	Later she made Kyung-Soon get on all fours and got behind her to masturbate her. She got her fingers into her pussy, rubbed her clitoris and turned her hand down to press and rub the urethral pad until she made the girl spurt. Then she made her lick up her own juices from her hand and fingers. Hoshi enjoyed the session very much. Kyung-Soon whose sex contact with her own gender had been limited to the “snowball” kiss with Asami that night at Coach’s apartment and licking the older woman’s “creampie”, discovered that she enjoyed being dominated by a big, aggressive female. 

	It was different, strange and in some ways had its own special rewards. At the end of the session with Hoshi, Kyung-Soon found herself being cradled and cuddled by the older woman, and nursing on her nipples. It was a nice climax to the intense sexual tension and release she experienced earlier as well as the punishment she received. ‘I liked it when she sat on my face’, she thought to herself as Hoshi’s bodyguard/chauffeur drove her back to her dorm.

	Next, Hoshi called Asami. She told her to be ready and that she would send her bodyguard/chauffeur to pick her up. Asami was greatly intimidated by the older woman and dressed to please her. When she arrived at Hoshi’s apartment, she was treated to a tour and drinks served on the penthouse’s patio which afforded a spectacular view of the city. Then, Hoshi got down to business.

	“You are a real dirty slut, aren’t you,” she asked Asami suddenly.

	When Asami answered in the affirmative, it was the beginning of a long and exhausting session for the 26 year old housewife. Hoshi made her strip and worked her over with a hairbrush and clips on her nipples and clitoris. She beat her buttocks until Asami wasn’t able to sit down with crying out.

	She made her sit facing her and slapped her face until Asami began sobbing. Then grabbing her by the ear, like she was a child, Hoshi pulled her floppy tits from her bra and made her kiss, lick and suck her long nipples. She then stripped and made Asami kiss and lick her from her ears and neck down to her smelly feet. Hoshi had her pay particular attention to her pussy, ass crack, asshole and in-between her toes.

	Then Hoshi bound her wrists behind her back and sat on her face. She rode the pretty wife until her face was raw. When she didn’t perform to her satisfaction, she sat down, smothering her. With her hands tied, all Asami could do was scream in terror and agony as she was afraid of passing out or being asphyxiated.

	She pulled and twisted Asami’s nipples and ground her ample hips back and forth….and then in circles to enjoy the young woman’s lips and tongue. She told Asami to stick her tongue out as far as she could and then she pressed her clitoris right against it and rubbed up and down, and then back and forth.

	When Asami’s mouth got tired, she paid for slacking off. Hoshi slapped her titties until they were so sore, she couldn’t wear her bra later to go home. Hoshi gave her countless

	smacks across her sweet nipples; and her nipples was so tender when she was done. The climax to the face sitting was Hoshi rising up to give her a breather and telling her:

	“All this fun has gotten to me. My bladder is so full. You know what that means, baby?”

	Asami shook her head, ‘no’. Actually she was afraid to answer.

	“Well I’ve got to pee. You are going to open your dirty mouth and be my toilet. Do you understand slut?”

	With that, she got her pisshole right over Asami’s mouth and concentrated. When the first few drops spurted out, Asami recoiled, and this brought instant punishment from Hoshi.

	“Not going to be obedient? I’ll show you what happens when you disobey me.”

	With that, she began working on Asami’s already agonized nipples. Hot smacks, more pinching, pulling them out as far as possible and then giving the sickening little twists. Asami was soon ready to be her urinal. When Hoshi resumed and her stream began flowing, she got closer to Asami’s mouth and as she continued pissing, Asami had her mouth covering Hoshi’s tiny urethral opening so that she could take her medicine directly.

	She gulped and swallowed the acrid piss and when it was over, and she was allowed to stand, she gagged and couldn’t overcome the sick feelings. She ran for the bathroom and vomited into the toilet bowl. 

	The next time, Hoshi had husband and wife brought to her one weekday evening. She made them both strip and had both of them service her. She took particular pleasure in denying Junichi the opportunity to cum. She teased him unmercifully and when he dribbled pre-cum and looked like he was about to ejaculate, she squeezed his balls or dug a fingertip into a testicle. 

	She particularly enjoyed making them “confess”. She forced each of them to admit their sexual kinks and weaknesses. For Junichi, he had to admit that he was a premature ejaculator and a chronic masturbator. And that he derived his greatest pleasure from watching other men fuck his beautiful wife. Hoshi was delighted when she got Asami to confess that she was a dirty slut who daydreamed endlessly about being degraded and came hardest when she was treated like the lowest whore.

	In some respects, she was a more effective dominant than Coach. She knew that the hidden secrets in a person’s psyche were their most protected and defended treasures. Realizing that she had an asset in Funakoshi, she called on him. What she wanted was access to his “slaves” and the kinky equipment he used. Coach told her about the “Wooden Pony”. And he hinted about bestiality, unsure of how far he could go with her. Funakoshi found her interest a real boon. He had thought that Kobayashi would be the easier sale. It turned out that Hoshi was his best ally. He had Tsuyoshi and Taiki put together a “Pony” and a “Bench of Shame” for her personal use. 

	In the meantime, Hoshi took full advantage of the opportunity to use the Muramatsus, and had them report to her at her penthouse apartment on several occasions. She mounted Asami and Junichi on the bench and had her bodyguard/chauffeur fuck her. After he’d made her cum, she told the young man to take his cock out of Asami’s sopping pussy and made Junichi lick the man’s dick clean. Then after the bodyguard/chauffeur came, she took real delight in making Junichi eat her “creampie”. 

	Anal Torture

	The Japanese are a very conflicted people when it comes to what goes on in the bathroom. The natural processes of urination and defecation are fraught with neurotic complications when it comes to the Nipponese. It’s not that they are burdened with Christian guilt, as the nation is much more Shinto and Buddhist in their thinking and values. But something in their collective psyche has made many Japanese men and women confused and twisted when it comes to pissing and shitting. There is some sort of national obsession with “dirt”.

	Hoshi Watanabe was a case in point. She had been raised by a very strict parents, especially her father. He was a disciplinarian and she grew up very nervous under his watchful eyes. She internalized her anxieties and this gave her recurring bouts of constipation. It’s no mystery how and why Hoshi became fixated on “control” and such activities like “water sports” and enemas. She grew up with strong appetites and food and masturbation were her secret vices. So, at age 46, she ended up a “substantial” woman. She was 169cm tall and weighed 75 kilos. She was heavy in her breasts, stomach, ass and thighs. 

	She grew up with a need to “punish”, lest she be “punished”. And having submissive men and women to direct this aggression towards allowed her to relieve the tension she felt. Funakoshi let her know that he could give her access to his “slaves”. And he had three couples for her pleasure: the Muramatsus, whom she’d met, Kyung-Soon and her 18-year old boyfriend, Yori and Midori, a 44-year old matron and her husband Tadao, 54. Coach was more than willing to share them with her. Anything to please the big shot that was going to make him lots of money.

	Hoshi enjoyed her time with Kyung-Soon too and when she found the teen had a cute, slim young boyfriend who was probably as submissive as she, she arranged for the two to visit her. Yori was very nervous about it too. He had already been subjected to agonizing experiences at Coach Funakoshi’s hands. His sexuality had been still in the process of formation and the ritualistic abuse that he and Kyung-Soon had been subjected to had bent him some. He was still trying to sort it all out. 

	Kyung-Soon on the other hand, like all girls, was more in touch at any age than a male, with her feelings. She knew that she liked to be told what to do. And she was not all that squeamish about some of the truly degrading things she’d been made to do. Without intellectualizing about it, Kyung-Soon knew she was a masochist. Yori wasn’t so sure.

	And so, it was with some trepidation, that he found himself in the back seat of a big black Mercedes-Benz on his way to a woman’s apartment that he had never met before. When they got there, the bodyguard/chauffeur ushered them in and a butler greeted them at the door and took their coats. Yori was thoroughly intimidated. 

	Hoshi came in wearing a grey business suit, looking very professional, businesslike and stern. She greeted Kyung-Soon warmly and shook hands with Yori. She escorted them into her study. There after some small talk she began to “interview” Yori, who became defensive and tried to answer her questions in monosyllables.  Seeing his resistance, Hoshi pulled out the “album”. She had been given photos of the couple by Funakoshi. And they showed both of them being trained. Including a series where the two of them were mounted on the “Bench of Shame”.

	Yori’s face went red. He was so embarrassed, he wanted to die. He wanted to leave, but this powerful woman seemed to radiate a magnetic pull that made it impossible for him to get to his feet and run. In any event, he was bound to Kyung-Soon too. Their relationship had started out the way all teen sexual relationships start out. Petting, and then blowjobs and finally penetration. But, he found it hard to keep up with her in so many ways. And when he met Coach, Funakoshi sensed the boy was somewhat submissive and took to punishing Kyung-Soon in front of him. The first time he got an erection watching the Coach “train” her, Funakoshi made his girlfriend look and the embarrassment they both felt started them down a road where both were exploited.

	This is how Yori found himself in Hoshi Watanabe’s penthouse apartment, with her bodyguard/chauffeur standing behind them in the study and him being forced to answer her embarrassing questions. 

	Hoshi stood up and said, “Children, come with me.”

	She took them upstairs. There she had a simply enormous and wonderful bathroom by Japanese, European or American standards. Yori watched fascinated as his girlfriend stripped to her bra and panties and was soon naked as Hoshi and her bodyguard/chauffeur, Tatsuya, stood by. She turned to face Hoshi who gestured toward a big rectangular table.

	Kyung-Soon slowly walked to the table and climbed up…. and looking over her shoulder, knelt on her knees, and bent over, placing her chin on her forearms. She knelt on the rubber sheet; her plump thighs spread wide, revealing to Yori's wide eyed gaze, the sight of the fat fig of her cunt, pouting provocatively above her brown anus. With eyes closed, her ass up, legs apart and head down, she was ready for Hoshi. The older woman used her index finger to scoop up a blob of lanolin based grease which she smeared all over Kyung-Soon’s anus – and then worked it deeply into her asshole.

	She twisted her finger around inside, smearing the grease in her rectum, and Kyung-Soon whimpered. She knew this violation was only the preliminary. Hoshi had everything in readiness. She was going to give her an enema - a hot salt water soapy enema – four or five liters of water. She would use a large, black, curved, hard rubber nozzle some 13cm long.

	The enema would produce unbearable cramps - giving Kyung-Soon the feeling of she would experience in the early stages of labor. And all of this before she gave the Korean girl a whipping on the backs of her thighs and buttocks.

	Kyung-Soon was anxious, and as Hoshi removed her finger, she felt butterflies. Hoshi lubricated her anus and rectum with grease again while Yori watched with eyes as big as saucers as Hoshi aimed the big nozzle at his girl’s tight brown hole. Her crack was dark and he could see the contrast between her dimpled butt cheeks and the dark grove between them. 

	The older woman pressed the tip of the nozzle against her anus and pushed it into her rectum - all the way. Kyung-Soon held her breath as she forced it in until the base was against her sphincter. Yori was mesmerized by the sheer spectacle of his girlfriend’s spread butt cheeks; her hairy pussy and the black nozzle stretching open her brown asshole.  Kyung-Soon knelt there, feeling violated… waiting. She tried to relax, hoping it wouldn’t hurt too much, but as the water flowed she felt lots of pressure, as Hoshi had instructed Tatsuya to hang the bag high. She soon began to groan and whimper. Yori,

	with his hand in his pants pocket, began playing with his prick. He couldn’t control himself.

	Hoshi planned to pump her full with four or five liters….and then add more until she reached her personal limits.  She gave her the first two liters, and it went fast. Then she made Kyung-Soon turn over on the table, lift her legs up and spread them – getting into the “diaper” position. For the Korean teen, the humiliating posture, the sounds and smells were overwhelming. This was exposing her in a new way and triggered deeply personal feelings in her body and mind.

	As the water filled her rectum and bowels, the stretched tissues pressed on nerves on the front wall of her vagina and soon her pussy and crotch were very wet. Kyung-Soon’s asshole was soon spasming around the thick black nozzle in rhythm with contractions in her vagina, as Yori watched in amazement.

	She was getting sexual pleasure from the enema. The stretching pressure in her rectum put tremendous pressure on the sex nerves in her cunthole - the sensitive stretch receptors – and it was obvious to everyone that this stimulated the sex muscles and nerves in her pussy in a very powerful way. Yori watched her writhe as she experienced a very wet, convulsive orgasm. 

	As Hoshi let more water flow, the pain began begin to overwhelm any sexual feelings Kyung-Soon experienced and she began groaning as the water began stretching her cruelly. Soon she had taken four full liters. Hoshi now pumped her slowly, pinching the hose to control how fast the water flowed.

	As a fifth liter was forced into her bowels, Kyung-Soon began gagging and then retching. This continued until she vomited into a bowl Tatsuya held by her mouth. She had been forced to take so much water that some of the mess backed into her stomach and forced her to vomit. Drooling, wet between the legs and feeling the after effects of the enema as well as having thrown up - she was a sad sight. Yori found that he was totally mesmerized by what he had seen. Following this, Hoshi made her walk around and display her huge, swollen belly with the nozzle still embedded in her rectum like a tail.

	Yori was amazed at how big her belly was. She had taken more than five liters. It was more penetration than any other sexual act short of getting pregnant.  Kyung-Soon pleaded for relief. Hoshi kept her sadistically walking around. 

	“Look at the clock, little piggy,” she taunted her. “I’ll tell you when you can shit. Show us your big stomach, slut.”

	She left her to stagger and moan, clutching her stomach and whining that she had to, ‘shit’. Hoshi berated her for acting like a baby. Yori came over and held her hand and stroked her hair, trying to soothe her. Watching the teen’s discomfort, the older woman got more excited and came up with something else for her to do. 

	She said to her, “if you want to shit, first you have to suck Tatsuya’s cock.

	Kyung-Soon looked at the tall bodyguard/chauffeur and then at her boyfriend. She didn’t want to embarrass him, but knew she was going to have to do it. She finally nodded, ‘yes-yes’.

	“Get on your knees, slut and make it nice for him. If he tells me he didn’t like it, I’m going to make you hold the enema longer. Do you understand?”

	Kyung-Soon groaned and nodded again. Yori stepped back, embarrassed for his girlfriend. 

	“Do you want her to suck his cock, boy,” Hoshi asked him?

	He just looked down at the floor and didn’t say anything.

	“Unless you want to be up on the table next, you had better say, ‘yes, Watanabe San, I want Kyung-Soon to suck Tatsuya’s big cock’.”

	Yori, hating himself for his weakness, finally managed to mumble, “Yes, Watanabe San, I want her to suck his cock.”

	“Say please.”

	“P….Please.”

	Kyung-Soon got down on the floor….kneeling. She looked up at the tall bodyguard/chauffeur. He was not bad looking and as he unzipped his trousers and pulled out his equipment, her mouth began to water. He had a nice big, uncircumcised cock. He pulled his foreskin back and revealed a musky crust of smegma. 

	Obsessed as ever with “dirt” and bodily discharges, Hoshi came over and instructed her on cleaning his cock first. She made her lick all around the rim scooping with her tongue the cheesy deposits she found there. Hoshi made Yori get close to watch his girlfriend perform this humiliating task. She kept one hand on her swollen belly, cradling herself and moaning as the cramps tormented her.

	Hoshi told Yori to take his prick out and give it little squeezes. He had an erection. Hoshi told Kyung-Soon to look over at her boyfriend so she could see that he was excited watching her service another man. Yori frigged his prick gently….he was so excited…he knew if he wasn’t careful… he would cum.

	Shamed by his betrayal, the Korean teen went back kissing and licking Tatsuya’s ball sack next, followed by sucking his fat cock. She worked on him steadily and then he grabbed her by her head and began face-fucking her. It didn’t take him long and soon, his hips did a little convulsive jig and he began hosing her mouth full.  It was a decent

	load and Kyung-Soon, who liked the taste and the feel of cum in her mouth, swirled it around and licked her lips.

	Yori masturbated furiously and ejaculated hotly and wetly as he watched Kyung-Soon make Tatsuya cum; and he was still spurting as she savored the bodyguard/chauffeur’s semen. It was at that exact moment that Yori ejaculated. Hoshi made Yori kiss her after she had swallowed the load. It was very humiliating for Yori in front of Tatsuya, who was only a few years older. Now that Kyung-Soon had done her duty she was allowed to shit. 

	Hoshi produced a child’s chamber pot for her to use. Kyung-Soon had assumed that she would be allowed to use the toilet, but to enforce discipline and shame her, Hoshi made her sit on the small pot, made for a child, and do her business. Kyung-Soon sat down and began to empty her bowels. The embarrassing sounds and odors guaranteed that she was totally shamed when she was done. 

	Since anticipation was an important part of punishment, Hoshi took her time getting Kyung-Soon ready for her whipping. Being strapped to a special bench there heightened her sense of helplessness. It was padded, but by the time the straps binding her had been adjusted and tightened, movement was difficult and uncomfortable.

	A pad under her lower belly and side mounted stirrups left the teen well exposed so that she looked like an animal in heat, straddling a leather cushion. She was spread helplessly on the bench, her legs open wide, and her pussy and ass crack exposed. Hoshi liked to use a carved “hand” of fresh ginger. Shaped into a plug and dunked in water, she worked it into Kyung-Soon’s asshole. The fig would soon begin to burn like the lit end of a cigarette and then a thoroughly nasty itching would take its place.

	The fig quickly began burning and the teen started to sob softly. Hoshi picked up a thin, oiled, prison strap as Kyung-Soon began wriggling and writhing in her bonds. Hoshi stood to the left and drew the flat strap through her fingers. Holding the strap in her right hand, she stroked Kyung-Soon's taut spread buttocks and upper thighs.

	All of this made Yori erect again; he wanted to masturbate, but Hoshi looked at him and wagged her finger when she saw him touching himself. He was wildly turned on as he watched his girlfriend tormented by the ginger fig. It drove him mad; and now he was being forbidden to release the tension he felt in his young body. Her sharp intake of air at the touch of Hoshi’s hand was exciting to Yori. He was overwhelmed at the submissive position his girl had been put into…and her whimpering reaction was erotic catnip to the young Japanese boy. 

	Hoshi whipped Kyung-Soon thoroughly on her butt cheeks and the back of her thighs…making her cry out, groan…moan, squeal and finally scream. She beat her methodically….bending over periodically to whisper something in the Korean girl’s ear; and then resuming the beating. When she was done, Kyung-Soon’s ass and thighs were hot red. They looked raw.

	After this, she took both teens into her bedroom. She stripped and lay down on the covers. She told Yori to take off all his clothes and when he was naked she instructed the two of them to start kissing and licking her. She made them give her an “around-the-world”, a tongue bath from her face to her feet. Of course, she had them concentrate on her mouth, tits, nipples, cunt, ass crack, anus and feet. She especially loved having both of them lick and suck her toes and run their tongues in between them. She was imprinting both of them with her pheromones, of course.

	After nearly an hour of oral worship by both of them, she took turns sitting on their faces. She made herself cum by riding both of them to exquisite cums. She squirted so much smelly pussy juice that both of them thought they might drown or suffocate when she sat down fully on their faces.

	Then, she had Yori fuck his girlfriend. Or try to, for every time, when he his prick was in her pussy and he was getting close to cumming, Hoshi would grab his nut sack and squeeze. She was into denying him the opportunity to cum. She loved punishing this slim, short young boy. Every time he got close to ejaculating, Hoshi prevented him. Even Kyung-Soon protested, but Hoshi would not be denied. If he wanted to cum, he would have to consent to letting Tatsuya fuck his girlfriend. 

	He didn’t want to do it, but in the end, he gave in. He let himself be mounted on the “Bench of Shame” and had to endure it when Tatsuya, with his bigger cock positioned himself between his girl’s legs so that his dick and balls were right over Yori’s face. The poor boy could see, right in front of his eyes, Tatsuya’s cock enter his girlfriend’s vagina. Strapped to the bench, he was forced to watch the action close-up. You can imagine what it was like when Tatsuya ejaculated inside his girlfriend!

	As this was happening, Hoshi tickled and teased his prick, making it drool. She brought him close to cumming three times and then purposely cooled him off. She squeezed his nuts and made his erection subside. Only then did she go back to stimulating him. When he was crying with tension and shame and Tatsuya was cumming inside his girl, that’s when Hoshi, jerking him slow and then fast, slow and fast….made him cum. He thought his soul had spurted through his penis, it was so intense. For Hoshi, this was a wonderful way to kill a few hours. Shaming Yori was deeply relaxing and satisfying for her.

	The unfortunate boy was now caught in her web. She forced him to accept her ways. Training included sessions on the table with Yori on his hands and knees with his butt cheeks spread. She would insert a ginger fig into his asshole, and then used the enema nozzle to fuck him which made his prick weep pre-cum. He endured enemas with a thick, bent enema nozzle shoved up his ass which pressed up against his prostate and gave him erections. 

	When his prick got stiff during these sessions, Hoshi often made him stand in front of her with his hands behind his head like he was an army recruit and she was a drill sergeant. She tied his thumbs together behind his back. Retracted his foreskin and then smeared analgesic balm under his prepuce and all over the glans (the head of his prick) as punishment. Sometimes, she teased him and then denied him the opportunity to cum. If he lost control and ejaculated she would put him on the bench and give him a cruel whipping on his butt and then his asshole. Yori emerged from these sessions at her apartment so thoroughly imprinted that for the rest of his life he searched unconsciously for another woman who was just like her.

	The Party

	And then the day came that the Muramatsus were invited to the party. The Coach told the couple to present themselves at a victory party held on a Friday night at a rental hall. Funakoshi knew the owner well. The man was an ally and Coach had always been able to hold the type of party he liked to throw there. As the team had won a key meet, ostensibly the party was to celebrate the win. But it was planned as an orgy of sorts: almost 40 men and three slave couples. 

	Asami and Junichi discussed the party but there was no discussion about not going. Only about what they could expect and what Asami should wear. She eventually wore a tight navy blue skirt, a beautiful red silk blouse, black high-heeled pumps and her best silk lingerie. Her hair and make-up were perfect. When they got there, there was food and drink on side tables, buffet style and lots of men. Music was playing and there were several waiters in attendance.

	Kyung-Soon was there and she looked pretty in a clingy yellow dress and no bra. Two of the men were Todai University professors. There were judokas from the University team and players from the soccer team as well as some post grad students. Others were just family and friends. But there were only three women in the room: Asami, Kyung-Soon and a 44-year old woman, married to Tadao, aged 54, who was in attendance. 

	There was ropes suspended from a hook on a ceiling beam, a strange looking bench, a “wooden pony” and a gynecological table which were all displayed prominently on one side of the room. Coach had been planning this evening for weeks and he and his assistants had all the right props assembled. As the drinks flowed, the monitor began playing DVDs starring the three women. At one point, a man came over and poured a glass of ice water on the front of Asami’s blouse and this created a very provocative look. 

	Men began to move in closer. She looked down, at one point, to see hands unbuttoning her blouse, and automatically reached up to stop that person. But when someone grabbed her by the wrists and pulled her arms behind her, others yanked the garment off. Released, she reached up to cover her tits, but she was now naked from the waist up.

	The man who had unbuttoned her blouse pulled her to him and began a slow dance. But only a minute into the dance the music changed to a fast beat. He released Asami and stepped back a foot or so and began dancing to the new beat. When Asami stood motionless with her arms across her chest, he motioned for her to dance.

	Asami tried to dance with her arms over her breasts, but someone pulled her hands down. Asami knew what was expected of her and began dancing. She felt her naked tits bouncing and jiggling, but there was nothing she could do to stop it. Actually, she felt very female and desirable. Junichi watched from a corner of the room as his wife began her decent. Then he noticed the flashes. Men were taking pictures of her.

	The next dance was a slow one. Asami stopped dancing and was about to cover up when someone grabbed her arm from behind and swung her around. She ended up in the arms of yet another man. He didn't even pretend to dance. Right there on the floor in front of all the people, he cupped Asami's ass with his right hand and lowered his mouth to her right tit. His other hand covered Asami's left tit and he positioned Asami's hip against his crotch and ground into her. Then the hand on her tit dropped to her crotch and easily found her pussy underneath the crotch of her panties. He worked a finger, and then two, into Asami's pussy. And that's how they ‘danced’- with him finger-fucking her.

	Another set of hands were at Asami's waist fumbling with the buttons of her skirt. This man got impatient and Asami felt her skirt rip. She didn't see it, but knew the buttons went flying. Her befuddled brain wondered how she would ever find them. Then the skirt was pulled off her. Asami was now naked, except for her panties and her high heel shoes, in front of a large group of strangers while a man sucked her tit, squeezed her ass, and fingered her pussy while grinding his hard cock into her thighs.

	Asami's dance partner backed away a little and took his fingers out of her cunt. Asami just stood there, embarrassed to be almost naked in front of everyone. What she didn't see was that he was pulling his hard cock out of his pants. And he motioned to a friend who brought a third man over. They pulled out one of the benches at a one of the tables. One man got on his back on the bench; and the they got Asami straddling him. He unbuttoned his trousers and out popped a hard erection. A crowd had gathered now.

	“You sit on his cock, slut. And suck mine,” Asami’s dance partner said to her.

	Asami was pulled down and felt the man pull aside her panties to expose her wet pussy. He got her squatting right over his cock and as it parted her labia and began to sink into her warm, buttery depths, she looked over at her husband and saw the lust in his face. His lust for her. Somehow, it was “OK”. She sat on the cock spearing her from below. As she settled down, her dance partner moved forward fisting his cock and wagging it right in front of her face. 

	She just opened her mouth wide and watched as he edged forward until his cock bumped into her face. Her hands were supporting her weight on the man’s chest underneath her, so Asami just opened her mouth wider, looking up at her dance partner. He grabbed his half-erect cock and guided it to her mouth. She clamped her lips around it and began sucking. It stiffened and grew in her mouth which allowed Asami to bob her head up and down.

	The third man behind Asami saw his friend was now fully inside her pussy and she was now humping up and down a little enjoying the feel of the hard erection. Asami was sucking a cock and getting fucked in the pussy from below. The young man behind

	Asami straddled the bench, crouched down and using his saliva and some butter he got from the table worked his cock into her asshole.

	It took him some effort, but as he felt the other man's cock moving through the thin membrane separating her two holes, he went wild and began thrusting upwards and deep into her rectum. Asami had three cocks moving in and out of her three openings; and she knew everybody, including her husband, was watching.

	The camera flashes were almost continuous as Asami serviced three men at the same time. She again wondered what would become of the photographs as her eyes glanced at the onlookers. Asami was mortified when she saw the video cameras. She was on her hands and knees like a dog, sitting on a cock, sucking another, while a third reamed her ass. She wasn't moving much. She remained immobile, like a fuck-doll, while the three men humped her…. three hard cocks ramming in and out of her body.

	She gagged occasionally when the cock in her mouth went down her throat, and she grunted when the one in her ass pounded into her tight shit hole too violently. The boy on the floor grabbed Asami's swaying tits and squeezed, pulling on her long nipples. Now she felt like a cow -- on all fours being milked. But no cow ever endured the humiliation she felt.

	The man fucking Asami's ass began humping faster and then she felt his fingernails dig into her skin. He yelled something and then she felt his hot sperm shoot into her ass. The mob hooted and hollered. The young man fucking her face grabbed her head and really forced his cock as deep as it could go. Once again she found herself choking, not being able to breathe. When he yelled Asami welcomed it, and then his warm, slimy load filled her mouth before she swallowed.

	The audience began yelling and clapping. Asami was left on top of the man lying beneath her. She now had the freedom to move and began bouncing up and down on his cock. Some of the cum in her mouth had dribbled down onto her tits. Asami looked like a sex machine as her hair flopped around and her tits bounced. The cameras captured it all. Finally, the man under Asami cried out, which was followed by a loud response from the onlookers and then more applause. Asami waited for the man’s dick to stop spurting and then climbed off him. She sank to the floor, squatting….a bit exhausted.

	People gathered all around the three guys, slapping them on their backs and congratulating them. The 26-year old matron just crouched there, ashamed and sore. When the commotion subsided, a bunch of guys around Asami began shedding their clothes. Two men grabbed her and hauled her over to the gynecological table. They pulled her panties completely off and got her up on the table with her legs in the stirrups and cranked them up and back until her knees were pressed against her chest. Guys were coming over to take pictures of her totally exposed and so available. She was not ready to be taken by anyone and everyone. Then, with her totally exposed the first man stepped up and pushed his cock into her wet cunt. Asami cried out when his cock entered her, as he was very thick.

	Asami had some trouble breathing. First, she was practically doubled over and this put a lot of pressure on her. But the cock inside her ass added to her difficulty. It felt so full in her that she gasped. Asami looked up at the man’s face through her legs. The strain on his face, and the sweat dripping from it, attested to the effort he was exerting. He was really working her pussy. So hard, in fact, that the slapping of his thighs on her ass-cheeks was heard above the din.

	Although Asami knew she wasn't supposed to object to anything, getting fucked in this position was too much for her. But every time she opened her mouth to ask him to stop, he thrust harder. He fucked her so hard and fast that he didn't last long. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was no more than a few minutes, the 19-year old filled her sexhole with his load.

	After he pulled out and moved away, Asami took a breather. She was just catching her breath when another man got into position. Asami saw someone kneeling in front of her, just before a camera flash temporarily blinded her. Someone had taken a picture of her -- of her pussy and asshole, totally on display and her cunt hole widened from the recent fuck and oozing cum, and her face looking through her legs. It was a very humiliating photo.

	Before she could see clearly again, another man pushed his cock into her pussy. By now she was out of it, just laying there while they fucked her. She tried to see his face, but couldn’t focus. The gangbang was having an effect on her. Her head lolled and she saw several younger men jerking off. Asami was surprised to see 18-year old Kyung-Soon standing off to the side and watching her. She was a first year student and a very junior member of the Judo team who Asami didn’t know at all. She had caught a glimpse of her sucking cock on one of the wall-mounted TV monitors, but was soon being fucked herself.

	Asami didn't even notice the empty wine glass in her hand until the Coach called out and she moved to him, holding the glass up. The Coach had a gaggle of young men, all younger students, as well as three of the the waiters, lined up in a row. He encouraged them to take out their cocks and jerk off. Kyung-Soon would collect their ejaculate in the glass. Soon the first boy was shooting a big white load of semen into the glass.

	The man fucking Asami came and another took his place, but Asami didn't even bother to look up. She kept staring at the group jerking off and Kyung-Soon catching their discharges in the glass. By the time another man had worked his cock into her pussy, the glass was almost full. Asami was so befuddled she didn’t know what they were doing.

	When the current man fucking her came and pulled out, Asami’s legs held by the stirrups were spread wide and she expected another cock to be thrust into her. Someone prodded Asami so she lazily turned to face whoever it was. She saw two men tying stripping Midori and mounting her on the wooden horse. She, being older, had stood off to the side. This was more sex than she was used to and she just watched as Asami got worked over good. 

	But when some men approached her and she balked, they got her mounted on the “pony” and let her take a ride. The horse was basically a bench with a beam. Tsuyoshi had taped three strands of thin exposed wire down the length of the horse. He connected the wires to a rheostat and then to an battery. The device made her stand with her pussy resting on a sharp, pointed wooden board as she straddled the bench. The bench was adjustable for height and Taiki and Tsuyoshi set it just a little too high, so that having both feet flat on the floor was too painful for her and she had to stand on her toes.

	But first, they bent her over, spread her butt cheeks and inserted a couple of suppositories deep in her asshole. Her wrists were then handcuffed behind her and attached to a ceiling hook by a rope, forcing her to lean forward a little, which pressed her tender perineum and her open pussy against the sharp edge of the board. Time became the enemy when her calf muscles tired. She had to keep adjusting positions to relieve the stress. But that just created new stress and pressure, so she kept moving around. It created a downward spiral where she had to keep shifting more and more frequently. 

	Men came over and took pictures of her crotch cruelly splayed on the board. The expressions on her face were priceless. Frustration, pain, despair and shame played on her matronly features for all to see. All the while her tender pussy was being raked and rubbed agonizingly along the board’s sharp edge. She soon began to “ride” going up like she was galloping on a horse. It was a very humiliating torment. And they brought Tadao, her husband, over to witness it close-up.

	Tsuyoshi then used very small amounts of electricity to add to her suffering. She yelped and jumped up every time he “zapped” her. For a male, putting him on the “horse” meant that the heat of his exertions would cause his balls to slacken and they were soon touching the hot wire. For a female, you spread their pussies open. With either, the two assistant coaches would make sure to spread their victim’s butt cheeks open nice and wide.

	After being mounted on the horse for about 30 minutes, Midori was begging like a child to be taken off. She said would ‘do anything’. Actually, Funakoshi had a special ordeal in mind for her. In getting to know her, she told him that the greatest humiliation she could imagine was to be forced to have a “full evacuation”, a public bowel movement, in front of a crowd that included her husband.

	By the time Tsuyoshi released her from the horse, she had to shit badly. Her rectum was full and screaming for release. A small glass serving bowl was set up right in the middle of the room and Midori was told to squat down and shit in the bowl for everyone’s entertainment. With her middle-aged matron’s face flaming, this poor woman squatted down as Coach commanded and did her business right in front of everyone. It was very gross and deeply mortifying for her. Shaming sounds and smells filled the room. Nothing she could do could salvage her dignity after this…

	Following this, she would take cocks in her mouth, pussy and asshole willingly and came to several tumultuous orgasms. Coach made her husband, Tadao, hold her hands during some of her penetrations as he believed this would allow her to tighten her vaginal muscles as well. She had big, heavy floppy titties with simply enormous dark brown nipples. Something in her brought out the most bestial sides of men and she would be subjected to some outrageous acts throughout the evening.

	Asami watched two more young men jerking off, right next to her. Then she saw the white rope of sperm fly her way. It splashed across her nose and then another landed on her cheek... and then another and another. All the while camera flashes went off – recording her shame.

	When the young man stopped shooting his cum all over Asami's face she turned back to the group who had been jerking off. Kyung-Soon had collected quite a bit and was walking towards her, carrying the wine glass of filled with cum. Asami looked, her mind confused and not functioning perfectly. Then as Kyung-Soon came and stood next to Asami, she brought the glass to her lips. Bewildered, Asami automatically opened her mouth. With the glass at her open mouth, she tilted her head back. It wasn't until a a big gush of slimy seed spilled into her mouth and she swallowed that the full import of the act hit her. She immediately clamped her lips together and turned her head.

	“Please, you must drink,” Kyung-Soon said to her. “Coach will get angry. Please drink.”

	Asami stared at the girl, looking for an ally. But all she saw in her face were nervous, scared eyes pleading with her to drink. Asami looked around noticing the camera flashes. She felt like she was in a sick porn movie. Kyung-Soon pressed the glass once more to her lips. Asami looked at the slimy contents. She could smell the cum. ‘I just can't drink it’, she thought to herself.

	But, she opened her mouth again and Kyung-Soon tilted the glass. Asami felt the warm, slimy semen sliding across her tongue. She swallowed. She choked at the thought of how much cum was in her mouth, but didn't vomit like she thought she would. She gagged but the semen kept coming and some dribbled down her chin. Asami opened her mouth wide accepted all of the slimy liquid. Asami felt queasy. All the while men were taking pictures of her humiliating act. Kyung-Soon finally took the glass from her lips. She let the last few drops spill onto Asami's lips.

	Relieved that it was over, Asami sighed. All the men finally wandered over to the sight of Midori being tied to a post for a whipping. She had refused to take a cock into her asshole and now she was being punished. Asami’s ‘show’ was over for now and only her husband bothered to help her off the table. Asami stood there, feeling and tasting the slimy semen still in her mouth. Tsuyoshi came over to her.

	She looked at him as he tossed a towel to her. She used it to wipe her face. She wiped her tits and then the rest of her body. Finally, she used it to rub between her legs, even spreading her cheeks to wipe her ass. It embarrassed her to do that in front of him, but she didn't have a choice. Asami wanted him to show her some attention, but he pulled back not wanting to touch her. She cringed at the thought that she had become too much of a

	slut for even him. She looked at Junichi who reached over to put his hand on her shoulder.

	Asami was a bit dazed and she and Junichi wandered through the room looking for her clothes. She was walking slowly and bowlegged. Her body was still slick with sweat and semen and everyone ignored her, except for the occasional picture taker. Funakoshi stopped her. She looked at him and waited. She watched as if in slow motion as he pulled his zipper down. Before he even fished his cock out, Asami was on her knees - waiting for his cock. She didn't even think to protest. Asami gave his cock wet sucking kisses right in front of her husband. With his cock into her mouth, she sucked it until he erupted and then she swallowed it all. 

	The Whipping Post

	Next, three men came over and took Asami by the arms. They made Junichi come along too….his penis tenting his white jockey shorts. There was a big post near the center of the room. Asami struggled a little as they dragged her towards it. The men told her that she was a ‘filthy slut’ and they were going to show her what they thought of such a woman. They made her face the post and tied her hands over her head. Her wrists were tied together directly up over her head and secured to a nail there. They made her spread her legs.

	Asami was whimpering as one man got behind her. He was still fully dressed, but his shirt was open at the throat. He was older with a big barrel chest.  Funakoshi had given him a braided leather whip about the length of her arm. He stretched and wind milled his arms to warm up. Asami looked over her shoulder. He was a big man with a mean face. She closed her eyes and waited. She was sweating a lot now. Perspiration dripped down from her underarms and down her face and neck.

	Asami felt anticipation, a yearning almost, for the whip. Bound and displayed like a slave girl, she felt very submissive, female and vulnerable. She waited for it to begin . . . . The man moved into position to her left, and then with a powerful swing of his right arm, hit her on her sweaty buttocks. The whip whistled through the air and landed with a loud ‘smack’ across both of Asami’s butt cheeks.

	  

	WHAP! The blow blazed bright a hot red mark across her rump, low. Asami’s hair flew around with the smarting impact of the blow. She clenched her cheeks, and then relaxed - trying to absorb the blow. He stuck again, this time making it land on the left cheek only. After this blow, Asami began to wriggle her hips and squirm to alleviate the stinging. The men who had congregated reacted to this with more vulgarities – laughing, hooting and clapping every time she wriggled.

	 

	WHIP . . . . WHIP. . . WHIP. . . WHIP.

	The man delivered three, fast, hard blows right across the middle of Asami's full cheeks - the whip singing through the air - the impacts sounding like pistol shots as they met her squirming flesh...........WHIP....WHIP . . . WHIP. . . . . . .WHIP... He delivered another

	blow . . . . WHIP . . . with vicious accuracy across her thighs. He then had laid on ten hard ones, some on her butt cheeks, but most on the tender backs of her white thighs. Both cheeks were hot red when he was done. There was a big swath of red on her thighs too. 

	Asami clenched and moaned. He grabbed her by the hair, yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child to make her look at the whip. He resumed the beating and Asami couldn’t keep herself from clenching her buttocks and squirming. She was giving everyone a show. After a particularly nasty blow . . . the tip landing in her crack and she humped the post . . . . It looked like she was fucking it . . . . Very obscene.  Then in between blows, she pushed her butt back from the beam. It looked like she was inviting someone to fuck her in the ass . . . very lewd. The more it went on, the more it excited the men watching her became.

	The man waited until Asami had pushed back from the post and her butt cheeks spread open a little, and then he aimed the last one so that the tip of the lash landed right between her cheeks.  It hit the tender skin, in her crack, close to her asshole. It was very tender there and it was the worst blow of all. 

	Asami screamed. When he was done, her ass was covered with raised red wheals. He then had some sport with her….he ran the whip’s handle up and down her crack. When he got the tip in line with her asshole, he simulated penetration with it. Playing to the audience the catcalls and whoops and hollers were very humiliating. He was showing everyone that this woman was a complete slut… Junichi, watching his wife get a whipping, found himself aroused again at her predicament. 

	Asami, her head leaning on her left bicep, looked over her shoulder at the man, smiling at her sadistically. Asami couldn't keep her beaten buttocks still. She wriggled and squeezed them – trying to ease the hot stinging pain. Men crowded around.... loud and noisy…they really enjoyed the show that she had put on. The heat and the beating, plus her own arousal had caused her body to be covered in a sheen of sweat. 

	Then, he untied her and made her kneel between his legs, holding onto his ankles, so that her ass was spread, showing her pink pussy framed by her mat of black pubic hair and the darker grove where her tight shithole lay. He now planned to whip her on her crack. The anticipation caused her clitoris to stiffen and protrude. Asami was actually yearning to be whipped between her legs on her dirty crack. Her wish was granted, the lash catching her right in her open crack causing her ass to wriggle wildly in her position.

	The man continued to make the whip land in her crack, making her cry out each time the whip went between the parted lips of her pussy, striking the tender pink pussy or her tender asshole, which soon spasmed in pain from the beating.  Her clitoris stayed erect and visible with the hood retracted. The man told her what he was going to do to her next, and when she heard the sick thing he planned, she balked. He told her she had a choice: either go with him to the men’s room or he would tie her to the whipping post again. She chose the men’s room.

	Piss Slut

	This man and his friends took Asami into the men’s room. After she was allowed to piss, she looked at the five men. All hard looking older men. They surrounded her and made her kneel on the dirty tile floor. They had also made Junichi come in to watch her perform.

	The man, who whipped her, began calling her a ‘dirty slut’. He encouraged the others to jerk off on her. He whipped up their enthusiasm. And when he got them to take out their cocks, he took out his prick. It was fairly small, but he began to play with it and soon they were all jerking off over her. It was mind-blowing to see a group of mature men all engaged in such a private act, doing it in public. Soon, one at a time, they began pumping and squirting their seed over her. Soon, others showed up; and they were all around her too. A big fellow and then some others crowded around her in a semi-circle. Asami’s eyes went wide as she watched this new group of men jerking their cocks over her face. As one by one, they all reached their precious moment and from their piss slits white ropes and streamers of cum erupted to land all over Asami.  It wasn't long before she was just covered in a virtual bath of semen. Even Junichi stepped up to anoint his wife with his seed.

	Finally they were all done. Asami was left kneeling, her face, neck and tits covered with blobs and ropes of warm, slimy cum. Her hands went to her breasts and she rubbed some of the semen into her swollen nipples. One hand went to her clitoris - stroking the swollen and sensitive bud. With the man who whipped her, and most of the others plus her husband, watching, Asami masturbated, using the semen to lubricate her dirty cunt.

	Telling her what a cum slut she was…the man who whipped her was soon urging the others to piss on her.

	“Wash the cum off the dirty slut,” he urged the others. “Piss on the slut. She’s a filthy cunt.”

	Soon, three of them had a stream going and used it to hose her down. The aimed at her tits, belly and crotch. The man who whipped her ordered her to open her mouth; and the men who had been aiming lower, now aimed at her face and her open mouth…. 

	Asami moaned and let the piss run out of her mouth….it tasted bitter and acrid but the sheer nastiness of the situation and the hot feelings she felt as the warm piss hit her in all her sensitive areas drove her into a deeper space inside herself. When these men were done, another man was ready to piss and he gave her a final shower. When he was done, most, but not all of the semen on her face, neck and tits had been washed off. She looked over and saw her husband had an erection from watching her. Both were embarrassed. They left her on her knees next to the urinal.

	The Bench of Shame

	Meanwhile, directed by Coach Funakoshi, Midori got set to star in another chapter of the evening’s fun and games. She was lifted and placed on the strange-looking bench face up, her ass at the edge. Her legs were pulled wide by the stirrups so that her pussy lips opened, glistening in the light inviting all to fuck and abuse her It was a double bench like two coffee tables one above the other but staggered. Her hapless husband was strapped down on the lower one and she had been bound on the upper bench but facing the opposite direction. Her husband found himself staring at his partner’s crotch just a few centimeters above his face. The Coach made an announcement that this was the, “Bench of Shame”.

	When they were secured, Coach positioned himself between her legs so his cock and balls were right over her husband’s face. The poor cuckold could see, right in front of his eyes, Coach’s fat cock as it entered his mate’s vagina. Strapped down, he was forced to watch the action close-up. Funakoshi didn’t insert himself right away so his cock kept prodding her until it found its own way in. Hubby saw the head of the cock pushing its way into her and her fat, purple sex lips opening around it. The man worried that when Coach pulled out he would have to deal with the cum dripping from his wife’s pussy. He took his time and gave her a nice ride. Finally, he came and when he pulled out, his cock was slimed. He wagged it over the poor man’s face, in effect, taunting him.

	But this was not the biggest problem for Midori’s husband. Her pussy began oozing the Coach’s copious cum. And it dripped down onto his face. A man came over and took a picture. Midori’s husband closed his eyes, trying to hide. The Coach directed two of the waiters to take over. One tall young man displayed his cock to her husband and then entered her forcefully. He began to piston in and out, coming after a few strokes. The next man took his place and her pussy and full tits and fat ass brought each man quickly to a powerful orgasm. 

	Hands were everywhere feeling, pinching and squeezing her tits. There was a finger worming around in her asshole as another man fucked her pussy. The sensations were too much. Orgasms surged through her body leaving her a panting, sloppy mess.  Her pussy became loose filling with so much cum…. due to the looseness men were taking longer to cum. But most of the men spurted quickly; some only lasting a minute. Finally, they started to use her asshole; the men who were bigger or more vigorous brought her both pain and pleasure. Midori began having multiple orgasms - increasing in intensity and coming one right on top of the other. Her husband could only listen to his wife’s moans, squeals and cries as he was forced to watch her most female place violated repeatedly. 

	Finally she passed out….overwhelmed. A dozen men had fucked her. She was slapped awake to be fucked more. Finally the gang-bang ended. The 44-year old woman lay on her back; her legs splayed wide, her pussy gaping, her nipples protruding obscenely, her clitoris, swollen and visible like a red berry. But, it was her pussy hole that drew most of the attention. It drooled a steady stream of cum right onto her husband’s face. Hubby, strapped to the bench was forced to watch his wife reaching multiple orgasms. 

	They had both been defiled, and she was further humiliated by with all the semen dripping from her pussy, showing her for the slut she had become. She was “out-of-it”

	and just stared at the ceiling - her mind a blank. She was all fucked out. She couldn’t hear the crude remarks about her, but her husband did. At one point, Coach came over and he and Taiki tilted the man’s head by shoving a rolled up towel underneath his head and neck so his mouth was right on top of his wife’s oozing, disgusting pussy.

	She was lying on her back on the table with her legs open and her feet in the stirrups. They had her husband, who’d been forced to watch his wife’s performance, with his face right between her thighs. He was staring directly up the valley of her bare thighs to her hairy crotch. Then Kyung-Soon reached around and without a word, knelt down and started playing with his prick. Now, with his bench tilted up, Funakoshi ordered him to lick up his wife’s “cream-pie”. His wife’s swollen, messy cunt was right in his face. He was was revolted, but aroused…he lay there humiliated with his erection showing and the young Korean girl starting to jerk him off.

	Junichi edged in closer to watch. He saw the man’s total humiliation. He imagined himself being forced onto the bench and made to witness his wife’s slut performance close up. And then having to lick her dirty pussy clean. He shuddered….but kept watching…Midori and her mate were kept on the bench in position. She was ordered not close her legs. His humiliation and hers was right there on display in the most degrading way.

	Then the Coach told her what he wanted her to do….and Midori strained to do it….From his vantage point, her 54-year old husband watched his wife's asshole clench and wink as her sphincter flexed. The lips of her pussy were distended, opening her pussy further to his gaze. Then, as he watched and as Kyung-Soon got him closer to cumming, his wife’s well-used cunt spasmed and a flood of frothy pussy cream and semen gushed out. Half a cup of cum that had been in her pussy splattered on him with a wet nasty sound.

	Her pussy gaped outward as she pushed and men crowding in close could see up into the raw, red tunnel. A thick flow cascaded from deep inside and ran from her slit, splashing on hubby’s face, to land mostly in his mouth. Her efforts to completely expel the load were audible as she grunted and moaned. Her eyes were closed and she gritted her teeth - grimacing and straining. She was showing her most shameful side to everyone, but especially to her husband.

	The river of fuck slop ran freely before it turned into a dwindling trickle, and then finally stopped. The lips of her now empty pussy were wet and hung slack and loose. Her husband was in an incredible way. Here his hot wife lay displaying her hot, womanly, used cunt to him as Kyung-Soon began stroking his straining prick with his balls aching for relief…. masturbating him in earnest. She began really jerking him off and he was thrilled to discover it was the best hand-job he’d ever experienced. 

	She was a young schoolgirl, but she knew exactly what to do. As the man’s eyes were filled with the image of his wife’s messy holes…he could only lie there, humiliated at being masturbated against his will. Kyung-Soon began frigging his prick harder and the

	man, red-faced, soon had a big, spurting orgasm. It didn’t take long to make him ejaculate with a groan. The Coach saw it all and beamed.

	With her puss empty, his wife concentrated, arched her back, lifted her ass, and gave her husband the final proof of her humiliating performance. Quivering and straining, her anal sphincter relaxed and flared open. The eruption from her asshole was thin and milky. The initial flood was heavy, but soon began to just trickle out her gaping asshole. All of it landed on her hubby’s face.

	Fisted

	The experience of being the ‘whore’ didn’t appear to have had any adverse effect on Asami; in fact it had brought out a sexuality that hadn't been revealed before, a sexuality which had shocked both her and her husband. Junichi and his wife talked for just a moment, but their conversation was very stilted. A man came over….. A professor that Junichi knew. Junichi was very embarrassed to see him there. They barely spoke; and the man moved towards Asami, unzipped his fly and pulled out a largish, semi-erect dick. 

	Asami, taking a cue from her husband, attempted to move away. The man reached out and grabbed her by a nipple, began pinching and pulling on it cruelly. He did it so hard that he forced her to her knees. He pushed his cock against her lips and Asami took his cock in her mouth. She sucked it and it soon became fully engorged.

	Soon, shudders of pleasure convulsed through his body. Asami used her hands to stop him from her choking her. Quickly, his hips did a little jig and his cock pulsed as warm semen poured into her mouth – and she swallowed. His erection subsided; he pulled out, tucked his softening cock back into his trousers and Asami rose to her feet. Someone handed her a glass of wine and she chased the cum with the drink.

	The professor then beckoned for her to follow him. Asami walked over and stood next to him as he had sat down in a chair. His hand slid up the inside of her thighs, feeling her wet crotch and her full butt cheeks. He forced her to bend over and put her hands on her

	knees to reveal her full, white butt. He smacked her right ass cheek hard; the crack reverberated through the room. The blow took her by surprise and she cried out and stiffened. Other blows followed and her ass became bright red and a new heat swept through her. Several men in the room drifted over and formed a semi-circle around her. 

	Most of the men were handling their cocks, some had erections. One man advanced on Asami displaying a long, slim dick. He reached down grabbing her bright red ass cheeks and pulled them apart to reveal and then open the lips of her wet pussy. Without any preparation, he shoved two fingers inside her and frigged her hard until he made her spurt. Then he got his cock inside her… going straight in until his pubic hair meshed with hers; the angle and Asami's position put pressure on her G-spot. He began to vigorously hump her, coming with a shudder and a grunt. The next man grabbed Asami's hair and used it like a pair of reins, pulling her back into him. Soon, his cum added to the previous man’s load.

	Another man took his place… he too grabbed her hair. A fourth and a fifth man got Asami to cum again. Finally, after taking on six men, the professor announced to everyone, and took particular pleasure in saying it so Junichi heard that Asami was a slut after taking on six men. Her pussy was a slut hole and now the only thing it needed was his fist. As he said this, he held up his fist and several of the men nodded their agreement. 

	One man said, “The slut’s pussy is too loose to take any more cocks now. She needs a fist.”

	The professor advanced on her with his fist. He got behind her. The look on her face was priceless as he aimed it at her sloppy wet hole. Asami wasn’t sure if it would fit. Her face showed fear. Junichi edged in closer, anxious to see if his pretty wife could take a fist. But this man was determined to make it fit. As he worked his fingers in one at a time into her hole, her juices and all the semen helped lubricate them.  He soon formed his hand into an “arrow” and shoved this in deep. As his knuckles reached the vaginal opening, they began stretching the mouth of her pussy cruelly. She cried out as he twisted and rotated his hand to work it in.

	Finally, it popped in and she grunted and then let out a long sigh.  Her whole pelvis felt enlarged and stretched out. When he pulled back a little, it looked like her hot pink insides were being pulled out. When he thrust it back in, Asami thought it would come out her mouth. As he penetrated her to the fullest extent - it seemed like it made her stomach bulge! The depth and girth of the penetration was beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hole was stretched to the limit. He began to fuck her now. The others watched it going in and out slowly at first. 

	You could hear slurpy, wet, nasty sounds as it went in and out. Her sexhole was so full and the wet, nasty sounds as he fucked her made her whimper, squeal and moan. On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit again. Then somehow, it was all inside her again. It was obscene to see his hairy wrist framed by her red, swollen pussy lips. And everything glistening and wet with her secretions. He alternated fucking her with twisting his hand left and right to work the deep pockets inside her cunt.

	Asami was juicing heavily. Finally, she reached an powerful uterine orgasm and howled like a banshee. Her hole stretched open to the max, made her pink labia look like two rubber bands – stretched so that they would snap. On the in-stroke, his fist dragged her labia into her vagina too. It was all so overwhelming that she began crying out:

	“YES………fuck me. I’m a whore. I’m a slut – FUCK ME – FUCK ME. . . . . FIST FUCK ME. . . FIST FUCK ME – FIST ME.  FIST FUCK ME – FIST FUCK ME – FIST FUCK ME!”

	Asami began a chant: “FUCK….FUCK…FUCK….FUCK….FUCK…FUCK…..FUCK….FUCK…FIST FUCK ME…..FIST FUCK ME…FUCK….FUCK….FUCK!”

	With his whole hand in her pussy, grunts, moans, groans and filthy words poured out of Asami’s mouth. He grabbed her by the hipbones and kept reaming her. Asami had another huge, squirting wet orgasm. He kept fisting her and she came a third time.

	He eventually pulled his hand out. It came out with a wet ‘plop’. When his hand was gone, Asami’s vagina quivered and spasmed. Her hole looked like an invisible plastic tube was inside - keeping it open. You could see all the way up inside her. Her juices drooled and dribbled from her hole and ran down the insides of her thighs. 

	“Let’s fuck her ass,” someone said, laughing! “YEAH, fuck the bitch in the ass,” someone added.

	Junichi tried to protest, but he was laughed at.

	“This your wife, man? She’s a complete whore. She needs it in the ass.”

	The bent her over the chair. Someone came over with some butter and they “buttered her bun” with it. Then a man stepped up and worked his dick into her shithole. With her breasts hanging down, two men got on either side of her and pinched and pulled on her nipples. A fresh onslaught began, and as one man finished, another took his place. She was repeatedly sodomized. The pain soon turned to pleasure for Asami, as the men who were a bit longer bumped into her cervix through the thin membrane separating her two holes.

	Junichi watched from the sidelines with his hand covering his mouth. Once, he took his glasses off, they had gotten steamed up. He was shocked at how easily Asami took a cock in her asshole. And when she began moaning and squealing as though she was enjoying it, he was shocked. He was learning new things about his wife by the minute.

	The onslaught finally ended, and she slumped to her hands and knees panting. She felt and looked like she had run a marathon. She felt like a total masochist. Junichi stood there. He had gotten another erection watching her. Sometimes a man made eye contact with him. It was obvious that it was his wife they were sodomizing and he was just there to witness her degradation. His shame was total.

	Asami was pulled to her feet by her hair. The cum ran out of her violated asshole. Other than her heels, which someone had made her wear, Asami was naked. The men looked at her with ugly, lustful faces, her tits crowned by darkened erect and protruding nipples, her hair now in sweaty disarray.

	After taking on six men, then a fist in her pussy and and as many cocks in her asshole, Asami had two wet, gaping holes. Her crotch was a swampy mess. She practically collapsed, at that point, from sheer sexual exhaustion. Junichi came over and led her off to the ladies room to help her get herself together.

	Dog Cart

	The party had slowed down by this point. Men were pretty much exhausted from all the fun and games. Most were just sitting, talking, drinking and smoking. Going over the things they had seen and done. Boasting and comparing notes. Most of them had cum more than once. Some of the younger men had cum five times! At one end of the room meanwhile, Funakoshi and his assistants were getting the next “entertainment” ready.

	“Coming Coach,” Tsuyoshi replied. He was pulling a little device….. A small wheeled bench..... A sort of cart.

	“I was just making sure the wheels could lock,” he said to Funakoshi, by way of explanation.

	“OK....let’s get started,” Coach said. 

	The Judo team’s captain came over holding a plastic bag carefully in one hand. 

	“Where’s Kyung-Soon,” Coach asked no one in particular?

	Taiki brought her over. Her boyfriend, slim young Yori, trailed behind. He had been turned into a cuckold by Funakoshi two months earlier. He had been “turned-out” during a session on the “Bench of Shame”. Kyung-Soon had mostly been an assistant during the party. She had held the cup of cum for Asami to drink. She jerked off Midori’s husband as he was strapped to the “Bench of Shame”.  

	She had been allowed to remain clothed and mostly untouched. Men groped her but she hadn’t been subjected to the raw ordeals that Midori and Asami had. But, she knew that this might mean Coach had something really big planned for her. And, in fact, she was to star in the show’s climax. Funakoshi raised his hands to quiet the room down. He had gotten up on a little raised dais on the far end of the room.

	“I promised all of you a lot of fun tonight. I’m sure you’ve all had a good time so far.”

	At this there was a wave of enthusiastic comments, some clapping and whistling.

	Funakoshi continued, “And I have a special finale` planned. It’s going to star our sweet little Korean pumpkin, Kyung-Soon.”

	He pointed to her and called her forward……….Yori too. He got them up on the dais and show themselves to the men. 

	“And I ask your cooperation on one thing.  You must do this…. For what you are about to see….there will be no pictures. Take no pictures at all,” he said seriously. “NO PICTURES-NO EXCEPTIONS,” he repeated.

	At this, Kyung-Soon began to bite her lower lip nervously and wring her hands. Then he told Kyung-Soon to strip. She had to do a strip for the men. She took off her dress….she wasn’t wearing a bra and her fat, hangers could be seen. She had fairly big, brown nipples. He belly was plump and round and she wore a pair of pale green, nylon bikini

	panties. Yori had stepped back and as his girlfriend got naked, he had to listen to the crude shouts and comments from the men, drinking and watching her exposing her charms.

	When she pulled each item of clothing off, she handed them to Tsuyoshi. Finally she stood in her knee-high stockings and heels with her hands demurely held in front of her Venus mound.  She looked like a tasty, plump morsel. Her ass and thighs were full and she had a nice patch of pubic hair while she was mostly bare on and around her sex lips. Her skin was brown and very smooth. She had very little body hair. Her short head of hair dyed brown was thick, but her naturally bushy eyebrows had been plucked into a thin fashionable style.

	Yori, hating the humiliation at being identified as her poor cuckold boyfriend, tried to slink into a corner, but it was not to be. Funakoshi kept him front and center. He had to watch as his girlfriend exposing everything she had to these gross, mostly older men. There were more than three dozen men in the room. He wondered what new ordeal she would have to endure. He silently prayed for the courage to deal with it whatever it was….

	Next, Tsuyoshi took Kyung-Soon over to the cart. 

	“My friends, you’ll see why we are putting this sweet teenager on this bench in a moment.”

	Tsuyoshi took Kyung-Soon by the elbow and made her bend over the cart and then lie down on it. There was a hump on one end and when he got her lying down her hips and ass were elevated by the hump. Her tits hung down on either side of the bench. He strapped her to the cart by her wrists and ankles.  It looked like she was a jockey riding

	the cart. It was adjustable and the end with the hump could be raised or lowered. Tsuyoshi raised it a few inches and then made sure to lock the wheels, so the device couldn’t move. Kyung-Soon had started to sweat. She figured that she was going to be gang-fucked and whimpered softly in anticipation. 

	Poor Yori….Coach made an announcement that he was part of the show and had Tsuyoshi strip him naked and mount him on a “wooden pony”. Tsuyoshi bound his wrists and got him seated with his tight, nearly hairless ball sack right on the hard edge, but then he lowered the pony so that it didn’t touch his nuts. But as Yori strained to stay on his toes, his exertions caused him to sweat and his balls relaxed and descended in his scrotum. Tsuyoshi turned on the electricity and soon whenever his nuts touched the exposed wires he yelped and shot up on his toes straining to avoid another shock. Everybody was watching the proceedings now. The two teens were being used sadistically for entertainment.

	Tsuyoshi took some white cooking grease, which he had gotten from the waiters, scooped out a dollop with two fingers and began smearing it into Kyung-Soon’s hole. That it felt good, but she wondered, ‘why is he doing that?’ The Judo team Captain got up on the

	dais, pulled on a rubber glove and removed a sponge from the plastic bag. Immediately there was a very pungent smell present. The sponge had been saturated with the vaginal secretions from a female dog in heat. The young man came over, at Funakoshi’s direction, and began rubbing the sponge all over Kyung-Soon’s pussy. He even worked it into her vagina. 

	Now, Kyung-Soon was really worried. The sponge smelled terrible and she wondered what they had in store for her. She didn’t have a clue. Neither did Yori. He had all he could handle to keep his nuts off the wire. He was in hell himself. To be naked in front of so many men with his girlfriend in a similar situation was the worst thing ever. Then, there was a commotion and a door opened and soon everyone saw Taiki coming towards the dais leading a dog.

	The dog was big...and as soon as the men saw the animal those that were sitting, got up. Everyone wondered what was coming. Some had already figured it out and began to tell the others. At this, the murmurs rippled through the crowd. Yori saw Taiki and the dog and gulped. He put two and two together and looked over at his girlfriend. She had been trying to swivel her head around to see what the commotion was about. In doing so, she made eye contact with Yori. He looked at her sympathetically. She opened her eyes wider as if to say, ‘what’s going on.’ 

	Poor Yori….his calves were starting to give out. He had been standing on his toes and it hurt. He went from keeping his eyes on the dog and what was going on and trying to avoid being shocked.  The dog was a muscular, powerful and short-haired - a rust-colored mastiff – a mixture of pit bull and Tosa. At 50 kilos, it was a big animal. Kyung-Soon, mounted on the cart, struggled to see . Everybody watched Taiki lead the dog over. They had pretty much figured out they were going to see the dog fuck the girl. The Coach had outdone himself.

	Asami and Junichi stared in shock. Asami turned to Junichi and asked him what he thought was going on. She felt butterflies in her stomach and a renewed wetness between her legs. Kyung-Soon swiveled her head around, trying to see. As Taiki got closer and the dog smelled the bitch’s slime on her pussy, it began barking. Taiki paraded the dog before the crowd. It was not easy. The dog smelled “bitch-in-heat” and that meant mating. Taiki could only control the dog by pulling on the animal’s choke collar. As he led the dog around the platform, it barked and pulled constantly against the leash. Kyung-Soon stared at the dog in sheer terror.

	Funakoshi raised his arms and got the men in the audience to sit down. The men, excited by the prospect of what was to come, slowly got back into their chairs. Kyung-Soon began pleading, but no one was listening to her. After having gone all the way around the raised platform, Taiki brought the dog to a spot about two meters behind the cart. Coach knelt down next to the cart and told Kyung-Soon the dog was going to fuck her. She looked horrified and then began pleading and crying. 

	No acting on her part. She was in shock. Taiki let the dog get closer to her to smell her. When it got her scent, the dog went wild. Taiki had to use the choke collar. He did this twice. The idea was to “tease” the dog and this made its balls produce more semen. If the dog was not allowed to mount her right away, it would load its balls. So, when the dog lunged forward and tried to mount, Taiki pulled the animal back. 

	The dog’s cock had dropped and men in the audience pointed, as the thing was monstrous.  Taiki let the dog get close three times before he led the dog over to Kyung-Soon’s exposed pussy.  It sniffed her crotch. This really got the dog crazy. It got its big, black, wet nose on her wet pussy making Kyung-Soon gasp. Then, its big, pink tongue began lapping her cunt. And to her shame – it felt GOOD! The dog’s tongue licking her aroused her. The dog lapped all around her hole. It slopped its big, pink tongue all over her pussy lips, clitoris and thrust its tongue right into her hole too. 

	The tongue fucking… combined with the pussy lapping felt really good to her and she squealed like a little pig. Then, the dog’s muzzle was at her asshole and she felt its tongue lapping there… warm and wet on her asshole. This felt good too. Taiki pulled the beast back a final time.

	Coach asked Kyung-Soon if she was ready to take the dog’s cock in her cunt. She shook her head, ‘no-no-no’. He told her cruelly that the dog was her “date”! Again, she protested – especially when he kept saying that once the dog fucked her, she would always be a “dog”. She begged and pleaded for this ordeal to be spared her, but it was hopeless.

	“PLEASE – NO DOG….NO DOGS…NO…NO…NO,” she bawled.

	Coach then turned to Yori and asked him if he was ready to see his girlfriend fucked by a dog. She had begun to sob……

	Yori said, “Please Funakoshi San, do not do this to Kyung-Soon. PLEASE.”

	Funakoshi took a pair of pliers to Kyung-Soon’s nipples and used them to pinch, pull and twist her teats until she began moaning like a sick cow, and soon she capitulated and said ‘yes’ to the dog. Yori, his calves swollen with lactic acid, couldn’t keep himself off the wires for very long, and when Funakoshi told him he’d release him if he said he wanted the dog to fuck his girl - he finally said, ‘yes’ too.

	“YES, LET THE DOG FUCK HER. LET THE DOG FUCK HER…. PLEASE. LET ME DOWN……PLEASE I WILL DO ANYTHING….PLEASE,” he begged. “NO MORE……I CAN’T TAKE IT ANY MORE….PLEASE.”

	They took him off the horse when he gave in, but kept his wrists cuffed. The dog’s cock, meanwhile, was now fully erect. It had emerged from its sheath and protruded obscenely. It was bright red and purple with veins and drooling slime. 21 centimeters

	long and thick, with a knot that was as big as two limes. Kyung-Soon kept swiveling her head around to look.  She wanted to see the monstrous cock all the men were pointing at. 

	She caught a glimpse of the cock spurting pre-cum and gasped. There was nothing in her experience that could have ever prepared her for such a terrible degradation. Finally, after letting her fear and anticipation drive her half-crazy, Funakoshi signaled Taiki to let the dog mount her. As the dog was positioned behind her hips again and released, it jumped on her back. Its front paws tried to get a hold of her at her ribcage and then slid back to hug her hips. 

	Then the dog’s hips went wild - humping – humping – humping. The dog struggled to get its cock in her hole. The dog’s knot, at the base of the shaft had swollen grotesquely and some men wondered aloud if she could take it. But, as soon as the tip of its cock found the hole, the dog drove it in. Kyung-Soon cried out as the cock, with no preliminary, entered her. The dog’s relentless humping drove the cock in and out of her like a machine. 

	The dog convulsively hugged her close and slobbered all over her – drooling on her back. The animal never stopped its spastic, raging thrusting - in and out – in and out. It was an obscene parody of human sex. Poor Kyung-Soon was now dripping with sweat.... from her face, neck, underarms - were wet as the dog fucked her mercilessly. The animal was like an out-of-control machine. Its cock looked like a high speed piston in a cartoon....going in and out like crazy.

	The knot grew bigger. It was bumping up against her pussy.... crowding her hole. Men edged in closer to look at the knot. Junichi and Asami had moved in to see it close up too. It looked gigantic now - as the animal, following its instincts, kept struggling to get the knot into her vagina. The pressure against the mouth of her vagina made Kyung-Soon grunt and groan like an animal herself. The knot looked huge at the base of the ugly shaft. Midori and her husband, Tadao, hung back. They were sickened by what they were seeing. This had gone too far. But, he middle-aged matron wondered to herself, ‘what if they did that to me? How would I react?’

	Finally, the knot popped inside making Kyung-Soon howl like an animal. The mouth of her vagina had been stretched open wider than it had ever been to accommodate the knot . One minute the knot was outside her pussy and then, it was inside. Those who thought that her hole wouldn’t take the knot watched in awe. But now, with the knot inside, her vaginal sphincter gripped the shaft at its thinnest point. Money changed hands; some men had bet she wouldn’t be able to take it. Fully inside her now, Kyung-Soon began moaning louder as the big knot, very hot and huge, pressed against her G-spot and the urethral sponge. 

	It was all the way inside her sheath stretching the pocket with the tip in the epicenter of her sexhole.  The knot, fully inside, filled her totally, and the tip spurted cum, hotter than a man’s cum, incessantly. The shaft just pulsed and vibrated as the dog had stopped humping her. Feeling the heat, the pressure and receiving a steady hosing of volcanic dog semen, Kyung-Soon began going, ‘oh, ah, oh, ohhhh,’ louder and louder. 

	The dog didn’t move, at this point. It just stood still as its cock spurted and throbbed.  Kyung-Soon, with this hot, huge spurting thing inside her, felt the hot tickle of an approaching orgasm. As the dog’s cock vibrated and jetted hot cum, her vagina began to involuntarily squeeze the knot. As this went on, she came so hard she almost passed out. Her cries went up an octave when she came.  The scene, while disgusting and disturbing, was too hot for words.

	Then the knot seemed like it was trying to come out. But it was too big. Her pussy had a life of its own, at this point. Her muscles would begun convulsively squeezing the knot, and this pulled it insider her even deeper. The pressure and the rubbing against the front wall of her vagina drove her crazy, and as this went on, she began to have one orgasm after another. The animal’s cock jetted and sprayed hot, watery, cum deep in her hole constantly and every time her vagina went into convulsions, the, heat, the pressure and the rubbing made her cum.

	Her pussy had become a volcano. The knot prevented any of the hot cum from escaping and kept them locked.  So, Kyung-Soon just kept cumming - over and over again. This went on for nearly 10 minutes straight. She began babbling like an idiot. Screaming and crying out filthy words. She was in another world.

	“OH SHIT - FUCK ME….. OH SHIT…..OH SHIT…..OH SHIT… FUCK ME…FUCK ME….I’M A DOG SLUT…FUCK ME. FUCK ME. I’M A DOG SLUT. FUCK…FUCK….FUCK….FUCK!”

	The men sat there drinking and smoking and enjoying the show while she came, shook and writhed - totally “fuck happy”. It was so intense, she was close to fainting more than once. Seeing her facial expressions, listening to her uncontrollable shrieking was wildly

	arousing. Yori was mind-blown. He had never imagined anything like it. And, it aroused him against his will. He had an erection. This shamed him totally. 

	Everyone could see he was excited watching Kyung-Soon degraded to the level of a “dog”. No lower debasement could be imagined. Coach called Junichi over and told him to jerk Yori off. It was very humiliating to have the older man touching him THERE. But as Junichi began jerking him off, it didn’t take long to make the teen ejaculate watching the dog fuck his girlfriend silly.  

	The dog, at that point, was just about done. Soon, Kyung-Soon felt the animal pull back. This hurt as the knot was deeply embedded in her hole, just behind her pubic bone. Then, to everyone’s surprise and amazement, with the animal “tied” to her, the dog quickly spun around so that it was now facing away from her but still joined. Kyung-Soon yelped at this, it was a new sensation. 

	Tsuyoshi came forward and released the cart’s brakes. The dog began moving which pulled Kyung-Soon along mounted on the cart. It was an obscene spectacle....The dog lurched this way and that....pulling her along by its cock and the knot embedded in her pussy.  Some of the men in the audience called the dog trying to get it to come over to them. 

	The sheer, depraved spectacle of a woman being pulled along like that tied to a dog by its cock got to Midori, Tadao, Junichi and Asami. The two couples commiserated about what they had seen. They were disgusted and sickened. In their minds, Coach Funakoshi had gone too far.

	Taiki got in front of the dog and called to it, encouraging and leading the animal all around the platform. Kyung-Soon moaned like a sick cow as she was towed. She looked around and saw everyone’s reactions, and closed her eyes in shame. Men were jeering and mocking her - adding to her humiliation. She began sobbing. It was a thoroughly nasty thing that was being done to her. Eventually, the knot shrank, the dog’s dick came out and the show was over. 

	The dog’s cock, however, was still swollen. Now the hideous ugly thing which had been inside Kyung-Soon’s pussy could be seen. Men marveled at its size and shape. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Taiki snapped a lead onto the dog’s collar and lead the animal away. Still bound to the cart, Kyung-Soon panted like a dog herself. 

	She was wet, sticky and sloppy everywhere: down her thighs and all between her legs. Semen and her secretions oozed from her hole and wet her thighs or dripped to the floor. Her hole, now that the dog’s cock was gone, was red and swollen and dripping. Coach put a bowl down to catch the slop as it drained out of her cunt.

	Tsuyoshi supervised her release from the cart, after she’d filled the bowl. Coach made her kneel with her hands behind her head. She was shaky and trembling but he got her to

	open her mouth. He made her drink what was in the bowl - a mess of clotted slime, as an extra added attraction. Following this, he wanted her to suck the dog’s dick. The dog’s hot, red organ was still out of its sheath and protruding. It still dripped and drooled slime. Taiki got to dog to lie down and Coach got Kyung-Soon kneeling over the animal. He made her put her mouth on the tip of the dog’s cock.

	He told her to give the tip wet sucking kisses. Then, run the tip of her tongue in little circles around the pointed tip. This made the dog’s dick begin spurting again. Its cock alternately dribbled and spurted. Directed by Funakoshi, she then kissed and sucked it. She ended up swallowing dog semen as stuff kept jetting out in pops and spurts. The men watching were beside themselves as they watched her degrade herself completely.

	Coach had her stand up and spread her legs to display herself. He made her admit in front of everyone she came when the dog fucked her.

	“You came like a whore when the dog fucked you, didn’t you Kyung-Soon?”

	“Y……yes.”

	“Are you a dog slut now?”

	“Y…yes….”

	About thirty minutes later, Funakoshi made the three women bend over a table. He got their men on the other side of the table and had them hold their hands. Then he went down the line and greased each one of their assholes, making sure their anuses and rectums were well lubricated. He invited any men who were still ready and willing to come up and sodomize the women. A line formed and the last pictures taken at the party were of the women with their mouths open squealing and moaning as they were assfucked. 

	Junichi, Tadao and Yori had to hold onto their women’s hands, giving their women moral support, but it also put them on the firing line, having to look at the face of the man reaming their beloved’s asshole. Each woman put on a very entertaining final show. Squirming, shrieking, wailing and crying out as they were sodomized by several men each.

	When it was over, Funakoshi went down the line with a bottle of hot sauce and anointed each of their sore assholes with the sauce. Then, he and everyone who remained watched the lewd display. The women hopped up and down holding their ass cheeks open. They wanted to go to the ladies room to splash some water on their sore bottom holes. Of course, to inflict one last indignity on them, Coach denied them that. He finally let them go after he had wrung the last shred of dignity from each of them.

	Finally, about 4am, the party broke up and the three couples were allowed to find their clothes and dress in front of men that were still there. After this final humiliation, they and their men left. Asami and Junichi looked at each other many times as he drove them home….Both knew that their lives were changed now and forever. 

	Midori and her husband remained Coach’s slaves. So did Asami and Junichi. Kyung-Soon was never quite the same after her experience with the dog. She and her boyfriend broke up five weeks after the incident. She remained on the team but began to see the school psychiatrist. And, when nude photos of her appeared on the Internet all hell broke loose. There was an investigation and in the end, Coach Kenta Funakoshi was suspended. As a result of the scandal, he also lost his deal with the companies controlled by Hoshi Watanabe and Masaru Kobayashi.
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Synopsis: In 1938 in India, a high caste woman is interrogated by the police and the British.

	The Breaking of Usha

	By Shabbadew2002

	Contact me at Shabbadew@ca.rr.com  

	

	Arrested and Interrogated

	In India, Usha Pillai was a Brahmin woman frustrated by her life. Widowed at 40, she began to look for ways to make life more interesting. Secure financially, she hungered for something in life to give it meaning. Affairs with available Indian men of her own caste were not appealing to her. She tried it once and found herself bored. And it was unthinkable to have sexual relations with men of a lower caste. 

	She eventually discovered excitement and adventure in the political ferment of the times. She became active with a study group associated with the Congress Socialist Party and soon found herself drawn into underground, subversive activities. The police had her and her cellmates under surveillance for some time.  When her cell targeted a journalist for assassination, and Usha knew something of the plot, she was suspect by the police. The masses of India, at that time, constitutes a seething volcano of revolutionary discontent which needed only for Marxist leadership to set off what would have been history’s greatest revolution. The establishment Indians and the British were both interested, for different reasons, to see that this did not happen. It was in this milieu that Usha became embroiled in political intrigues.

	Eventually she would be interrogated by the British authorities. She had served as a courier and her group was known to be violently opposed to the British Raj. But that came later. At that point in time, the murder of the journalist, Dhaval Subramanium, was topmost on the minds of the Madras Police and this is how on a hot September day in 1938, Usha found herself arrested and brought in for interrogation. 

	Her interrogator was Ganesh Nayar. He was heavyset man, divorced and 48 years old. He had been a tough policeman for more than twenty years. It was his job to extract confessions from suspects and he was very good at his job. His fearsome reputation earned him the nickname the “Tiger”. 

	Usha had been a spoiled and pampered woman. Now she was to be treated in a way that was horrifying and degrading. The policemen who arrested her were, for the most part, fairly well behaved. They baited her with what might happen to a woman who had betrayed her caste. To a man they were opposed to the radical Socialists and therefore hated what Usha stood for…And therefore, Usha too.

	When they brought her into the police station, she was still handcuffed and this was a terrible tribulation in and of itself. Usha was kept in a cell, handcuffed and not permitted to sleep for the whole night. She begged to be allowed to contact an attorney, but this was denied her. She was given salty food to eat and very little water. Soon, the heat of the cell, the tightness of the cuffs, the terrible food, the sleep deprivation and her anxiety became overwhelming and she began yelling. At this, two men came into her cell and gave her a beating. Usha was shocked by the suddenness of the violence. She could not conceive that a man would strike her that way. The way a man would hit another man – not a woman!

	They took turns hitting her in the stomach. Blows with their fists to her belly. One man held her with her arms behind her back and the other aimed his balled up fist and slugged her right in the pit of her stomach. She went ‘oof’ and sagged each time. The man holding her would let go and she just sagged to the floor. Then, they would pick her up and repeat the torture. When one punch landed right in the solar plexus, the breath went out of her and she was momentarily paralyzed. She sagged and slid to the floor in a heap, moaning. 

	When they were done, she was a mess. She ached and exhausted from the cruel beating. They left her sprawled out on the cot in her tiny sweltering cell. She gasped for breath and began a little girl weeping. When she tried to sleep, a guard came in and slapped her awake. Or poured cold water on her. They would not let her sleep. After two days, she was a physical and emotional wreck. 

	That’s when Ganesh showed up. He had a young policeman with him, Kamal Rao. He was very dark and skinny. He had a pocked marked face, thin with a cruel twisted smile that made Usha think of a ferret or a mongoose. Ganesh, by comparison, was a large man who looked like an overweight banker or meat-cutter. His face was puffy and his hair was thinning. But his manner was very quiet and professional. He began by ordering Kamal to remove her handcuffs.

	“There, that’s better,” he said.

	“I have been mistreated,” Usha began…..

	Ganesh listened impassively. He didn’t say anything, but just listened as Usha heaped accusation upon accusation upon him, the police department and the government. But Ganesh began to work subtle questions into the conversation. He wanted to know what she knew about the Subramanium’s murder. Slowly, but surely, Usha began to implicate herself in small ways. But as time went on, the bigger questions were not answered. And that’s when Ganesh broke off the interrogation. He left her there and came back the next morning.

	Torture

	This is what he said to her on that lazy, hot morning: 

	“I know you know who ordered Subramanium’s murder. I want names. I will get those names. If you don’t give them to me, I will hurt you. Do you understand?”

	Usha, at that point, went on the offense and began a diatribe about the police and the government. It was at that point, that Ganesh said to Kamal, “let’s take her downstairs.”

	They took Usha down to the basement. There was a room there that had been set up for the “deeper interrogations”. Pushed and shoved down the hallways and then down the steps into the dark confines of the basement, Usha began to become anxious. When they got to a door and Ganesh opened it and Kamal pushed her inside, she was very nervous.

	The room was mostly empty. There was a small desk and chairs against the wall. And a cabinet on the far wall. The floor was concrete with an ominous drain in the middle. The overhead beams were wood, but Usha didn’t see the hooks embedded there. Ganesh sized up his subject. Usha was of average height for a mature Indian woman of that time. She was plump….a true Indian “Auntie”. A pretty round-faced, brown-skinned voluptuous woman. She had beautiful eyes, full lips and was about 160 centimeters tall. She was heavy breasted with wide hips, full thighs and large buttocks.  

	She was clad in a sari and a choli (midriff hugging blouse). The scarf she wore, when she was arrested, which was called a dupatta, and was used to cover her head and drawn over her breasts was still in her cell. She was attractive with black thick hair and a round, pretty face. Ganesh came over and stood in front of her with his hands on his hips.

	“Take off your clothes,” he ordered her.

	“ABSOLUTELY NOT,” she retorted.

	He had Kamal strip her naked. First the sari and then the choli. Next the petticoat, then the bra and finally, her panties. Usha was wearing European cotton underwear that hugged her ample butt cheeks tightly. No one but her husband and her maid had ever seen her in them. She began screaming and hurling raw words. Ganesh ordered her gagged. The first thing he was going to do use on her was the anundal.

	This was a purely Eastern torture often used by tax collectors to extract money. It only required a length of rope. He and Kamal gagged her and then tied her into an unnatural and painful position. They bound her wrists behind the back and then forced her head down. The rope was passed around her neck and around her ankles. Then this was tied off forcing her torso and her big, fat, floppy tits down onto her knees. The cruel position forced her stomach onto her full thighs and her thighs against her calves to compress her into a ball. Being deprived of sleep had rubbed her nerves raw and she was soon in agony.

	Ganesh left her with Kamal. After an hour in this position Usha’s whole body baked with fiery pain, especially her neck, back and legs. Every once in awhile, Kamal would sit on her back to increase her torment. Usha whined, moaned and whimpered. Her vocalizations only increased with time, but the gag prevented her from saying anything, but mewling like a tortured cat. Usha tried to go inside herself to escape the agony, but the distress the position created make that impossible. She felt like someone was starting to howl deep inside her mind and the longer she was left to suffer the more this sound increased in her head. She felt she would go ‘mad’.

	The bondage was very intense and had been known to break many suspects, but Usha was strong, willful and determined to ride it out. For periods she would feel that she could stand it, but then a particular spasm or cramp would hit and she would struggle and this only made things worse. When Ganesh returned to the room, Kamal was sadistically sitting on her back, baiting and taunting her. Usha was groaning in pain and muttering through the gag. Ganesh, frustrated, could see that she would require more “persuasion”. He would use more direct methods next….

	Then he and Kamal untied Usha. She collapsed on the floor moaning when she was released. They hauled her to her feet and tied her to a wooden chair with her hands cuffed behind her and her ankles bound to the legs of the chair. He pulled out the gag unceremoniously…. The position thrust her tits forward provocatively.  He and Kamal pushed the desk over until it was right in front of Usha. Then they got her positioned so that her fat tits were laying on the desk. 

	Ganesh went to the cabinet and came back with a silk sock filled with sand, a bottle of water and a pair of pliers. He set them down on the desk so that Usha could see them. 

	“Are you going to tell me who planned Subramanium’s murder,” he asked her?

	When she shook her head ‘no-no-no’, he opened the bottle and used it to soak the sock, wetting the sand inside. Then, as she watched him in horror, he used the sock to beat her tits. First one, and then the other. Each time he struck her the sound it made was a wet, dull ‘thud’. Followed by a groan from Usha. The concussive pain made her wince and tears sprang to her eyes. Kamal stood behind her pushing her forward so she could not pull her tits off the flat surface of the desk. She watched Ganesh raise his arm….it seemed like it was all happening in slow motion and then when he brought his arm down, the film speeded up like some crazy movie. As the wet sand filled sock hit, the tender tissues in her tits, the milk glands, were being bruised and beaten to a pulp. 

	To escalate the torment, Ganesh dropped the sock on the desk (it landed with a wet ‘plop’) and then got behind her. He held her by the shoulders as Kamal took the pliers in hand and went to work on her nipples. Usha had big, dark brown nipples, the size of a shelled peanut. He pinched, pulled and twisted them until she began howling in anguish. He had all the control right there in his hand. He grinned maniacally as he took each large brown nipple in the jaws of the pliers and then squeezed and squeezed. The jaws pinched some of the areole as well and when he pulled the pinioned flesh out as far as it would go, Usha began wailing like a stuck pig. She screamed into the gag like a lunatic when he gave each tender nipple a sickening little twist.

	This went on until Usha’s nipples were so swollen and distended that any more torture would permanently injure them. As it was, she would be unable to touch them or put on her bra for the rest of the day and well into the next. This was when Ganesh brought out the kittee. The kittee was an Indian relative of the European thumbscrew. It was a wooden screw press somewhat like a lemon squeezer. Between the plates the more sensitive parts of the body, like a woman’s tits, could be squeezed by an interrogator often to the point of fainting. He went to the cabinet and took out a kittee.

	He came back and set it on the desk. He untied the cord holding the rag gagging her and asked her if she was ready to talk. When she didn’t answer him, he then asked her if she knew what it was on he had just laid on the desk. 

	When she shook her head, ‘no’, he held up the kittee.

	
“Do you not know what this is,” he asked her smiling for the first time?

	She didn’t. So, with just the faintest smile playing on his heavy features, he painstakingly explained its function. Usha’s eyes went wide as he told her what he planned to do. She had not uttered a word up to that point. 

	Finally she said, “No, please do not do that to me,” I am a Brahmin woman. It is an abomination. You cannot do that,” she opined.

	In answer, he had Kamal grab and hold up her left tit; and then he applied the kittee. When he had it lined up, he began screwing down the plate and compressing Usha’s left tit. When it became very tight, she began whimpering and then moaning out loud. 

	“All you have to do is tell me the murderer’s names,” he suggested to her.

	But, she resisted. So, they applied another kittee to her right tit. Then, he used both of them fully. Tightening it down on one side and then the other. Then releasing the pressure….only to tighten it revoltingly again and again - making Usha groan in agony. He tormented her breasts until Usha thought she would go mad. She bawled and shrieked so much that Ganesh had Kamal gag her again, this time with her own panties.

	But, she didn’t tell him the names of the men she knew had plotted, planned and then executed Dhaval Subramanium. So, he had no choice….he had to wind up the pressure on Usha to the next level. 

	Confession

	He and Kamal got her on top of the desk. Next, they tied her in the most obscene position for a woman that there is: with her wrists bound behind her back, her legs were pushed back and over her head to be tied to the corners of the desk. 

	Then they got a rope around her waist and pulled it towards the opposite end of the desk and tied it to a cleat there. Now, her back was partially bowed and her knees just touched the desk top. In effect, the position trapped her in a horrible mockery of the position for a gynecological examination, or for a torturous pelvic exam. If she lifted her head she was staring at her hairy pussy, obscenely displayed. If she looked left and right she was staring at her ankles and calves. This position was shaming and would soon become very painful. 

	She was also becoming very tired. The lack of sleep combined with the horrid tortures they had already inflicted on her had weakened her. So, when Ganesh took out a baton

	and smeared it with oil and red, hot pepper and then worked it into her vagina, Usha was already on the ‘edge’. When he introduced a second baton, similarly daubed, into her rectum, she began screaming. But he wasn’t done. Not by a long shot. He was determined to break her and following this he slowly and sadistically inserted a thin oiled rod, smeared with the hot pepper, into her urethra. He began fucking her with the three rods in turn. First the one in her pussy, then the one shoved far up her asshole; and finally he violated her peehole with the thin rod. He took his time and raped her with the burning shafts.

	She began squealing, then screeching and finally screaming, screaming and screaming! Kamal ultimately propped open her mouth with a wooden gag and rubbed some of the fiery pepper on her lips, tongue and gums. Usha had, by that point, descended into HELL! The scorching pepper scalded the most sensitive areas of her body: the delicate mucous membranes in her mouth, vagina, asshole and piss tube. She imagined the pepper was causing blisters everywhere and this image, as much as the actual pain, undid her. She had been close to breaking and this pushed her over the edge.

	She began trying to be heard….to be understood….she wanted to confess….but the wooden gag and the effects of the pepper on her mouth and tongue had paralyzed her. She blubbered and slobbered; but nothing but gibberish came out. Still, Ganesh got it. He understood; and took the gag off - then offered her a balm….a cupful of an antidote…a blend of water and herbs that would put out the fire. 

	He told her what it was and asked her if she wanted it. She did. And then he asked her if she was ready to give him names. She nodded like a madwoman, ‘yes-yes-yes’. So, in the end, Usha was broken. She gave up her friends in the cell….her fellow travelers and confessed, like the broken penitent she was, to cleanse her soul. But her troubles were just beginning. Little did she know.

	Sexual Humiliation 

	They tossed her into a cell and threw her clothes in after her. Usha collapsed into a heap and fell into a deep sleep. She was drained and shattered. Physically, she was all aches and pains. Her mouth, pussy, asshole and peehole still felt the aftereffects of the cayenne pepper. Her shoulders, back and neck ached. But eventually, she fell asleep. She was awakened five hours later by “Tiger” Nayar and his ferret faced accomplice, Kamal who, by the time Usha had really opened her eyes and was awake, had his zipper down and his thin, nasty cock out of his trousers. Usha stared at his cock, so close to her face. 

	She stared, like a hypnotized bird, at the slit and the foreskin partially covering the head. Ganesh grabbed her head and made her open her mouth to take Kamal’s prick. She, as a Brahmin woman, had never sucked a cock before. Auparishtaka – the act of sucking cock was forbidden to Brahmins ( “….The auparishtaka, or mouth congress, should never be done by a learned Brahman.”- Kama Sutra II.9, p.128.)

	Kamal got her to lick, kiss and then suck it. It was Ganesh who pushed and pulled her head on Kemal’s prick – to make it a face-fucking nightmare. Usha was in a trance now

	anyway. Ganesh held her by the chin and her head and yanked her around so that she took Kamal’s cock all the way into her mouth – making her gag. And then he pulled her head back like she was a doll. The cock popped out and she coughed; and a torrent of thick saliva poured from her mouth. She barely caught a breath before Ganesh forced her mouth back onto the cock all the way to the root. She gagged and convulsed and as she took Kamal’s cock, it was just what he needed - and he began ejaculating. 

	She was made to keep it in her mouth until the last salty-sweet drop was on her tongue. When Kemal was done cumming, Ganesh let go of her. His own cock was hard. She was half sobbing and gasping. She tried to wipe up the mess from her lips and chin.....as Ganesh got ready to enjoy her mouth.

	“I’m going to fuck your mouth too,” Ganesh said to her. 

	He dropped his trousers and shorts and got right over her. On her knees, like a back-alley whore, he used her. He held his brown cock in the one hand and grabbed her hair with the other; and forced his fat, uncircumcised cock into her mouth - and had her suck it for awhile. He was so hopped up that he quickly shot his load. Usha was slobbering so much that it dripped down onto her tits. He pulled out as he was ejaculating and sprayed her face. The hot streams of semen splashed on her lips, cheeks and chin. 

	This made her gag, but when he came, he began reaming her mouth methodically and you only knew he’d cum by the fluffy cloud of cum that appeared on his cock and her lips as he stroked in and out of her mouth. It began to dribble down her chin. When he was done, he shook the remaining drops off on her face.

	There was a huge, obscene blob of semen on the left side of her face. Strands of her hair were embedded in it. Semen ran in thin rivulets down her sweaty neck. Ganesh had made her look like a cheap back alley whore. He brought out a mirror and shoved it in front of her face to make her look at herself.

	“Look at yourself – you’re a ganika (a whore),” he said to her.

	This made Usha sob softly. Ganesh next smeared the cum all over her face; wiping up the excess to deposit it in her mouth. She gagged like she was going to throw up. She was still on her knees. He barked something and Kamal took a position in front of her. Both men held their cocks like they were getting ready to piss. And then they did. They aimed their streams at Usha’s mouth. Ganesh kept her mouth open with two fingers and as her mouth filled, it poured out to run down her chin and wet her tits and belly. She had to swallow some of it and after she did, she sputtered, gagged, coughed, groaned and then began sobbing. When they were done, both shook their cocks so the remaining drops of urine landed on her. Ganesh let go of her then. Ganesh and Kamal also spit on her. 

	Usha felt she was going to vomit. She tried to control her gag reflex but it was too much and she threw up. In the end, she was wet with semen, saliva and urine everywhere. They left but came back several hours later. Then they raped her. 

	They bent her over and kicked her legs open. Ganesh, wearing just an undershirt, went first. Holding his erection in one hand, he approached Usha as if he were an executioner. He rubbed the head all over her pussy – spreading her labia.....teasing and thumping her clitoris until he made her whimper. 

	Only then did he push his cock into her hole. He worked it in....enjoying the feeling of conquest and pleasure as he filled and stretched her. Then he began to thrust slowly at first - and then faster and harder. When he got it inside her to the root, his fat cock touched something very deep inside. Usha felt him stretching and then thumping a sensitive spot at the bottom of her vagina. The more he did that the more that hot feelings went up to her stomach and down her legs. 

	It was a shameful thing, but she found that she could not control herself. Soon, she began to grunt in time, humping and pushing back against him – as a complement to his forceful thrusting....then groaning and finally crying out as she came. When he pulled out a river of semen gushed from her hole to drip down to the dirty concrete floor. 

	Then Kamal raped her. He was quick and jerky like a rabbit. He added his cum to her already messy sex-hole. Then, after him, another young policeman showed up to violate her. Before he got his chance, Usha was lifted and placed on the bunk face up, her buttocks at the edge. Her legs roughly pushed back so she was spread open like a Bombay whore. Her sex was glistening and wet in dim light. It looked like she was inviting all of them to rape her. 

	There were hands everywhere on her, feeling her up, pinching, and probing. There were fingers in her asshole; and the smell of sex was overpowering. The sensations were too much for her and she came again when this last policeman had his way with her.. The first time with “Tiger” Ganesh and then with the young policeman who sexed her last but very hard and deep. Usha was very loud. Her cries and moans left no doubt as to what she was feeling. Her vagina became open and sloppy with semen. 

	In her confession she had also admitted being a courier for the cell. Ganesh, wanting to curry favor with the British authorities, betrayed her to them. He called and told the military commander in charge of intelligence that in the course of his interrogation of a witness, he had uncovered a cell of subversives, revolutionaries and terrorists. He would send Usha over to them so they could “interrogate” as well. He was done with her. She had supplied him with the names of those responsible for the murder of journalist, Dhaval Subramanium. He would arrest them and his record will be benefited. Usha was just the butt end of a case that he was on his way to solve.

	The British

	Usha had always found the British soldiers very interesting. She often wondered about them. They were so different in appearance and manner. She had even daydreamed about them…highly erotic daydreams She had fantasies and the difference between the cultures added to her erotic feelings. Foreigners, like the British, had different customs and were not part of the Indian world. Now, she was caught like a rabbit in a trap. Ganesh sent her to the provincial Military Governor. There would be no exotic, erotic fantasies for her. Because there was a complication: the actions of the cell she was part of had resulted in several British soldiers being wounded.

	She was sent to the British dressed not in her finery, but in gray, cotton prison clothes and after her ordeal at Ganesh Nayar’s hands, she was not the same woman she had been. She was brought in to Colonel Dewhurst’s office. He was the provincial Governor. After a few perfunctory questions he turned her over to his intelligence Adjutant, Major Turpin who grilled her. It was only then, that Usha realized that she was in another hot pickle. 

	“Madam, you have taken action that resulted in injury to three of His Majesty’s grenadiers; there is a price to pay. I want information about that whole Socialist gang of rebels. You will tell me.”

	Usha realized that she had very little to bargain with if she didn’t want to end up in the dank bowels of a British prison, so she stubbornly refused to disclose anything. With that, Usha was remanded to the custody of two soldiers. She was taken to the garrison for “interrogation”. Usha, the Brahmin widow, was about to be thrown head-first into another cruel world. The garrison was really a military fort with barracks for the troops, an armory, mess hall, parade field, offices and a jail. The Adjutant was a rough sort who’d been in South Africa before being posted to India.

	“I am going to have Sergeant Major Trubshaw assist me,” he informed her. 

	With that, he sentenced her to another terrible ordeal. Trubshaw, like Ganesh, had a fearsome local reputation. A tall, burly, whiskered burly Scotsman, he was a born sexual sadist. Usha was about to be delivered into the hands of a man who delighted in torturing suspects. Indians knew him, in the province, as a man who devised cruel punishments for disorderly soldiers, wayward Indians and anyone else who fell into his hands. Two soldiers escorted Usha. It was a formidable little building with its own courtyard, set in the back of the garrison compound. 

	The senior corporal took her to a cell and told her, “Just sit here.” 

	Usha sat there fidgeting and wondering what to expect. Within 10 minutes, Major Turpin and Trubshaw arrived. Usha was immediately frightened by Trubshaw’s size and appearance. He looked menacing. A scar graced his cheek, a battle souvenir. 

	“I’ve wanted to meet you,” he says to her ominously. “You’re the wench who got Sgt. McFarland and two of his mates wounded.” 

	“First thing,” Major Turpin says. “Stand up over there,” he said - pointing to a spot. 

	He walked around her taking in her plump form. Trubshaw nodded as the two young corporals who escorted her, also showed up. One was tall, blonde and skinny from the Midlands and the other was a short, dark Welshman. 

	“Take a gander boys; this plump pigeon’s here for singing lessons,” Trubshaw said to them conspiratorially. 

	They guffawed at that. Now she was in a room with four foreign soldiers who had her at their disposal. Most of her experience with men had been limited to timid Indian males of her own caste. Turpin continued to question her, but Usha underestimated the British. She thought that because they were foreigners, they could not be as cruel as Madras policemen. That she was not facing the same fate. Major Turpin soon disabused her of that stupid idea. When she was not cooperative, preparations were made by the two corporals.

	The Whipping Bench

	They set up the whipping bench in the courtyard. She would be bent over on the bench, gagged and whipped. The Sgt. Major would get to use his favorite instrument, a knotted cord whip. Attached to a wooden handle, it held five thin cords – 61 centimeters in length with four or five knots starting at the tip. The cords were well soaked in urine to increase the stinging effect. At the appointed time, the Brahmin woman was marched out into the courtyard. The spectacle had attracted a swarm of local teenaged boys and a fair amount of off-duty soldiers. Everyone wanted to see the Brahmin bitch whipped. The bench sat in the courtyard awaiting her. 

	It had a step for her to kneel on and then the senior corporal drew her wrists forward and secured them to a wooden stock at the head of the bench. A leather strap was buckled across the small of her back to hold her in place. This made her big ass stick out, ready for punishment. The Welshman pulled down her cotton pants and her ass was now on display. Buttocks spread; she endured the taunts and jeers of the crowd. 

	“Filthy bitch…. Whore,” they called out to her in Hindi and English. 

	The Welshman then took his time and spent 5 minutes masturbating (kshobana – masturbation) her in public to humiliate her and amuse the crowd. Hoots and hollers erupted when he spread her ample cheeks and her purple labia to expose the pink vaginal sheath and her brown asshole to the crowd. Each display made the crowd go wild. Every time he did that, Usha wanted to die from the humiliation.

	The Welshman used his fingers to spread her moist pussy flaps open so the yard loungers could see everything. Usha hid her face between her arms as he casually humiliated her in front of the local Indian boys and a handful of soldiers. She wanted to die - she was so mortified. Then he gagged with a block of rubber attached to two cords; and tied it off around her head. Satisfied that she was secure, Trubshaw came over measure her fat ass with the thin whip before he cocked his arm and began letting the lash find its mark. He concentrated on her cheeks where they met her fleshy thighs. He also tried to make the knotted tips reach her crack and hit her pulpy sex lips and tender asshole. He succeeded several times. Usha’s agonized, strangled cries rent the air along with her sobbing. 

	She wept steadily as Trubshaw lashed her two dozen times. When he was done, her buttocks and the backs of her thighs were criss-crossed with thin nasty weals. Where they’d overlapped, little spots and smears of blood were visible. They left her in her bonds weeping for a few minutes. Then the tall, skinny blonde corporal with the prominent Adam’s apple came over with a brush and a pot. 

	The pot contained a mixture of olive oil, salt, hot pepper, and urine from the privy. The corporal painted her wounded buttocks with the mixture. Instantly she howled through her gag. And fresh tears sprang from her eyes as he carefully applied the “balm” to her hot cheeks. They left her there for a bit on display. Flies soon began to torment her. Landing on her smelly butt cheeks and crawling around. She wriggled her ass and this made the onlookers hoot, clap and holler. When they unshackled her and stood her up… she fell, she was so overcome. They allowed her to pull her up pants. Humiliated, she did so, like a child being corrected by its parent.

	They brought her over to Major Turpin again. He questioned her and when she maintained her silence, she was taken back into the garrison and brought to a spare, bare room. There she was made to strip and they put a blindfold on her. Now, naked and blindfolded, with her wrists tied to her elbows, she was made to stand before Trubshaw. 

	Pussy and Ass Torture

	He rubbed her pussy so that her large clitoris (her yoni-linga) erected out of its folds and when it was swollen sufficiently, he attached a small wooden clamp. It was painful to have a powerful clamp squeezing the most sensitive nerve-laden part of her body and Usha reacted. 

	She wiggled her hips and began to whimper and moan. “Oh please, Sir…. please take it off…” 

	Trubshaw leaned in close and said, “You stand perfectly still, your ladyship or I’ll make you wish you were dead - you understand?” 

	Usha blinked her eyes rapidly and said, “Yes, Sir”. 

	“NOT SIR, you stupid wog. I’m not an officer. You call me Mister. You understand?” 

	“Yes, Mister,” Usha said frightened. 

	The clamp was attached to a very short, thin cord to a knob covered in boar’s hide. The knob was mounted on a short pole and fixed so that it put the knob right at the level of Usha’s hairy Venus Mount and vulva. Boar’s hide is notorious for its nasty hair, sharp and stiff. It’s more like very thin quills than hair or fur. 

	To rub up against it was a torment. They pushed her forward to let her feel it. Feeling the sandpaper-like hide scraping her womanhood Usha pulled back …. stretching her clitoris painfully as she did so. Already it was a nasty situation for her. One of the corporals, the skinny one, was stationed behind her with a short wooden dowel into which a needle had been sunk so that only a sliver protruded from the end. This “persuader” was to be used as a prod on Usha’s fat buttocks. He swabbed Usha’s buttocks with raw turpentine, using cotton. He dipped the needle in turpentine as well. This served two purposes: it prevented infection and increased the torment. Nothing stings like raw turpentine.

	Then the torture began in earnest. Usha pulling on her clitoris to keep away from the irritating knob received a painful sting in her fat butt cheeks and reacted… involuntarily thrusting her hips forward right onto the knob again. Then more questions from Major Turpin. And with each refusal, Usha found the needles so tormenting that she jerked her hips when she was barely jabbed with the tip. Her buttocks were soon stippled with little wounds where the needle had penetrated. 

	The skinny corporal really made her hop by working on the deep cleft of Usha’s cheeks where it sloped in towards her asshole. The flesh there was very tender. Being jabbed made her lurch forward, against her will. Soon her hairy Venus Mount and inner thighs were rubbed raw by the boar’s hide. Just to touch the flesh there was a torment. Usha had to repeatedly bump up against the devilish knob to escape the needle. Dipped in turpentine, the needle soon had her whole ass on fire. 

	She cursed, begged and whimpered as the sadistic torture went on with Usha eventually sobbing like a little girl. It was mental torture too as she tried to endure the jabs of the needle and not rub herself on the knob, but she couldn’t. It was hellish for her. They kept at it for 20 full minutes until Usha thought she would go insane. She begged to be allowed to suck their cocks, begged for them to fuck her in her yoni…..anything except to endure any more of the fiendish torture. But, she was determined not to betray her comrades in the movement. She had been able to rationalize being forced to give up the names of the men who killed Dhaval Subramanium. But, now trying to hold onto her pride, she was doing everything in her power to not betray the others in the movement to the hated British colonialists.

	Peehole

	But, in the end, they broke her and Usha spilled her guts to the British too. Seeing how a pubic whipping and the boar’s hide had not broken her, they regrouped. They untied her and threw her in her cell for the time being. Usha cringed and waited for what was next. It wasn’t long in coming. She tried to steel herself and when the two corporals came for

	her about an hour later. She had made up her mind. She had taken the worst they could dish out, she felt. ‘I can laugh and spit in their faces. I am a survivor’, she thought to herself.

	They took her to the dark room. Major Turpin was there and he supervised Trubshaw and the other two non-commissioned officers. She was still naked and they put her on a table on her back. The lanky blonde corporal held her wrists over her head. The Welshman put a pole under her knees and pushed her full thighs back to her tits. Then Turpin handed something to Trubshaw. Usha tried to see what it was.

	It was an ivory dildo, purchased in the market - about 20 centimeters long and 13 centimeters in circumference. Trubshaw oiled it and brought it over to Usha to display it. She saw what it was and knew. She had one very similar. The thought that it might be forced into her vagina was humiliating, but she knew this was an experience she could handle and survive. But that’s not where the dildo was going. Trubshaw carefully separated her labia to expose the pink vestibule of her pussy. He peered closely and found what he was looking for: the tiny pink opening to her bladder….the urethra….her peehole.

	He used the tip of his big pinky and got some of the secretions from her vagina to wet it. Then he worked it into the orifice to open it some. When Usha felt him rooting around THERE, she gasped and held herself rigid. The feeling of being violated in that private hole was very uncomfortable and unnatural. Then, the big Scotsman worked the tip of the dildo into the opening. He got the tiny opening dilated and then he pushed it IN.

	The effect on Usha was instantaneous and dramatic. She tried to arch her heavy hips and ass off the table and groaned so loud that the Major came over and shoved a rag into her mouth to stifle her. As Trubshaw worked the big dildo into her tight piss tube all the way to the sphincter guarding her bladder, she was stretched and pulled and discovered what a really “tight hole” is indeed. She made sounds the men had never heard before. Her howls sounded “otherworldly”. The pain was so overwhelming and shattering that Usha passed out. She lost consciousness. The blonde corporal had to slap her awake, at Turpin’s command. He took the rag from her mouth.

	“She felt that, didn’t she,” he opined to the group. Trubshaw chuckled.

	When she regained consciousness, Turpin pressed her for names…names…names. She stared at him with the wide, hunted eyes of a poor jungle creature caught in the hunter’s trap and said nothing. When Trubshaw approached with the dildo again, she began screaming and begging. It did no good. He worked it back into her hole and this time he twisted it as he reamed her out. Her shrieks, yowls and wailing was pitiful to hear. She slumped into unconsciousness again. Only to have the torture repeated a third time. 

	It was this third torturous rape of the most private hole of all that broke her resolve. She began to babble like a village idiot and Turpin motioned to Trubshaw to take the device from her hole. When they let go of her her, she slumped on the table like she was dead. They had exhausted her physically, mentally and spiritually. She was like a piece of meat and told Major Turpin names, locations and anything else he wanted. If anything, Usha found the British soldiers even more cruel than the Madras police…

	Raped

	Usha afterwards felt violated, humiliated, and just plain destroyed.  She was kept in the garrison captive for four weeks. As an informant, they squeezed everything they could out of her and when they were done, she was released. But not before Sergeant Major Trubshaw had used her. He went to her jail cell, made her strip like she was a courtesan and stand naked before him.

	She had to spread her legs at his command. When he rubbed her hairy bush and tickled her labia … her pussy, her yoni really begins to weep its honey. Her womanly secretions could be smelled in the close confines of the room.

	“Fancy your twat being stroked, princess,” he taunted her. 

	Usha’s understood the cruelty in his words, and was overwhelmed by the lewd comments he made about her and her body. Her embarrassment at her nakedness was her last desperate attempt to hold onto some shred of dignity. She begged him to treat her like a “lady”.

	“I am a proper Brahmin woman. A widow and mother,” she said, hoping to arouse his better instincts. 

	Trubshaw’s response was to laugh at her and examine her breasts. She closed her eyes as he cupped, kneaded, and squeezed her tits in turn. Her pussy started immediately to lubricate, much to her embarrassment. She knew he was going to touch her yoni. Usha had discovered that she was capable of responding sexually and involuntarily to rough treatment. Trubshaw continued his examination by pulling on her nipples. Usha’s nipples were very dark brown, almost black, very large with wide aureoles. They grew puckered and hard with excitement as he handled them. When she opened her eyes he was staring at her and she saw the cruelty there. He had a gleam in his look that frightened her. 

	He added twisting to his manipulations of her nipples. It hurt but Usha was overwhelmed by her sexual response to his rough treatment. She had read many of the Indian love books as a bored widow and thought she knew her sexuality well. But the way Ganesh and Trubshaw had treated her was a whole new experience. Trubshaw then turned his attention to her loins, and Usha sucked in her breath as he pawed her buttocks and reached around underneath her fat cheeks to cup her yoni. She gasped. 

	The big Scotsman said, “You’ve a hot cunt, your ladyship. We’re going to get along fine.” 

	He then came around the front… slapped her thighs open wider and began to explore and finger her hot wet sex. He ran his big index finger down the wet seam exploring her full fat labia and found them sopping wet when he separated them. Usha moaned in response. In her world this was yoni-kshobana, masturbation of her genitals. Her yoni exuded a heavy musky sexual odor. Trubshaw found her a tasty plump treat and looked forward to enjoying her in all the ways that a jailer can enjoy a female captive. He found her bean-sized clitoris and rolled it between his forefinger and thumb. Usha groaned in response. He continued to manipulate her cunt until he felt she was getting ready to cum. 

	“Open your eyes, slut,” he commanded her as he began to frig her vigorously. 

	Usha was forced to look right at him as he rubbed her labia and clitoris hard until she came on his hand. Victory for him! She moaned and squealed as she came. And she clamped her legs together on his hand; then grabbed his wrist and forearm with both her hands to keep from falling. 

	“Liked that… did you now,” he taunted her. 

	Usha kept quiet as her body subsided from her orgasm. In her culture this was yoni-dusta, the sexual defilement of women. ‘This was what I been waiting for my whole life’, she thought to herself. Her destiny in a way. She was becoming a toki, a slut. Trubshaw forced her to her knees and lowered his trousers. Usha’s eyes were wide as his cock came into view. ‘It’s a mahalinga, a big one’, she said to herself. Her late husband’s linga was small and brown and he always inserted it furtively into Usha’s yoni. He would cum too quickly. 

	Trubshaw’s organ was formidable. He grabbed her by the hair and made her kiss and lick his ball sack, the shaft and the plum-sized head. As the tip leaked, Usha thought to herself: ‘I hope he doesn’t cum in my mouth. Trubshaw was pleased as she became more submissive in spite of herself. ‘She likes it’, he decided. He made her suck it slowly until he felt himself ready to cum. Then he held her head as he ejaculated into her warm mouth. Jet after jet of his thick ropy cum flooded her mouth. Usha swallowed and the taste filled her mouth. She was sickened that he’d used her mouth to relieve himself.

	Trubshaw pushed her away so that she sprawled on the floor. He still had a raging erection. ‘It’s so big and red’, she thought to herself. ‘And still hard’. Trubshaw had plans to fuck the plump hen and withdrew a ‘French letter’ or sheepskin condom from his shirt pocket. Pulling her up, he pushed her over to the bunk. Then he bent her over and rolled the condom over his thick cock. Following this, he rubbed her fat pussy lips. Then he teased her wet smelly cunt with his big cock. He rubbed the head over her labia and clitoris and all around the mouth of her juicy peach. 

	It was a very hairy cunt with thick fat brown inner labia that quickly ran to hot pink inside. As her arousal continued, Usha’s cunt lips thickened and became purple; and she flowed heavily. The big Scotsman took his time in the privacy of her cell to fuck her. Usha got very excited by his organ, his mahalinga, and unconsciously yearned for penetration of her womanhood. When he worked his cock into her hole, he gave her a through reaming. In fact it was the best and longest fuck in her forty years. Trubshaw pounded her very wet and deep vagina (Usha had a bhosra - an exceptionally large and deep vagina) until Usha began to cum continuously. She wailed like a banshee in heat. You would’ve thought someone was cutting a cat’s throat. 

	Afterwards, Trubshaw brought her naked into the guardhouse and gave her a shot of brandy to revive her. The soldiers, some dressing…others lounging around, got up and crowded around her - very interested at the sight of a fat Indian whore. Trubshaw made her get on her knees. She had to suck the cocks of two squads of grenadiers. Seeing her naked had produced many raging erections. 

	Trubshaw informed her, “it’s your duty to relieve the pressure in the King’s soldier’s balls.” 

	Usha’s eyes flew open as she realized that she was going to suck and swallow semen from fourteen men. They practically face-fucked her as all the men spurted their hot seed, in turn, into her warm mouth. Her mouth filled with the taste of their seed. It dribbled from her lips and down her chin. Her jaw and mouth ached when it was done. Some of their semen had landed on her face and tits. Trubshaw made her wipe it up with her fingers and lick them clean. 

	“Can’t have his Majesties’ soldier’s jism left out for the flies,” he said laughing. 

	Usha was sickened by having to perform oral sex to completion on all the men. ‘I hate it’, she said to herself as she began to weep…

	Sodomized

	Following this tribulation, Trubshaw presented her with a small jar of olive oil. Usha, through tear-stained and puffy eyes, looked at him with questions in her eyes. 

	“What do you want me to do with this, Mister?” 

	“This is for your pota slut - your shit hole. Me and my boys are going to bugger you royally now.” 

	This was especially degrading to a Brahmin woman. This was a sex act only for the lower castes. This would have branded her a kali gandee (black butt-hole), a woman who takes men’s cocks up her anus.

	“OH…NO….Please…Mister…please….NOT THAT.” 

	He wanted her to take it up the ass willingly. When she wouldn’t, Trubshaw and the two corporals made her climb up on a table to sit on a square board, which was fixed to the top of a table. Handfuls of sharp gravel had been glued to the board’s surface. It was a very uncomfortable perch. Her naked buttocks felt each piece as it dug into her flesh. 

	They tied her thumbs together and pulled her arms overhead to loosely tether them to an overhead rafter. Then they tied her ankles together and secured them to the tabletop. Sitting, knees bent, her arms over her head, all of her weight on her buttocks, Usha felt the sharp gravel on her butt cheeks, her perineum, and her cunt too. Any movement on the stones was a torment. But this was not the most terrible thing. The corporals took turns, when she moved or even squirmed, slapping her tits with a thin split bamboo cane. 

	Usha was ordered to keep still and hold her painful position seated on the gravel. Which was difficult enough, but Trubshaw had a cruel extra dimension to be added. The skinny one, using a small stick as a dauber, dipped it into a pot of honey and applied several small daubs of honey on Usha’s round belly, some in her belly button and on her inner thighs too. Then the short Welshman brought out a jar of ants. 

	“Oh…….no…….please……..no…,” Usha begged when she realizes what they were for.

	With the honey daubed all over her belly, Usha realized where the ants were going. The corporal opened the jar that had about six-dozen excited black ants inside. Opening it…. he upended it onto Usha’s tummy. Once the ants started to swarm all over Usha’s belly, there was no way she could keep still as they ran all over her driven by the smell of the honey. They scurried this way and that; while a whole clump of them clustered around her belly button feasting on the honey there and driving her crazy. They headed down for the honey on her thighs and Usha cried out.

	She squirmed against her will, grinding her tender bottom on the gravel, causing her to cry out in agony. And this earned her another smack on her nipples with the split bamboo cane. Hitting her dark brown nipple quickly, the three ends of the bamboo split as they blow lands pinches her nipples. Usha’s nipples were very sensitive and the cane tormented her. She was soon sobbing and her tears dripped down to wet her tits. They would let her struggle with the ants awhile. She couldn’t stop squirming. 

	“Can’t keep still,” they jeered and taunted her. 

	And give they gave her the inevitable smack on her breasts. They alternated from one to the other and Usha began to yell every time the nasty bamboo landed. Some blows pinched the nipple and squeezed the flesh sharply. The feel of the ants was awful as Usha felt their scampering over her belly and thighs much worse than ticklish; it was very disturbing. The Welshman got the stick and dipped it in the pot of honey again. 

	This time he smeared some on Usha’s cunt. At the top where the labia come together and meet her clitoris. Soon the ants were crawling around on Usha’s cunt. Driving her mad. She begged to be released and promised to do anything sexual they wanted. She used the language of the streets and sounded like a whore. She had descended to her own private hell. 

	Usha’s breasts were covered in weals. Her nipples had swollen in response to the dozens of painful smacks she’d received. She was not be able to touch them without crying for several hours. When she told Trubshaw that she would take their cocks in her shit hole, they released her. She brushed the awful ants off her violently when she was released.  Usha didn’t want to go back on the “stones” again. So, she had to anoint each of their cocks; and following this humiliatingly apply the oil to her anus too. She was made to stick her own finger in her asshole to lubricate her shit hole. Then Trubshaw made her lick her finger clean. Trubshaw was first; his cock was so big it hurt when he forced open her tight brown sphincter. Usha’s pota had never been penetrated. She cried during most of the next hour as they took turns reaming her asshole. Her anus swelled up to comic proportions as they abused her. They made her rub her clitoris as she was ass-shagged and she climaxed… adding to their amusement and her shame.

	Toward the end of her incarceration, Trubshaw has only to threaten her with being put back on the “stones” and she responded by saying, “I’ll do anything you want.” 

	Music to Sgt. Major Trubshaw’s ears.

	“Will you fuck the whole platoon, slut,” he taunted her? 

	“Yes. All of them. Let them fuck me, fuck me, fuck me please,” she said – accepting her degraded position. 

	“Moro kona bithore rojo, poka'” she said to him which means: ‘throw your semen into my pussy hole’.

	Trubshaw was as good as his word. Soon he’d lined up the whole Grenadier platoon – all four squads. Usha was bent over a table in the guardhouse and Trubshaw gave the men condoms on their way in. Each man was given five minutes to do his business. They shagged her unmercifully. Many of them when they had cum, went around to Usha’s face, pulled of their condom and made her lick up the contents. Some even turned the condom inside out and made her suck it completely clean. 

	It took more than 4 hours for all forty-two men to fuck the plump Indian widow. Her pussy, when was over, was swollen to a gross size from all the hard fucking she got. She came almost continuously, after the first hour, as they fucked her. There was so much semen and juices from her pussy, that she was a disgusting mess, when it was over. They brought in a regimental hound at the end. 

	Trubshaw led him, by his leash, around to Usha’s dripping, oozing swollen cunt. There was a thick ring of accumulated secretions all around her hole. Lathered she was. Trubshaw let the dog loose. The dog’s cold nose and hot, wet tongue soon had Usha cumming. She was mortified as this was something only a lower caste person would do. This broke her spirit completely. 

	Trubshaw enjoyed making her suck his cock as soldiers and Indian tradesman came in and out of the garrison. Usha, during her incarceration, was degraded down to the level of the lowest prostitute. She hated the sexual abuse and especially the humiliation during the four weeks she spent in the garrison. Released, she vowed to never again run afoul of the authorities again. However, she was detained and questioned for courier activities again only nine months later…. 
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	Most of the people were black. The blonde woman and her husband were conspicuous as they waited in line in Customs at the Nairobi airport. She was attractive, dressed in a halter top and a short skirt. 

	“Your passports, please,” the man behind the desk said.

	“What is the purpose of your visit,” he inquired?

	“My wife and I are visiting colleagues.”

	The officer examined their passports as they waited for their luggage. The phone rang and the official behind the desk picked up the telephone. A few minutes later a man appeared dressed in a rumpled black suit. He was older, paunchy and was sweaty profusely.

	“Come with me please,” this official said to the couple, showing them a badge. He was a Senior Customs official.

	He led them into an “interrogation room” and sat them down in two chairs facing a desk. He began an interview.

	“Is there a problem,” the husband queried, after a few routine questions had been asked?

	“Are you expecting any,” the Senior Official asked?

	“No…not at all,” the man answered.

	The man and his wife were Brits from London.

	“Wait here,” the Senior Official said to them and left.

	“What's going on,” the woman asked, reaching out to touch her husband’s arm? 

	“Oh, don't worry. It will be alright, you'll see,” said her husband reassuringly.

	A few minutes later the man came back, only this time he had four uniformed customs officers with him and the couple’s luggage. Opening the first case in front of them, the Senior Official rifled through the wife’s belongings. He held up her lingerie. All four uniformed officers grinned; and the woman blushed. Then he discovered her vibrator and held it up with a questioning look on his face.

	“Why are you doing this,” the husband asked indignantly?

	The official told the husband to, ‘please be quiet’. When he refused, the Senior Official motioned to two men in uniform who came over and roughly pulled the man’s arms behind him and cuffed his wrists.

	“OK, OK, just tell me what's going on,” said the husband.

	“I told you to restrain yourself, but you are not cooperating, “So….”

	Before the husband could utter another word one of the uniforms grabbed him by the trapezius muscle in his shoulder and pinched it hard. He used his thumb and index finger and had very strong hands. By compressing the nerve, he made the husband writhe and squirm in agony. The Senior Customs man then went through the husband’s luggage. There, he discovered a box of DVDs. The covers showed they were pornographic. He made a clucking sound with his tongue on the roof of his mouth.

	“Tourists are not allowed to bring obscene materials like this to Kenya,” the Senior Official said to him finally. “We don’t allow this sort of filth here.”

	“This is our personal property,” the husband explained.

	“Nevertheless, the sex toy and the pornographic videos are restricted material. This is a very serious matter. Our country’s website clearly advises visitors from other countries to obey our rules in this regard. Obviously, you and your wife chose to disregard this. I am sure you are sophisticated travelers and research any country you visit. You should have known,” he said disapprovingly.

	The wife was very embarrassed. Between the display of her panties and bras and the discovery of the vibrator and the DVDs, her face was red. The uniforms were grinning at her discomfort and whispering among themselves. It had become a humiliating scene.

	The Senior Official motioned to the uniforms to step back. He then turned to the couple.

	“I’m going to have to report this to my superiors.”

	“What will happen,” asked the husband?

	“You may be asked to leave the country. But, there may be an investigation. You mentioned colleagues.”

	“Our colleagues at the University… they have absolutely nothing to do with this,” the man protested.

	“That determination of that is not up to me. Many visitors from Europe and Asia try to import pornography in our country, since it’s illegal here,” he said as he poked the DVDs and the vibrator disdainfully with his finger. “These may be sales samples, for all we know….”

	“I assure you that these are for our personal use,” the husband said.

	“I see,” said the Official, smiling now as the man was admitting that he and his wife were “perverts”.

	“How long would an investigation take,” the wife then asked somewhat timidly. It was the first time she’d spoken.

	“It could take several weeks. But if charges were brought.... then your stay here would be considerably longer.”

	“Oh, God, Rodger, what are we going to do,” the wife asked her husband in a panic?

	He tried to keep his composure. 

	“Well, we’ll want to notify the British Embassy,” he said evenly.

	“Oh….you’ll be allowed when it’s appropriate,” the Senior Official said smugly. 

	Actually, he intended to keep the couple waiting. It was part of his larger plan. He was thoroughly corrupt and had been under investigation by the Kenyan Anti-Corruption Commission for soliciting bribes and abusing tourists in his capacity as a supervisor. He had been accused of mistreating an American couple.... the same “offense” only six months earlier. After giving them the runaround and scaring the poor man and his wife, he and his cadre of corrupt customs officers subjected them to various indignities and then forced them into submitting to various sex acts. 

	They gave the couple their “undivided attention” for two whole days. In the end, the pair from Indianapolis were so traumatized that they separated two months after they returned to the States. The whole sordid episode was captured on video (with the customs official’s faces obscured, of course) and the Senior Official enjoyed a small financial windfall when he sold copies of the DVD to Chinese exporters in Nairobi.

	At this moment, he was sizing up Roger and his lovely 36 year old wife, Emily. Seeing how vulnerable they might be to his machinations. The husband was struggling manfully, but his wife was showing nervousness and fear. What followed next was part of the game. He would shuffle the couple around to different offices to “process” their case. First was a lengthier interview with a clerk taking everything down on paper. Next, they were fingerprinted and photographed. Their frustration and distress mounted at each stage. The transcribed interview, the fingerprinting and photos took three hours.

	Strip Searched

	Following all that, they were subjected to a humiliating “strip search”. They both objected vigorously, but in the end, threatened with being forcibly disrobed by the four uniformed guards, they had to stand and take their clothes off. Their dignity took a huge hit.

	They were brought to another small room - hot and airless. As the Senior Customs Official and his four goons watched, the couple had to strip. They couldn’t look at each other. Roger tried to do it quickly and get it over with. His wife disrobed more slowly. As they removed an article of clothing, they had to hand it to a guard, who then examined the garment. When the woman handed the guard her bra and her panties, it was very shaming. 

	He examined the cups of her bra and chuckling and turning to his comrade behind him, made a comment. Then he did the same thing with her panties - examining the crotch carefully and holding it up so that his comrade could see. Emily’s face was flaming red. She was instructed to hold up her breasts so that the Senior Customs Official could see if she was concealing anything underneath her ample tits.

	Just then a woman entered the room. She was wearing a uniform; she was older and heavyset. She exchanged words with the Senior Customs Official in Swahili and began to pull on a pair of latex gloves. It was time for the next indignity to be forced on the hapless British couple. Sweating and blushing both were made to bend over and rest their upper bodies on the table.

	“Spread your legs open wide,” the Senior Customs Official said to them. “Wider,” he added brusquely.

	Both husband and wife shuffled their feet to comply with his order. They exchanged glances and a look of mutual embarrassment passed between them. This was proving to be something they hadn’t counted on.

	The black woman, from the Luo tribe, was named Ambala. She was widowed and 45. And while she found most of her duties boring, getting the opportunity to humiliate mzungus (whites) made her job a delight. Howard Owiti, the Senior Customs Official, liked to have her perform “cavity searches” because she knew how to do it in a way that made many of her victims experience sexual arousal during the exam. Having these two white fools bent over a table with their private holes shamefully exposed was deeply satisfying, but when Ambala went to work on them ….this promised more fun for Owiti and the guards.

	Roger protested being forced to strip in front of all the men in the room, but was intimidated into silence fairly quick. Already, Owiti had subjected the couple to a routine that slowly, but surely, was turning them into pliable puppets. Ambala took out a jar of mentholated ointment and proceeded to grease up the index and second finger of her right hand. 

	She got behind Roger and told him, “Pull your cheeks apart.”

	Humiliated, he had to do as he was told. She then began to lubricate his anus. He found, much to his dismay that his asshole clenched involuntarily as she began to rub the ointment all over his shithole. She then worked her index finger in, stretching first the outer sphincter and then the inner ring of muscle. He grunted with each violation. He lowered his face so that he was cradling it between his upper arms. In truth, he wanted to hide.

	Emily was looking down, but as Ambala began to penetrate her husband, she turned to watch the degrading proceedings. Roger began to groan softly as Ambala worked her finger deeper. When she found his prostate, she began to pat and then press on the walnut sized organ. She turned to Owiti and murmured something in Swahili to the effect that while she wasn’t finding any contraband, she had discovered he had a nice sensitive prostate. Owiti said something out loud at this and the guards began chuckling. Roger’s face got redder.

	As she palpated his prostate, Roger began to groan. He was deeply shamed by the whole scene and when she began to play with it, he realized much to his horror, that his prick was starting to react. He tried to will himself not to feel anything, but try as he might, he couldn’t do it. He snuck a peek between his legs to see - and his prick was stiffening, much to his humiliation. ‘Oh God,’ he thought to himself, ‘please don’t let me get a ‘stiffie’ now!’

	“You must relax,” Ambala said to him at one point, “otherwise I can’t complete the exam.”

	Roger grunted and when she worked her middle finger into his hole, he let out a loud groan. She stretched his tight hole open more and then using her two fingers began to really let him have it.  When she rubbed his vulnerable prostate with two fingers, his prick began to throb and twitch - growing stiffer. Soon, a delicate bead of pre-cum appeared at the tip, shaming him even more. The mentholated ointment had begun to burn a bit and this added to his discomfort.

	“That’s it - relax,” Ambala purred at him, eliciting a smile from Owiti and the guards. 

	She slid her fingers out and then said to him, “OK, now stand up and turn around.”

	He wanted to die. He knew that his prick would be on full display that way and hated the idea, but he had no choice. 

	“Put your hands behind your head, please,” she ordered him.

	She then proceeded to take his prick in hand and pushed back his foreskin to examine under the prepuce for contraband. She told him what she was doing, but it didn’t make it any easier for him. Emily, twisting her head to look, saw the woman work some of the mentholated ointment all around the head of his prick and then frig it - pulling and pushing the foreskin back and forth. It didn’t take much, and Roger, groaning and wincing, began to ejaculate. Emily’s eyes went wide as her husband, with everyone watching, came like a little boy! The guards laughed and mocked him for losing control as Roger, grunted and flushed with embarrassment.

	Now that she was done with him, Ambala turned to Owiti and said, “OK, he’s clean.”

	By then the damage was done, and Roger was thoroughly shamed. He didn’t know what to do with his hands, but gratefully took a wad of tissues offered by Ambala to clean up. Owiti told him to take a seat.

	“Very few men lose control when they are searched. You should be ashamed. Sit down,” Owiti said to him contemptuously.

	Now, he would watch as the middle-aged Luo woman “examined” his wife. No sooner had Roger sat down then the mentholated ointment really began to burn. Roger stood up and began hopping first on one foot and then on the other. He asked for something to alleviate the sensation, and Owiti handed him the box of tissues, as if to say, ‘well, wipe yourself with this. In the meantime, we’re all enjoying your extreme loss of face, British.’

	Roger ran over to the far wall and turning himself away from the group, he tried to wipe his asshole, crack and under his foreskin. Some of the stuff was inside his rectum and there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He tried to sit down again, concealing his now limp prick, but the burning sensation had turned into a virulent itching in his asshole and on the head of his prick. He found he couldn’t sit still. He made a comic sight now as he kept getting up and down to hop on one foot or the other. Some of the guards chuckled at his dilemma. Ambala now turned her attention to Emily, who gulped and grimaced facing a similar ordeal.

	Ambala stripped off the soiled glove and pulled on a fresh one. She lubricated two fingers and her thumb. Then she went to work on Emily. She worked one and then two fingers into the pretty blonde’s pussy and rummaged around for her G-Spot. When she found it, she began palpating the bumpy patch and soon made it swell. All of this was ostensibly an exam to see if she was hiding “contraband”. She soon had Emily moaning and then groaning as she was more submissive than her husband and had already been involuntarily aroused by what the woman had done to Roger. 

	Ambala worked on her until she was sure that she would cum and then she forced her two fingers in deeper to examine the deep pocket above her cervix. Emily whimpered and the groaned as this was a very sensitive spot for her. When Ambala had plumbed her depths for another moment and then switched back to her G-Spot, Emily began to pant and then squeal as a burst of juice shot from her urethra. Ambala continued to work on her and turned the blonde into a “hand puppet”. When she went back to rubbing and pressing on her urethral sponge and G-Spot, Emily began spurting like a fountain, much to her dismay.

	Emily went, “Oh…oh…oh…OH..OH..OHHHHHHH,” as she came! Finally, Ambala lubricated her anus with a fresh dab of ointment and worked a finger into her rectum. She thoroughly worked it into her nether passage and made Emily pant, squirm and groan with the intrusion. Finally, she pulled her finger out.

	“She’s clean too,” she announced to Owiti.

	When Emily was allowed to stand, she was greeted by the smiling faces of the four guards, who had thoroughly enjoyed her “performance”. She couldn’t help noticing that all four men sported bulges in their trousers. She was completely humbled and chastened. It was then that she really felt the burning sensations. She grabbed her crotch and moaned softly; then began to hop up and down, and this made her titties bob and jiggle. The men began laughing and joking. She was a comic and an erotic sight. It was shaming and humiliating to be forced, when you are naked, to be made to hop around like a clown.

	“Look, they’re both dancing now,” one of them said to his comrades, prompting laughter.

	The Interview

	Eventually, they were allowed to go to the toilet. They splashed on cold water to relieve the burning and itching, but without an antidote, there was no real relief. They had to wait another 15 minutes for the sensations to subside. 

	“God, these men are monsters,” Emily said to her husband, trying to wipe her pussy and asshole.

	“I fear we’ve fallen into the hands of a man who has no scruples,” Roger said, agreeing with his wife.

	After they had dressed, Owiti supervised their next move. He had the guards take them to an office. There they sat chagrined - awaiting the next indignity. Owiti came back a moment later, carrying a box, and with both guards standing by the door, began to answer their questions. Roger asked when they could talk to the British Embassy.

	“I am so sorry, but it seems that your “paperwork” has been misplaced. I am trying to locate it. In the meantime, I must hold you in custody until this whole matter can be cleared up,” Owiti said trying to sound reasonable. “I do have a few more questions.”

	He poured some water into two glasses and offered it to the couple. They were thirsty and drank. When they were done, they placed the glasses on the desk.

	“You should have more,” Owiti said, filling Emily’s glass again.

	“That’s fine, I’ve had enough,” she said.

	“Oh, no….I insist. After a cavity search and new to our tropical heat, you must drink. SO, DRINK,” he commanded her.

	It was a sadistic ploy to dominate her. He made her drink two more glasses of water. She didn’t want to, but he pressured her despite her and her husband’s objections. Forcing her to consume what she didn’t want to drink was a technique of small domination. When she was done, she had been compelled to down a liter of warm water. Her belly was full and she felt pressure in her abdomen.

	She would soon need to urinate and he would make her wait like a child for the privilege to relieve herself. The end result: she knew now, more than ever, that Owiti was a cruel man who derived pleasure from humiliating women. She had never been around a man like him. He was perhaps her age….perhaps a bit older; a medium tall man with a heavy build and a big stomach. He exuded a primitive, ruthless authority.

	Owiti had the box containing Emily’s dildo and the DVDs. He held up the dildo, and it was a fairly realistic representation of a large phallus, perhaps 21 centimeters in length with a small motor situated in the base. The Senior Customs Official riffled through the box, holding up the various discs. The covers had titles like, “Slut Wife Fucks his Friends” and such. There was one disc that featured “caning” and then there were two which didn’t have a cover. Suspecting that

	these were personal, Owiti removed one from its case and came around to pop it into the drive on the computer sitting on the desk.

	He opened the disc. He grinned as it showed Emily naked in front of two men in a living room. Roger was seated in plain sight with an erection. The two men on the video were working Emily over pretty good…..feeling her up, fingering her, calling her a “slut” and then bending her over to take turns fucking her “doggy style”.

	He spun the monitor around and asked, “Well, is this you?”

	Both husband and wife went pale as their “swapping” was on full display in this grubby official’s office in the bowels of the Nairobi airport. 

	“Is this how you conduct yourselves when you are home in Great Britain,” he asked them?

	Finally Roger sputtered that it was a private party; and he and his wife were consenting adults and all that.

	Owiti, his brow furrowed, said, “Well, to us uneducated Africans, this is just pornography. And the fact that you are the performers in a pornographic tape compounds your problems. Did you come to Kenya to sample the virile black men,” Mrs. Sheffield,” he asked Emily? 

	She looked at the floor, blushing and said nothing.

	“How could you permit your wife to behave like a slut in front of you,” he asked Roger? “Is this proper behavior in your country,” he asked them, acting as incredulous and indignant as he could?

	As he said this, on screen, Roger could be seen furiously jerking off as a large white man with a nice fat cock was fucking the shit out of his wife. Emily could be seen writhing, moaning - and then was heard crying out as she came like a whore. Emily hung her head in shame, and then put her hands over her face. She wanted to vanish into thin air at that point. Roger was thoroughly cowed now too. This “personal” evidence was not going to help their case. He was getting desperate, and knowing the Kenyan reputation for bribery, he tried a ploy.

	“Look,” he said. “I know these things can be time-consuming and expensive. Is there anything I can do to help you expedite this matter?”

	“Hmmmm,” said Owiti, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. “Are you offering some remuneration?”

	“Well…..I just wanted to know if there was anything I could do,” said Roger, treading carefully now.

	“Well, I’m not sure what you’re saying. Could you speak more plainly,” asked Owiti?

	“Well – what will it cost to make this go away,” asked Roger, now coming clean.

	“Are you offering me a bribe,” asked Owiti, trying to seem approachable?

	“Well, YES.”

	“How much are you offering?”

	“Let’s say…oh…uh....625 British pounds.”

	“Kibwe,” Owiti said, addressing one of the guards, an older man, and “note that Mr. Sheffield has offered me a bribe. You’re a witness.”

	Turning back to Roger, he said, “I have been taping this conversation Mr. Sheffield. Let me tell you that you are in real trouble now. You may assume that Kenyans are all poor and susceptible to bribes, but I can assure you that some of us do not stoop to such things. As I said, you’ve only added bribery to your other problem. This makes you look very guilty indeed.”

	Roger groaned. He’d been led into a trap. Emily looked stricken. They both realized now that they were treading in deep water without a life preserver. 

	The Quonset hut

	Owiti then had them taken by lorry to a remote Quonset hut just outside the airport. They were deposited into a small airless room and after sitting in this hot box for several hours, they were really stressed. They were both feeling claustrophobic and frightened. There were two chairs, two cots, and a bucket in the room. They sat there, sweating, and felt sick…. They were wearing their original clothes they’d worn on the plane and now they looked and felt the worse for wear. 

	About thirty minutes later, the door opened and a guard gave them two pillows covered by a fairly clean case and thin, gray, cotton blankets. They were left there for another two hours to contemplate their fate. At dusk, someone came around with plates containing a stew of kale, spinach, cabbage, beans, potatoes and a few bits of goat meat, a common meal in Kenya called Sukuma Wiki and Ugali - a semi-hard cake made from millet flour. They were there seemingly for the night. But, this wasn’t Owiti’s plan. He showed up later with all four guards. With a grin showing lots of white teeth, he came into the room. Roger knew that something was up.

	“How badly do you want this problem go away,” he asked the couple?

	There followed some banter back and forth, but in the end, the couple realized what Owiti was proposing was that, since they were already “perverts”, letting he and his men use Emily sexually could buy their freedom. Roger grew upset. Emily got quiet. After a few moments, Roger looked at his wife, then turned to the Senior Customs Official and told him, ‘definitely not’.

	Owiti shrugged and said, “The material I confiscated will probably get you tried for smuggling. And the bribe attempt I recorded will only add to your problems. I don’t know what you’re hoping will save you, but cooperating with me will solve all your problems. Besides,” he said turning to Emily, “your wife has already proven she’s a whore. I’ve seen her perform on tape…There’s no doubt she’s a complete slut,” he said gleefully, “and you’re a cuckold too,” he said to Roger with a laugh.

	Emily winced at this and turned away. Roger hung his head. There wasn’t anything he could say or do. 

	“Tell me you want us to fuck your wife, mzungu,” Owiti said next. “Tell me you want us to fuck her. Then your troubles will start to melt away.….”

	He browbeat them both until finally, gulping hard; Roger turned away from his wife and in a small voice said, “I don’t want that….”

	As he stammered and stuttered, it was obvious his resolve was crumbling. So, Owiti motioned to two of the guards who came over and took Emily by her elbows and escorted her out of the room. Owiti left Roger in the room with a guard and then left also. They took Emily to another part of the hut. There, behind a partition, there was table and chairs, a bunk, a gynecological exam table and a cabinet. Owiti grabbed her and began squeezing her left breast. He did that and then played with the nipple. She stood with her eyes shut tight as he continued his molestation in front of the three smirking guards.

	“Take off your blouse and bra.”

	She saw no alternative but to do as he said.  Very quickly, her tits were on display. They were very nice, perky with bright reddish-brown nipples. With nothing to stop him Owiti grabbed both tits, squeezed them and then pulled on her nipples causing her to squirm in discomfort. Next, he told her to take off her skirt. She became somewhat resistive, and that’s when he slapped her. In the airless, there was a groan from Roger as he listened to what was going on.

	She took off her skirt. Owiti then felt her cunt through her panties, cupping and squeezing it roughly and pushing his fingers into her slit. This forced the material of her panties to disappear in her crack. As he played with her cunt, one of the guards came over and played with her bare tits, all the time joking in Swahili with his comrades and laughing at her discomfort.

	“Now bend over. Put your hands on the bunk.”

	She felt his eyes watching her bare ass as she bent down to obey him. He walked around and admired her bottom with the thin silk panties cupping her round cheeks. He grabbed her by the ear and yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child. Then he let her go.

	He said, “Tell me you’re a slut. If you don’t, I’m going to do things to you you’ve never imagined.”

	She was dressed now in nothing but her shoes and her skimpy panties and bending over she felt very vulnerable. When she didn’t say it, he slapped her hard on her butt. She was growing more compliant with each passing minute and finally gave in….

	“I….I…I’m…I’m a slut,” she said, finally.

	Her husband strained to listen. He was intent on what they might be doing to her and that he wasn’t able to see. And he discovered, much to his shame, that he was becoming aroused by what was happening….

	Owiti then yanked her panties down and forced her legs open wide exposing her hairy pussy with its pink pussy lips as well as her pinkish-brown anus. All four men’s attention was on Emily, now exposed for their enjoyment. The Senior Official then turned to Kibwe, the senior man, and gave him the go-ahead to play with her. He began feeling and then fingering her cunt, forcing one and then two fingers inside her. She squealed as another guard came over, stood beside her and began mauling her tits. He squeezed them roughly and began pinching and pulling on her nipples. Roger listened closely…trying to picture what was going on. He was quietly going crazy.

	“You’re going to do everything I tell you to,” Owiti said to her, obviously enjoying her discomfort and laying down the “law”.

	Roger felt butterflies in his stomach as he strained to hear. When he began to get up, the guard told him that he had better stay in his chair, ‘or else’. He could hear the men laughing and joking in Swahili and then there was the sound of someone being slapped, followed by a little girl weeping. The man who had been playing with Emily’s tits, a tall, lanky, young, black man, barely out of his teens, named Matata, got by her head, dropped his trousers and pulled his big black cock out, so that it bobbed up and down, close to her face. Without any thought for her, he forced his cock into her mouth. Kibwe took his fingers out of her cunt. Matata grinned and pushed Emily down to her knees.

	Within a moment, he had her slobbering all over it. And in another moment, he was in almost balls deep. Holding her face in his big, black hands he rammed his powerful cock in and out like a piston, causing her to gag, choke, sputter and whimper at the violent invasion of her mouth. The other two guards got busy squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples while Owiti stood by, pulling his foreskin back and forth, exposing the smegma encrusted rim of the cock head. When Matata erupted in Emily’s mouth, he held her tightly making sure that she took his whole load. He came a lot and she gagged trying to swallow it all.

	When Matata was finished, the other men slapped palms with him. Then Owiti kept her on her knees and forced his unwashed, musky-smelling cock into her mouth. But first, he made her clean it carefully. She found this to be very humiliating as he supervised her like a parent dealing with a child. She had to lick up the small, yellowish curds she found there and when she

	missed some, he carefully guided her so that she complete the disgusting task. When he was fully erect, he too began to face-fuck her. She gagged and tried hard to avoid vomiting as he pushed the fat cock head all the way to the entrance to her throat. He had a largish cock, very fat it was….

	Each time it reached that sensitive spot, Emily gagged and convulsively shook and shuddered. Soon, her saliva was flowing so heavily that it dripped down her chin and onto her tits. She was a sorry sight. Her mascara had smeared, her lipstick was a mess, her eyes were tearing and nose was running. Owiti didn’t care. He kept her at it until he began to grunt and his hips did a little obscene jig as he hosed and filled her mouth with a prodigious load. Emily gasped, gulped and swallowed, but there was too much and as she struggled for breath, his fat cock popped free and she took some on her face.

	Roger, by this time, was in despair but could do nothing to help his wife. His frustration and excitement at being denied the opportunity to see what they were doing to her grew exponentially. He squirmed in his chair as he listened to each man taking a turn fucking her. They all came quickly. When it was over, she was breathing heavily, kneeling with her hands on her knees, with cum on her cheeks, chin and titties.

	Owiti stood over her crowing at what he’d been able to do to her.

	“I don't know what more you want…… just let us go,” Emily begged him.

	“Sign this,” he said – pushing a sheet of paper towards her.

	She read it silently, her lips moving and groaned.

	“I can’t sign this,” she said.

	“Sign and we’ll let you go,” Owiti said, his white teeth showing as he grinned.

	Emily hugged herself and trembled.

	“I can’t sign this,” she said, sadly.

	“No,” said Owiti? “Then we’re gonna fuck you.”

	With that, the cringing woman looked up to see the three guards advancing on her.

	“Don't do make me do anything else, please,” she pleaded.

	Owiti sneered at her. Two guards got her on the cot and spread her legs. Owiti came over and ran his hands all over her body.

	“You’re gonna take everyone’s black cock, slut, and you’re gonna love it. Tell me you’re a whore or I’ll whip your ass,” he said, slapping her face. 

	“I…I’m a whore,” she said, her eyes filling with tears.

	All the time, Owiti was grinning - enjoying her humiliation. Emily had gone submissive now and simply lay there obediently as he fingered her cunt. When she hesitated in saying what he wanted her to say, he pulled on her nipples cruelly. She soon became even more compliant. Owiti then had her husband brought over to stand next to his wife lying on the cot. Roger gulped and shuffled his feet, first looking at his wife and then looking away, embarrassed for both of them.

	“Why are you doing this to us,” he asked plaintively?

	“You’ve broken laws. You’re both perverts. Now you’re gonna do what I say or I’m going to do things to the both of you that you won’t believe.”

	Roger, sweating, began to tremble slightly. He knew he was in a bind of monumental proportions. He wondered how far Owiti would go. He wouldn’t have to wait very long to find out.

	“Tell me you want us to fuck your whore wife,” Owiti said with a snigger. “She’s already sucked our cocks and admitted she’s a whore.”

	When Roger wouldn’t say, ‘yes’, Owiti had two guards strip him naked and stand him in front of his wife. Then he had them mount Emily on the gynecological table with her legs spread wide and strapped her down. This exposed her pussy and asshole completely. With her calves in the stirrups, she was on full sexual display. Matata, who had Emily suck his cock, first stepped up. He dropped his trousers and shorts and soon sported another prodigious erection.

	“I want you to ask my men.... nicely.... to fuck your wife,” Owiti ordered Roger.

	Again Roger refused. At this point the door opened and three new men appeared. One was older in his forties and two were barely out of their teens. The husband and wife found themselves in the hut now with eight black men.

	“Oh, these are some friends of mine,” Owiti told Roger. “I asked them if they wanted to fuck a slut white woman. You can imagine what they said.”

	Roger looked over to see the three grinning at him and then devouring his wife, now spread out like a chicken ready for slaughter. One of the men, at Owiti’s command, came over to Roger, naked and shivering with shame and twisted and pinned his arms behind his back. When he resisted another man hit him in the stomach. 

	They made him put his hands behind his head and watch. When he balked at saying what Owiti wanted him to say, one of them twisted his arm behind his back until he thought it would snap. Finally, Roger caved in.

	“F….f…fuck her.”

	“No….. Say, ‘please fuck my slutty wife’,” Owiti instructed him.

	Humiliatingly, Roger had to recite it all, like a schoolboy. As Matata began working his cock into Emily’s tight, wet hole, she began whimpering and moaning. It slid in fairly easily thanks to her wet cunt.  Roger, watching, with his hands behind his head, stared at the big, black dick stretching his wife’s sexhole and began to get an erection. He let out a little moan in shame and that made Emily look over at him. She saw he was getting an erection. A look of shame passed between husband and wife. His prick was soon erect watching his wife being sexually humiliated and abused. He was very ashamed that he was aroused in front of her and all these crude black men.

	Matata began to really pile his long dong into Emily’s unprotected cunthole. As he picked up the pace and his powerful buttocks clenched on each in-stroke, Emily began to really feel it. He was rubbing her G-Spot on the way in and then he would reach the deep fornix all the way inside her sexhole. Each thrust worked her hard and any resistance or resolve to hold onto her dignity began to wear away.

	‘NO,’ she mentally cried as the feelings grew, ‘Please God, please don't let me cum.’ Relentlessly Matata fucked her and relentlessly the feeling grew. She could hear loud moaning and suddenly realized she was making all the noise. The men fucking her heard it too, and laughing, yelled encouragement to Matata - who redoubled his efforts.

	“I think she likes black dick,” Owiti said, loud enough for Roger to hear, as Matata rammed his cock in and out of her pussy hole.

	‘Oh God, noooo, nooooo, oh please, don't let me cum,’ she thought to herself and then began wailing as an orgasm exploded through her pelvis. It started in her uterus and worked its way through her cunt before ending in her nipples, her clitoris and somewhere deep in her asshole. Wave after wave of hot, mind-bending sensation washed over her. The feeling was so overwhelming she couldn’t control herself and squealed and whimpered like a pig as she had a “wet” orgasm. Owiti had more humiliation in mind. When Matata was done, he made Roger say ‘thank you’ to the man for fucking his wife. Even more humiliating, Owiti made him clean his wife’s messy pussy with her own panties as it began drooling the heavy load of semen that had been deposited there. 

	As each man stepped up, Roger had to ask that man nicely to fuck his wife. And then he had to watch as this black man fucked his wife hard. Even the smallest dick was bigger than his and all of them were hard. Emily felt like she was having an out-of-body experience as each man fucked her. As a man built up a rhythm she felt the tingling of arousal building in her loins. She didn’t cum with each man, some came too quickly, but many orgasms followed, as one-by-one, men fucked her hard and deep and then emptied themselves into her.

	After each man came in her cunt, she was made to lick his cock clean. She had to clean his dick of all the sticky semen and her secretions. As another man came in her open pussy, Roger had to thank that man and watch him step over to his wife’s face for her to clean his wet dick. Some of the men had a thick messy ring of stuff at the base of their cocks and Owiti made sure that Emily

	cleaned each man thoroughly there. She found herself overwhelmed by the salty taste and thick, clotted textures of the mess on each of their cocks.

	Each cock reamed her fully and then spurted loads of hot, creamy semen to fill her pussy. She felt helpless and humiliated, being used as a slut, but was aroused. During a particularly good fuck, she experienced a deep uterine orgasm that went all through her pelvis up to her breastbone and down her legs. 

	“OH….OHHHHH….OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD,” she cried out she had this earthquake-like orgasm.

	When one man ejaculated, another took his place and Emily meekly accepted his cock in her cunt. At one point, there was a lull in the action and Owiti came over with a mirror to show Emily what her pussy looked like. Her thick, light brown pubic hair was wet and matted down with semen. Her labia had become so swollen that they looked like two slabs of salmon. Her clitoris was fully erect and out of its hood - a shiny, hot, pink peanut. And her vagina was dilated open and drooling a virtual river of pearly cum. There was semen splattered everywhere.

	“This is a dirty, stinky cunt,” Owiti announced to her. “Say it. SAY - I HAVE THE PUSSY OF A WHORE. SAY IT,” he commanded her.

	“I’m a whore. I....I have a whore’s pussy,” she said thickly.

	Then Owiti made Roger come over and to degrade the both of them, Owiti made him jerk off on his wife’s face. It was a terrible shaming moment for both as Roger huffed, puffed, tugged and stroked himself until he spurted all over her mouth, cheeks and chin. Several of the men mocked the couple…and when Roger spurted his junk all over Emily’s face, they applauded. Owiti ordered her to suck her husband’s softening cock. She dutifully went to work and slurped and sucked him. For all his reluctance, Roger’s penis betrayed him. The sight, the sound and the smell of black men fucking the shit out of his wife was just too much for him.

	Like before, she swallowed it all and licked her lips. Spent and humiliated, Roger could only watch as another man stepped up to fuck his wife. Again, he had to humbly ask the man to fuck her. And then he had to watch as she cried out and came again. Another man, suitable refreshed, replaced him at his wife's mouth and Emily came again as both her holes were filled to capacity. The eight men continued to fuck her mouth and pussy until they were all done. Emily had been drug down to the depths of depravity. But it seemed she didn't care. She lay there with her legs open, her thighs moving in and out, seemingly in another world as her pussy drooled cum. Her husband gaped at her wet, sloppy sexhole…splattered and running with semen and her own copious secretions.

	As she lay on the table, Emily’s ass was lifted to meet Owiti’s swollen rod once again. Owiti took his place at her ass cheeks and spit saliva on his cock head and then on her tight, brownish-pink ass hole. Then he pressed on her anus until he’d forced his dick into her. She groaned as he worked it in all the way until his wiry pubic hairs were tickling her anus. Then he began to fuck her shithole with powerful strokes. She groaned as it felt very big to her. Adding more spit to the shaft, and scooping some of the semen drooling from her cunt, Owiti lubricated his dick so he could continue to ram it home until he was completely buried in her tight warm shithole on each stroke. He also made her say that she was a “shithole slut” too.

	“SAY, I’M A SHITHOLE SLUT,” he spat at her.

	“I….I’m a shithole slut,” she dutifully mumbled.

	Men wandered in and out of the action. Taking a break to have a smoke or drink a beer. After the last man had taken his turn and Owiti had sodomized Emily, the Senior Customs Official pushed Roger over to her messy pussy and made him clean the junk from her cunt and asshole with his mouth. With most of the men watching him, Roger descended the dominance ladder to land at the very bottom; because during this degradation he got another erection. It was no good trying to pretend he wasn't aroused. Everyone, including his wife, could see his stiff prick.

	Emily was humiliated because had cum all throughout the “gangbang”. After this, they threw the couple naked and exhausted into the small room together and locked them in for the night. When they had to piss or shit, they had to use the smelly bucket. It was a very long and sleepless night for Roger, but Emily collapsed and fell into a deep sleep after eating something and didn’t wake up for nine hours. She was truly exhausted. 

	Torture and Confession

	The next day, Owiti returned with his four guards and demanded that they both sign a confession. They hemmed and hawed, but in the end... refused. Owiti, frustrated at not being able to make them jump through the hoop he designed, reached over and grabbed Emily’s ear between his calloused finger and thumb. A gleam filled his eyes. He shook her like a terrier with a rat in its maw.

	He released her and said, “I have ways to make you, my dear. And if you don't, I won't stop until you do.”

	He produced a thin cane.

	“I’m gonna give you twenty lashes.”

	He had Matata force her to her knees and hold her arms behind her back. Then he brought the cane down across the top of Emily's breasts. Her screams filled the room as the cane swished through the air, inflicting sharp pain. The intensity increased as he whipped her stomach, tits and nipples. The pain took her breath away, cutting her screams short.

	“Sign and I’ll see to it that you’re released.”

	Emily could barely say anything other than moan and groan. Owiti used the cane with great skill. Roger, held against the wall by Kibwe, could see the rising welts on the tops of her breasts. Tears soon filled her eyes and she could no longer see. Her tits felt like they were on fire. He whipped her methodically until he had given her twenty blows.

	“Confess and I’ll stop,” he finally said to her.

	“P…P…please,” she mumbled in a quavering voice.

	“NO. OK, have it your way.”

	He had Matata stand her up and then hold her so that she was bending at the waist. She felt everyone’s eyes on her bare ass.

	“Ow,” she muttered softly as her arms brushed against her sore tits.

	She heard the cane swish. Blazing pain, pure anguish, erupted on her butt each time the cane landed. Owiti, sweating profusely, proceeded to lay repeated strokes in a neat row on the ample loaves of her round cupcake buttocks. Emily's sobs could be heard between her moans. Harsh sobs and her whimpering and groaning mingled with the sound of the cane striking her flesh.

	“That's twenty,” he said as he finished whipping the backs of her thighs.

	“P….p….please…dear God…please…. no more…no more,” plead Emily.

	But instead of stopping, he had Matata pick up one leg, exposing her sore pussy.

	Emily flinched as his cane struck the tender flesh of her womanhood. Matata held onto her leg tightly as Owiti continued striking her most vulnerable places: whipping her inner thighs several times and then her sex lips and clitoris. Emily collapsed when Matata let go of her...her legs couldn't bear weight. She sank to her knees sobbing from the pain and clutching her hairy pussy. She then fell over on her side moaning. Owiti left her there…..

	Roger begged to be allowed to go to her. Owiti refused. Roger then looked over and saw Ambala. The Luo woman had shown up and was standing in the doorway grinning…..Owiti next had two of the youngest guards force Roger into one of the chairs and pulled his hands through the slats to cuff his wrists. Then, directed by Owiti, they looped rope around each of his knees and pulled his legs up - exposing his crotch. The ropes were lashed to the arms of the chair so that his prick and nut sack were horribly exposed. Then, Owiti came over and nudged Emily with the toe of his shoe. 

	“Get up slut,” he barked at her.

	Emily struggled and got herself sitting up. Owiti made her kneel and turned her face so that she could watch as Ambala came over and pulled Roger’s balls down low in his scrotum. The Luo woman then twisted them in his sack and grinning at Emily… began squeezing. Roger began moaning and then crying out.

	“Emily, just sign the paper and Ambala will stop hurting your husband,” said Owiti. 

	Roger soon began screaming like a madman again and again as Ambala worked him over. She would squeeze his nut sack as hard as she could and alternated this with grinding a knuckle into one of his balls. He began panting and hyperventilating each time she stopped. Every time she squeezed, he screamed.

	“OH….OH….OH GOD,” he cried out.

	Emily began crying and blubbered to Owiti, “Please don’t hurt him. Hurt me instead. Please.”

	Owiti’s response was to have his men bind Emily in a chair, the same way that her husband was trussed. Her crotch, with her vulnerable pussy and asshole, was completely on display. Ambala stopped what she was doing to Roger and came over brandishing a pair of pliers.

	“OK, we’ll leave your husband alone. But you have to sign the confession or I’m going to have her work on your tender bits with the pliers,” Owiti said to her grinning and showing his two gold teeth.

	Emily decided to try and endure what they were going to do to her. At least they had stopped hurting Roger. Emily closed her eyes and looked away, as Ambala took her right nipple in the jaws of the pliers and squeezed the handles. Next, she pulled on the nipple, stretching the teat out as far as it could go. Emily screamed. Following this, she added a sickening little twist ….ratcheting the pain to a higher level. Finally, she went to work on Emily’s other nipple. The guards stood around, grinning and joking amongst themselves. It was quite a sight. Watching a white woman being worked over was just about the best thing they could imagine.

	Ambala turned her attention to Emily’s clitoris. She pushed back the hood covering Emily’s sensitive bud and teased the nubbin until it erected. Then she grabbed it between the jaws of the pliers and pinched, pulled and twisted it until she had the 36 year old British wife writhing and shrieking. Emily’s screams finally hit a “high C”. At that point, Owiti called a halt. He decided to have some more fun himself. He would give Emily some “electric encouragement”.

	He had the guards pull Roger over, still bound in his chair, to face his wife in her chair. Then he pulled on heavy rubber gloves. Kibwe came over with a scuffed, old car battery, a box, and some cables. After carefully assembling the apparatus, Owiti placed the box right in front of Emily. Two long cables were connected to the box. Owiti held the ends in his hands. One had a small copper clamp on the end. The other cable had a rubber handle with a long copper prong mounted. He put the cables down and pointed to them.

	“The one with the clamp is negative. I’ll put that on your big toe - on your right foot. The other thing…with the long rod….that’s positive. The battery is wired to the box. You see the dial.”

	Emily saw the word “amps” under the numbers on the dial. The numbers started at “0”, then went to “20”. A knob below the dial had numbers from “1” to “10”. Emily's eyes watched as he set the pointer on the knob between “3” and “4”.

	“I’m going to use the rod…and touch all your sensitive bits. You can use your imagination and see where the tip is going to go – can’t you? If you don’t want me to shock you, all you have to do is sign.”

	Emily looked at him through fear-clouded eyes. She knew if either one of them signed the confession, their conviction on those charges would be a foregone conclusion. She knew she had to resist. She knew that if she gave in, Owiti would “own” them. The thought of that frightened her enormously. So, she had to “resist”, no matter what the cost…..

	The fear in Emily's eyes, as she considered this new instrument of torture, was noticed by the Senior Customs Official. He grabbed the big toe on her right foot and placed the copper clamp on the fleshy pad. Emily watched the needle on the meter come alive. It hovered just above “4”. The he turned the dial up to “4”. He held up the prong and came closer and closer with it…threatening Emily with it…so that she didn’t know where it would apply it first. 

	But, he rubbed the prong on her tummy sending the first jolt of electricity through her. As he rubbed it all over her lower belly, then along her waist, Emily's muscles contacted violently each time, as the painful electrical current passed through her. Her muscles quivered uncontrollably when he pulled the prong back.

	“OH....OHH... G...GOD,” she whimpered.

	He brought it back and touched the big toe on her left foot. This made her writhe. Having the current run up one leg and down the other – through her crotch produced a plethora of sensations. She felt the pain at both points, but also felt strange feelings in her crotch at the same time. He did this to her three times, each time making her cry out and then groan. Somehow, in the hurricane of pain, there were feelings of arousal in her vagina and clitoris. It was weird and disturbing. Next, he touched her inner thigh just above her knee making Emily begin to twitch and shake. Then he pressed the prong deep into her navel causing the deep muscle contractions again in her midsection. Emily feared the prong. Each time he approached her; she squirmed in her bonds and began pleading. Owiti was really enjoying torturing her.

	He then ran the prong teasingly under her right tit. Emily's screams filled the room as he repeatedly shocked both her welted breasts and nipples. He used a spray bottle and wet her tits so he could really shock her nipples. Her pinkish-red nipples were the size of an unshelled peanut, and when he used the prong on them several times, they swelled up like overripe strawberries. She began to plead with him again, fearing where he would shock her next. He wouldn't stop and she knew it. He adjusted the dial on the box to a position between “5” and “6”.

	“This will give you a real jolt,” he told her sadistically.

	Emily closed her tear filled eyes. Owiti slapped her to get her attention. He pointed to her husband.

	“Look and see what all this is doing to your loving husband,” he said chuckling.

	Amazingly, Roger’s prick was stiffening. Emily saw he was getting an erection watching her being tortured. She was surprised and shocked at this. But, Roger couldn’t help himself. As Owiti continued, his erection became very stiff and began throbbing. Soon, little drops of pre-cum could be seen beaded and then dripping at the tip. It was obvious that he was getting a “kick” from what Owiti was doing to his wife. Emily, meanwhile, was made to wait for what Owiti would do next. And her anxiety mounted as she waited for the next jolt. She now watched the prong in Owiti’s hand as if it were a cobra.

	“Sign the paper Emily. This is how to make it stop.”

	He let several moments pass. Then a searing bolt of pain shot through her loins as Owiti teasingly and then methodically rubbed the prong along her inner thighs where they met her butt cheeks. He would hold the prong away from her and then touch her with it again and again. She felt the current sear through the muscles in her butt when he amused himself by casually drawing little circles on the exposed part of her ass, which had been welted by the cane.

	Emily began to get incoherent when he held the prong near her pussy. Unable to scream anymore, she whimpered, wept and blubbered as he sprayed her pussy with water and then ran the prong over the lips of her cunt. Her voice became choked as the electricity surged through her. But, there was more. He slowly slid the prong into her. The unbearable searing jolts streamed through her loins and belly as he tormented her labia and then her hole with an electric fucking.

	He worked the tip against her G-Spot and the urethral sponge and as he fucked her with it, she spurted from her pee-hole and then when this eruption stopped, she began pissing like a cow in the field. Her juices and urine added to the conductivity of the electricity as he worked her most sensitive places with the cruel prong. Finally, he turned his attention to her shithole, which he had enjoyed sodomizing.

	Emily felt the electric current shooting through her bowels as he wormed the prong through her sphincter and into her rectum. The sensations finally overwhelmed her completely as he pulled it out - then slid it back in, sodomizing her with it. It was at that point she passed out. He admired the tightness her pinkish-brown anus as he began pushing the prong into her again. He was a little disappointed when she became unconscious. He looked down at his watch. Roger’s prick continued to leak pre-cum as Owiti’s torture of his wife continued.

	When she regained consciousness, and was again threatened with the prong in her pussy and asshole, Emily agreed to sign the confession. When Roger was threatened with the prong, he caved in too. Humiliatingly, both of them had to sign a paper that stated they were “perverts” and had smuggled the vibrator and the DVDs into the country to trade or sell. Now they were really caught in Owiti’s web.

	The Video

	The next day Owiti showed up with a video camera and some lights. He also had eighteen men in tow. They ranged in age from 15 to 44. Some were guards, some were friends and all were horny. Emily was made to strip for them and then she had to ‘suck some cock’. She was not allowed to get up until she had given each of the men her best oral attention. She had to kiss, lick, and suck them to completion, paying particular attention to their nut sacks. Only after their nuts were shiny with her saliva was she allowed to suck their cocks and make them ejaculate. They soon filled her mouth and she was made to swallow every drop. Roger had to kneel close by and “thank” each man for cumming in his wife’s mouth. Each man wore a mask and Owiti supervised the filming. He would have a terrific tape to sell when it was all over.

	Then they strapped Emily to the gynecological table with her legs pinioned up against her tits, exposing her pussy and asshole. Roger was bound to a bench which had been placed under the table in a way that as each man stepped up to fuck his wife in her cunt or asshole, her crotch was about 15 centimeters (6 inches) above his face. Roger was strapped down to the bench and Emily was bound on the table but they faced in the opposite directions. When they were in place, Owiti positioned himself between the Emily’s legs so his cock and balls were right over Roger’s face. Roger could see, right in front of his eyes, Owiti’s dick enter his wife’s vagina. 

	The cuckold husband was forced to watch the action close-up. You can imagine what it was like when Owiti (and all the other men) ejaculated inside Emily’s pussy or asshole. Owiti didn’t insert himself right away so his largish black cock kept prodding Emily pussy until it found its own way in. Roger saw the dick pushing its way into Emily and her sex lips opening around it. Roger knew that when Owiti pulled out he would have to deal with the load of semen dripping from his wife’s hole.

	Each man and boy took a turn penetrating her to the fullest; eventually filling her pussy and asshole with their semen. When it was over, she was exhausted. She had cum so many times that she passed out again. Roger had to do duty cleaning her sloppy sexhole when commanded by Owiti. When her pussy was so soiled and disgusting that no man wanted to fuck her, Owiti ordered Roger to clean her with mouth. It was an especially degrading moment for him. It was so nauseating that he had all to do not to vomit. And to add to his humiliation, Ambala knelt down and jerked him off as he cleaned his wife’s sloppy crotch.

	At the end, Emily’s holes were spectacularly reddened and swollen. Her labia were twice their normal size and she oozed a virtual river of semen and her secretions. Her shithole had been stretched so that it resembled a ragged “O”. He gagged at the smell and taste, and red-faced and shamed, had to stay at the task until Owiti was satisfied. Eventually it was over. Emily couldn’t walk without help when she was released from the table. They left the naked couple in their airless little room. Emily awakened. It was dark and her cunt hurt. As her eyes tried to adjust to the darkness, she heard the sound nearby of someone breathing. It was Roger.

	“Roger, wake up.” A dim light met his eyes as he opened them. Slowly she pushed herself to sit up.

	“Roger,” she said again.

	He rose to meet her. They kissed and held each other. They both gained strength from the familiar comfort of each other’s arms. Eventually, they were taken to a shower and allowed to clean themselves up. Afterwards, their clothes were returned and the abused couple was allowed to dress. Owiti released them. He told them that if they returned to Kenya, he held their confession and they could expect to be “detained” by him again.

	“The next time, you won’t believe what I’ll do to you,” he promised. He wrote down a number and shoved the piece of paper at Emily with this warning, “if you really want to enter Hell, call this number and let us know when you’re coming back to Kenya.”

	They were, of course, blown away by what had happened to them. It had been an incredible experience and it deeply affected them. Of course, they were a closeted submissive couple before that trip to Kenya, but Owiti and his crew were unlike anything they had experienced in the UK or on vacations to the continent. Emily enjoyed being dominated and Roger liked to watch his wife perform, but the vacation in Kenya was beyond anything in their experience.

	Emily had also become pregnant as a result of her “vacation” in Kenya. She decided she wanted to keep the baby and prevailed over her husband’s objections. The couple had the baby - a black boy they named Jonathan to join their two daughters, Olivia aged 10 and Alice, aged 7. The embarrassment they felt when it was revealed to family and friends that Emily had given birth to a “black” child was harder on Roger, but it was difficult for both, to be sure.

	Epilog

	Six months after baby Jonathan was born and Emily was nursing, the couple booked a trip to Kenya. They had talked about it for months. Eventually, both husband and wife had come to accept what had happened to them - the tremendous sexual humiliation they had both experienced. Finally, after much discussion, Roger called the number and booked a flight. 

	(Read Sex Slaves of Kenya by Shabbadew2002 to see what happened to them.)
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	Thursday Night

	Roger and Emily Sheffield were both in agreement about their botched vacation to Kenya. Their ordeal at the hands of corrupt customs official Howard Owiti had been overwhelming in every way. It had been a terrible violation, but for a couple with an unconventional sex life, it had also been a revelation. And, in time, the idea grew that they should actually return to Kenya. The last thing Owiti said to them, as they were escorted to their plane..... resonated with them in the most obscene way, ‘If you two really want to enter Hell, come back to Kenya. Just call this number and let us know when you’re coming’.

	Roger finally called and had an long conversation with Howard Owiti. And after the recriminations were aired, Roger learned that Owiti, in the fifteen months since they’d been in Kenya, had started a profitable business. He brought couples from Europe, America and Asia to a “sex camp” outside the city. These couples would be at the disposal of wealthy, sadistic Europeans and men from the Middle East who paid to use them. They could spend a vacation being sexually abused as slaves. 

	Owiti had recruited friends and comrades in the Customs Services Department as staff for these weekends. They got a small cut of the action and the opportunity to abuse the foreigners. Owiti told Roger to book a flight to arrive on a Thursday and a return flight back to London for Tuesday morning. It would be a four-day “vacation”. The last thing Owiti said to Roger was, ‘make sure you’re rested and have plenty of energy; because you are going to need it’.

	Roger was astounded that’s he’d made the call. Flabbergasted by what he’d learned by the call; and astonished both his and Emily’s reaction afterwards. They actually discussed going back! And finally, they decided to make it a holiday – a sex holiday. They arrived on a Thursday night after an eight hour flight. When they deplaned, they were greeted by Owiti and whisked from the airport to the nearest hotel. They hardly spent any time in customs, unlike their first visit. At camp the next morning, they joined an Indian couple from Nairobi, Gopal and Amala, a Chinese couple from Toronto, Canada, Bruce and Lisa and a banker and his wife from Frankfort, Germany, Hermann and Liesel. 

	Owiti had been able to obtain a lease, at a very low rate, for what had been a Boy Scout camp on the edge of the Sigiri Forest off Peponi Road. There was a ramshackle collection of buildings and huts which he fixed up to look like a “rustic’ retreat and supplemented them with tents. Wealthy visitors from Europe and the Middle East paid most of the bills. Locals were allowed, for a small fee, to watch the fun and games. If they paid more, they were allowed to participate, provided they had medical clearance. But Owiti also extracted a fee from the couples. Each had to pay him 80,000 Kenyan Shillings (about $1000 US dollars) for the privilege of staying at the camp. It was a paying proposition all the way.

	Roger and Emily found the atmosphere in the camp very “military”. The foreign couples were treated like “POWs”. That weekend there were five paying guests, all men: three from the Middle East and two from Europe. The women were kept sometimes in their bras and panties and sometimes in panties and t-shirts or just naked. Their husbands were also kept in their shorts or naked and put through strenuous exercise programs before the morning and evening meals. The rest of the day they were forced to watch their wives being sexually abused. They had to be subservient to staff and guests at all times.

	Women could be punished if they didn’t keep their legs open, if they disobeyed orders, failed to show enthusiasm or refused sex. Punishments included the “wooden donkey” and the “10 and 5” where they were given 10 lashes with a leather prison strap and 5 with a bamboo cane. Another punishment was called the “firecracker”. It was a 10 and 5 with the cane strokes laid on the anus. 

	The wooden donkey was an adjustable sawhorse where the woman, her wrists bound behind her back, was forced to sit on the sharp edge with her feet on the ground. With her weight on her cunt, perineum and asshole, she had to stay on her toes but when her calves become fatigued she sat down. Both positions soon become painful and she would begin a “bobbing” motion. 

	She went up and down, again and again – which gave the appearance she was riding on a donkey. As the discomfort between her legs got worse, she rode faster and faster. Men got a “10 and 5” or had to wear “ball cuffs” if they disobeyed orders or dropped out of physical training. Ball cuffs were a wooden device which fit behind the man’s legs and under his buttocks to trap his balls. The cuffs made it impossible for him to stand and he had to either kneel, squat or remain on his hands and knees. 

	If he tried to stand up it stretched his scrotum and balls painfully. If a man behaved, he was allowed time to jerk off, but always under supervision. He was taken to the latrine, bound by one wrist to the wall and allowed three minutes to reach ejaculation. Occasionally, they would cuff both of his hands to the wall and order another man to jerk him off. Then, the men switched places. It was very humiliating.

	Friday Morning

	Emily had left her baby, Jonathan, (conceived by an anonymous black man on her previous visit to Kenya) with the nanny back in London. She had expressed extra milk and stored it in bottles so there would be sufficient nourishment for him until she returned. She and Roger arrived at the camp at 9am. They were taken by Ambala, a female guard and Matata, Owiti’s number one, to the “barracks”. 

	Then, they were separated. Roger was marched to a field where he was made to strip; then given a “short-arm” inspection by Ambala and her daughter, Neema. Following this, the women put a “daisy” on his penis. This was a lockable plastic tube with a flared crown and a rubber band that went around his nut sack which allowed Roger to get an erection, but prevented intercourse and ejaculation.

	Emily was brought to a hut, made to strip, and then asked questions about what sort of birth control she was using. Her height, weight and body measurements were taken; and she was given a pelvic exam. Since she was wearing an IUD to prevent pregnancy, the “doctor” (actually just a male nurse from Kenyatta Hospital) in attendance removed it. Emily was shocked and tried to protest, but she had given up the right to control her own body and now she was open and vulnerable to becoming pregnant again. Following this, she was marched naked thru the camp with her hands behind her head past a gauntlet of jeering men.

	She was taken to the latrine where she was given an enema. She had to take four liters of hot, soapy water to prepare her for anal sex. When she was “full” and begging to be allowed to shit, she was allowed to squat over a bucket and empty her bowels with everyone watching. As she was being given her liters, a trio of black men brought a pretty Asian woman into the latrine. She was the wife of a computer programmer from Canada. Her name was Lisa and she was only 22 years old. She was slim and attractive with long, shiny black hair and nice tits with big, brown nipples. 

	Matata told Emily, “this is Lisa…she’s from Canada. She’s a “slut” like you. Say ‘hi’.”

	Emily turned to the woman and managed a smile. It was an awkward moment as she was being filled, her bowels were cramping and she was still kneeling awkwardly on a table on all fours. Lisa waved back shyly and said ‘hi’. Both women knew why they were there. This was Lisa’s second visit to Kenya. She and her husband had been “snared” the same way Roger and Emily were. She sympathetically watched Emily taking her liters. She could see that Emily was very uncomfortable. 

	Lisa knew she’d be undergoing the same ordeal shortly. She watched Emily squirm and moan softly as the water filled her bowels to capacity. Soon, she heard Emily beg to be allowed to have an evacuation. It was not soon in coming. With the enema fully inside Emily... they left the nozzle protruding obscenely from her anus. Emily lay on her side clutching her tummy and moaning softly.

	The men soon had Lisa on her back with her legs against tummy and her cupcake titties. And in this position, they inserted the greased black, “lollipop” nozzle into her rectum. Lisa groaned as she really wasn’t ready for the intrusion. Soon she was taking her four liters of warm, soapy water. Both women could be heard moaning. There was a gaggle of locals hanging around, making comments, sniggering and pointing. The humiliations for Emily reached a high point when she was allowed to squat over a wooden bucket and expel the enema with everyone watching. The poor Englishwoman’s face was red as she blushed in shame. 

	Soon, Lisa was squatting with her legs spread and aiming the flow of dirty water and shit into the bucket. She was able to squat lower than Emily due to the differences in their anatomy and the Asian cultural predilection for this position. She kept her hands covering her face as she was doing in public what had always been an extremely private act. In fact, until that moment, Lisa had never had a bowel movement in the presence of another human being.

	Following this, the two women were taken to the whipping posts, bound and given a “10 and 5”. There was quite a crowd present for this spectacle. Bruce, Lisa’s husband was there. He and Roger had just come from their “short-arm” inspection and were wearing just their white jockey with “daisies” on their little pricks. Two black guards had escorted them and they stood on the edge of a group of locals who had paid to watch the foreign women put through their paces. 

	All five guests were seated like royalty in front. There were two fat Arabs from Saudi Arabia, a Sheik and his son. There was a slim handsome prince with a goatee from Abu Dhabi and two middle-aged Europeans, a tall sandy haired lawyer from the Netherlands and a stout, red-faced man from Belgium, who owned a meat packing plant.

	Matata tied Emily by her wrists to the post and then Lisa to the post next to Emily. Both women looked at each other as Matata and Kibwe, who both women remembered from their earlier visit to Kenya, brandished thick leather prison straps. The two men nodded to each other and then almost simultaneously began to whip the women. The leather landed with loud “cracks”. Both women reacted by yelping and writhing in her bonds.

	The men aimed the straps at their butt cheeks and by the fifth stroke each woman’s ass was a nice shade of cherry red. Then they concentrated on the crease between their ass cheeks and their thighs before landing the last two blows on the backs of their thighs. By the tenth stroke both women were humping the pole like they were fucking it, providing lots of entertainment for the men watching. 

	The Belgian was beside himself. He had an erection and was practically drooling at the sight of the pretty Asian and the attractive, taller Englishwoman. Then Matata and Kibwe brought out the canes. Each woman was to receive 5 blows with the thin rattan cane. After the first blow, Emily clenched her ass cheeks involuntarily and cried out. Then huffing and panting she pushed her ass out as though she was offering it to the crowd. The mob of men reacted and began hooting and hollering. The show got even better as she clenched her full ass cheeks in anticipation of the blow to come. 

	Many of the men called out to her telling her what they would like to do to her. Matata and Kibwe took their time and made the last four strokes of the wicked cane land on the meatiest portions of the lovely, full ass cheeks before them. But the next to last blow, Matata delivered to the “crease” on Emily’s butt. She howled and shook her hips and ass in such a way that the mob went wild. 

	Lisa was more subdued in her response, but by the final blow, she was weeping openly. Many of the black men in the audience found her creamy white skin a magnet. The fact that she was shy and Asian added to her exotic allure. The two fat Arabs were entranced by Emily. Her performance on the whipping post had them joking with each other as to how much they would pay when she was “auctioned”. Both women were taken to the latrine to clean up.

	Friday Afternoon

	After lunch in the mess hall, the two women were escorted to the “exhibition hall” where they were to be displayed on the auction block with their husbands in attendance. This was a tent with lots of cheap chairs lined up in front of a wooden platform. It was now 1pm and all four women were there. Amala was a buxom 39 year old Indian woman. She and her husband had been cruelly and extensively exploited by a corrupt police Inspector; who had since been caught and sent to jail. (Read their story in Hospitality Part 2 by Shabbadew2002)

	That was their introduction to sexual slavery and discipline. Amala’s husband, Gopal, was a mousy business owner who couldn’t help himself when it came to watching other men fuck his wife. Amala, as a result of their adventures, had been impregnated and given birth to a black, baby boy they named Chand. She was still nursing and so her naturally “D” cup tits had grown and she was forced to wear an “E” cup bra. The last woman was Liesel, a German BBW. She was as pink as a baby with dirty blonde hair, big tits, a fat stomach, heavy thighs and a big, fat ass. 

	She was very orgasmic and submissive. Her chubby husband, Hermann, was a highly respected banker in Frankfort. If anything, he was even more submissive than she. He reveled in seeing other, more virile men fuck his fat cherubic wife in all her holes, especially her shithole. He was enormously excited by the idea of men torturing his wife in front of him and then raping her while he was restricted or prevented from cumming. Amala and Liesel, having arrived earlier, had already been given enemas and had received their “10 and 5’s” at the whipping post.

	Their husbands had also been given “short-arm” inspections by Ambala and Neema. And each man had been made to wear a “daisy”. This was very shaming. Ambala ordered them to strip and then stand with the hands behind their heads. Following this, she handled their pricks until they became erect. She pushed their foreskins back and examined their balls and their scrotums. Then she took their temperatures by inserting a thermometer into their urethras. 

	Hermann nearly passed out when she did this to him. Over the next four days, each man would be tormented by the black woman and her daughter in ways that they would remember forever. Ambala was a deeply sadistic woman who enjoyed torturing both men and women. And she had taught her daughter well - starting when the girl was only 13. Neema was now 21 and a younger, prettier version of her mother. She had become nearly as sadistic as Mama….

	Up on stage the women were brought out for display one at a time. The first was Amala. She was brought out wearing just a pair of high heels. Her hair and been brushed and her makeup was fresh. Owiti acted as the master of ceremonies. He read off her measurements: 97-76-107 centimeters (38E-30-42 in inches). Height: 165 cm. tall (5’5”). Weight: 68 kilos (150 lbs.) He announced that she had two children and was 39 years old. 

	He informed the crowd that she was not on birth control, might be ovulating and had her hold up her gargantuan titties. Her nipples dribbled milk. She was very full. Owiti had given her strict instructions to insure that her breasts would be ready to burst. She was made to pirouette around to display her charms.

	Owiti knew the Arabs would go wild for a full-figured, nursing mother like Amala. As she held up her tits, everyone could see how big the brownish-black nipples were. They were the size of cashews. The saucer-sized areolas were almost black in color and pebbled in the most obscene way. Droplets of milk could be seen dripping and dripping.  Kibwe came up behind her and reached around to grab her titties. Amala dropped her hands by her sides as he began milking her for the crowd.

	He used his thumb, index and middle fingers to form a “C” around her areolas. He pushed the breast in towards her chest. Then he gently squeezed his fingers and thumb together and rolled the milk out of her tits. The crowd went wild. Men began clapping and shouting. The Arabs faces lit up. They found her very exciting, but it was the tall Hollander, named Harald, who held up his hand to bid on Amala. 

	As Kibwe continued to milk her in front of everyone, Owiti called out a number and Harald held up his hand to indicate that he would pay that amount. Then the handsome prince from Abu Dhabi entered the bidding. He held up his hand and Owiti indicated the bid amount and this man, Ahmed, held up two fingers indicating his offer.

	Kibwe then made Amala hold her own leaking tits and he slapped her thighs to indicate to her that he wanted her to open her legs. She did so and then he used his fingers to spread open her fleshy labia barely concealed by the heavy growth of her black pubic hair. Showing “pink”, Amala flushed with embarrassment; especially when Owiti pointed out how big her clitoris was. The damn thing was as big as an unshelled peanut. 

	The bud couldn’t be missed by anyone within five meters from where she stood with her legs spread. Owiti summoned Gopal to the stage and made him stand within sight of his wife. He pointed the man out to the crowd to humiliate him. His prick, encased in the plastic tube which prevented him from jerking off, nevertheless showed that he was erect watching his wife on display as it tented his jockey shorts.

	The bidding war between Harald and Ahmed continued. At one point the bidding got quite frantic. Owiti, on stage, encouraged it...reminding the bidders about the woman’s charms.......the size of her breasts etc. Then Kibwe led her to a stool and had her bend over placing her hands on the stool so her breasts hung down. Next, he had her facing away to show her ass. She had to spread her butt cheeks to display her hair-fringed, brown anus hiding in the dark grove of her ass crack. And finally sitting back on the stool, Kibwe supported her while she leaned back, opened her legs and showed the bidders what she had. 

	The crowd of blacks began whistling and clapping at that. Harald and Ahmed kept ratcheting up their bids and finally the number got too high for Harald. She was then given to Ahmed. He took her to his quarters for his personal use. Owiti asked him if he wanted her husband to tag along. Ahmed looked at Gopal with distain and said, “No, not necessary.”

	Gopal would have to imagine what the handsome prince would do to his wife. He had hoped to be able to watch and then clean his wife’s pussy if the man who bought her was so inclined; but it was not to be. The next up was Emily. She was wearing a pair of white high-heels and nothing else. Her light brown hair was nicely done, her makeup was flawless and her blue-green eyes showed fear and excitement. She had taken the time at the airport to use a hand pump on her breasts, but by now her milk glands were fairly full and her tits would soon need to be milked. Matata and Kibwe made her pirouette this way and that and then hold up tits.

	Owiti read her vital statistics from a card. Age: 37. Measurements: 91-71-96 centimeters (36D-28-38 in inches). Height: 164 cm. (5’4½”). Weight: 57 kilos (126 lbs.) and that she had three children, one black and that she was not on birth control. He told Kibwe to milk her and this made the audience go crazy, as it did with Emily. As her tits began spraying milk everywhere, the two Arabs, Akeem and Abdul, stood up, excited, and tried to start the bidding. 

	Abdul was an obese, minor sheik and his son, Akeem, was a taller, pudgy version of his father. Owiti summoned Roger, her husband, to the edge of the platform and announced him to the crowd who reacted with scorn and mocking taunts. Roger’s face showed his embarrassment at being branded a cuckold. He stood there red-faced.

	Harald got into the bidding and so did Claude, the Belgian. The bidding became quite spirited and then frantic. Owiti made Emily sit on the stool and lean back so that she could spread her legs and Kibwe could open labia to display her “charms” fully. Every time Kibwe pulled open her pussy, the audience reacted with more shouts, applause and clapping. Finally, it was over. Abdul and Akeem had stepped up at the last minute and won the bidding war. 

	Emily was given to them and when Owiti asked them if they wanted Roger, Abdul said, “No, not him.”

	Roger could only wonder what they would make his wife do. Next on the podium was Liesel. The big, beautiful blonde from Germany was already blushing as she was introduced. Owiti told the crowd that her husband, Hermann, was there and with a crook of his finger had him brought to the edge of the stage. He was sweating in the heat and in his shorts; he looked like a skinned, fat rabbit. His penis hung limp in its “daisy”, but as the crowd began to mock him and Liesel was displayed like a slave, he began to become erect, much to his humiliation. 

	His pubic and anal areas were bare as a baby’s ass, as both he and his wife had their pubic hair electrically depilated. Hermann wasn’t too eager to be naked in front of these men after having been shorn of his pubic hair. It spoke of “perversion” in Kenya.

	Owiti told the audience that Liesel was 34 years old and her measurements were 106-89-114 centimeters (42C-35-45 in inches). She was 170 cm. tall (5’7”) and weighed 82 kilos (181 lbs.). He told the audience that she had no children and her tubes were tied. He then ordered Liesel to hold up her fat titties capped with very large pink nipples and spread her legs to show her very hot pink pussy - her pubic and anal areas totally bare.  When she bent over the stool to display her hairless, pinkish-brown anus to the crowd, Hermann thought he would have a heart attack. 

	Harald and Claude big aggressively, but in the end it was Claude who won and took possession of the BBW German hausfrau. Hermann was made to tag along. He would get to see what the cruel owner of a meat-packing plant would do to his wife. Finally, it was Lisa’s turn on the auction block. She was a very pretty morsel indeed – wearing only pink high-heels. With her slim, short husband standing by, she was brought out to loud applause. This was a crowd with a big case of “yellow fever”. She looked very cute. She wore glasses and somehow this made her seem more vulnerable. By the way, her husband, Bruce, was near-sighted too and also wore glasses.

	Owiti stated her measurements. Her age: 22. Height: 162cm. (5’3¾”). Weight: 47 kilos (104 lbs.). Measurements: 84-59-87 (32B-23-34 in inches). Lastly, he told the crowd that she had not borne any children and was not on birth control. She was made to display herself fully, despite her shyness. When she hesitated, Kibwe pinched her brownish nipples to encourage her. 

	She had very straight black pubic hair and a simply beautiful pussy with symmetrical pinkish-tan labia, a prominent clitoris and delightful, hairless, light brown asshole that made every man in the audience want to sodomize her. Her tits looked like little cupcakes when she bent over on the stool to let them hang down. But when she was made to turn around and wriggle her ass, the crowd went ballistic.

	Harald was the only one who hadn’t acquired a playmate and he acquired Lisa for a “song”. He asked Owiti if he could take Bruce with them too. He wanted her husband to watch what he would do to his wife. Roger and Gopal were the only two husbands who wouldn’t get to watch. But, Owiti turned these two over to a tough, old retired Army sergeant, named Mbuya. He took Roger and Gopal to a field. There Mbuya made them move rocks from one pile to another. It was hot, hard work near naked in the sun and if they slowed down, faltered or wavered – the old sergeant whipped them on their butts with a crop.

	Claude, accompanied by two guards, took Hermann and Liesel to a secluded field. Owiti had suggested that he might enjoy his prize there. When he arrived, he discovered a pole had been sunk into the ground. It sat beneath a wooden frame. The guards greased the pole. They would mount Liesel on it to stretch her pussy and then Claude could sodomize her. The pole was about 5 cm. (2”) in diameter. Its upper end had been shaped so that it resembled a bulbously obscene cock.

	A rope hung from a pulley attached to the overhead. Liesel was brought over naked, her hands tied to the rope and she was hoisted into the air by the two guards. Then she was lowered so that the pole entered her cunt. The length of the pole was carefully adjusted so that it was just inside her when she was on tiptoe and deep inside her when she was flat footed. When she was put on the device, she gasped. Claude waved off the guards. It was time for him to have his fun. He took off his leather belt and used it on Liesel to make her “dance”. It was particularly effective when he applied it to her nipples and tits.

	After he had whipped her tits nine or ten times, she was thoroughly submissive. He made her go up and down on the pole fucking herself silly for his pleasure. Hermann watched wide-eyed as the stout Belgian whipped his wife to make her fuck herself. When she came on the thick pole and squirted pussy juice, crying out, Claude had reached a boiling point. He came over and pinched and pulled on her sore nipples until she begged him to fuck her “dirty shithole”. 

	So, he went behind her, dropped his trousers and without any grease, worked his fat cock into her asshole. Hermann was beside himself. When Liesel begged for her asshole to be filled…for a strange man, who’d purchased her, to sodomize her, Hermann’s prick stiffened to full erection. Anything to do with her anus drove Hermann wild. With the “daisy” on he was prevented from doing anything to relieve the growing pressure, but his excitement level was over the top.

	Claude began to ass fuck her. He kept pressing and thrusting until he’d finally got his whole fat cock into her tight nether hole. Liesel’s shithole was stretched open and it hurt, but it was a pain that drove her to new places. Claude then went wild and brutish. He began slamming his cock into her and then pulling out until just the head was inside her tender asshole. Then he just pounded her. Finally, his hips began an uncontrollable jig and he began spurting his seed into her bowels. When it was over, he called the guards over to pull her off the pole. Then he got her down on her knees.

	“Suck my dirty cock, you filthy whore,” he commanded her.

	Liesel had to clean it and gagged on the taste. Then, she had to suck it until he got another stiff erection. Claude was so excited by her since the auction block and then watching her fuck herself on the pole....that he became erect again quickly. He kept her sucking. He took hold of her head by her hair and pulled her this way and that, extracting the maximum of pleasure from her mouth.

	“Shake your head,” he barked at her. “That’s it….now take it down deep,” he crooned at her.

	He got the fat head of his cock at the entrance to her throat and told her, “now, slut….don’t gag….relax your slutty throat and let it go down.”

	Liesel did as she was told and Hermann watched as the Belgian got the whole length of his cock into her mouth and then got the fat head down her throat. Hermann thought he could actually see Liesel’s throat bulge as Claude kept pressing on the back of her head. When he let her go and his cock came out, Liesel coughed and a river of saliva and his pre-cum came pouring out of her mouth. Claude kept her at it, face-fucking her and making her gag and shake. 

	Her fat body trembled and quaked convulsively as he forced his cock past the gag reflex to lodge in her throat. Liesel’s mouth responded by producing so much thick saliva to lubricate the intruder in her mouth and throat that it was just obscene. So much of it drooled down her chin that her fat tits were soon very wet. When Claude finally came with a deeply satisfying moan, he was in heaven. 

	He had fucked the fat hausfrau silly. Poor Hermann was suffering. He wanted to cum so badly, but he couldn’t. All he could do was groan in agony as his balls began to ache. One of the guards took him to the field. There he got to join up with Bruce as Matata put the two of them through a hard workout: jumping jacks, side-straddle hops, push-ups and sit-ups.

	Hermann gave up and quit saying, “I can’t do anymore,”

	Matata took him by the ear, pulled down his shorts and gave him a “10 and 5” in front of Bruce and several locals who’d come over to enjoy the show. Harald then took Lisa and Bruce to his quarters. There he made Bruce stand against the door and watch while he got Lisa on the bed. He took off her glasses and began to feel her up everywhere. He kissed her and made her open her mouth for deep tongue kissing. He felt her tits and explored her crotch and ass. He pulled off his trousers and shorts to reveal an uncircumcised cock. He was erect and made Lisa bend down and kiss it, then lick and suck it. He would look over at Bruce and smile, enjoying her husband’s discomfort.

	He began to finger fuck his 22 year old Asian prize. He found the feel, smell and taste of her intoxicating. He bent over to kiss, bite and suck on her nipples, making Lisa moan. Bruce, standing there, got an erection watching. As the action heated up, he pulled off the rest of his clothes and got between her thighs. 

	Holding his cock in his hand he guided himself into her now wet pussy. Then he began to thrust, slowly at first and then faster and faster. He got a good rhythm going and hit a sensitive spot in Lisa’s very tight sex hole. When he put more pressure on this spot, Lisa began moaning and whimpering. 

	Bruce looked on excited and embarrassed as his wife was being pleasured by another man. It was very embarrassing for him. After a few more thrusts by Harald, it was apparent that Lisa was approaching an orgasm. Her voice, which had been soft, now began to take on an urgency that revealed her mounting excitement. 

	She began to go, “Oh…oh...OH….OH…OHHHH…OOOHHHH…OHHHHH,” and came. Her pussy squirted just a little juice, but it was apparent that she’d cum.

	Harald began to speed up then, now that he’d made her cum and began to fuck her harder. Then he seemed to lose control and his movements became jerky and spastic. His hips did a crude little jig and then he was hosing her with his seed. He slowed down and then stopped just holding himself insider her, enjoying the spasms of pleasure that he felt and the convulsive clutching that he felt in her vagina.

	He moaned and then flopped down on her squeezing the breath from her. She tried to gently push him to get off, but he was in no mood to move and just lay there. She resigned herself to having him lay on her with his weight. She looked over and caught her husband’s eye. He was embarrassed and couldn’t return her gaze. It was a heavy moment for both. When Harald finally stirred himself and pulled his cock out, he looked down at the river of semen starting to run from Lisa’s pussy. He pointed to it and then looked over at Bruce.

	“Your wife’s pussy is full of another man’s cum,” he said cruelly.

	Then he reached down and scooped some up with two fingers. He brought it to Lisa’s mouth and told her to open it. Lisa didn’t want to do it, but she did as she was told. He wiped in on her tongue and made her swallow it. He scooped more from her drooling pussy and made her eat the mess from his fingers. Then he got up and straddled her head with his knees. He held his cock over her face and directed her to lick it.

	“Clean my cock, you dirty Chinese whore,” he said to her.

	Bruce had to watch his wife clean the Dutchman’s cock with her mouth. It was very humiliating as he made her do it slowly and completely, as if she was just a whore. Emily, in the meantime, had been taken to the best quarters in the camp. The rich Saudis had paid Owiti for the best accommodations. They had paid the most for any of the women and now father and son were going to have some fun. 

	Both men disrobed and Emily could see that Abdul was really gross. He was fat with rolls of flab on his midsection. But he had a decent-sized circumcised cock…actually very fat. His son’s cock was longer but not as thick. He was taller and pudgy where his father was short and fat.

	Both men wanted blowjobs and they set Emily to work. They sat in chairs next to each other and critiqued her performance. She had to go from one man to the other. They wanted it nice and wet and slow. She had to lick their balls until they were shiny with saliva and kiss the sweet spot underneath the head…wet sucking kisses until they both their cocks were drooling pre-cum. Then she had to suck the father to completion; followed by the son. Both men wanted her to open her mouth to show them the load they had deposited before she was allowed to swallow. Both men came a lot.

	Then, when Emily’s tits began to leak, Abdul had a bright idea. Actually, Emily’s tits were starting to drive her crazy. They were almost full and needed to be milked. Abdul got a jar and they made Emily get on all fours. He held up the jar in front of her face.

	“I’m going to milk you cow. If you fill the jar up half way, I won’t whip you. If you don’t I’m going to use my riding crop, which I use on my horses …I’m going to use it on your asshole. Do you understand, English?”

	Abdul realized how much fun he could have with Emily’s milk-filled breasts as soon as he saw her on the auction block. He expected her now to be able to produce enough milk or the whip would come out. He had his son work Emily’s pussy - stimulating her cunt manually while he milked her breasts. It was a wonderful way to humiliate the English woman. He grabbed her left tit and began squeezing and pulling on her nipples the way you milk a goat and Emily’s tits began spraying like mad. Akeem got behind Emily and began playing with her pussy; rubbing the lips, teasing her clitoris and then working his fingers into her hole.

	The more Akeem played with her, the more it seemed to make Abdul’s job easier. He was in heaven. He drained her breasts methodically. And when Emily was finally empty, about twenty minutes later, she’d had an orgasm from Akeem finger fucking her…especially when he began to rub her G-Spot and urethral sponge. But, the jar was fairly large, about a liter in size and Abdul had told her that he wanted her to fill it up “half-way”. That meant about a half liter (a pint). That was a lot of milk for a human female. Emily got close, but it was still below the line that Abdul set as the quota. She was to be punished for her failure…

	So, Abdul made her get on all fours with her head between his legs. He compelled her to spread her legs and then told Akeem to get his riding crop from his suitcase. He used the crop to whip Emily right on her anus. Akeem sat down behind her to watch his father make the tip of the crop land with a sickening “smack” on Emily’s tender shithole – over and over again. 

	Soon, the agonized tight, brown opening was spasming on its own. Emily tried to clench before each blow to ease the impact, then after the crop had landed, her anus began to convulsively flutter in pain. It was something to see, and Akeem brought out his digital camera to catch it on film.

	After this, Akeem, being only 20, was ready to fuck. Abdul supervised and they got Emily with her elbows and head on the bed so Akeem could get behind her and fuck her “doggy style”. He fingered her a little, but didn’t spend too long getting her ready as her pussy was wet and she was ready for penetration. Akeem started off slow but after a few minutes he was riding her for all he was worth. But he was young, and came before Emily could cum. 

	Then Abdul got her on her back on the bed. He wiped her pussy with his fingers. He made her swallow his son’s semen before he had Akeem get on the bed and hold Emily’s thighs so that she was bent double. Then, with her in that position, Abdul inserted his fat cock into her cunt.

	He was older (40) and took his time. This position allowed him full penetration despite his fat stomach. He found the right rhythm and concentrating on rubbing her G-Spot and sponge with the head of his cock, made Emily cum. He looked over, at that moment, at his son, as if to say, ‘this is how you do it, my boy’. He pulled out after cumming and then told Akeem to let her legs go.  Emily was still on her back. He made her eat his cum, transferring the load with his fingers from her vagina to her mouth.

	“That’s it, swallow my seed, English whore,” he crooned at her.

	He made her spread her legs again and proceeded to work her cunt manually until he made her spurt. He worked one, two and then three fingers in her. He alternated this with strumming her labia and clitoris. He made Emily cum so hard in fact, spurt so much pussy juice and scream so loud that the guards standing outside wondered if the Arabs were killing her. Abdul did it again and again and in the end, Emily juice glands were empty and she began pissing as the middle-aged fat man frigged her expertly – making her climax repeatedly.

	Then they put her on her stomach. Abdul went first and sodomized her. He savored this and took his time again until he had ejaculated in her asshole. He lubricated her shithole with butter and took her anally. Then Akeem took his turn. When they were finished, Emily was exhausted. The fat man and his chubby son knew what they were doing when it came to women.

	 

	By comparison, Amala had a different experience. Ahmed made love to her. He kissed and caressed her from head to foot. Then he kissed and sucked on her milk filled tits for the longest time. Only then did he fuck her; and he did it slowly and lovingly for thirty minutes. He did make her tell him everything she was feeling and insisted that she use the “dirtiest” language possible.

	Amala came, to be sure, but she was expecting, at that point, and in some ways craving rougher treatment. He finished their time together by fucking her milk-filled tits. He used her milk to lubricate his cock and ejaculated on her tits and face. The most outrageous thing he did was to make her lick up his cum and swallow it. And, when she did, he slapped her and called her a “dirty cow.” He turned out to be not very different from the other foreign guests.

	Friday Evening

	The women were escorted to the “mess hall” for the evening meal. This was an open air canteen with benches and tables. A corrugated metal roof provided relief from the African sun. The women were expected to mingle with the guests. Their husbands were in attendance as servants and were fed afterwards from bowls that were set on the floor - like they were dogs. This protocol for meals was followed all four days. 

	After dinner, the women were taken to the tent serving as their dormitory. Their partners were allowed time to visit. Guests were allowed to visit as well, and when Roger was there with Emily, Claude came in. Roger had to step back and offer Emily to Claude, who then made Emily give him a blowjob right in front of her husband. Roger had to actually thank him afterwards.

	The Arabs came into the tent and made Gopal stand by while they played with Amala’s tits, milking her for sport. Then, they got her bending over to take them, one after the other, in her pussy. They each fucked her hard, but didn’t make her cum, which somewhat frustrated and angered Abdul. Harald zeroed in on Liesel who he had bid on and didn’t get. With Hermann standing by helplessly, Harald got on top of Liesel and fucked her. 

	He made her change positions until he came. When she was on her back holding her fat thighs against her titties, he approached his precious moment. When he came, he pulled out to spurt on Liesel’s fat tummy. Then he made her scoop up his semen and swallow it. Hermann stood by shamefaced with an erection. Then, Owiti showed up and told the guards to take the husbands to their tent. 

	When the husbands got to their tent, there was much grumbling and commiserating about their sexual frustration. But that was due to change when Ambala and Neema showed up. The Luo mother and daughter took the husbands in pairs to the latrine. Roger and Gopal went first. Ambala handcuffed Roger to the wall by both wrists and took off the “daisy” from his prick. He moaned as it felt so good to have that devilish device finally removed from his most precious possession. 

	Then Neema, who was quite attractive, taller and slimmer than her mother, began playing with his prick until she’d made him erect. Ambala stood by and teased him by asking him what he found arousing that day.

	“Did you like seeing your wife up there showing everything she has,” she asked him? “Do you wonder what the Arabs did to her,” she taunted him? “Do you want to cum,” she finally asked him?

	“Oh…Oh God, YES….” Roger finally admitted through clenched teeth.

	“If you want to cum, then you must let him jerk you off,” she said pointing at Gopal.  “Do you understand? And you,” she said addressing Gopal, “if you do a good job and make him cum, then I’ll have him jerk you off. Do you understand?”

	Both men groaned at this. But in the end, they had no choice. After having been worked like field hands that afternoon, and kept in an almost constant state of mental and physical arousal, they both wanted relief. So, Roger had to stand there with his eyes closed as Gopal took his prick in hand and tentatively frigged it.

	“Come on, get into it, fool,” Ambala finally said to him contemptuously.  She and Neema were enjoying it enormously. They were thrilled by what they were able to make these stupid foreigners do.

	Gopal began to work Roger’s prick harder and with only a few more strokes he made the Englishman cum. Roger moaned and groaned in relief as his balls had been aching from being held in such a state for so long a time. He came as if his soul was spurting out of his penis. Gopal sympathetically milked Roger’s prick even after he came. One man, even if he’s not homosexual, knows what another man enjoys….

	Then Roger had to do the same for Gopal. It was very embarrassing for both men. Neither man had ever touched another man’s prick. Having two black women watching their every move made it so much worse. And so it went for Hermann and Bruce. The chubby banker from Frankfort and the computer programmer from Taipei had to hold each other’s pricks and stroke them until they came. 

	But to have some fun, Ambala and Neema first had Hermann bound to the wall by one hand. Ambala told him that he had two minutes to jerk off and make himself cum. Bruce was there and the thought of another man watching him put Hermann off. He couldn’t do it. So, they cuffed the 23 year old Chinese man the same way. He was given two minutes to do his business. He too was unable to lose his inhibitions and jerk off in front of Hermann and the two women. So, the only way they got relief was to jerk each other off in turn. It was very humiliating.

	Saturday Morning

	Saturday morning, the women showered and got ready for day full of sexual adventure. Owiti had set up their quarters so that there were accommodations for them to fix their hair and apply make-up. They had their own showers but it was open to view and each woman had to endure the stares of passersby as they performed their morning ablutions. After the morning meal, the women were taken to the “Slut Racks”, where they were bound and made ready for use by staff and locals.

	 

	The racks were actually wooden tables adjustable for height with bars and straps for securing and displaying the woman with her legs spread. The wives could be then be fucked in their mouths, pussies or assholes while on the rack.  All the guards had lined up and there were fifteen locals who had paid for the privilege. It was a motley crew. They ranged in age from 15 to 47. Some wore camouflage trousers or shirts, as if they had been or were still in the Army. Some wore dirty shorts and sleeveless T-shirts. Some were unshaven. Others were as clean and pressed as university students or professors.

	There were 33 men in all. There was a number over each woman’s rack. Owiti had set up a bowl with the numbers written on small pieces of paper. Each man had to drop 100 Kenyan Shillings (about $1.25 in US coin) as payment so they could pull a number from the bowl. The five guests had come out after the morning meal to watch the festivities. And all four husbands were there.

	They had been put through a grueling workout before breakfast: a three kilometer run, around the grounds with Mbuya at their heels. If they slowed down or dropped out, he beat them with a crop. Then fifteen minutes of hard calisthenics. They were wearing their “daisies” which made the Kenyan men chuckle every time they saw them.

	 

	With the legs in the air and their pussies and assholes on display, the four wives presented an obscenely tempting sight. There was no way for them to close their legs so they were visible to anyone who walked past. Matata and Kibwe, Ambala and Neema were in charge and got each woman on the rack. It was quite a festive scene. The black men, Luo and Kikuyu tribesmen, and a few Masai, lined up to pay their shillings and pick a number. Men were elbowing each other, grinning and joking as they eyed the women.

	“I hope I get that one,” said one older man, as he pointed to Liesel. The fat, pinkish-white woman was just his “thing”.

	“Not for me, man…I want that little China girl,” his mate said, pointing to Lisa who looked helpless and very vulnerable trussed up like a chicken ready for the oven. “Look at that sweet pussy…..hmmmm,” he said licking his lips.

	Owiti made the decision as to who could pick from the bowl in what order. He had his favorites and when a local slipped the corrupt customs official a few more shillings, that man moved up in the line. There was much whooping and hollering and some grumbling as men were positioned according to favor and bribes. Then the first four stepped up to the racks. All were key men, Matata and Kibwe being among them. 

	The four husbands had been given a pair of their wives’ panties and they had to stand next to the rack their wife was mounted on. Their job was to ask each man to fuck their wife, and then wipe her clean with her own panties after the man had deposited his load in her mouth, cunt or even her asshole. Then they had to “thank” the man.

	So, it began. Matata drew Emily, Kibwe drew Liesel, a young guard named Gacoki got Lisa and a new guard named Pili was rewarded with Emily. The men took their turns. Emily got fucked in her pussy, after having her tits milked for sport. Kibwe sodomized Liesel, Gacoki fucked Lisa in her mouth and then finished and ejaculated in her cunt and Pili went from Emily’s milk filled tits to her mouth before spurting his load all over her face. The husbands had to clean their wives and then the next four men stepped up. 

	It went like this for an hour. The sounds and facial expressions their wives made, seeing their wives’ pussies penetrated and the messy appearance of their crotches afterwards blew the four husbands away. To see your wife in the throes of orgasm or to see a man ejaculate all over her face was an arresting sight. Owiti came over at one point to where Emily was on the Rack taking on her sixth man. He spoke in Swahili to the man fucking her, a local. 

	When the man, grunting and moaning, came in her pussy, Owiti turned to Roger and said, “Clean her pussy with your mouth, English.”

	Roger had to do it. He gagged and was hugely humiliated, but he did it. But the humiliation wasn’t over when Emily’s pussy was clean. Owiti made Roger clean the man’s cock too. He had to use his mouth to clean his wife’s pussy slime and semen smeared on the man’s cock. The wives were kept on the rack until 11am. By that time they had been fucked silly by all 33 men. Each woman had taken cocks in her mouth, pussy and occasionally her asshole. 

	Each man ended up with an absolutely sloppy, messy pair of panties in his hand. Owiti then supervised and oversaw the morning’s final degradation. Each husband had to stuff the disgusting pair of soiled panties in his slut wife’s mouth. Lisa gagged when this was done to her and promptly threw up. Afterwards, the women were taken to the showers for a clean-up. 

	Saturday Afternoon

	After lunch in the mess hall, the women were put “out-to-pasture” (a nearby wooded grove) where the guests could enjoy their hospitality again - singly or in groups; and at no additional charge from Owiti. It was his version of an “bonus”. 

	Roger and Bruce were each put on a “Bench of Shame”, a double-level staggered device. Owiti had come up with this apparatus after he saw it used on a man and his wife in Kibera, a shanty town outside Nairobi. Lisa and Emily were strapped to the top bench and their partners were bound on the bottom but facing the other way. Owiti explained how it worked and it brought a smile to the guest’s faces, but worry and shame to the husbands. When Roger and Bruce were secured they found themselves staring right at their wives’ crotches.

	Harald, who had bid on Emily, came over and made sure he was going to be the first man to fuck Emily on the Bench. He stepped up and spent a few moments playing with Emily’s pussy to arouse her. Roger had to watch close up as his partner’s pussy was stimulated. Emily got nice and wet and soon her vaginal secretions drooled down to drip on him. Harald laughed at this. It gave him a thrill to push another man down the dominance ladder like that. 

	He got hard and took his uncircumcised cock and balls out of his trousers and shorts and used the head of his cock to tease Emily. When he made her moan by rubbing her clitoris and labia with the head, he looked down and grinned at Roger, who closed his eyes and turned away. Then Harald didn’t guide his dick into Emily. He just let it wave around and poke at her. The sight of a penis getting ready to enter his wife tormented Roger. 

	“Bend forward and lick your wife’s pussy,” Harald said to Roger at one point. 

	Roger ignored him, and Harald turned and called Owiti over. He told him what he wanted Roger to do and had refused. Owiti threatened Roger with a “10 and 5” and told him he’d better be a ‘good boy or else’. 

	Roger did as he was told and craned his head forward to lick his wife’s pussy. As he did so, Harald’s scrotum brushed against Roger’s forehead and the bridge of his nose. It was very humiliating but Roger had to continue to help his wife get ready for her fuck. When Harald was ready he stepped forward and, holding his cock in his hand, pushed Roger out of the way and entered Emily’s pussy. 

	To see her sex lips parting and the head of another man’s cock work its way into his wife’s pussy was mind-blowing.  And when Harald began to fuck her harder and he watched the action close-up, it had a double effect on him. He felt emotionally devastated.... and he got an erection.

	Harald continued to work Emily over and when it was clear from her sounds that she was being “pleasured”, Roger knew he was really wearing the “horns of the cuckold”. When Harald sweated, it dripped on Roger. When Emily’s womanly juices leaked out of her pussy, it dripped on Roger and when Harald, grunting and groaning came inside her and eventually pulled out, his load, at one point, gushed out of her hole with a “pussy fart” and landed right on Roger’s face. It was hugely mortifying.

	Lisa refused to get on the bench and this earned her a ride on the “wooden donkey”. Ahmed wanted to take her on the bench, but she, not ready for the humiliation it would be for her and her husband, resisted. Owiti supervised the guards bringing over the wooden donkey. Bruce would soon discover what a diabolical device it was. He would later remember that it was one of the most thrilling sights of the entire experience. 

	After a while Lisa started a “bobbing” motion like she was riding a horse. At first, with her wrists bound behind her and a rope around her neck up to the beam overhead, Lisa just sat astride the sharp-edged wooden plank. But of course after a while with her weight on her pussy, she raised up on her toes. 

	When she had been on her toes and came down onto her pussy it was obvious that she was getting very sore so she would shoot straight up again. She had to stand on her toes and then when her calves ached and gave way, she let her heels down and this put the plank right between her open pussy again. This drove her to stand on tip-toes again. And then she sat down - and then up again. Soon, the “bobbing” started. It was an amazing sight.

	Bruce later wrote in his “journal” : “.....For anyone who has not seen a Wooden Donkey in action I can only try to tell you how amazing it is to see the expressions on my wife’s face (shock, fatigue, horror, pain, disgust and resignation) and to get a close-up view of her pussy when it contacted the sharp wood and seeing her raise up on her toes is something I will never forget.”

	Owiti stood beside her and very quietly asked her if she wanted to get off and what she was prepared to do.  After a long ride on the “donkey” the woman's pussy lips would be puffy and sore and that would mean a good ride for Ahmed. Lisa, in the end, actually offered herself to Ahmed - anything to get off the donkey. 

	Bruce was even made to take Ahmed’s cock in his hand and guide it into his wife’s pussy. Owiti left his glasses on so he could see everything very clearly. Ahmed sexed her slowly and everything dripped Bruce afterwards. It was a very moving experience for the couple and they hugged when they were released from the Bench of Shame.

	Ambala and Neema, in the meantime, took Hermann and Gopal for a private session in a secluded spot. The two Luo women pulled down their shorts and began playing with their pricks, encased in their “daisies”. They did that until both men began to become erect. Then Ambala took the daisies off and put “ball cuffs” on them. 

	These wooden devices fit behind their legs and under their buttocks and encased their balls. It was impossible to stand and both men had remain on their hands and knees. Neema got a switch and whipped Hermann’s fat, dimpled white buttocks and then turned her attention to Gopal’s fat, brown backside.

	She told him, “Stand still, mzungu.”

	Ambala said, “Make them spread their legs too.”

	As they did so, 21 year old Neema took Hermann’s scrotum in her hand. Then, she squeezed his balls. Poor Hermann had to really strain to avoid crying as she gripped his nuts, saying to him, “Spread your legs, mzungu.”

	He struggled as she kept griping and squeezing his balls, making him moan. Gopal whimpered as Ambala grabbed his nuts and pressed on one ball with her thumb. At one point Neema and her mother took turns kicking the men in their balls with their bare feet or flicking at their nut sacks with their fingers. 

	After that, they got both men on the ground on their backs and teased their pricks until they began drooling pre-cum. Finally, they masturbated them. The ball cuffs made it hard for them to cum. The women undid the cuffs, rubbed their pricks hard and fast until they spurted like teenagers. Then they went back to teasing them until they were both semi-erect again. They tied their hands behind them to get them ready for the next humiliation.

	They pulled down their shorts and panties, squatted over them, and then knelt so that they were “sitting” on the men’s faces covering their noses and mouths with their stinky pussies. They “rode” their faces. They began rocking their hips back and forth ....alternating this with little side-to-side motions. The two women soon wet their faces thoroughly, lubricating their masturbation and making it easier for them to “ride”. 

	Both men were totally overwhelmed. Their wrists were tied so they couldn’t defend themselves. Both women were soon flowing so heavily that the men thought they would drown. The women’s fleshy thighs and buttocks were thick and full and both men felt trapped. 

	If they did what the two women wanted: to stick out their tongues and lap at the pussy, they were allowed to breathe when the women held themselves up a little. If the men’s enthusiasm lagged, Ambala and Neema sat down on their faces with their whole weight and this made the two men scream in sheer terror as this cut off their breath. They began to work together and soon reached satisfying cums. As the women gushed and came the men’s mouths and noses filled up with stinky pussy slime. Both men began gagging and coughing

	They let the men catch their breath a bit and then went back to riding. Ambala was a woman with a lot of testosterone and she stayed on Hermann’s face until she came several times. Afterwards, both men were a mess. Their faces had been rubbed raw by the women’s wiry pubic hair which covered their Venus mounds and was heavy around their pussies and assholes. Both men had been nearly suffocated more than once. They had to swallow a lot of slippery, smelly pussy juice.

	The women even made them lick their butt holes. This was after their noses had been humiliatingly pressed up against the women’s stinky anuses during the rides. After they were satisfied, and seeing the men’s pricks erect, the two Luo masturbated their victims. Both men came on themselves, which the women wiped up with their fingers and presented to them to swallow. 

	When Gopal resisted, Neema dug her thumb into one of his balls to “encourage” him. Following this, Ambala pissed in Hermann’s mouth. When the women were done, they put the daisies back on. Hermann began whining and whimpering. Ambala took pity on him, removed his daisy and jerked him off again. 

	Later that afternoon, Owiti held another “special event”. He approached Abdul and took him aside. He explained what he wanted to do and asked the Arab is he was interested for himself and his son. A price was settled on and then Owiti had Hermann and Liesel taken to a special tent he’d rigged up. There, he had them bound on a pair of Slut Racks but bent over. Ambala and Neema straddled them and using a switch and a very thin cane, beat them on their tender pink anuses until both were groaning and begging for them to stop.

	Abdul, and then his son, took Liesel in her shitter with Hermann and the two Luo women watching. After each man sodomized her and came hot and wet in her bowels, they made her clean their dirty cocks with her mouth. Ambala then greased up a broom handle which had been cut down and wrapped with duct tape to make a handle. She worked this into Hermann’s asshole and raped him with it. 

	After she had made his prick stiffen and drool, she pulled the improvised dildo from his ass and went back to beating his tender, sore anus with the thin cane. It was very shaming. She kept making him push his asshole OUT…and then she’d give the small, tight, brown orifice a cruel smack. His asscrack and hole were soon cherry red. His anus could not be touched without it making him whimper and squeal.

	Ambala kept mocking him telling him he had a very feminine ass; and asking him if he liked being assfucked in front of his wife. He did look somewhat peculiar with his small, hairless nutsack pressed tight between his fat white thighs and his smallish, uncircumcised prick hanging down. Shorn of every strand of pubic hair his ass and crotch did look somewhat feminine. Liesel got excited watching what Ambala was doing to him.

	Ambala then asked Hermann, “What will you be willing to do if I stopped, fat boy?

	He was in such a state of humiliation and physical discomfort that he finally said, “Anything.”

	“Will you lick my pussy,” she asked him?

	He didn’t want to do THAT. But when she went back to whipping his sore anus (by this time, his asscrack was as red as a baboon’s ass) he began sobbing. He finally caved in and said, ‘Yes’.

	Ambala pulled down her shorts and cotton panties and got him between her thighs. She put him to work and it was a smelly, nasty task. But she held onto his head and pushed him in to her. When he slowed down she hit him with the cane.

	She rubbed his face all over her fat, wet cunt and made him keep his mouth and tongue where it would do the most good. When she came, poor Hermann was a mess. The final indignity was when Hermann ejaculated right during this without anyone touching his prick. It had been a particularly hard day for the banker from Frankfort….

	Saturday Evening

	After the evening meal the women were on the auction block again for the guests for their further private use. Ahmed paid for several hours with Lisa, which he found delightful. He got an air mattress from Owiti and a bottle of vegetable oil. He made Lisa give him a “Bangkok Special”. He instructed her to slather herself in oil and do the same to him. Then he had her massage him with her hands front and back. 

	Following this, he had her use her mouth on every part of him from his face to his feet. She had to alternate this with rubbing him all over with her tits, pussy and ass. By the time he got his cock in her pussy, the both of them were very worked up and came within moments of each other. He then spent the rest of the time having her suck his cock. 

	Abdul and Akeem bought Amala and spent their time milking her into a jar and then torturing her when she failed to make “quota”. They used a cane on her asshole to punish her and made her suck their cocks. Abdul didn’t try to fuck her; not after his last experience with her. Harald paid for private time with Liesel. 

	He fucked her front and back and made her lick his dirty dick both times. He was pleased he was able to make the fat German wife cum and found her very wet, hairless, sweet-smelling pussy a delight. He also had Hermann in the room with them and used her husband as a “fluffer” and “creampie” clean-up man.

	Sunday Morning 

	After breakfast, the women were taken to the Slut Racks again for use by the guards, staff and some of the locals. This time there were only 29 men, but they made up for it. For three hours they took the women in their pussies, assholes and mouths. This time, the women were dressed and the men were allowed to strip them as an appetizer. Owiti lined them up and then Matata and Kibwe went down the line and kicked their feet apart forcing them to spread their legs.

	A line of men came up behind them and men got behind each woman. Big, rough black hands began roaming from their necks to their armpits and slowly moved down to their tits, thighs and buttocks, savoring the women’s figures. Their hands were all over the tits, cupping and squeezing the resilient flesh.  Men worked their fingers inside the dresses and bra cups to pinch soft nipples. The women began moaning…

	Men grabbed the dresses and tore them, sending buttons flying everywhere. They pulled their brassieres off. Dresses hung open to the waist. They were grabbing and pawing nipples, twisting, tweaking, and pulling. The men put their hands under the dresses sliding up the smooth, soft insides of thighs until they reached the crotch. 

	They worked their way into the panties to feel the pussy lips, moving forward to the clitoris to rub them. Fingers were inserted and pressed the urethral sponge and the G-spot. Three women: Amala, Emily and Liesel came as they were stripped and finger-fucked. Their husbands watched goggle-eyed as their wives came like whores.

	Finally, the last remnants of their clothing were stripped from them and each woman was put in an obscene position on the rack. As they were bound they moaned and whimpered and this only incited the first men who stepped up to mount them. The men began to ram their cocks into the women and soon, they could feel themselves building to a crescendo.  Before Emily reached an orgasm, the young black man fucking her stiffened, his cock seemed swelled, throbbed and pulsed as semen gushed into her.  The man withdrew his softening cock and his cum dribbled to the ground. The next man took his place and began to fuck her.

	For heavy-set Amala and Liesel, the weight of their own thighs on their breasts pressing against their swollen nipples, with pressure on their clitorises – made them very hot and both orgasmed quickly. Their husbands were right there next to the Racks having to watch; the guards and the other men laughing at their arousal. To torment them, Owiti pulled down their jockey shorts and had their daisies removed. Mocking, he made him masturbate watching their wives getting fucked.

	The grove reverberated to the sound of wet flesh as the women’s pussy juices and semen ran. Lisa hadn't cum as three men came inside her, pumping her deep and full. It was the next man who finally rode her to an orgasm. Feelings of total submission and release came over her. She languished in this state of mind as the next few men fucked her. Amala and Liesel came the loudest, screaming when someone took his cock from their pussy and shoved it in their asshole. Men pumped their seed into the women, and were immediately replaced by other men.

	Orgasm after orgasm were forced on the four, leaving them exhausted and totally violated. Their pussies became gaping holes wet with cum. Most men came quickly in a minute or so. Their holes became so wet and open that some men took longer to cum. Men became inpatient, but they had pulled numbers from a bowl and had to wait their turn. Amala and Liesel began to have continuous orgasms, increasing in intensity. Their husbands were made to stand right next to the racks in order to see close-up their wives getting gang-raped and CUMMING….

	When erections showed in the husband’s shorts, men mocked and taunted them for getting aroused by what they were doing with their wives. Roger and Hermann’s faces were red and they didn’t know where to look. Lisa lost consciousness. She was unable to cope with all the sensations. So many men had fucked her and she had swallowed a lot of slippery, slimy semen. Men started to use her shithole; the men with bigger cocks hurt her. 

	The line of men slowly began to dwindle. It wasn't long before all four women were rolling in a dirty bath of slop that had drooled and dripped from their cunts. The orgasms were more than Emily could cope with and she lost consciousness too. After the first ten men had fucked her, her cunt was stretched and the pool of cum drooling from her sex-hole made a mess underneath her. Emily would cum and her body would jerk and convulse sliding around in the slop underneath her.

	Finally the morning’s fun and games ended. The women lay on their backs, sated, tired and splattered with cum; their thighs splayed open wide, their pussies gaping, their clitorises swollen and inflamed. Lisa’s eyes were closed - her mind was a blank. She felt her husband cleaning her with her panties. She gagged when the soiled garment was stuffed in her mouth.  She heard the guards and felt hands grabbing her and pulling her from the Rack. She spit out the panties and collapsed from exhaustion when they made her stand.

	Sunday Afternoon

	Afterward they were taken to the showers and tent for rest and repair. Afterwards, lunch was served in the mess hall. They women all wore bras and panties. And they had to stand and let any guard or guest who wanted to feel them up. After lunch, the women and their husbands were taken to the exhibition hall. Owiti corralled the guests and herded them there too. He had something special planned. Sunday afternoon was a sort of high point in his plans - a special auction. The first thing he had for his guest’s consideration was, “Tembo”.

	“I’m sure you’ve enjoyed the sight of the slut wives on the Slut Racks. You can see that Kenyan men are very strong and virile.” 

	At this there was some nodding….

	“Is it true that the black man has the biggest dick of all?”

	At this, there was some chuckling and nodding from the guests. None of the four husbands said anything. 

	Owiti continued, “Well, today I bring you proof.”

	With that, a very tall man came over and climbed the platform. His name was Tembo. He was a baggage handler at the airport; and he was a legend. He had been recruited as a sex star by the corrupt police Inspector, Munyambu, who ran a similar operation before he went to jail. The man seemed almost unreal, as if he had stepped out of someone’s nightmare. His head was shaved and he was almost blue-black in color. Some said he was from the Masai tribe. He was 200 centimeters tall (6’8 ¾”) and weighed 106 kilos (233 lbs.). He was naked except for what looked like a loincloth.

	As he stood with his arms akimbo, he inspired respect. But when he dropped the loincloth, he generated AWE among those in the audience.  His cock was so long and thick that it looked like it belonged to another species, perhaps a horse or a zebra. It looked to be as big as a woman’s forearm. His balls were big too; and head of his monstrous dick was purplish-red. Tembo meant “elephant” in Swahili.  

	Owiti told his guests that they could have Tembo fuck one or more of the wives. This was another cash cow for the Senior Customs Official. Claude put up cash for Tembo to fuck Emily and Ahmed paid for Lisa to be stretched by the big Masai’s cock. Owiti had two huts set up for such special entertainments with slut racks and other devices. Kibwe took the Englishwoman and her husband to one of the huts to mount her on a Rack. Lisa and Bruce were taken to another hut. Ahmed repaired, in the meantime, to the “hospitality” tent, a special set-up with comfortable chairs, a refrigerator, a bar and attendants to serve refreshments.

	Tembo, when everything was ready, went to the tent where Claude, Emily and Roger waited. He nodded, grinned, dropped the loincloth and pulled back the thick foreskin on his cock. Roger couldn’t help but stare.  Kibwe adjusted the height of the rack to accommodate Tembo and soon the big man was ready to take his pleasure. He waved his cock around displaying it to everyone. Roger, gulping hard, watched it bobbing up and down as Tembo got between Emily’s legs. It was very big. His wife had never had a cock that size.  He wasn’t sure how it would fit. 

	The look on Emily’s face was priceless as Tembo aimed his mammoth cock at her hole. Tembo got between Emily’s widely spread thighs and put the head against her wet labia.  First, he teased her with it; making her moan. As Tembo worked it in, Roger couldn’t believe how his wife’s pussy could take something that big, even though her pussy was wet and juicy. 

	As the cock stretched his wife’s hole, Roger’s mouth dropped open as he watched. Her whole pelvis was being invaded as the man’s oversized cock violated her hole which had already been stretched by many others. When Tembo pulled back a little, it looked like Emily’s insides were being pulled out. When he thrust it in, she felt like it would come out of her mouth. Roger found himself just gaping at the sight of his wife’s vagina so impaled that her stomach seemed to bulge as the man’s cock filled her. Tembo’s cock was a nightmare. It was truly huge – 27 centimeters in length (10½”), coal black and thick as a beer bottle. Tembo noticed Roger staring. 

	He turned to him and asked, “You like? Is it big enough for her?”

	He pulled it out and this made Emily whimper - as her sexhole was empty. Holding it like a weapon, he rubbed it up and down her pussy. Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…easy at first…then harder, holding her thighs and thrusting in and out. 

	Emily cried out, “OH GOD....OH GOD.”

	From her “uhs”, “ahs” and “ohs”....as they got louder and louder it was obvious she was in heaven or hell. As Tembo slammed his hips forward, in one convulsive move, Emily shrieked as he obviously had reached a very deep, sensitive place in her sexhole. When he pushed against the spot, she howled. He went back to deep thrusting and then fucking her with short strokes.

	Inhuman sounds came out of Emily. She took almost all of it. Perhaps five centimeters didn’t fit. His big balls slapped against her asshole with every deep thrust. At this point, Roger wanted to cum so badly his balls ached and his eyes watered. 

	Tensing up, Emily got louder and louder and then shrieked as she had a huge, squirting wet orgasm that wet Tembo’s groin. It just went on and on. He fucked her some more and she came again. He just kept fucking her. Roger was amazed at his stamina; and he couldn't believe the sounds of pure lust and frantic ecstasy coming out of his wife’s mouth. 

	Every few strokes, Tembo forced his cock all the way in to the bottom of her vagina and made her cry out. In-and-out – again and again. On each in-stroke it didn’t seem like it was going to fit. Then somehow most of it went way in. It was something to see: his big black shaft reaming her hot, red hole framed by her engorged reddish-pink labia and matted pubic hair. 

	And everything wet and glistening with her vaginal secretions as she was juicing heavily. Her clear and thin womanly juices were smeared all over his dick. A nasty ring of “fuck cream” had built up all around the base of his dick. Each time he pulled out, Emily’s whole pussy seemed to grip his shaft. Her voice, choked with lust, was barely understandable. Roger could hear slurpy, wet, nasty sounds as Tembo reamed her. There was a growing river of slop drooling from her vagina down onto the edge of the table and spattered on the ground below.

	Her hole was stretched tight. On the in-stroke, the thickness of his cock dragged her labia into the hole. Emily’s clitoris was pulled and pushed too. By now she was delirious, her babbling like a madwoman. Roger stood by and watched the man’s black ass cheeks clenching and relaxing as Tembo sexed his wife. Her pussy clutched at his cock convulsively each time.

	Emily began to scream, “OH GOD, OH GOD.”

	She got louder until she was shrieking again as she had another huge uterine-vaginal orgasm. She began to have continuous multiple orgasms as he fucked her silly. Her orgasms seemed to run into one another. She grunted and moaned and then screamed as she came - over and over again. As he approached his sweaty orgasm, his heavy nut sack tightened up, his back muscles knotted and his ass cheeks clenched. 

	Finally, with his cock fully inside her vagina, his kinky black pubic hair was meshed with the light brown hair on her Venus mound. And his balls yo-yoed up and down in his sack and his butt clenched tight, as he erupted like a fire hose and filled her stretched, hot hole. When he was done, his cock came out and it sounded like a donkey had pulled it foot from mud. Roger stared at the river of pearly cum drooling out of his wife’s hot, reddened hole. 

	It dripped down the crack of her ass adding to the puddle on the table. Emily lay there and whimpered as Roger used her panties to clean her. Her vagina kept quivering and spasming and this just amazed Roger. Claude came over and congratulated Tembo. Owiti had come in and out of the tent as Emily was being fucked. When it was over, he took Tembo to get something to drink.

	After a suitable rest, Owiti took Tembo over to the hut where Lisa and Bruce waited. Ahmed was summoned and soon arrived. He had spent that last evening, an enjoyable one, fucking Lisa, but was very interested to see how she would react to a big cock. He suspected that she would resist and find it hard to take Tembo’s cock in her pussy, but would eventually cum very hard indeed.

	Lisa was put on her back on a low bench and made to masturbate for Ahmed’s amusement and to humiliate her and Bruce. The more she could feel the stares of all the men.......the more humiliated she felt and the more her “dirty pussy”, as she herself called it, started to run. She could feel how wet she was getting.

	“Rub your pussy and make yourself cum, slut,” Owiti instructed her.

	Dutifully, she ran a fingertip along the crease between her labia and legs and the creases between her full buttocks and fat legs, inching closer towards her pussy. The men watching got quiet and watched intently now, especially her husband. She gave herself light caresses, delicate touches with her nails, then firmer, gliding finger-tip strokes. She worked her clitoris...using her index and middle finger to rub it. 

	Then she used middle and third finger together in an up-and-down and side-to-side, circular motion. She started slow then went faster - going slow-fast-slow-fast, with her fingers pressing hard. Sweating, she rotated her hips against her fingers and stuck two fingers in her hole. Wet, squishy noises and “pussy farts” were soon heard. Frigging herself harder and harder...she came. As she came – she cried out. Afterwards, she was embarrassed and kept her eyes down.

	Then Tembo exposed his cock and after watching Lisa, he was sporting a huge erection. Lisa recoiled, and told Owiti that she didn’t want Tembo to fuck her. Since refusing sex was punishable at the camp, Owiti had her put on the Wooden Donkey again. Kibwe pushed it over to the center of the hut.

	The “Donkey” was basically a bench with a beam. Lisa was made to stand again with her pussy resting on a pointed wooden board as she straddled the beam. The board was just a little too high, so that having both of her feet flat on the floor was painful. She had to stand on her toes. Her hands were bound behind her by her wrists and attached to the overhead by a rope, forcing her to lean slightly forward, which pressed her pussy and perineum onto the pointed board. 

	Time became the enemy as her slim calf muscles soon tired. She kept moving to relieve the stress. But that just caused new stress and pressure. It created a downward spiral and poor Lisa began groaning and moaning and then bobbing up and down.

	Also, this Donkey had strands of wire taped down the length of the board. The wires were bare where Lisa’s bottom was. The wires were connected to a rheostat and a car battery. Owiti began to use small amounts of electricity to torture Lisa with her pussy and bottom spread open. She struggled to keep on tip-toes, but each time she sat down, she got a shock, yelped and shot right back up again. Either position was torture. After just 15 minutes of being on the Donkey, she was more than obedient.

	“Will you suck his big, black dick,” Owiti asked her?

	Tearfully, she promised she would do, ‘anything’.

	However, she groaned when Tembo grabbed his dick and waved it threateningly at her. They made her kneel and Bruce and the others watched her kiss, lick and slobber all over Tembo’s huge cock, as thick as a beer bottle. It looked huge in her pretty, little white hand. Seeing his wife with the head of the enormous black cock between her pretty lips (which was all she could get in her mouth) steamed up Bruce’s eyeglasses. 

	He had an erection, but the daisy prevented him from getting any relief. He would have to watch his wife take on a cock literally twice the size his own uncircumcised, tan prick. He gulped and tried to avoid making eye contact with anyone.

	Kibwe and Matata got Lisa on the rack on her knees and elbows. Tembo’s dick seemed to grow longer as he looked at Lisa bound on the rack. It was fully erect and throbbing with a lacework of obscene veins snaking all over. He got behind her. Bruce grimaced as he watched the man work his colossal dong into his wife’s vagina. Tembo got about ¾ of it inside her and then pulled his dick out. One minute the pretty Chinese wife was stuffed like a goose and the next, her vagina was empty. Holding it like a sword, Tembo rubbed it up and down her open pussy.

	Then he worked it in again and began to fuck her…easy at first…then harder, holding her slim white thighs in his big hands and thrusting in and out. Bruce was embarrassed and aroused by it all. He couldn’t take his eyes away from what he was seeing. He eyeballed the big dick going in and out of his wife’s sex and felt his own prick throbbing unmercifully inside the daisy. Tembo was only able to get about ¾ of his dick into Lisa. He was too long for her….

	Lisa began crying out, “OH GOD....OH GOD..... IT’S STRETCHING MY PUSSY…OH MY GOD….OHHHHHH GOD. IT’S STRETCHING MEEEEE…..”

	When Tembo went particularly deep on one thrust, Lisa, like an opera singer, began yelling an octave higher. She also began to pant and hyperventilate. His big balls, which hung down pendulous like a bull’s, swung back and forth like a metronome. She screamed that he was killing her. Bruce couldn't believe the sounds coming out of his wife’s mouth.  Every few strokes, Tembo forced it in and made her cry out. As much as it hurt, Lisa was also being “pleasured”….

	This became crystal clear when she had a huge uterine-vaginal orgasm of epic proportions and shrieked so loud it was very obvious that she’d cum very hard indeed. Tembo soon came with a roar just after this...filling her stretched out pussy with nice big load. His balls went tight in their sack and his kinky pubic hair was mashed against her straight pubic hair. Then Owiti supervised getting her on her back to pull her legs up to her breasts and keep her thighs closed so she wouldn’t lose the load in her cunt. 

	“Bruce,” Owiti said, addressing him. “If you love your wife, you will soothe her sore pussy. Kiss her,” he commanded, pointing at his wife’s ravaged cunt. “Your wife’s pussy is so red and sore. Get busy, boy.”

	As Ahmed, Matata and Kibwe watched his humiliation; Bruce got on his knees and put his mouth on his wife’s swollen, sloppy cunt. Owiti kept him at it, even using his tongue to get at the deeper deposits. It was powerfully humiliating experience..... Owiti had more than just “Tembo” to sell that afternoon. He presented Abdul with another special entertainment he thought the fat Sheik would buy. 

	He had Liesel and Hermann taken to a corner of the shaded grove, where there was a small creek that had been dammed, creating a bog. The place was infested with frogs. Owiti drove Abdul and Akeem the short distance there in a golf cart. The guards had brought Hermann and Liesel. Herman was wearing a t-shirt, shorts, his underwear and sandals. Liesel was wearing just a skimpy t-shirt, her panties and sandals.  When they got there, Owiti checked in with two young guards he’d put to work catching frogs. Owiti ignored the couple.

	“We got ‘em boss. They’re in the bucket,” the youngest said pointing to a wooden bucket. 

	“You got the bees too,” Owiti asked?

	“Yessir, boss. Got a half dozen bees right over there in a jar,” the guard said.

	As the guards were getting everything set up, Ambala and Neema came in to the grove. They had walked from the main buildings. Ambala came over to Owiti to confer with him. Herman and Liesel huddled together. They knew that something was “UP”, but they didn’t know what. Liesel had butterflies in her stomach and her pussy was getting wet. Herman was nervous too.

	Owiti then called Liesel over and made her strip. Then he had the two the guards bind her on her stomach on a wooden plank resting on two sawhorses. Owiti handed Ambala a short prison whip and gave her the green light to whip the German woman. After watching Ambala make Liesel clench and shake her butt with three or four blows, Owiti took the whip and presented it to Abdul. 

	The fat and coarse Sheik, grinned, took the tool, began cursing and calling Liesel a “dirty slut”. He then teased her with it by running the tip down the crack of her ass. Liesel, for her part, was filled with anticipation, a yearning for the whip on her fat buttocks and between her legs too.

	The cruel Sheik gave her what she craved. Several times he made the tip of the whip land close to her anus and made her pink cheeks bounce and clench wildly. He used the whip with great determination and went from one cheek to another, making her ass very red and forcing Liesel cry out and hump the plank to relieve the stinging pain. Hermann watched his wife getting a whipping with an erection tenting his shorts. 

	Finally, Abdul got tired and handed the whip to Akeem who then asked Owiti to have the guards tilt the plank Liesel was on. The put the board at a 45 degree angle and then Akeem used the whip on Liesel’s tight, hairless asshole and several times he reached her plump, bare Venus mound and labia. Liesel’s clitoris swelled in erection as she was beaten. She screamed and moaned as Akeem methodically beat her anus and pussy. It was a very sexual whipping and Abdul now had a very stiff cock from watching. So did her husband…

	“OH GOD,” she kept moaning. “OH GOD.”

	Akeem finally stopped whipping her when Owiti came over and whispered in his ear. He grinned and said, “OH yes…..”

	They untied and turned Liesel over on her back and bound her spread-eagled with her legs open wide. When this was done, Akeem broke into a huge grin as he watched one of the guards approaching and holding a jar. He had been tipped off. Inside were the bees. They buzzed about angrily. Using a medical hemostat, the guard carefully extracted a bee by its wings. The bee’s abdomen thrust frantically about trying to find a target with its stinger.

	With Owiti and the two Arabs standing there with sadistic smiles on their faces and Hermann staring wide-eyed, the guard brought the bee down to Liesel’s left nipple. She looked down and saw the stinger lance into her nipple; the bee’s abdomen pumping its venom furiously into her. The blistering pain shot into her and her nipple immediately began to swell. The guard extracted a second bee from the bottle and brought it to her other nipple to continue the torture. She moaned and wailed in sheer anguish.

	Liesel’s eyes flew wide open when she felt Owiti pulling back the hood of her clit, exposing the shiny, distended bud. She looked down to see the guard approaching her crotch with another bee writhing on the end of the hemostat.

	“Oh God…NO….NO….NO….NOT THERE,” she shrieked.

	A louder moan, ‘OHHHHHHHHH GOD’, escaped her lips the guard held the bee against the juncture of her lips at the top of her pussy and let bee’s stinger pierce the bulbous tip of her clitoris. It was a delicious sight as the little lancet sliced into the pea-sized organ. It could be seen so very clearly. When the young guard pulled the bee away, Liesel’s hips began an obscene dance. 

	She humped up and down and wriggled her ass in an vain effort to ease the pain. It was no good, of course. Abdul was so excited that he took out his fat cock, came over, grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock in her mouth. He used her hair as reins and, pulling her back and forth on his cock, soon came in her mouth.

	“Swallow it all, slut,” he spat at her as he came hotly in her mouth.

	Soon, her nipples, from the venom, had gotten so inflamed and swollen that everyone crowded around to stare at them amazed. They grew, as the men watched, to the size and color of overripe strawberries. Her clitoris also ballooned so that it grew to the size and color of a purple grape. Liesel lay there moaning in agony; her head lolling from side to side. But Owiti had another degrading torment in store for her. He gave the word to Ambala who went over and reached into the bucket to pull out a nice fat frog. Holding it up… she brought it over to Liesel. He menaced her with it; asking her if she knew what she was going to do with the frog.

	Liesel shook her head and said, “I don’t know.” Then she asked, nervously, “Will a frog bite?”

	“No, a frog won’t bite, but it does like to jump into holes,” Ambala said with a sly, sadistic smile.

	She poured some cooking oil on the frog’s head to grease the action; and instructed Neema to hold open Liesel’s pussy. It hurt to have her clitoris touched and Liesel yelped when Neema’s thumbs brushed against it. Then Ambala brought the frog down to the German’s yawning vagina. She got the frog’s head against the opening and then shoved it in, forcing the frog’s upper body, including its forelegs, into the hole. She kept pushing until she’d gotten everything but the frog’s legs inside Liesel’s cunt.

	“How does that feel,” Ambala asked her?

	The poor woman was writhing and squirming feeling the slippery, nasty amphibian wriggling around.

	“Uh….OHH…..ohhhhhhhh, OH God,” she moaned.

	Hermann was beside himself. It shamed him that he got such pleasure from seeing his wife abused, but it did. Owiti finally had one of the guards bind his wrists behind him and made him sit on a log. Neema came over to taunt him. She saw he had a bulge in his shorts and as he watched Ambala torture his wife, Neema traced and toyed with the bulge with her fingers and then squeezed and rubbed his prick through his pants. 

	“You like seeing your wife suffer,” she asked him with a huge smile on her face. She kept playing with his little, pink, uncircumcised prick and baiting him. 

	“Imagine what that feels like ….having that frog in her pussy,” she said goading him.

	“I left the frog’s legs outside, so I can burn them with this,” Ambala said to Liesel - lighting a cigarette and dragging on it forcefully to make it glow hot. “The frog will jump inside you looking for a safe place to hide,” she laughed.

	At this, Liesel groaned in anticipation and shame at the thought of this new defilement. Then, Ambala brought the tip of the cigarette closer to the frog’s webbed feet. She looked over at the men, grinning, proud of her command of the situation. Then she let her gaze fall on poor Hermann. Following this, she turned and nodded to her daughter as if to say, ‘make him suffer, while I degrade his stupid, fat wife’.

	When she got the tip close enough so the poor creature could feel the heat, it began struggling furiously. It squirmed and wriggled in a crazed way to get away from the heat. Frightened to death, it worked its way fully into Liesel’s pussy. When it was all inside her, Ambala put her hand Liesel’s Venus mound, shook it and slapped her pussy. This had two effects: first it hurt Liesel as her clitoris was so swollen and sore that even the slightest touch made her writhe in agony. And second, it made the frightened frog wriggle even deeper into her hole seeking a safer place to hide.

	It was something to see. It was so erotic watching the fat woman wriggle her hips and ass with the creature inside her that Neema had no problem keeping Hermann erect. In fact his little penis was dripping pre-cum all the time. And when he got too close to cumming, Neema sadistically squeezed his balls to make him lose his erection. She kept doing this over and over. Making him hard and ready to pop; and then forcing him to lose his erection. It was erotic torture for the chubby 36 year old banker from Frankfort.

	Owiti turned to Akeem and said, “I’ll have them turn her over, if you want to fuck her in the ass.”

	Akeem indicated that this was a wonderful idea and the two guards flipped Liesel over onto her belly again. Akeem gratefully took the little bottle of vegetable oil from Ambala and dropped his khaki shorts and boxers. His circumcised young cock was already standing at attention. He lubed up and climbed on top of Liesel. As he worked his cock in her asshole, the frog went frantic and began literally bouncing off the walls of Liesel’s pussy. As Akeem sodomized her, she began to feel the awful tingling of an approaching orgasm. To cum with that horrid creature inside her while a man fucked her ass was a new low (….and a new high!).

	As Liesel approached orgasm, Neema unzipped Hermann’s shorts and pulled out his prick. She fondled and stroked it as his wife was being worked on. She jerked him off slowly and then pulled his balls out to tickle his tight, hairless nut sack. As Liesel came shrieking, Neema alternated going fast and then slow. She made Hermann ejaculate, almost at the same exact time as his wife. Not long after, Akeem had his precious moment and filled her bowels with his hot, sticky discharge. 

	After this, Ambala extracted the exhausted frog from her pussy; and began again with a new frog; burning its webbed feet to make it jump into her hole. Ambala and Neema then took turns  masturbating Liesel by rubbing her piss flaps and sore clitoris to make her spurt. The added juice made it nice and wet environment for the frog, but it drove poor Liesel crazy. The sheer horror of having a living thing in her cunt was a mind-blowing experience. It hurt to have her clitoris touched, but she was too far gone and the two women were able to make her cum several times.  Abdul congratulated Owiti. 

	“You’re a monster,” he said with a smile; and Owiti grinned proudly.

	Owiti had sold Harald a special performance too. After the Dutchman had enjoyed Amala last night, he mentioned to Owiti how much he’d enjoyed the plump Indian mother. Owiti offered him a special show.

	“I bought some equipment from a Chinaman a while back. It’s an electrical sex machine. It can make a woman cum until she passes out. Would you like to use it on Amala,” he asked slyly?

	Harald was agreeable, but drove a hard bargain and got the show for a much lesser sum than Owiti wanted, but it was OK. So, Owiti drove Harald to a ramshackle hut on the furthest reaches of the property. He took two young guards with him, Jelani and Joseph. They went and got Amala and Gopal. She was wearing just a t-shirt and her panties. Poor Gopal had only been permitted to wear his white jockey shorts. He felt very silly and humiliated. When they got to the hut, the men stripped Amala and then bound her to a gynecological table that had been gathering dust in the gloom. 

	Strapped to the table by her wrists, knees and waist, with her legs spread open wide and with them UP….you could see everything Amala had. Her pussy, which had been fucked a dozen times that morning, was still swollen and you could see that it was drooling deposits still inside. She had taken a shower and fixed her hair and make-up, but there was no denying that she had been ridden hard and put up wet these last three days. Her eyes were half-closed and she was breathing fairly heavily. And in the closeness of the little hut, she was starting to sweat.

	In the meantime, Owiti set up the electro-stimulation equipment. Then he turned to Harald and suggested that he play with her pussy to get her wet. The lawyer from Holland teased her pissflaps, rubbed the shaft and the tip of her clitoris until it erected as well. Then, Joseph handed Owiti the first set of electrodes. 

	They were in the form of adhesive pads. He attached these to Amala’s dark brown-almost black nipples. Her saucer-sized areolas were so big that the pads wouldn’t cover them completely. Next, he worked a thick, blunt copper rod into her vagina until it was past her G-spot.  Amala groaned as he got it seated all the way inside her hole. 

	Harald stared in mounting excitement as Owiti worked the next thing into her asshole - a stainless-steel dumbbell with a convex shaft.  Gopal covered his face with his hands as the black man with the big gut greased and inserted the bell into his wife’s asshole until the far end of the bell and the entire shaft was inside her. Only one end of the bell was visible. Then all three men watched Owiti hook Amala up to the transformer. 

	The black box, the transformer, sat on a shelf below her spread crotch.  There were switches and dials on the front.  Next, Owiti attached a clamp to the shaft of her clitoris still covered by its hood. Amala was now wired up like a test animal in a lab. Nervously, she bit her lip. Owiti went down a line of dials setting the pointer on the number “4” on each one. The numbers, ominously, went to “10”.”

	Owiti flipped the switch for the circuit connected to her tits and Amala cried out. When he added a “pulsing” element to the current flowing into her nipples, Amala felt as if someone was pulling and twisting them. They soon ballooned up and began to look like giant blackberries ready to explode. Since she was lactating, they began to leak and then spray milk. The clamps made the milk spray in weird directions everywhere.

	Owiti flipped another switch and Amala began jerking and twitching as current surged into her clitoris. Owiti motioned to Joseph then, who came over and cuffed Gopal to a chair and using Amala’s panties, gagged him. Now he had to sit and watch his wife’s pussy twitch and leak juice. She wriggled her hips and ass in a way that was very erotic. And, when Owiti flipped a third switch, Amala began to feel hot, itchy sensations in her vagina as current was sent into the copper rod.

	Owiti flipped a very small switch and the current began pulsing. Then he turned the dial up to “5”. Amala felt surges of sheer pleasure flooding her sex-hole as pulses of electricity raced down the shaft pressing on her G-spot and urethral sponge and the blunt tip pressing against the epicenter. Then, when Owiti turned the current up higher, the sensations went from “disturbing and pleasurable” to “painful and mind-blowing”. 

	Amala began to hump the air as if she had a cock inside her. Juice dribbled from her urethra. Then Owiti turned on the circuit to the dumbbell in her asshole. Almost instantly, the greased little device began going in - and - out - in - and – out – methodically, like a machine.

	Harald went, “Oh, WOW… that’s something. WOW.”

	Amala’s vagina began throbbing in time; and Gopal couldn’t help himself. He felt a stirring in his jockey shorts. To his shame, he got an erection watching the machine fuck his wife. Owiti now showed Harald how to work the dials. Owiti told Harald that when she began spurting she’d probably pass out. The Dutchman turned the current UP sending more hot pulsing current into Amala’s nipples, clit, rectum and vagina. 

	After a moment, Amala felt herself approaching a monster orgasm. She began to cry out louder and louder; and then when she began ejaculating, she howled. It looked like she was pissing. Some of the juice sprayed everywhere and wet the floor. Her tits continued to spray milk so she was erupting like a fountain from her tits and her pussy.

	Juice spurted out of her urethra obscenely. Harald played with the dials and made Amala cum and spray her milk and juice over and over again until she passed out. She was forced into arousal, orgasm, and ejaculation - over and over again. She entered a zone where she just become her sex organs. Not a person - just her tits, pussy and asshole. Gopal could see her pussy gripping and squeezing the thing inside her. 

	The obscene dumbbell kept going in and out like a demented robot. Her clitoris had swelled and turned purple and periodically she would arch up in her bonds like she was fucking someone. Her tits kept oozing or spraying milk depending on whether or not the current was pulsing or it was a “saw tooth wave” that sizzled thru them. It was a hideous spectacle. 

	Then when an orgasm hit, her voice went up an octave or two. And most of the time, when she came, she ejaculated. Great gouts of clear, sweet pussy juice gushed from her cunt and pisshole and later she pissed and pissed; the urine splashing on the concrete floor. Gopal was exhausted as he had an erection almost the whole time and this was torture to be aroused and not have any outlet or relief. 

	When they gave her a break and took her off the machine, Owiti extracted the dumbbell from her asshole and Amala began groaning. As Harald watched in surprise, she began shitting. She had an involuntary BM. Her turds landed in a stainless steel tray which sat on a shelf just below her spread crotch. 

	After taking a break, Harald was allowed to torture Amala. This was a seductive and cruel procedure. Gopal found it strangely arousing too. He was always reminded of seeing a python fed in a zoo that way. They lowered the back of the table so that Amala was lying almost flat; and hung an enema bag over her head. The gag looked like a baby pacifier.

	There were three holes drilled into the thick rubber nipple and it was attached to the tube which connected to the enema bag. The three small holes prevented the victim from stopping the flow of water with her tongue. Joseph and Jelani filled the enema bag with warm salt water. When Harald released the clamp on the tube, gravity did the rest.

	The bulb, when forced into Amala’s mouth and strapped to her head by Harald, filled up with water. This began draining and it forced her to swallow. This had the effect of making her clamp down on the bulb and that squeezed more water out. It created an irresistible cycle. She had to swallow again and this made her squeeze the bulb which made her swallow again - whether she wanted to or not. It was humiliating and degrading. 

	Harald massaged her throat as she swallowed. As all four men watched, Amala’s belly began to swell. She groaned, but with the gag in her mouth it came out garbled. Harald enjoyed using “water torture” on her and asked for the bag to be filled again.

	When she looked like she was pregnant because her belly had swollen so much, Harald got so excited at that point that he took out his cock. He had Owiti take out the gag so he could have Amala suck his cock. After he’d cum in her mouth and made sure she swallowed his discharge, he told her he had to piss and made her take his cock in his mouth again. He pissed in her mouth and made her swallow it. Amala gagged and retched when it was done - and finally threw up. 

	Then Owiti gave the green light for Harald to do it all to her again. He turned on the current to all her sensitive bits and made her cum again. He played with the switches and the dials “programing” Amala. He had fun making her cum until she passed out two more times. For another hour or so she writhed, wiggled, arched up, moaned and groaned as she was driven into one orgasm after another. Harald kept her on the machine until she was a demented puppet. 

	Her nipples had turned darker and had swollen hugely. She had squirted so much milk during the ordeal, that her breast were empty. Her labia and clitoris were dark purple and had ballooned up to comic proportions. She had squirted and pissed so much that the floor had a huge puddle under the table.  Gopal was compelled to watch with a raging erection. He turned to Joseph, and with head and face gestures, indicated that he wanted to say something. 

	“What do you want,” Joseph asked him teasingly? “You want to jerk off,” Joseph asked… mocking him?

	Gopal felt his face flush.

	“Say please,” Joseph taunted him, knowing he couldn’t say anything with the gag in his mouth.

	Gopal whined, looking pathetic and feeling very low indeed. Owiti, with his villain’s face and cruel streak a mile wide, came over and smacked Gopal on the head playfully. The Indian’s erection was visible in his shorts; and he felt his face flush. It was very humiliating. Gopal had been driven half-crazy watching his wife turned into a sex puppet. Her humping, thrusting, wiggling and cumming had inflamed him to no end. 

	His balls were aching as he stared at his wife’s pitilessly exposed crotch.  She was twitching from the current, her pussy was drooling like mad and as he gaped, her piss hole erupted again. Gopal groaned watching her getting close to another orgasm. When his wife began cumming and piss began jetted from her peehole, Gopal’s penis, now stiff as a board, began to twitch and throb too. 

	It was very humiliating being reduced to begging to jerk off as his wife was abused in front of him. Finally, Owiti took pity on Gopal, and took off the handcuffs. Gopal pulled down his shorts and begged Owiti to take the daisy off his penis so he could jerk off. He masturbated in front of the four men until he ejaculated with a moan. It was very shaming. Overall, Sunday afternoon had proven to be a huge hit with the guests.

	Monday Morning

	After the meal, the women were again paraded in the exhibition hall on the auction block. Owiti had them come fully dressed and then had each woman strip in turn until she was just wearing a pair of high heels. Ahmed bought Emily. He took her to his quarters and spent a fun time fucking her mouth and pussy. Harald purchased Liesel and amused himself in his hut using a pair of pliers on her nipples and clitoris before making her suck his cock. 

	He finished by sodomizing her in front of Hermann, who had to stand in the corner, keep his mouth shut and watch. Wearing his daisy, Hermann was in heaven or hell, depending on your perspective. He would have to wait until later that day for Ambala and Neema to let him relieve himself. It was pure agony…..

	Abdul and Akeem had Lisa all to themselves for several three hours in their quarters. The two Arabs made the slim pretty Asian wife lick their anuses and balls and suck their cocks for the longest time. Abdul had Akeem hold Lisa’s slim thighs against her titties and fucked her until she came. This made him very happy. And then Akeem fucked her too; and made his father proud by making Lisa cum also. 

	Abdul had Lisa lie on poor Bruce, using him as a “mattress”. The end result was that every the poor husband felt every hard thrust Akeem made with Lisa’s sweaty body on his. He was made, once again, to smell, hear and feel his wife’s sexing by another man…

	Claude paid for Amala and took Gopal as well to his hut to watch him degrade his wife. He used a big black vibrator on her making her squirt and then fucked her with it to very wet orgasm. Then he face-fucked her. Following this, he made Gopal eat her wet pussy and then baited him into trying to fuck his wife with the daisy on. It was impossible, of course. So, Claude mocked him and then fucked her himself with Gopal watching. Afterwards, Ambala and Neema took the four men to the latrine two-by-two and cuffed them to the walls. Each man was given three minutes to jerk off and relieve the ache in his balls.

	Monday Afternoon

	That afternoon after mid-day meal, Owiti held a special auction, it being the last day.

	Kibwe,” Owiti said to his number one man, “go get the donkey.”

	Kibwe went out and came back leading a fairly good sized, dark gray donkey by a rope attached to the animal’s neck. Now, Kenya is a farming country and donkeys are the main beast of burden. The cart pulled by a donkey is a mainstay in Kenya; one that can travel the rugged terrain. This animal had been bred though for a different purpose. When the men saw the donkey, they began clapping. The four wives, when they saw the donkey, covered their mouths with their hands. 

	Kibwe brought the donkey forward; and the beast’s cock dropped down- just a little at first. The hideous organ was black and then began to drop until it hung down and seemed like it would touch the ground. Lisa’s eyes went wide as she stared at it. Owiti stood center stage and announced to his guests and the assembled couples that this donkey had been trained to fuck a woman. 

	“Who will pay to see one of these women fucked by this animal,” he asked, pointing to the four women and then the donkey dramatically? 

	All five guests quickly raised their hands. They quickly ponied up the fee that Owiti demanded to see one of the women subjected to the “Ultimate Rape”. Owiti named his price and all agreed to split the bill.  The four women, who were again just wearing just bras and panties, looked at each other in horror. Emily came over and hugged Amala; the two women seeking comfort in each others arms at that moment. 

	“And now for the fun part. You all get to pick the donkey’s whore,” Owiti declared.

	He then had Matata pass out slips of paper. He asked the five guests to write the name of the woman they wanted to see defiled by the donkey. 

	“Don’t let your neighbor see who you picked,” he said grinning.

	Abdul wrote down Amala’s name. She had irked him by not cumming when he fucked her. Akeem wrote down Liesel’s name. He had really enjoyed defiling the German BBW. Harald, the Dutchman, was a big fan of bestiality and wanted to see the smallest women impaled on the donkey’s monstrous cock. So he wrote down Lisa’s name. Claude voted for Emily. 

	It was Ahmed who put Amala over the top. He had her that first night and now realized he hadn’t really gotten his money’s worth with her. He had come to see that she was an Indian “Auntie” slut. He felt she deserved to be fucked by an animal. The fact that she was lactating was another reason he chose the Indian wife and mother. So, Amala got two votes and that was all it took to seal her fate. She had been forced once to have sex with a dog, at Chief Inspector Munyambu’s hands three years before, but a donkey was something else again.

	Finally, it was time to let the animal fuck Amala. The guests were beside themselves with glee. It was worth every shilling to see this. Gopal began pacing, in shock. He never saw his wife fucked by the dog three years earlier, and was in a dither imagining his wife exposed to such an outrage. Neema came over and began razzing him. She reached down and rubbed his prick through his pants.

	“Don’t worry, little man, when you’re wife is getting the fucking of her life, I’ll take care of you,” she said seductively as she gave his prick a little squeeze.

	After the wild and crazy sex and torment of the last four days, as well as the machine rape she had endured Sunday afternoon, Amala was drained. Her eyes filled with tears and she sought out the other women for comfort. This really got Abdul going. He had paid for something special and now he was going to see it. He wanted to see Amala resist. Be the nice, proper wife who is forced to take a bestial cock. This was just what he wanted; and now he was going to get to see it.  

	“I hope she can take a cock this big,” Owiti wondered aloud, egging everybody on.

	Kibwe, with Matata to help, got the donkey turned around to face the “breeding bench”.  It was actually two benches. The top bench was round and padded. The bottom one was padded but flat. The contraption rested on four heavy legs. Owiti made Amala take off her panties and bra and lie face down on the bottom bench on her belly with her feet on the ground. 

	This position exposed her pussy nicely. With the bench positioned lengthwise, the five guests could see the curve of her big butt and her tits, her huge size 38E tits hanging down, each nipple already beaded with milk. Amala turned her face away. 

	Everyone would be watching her - enjoying her degradation and humiliation. She felt overwhelmed and wanted to hide. But, she knew she would be punished on the Wooden Donkey if she tried to refuse this ordeal. And in the end, they would make her do it anyway. The smell of donkey filled the place as Owiti laughed and joked with the Arabs who were very excited; and now that the show was soon to begin, they got ready. Jostling each other, they pulled up chairs so they could see, close-up, the donkey mount and fuck her.

	Amala lay there overwhelmed by the thought of what she was going to have to endure. She had become the ultimate female receptacle. This was the ultimate rape.  She lay there submissively, but sickened. She glanced at the faces that surrounded her. She saw looks of lust. The Arabs looked particularly gross. She looked at her husband who looked like he had been hit with a bolt of lightning. Then she looked back over her shoulder to see Kibwe getting the donkey into position and that the beast’s cock was now fairly long and stiff. 

	Juice trickled from the hole at the tip of the donkey’s cock. Kibwe dipped his fingers into a can of white cooking grease, came up with a big glob and smeared it all over Amala’s pussy lips and into her hole. She moaned as he worked it in. The grease contained the urine of an ovulating donkey mare. This guaranteed that the donkey would fuck the shit out of her. 

	The animal edged closer to her ass. It bent its head down so it could sniff her cunt. It put its nose against her wet pussy and got the scent of the mare mixed in with Amala’s hot smell. The beast reared its head high and, with its lip curled, let out a loud braying sound. 

	The Arabs began applauding. The scent excited the animal, and it began to snort and toss its head. The Arabs encouraged the donkey...cheering and clapping to urge the beast on. The animal smelled “mare”. When it caught the pheromones from the mare’s urine, the primitive smell receptors in the animal’s brain began racing. Its cock wagged this way and that – looking for all the world like it was made of black rubber. 

	When it got the scent of the mare’s urine Amala’s pussy juice, her sweat and her milk, its cock stiffened INSTANTLY. Now, it was fully erect, rigid as a pole and slapping its belly. Owiti grabbed Amala by her hair and made her look at it. She saw the animal’s cock slapping up and down against its belly. 

	“OH GOD,” was all she said as she took it in...

	Now fully erect, the donkey’s cock was as big around as a man’s wrist and as long as a woman’s forearm from fist to elbow.  This was going to be shoved into her cunt and Amala felt fear. This emotion added to the excitement as well as the shame she felt and propelled her to new depths of masochism.

	“OH….oh….oh….uh….oh…..Ohhhhhhhhh,” she kept mumbling as she stared at the animal’s huge cock. 

	Now that everything was ready, they got the donkey in position to mount her. Owiti told her to hold on to the bench with both hands and slapped her ass to get her up on her toes, with her back arched. This made her pussy gape open nicely. Her tits began dribbling milk too. Kibwe prodded the donkey and it reared up on its hind legs, lurched forward and lost its footing and came down on all fours. 

	Kibwe prodded it again and this time its upper body landed on the top bench with its forelegs on either side. The sound of its hooves on the ground as it danced around gave evidence of the beast’s size and power. The animal weighed at least 200 kilos (about 440lbs.).

	The donkey’s rear hooves were behind Amala’s feet, so with its front legs straddling the upper bench, it was ready to thrust its cock into a warm, wet hole. It was like it was getting ready to mount a mare. Its cock had stopped slapping against its belly as the donkey hunched forward trying to find the hole. Amala felt the cock head touch her pussy briefly and slide along her crack. The donkey kept trying to find her hole… humping ….trying to fuck.

	“OH… OH…OH,” she moaned in fear.

	The donkey continued to thrust forward. It got its cock at her hole finally - then the animal’s powerful hind quarters thrust forward and drove the cock IN. Amala groaned like someone had shoved a sword into her. Inside the hole now, the animal began fucking, pushing her forward. And while her hole had been opened, it had to stretch a lot to take the head which was a big as a small apple.

	“OHHHHHHHHHHHHH,” was all she said, when the big cock opened her.

	As it dilated her and the head slid inside her warm, greasy hole, Amala began groaning louder and louder. The stretching open of her vaginal sphincter was overwhelming.... The big cock head punched in deeper - touched her cervix and then plowed past. It went way in… stretching her hole fully. Amala felt an eye-watering combination of pain and pleasure.

	She tried to scoot forward again when she felt the donkey trying to force more into her, but there was nowhere else to go. There was so much cock and as it reached bottom of her hole, she cried out loud. The penetration was so deep she began shrieking. The Arabs, wildly excited now, began clapping and whistling.  Then the donkey pulled its cock half way out – only to ram it back in again. 

	It just slammed it back into her. It was hard to believe a woman could find room for a cock that big.  It was like having an arm, from the fist to the elbow, shoved into the hole. She felt like it was about to come out of her mouth. Everyone crowded closer to see how much of the huge cock was inside her.

	The donkey had erected to its full length and girth. All but about 10 centimeters of the 36 cm. (14”) cock was inside her. Amala had taken most of it.  She braced herself as the donkey, whinnying and snorting, pulled its cock out a bit and thrust it back in again. It went in easier as her greased, reddened hole was really opened up now. It went in again…past her cervix and deep....all the way to the bottom of her cunt – stretching the epicenter beyond anything she had experienced in the past.

	Amala groaned again like someone had punched her in the stomach. Everyone was awed by what they were seeing. The depth and girth of the penetration was totally beyond imagination. Her whole pelvis was being stretched out of shape.  The apple-sized cock head, now fully flared, filled the deepest recesses of her sexhole. The donkey, neighing, began to fuck her like a machine. Her husband stood close by with his mouth open watching the spectacle. Every time the beast humped her, she groaned like she was being stabbed.

	Amala cried out louder and louder each time the animal’s haunches thrust forward…forcing the embedded cock deeper into her. But then the beast would stop…pull back and its cock would slip out. The cycle, starting with its big dick waving around, would resume. The donkey would hump trying to find her hole – get it inside her hole again - and then fuck the shit out of her. The donkey brayed and whinnied, getting louder each time as it got closer to cumming.

	Her eyes kept rolling back in her head.  Her nipples, wet with her sweat, erect and dribbling milk, rubbed against the table with each powerful thrust. As the donkey drove in and out of her pussy, everyone knew that it wasn’t going to be too much longer before the animal would cum. You could see the animal’s big balls swaying back and forth in its hairy sack. Amala’s orgasm was building also. She grunted like someone had punched her hard in the stomach, every time the cock went in deep.  There was no part of her hole the animal’s cock had not touched or stretched.

	Owiti was very happy at seeing the Indian mother take the donkey’s dick. It was proving to be a great climax to the day’s fun and games. Everyone was smiling, grinning, joking and having fun. The other women looked on in awe and shock. It could have been them!

	The five guests were getting their money’s worth. They could see that Amala was taking a donkey’s big dick and getting ready to cum like the whore she was. Sweat poured off her. As the donkey pounded her, she had a stupendous orgasm and screamed like a madwoman. Like a sword had pierced her womb. Everyone looked on in wonder; it was a most unbelievable spectacle. Her tits and nipples provided more amusement because when she came - they became a milk-spraying carousel.

	Her response to her bestial rape was more than anyone could have hoped for.  She grunted like someone had punched her hard in the stomach, every time the cock went in deep. For father and son, the Arabs felt that this was a great bonding experience. ‘Women are whores’, went their thinking. ‘They all want a bigger dick. What better way to punish a whore than to make her take a donkey cock’? 

	An animal cock provided the maximum degradation you could inflict on a woman. Father and son had gotten erections; and so had Gopal, Harald, Ahmed, Roger and Bruce. Owiti stood by and felt his own stiff cock in his trousers. ‘Shit, he thought to himself, that’s hot’.

	The beast kept slamming its haunches in and out – in and out in a cruel, parody of human sex. One way to see how hard the donkey was fucking her - it rear hooves scooted forward, kicking up dirt with the force of its powerful thrusts. The animal was putting its whole weight into every thrust. Amala’s cries left no doubt that the big cock hurt when the animal slammed it into her. Her husband stood by in shocked silence. 

	He was dumbstruck by what he was seeing. This black man was making his wife do the worst sexual thing a woman could be compelled to do. The other three women looked on sympathetically, but horrified. ‘It could be me lying on that bench with that cock in me’, each woman said to herself.

	The donkey got closer to cumming, and by instinct, the animal shoved its cock in as deep as it could. It instinctively wanted to push the head all the way in, so the cock head could flare and  seal off her hole. The piss slit in the donkey’s cock head pressed right up against the epicenter now. The donkey was huffing and puffing and kept clomping its rear hooves noisily in the dirt to gain purchase, braying, whinnying and shoving its cock into her fast and hard.

	With its arm-sized member buried deep, the donkey filled her totally. Its tail flicked up and down in a random pattern. Amala was drooling like an animal too, and not knowing or caring. In truth, she was out of her mind. 

	Everyone watched – hypnotized. Amala wagged her head from side to side; sometimes she rested her face on the bench; other times she stared into space.  Her black hair was all over her face in sweaty strands as the donkey shoved its cock into her with 200 kilos of flesh and bone behind it. 

	The beast finally ejaculated, braying. When it came, it was like a hose had filled her with white slop. That soon overflowed her hole. The yellow-white cum shot out around the rubbery black shaft, pumping like a heartbeat. Each time the beast shoved in - hosing her more - the pressure would squirt cum out of her. The donkey’s ejaculation was so strong that cum sprayed out and splattered all over its balls. 

	Cum dripped from its nut sack as well drooling and dripping down the insides of Amala’s legs to the ground. The beast paused, her sex hole stretched tight around its cock-shaft. The penile contractions slowed and finally stopped as the last drop of cum dribbled into her stretched hole. Amala felt very full with the huge load of hot cum inside her. 

	Then at some point, she felt like the cockhead rotated inside her pussy. Since the huge cock was tight in her hole without any air gap, it created suction that pulled violently on her cervix and uterus. This in-and-out pulling made her cum again. It felt like her womb was being yanked out of her vagina. It was intensely unpleasant and pleasurable at the same time. And it made her have a huge uterine orgasm that went on and on; the sensations coursing down her legs and up into her belly all the way to her sternum. 

	Her tits began spraying milk when she came too. The breast on the side the audience faced - the milk was being expressed so forcefully it seemed to pissing milk out of a dozen tiny holes in the nipple. The milk sprayed from her other nipple in heartbeat gushes. It was unbelievable.

	After this, Amala and the donkey were both panting. The donkey tried to pull out. Amala grunted as the animal pulled again and its cock popped out. The donkey whinnied and shuddered – its cock shrinking as cum ran from her stretched hole. Kibwe leaned down close to her hole. You could see that she was very open now…and Kibwe mimed putting his hand in her stretched open vagina. The animal’s black cock hung down - dripping cum from the tip. 

	A huge gush of semen ran from her pussy and splattered on the ground as more ran down the insides of her legs. The Arabs began applauding.  The donkey got down off the bench. But the beast was not done. It still had lots of cum in its balls; so the show wasn’t over yet.  The donkey remounted her two more times; each time fucking the shit out of her.

	Finally its cock slipped out, the animal dismounted and it was OVER. Amala, exhausted, simply collapsed on the bench. She was sloppy from her pussy to her knees. Donkey cum dripped in a steady stream from her hole. She was a mess everywhere - her ass, her crotch and her legs. Her thick hairy mat of black pubic hair was plastered down - wet and sticky. Owiti ordered Gopal to his knees and Kibwe handed him a bowl to catch the slop that poured from his wife’s raw hole. 

	They made Amala drink it, and then lick the bowl clean. Emily was shaking, so was Lisa. It had been too extreme for any woman, they felt….After the show, the other three women were made to kneel and give blowjobs to any of the guests who wanted to relieve their excitement at what they had just witnessed. All five men were “on the boil” and came quickly. Even Owiti took his turn and held onto Lisa’s long black tresses as she sucked his cock to completion. 

	Monday Night

	That last night Owiti threw a candle-lit party. There was iced champagne and lots of food heaped on tables. And, after much merrymaking, all four women were lined up and made to bend over a table since Owiti had decided on a “going away” group picture. A long table with all four women all bent over them, and facing the camera, and Kibwe used white cooking fat to lube their anuses. With each woman having a well greased asshole, the happy guests queued up to get their pictures taken above the row of the women's faces.

	And then pictures were taken capturing all the expressions and emotions on the women’s faces as they were repeatedly sodomized by the five guests as a “going-away” present. Each woman got more than one cock rammed up her shitter. There was no doubt about it, Akeem would have some interesting digital shots to show his brothers and his father's harem when he went home.

	Then, the favored guards: Matata, Kibwe, Joseph and Jelani and two of the newer guards got to take their turns buggering the women. By the time they were done, all four women were in agony. Their husbands were lined up and their daisies were removed so they could jerk off, if they wanted to. They all did….

	Then Owiti got some even more interesting photos as he went down the line behind the women inspecting their bottoms. Ambala walked behind him, holding a tray of tampons that had been soaked in the juice of raw, hot peppers. Owiti inserted one into each woman, in the same orifice so recently used by his guests and the guards. 

	The frantic hopping about and grabbing their butt cheeks as well as the mad dash to the latrine afterwards had the onlookers laughing. Then the serious business of the night began . . . more iced champagne, poured liberally down the women’s gullets and used as douches and enemas before they were fucked one last time by the guests and guards. Even Owiti joined in….

	Tuesday Morning

	Couples, after showers and meals, were driven to the airport for their flights home. Gopal and Amala drove home…..Owiti counted the money and smiled. He had developed a very nice little business with his “sex camp”.
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	Gatamaiyo Forest Nature Preserve. This is where Abigail discovered the baby leopard tortoise. It was so cute, that when she saw it she had to have it. So, she picked it up and popped it in her purse. She didn’t even tell her brother, Heath, about it until much later. 

	Actually, back at the hotel, Heath saw some movement in her purse, jumped up and said, “hey, there’s something in your purse.”

	He reached for a shoe to beat to death whatever had snuck into his sister’s purse. But Abigail giggled and went over.... picked up the purse, to Heath’s shock and dismay, and pulled the cute tortoise out.

	“What the hell is that,” he asked?

	“Oh, I found her today, at the Nature Preserve,” Abigail said, giggling.

	“Her? That thing is probably a boy turtle,” he said.

	“Shows you what you know. A turtle lives around water. This is a tortoise.”

	“Anyway, it’s a dumb idea. Wait until Father finds out about it. You’re going to get in trouble. You can’t go picking up any of the wildlife here.”

	“OH, Heath, you’re such a killjoy. Who’s going to miss a cute little girl tortoise anyway?”

	Abigail was no longer a child. At 16, she was a well-built younger version of her mother. She was, however, a willful child and compared to Heath, she gave her father, Clifford, and her mother, Margaret, plenty of worry.

	The family’s vacation in Kenya had gone smoothly. Over 10 days they traveled to Mombasa, Nairobi and went as far as Kisumu on Lake Victoria. They visited Mt. Kenya National Park and got to see a lot of wildlife. Along the way, Heath managed to score a piece of rhino horn, to show his mates back in Portsmouth. And from a street seller, Mum had bought some sandalwood. So, when they went through customs on the way home, they ran into trouble. All three items were prohibited. The soon met Senior Customs Official, Howard Owiti. (Readers will want to read Kenyan Customs Nightmare and Sex Slaves of Kenya by Shabbadew2002 to learn more about Owiti and his scams.)

	One of the customs people began to suspect something from the way Abigail was walking. A female officer took her into a room and that’s when the leopard tortoise was discovered under the teen’s skirt. And Margaret’s sandalwood and Heath’s rhino horn were soon uncovered as well. 

	Cavity Search

	The family was then taken one-by-one into an examination room and subjected to a through search. Girls first and then the boys in a small, hot, airless room. This was done by two female guards. First, they made mother and daughter strip in front of each other. As the two removed an article of clothing, they had to hand it to a guard, who then examined the garment. The older, heavyset guard, named Ambala, wore a pair of latex gloves. She ordered them, sweating and blushing to bend over and rest their upper bodies on the table.

	“Spread your legs open wide,” she said to them. “Wider.”

	Both mother and daughter shuffled their feet to comply. They exchanged glances and a look of mutual embarrassment passed between them. Ambala loved the opportunity to humiliate mzungus (whites). She knew how to do it in a way that made both men and women experience shame. Often she was able to sexually her victims during the exam. Having these two white women bent over a table with their pussies and assholes shamefully exposed was deeply satisfying for her.

	Ambala turned her attention to Margaret, who groaned now that she was facing the ordeal. She worked one and then two fingers into the 38 year old mother’s pussy - rummaging around and pressing on her G-spot. All of this was ostensibly an exam to see if she was hiding “contraband”. She soon had Margaret moaning. Finally, Ambala lubricated the Englishwoman’s anus with a fresh dab of ointment and worked a finger into her rectum. She worked it this way and that and soon made Margaret pant, squirm and groan with the intrusion. Finally, she pulled her finger out. 

	Neema, the other guard, was actually Ambala’s daughter. She pulled on pair of gloves.... lubricated two fingers....and went to work on Abigail. She quickly discovered the girl had no hymen. The 16 year old teen wasn’t a virgin. She penetrated her and twisted her finger this way and that and then forced two fingers in deeper to examine the girl’s vagina thoroughly. Abigail whimpered as this was a very humiliating. When Neema had plumbed her depths and then pressed on her G-Spot, Abigail began to pant and then squeal as a burst of urine spurted from her urethra.

	Abigail went, “Oh…oh…oh…OH..OH..OHHHHHHH,” as the pressure on her bladder became too great. 

	Then Neema fingered the teen in her shithole. By the time she was done, Abigail was near tears. It had been an appalling experience for both women. They were allowed to dress and when they came out of the room, both husband and son, seeing their faces, went pale as they contemplated having to undergo the same degrading experience. 

	Once he and his son were inside the exam room, 42 year old Clifford protested being forced to strip in front of the two women and his son, but discovered he had no choice. Heath also found it extremely demeaning to have to take his clothes off as well. Both father and son, when they were naked, put their hands over their cocks - trying for some dignity. Ambala told them to lean on the table and bend over. 

	When they were both in position, she told Clifford, “Pull your cheeks apart.”

	Humiliated, he had to do as he was told. She then began to lubricate his anus. He felt his asshole clench involuntarily when she began to rub ointment all over his anus. Then he groaned as she wormed her index finger into his hole, stretching first the outer sphincter.... and then the inner ring of muscle. He grunted at each violation. He lowered his face so that he was cradling it between his upper arms. In truth, he wanted to hide.

	Heath was looking away, but as Neema began to penetrate his asshole, found himself turned into a “hand puppet” too. Neema, who was 21 and cute, had a field day examining her teenage victim. The boy began to groan softly as she worked her finger deeper into his rectum. When she found his prostate, she pressed and rubbed the walnut sized organ. She turned to Ambala and murmured something, in Swahili, that while she wasn’t finding any contraband, she’d discovered he had a sensitive prostate gland.

	As she palpated it, Heath began to groan. He was deeply shamed by the whole scene and realized, much to his horror, that his prick was starting to react. He tried to will himself not to feel anything, but try as he might, he couldn’t do it. He snuck a peek between his legs to see his prick stiffening, much to his humiliation. ‘Oh shit,’ he thought to himself, ‘please don’t get a ‘woodie’ now.’ His prick began to throb and twitch - growing stiffer. Soon, a drop of pre-cum appeared at the tip, shaming him even more. Both women now instructed the men to stand up, turn around and put their hands behind their heads.

	17 year old Heath wanted to die, he was so ashamed. He knew that his prick would be on full display, but he had no choice. 

	“Put your hands behind your head, please,” Neema ordered him.

	Both women proceeded to take father and son’s pricks in hand and pushed back their foreskins to examine under their prepuces for contraband. Ambala told the men what they were doing, but it didn’t make it any easier for them. 

	Now that they were done, Ambala turned to Clifford and said, “OK, you’re both ‘clean’. You may get dressed.” 

	After this ordeal, Clifford and Margaret Bennett found themselves in front of Senior Customs official, Howard Otitis, in his small office.

	“I’m going to have to report the theft of the tortoise to the Kenyan Wildlife Service,” he said looking gravely.

	“Is that serious,” asked Clifford. He was slim man with a receding hairline and glasses. He looked serious and thoughtful. As the general manager of the Cascades Shopping Centre in Portsmouth, England, he was used to being able to deal with problems.

	“They may even have to notify Interpol,” Owiti added. “Smuggling wildlife out of Kenya is a serious offense. And the rhino horn….well you know how few of these creatures there are left in the wild. The sandalwood is also on the restricted list, but this is not as serious. Unfortunately, you and your family could be facing arrest. I can notify the British Consulate. You will need to hire a local attorney to represent you.”

	The couple came to the realization that they had stumbled into a hornet’s nest. After this interview, they were shuttled from one office to another and after four hours, they were all fairly well frazzled when they were unceremoniously dumped back into a big, empty holding area. A somewhat brusque representative from the British Embassy, wearing a rumpled suit, showed up and made the couple more nervous. He told them that these cases can be “sticky” and that he would recommend an attorney. 

	“When can we go home,” Clifford asked him?

	“Well, it’s not clear at this point. It all depends on how the government decides to look at your situation. Sometimes these things can get worked out fairly easily and well….other times, the Kenyan government takes a harder approach. It all depends on how many scandals are in the papers…That sort of thing. If they want to come off looking like they’re cracking down on foreigners….then a situation like yours might be dealt with more harshly. It all depends…”

	He was not very encouraging. And in the meantime, there was discussion about whether or not they would be turned over to the local police in Nairobi. The family, now all realizing the stewpot they were in began to hurl about recriminations. Clifford lost his temper at one point and berated Abigail for her thoughtlessness in absconding with the tortoise. But he didn’t confine his anger to his daughter. Both his wife and son came in for their share of recriminations about their foolishness too.

	And, then, embarrassed, Clifford apologized after Abigail began sniffling. She was upset by her father’s outburst. She was closer to her Mum, and she and her father had often come to angry words and hard feelings over her rebellious ways. 

	The Bribe

	Clifford moved over the far side of the room to think everything over. Owiti had dropped some hints that there might be a way for the them to avoid being enmeshed in the Kenyan legal system. So, Clifford, in reviewing this, decided to approach the Senior Customs Official. He asked the guard outside the door to see Owiti again. The Senior Customs Official again met with him in his office. He had his number one man, officer Kibwe, with him.

	“You wanted to see me,” Owiti began?

	“Yes…hmmm…..I….uh…..well….I wanted to see if there was anything I could do to “expedite” this situation.”

	“I see. Well, you’ve met with a representative from your embassy. What did he advise you to do.”

	“Well, he said he would recommend an attorney.”

	“Well, that seems to be it,” Owiti said.

	“Well, I had the impression that you could be of help.”

	“In what way?”

	“Well, if you could see to it that ….you know….perhaps the evidence or the paperwork ….you know…sort of disappeared…well…”

	“Are you offering me something…. if such a thing were possible?”

	“Well….yes.”

	“How much are you offering?”

	“Oh…say…100,000 Kenyan shillings?”

	“I see. Officer Kibwe, note that Mr. Bennett is offering me a bribe of 100,000 shillings to help him avoid the legal consequences of his family’s actions. Mr. Bennett, let me advise you that I have been recording this conversation as well.”

	With that, he lifted a paper off his desk to reveal a small portable tape recorder - its little wheels spinning and recording everything.

	“Adding bribery to your problems was not a good idea, Mr. Bennett.”

	As Kibwe escorted Clifford out of the office, the poor man felt pangs of anxiety in his chest. He had blundered. He was led back to the holding area where his wife and family waited. They would sit there another hour, sweating with the children asking too many questions that the couple couldn’t answer. Ostensibly, they were waiting to see if the Nairobi police would be arriving to take them to the central jail. And then, Kibwe came in and took Margaret aside. 

	“In a few minutes, ask to go to the Ladies room,” is all he said.

	When she emerged in the hallway, he took her to see Owiti.

	“How cooperative are you willing to be, Mrs. Bennett,” he asked?

	Margaret eyed him carefully. Apparently, something was “up”….the question was: where was this man leading her?

	“I would be willing to do anything reasonable…..”

	“You’ll have to suck some cock.”

	“Oh….OH. When?”

	“Right now.”

	“Do I have your word that my family will be released? And there’ll be no repercussions?”

	“If you cooperate; and do everything I tell you. Yes.”

	Margaret took a deep breath and said, “Uh……OK…ok…..I’ll do it. I’ll do it, if it means we can go home.”

	Owiti took her to the men’s room and locked the door. He began feeling her up. He grabbed and squeezed her tits and then thrust his hand up under her skirt to grope her crotch and ass. Getting more excited, he unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock and balls. She stared at his thick black cock.  His hard penis began to rear up from the kinky black hair at his groin. He stroked the shaft, rolling the foreskin back so the glans showed shiny and red. 

	He grinned as he enjoyed displaying his hard, hot dick to her. Margaret was somewhat intimidated by his cock....his black maleness. She had never seen a black dick before. She noted the organ’s size; it was longer and thicker than her husband’s. He grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head around, establishing his control. Then he pushed her down to her knees to kneel on the hard, dirty tiled floor. He began rubbing the head of his cock all over Margaret’s face. 

	Then, upping the degradation, he forced her mouth open, yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth. He got her mouth engulfing his dick. As he got it going in and out of her mouth, the sound of a key could be heard at the door. She tried to see who or what it was, but Owiti, still holding onto her hair, made sure she kept her concentration on his cock. The door opened and it was Kibwe. He came in grinning and Owiti nodded to him and said something in Swahili. He took out his longer, but slimmer cock and stroked it. He watched and his erection grew at what Margaret was being forced to do. 

	And when Owiti made her run her flattened tongue down the length of his dick over its veiny surface, getting it wet and harder, he winked at Kibwe who chuckled at the sluttish thing the white mother was being made to do. Soon Owiti had his dick all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby….

	At first she couldn’t take too much of his cock into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, she wanted him to please him so he wouldn’t hurt her. But when his cock touched the back of her throat, Margaret couldn’t help herself and gagged. Then, still holding her by the hair in one hand and guiding his cock with other, he made her take more of it. Margaret was now drooling…...and it dripped down to wet her blouse. Soon, he was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her. He mouth fucked her and then gave her a breather. 

	But, when she slowed down and wasn’t so “enthusiastic” he growled at her, “Suck it, cow.”

	With her hot mouth taking it all, it reached its full erect size, and not gagging and retching became the challenge for her. He forced it to the opening to her throat - past the back of her tongue - and this made her gag over again and again. She began coughing and he took it out to let her get a breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose running and her mouth salivating like mad, she was becoming a sloppy mess. He let her catch her breath and then he yanked her head around a little and forced it in again. 

	When she sucked him expertly, he praised her. When she displeased him, he took his dick out of her mouth and slapped her face with it. It was very humiliating.....When he went slowly, she only gagged a little. But when he began reaming her faster and deeper, she drooled and gagged, coughed and sputtered. Her throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his dick touch the back of her tongue. She struggled to control her gag reflex, but it was very hard. 

	He grabbed her head in both hands. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Margaret began to feel that she was going to suffocate. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. The saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth dribbled and ran over her lips and down her chin. Soon, there was a big wet spot on her blouse. He thrust his hips forward, groaned and ejaculated. He held her head steady and made her swallow his load. She coughed when it was over and it was a very sloppy cough. 

	Kibwe then got his turn with her. He used his dick to tease her lips. He made sure to smear his pre-cum on her lips. Then, he put it in her mouth. He came very quickly and when he was done spurting hotly and wetly into her mouth, he let her spit the semen and her saliva into her hand. He used the head of his dick to wipe some of it up. Then he presented it to her. Margaret dutifully licked it all up. He did this three times, making her swallow all the semen she’d spit out.

	Then Owiti let her up and let her get cleaned up. After this, Kibwe took her back to where her family was waiting. She made sure to act like nothing had happened. Then Kibwe told Clifford that somebody from KWI, the Kenyan Wildlife Service, had shown up to interview Abigail. Actually, this was a lie. Owiti wanted to exploit the teen; and this was just a pretext. 

	Abigail’s Ordeal

	Kibwe brought Abigail to Owiti in his office. He told her that she was the main reason why her family was in trouble. That poaching a Leopard Tortoise was a very serious crime in Kenya. She tried to say something about how it was just a baby and she meant no harm, but he held up his hand to silence her. Kibwe pulled up an article online about how Kenya’s wildlife was being exploited by foreigners – and Owiti made her read it. He was trying to make her feel guilty. She was just a stupid, soft hormone pumpkin of a girl and he used his experience and the sheer weight of the situation to fuck with her mind.

	The issue of the tortoise had been brought home to her. He made her see that she had done a bad thing. When this began, she couldn’t imagine that taking a cute baby tortoise could be a problem – and certainly not a crime. But the last few hours had its effect on the pretty teen. She was trembling when Owiti told her what could happen to her and her family. He laid it on pretty thick. Then he played the tape of her father trying to bribe Owiti.

	“He was trying to save you and your family. And he got into more trouble by doing that. Don’t you think it’s time for you to do something?”

	“What…what…what can I do,” Abigail pleaded, tears coming to her eyes.

	Owiti eyeballed her now. She was of average height, but well-built. She had her mother’s wide hips and full ass and her tits filled her “C” cup bra to near overflowing. She was blonde, sweet with pretty pink lips and blue eyes. In short, she was a little doll. Owiti was salivating at the prospect of fucking her. Every time she tried to backtrack and say she didn’t mean any harm, Owiti reminded her that this was an admission of guilt. His plan was to soften her up, break her down and then molest her. 

	He leaned in close to her and when she tried to excuse what she did, Owiti pounced on her – trapping her with her own words. She had begun to tremble and her eyes kept filling with tears. By the time Owiti told her write out a confession on paper, Abigail was an emotional wreck. She would have done anything at that point. 

	The Chief Senior Customs Official made her write a two-paragraph confession in her own handwriting and then said to her, “I have a way for you to get yourself and your family out of trouble. Will you do what I say?”

	“Yes Sir….yes….yes sir, I will,” Abigail said tearfully.

	“Well, you’ve been a “bad girl”,” Owiti said. “Now, you have to do what all bad girls do. Do you understand?”

	Abigail sat in a wooden chair, facing his desk. As he said this, he and Kibwe came over and got on either side of her. Abigail, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, looking angelic and sweet in sandals, a blue, patterned short-sleeved cotton blouse and a short skirt, squirmed as they got closer to her. She was holding the pad and pencil Kibwe had given her and sniffling.  She had started to figure out what they wanted...

	“My parents won’t know what happens… right,” she asked with a tremor in her voice?

	“No.”

	Abigail began whimpering as she considered what she was being forced to do.

	“You just be a bad girl - and we’ll let you go,” he said to her.

	Abigail looked up at Howard Owiti. Twenty-four years older, he projected authority. He smiled at her and then he ran his finger over her lips in an obscene way. Soon, he was forcing open her mouth and went from inserting one finger to working two fingers into her mouth - spreading open her lips. He had his fingers against her cheeks and then took hold of her tongue pulling the wet, pink organ out of her mouth. It was obscene what he was doing to her. It was like he was getting ready to finger-fuck her mouth.

	As Kibwe watched, Owiti pried open her mouth and shoved his fingers in....Abigail rolled her head this way and that, but he was relentless and kept up the invasion of her mouth. Penetrating her with his fingers....he raped her mouth. Finally, he turned to her tits. He grabbed and began mauling them. He swung around and got behind her and pulled her back in her chair. Then, Kibwe began unbuttoning her blouse. 

	She whimpered, making soft sounds in her throat as they had their way with her. Owiti held her by her chin with one hand and with the other he rubbed and squeezed her full titties and pinched her rosy pink nipples. She was wearing a cute sports bra and he worked his hand underneath to rub and diddle her nipples. Then he got both hands underneath her bra. 

	Abigail kept her eyes closed and her face turned to one side as he touched her all over, grabbing and squeezing her plump tits. Then he reached down and grabbed the bottom of her bra in both hands and yanked it up.....pulling the garment up towards her neck. This exposed her tits fully. 

	They were as big as apples, creamy white and capped with strawberry-colored areolas and nipples. Abigail began to pant, as Owiti rolled, squeezed and hefted them in his hands. She had begun to look down at what he was doing to her and moaning softly. It was when he began bouncing her tits up and down in his hands that she started moaning at his obscene play.

	In response, Owiti pulled her closer to him and reached down to yank her skirt up and grab her thighs. He simultaneously pulled her legs up and shoved her hips closer to the edge of the chair. This exposed her crotch to Kibwe who stared at her panty-covered “camel-toe”. She was wearing pink panties with a cute pattern of hearts and flowers. Owiti made her put her feet on the edge of the chair and ran his finger down between her legs to stroke the folds of her pussy outlined in the crotch of her panties. 

	After playing with her this way for awhile, he grabbed her panties and pulled them tight in her crack, giving her a frontal wedgie. When Owiti pulled the material tighter Kibwe could now see her pubic hair. With the material wedged between her outer labia Owiti yanked the material left and right so it rubbed her sensitive inner labia as well as her clitoris. At the same time, he worked his finger back into into her mouth.

	He was violating her a little bit at a time. Then with one hand on the crown of her head holding her steady, he got a finger underneath the leg band of her panties to rub her labia and explore her vagina. Abigail again began moaning softly. He took his finger out and it was wet up to the second knuckle. He brought it to her mouth and shoved it in, making her taste her own feminine secretions. 

	Following this he pounced, like a cat, and made her turn around to kneel on the chair with her elbows and upper body on the desk. He flipped up her skirt to expose her panties. He pushed her thighs together and then began giving her humiliating open handed slaps on her buttocks. Like she was a “bad girl” and needed a spanking. Abigail moaned and wiggled her ass as Owiti gave her harder smacks.

	He pulled her right hand behind her and held it by the small of her back. He next pulled her panties tight in her crack again, displaying her full butt cheeks. Abigail had a lovely ass. Next, he pulled her panties down to her knees, exposing her ass completely. He pulled her cheeks apart to reveal her pussy and asshole. 

	She had a pretty patch of pubic hair between her legs with full pink labia and a tight pinkish-brown anus nesting in a slightly darker grove. He pushed and pulled her cheeks – open and closed - treating her like a puppet. Next, he worked a finger into her hole and wormed it around – making soft squelching sounds. 

	Then he withdrew his index finger and worked his second and third fingers into her tight wet channel. With his palm down and his index and pinky splayed out on the inner surface of her butt cheeks, he rotated them, feeling around inside her buttery depths for her G-spot and the urethral sponge. 

	When he found what he was looking for, he began to rub the area vigorously. As he found a rhythm and massaged the bumpy patch harder and harder, Abigail began moaning. Then, she began a keening wail as she began spurting juice. She ejaculated like a whore. Owiti’s fingers, wrist, and Abigail’s pussy and inner thighs all got very wet. He had made her have a very wet cum. 

	Owiti pulled out of her pussy and brought his wet fingers over to her face. He displayed them to her and then made her lick them. It was very humiliating. Abigail tried to slump down into a fetal position on the chair, but the seat was too small for her to do this and Owiti had already grabbed her by the right arm and pulled her up into a sitting position. He then grabbed her by the hair and pulled her forward so that her face was right up against his crotch.

	He rubbed her face all over his bulge as she whimpered. Unconsciously she opened her mouth and put her lips up against the bulge. She squirmed on the seat, but then sat riveted as Owiti unbuckled his belt, unzipped his trousers and pulled everything down to flaunt his cock and balls.

	She looked at his package. He was twenty-four years older and black. And she had never had anything to do with a man like that. He made her hold his black cock. And it was already very hard and sizable in length and thickness. He took her hand and jerked it back and forth. This retracted his foreskin and Abigail couldn’t stop staring at the reddish head as it was exposed. Then he told her to put her hand on his balls. She did so but he had to take her hand and show her what he wanted her to do: tickle his ball sack and jerk him off. 

	He had to keep taking her by the hand to get her to do it. She kept her head down and stared right at his cock with a fearful look in her eyes. Then taking a hold of her by her ponytail he pushed her face on his cock. He pulled her this way and that, all the while telling her to keep her mouth open, so he could work her mouth on his cock. Following this, he let go of her, but told her to kiss and lick him THERE. She looked up at him and brushing back tendrils of her hair that were obscuring her face, she looked over at Kibwe. His face seemed to say, ‘that’s how you have to behave bad girl. Now, do what you’re told and everything will be OK.’ 

	Abigail hesitated just a little and that’s when Owiti grabbed her by the ponytail again, but this time not as rough and said to her, “now get busy and use your tongue. Lick and kiss it.....understand?”

	Abigail looked up and nodded and then went to work doing his bidding. She began licking all around the corona with the tip of her tongue daintily. Owiti let her do that for a moment and then got his two hands on her head and roughly rubbed her mouth all over his ball sack and cock. She was being too tentative and cautious and Owiti got impatient. He yanked her head around a bit holding onto her ponytail. 

	Abigail’s brow furrowed when she heard what he wanted next.  He shook her head like she was a disobedient child and commanded her to open her mouth. She had no choice. His cock had a big mushroom head. It was reddish in color and contrasted sharply with the black shaft. He let her get used to it for a moment and then using her ponytail, as a handle, he made her take it deep. He did that and then pulled her off it and then jerked her back on it. 

	He got it in so deep that she gagged and began making retching sounds. She was struggling not to throw up. He did this several times; each time it was hard for her. She gasped and strained to keep up with the thick flow of saliva her mouth was producing. Her lips and chin were now very wet. Every time he pulled out, his cock was connected to her mouth with strings of her saliva. As he went in deeper and reached the entrance to her throat, her mouth defensively produced torrents of saliva to protect her. Her nose had started to run and her eyes were wet too as he pulled and pushed her back and forth like a doll.

	“Stay down on it, girl,” he barked at her.

	She grimaced and labored to say something to appease him. But he wanted to humiliate and degrade her.  When he got it in her mouth again he pushed her down on it and then using her hair jerked her back and forth. Abigail began making the nastiest sounds as she gagged and heaved at the invasion of her mouth. When he’d gotten a good rhythm going again, he grasped her head with both hands and humped his hips forward. 

	The saliva began running down the corners of her mouth in thick strands to drip onto the floor. Then he just held her head steady and Abigail’s whole body began to buck as she desperately fought her gag reflex. She had her hands on his thighs and she was clenching and unclenching them....and then beating softly on his legs as she struggled not to throw up.

	“You stay down on it,” he snapped at her again.

	When he let her go, she pulled back to get his cock out of her mouth and gasped for breath. A river of thick saliva spilled from her mouth and one thick, nasty strand still connected her mouth to his cock. She looked up at him with tears running down her right cheek.....

	“I’ll….I’ll do it…. good,” she promised.

	When he put his hands back on her head she looked at his cock weary and reluctant - then opened her mouth for the next assault. She sucked up the strand of saliva - following it until she came to the reddish cock head. Then she took him in. This time it was easier.....she was getting used to having something big in her mouth. 

	Lubricated by all the saliva, Owiti began to work his cock in and out.....in and out....methodically....not too fast and not too slow. He was using her mouth like it was her pussy and Abigail was getting a sex lesson in how to take a big cock. Tears ran down her cheeks, saliva drooled and the sound of her gulping and swallowing dominated the moment. There was a buildup of her saliva on his testicles and as he face-fucked her it dripped down to her lap. 

	Owiti began to go faster and faster and Abigail had her eyes closed, her pretty features screwed into a scowl, with her open palms resting on his thighs. His hips did a little jig as he began ejaculating. Semen squirted out the right side of her mouth as her tongue worked on the underside of the shaft. Owiti pulled his cock slowly from her warm, wet mouth. 

	She choked and heaved – there was so much semen. It tasted warm and salty sweet, but there was so much that it was a bit gross. When she looked up at him, Owiti told her to swallow. She did it. She was panting and her mouth was still drooling afterwards. Her blouse was still open, her bra was pulled up to her neck and her panties were down around her ankles.

	That’s when Kibwe came over and praised her. She looked up at him imploringly as if to say, ‘I did what you wanted, can I go home now’? His answer, still smiling at her, was to help Owiti take off all her clothes. They stripped her naked and got her up on the desk. Owiti held her by her shoulder and head and stuck his finger in her mouth again. Kibwe pushed her thighs up to her breasts and began finger fucking her. When he got her nice and juicy, he worked his second and third fingers into her and, palm up, began searching for her G-spot. When he found it he worked it hard until he made her spurt again wetting the desk. 

	When Abigail saw another man enter the room, she began struggling and Owiti and Kibwe wrestled her into submission. It was another guard, Matata. He was younger than Kibwe and number two man on the squad. Owiti changed places and Kibwe got by her face, took his hard cock out and worked his fingers into her mouth to pry it open so he could get his black dick in. Kibwe dropped his trousers and shorts and rubbed the tip of his cock all over her face as Owiti played with her clitoris to get her worked up. Matata came over and held her head so Kibwe could get a good blowjob. 

	Owiti barked at her to suck Kibwe’s dick good. He told her to lick it from his ball sack to the tip. She did it until his package was shiny with her saliva. Kibwe got very hot having this 16 year old white doll servicing him. He got his dick in her mouth and thrust it in and out, alternating it with wriggling his hips. Soon, Abigail’s near virginal mouth with her sweet pink lips had swallowed his full length. Owiti was holding her head by her ponytail and helping Kibwe fuck her mouth. Matata had begun rubbing her pussy, squeezing her breasts and pinching her rosy-pink nipples.

	Kibwe came in Abigail’s mouth as Owiti held her head so that she swallowed everything. Kibwe let out a satisfied groan as he emptied his balls in the white teen’s mouth. Following this, Owiti got her positioned so he could fuck her as Matata got her sucking his cock. They bent her over with her hands on her knees. Owiti got behind her and Matata took a position in front of her. The two men enjoyed Abigail’s “hospitality” top and bottom. Kibwe pinched her nipples to add to the sensations overwhelming her. 

	She began moaning when Matata worked his cock in and out and then hosed, so much that she choked and gagged. When Owiti was ready to cum, he pulled out and got in her face.  Poor Abigail had to take another heavy load in her mouth. She had just swallowed Matata’s slippery load when she had to swallow Owiti’s ejaculation. Following this, Kibwe got two fingers into Abigail’s open vagina. He began finger banging her; and made her spurt one last time. He shoved his wet fingers at her face and rubbed them all over her lips - eventually making her suck them clean.

	Abigail was exhausted by what they had done to her and sank to her knees. Owiti and Kibwe pulled her to her feet and dumped her in the chair as the Chief Senior Customs Official adjusted his trousers and belt. He said something to the two men, who nodded and then left. Abigail sat there, sweaty and flushed. 

	She asked, “can I go now?”

	“Hmmmm......I may have one more thing. If you it, you’ll be able to go,” he said sounding reasonable. “You can go back to your family now. Get yourself together.”

	Abigail got herself cleaned up in the ladies room. Then Kibwe took her back to the holding area. When Margaret saw Abigail, she came over and threw an arm around her. She asked if everything was alright and Abigail, quickly said, ‘yes, they just wanted me to say how I found the tortoise’. But Margaret was left with the feeling that Owiti had molested her daughter. She suspected the worst…..

	Conditions in the holding room were not good. They had water, but no food and had to ask to use the restroom if nature called. There was nothing to do but try to nap on the hard benches or just sit there and wait. An hour later, the family was driven in a lorry by Kibwe, and a young guard named Joseph, to a Quonset hut just outside the airport. They were given something to eat and there was a restroom, a table and chairs, some old magazines, a beat-up old divan and a small battered TV set. 

	Clifford asked what was happening and Kibwe told him that, “I know the Senior Customs Official is working on your case. I am hopeful; you should be too.” 

	Margaret’s Gang Rape

	Under the pretext that Margaret needed to sign a paper that would absolve her of any malfeasance in possessing the sandalwood, Kibwe took Margaret with him when he left.  Margaret, when she got back to the airport, was taken to a small storeroom. Inside, one bare light bulb illuminated a table and chairs and a cot covered with a dirty mattress. And, at that moment four men showed up: Howard Owiti, Matata and two young guards, Jelani and Joseph. Margaret took one look at them and knew what she was going to be made to do. Owiti wasted no time… 

	“Take off your clothes, cow,” he ordered her.

	When Margaret was slow to respond, he barked at her “Get them off, cow.”

	Margaret took off her blouse, her skirt and her bra. Then slowly she reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini panties and pulled them down. Naked, she didn’t know what to do with her hands. She kept opening, closing them and then wringing them. Now that her tits were on display, they could see she had big, full hangers with large brown areoles and nipples. She was a buxom woman…

	“Bend over the table and spread your legs,” Owiti said to her.

	Humiliated, she shuffled over to the table. She bent over and lay down - her pussy fully exposed in this position. Margaret had a hairy cunt with plump labia and a big brown, tight “starfish” of an asshole nestled in her crack. Her full, fat buttocks were snow white, but the crevice between her cheeks was darker.

	Then, the men dropped their trousers to reveal five large black uncircumcised dicks. Margaret looked at their cocks as each was revealed. The men were mostly hard and rough with shiny black skin. Matata’s skin was almost blue-black. She bit her lip as she saw what she was going to have to take in her pussy.

	Already their dicks were starting to stiffen. Matata’s was already pointing towards the ceiling. To Margaret they looked like big, black truncheons. She licked her lips nervously. Owiti came over and grabbed and squeezed her tits; and pushed her thighs further apart to play with her sex. The others could soon see her wet labia, glistening as he worked two fingers in her sexhole. 

	He rooted around, exploring the size and feel of her hole. When he pulled his fingers out, they were connected to Margaret’s sex hole by long thick strings of vaginal mucus. It was obvious she wasn’t going to need any lubrication. He jammed his fingers back in and finger-fucked her steadily.

	‘Please….Please….OH GOD…please….don’t let me cum. PLEASE’, Margaret prayed silently to herself. She was sickened and yet aroused by the feeling of being surrounded by so many rough, virile, aggressive black men. It had a locker room feel to it and it was repugnant as well as arousing to her. She hated herself for feeling anything, but was helpless to control her own body.

	Owiti took the first turn with her. He bent her over with her elbows on the table and her head between her hands. Her piss flaps glistened wetly in the overhead light partly hidden by the thick mat of dark brown pubic hair guarding her nest. Owiti got his cock in deep and he took his time to work her cunt. Margaret’s moans were keyed to what he did to her with his cock. When he forced it in deep and slow, she groaned. When he pounded her fast and hard, she began to moan and squeal; it was obvious she was getting hot.

	Owiti came in Margaret’s pussy and when his pulled his cock out, he pinched her labia to trap his load. Margaret was sweating and panting. Then she put her knuckle up to her mouth to bite on it aimlessly. She seemed to be in another world. In truth, she was wrestling with her feelings when he brought his slimy cock around to her face. The rough way he used her was not something she was used to, but nevertheless she found it stirred her senses and emotions.

	“Clean it,” he said to her simply.

	She was blown away that he would make her use her mouth to clean his cock and balls of all traces of sweat, semen and her vaginal secretions – AFTER HE’D FUCKED HER. She had never had a man treat her like THAT! Like a whore. She found the feelings it aroused: disturbing and unsettling. Then Kibwe started in on her.  While Owiti had her cleaning his cock, Kibwe moved between her legs and took his turn. He was soon rutting away like an animal. 

	When he finished fucking her and dumping his load in her cunt he stood in front of her face to have his cock and balls cleaned. He had scooped out some of his and Owiti’s cum with his fingers. He grabbed Margaret by the hair, like she was a disobedient child and made her open her mouth. Then he wiped the cum on her tongue and suck his fingers clean. 

	Margaret began whimpering and moaning at being treated like a whore. Matata then stepped up to take his turn with her. He got his cock into her pussy with no fuss and pounded away. She struggled not to cum, but she was getting close. He fucked her real good, but didn’t cum. Then he grunted and roared as he ejaculated in her hot pussy. 

	Before she had to clean his cock Margaret looked back and another black man was standing behind her ass - a very tall Maasi warrior type - who sported a long weapon of a cock. This was Jelani. After him came young Joseph…. Both men were very young and both came quickly.

	After these young men, 15 years or more her junior, had inseminated her, she heard the door open and watched four new men pour in. They were wearing overalls and were full of high spirits, laughing and slapping palms. They were maintenance workers and friends of Owiti’s. They came in and crowded around Margaret, now dripping, sweaty and exposed with her pussy and ass on display. The taunted her with what they were going to do to her.

	And soon, they dropped their trousers. The sound of their zippers opening was a very distressful sound for Margaret. To think that each and every one of them was going to fuck her blew her mind. She had never been used this way. But she had fantasized about it….(like so many women do…....)

	Over and over Margaret had to take one cock after another in her fertile vagina. Soon, Margaret was “fuck happy”. Margaret finally came; and when she did, she just kept cumming as men took turns with her. Much to her shame. They worked her into such a state that she began screaming in sheer uncontrolled lust:

	“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me… FUCK ME....FUCK ME....FUCK ME.... I’m cumming… Cum in my pussy. CUM IN MY PUSSY. CUM in my WHORE’S PUSSY. I’M CUMMING....I’M CUMMMMMMMMMING.”

	The kept on her belly, but soon had her on her back on the dirty cot. Her pussy became so sloppy with semen that most of the men, when they stepped up for their turn, wiped her pussy with her panties before they would put their dick in her. Each time someone used her panties to clean her pussy, it became more saturated and disgusting. One of them finally stuffed the nasty, wet rag into Margaret’s mouth before he fucked her. 

	Men stood around and critiqued each other’s performance. Or cheered their mates on, especially when one of them made her cum. When this group was done, another four, young, strong men showed up. These guys were from the airport police department. Four young uniformed studs…all in their early twenties. Some men fucked her from behind with her bent over the table. Some pushed her to the cot and fucked her with her legs on their shoulders. They treated her like a doll or a puppet.

	Margaret found it a very humiliating experience to be gang raped. They were rough with her and pulled and pushed her around like she was a toy. They fucked her liked they hated her. When this group had done the deed, another man strolled in. He was a baggage handler at the airport - a giant of a man and a local legend. His name was Tembo, which was Swahili for “elephant”.

	When he got his turn with Margaret, he smiled from ear-to-ear as the other men began cheering him on.  His cock was half-hard and even then, it was enormous. Margaret, who had been fucked by 14 men at that point, and whose pussy was loose and slippery with semen and her own juices, looked at his dong and her eyes popped open WIDE!

	He had a monster between his legs in a room full of big, hard, hot dicks. He wiped Margaret’s pussy as clean as she could, as she lay on the cot with her legs splayed open....and then on the dirty mattress, he pushed her legs to her tits and got her legs on his shoulders. As he got her into position, his dick seemed to keep lengthening and stiffening.

	He grabbed his huge dong - pulled the foreskin back and forth and said to her, “well, bitch – you’re gonna get stretched now.” 

	Margaret groaned as she looked down and saw how big and thick his dick was. Now fully erect, it seemed to be as long as her forearm and as big around as her wrist. 

	“Oh, God....IT’S SOOOOO BIG,” she said stunned.

	He rubbed her swollen, purple labia with the head of his dick. He took his time and worked it into her pussy. In a little....then out....then back in. Margaret had accepted her fate and was relaxing her sloppy wet vagina as much as she could to allow him access to her womanly depths. He took a few minutes to work it in. The other men crowded around to watch him get it into her. There was something about watching a bigger man invade the pussy you just fucked that attracted men as much as the biggest football game on the tube.

	When it was about ľ of the way he began to fuck Margaret slowly. As he fucked her, she kept up moaning and grunting and crying out as his massive cock ironed out all the wrinkles in her womanly depths. After a few minutes, when he had gotten almost all of it in, he really put it to her. Even her labia were pushed into her sex-hole on the in-stroke.  Semen in her vagina was forced out of her hole and ended up on her moist folds as his thick cock stretched her. It was like seeing a fat snake squeezing itself into a small hole. Her pussy juice and semen were smeared all over his black monstrosity as he plowed her. 

	Margaret began to howl like an animal when he pounded her. She came, but to say she had an orgasm was to understate it by a factor of ten. She had the biggest cum of her whole life. Having had two children, she had a normal vagina for a mother. But, some women need a big dick and this dick was more than anything Margaret had ever had in her hole. The English woman had an orgasm that started in her pussy, soared up into her tummy and reverberated down her thighs. 

	Then Tembo, with a roar, came after she did, and shot wads and streams of cum deep into her hole. Margaret’s cunt stayed open when he got off her. You could see up her vagina. Semen ran and drooled from her stretched cunt to form a puddle between her ass cheeks on the dirty mattress. 

	Tembo brought his softening monster over for Margaret to clean. She dutifully licked his cock and balls clean of her secretions and his cum. This group having done its duty, the men dressed and left. But, then the last group of three showed up. Margaret groaned when she saw more men unzipping their trousers. 

	They got her bending over the table and fucked her from behind, slamming their dicks into her hard and fast. Margaret came again....When it was all over, she had been fucked by 18 men. They had filled her pussy to overflowing. She had experienced mind-blowing vaginal-uterine orgasms that surged from her pussy down her legs and up to her sternum. 

	The gang bang finally over - Margaret lay dripping and drenched in sweaty exhaustion on the soiled mattress. She whimpered and moaned, moving her knees together and apart gently as her cunt spasmed and drooled its loads of pearl jam. Her pubic hair was matted down and nasty. Semen had run down her ass crack. She was a mess. Owiti had Kibwe take a picture of her with his phone’s digital camera. The snapshot showed her naked with her legs spread and cum drooling from her cunt. Tembo was behind her, but you could only see him from the waist down. His long, thick dong, dangling almost to his knees, was in the shot as he stood behind Margaret. It was the type of photo that would scandalize Margaret if it ever appeared on the Internet…..

	“Her pussy is kind of disgusting now - don’t you think,” Kibwe said to Owiti, who agreed.

	Margaret would be allowed to clean herself up as best as possible and dress. They would bring her back to the Quonset hut when she was presentable. Meanwhile, the hot sperm worked its way into her fertile womb seeking her eggs. Her panties were a lost cause and were discarded in the trash. When Margaret got back to the hut, she tried to look her best and act as if nothing had happened. 

	She reassured Clifford that everything was ‘in order’ and claiming fatigue, she lay down on the cot and soon feel asleep. Actually, her arrival had broken up a heated exchange between Abigail and Heath, as to who was more responsible for the family’s trouble. Clifford was glad to see Margaret. He was tired of playing referee. Owiti showed up about two hours later and took Clifford aside. 

	The Senior Customs Official told him, “I’ve been working on your situation and I can tell you that you’ve never been closer to having this whole thing wrapped up. Just be patient. I’m sending over cots and food, so relax. You’ll be out of here in no time at all. Just be patient.”

	The Hot Seat

	Actually, pervert that he was, Owiti had one last degradation in mind for the family when he said that to Clifford. He planned to make Heath fuck his mother and force Clifford to fuck his nubile daughter.

	He took Kibwe, Matata, Tembo and Ambala with him. His crew the Kenyan Customs Services Department of the Kenyan Revenue Authority, plus Tembo, came with him to the Quonset hut. Joseph and Jelani were there already, as they had been standing guard over the family. They greeted their comrades as the sic scrambled from the lorry. Then, they all went inside. 

	“Greetings, my friends,” Owiti said to the family when they were all standing in the hut. The family had been lounging….sitting in chairs, laying on the cots and watching TV.

	“Oh…hello,” said Clifford warily, getting up from his cot.

	The sheer ebullience of their entrance was disturbing. ‘What are they all doing here’, Clifford wondered?

	“You’re almost done. AND, ready to go home,” Owiti announced dramatically.

	“Really,” asked Clifford?

	“OH…YES,” said Owiti.

	“There is only one thing left to do…and when it’s done, you can all go home on the next flight to London,” Owiti said.

	Each member of the family secretly rejoiced at this announcement. 

	“What else has to be done,” Margaret queried, beating Clifford to the punch?

	“Well, first off, we need to bring the family up to date,” Owiti said.

	As he said this, he brought out a portable tape recorder and set it on the table.

	“Come close and listen,” he said.

	He turned on the recorder and the family listened as Margaret was heard in the throes of sexual arousal and orgasm. Owiti put the blown-up photo of her taken after everyone had fucked her on the table. Tembo’s huge dick could be seen above her left shoulder. Clifford listened and looked. His face showed his shock. 

	Abigail looked and listened to her mother being sexed and then looked at Owiti as if to say, ‘you told me that it was up to me to save my family. And I let you you all abuse me. What are you doing to my MOTHER?’ She felt betrayed and even jealous. She thought she was going to be the one to “save” the family. Her feelings would soon be a factor in the events to come…

	“That’s the sound of your wife, Mr. Bennett,” Owiti said, grinning as Margaret’s voice could be heard hitting a high “C” note on the tape. “To free your family, she ‘volunteered’ to provide ‘entertainment’ and ‘relaxation’ for hard working men at the airport.

	“You bastard,” Clifford spat….

	“Temper, temper, my British friend,” Owiti advised.

	“Your family broke the law….and then YOU tried to bribe me. You have no right to lose your temper. If you’re smart, you’ll realize your wife has a better understanding of the world.... and how it works.”

	The sound of Margaret as she came with Tembo fucking her silly was then heard on the tape.

	“That’s the sound of your wife cumming when Tembo fucked the shit out of her,” Owiti declared smugly to Clifford as he pointed to the giant baggage handler.

	Clifford groaned and put his face in his hands. Margaret blushed from her tits upwards to her face. Heath was embarrassed for his mother and Abigail sulked.

	“Now, you only have one chore left and your family can go free,” Owiti said addressing Margaret. “All you have to do is fuck your son here.”

	Margaret, already stunned by the turn of events, went white. 

	“You’ve got to be kidding,” she finally said.

	“You know me well enough to know I don’t kid around.”

	“Well, I won’t do it.”

	Clifford then joined in protesting this latest outrage. Heath looked stricken and Abigail was shocked too. This was too much….

	“If you do it, you can go free. If you don’t I have ways of persuading you,” Owiti said ominously.

	Margaret continued to say, ‘no’. Owiti snapped his fingers and Jelani and Joseph pushed a bare metal bicycle over. It had been turned into a weird contraption. The front wheel was gone and the bike was mounted to a heavy wooden board. The rear wheel had been jacked up and rested on a wooden cradle so the wheel didn’t touch the board. The seat was bare metal. Whatever padding and covering there was had been removed. There were straps on the handles and the pedals.

	There was a car battery mounted on the back of the board, behind the rear wheel. Everyone watched as Kibwe then brought over a black box, some wires and a plastic spray bottle. He set the box up on the table and attached red and black wires to it. Then he attached the wires to the battery. There was a T-shaped handle on the top of the box. None of them were sure what it was…… 

	“Know what this is,” he asked Margaret?

	Staring at it, she said, “n...no.”

	“Well....I call it the “bicycle”.  When I put someone on it I say that they’re going for a “ride”. It’s an electric shock machine. Now, I’m going to have my men put you on it. As soon as the circuit is activated, you’ll feel a shock from the seat. How much of a shock depends on how far this handle has been pushed forward. You can reduce the current by pedaling. If you pedal hard enough, it won’t hurt too much, .....but..... you’ll get tired. The “bicycle” will break you in the end. Trust me on this. But you can avoid all that by just saying, yes’. Do you understand?”

	“Oh God. No….Please..... please....please don’t do this to me,” she begged.

	Clifford pleaded, ‘please don’t do this to my wife’.

	Margaret, overwhelmed, sat down in a chair and wrapped her arms around herself and rocked gently trying to calm herself. Owiti pointed to the “bicycle”. When she refused again, Kibwe and Matata got Margaret up on her feet. Owiti had Jelani, Joseph and Tembo bind father and son to chairs and gag them. He allowed Abigail to remain free…Clifford began panting and struggled in his bonds. Abigail came over to stand sympathetically by his side. She tried to soothe him and stroked his shoulder affectionately.

	Margaret, frightened, tried to get away, but Kibwe and Matata held her. Owiti sprayed the bicycle’s seat with water and motioned for his men to bring Margaret over. She resisted. She twisted this way and that, but Kibwe and Matata had her. 

	“Take off your clothes,” Owiti told her. 

	She refused, so he had his crew strip her. The others watched helplessly as Margaret was stripped naked, right in front of their eyes. Heath’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head as he saw his mother’s naked tits, hairy crotch and big butt for the first time. Clifford was in agony as his wife was displayed. Kibwe and Matata then muscled her onto the bicycle and strapped her wrists to the handle bars and her ankles to the pedals.

	There were two halves of a belt mounted on either side of the seat. They hung down from the seat; Kibwe grabbed and pulled them up and across Margaret’s lap. Then he buckled them. She wouldn’t be able to get off the seat now. The cruel utility in the shape of the seat was revealed as it parted her buttocks nicely and her own body weight pressed her pussy, perineum, and anus right up against the bare, wet metal. 

	She was going to have to go for a painful “ride” unless she complied. Owiti asked her again if she was ready to fuck her son and again Margaret refused. He went over to the transformer and put his hand on the T-handle. Margaret stared hypnotized at his hand resting threateningly on it. He told her to get ready; then turned to the others and said, ‘watch what happens next’.

	Owiti edged the handle forward on the transformer; and the box started to hum. The current surged.......Margaret, only tethered by her wrists and ankles, felt the current in her wet bottom and tried to arch her hips and ass up off the seat. But the strap prevented her from getting off the seat. Feeling the current, her body went rigid and she began twitching as the electricity sizzled and surged thru her loins. There was only the whine of the machine and then the sound of Margaret squealing. Then she began pedaling like a madwoman. The rear wheel spun, but Margaret groaned and squealed as the seat was alive with electricity. 

	After a few seconds Owiti pulled the handle back and the transformer’s buzz died away. Margaret slumped, her head flopped forward and she panted. Owiti then asked her again if she was ready to fuck her son and when she remained silent, he pushed the handle forward and the transformer’s drone was louder this time. She began pedaling furiously but howled when Owiti pushed the handle even further forward. Over the next ten minutes, the current made her ride like the devil himself was after her. In order to keep the shocks from getting excruciatingly intense, she had to pedal furiously. 

	Whenever Owiti edged the handle forward, the current made her strain and arch against the straps holding her - her hips jerking and spasming like a hot poker had been shoved up her ass. And, then she pedaled frantically again. She was being forced to torture herself on the bike.

	Sitting with her wrists and ankles bound and her thighs wide apart, Margaret writhed, trembled and groaned as the current had its way with her. If it weren’t for the straps restraining her it looked as if she was having an orgasm each time Owiti shoved the handle forward. 

	When he sent more current to the seat, she arched up she was being fucked by an invisible cock. Sweating and straining her whole body would tense up and she writhed in her bonds. Then, she rode the bike like mad. She was soon sweating like a racehorse.

	The shocks and her frantic pedaling made her her breasts bob and jiggle. The drone of the machine was punctuated by her cries whenever Owiti pushed the lever forward, getting it closer and closer to the highest level. And when he pulled it back and the current stopped flowing, Margaret sagged. Her head rolled around and her chest heaved as she panted. Saliva drooled from her mouth onto her sweaty breasts. When she regained control of herself she began gasping. 

	When Owiti cut the current, she would gasp for breath and squirm on the seat, writhing in the remembered, excruciating pain in her pussy, ass cheeks, perineum, and asshole. Sweat ran in rivulets down her face and neck onto her breasts. She had drooled so much saliva, it splattered her breasts, her lap and thighs. With the current off, her gasps, whimpers and wet squirming filled the air. 

	After a particularly long shocking she slumped and sagged with her eyes closed. The intense exercise and the shocks had exhausted her. Kibwe came over and slapped her. The process was sickeningly repeated. Owiti pushed the handle forward again to let the current flow.  

	Ambala came over and knelt right next to Clifford while this was going on. She began taunting him, saying things to him that only he could hear. She also began to rub his thighs and then his crotch. Soon, she had given him an erection. She kept teasing him - squeezing and stroking his penis through his pants. Clifford groaned as he didn’t want it and was sickened when she’d been able to make him hard while he watched his wife being tortured. During one lull, Owiti directed Margaret’s attention to her husband.

	“Look at your husband, cow. He’s got an erection watching you suffer. Isn’t that something?”

	Margaret looked and was sickened. It was true. It was an emotionally painful to see it. Owiti let her digest the implications before he shocked her again. By this time, her legs were full of lactic acid – tired and sore. So, when Owiti really gave it to her….pushing the handle all the way and just leaving it there, she went spastic and shook and twitched so much that she went rigid and couldn’t get her feet to move. She pissed herself adding to the wetness on the seat, already dripping with her sweat. 

	This only served to conduct more electricity into her crotch. Her suffering was compounded by her humiliation at losing control and urinating like a cow in the field. Her husband and son squirmed in real distress seeing her so discombobulated. Only Abigail stayed quiet; but actually she was in agony wondering what they might make her do… Owiti pulled the T-handle back. Margaret finally stopped pissing, but she twitched from the last shock. Sagging in her bonds, she broke down and began blubbering. Owiti asked her again if she was ready to do his bidding.

	Weeping like a baby, she managed to mumble, “y….yes.”

	“Say, Yes Sir.”

	“YES… SIR,” she said. 

	“You’re going to suck his prick and then fuck him,” Owiti told her. “Do you understand?”

	“Y….yes, Sir,” she mumbled again.

	“YOU BETTER,” he barked at her.

	Matata and Kibwe undid the straps and got her on her feet. She trembled from the after effects of the shocks. And standing there without a stitch of clothing on - naked front of everyone and her family - was soul-shattering for her. Ashamed, she tried to cover her tits and conceal her hairy pussy. As she stood there trembling and sniffling, Joseph and Jelani got Heath up and and forced him to lie on one of the cots. 

	He tried to resist, but they were too strong for him and soon he was pinned there and vulnerable. They used rope and tied his hands over his head and spread his legs to bind his ankles to the legs of the cot. Kibwe pulled up his t-shirt and unbuckled his khaki shorts; then pulled them and his boxer shorts down to reveal his prick lying there limp. Kibwe and Matata then pushed Margaret over to him.

	Forced Incest

	“Kneel right beside him,” Owiti instructed her. “Kiss his nipples,” he said to her. “Kiss and bite them. And take his prick in your hand and start playing with it.”

	Clifford watched horrified as his wife performed like a trained animal. She did what she was told and soon, it was apparent that her son’s prick was getting stiff. She fondled and squeezed it and when she began to jerk it, his penis stiffened nicely. All this while she was licking, kissing and gently biting his nipples. 

	The boy began to moan into his gag. Clifford groaned out loud, through his gag. He was in hell watching this X-rated scene. He kept closing his eyes and his head dropped to his chest like he was in real physical pain. Abigail had unconsciously taken a step back from him and was watching her mother and her brother. Her face was inscrutable….her features a blank mask. 

	In truth, she was in shock. She had been coerced into sex by Owiti in the vain hope that this would save her family. But now, she realized, as much or more than her father even, what monsters these men were. And she was in shock as visions of what they might still make her do flashed through her mind. Then Owiti made Margaret get up and straddle Heath’s face. He got her to squat right over his face and pulled the gag from Heath’s mouth. 

	“Rub your pussy on his nose and mouth, cow. Let him smell and taste you,” he added sadistically.

	Margaret didn’t want to be put back on the bicycle and hoped that this degradation would be their ticket to freedom. So, she did as she was told. She lowered herself gingerly and made contact with her son’s mouth. Owiti kept her at it. She had to rub herself lengthwise and then wriggle from side to side. As she did this, her labia parted and the boy got a good whiff and taste of her womanhood. 

	Owiti told her to rub her clitoris on his nose and mouth and the more she did that the wetter she got. By the time that Owiti had her turn around to do it facing his feet so she could rub her anus on his nose, poor Heath had an erection that couldn’t be missed.

	Clifford groaned as he watched the depraved tableau play out. Abigail was surprised and repulsed that her brother was responding, but a teen age boy is full of hormones and the sight, smell, feel and taste of a mature female was bound to have an effect, even if the female is his mother.

	“Margaret suck your son's cock. PUT his cock in your mouth, NOW,” Owiti ordered her.

	Margaret got off his face and got on her knees between his spread thighs. She closed her eyes and grabbed her son's prick and dutifully started kissing, licking it and then sucking it.

	“Open your eyes and look at your son as you give him a blowjob,” demanded Owiti.

	Margaret looked into her son's eyes. Heath felt bad for his mom; but was deeply ashamed too. He knew she didn't want to do it but he was powerless to prevent his prick from responding in the most outrageous way. The blow job mother was giving him felt too good. 

	“Suck his dick till he cums, then swallow it,” Owiti growled.

	Margaret sucked harder and harder, faster and faster on her son's cock.

	“Heath look into your mother’s eyes when you cum,” Owiti commanded the boy as his Mum tickled his balls and sucked his cock.

	“OH, MUMMY, I'M CUUMMMING,” Heath managed to blurt out as he came so hard Mum choked on all the cum that was being spurted into her mouth. She swallowed it all.

	Being a 17 year old teen age boy, his prick was still hard when she was done, and Owiti made her crawl and get on top of her son. 

	“Cow, get his prick in your slut pussy and fuck him,” Owiti said with a laugh.

	“Abigail, while she's fucking him, come over here and play with your mother’s ass,” Owiti said to her.

	Margaret mounted her son, and looked straight into his eyes as his penis entered her. With one thrust, she sat down on his prick. She began to go up and down…up and down…not fucking him hard, just slow and steady.

	Abigail was stunned by his order and just stood there like a statue.

	“Hey little girl, unless you want to go for a long ride on the “bicycle” come over here and play with your mother’s ass,” Owiti repeated.

	Abigail came over - walking like a robot. She knelt down and began to touch her mother’s ass but in a very tentative way. 

	“Come on girl, I want you to touch her asshole. And then wet your finger and get it inside her,” Owiti ordered her. “Do you understand?”

	Frightened and browbeaten, Abigail did as she was told. Soon she had not only groped her mother crack and rubbed her anus, but she wet her finger and spit on her mother’s asshole, at Owiti direction and then worked that same finger into Mummy’s rectum. Finally, she finger-fucked her mother like a pro. Margaret, now submissive and pliable, rode her son and soon his vocalizations gave clear indication that he was going to cum again. She wriggled her ass and humped him, grinding back and forth and up and down - with Owiti coaching her until the boy ejaculated, crying out, “Mummy, Mummy, OH Mummy.”

	Only then was she permitted to get up. Mother, daughter and son were so embarrassed that nobody could make eye contact. It had been the supreme humiliation. Owiti and his crew were in high spirits. It had been a terrific show. But it was far from over. They put Heath back in a chair and bound him again. They left his pants down so his prick was still visible. 

	Then Owiti got Margaret up and bent over the table. He dropped his trousers and played with her ass until his cock was hard enough. Then he penetrated her and began to fuck her. He looked over at father and son and grinned. Ambala had gone back to squeezing and stroking Clifford’s cock again. Owiti kept humping the wife until he ejaculated with a grunt. Then, Kibwe took a turn. Followed by Matata. Then Jelani. And Joseph. 

	By this time, Margaret’s pussy was a sloppy mess. She was one whipped dog too. She came twice and this added immeasurably to her and her husband’s humiliation and pain. Abigail, who had been, sexually abused earlier by Owiti, Kibwe and Matata, found that she was mesmerized by Jelani’s long dong and discovered, much to her surprise, how attractive she found the handsome Joseph. 

	But what really hypnotized her was seeing her mother have sex. Watching her mother fuck her brother stunned her with its sheer depravity, but seeing five black men fuck her mother senseless aroused her, against her own better instincts. 

	Owiti got Margaret’s panties and wiped her pussy with them. Then he went over and put them on Clifford’s head. He got the crotch right over his nose and mouth, but arranged them so that Clifford was looking out through the two legs holes. It was shaming and demeaning. The smell of his wife’s secretions, combined with the semen from five black men had Clifford gagging. And, Ambala kept after him too, now that he was wearing his “cuckold crown” as Owiti called it. 

	She rubbed, squeezed and stroked his prick to keep him on the raw sexual edge. And all the while baiting and taunting him. Abigail saw what Ambala was doing to her father, and it was so repulsive to her that she edged away. She felt for her father, but she blocked it all out. She didn’t want to see that her father was responding to what the ugly woman was doing to him. She only focused on what Ambala was doing; not the nasty bulge in his pants.

	“Your wife is really enjoying his cock. See how her pussy grips it,” Ambala said to him as Jelani fucked Margaret very deep and hard and made her cum. “Your wife loves black cock. They’re bigger and better than yours, that’s obvious. Don’t you think,” she asked, mocking him? 

	The poor man was nearly out of his mind, at that point. This may help to explain what happened later….

	But Owiti saved the best for last. He turned Tembo loose on her. When the giant dropped his trousers and revealed his mammoth cock, Margaret groaned, remembering how he’d made her cum. Abigail’s eyes went wide as she was looking at a cock that was twice as long and twice as thick as her boyfriend Gary’s penis. He was the one she lost her virginity to back in Portsmouth. She gaped openmouthed as Tembo’s prodigious spear lengthened and stiffened. 

	When he got that log into mother, then Abigail saw some fireworks. As Tembo worked it in slow and then faster and harder, Margaret began cumming and cumming - and crying out. And then just screaming as a huge vaginal-uterine atomic bomb exploded all throughout her pelvis.

	Abigail’s mind was awhirl with thoughts: ‘ugh, this is really gross. I wonder how that would feel if it was inside me? I wonder if would fit? Will they make me do anything in front of my parents? I’ll die if they do.’

	Just then, Ambala unbuckled Clifford’s pants and pulled everything down. He had an erection and Abigail saw it. She was shocked at seeing her father exposed and in that state. She had plenty of differences with her father, but he was still her father and this blew her mind. She couldn’t take her eyes off two things. Her mother and her father’s faces. 

	She was drawn to their reactions to what was happening to them. She snuck looks at their crotches, but for her that was too nasty to concentrate on. She looked over at her brother and made eye contact with him, but when she glanced down at his crotch, she was horrified to see that he was erect again too. Both of them broke eye contact guiltily.

	It was all too awful. And truth be known, she could feel the wetness, the moisture seeping into the crotch of her panties as she watched her mother get a royal fucking from a simply monstrous cock. And her father being masturbated, with Mummy’s panties on his head, by an old ugly witch of a woman. 

	The only thing worse, in her mind, was for Owiti to come over and make her take her clothes off in front of her family. Which is exactly what he did. But not before Mum came like a firecracker. Owiti strolled over to Abigail and real nicely asked her, ‘how you doing?’ As if nothing unbelievable was going on. She was so flabbergasted she didn’t answer him. 

	He then got closer to her and said in a low voice, “Abigail, take off your clothes.”

	She looked at him and felt butterflies in her tummy. It was the thing she feared the most. 

	“Oh please don’t make me do that, PLEASE,” she begged him.

	“Do you want to go for a ride, like Mummy did,” he said to her gravely, pointing to the bicycle.

	“No….”

	“Well, do it then.”

	Owiti motioned to Ambala who let go of Clifford’s prick and pulled his wife’s panties off his head. Owiti snapped his fingers to get the husband’s attention to direct it at the scene now unfolding. Abigail was stripping. She took off her top and then her shorts. Then, to an audible intake of breath from her father, she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She let it fall and dear old dad got to see what he had only imagined: his daughter’s sweet titties. Abigail had a beautiful pair of tits. Clifford gasped and began breathing a little harder as he glimpsed his daughter’s tits for the first time. 

	They were as big as apples, creamy white and capped with strawberry-colored areolas and nipples. He had never seen them before, of course, and the sight took his breath away. Abigail began to breathe harder too, when Owiti squeezed and hefted them in his hands. He bounced them up and down and that blew Heath away. He had tried many times to sneak peeks at his sister’s tits and now they were on full display.

	Owiti let her take her panties off. When she pulled down her little pink cotton panties and revealed her hairy pubis with her pink labia peeking out, Clifford’s eyes were ready to pop out of his head. Owiti next made her turn around to display her full ass cheeks. His daughter was simply a beautiful sexual thing. Owiti came over to stand in front of Clifford. 

	“Well, old man, we have come to the last mile. I have a question now to ask you. Will you fuck your daughter? Or do you want me to have him do it,” he said - pointing to Tembo.

	The giant had made Margaret cum, but had been under orders from Owiti not to blow his load in Momma. Owiti wanted him hard and fresh. And now, standing there in only a shirt, shoes and socks with his gargantuan cock still erect, he constituted an impressive threat.

	“And after he fucks her, we’ll all take a turn with her. Do you want that, or are you prepared to save her .....by fucking her?”

	Clifford was beside himself. Ambala had kept him on he boil for an hour. And the choice that this corrupt man was presenting him was a devil’s bargain. Sacrifice his daughter to these animals or commit incest with her. He didn’t know what to do. Margaret, after her ordeal, had been dumped unceremoniously on a cot where she collapsed. She was overcome by her suffering, her orgasms and her shame. She had curled into a fetal position and had her eyes closed. Father looked over at his son and was shocked to see the boy had an erection too.

	There was no answer anywhere. He would have to decide. As he looked again at his daughter standing there with her hands at her sides, she looked vulnerable but also very womanly now. As he stared at her, she caught his eye and both of them looked at each other searching for the answers. Abigail did not want to have sex with her father. To her this was a really gross perversion. She was deeply ashamed to be naked in front of him and Heath. 

	To have sex with her Father was abhorrent to her. The other choice was also a huge violation. She was afraid she would cum if they raped her again. She was not prepared, at age 16, to deal with the shame that would fill her soul. To cum in front of your family? ‘Oh, gross’, she thought to herself. So she didn’t know what to say or do either.

	But, in the end, it was Clifford who had to decide and did. He was protective of his daughter as most fathers are. And to see he skewered by Tembo’s gigantic cock was more than he could bear. He thought of her as virginal, even though he suspected that she wasn’t a virgin. He assumed that she was very “small”, but he wasn’t sure how or why he thought that. And the thought of her tight vagina stretched by Tembo’s horse cock horrified him. So, he told Owiti that he would do his bidding.

	Owiti chuckled. This was what he wanted and he told Abigail to lie down on a cot and spread her legs for her father. Abigail spread her legs wide apart and her father got down between her thighs at Owiti’s direction and positioned himself just inches from her pussy.

	He used his fingers and gently spread her lips apart. Her pussy smelled so good and it made him feel so guilty, because she was, after all, his daughter. Clifford licked up and down his daughter's cunt, and flicked his tongue against her clitoris.

	“OOH, Father,” she moaned as he sucked, kissed and licked her clitoris. Within a few minutes Abigail had an orgasm.

	“FATHER, I'M CUMMING,” she squealed when she came.

	Clifford tried to lap up all of the juices that were coming out of his daughter's cunt, but there was so much it ran down her crack. Clifford then sat up.

	“Did I tell you to stop. Now get back down there until I tell you to stop,” Owiti barked at him.

	Clifford resumed licking and kissing his daughter's cunt. He made her have two more orgasms and in the end, her cunt was so wet he could no longer spread her lips apart easily.

	“Father, please stop, I can't take it any more,” Abigail begged him. 

	Heath now had Ambala kneeling by him and she played with his prick – being careful not to make him cum. She just teased him as he watched his father eat his sister’s pussy. But Clifford new he could not stop. By now Abigail was shaking, and breathing so hard that she was totally lost in orgasm, one after another, moaning and moaning, as her father kept eating her out as she begged him to stop.

	“Ok, get up,” Owiti said, as his daughter still lay there breathing heavy, her cunt sopping. She had drooled so much pussy juice there was a big, wet spot on the dirty mattress.

	“Now, father.... get between your daughter’s thighs.”

	Soon, Clifford felt his daughter’s tight, hot, wet vagina squeezing his prick and he barely thrust inside her five or six times before he ejaculated with a groan. He was so excited... he came prematurely. It was embarrassing.... as the guards, who had crowded around to watch and critique his performance, began chuckling and mocking him.

	“Can’t keep it up and make his hot little slut daughter cum. We know how to do it. Get off her man and watch us fuck the shit out of her.”

	And in the end, that’s exactly what happened. His sacrifice was all for naught. He had to sit in a chair and watch as Owiti, followed by Kibwe, Matata, Jelani, Joseph and finally Tembo fucked his daughter silly. Abigail’s fears were all realized. She did cum when Jelani and Joseph fucked her and horrified her father and brother as she kissed and hugged both young men passionately in the act of taking their cocks. Clifford and Heath watched with eyes as big as saucers. Mom even roused herself to see Abigail painfully taking Tembo’s massive cock in her sweet, near virginal pussy.

	Ambala jerked Heath off and made him cum as his sister reached her 7th orgasm. When the men were done fucking Abigail, Owiti finally made good his pledge and let the family go. They were allowed to clean up. Then, with their luggage, they were driven to the airport where they were put on a 4pm flight back to London. Their ordeal was finally over. But the repercussions lasted for years, as you might imagine. Years......
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	Berlin June 2009

	Offices of the Die Welt Abendblatt (The World Evening Paper)

	The man, Otto, was 63 years of age. The woman, Ilse, was 61. They sat nervously in the two chairs and smoked incessantly. They drank a lot of coffee too. Otto had never been good looking, even in his youth. He was heavy-set and paunchy. His hair was now thin on top and he wore it close cropped. She had been fairly attractive, but was thickset and prone to flabbiness. She wore her dirty blonde hair, heavily salted with gray, in a bun. 

	Both had been guards in the infamous Stasi, the East German secret police. The Stasi, in the old GDR (German Democratic Republic or East Germany as it was known in the West) was one of the cruelest instruments of totalitarian rule ever devised. These two former guards, now grandparents, had worked in the 1970s in a dingy gray building surrounded by concrete walls and topped with barbed wire - the notorious East Berlin prison. The Soviets first ran the installation following World War II. They were the first ones to torture people there. 

	The interviewer was a young journalist, Angelika Drucker. She was a bright, attractive brunette who dressed like a college student, but had the stature and looks of a model. Drucker had sold her editor at the paper on a series about “Stasi Torture” in the era following WWII and ending with the fall of the GDR in 1989. Her research led to interview with guards and people who had been tortured. 

	Most of the Otto and Ilse’s fellow Stasi guards had vanished into the population following the fall of the Berlin Wall, the dismantling of the GDR government and the re-unification with West Germany. A lot of records had been shredded. Guards, like Otto and Ilse, had melted into the general population.

	Angelika had to work like a bloodhound for four months to ferret them out. Both had been living quietly. Their closest friends didn’t know they had been Stasi guards; and had both tortured prisoners. And it hadn’t been easy for Angelika to get these two to talk. They had agreed to the interviews on the condition that their identities be concealed.  It was their third interview. That day, like the first two sessions, they spent describing the daily routines and Stasi politics. They talked about Colonel Probst and Major Nagel. These two were the ones in charge. Torture was under their direct control.

	“Probst was an administrator, a manager,” Otto said. “Nagel was the day-to-day boss,” he added. 

	Later that session, prodded by the young reporter, they had begun to reveal the details of torture. Otto described punishing lock-up spaces about 1.5 meters high and 30 centimeters deep, where prisoners were confined for 72 hours.

	With with a smile, he said, “we would fill the cell with water, so the fisch (fish) could not sit down.”

	He repeatedly referred to the detainees and inmates as fisch. As if they weren’t human. It had taken Angelika some time to get the couple to open up and tell her what she wanted to know. But after the first two sessions, more negotiation and some additional considerations for the pair, they began to loosen up. And then, by this, the 3rd session, Angelika, having offered Otto some schnapps, heard mention of the “Base Camp”, “Rooms 24” and “29”.

	Ilse’s face colored and she tried to “shush” him, but Otto, now tasting the schnapps and feeling a renewed sense of his old importance, began to talk about these rooms. Apparently there were several rooms set up with different levels of torture in each. A detainee or prisoner would be threatened with Room 24 and 29. On the theory that anticipation of really extreme treatment was sometimes worse than the actual torture. The areas he mentioned were the real “third degree” torture chambers. 

	Lowering her voice for dramatic effect, Ilse finally chimed in, “and...uh...then....uh.... there was the....uh... Chinese doctor.”

	Otto nodded....

	Angelika asked, “who was he?”

	Both looked at each other and didn’t say anything. Finally Otto spoke.

	“Dr. Zhang. From China. He had been a gynecologist. He was a genius at devising ways to get people to talk.”

	His voice trailed off. Angelika encouraged the couple to talk about Dr. Zhang and what went on in the special rooms. When they started to clam up again, Angelika suggested that they tell her what had happened to one person in the rooms. She felt she would finally get the juicy details she sought if she could get them to tell her one ‘story’.

	Ilse finally said to Otto, “we should tell her about the mother and the daughter.”

	“A mother and daughter,” Angelika asked excitedly?

	“Yes,” Ilse said quietly.

	“We will have to tell the whole story then,” Otto added. 

	She looked at him, drew a breath, and said, “hmmm......uh....yeah.”

	Otto began.

	“It was....uh....1973, I believe....”

	Mother and Daughter

	He began to relate the story of how the Stasi had taken a woman and her daughter into custody for questioning. They had been suspected of smuggling East Germans out of the country into West Germany and Czechoslovakia. The woman’s name was Karlotte Boehm. She was 55 at the time...a mother with three children. Her two sons lived in West Germany. She lived in East Berlin with her youngest child, her daughter Annemarie, a very pretty blonde college student, aged 21.

	In truth, the pair had been part of a cell helping people who wanted to escape the GDR. And both women had taken an oath not to reveal their contacts or anything about the cell and its activities. After they had been arrested at 4am, they had been locked in individual cells, 3 meters square. First thing Otto and Ilse did was to strip Karlotte and Annemarie and get them in prison clothes: gray pants, shirt and cotton panties. No bra, just a cotton t-shirt. 

	A single bulb burned endlessly and the two women could not tell whether it was day or night. The cell was always kept too cold or too warm. They were both locked into dog crates – just 1 x 1¼ meters square. They only had a dirty blanket to sleep on, and a small bucket to relieve themselves. A week went by and they were held totally incommunicado.

	Colonel Probst questioned them just after their arrival and then turned them over to Major Nagel for deeper “interrogation”. Nagel was a former Army paratrooper, a thug who surrounded himself with hard, sadistic men and women like himself. He had recruited Otto from the police; and was only 24 when he was suspended from the force for “perversions”. Ilse, who Nagel called “Major Meatball”, was a prison guard with a reputation for cruelty. Nagel also brought Dr. Zhang from Communist China. His talents had first been discovered by the Soviets. 

	On loan to the GDR, Zhang spoke fluent Mandarin, Cantonese, Russian, German and English. A short, slim, sixty year old with thinning gray hair, he wore stainless steel rimmed glasses. He was a cruel sadist who loved torturing men and women. For women, he had developed several sure-fire torture techniques centering on their sex organs. He derived pleasure from working a victim over or watching someone else torture a suspect. 

	Otto described ‘base camp’ as a bare room illuminated by a single, harsh bulb. The floor was concrete and there was a drain in the center of the room. A few heavy wooden chairs and a contraption covered by a heavy canvas sat in the corner. A cabinet rested against the far wall. For their first deep interrogation, both women were made to strip. Karlotte was a dignified, reserved brunette with blue eyes, he said... and it was a humiliation to be made to disrobe in front of them. 

	She held herself taller than her actual height of 165 centimeters (5’5”). When she was naked, Otto could see that she was still fairly attractive and full-bodied at 68 kilos (150lbs.) with wide hips, sturdy thighs, buttocks and heavy breasts (“hangers” he called them) crowned with big, dark brown nipples. 

	Annemarie was a luscious morsel and Otto indicated that he got an erection as she stripped. She was a blue-eyed blonde, 173 centimeters tall (5’8”) and 52 kilos (114 lbs.) with long legs, round cupcake buttocks and firm, perky B-cup breasts capped with large nipples and medium-sized pinkish-brown aureoles. She apparently exuded a fresh, wholesome femininity. He said her skin was velvety smooth and buttery white. She wore her hair pulled back in a ponytail. 

	The women were strapped to chairs and questioned. Nagel and his assistants grilled them for almost 7 hours, trying to get them to tell what they knew. Mother and daughter were questioned separately and then together. After this session, the women were put back into in isolation in the dog crates - deprived of most sensory stimulation. There was no view of the outside world; just the 3 meter cinder block cell.

	Second Session

	This session Angelika learned that Nagel led the pair down a line of inquiry to take a sharp turn in hopes of getting them to give him a small but crucial piece of information. What the Major wanted were the names of their associates and the key stops on the “railway”: the nexus of friendly stores, homes, shops and hiding places the cell used. 

	Nagel usually played the “good guy” and someone else was the “bad guy”. He tried to trick Karlotte - keep her off balance. During this session where, Nagel decided more “intense” methods needed to be employed.  He put the two women into a stress position: on their backs with her arms and legs in the air. Within 30 minutes, they lost control of their limbs. When Annemarie failed to hold a position, they beat her. 

	Face slaps at first, and then punches to the stomach. Karlotte, tougher and older, held out a little longer, but in the end she too dropped her arms and legs. Otto held her down and Ilse slapped her face. Then “Major Meatball”, only 23 at the time, but strongly built at 73 kilos (160lbs.) punched Karlotte five or six times in the gut, making the woman cry out. Annemarie, seeing her mother’s reaction, began crying.

	The session continued. When this didn’t break Karlotte and she continued to resist, Otto said that Nagel knew he had to use even more extreme methods. The older woman was still on her back on the cold floor - holding her arms and legs up straight up in the air. She had been in that position for nearly an hour. She was sweating, as the room was hot... her exertions were taxing her and her legs were trembling. 

	Otto: “Nagel and I were looking at her tits; and between her legs..... at her....uh...cunt. She was very womanly. I knew Nagel would enjoy torturing her. He pulled up the chair and sat down. He was stroking his chin. He told her, ‘You’re not being cooperative. You know what you must tell me. And yet you resist. Why is that?’ The mother.... she was feisty. She said to him, ‘You can go to Hell’. He told her, ‘Frau Boehm, this is a bad attitude.  If you let your arms or legs drop, I’m going to have my man’, he said pointing to me. ‘I’m going to have him beat your daughter on on that pretty arsch (ass) of hers with this.’ 

	He held up a big wooden paddle. The mother looked and I could tell she was getting nervous. Despite her stoic attitude, she was stressed and getting tired. Nagel told her that women were raped routinely in the prison. He asked her if she was ready to see her daughter raped.”

	Otto was grinning. Angelika asked him, “did you rape the girl?”

	“Yeah...but....uh...that came later.”

	“I see....”

	“What you gotta remember was that the mother and daughter had taken an oath ....not to talk. We found that out later. And in those times....and in that place...that’s what happened to such people.”

	He said this in a very matter-of-fact way. Angelika had a tape recorder taking down their remembrances. But she also had a note pad and logged certain facts....their body postures and gestures as they testified.

	Otto: “The woman had her eyes closed. She had prepared her mind to be strong. Since they’d been arrested, she had been steeling herself to hold out. She was a strong woman, and in her mind, there was no way we were going to make her give up her comrades. And while the daughter probably knew some things, the mother was the key. We knew that. We ended up have to doing some pretty rough things to both women.”

	“Tell me more,” Angelika said.

	Ilse: “Both women...their legs were trembling. They were sweating. It was very hot in the room.”

	Angelika pictured the poor women, naked with their legs up in the air, exposing their precious secrets. Sweating and pale flesh jiggling in front of three cruel guards in uniform. The image was very disturbing for her.

	Ilse: “Finally - the mother’s legs gave way. They dropped to the floor. She was groaning. Nagel gave the word to me and Otto. We grabbed the daughter and strung her up by her wrists to a post. The mother was begging us not to hurt the girl, but things had gone too far by then.”

	Otto: “I dragged the mother over to a chair, cuffed and....uh... gagged her.”

	“Then what?”

	Otto: I came around and got behind the girl. She was a soft, sweet pumpkin. Very pretty. She had her face buried behind her upper arm. Her eyes were red from crying.”

	What Otto didn’t say was that he had an erection as he got ready to beat the girl.

	“I put my shoulder, arm and wrist into it. I was pretty strong in those days,” he said somewhat proudly. “I made the paddle land on her buttocks. I hit her hard. Soon, her cheeks were very red. She had welts all over. I remember she was whimpering and groaning every time I hit her. Soon, her arse looked like 5 kilos of raw meat. 

	Ilse: “The Major then let us take a ‘smoke break’. We’re both heavy smokers. We lit up. The Major said to me, ‘Use your cigarette on her tits, Major Meatball’. He used to call me Major Meatball.”

	Angelika: “Why was that?”

	“Oh, a prisoner called me that. I don’t know....the name stuck.”

	Otto: “It was because you were his favorite.”

	Ilse glared at Otto and said nothing.

	Ilse: “We turned the girl around. I used the tip of the cigarette to burn her ...uh....tits. I grabbed her tit and lifted it up so I could work on the underside. I ran a line of 1st degree burns from top to bottom on each tit. I concentrated a lot on the aureoles. The mother watched me as I worked. The girl began screaming as soon as I began burning her.”

	It was at this point in her interview that Angelika realized how banal but evil they both were. Ilse’s matter-of-fact tone was even more disconcerting than the glint-in-the-eye enthusiasm that Otto displayed. And it was sickeningly obvious that Otto had been sexually aroused by the tortures. The look on his face, now weathered by age, could not conceal the lust and cruelty there. Ilse’s face showed methodical efficiency, like she was a clerk processing meat in a plant.

	Ilse said, “I burned her again and again. At first, hardly a sound from her. All over her tits. A touch on the top, then on the bottom. The on the left and the right. I alternated....getting closer and closer to her nipples, slowly, very slow... I’d touch the tip of the cigarette to a spot and then drag it in a line toward the nipple. It took a long time but, when I was done, there were 1st degree burns all over her tits. Finally I worked on her nipples. Just a light touch, then a longer touch. She screamed but wouldn’t talk. Both she and the mother were tough.”

	Otto nodded knowingly. 

	“Then...uh... then what did you do,” Angelika asked?

	Otto: “Nagel figured that the old woman would crack seeing her daughter get the treatment. He wanted us to really give the daughter a going over. He was making sure the mother watched it all. He kept whispering to her what else we were going to do the the girl. Mentally working on the mother. That could be very effective. Sometimes, more effective that the physical stuff.”

	Water Torture

	Ilse: “So, the Major told us to give the girl an enema. We got some water – four liters. Then we added soap, red pepper and salt. Otto stirred it and added a bag of ice; he liked to make it cold. This always gave them the cramps. The girl and the mother had to watch us getting it ready. When we got the mixture into the bag, we strapped the girl to the table.”

	“What table,” Angelika asked?

	“Oh, we had one of those tables that you see in a doctor’s office. You know...they kind they put women on. To...you know....uh...to examine them,” Otto said.

	Angelika nodded, and brushed back a lock of her hair nervously. The tale was getting downright stomach-turning.

	Ilse continued, “We put her legs in the stirrups, strapped her in and greased up a big bulb nozzle on a colon tube we used.  Then, I got it ....and I wasn’t gentle.... into her...uh... asshole. She moaned when I made the bulb open her up. When it was in nice and deep, Otto opened the clip. She was quiet as the stuff flowed into her but....uh....then the cramps hit. We made her take it all. We filled her up good - and it made her stomach swell. She looked pregnant. Pumping them full of cold water gave them the worst cramps. It was like menstrual cramps only ten times worse. The pepper burned too...

	Otto and I squeezed the bag to make it hit her harder. This made her suddenly jerk and thrash around. The Major asked her to talk again, but she just lay there and moaned. When the bag was empty we let her lay there for a bit. I took the nozzle out and we plugged her up and got her off the table. Then we made her walk around. We made her bend over, do deep-knee bends......stuff like that..... to put pressure on her stomach. She was in agony. We kept making her walk around, bend over, pick up stuff. Anything to make it hurt more.”

	“Then what,” Angelika asked?

	Otto scratched his head. “What did we do then, Ilse,” he asked?

	Ilse: “The girl was shuffling around holding her stomach. Then we took turns hitting her in the belly. Otto hit her in the stomach hard and I did too. Every time we hit her...she screamed. We hit her a lot.”

	“How many times do you think you hit her,” Angelika asked?

	“Oh.....I don’t know. What would you say, Otto?”

	“Hmmm....maybe a dozen times....I think,” he answered.

	Ilse: “She was groaning all the time. And then screaming when we hit her. A few more belly punches and she was ready for the toilet. Oh, Otto liked to do something to a woman when their belly was full. He grabbed her belly and SHOOK it hard. That always hurt. The girl screamed when he did that. He gave her the “shakes” over and over. Then we punched her in the stomach until she vomited.”

	Otto had all he could do to conceal a smile at this recollection. He had a lump in his baggy trousers. Angelika had all she could do to continue. She felt like hitting him with something and then tossing him out. But, this was the story she wanted.....and she knew she had to grin and bear it.

	Ilse: “Then we took her to the toilet ....and she had a real good shit. She was real embarrassed when her turds hit the water. We stayed with her, slapping her tits and face while she emptied out. It took almost a half an hour.... but...uh.... finally she was empty and the Major ended the session.”

	Angelika looked at the two in disbelief. It seemed like the more Ilse recalled, the more the deep hatred she felt for her victims emerged. And, it seemed that all of this aroused Otto. They were a monstrous pair. They had stepped back in time to a place where they exercised their sadistic cruelty with no restrictions. They both looked like grandparents, but the look on their faces as they told their tale gave them away. They were monsters...

	“What was her mother doing? While you were torturing the daughter,” Angelika asked? 

	Ilse poured herself more coffee and lit another filter-tipped cigarette. 

	Blowing smoke, she said, “The old lady was cuffed to a chair. The Major stayed with her trying to get her to talk. But, she was tough and just sucked it up. 

	Third Session

	Otto: “Nagel questioned them and nothing. He had us string them up by their wrists to a rafter. He wanted them tied face-to-face and belly-to-belly. After we did, he told us to beat them both with the paddles.”

	Ilse: “We beat them until they were screaming. Their asses were raw when we were done. Then the Major wanted us to hang them next to each other, so we did.”

	“What then,” asked Angelika?

	Otto: “We got a bottle of hand lotion....a gel....it was...uh... mostly water. We squirted it all over the women from their tits to their knees. Front and back. Then we took cattle prods and worked them over. Giving them shocks everywhere.”

	Ilse: “We concentrated mostly on their buttocks, tits, belly, and crotch. When we were done, they were covered with marks everywhere.”

	Otto: “The prods had two aluminum prongs at the end. This is what left the marks.” It made them jump around when we zapped them. They groaned a lot, but took it pretty well. Nagel told us to get more of the gel on their assholes and cunts. Then we shocked them there. The daughter passed out. Neither one talked. Nagel was pissed. What we did next.....OH...uh....We both raped her. Ilse used a rubber truncheon on her. I made her take meine schwanz (my cock). She actually had an orgasm, I think.”

	“How did the mother react,” asked Angelika?

	Ilse: “She did begin to cry when Otto raped the girl. But she didn’t talk. And that meant that meant more pressure. The Major let in some of the other guards and they took turns raping the girl. They raped her in the normal way at first. Then, they started taking turns in her arsch too. They made it hurt as much as possible. 

	She tried to resist, but the more she did that, the more it hurt, and ...uh....in the end, she could only let the muscles in her arsch go slack - and let them do what they wanted to her. They fucked her front and back. They took her from behind with her upper body on the table and on her back. Some were gentle and some were rough. Especially the younger ones.

	Her genitals and anus became so sloppy with semen that they took to wiping her crotch after each rape. They used her...uh... panties and before long they were soaking wet. You know.... with semen and her vaginal fluids. That’s when Otto stuffed them in her mouth.” 

	Angelika: “Otto, how many times was the girl raped and sodomized?”

	“Oh, I would say about 15 or 20 times. I’m...uh....not sure.”

	“How many times did you rape her,” she asked?

	“Uh.....Twice. Once in the front... and...uh... once in the back.”

	“I see. So you raped and....uh... then you sodomized her?”

	“JA. JA! (YES. YES!).”

	Otto was getting a little annoyed.......and the reporter wisely backed off.

	Otto then piped up, “The mother almost broke then. When our comrades were putting it to her good, the mother was sobbing like a baby. She almost gave it up then.”

	Angelika needed a break from this horror movie.

	“Look....let’s take a break. They’re bringing in something for us to eat. We’ll take it up after we have a bite,” she said standing up.

	In truth, the young reporter was revolted. She felt like she was supping with serial killers, Nazis or worse. They way the two old guards talked about the torture of a young woman gave her the creeps. After lunch, which she ate by herself, she got the tape recorder going again.

	Angelika began, “after the girl was raped, what happened next?”

	Otto chimed in, “oh....then we began on the mother.”

	Ilse said, “Yeah.... we took the mother and .....”

	Angelika’s face had gone white. She was afraid she was going to pass out. The details were so nauseating. She thought she had prepared herself, but now....with the tape spinning...and the story unfolding....there was nothing she could do except sit there and listen to these tales of horror. Otto was nice and warmed up now.

	Otto cut in: “We put her on the table and forced a tube thru her nose down into her stomach. You worked a 60 centimeter (24”) colon tube up her arsch. We pumped her stomach and her guts full of salt water. I don’t know....We made her take 6 or 7 liters. It made her swell up like a balloon. When we were done, she looked 6 months pregnant. We plugged her up and made her walk around. Then I gave her the belly shake. I grabbed her swollen belly and shook her good. Then Ilse and I punched her in the stomach until she vomited and shit herself.”

	Ilse, recalling the details said, “Yeah, but that didn’t happen right away. After an hour she had not vomited so you said it was time to make her expel it. But first, we each took hold of her belly and gave it a huge SHAKE back and forth and up and down. I remember that we could hear all the fluid sloshing around inside her. 

	We kept it up for several minutes while she stood and screamed. Then we led her into the toilet. She was a proud bitch and stood up real erect and proud. She was defying us. Then we both began to punch her hard in the belly until she vomited....uh.... a huge amount....a huge amount of water! It took about 15 minutes of beating her to get her belly flat again. We hit her again and again and the water came up. At that point, it was time to pull the plug and let her shit finally. But, she still didn’t talk...”

	A small smile finally played around the corners of Ilse’s mouth as she recalled the details of the torture she’d inflicted on a helpless victim 36 years earlier. Angelika wondered if this woman had any grandchildren and what they thought of her. 

	“The last thing we did to the mother, I remember....uh...was...uh...we worked on her tits,” Major Meatball said.

	Ilse warmed to task of getting out all the gory details, “We tied her to one of the posts. I used a pliers on her nipples first. I pinched and pulled them. I grabbed a nipple and gave her saggy tit a shake. After that, we lit up and used the cigarettes on her tits. Starting underneath. A touch on the bottom of her tits, then on the outside, then the top... We took turns. And went in circles. We kept getting closer and closer to her nipples. Sometimes, I’d burn her on a spot and....uh..... then I’d drag it toward her nipple. We really worked on the aureoles. 

	It took a long time to cover them with burns. Finally we hit her nipples. Just a light touch, then a longer touch. One second, two seconds...you know. Just a 1st degree burn. Like I said, if you hold the cigarette right on a woman’s nipple longer, it usually breaks them. She screamed her head off, but wouldn’t talk. She was a tough one. Finally the Major called a halt.

	Fourth Session – Room 24

	Otto: “The next session, we brought the two women to Room 24.”

	Angelika: “What was Room 24?”

	Otto: “That room ....well....that room belonged to Dr. Zhang. He had one of those tables ...you know....a doctor’s table... in there too. He had a dentist chair in there too. He used to......uh...drill the teeth,” Otto said. “There was an overhead lamp and a tray, just like a dentist’s office. He’d been a doctor....a gynecologist... in ...uh......China.”

	“He would drill someone’s teeth to get a confession,” asked Angelika?

	Otto: “Oh, yeah.....”

	“Oh God. Tell me what happened.”

	Ilse interrupted, “Zhang wasn’t his real name. I forget what it was. I knew it back then, but in front of the fisch everyone called him ‘Dr. Zhang’.” The Major introduced him. And then he ran the show from there. Doctor Zhang....he was older. A short, thin older man. With those glasses he wore ....I don’t know....he looked a little like.....uh.....you know.....uh..... one of those atomic scientists you see in the movies.”

	Otto: “Zhang had an accent, but his German was good; and the way he talked....well....it frightened the fisch. The fact that he was Chinese ....well that worked to his advantage too. The reputation of the...uh...Orientals for torture is famous.....No?

	We would strap the fisch into the dentist chair....usually naked. The straps went around the head....uh.... the waist...the wrists and the ankles. Zhang put a thing in their mouth to hold it open. Then...uh.........he would select one of their teeth. And he would drill until he got to the nerve. 

	Then...uh..... he used a dental pick to work on the nerve.  It was pretty effective. Afterwards, he filled in the cavity. But...if the tooth was dead.... If he killed the nerve, he...uh...he pulled the tooth out. He had to, because the dead tooth would get infected.... and....uh...it would have to come out later anyway.”

	“Did Zhang put the girl in the dentist’s chair?”

	“No....no.....the mother....” 

	Angelika mopped her brow with a paper napkin. She knew she had them on a roll; and needed to keep them going. This had been the most productive interview session yet. It was strong stuff and would make for a dynamite article, but interviewing them was emotionally exhausting for her.

	“Tell me what happened,” Angelika said.

	Ilse: “Major Nagel decided to have Dr. Zhang work on the mother. He wanted to put pressure the girl emotionally. He told her.... you just watch. If you want me to stop, all you have to do is....uh.... tell me who you worked with. He was telling her that we’re going to do this to you mother as long as you don’t talk to us.”

	Otto: “We made both of them take off their clothes. Then we bound the girl in a chair next to the...uh.... dentist’s chair.”

	Ilse: We put the mother in the dentist’s chair. We strapped her wrists...... ankles and around her waist. Then we strapped her head so she couldn’t move.  There was a tray on her left with dental tools. The Doctor was wearing a surgical mask. Uh....he reached for the drill; and ran it so she could hear it.”

	He used a Jennings mouth gag and pinched her nostrils. This forced her to open her mouth. And then he worked the gag into her mouth; and cranked it so that her mouth was opened wide. .”

	Otto: “He used the pick to tap her back teeth. He found one with no filings. Nagel asked the girl if she was ready to talk. She nodded her head ‘no’. Zhang lined up the drill with the tooth, pressed the pedal with his foot and the drill began make that sound. You know....the sound it makes when it’s drilling the tooth.”

	Ilse: “The mother lurched against the straps and she....uh.....began to make noises. The Doctor pressed the drill harder, I remember, and the sound changed as made went deeper into the hole he was drilling in her tooth. The mother began wailing and screaming. She sweated so much that her armpits were dripping. Her screams got louder as he got closer to the nerve.”

	Angelika, “what happened next?” 

	Otto: “She began crying out, but you couldn’t understand her. The daughter was crying. The mother was pushing against the straps. The sound of the drill and her screams – that’s I remember.”

	Ilse: “Then he put the drill down and picked up sharp pick. He put the tip in the hole he had just drilled and began to work it around. He tapped the spot....and he used the pick to probe it. The sounds coming from the mother’s mouth.... Well, you can just imagine!”

	Otto: “Nagel said to the girl, ‘tell me names. And he’ll stop. Just tell me’. But the girl didn’t talk. Nagel got very sore. He started yelling at her, ‘you’re doing this to your mother. You can make it stop’. That type of thing.”

	Ilse: “The mother held out. And the girl wouldn’t give in. So, Dr. Zhang went back to work. More screams....and then she passed out. He waited a minute and then popped a capsule underneath her nose to...uh... resuscitate her. Then he went back to working the exposed nerve. When she passed out again, he revived her again. He announced, ‘I’m going to work on another tooth’. He filled the cavity and started on a fresh tooth.”

	Otto: “He held up the drill and told this to the girl. He worked on another tooth. Once again the drilling, the screaming...and the crying. After he worked on the nerve in this second tooth for awhile....he...uh.. he filled the cavity.”

	Ilse: “The mother pissed herself. For the rest of the session, the Doctor drilled two more of her teeth. She passed out several times, but in the end, she managed to hold out. And the daughter didn’t betray her mother. It was amazing. The Major was getting very frustrated with these two, I can tell you. Those two.... we found out later, had taken an oath.”

	Fifth Session – Room 24

	Otto: “The next day, Nagel had us bring the two women back to Room 24. We strapped the mother to a chair and gagged her. Then Zhang told her what he was going to do to the daughter.”

	Angelika leaned forward unconsciously. “And.....uh.....what did Zhang do this time,” she asked on the edge of her seat?

	Ilse: “Doctor Zhang had come up with.......uh....a procedure.  He called it..........uh.....the ‘balloon’. When we got there, the Major wanted us to strip the girl and get her on the table with her legs in the stirrups. We got her legs apart so wide it hurt. 

	Otto chimed in, “We gagged the mother. Then Zhang used some really long swabs on the girl. They were for reaching into really tight spots. He soaked the swabs in rubbing alcohol. He used them on her pisshole. He got them way up there. 

	After that, he gave the women a demonstration of the balloons. They were at the end of a long rubber tube .....connected to an air compressor. I think the balloons had a steel mesh core. There were two balloons separated by a neck. He inflated the first balloon. And it got as big as a grapefruit. He told them this was gonna go in the girl’s bladder. Then, he inflated the second balloon. This was smaller and shaped like a sausage. When it was fully inflated, he told the girl this was gonna go up her piss tube.

	The girl....her eyes almost popped out of her head. The demonstration had a big effect on her. I could see this scared her. The mother began to cry. Well, anyway...the compressor had two dials. So, he could inflate the balloons separately. He greased them and inserted them into the girl. It was nasty going in and she squirmed and squealed. Then, he inflated the first balloon. He hips came up like she was trying to hump the ceiling. He was a woman’s doctor and...uh...knew a woman’s body.”

	Ilse interrupted: “The Doctor was a genius...an inventor. The balloon was one of the most effective tools he ever devised to make a woman talk. He inflated the first one slowly. But he kept inflating it so that it filled her whole bladder and then some. The trick was to get the the balloon as big as it could get without rupturing the bladder. If that happened, the next stop was surgery. 

	Like Otto said, she came up off the table even though she was strapped in. That thing produced the worst cramps. Like she had to piss something terrible and couldn’t. The balloon stretched her bladder so much you could see the bulge above her pubic area. It was unbelievable. She was groaning real loud, at that point...Then, he inflated the second balloon. And she started screaming and kept screaming. Most of that balloon was in her urethra, but some of it stuck out.” 

	Angelika felt butterflies in her stomach as she tried to imagine what this would have felt like. The thought of this being done to a helpless woman made her sick to her stomach. She looked at Otto and was totally repulsed. He looked like he was transported....ecstatic. His face was all lit up and it was obvious that he was aroused at the memory.

	Ilse: “They had a system. He and the Major worked as a team. The Major questioned her and when she didn’t talk, he nodded to Dr. Zhang who turned the dial and inflated the second balloon a little. That made her scream. Then he’d deflate it a little. And the Major would try again to get her to talk. 

	And when she didn’t, the Doctor inflated the balloon again. He kept the first balloon inflated....to give her a constant pain. He used the second balloon to stretch her tight hole.... Well.....there are so many nerves in that part of a woman’s body....If you know what I mean,” she said to Angelika.

	She continued, “After a couple of times, he got the second balloon inflated as big as it could get. Like Otto said, it was a big as a sausage.....When he did that, we had to hold her down. She was thrashing around so much.... even though she was strapped in. She howled like an animal in a trap. She almost passed out. She had a very tight hole.  She was screaming and begging God to kill her. The mother was crying and begging the daughter to hold on.”

	Ilse looked over at Angelika. She saw the revulsion and horror in her face and stopped. Angelika was disgusted. She couldn’t believe the matter-of-fact way that Major Meatball recounted the details. It was as if she was describing something that happened with the plumbing in her bathroom. The way she talked about Dr. Zhang’s ‘procedures’ gave her the creeps!

	“That’s not what broke the girl,” Otto declared. “After Zhang got those balloons inside her, she began screaming, ‘OH God.....please stop.....please take it out’. When inflated the second balloon all the way, she was so stretched open, I could have gotten meine schwanz in there! But that’s not what pushed her over the edge. There were two copper buttons mounted flush on opposite sides of the balloons. They were wired... After Zhang had gotten the second balloon as big as it was gonna get....and the girl didn’t break.....he told us to let go of her and back off. 

	I was holding her down with Ilse. Zhang picked up a little black box. That was the electronic controller. When he started zapping the girl...the sounds that came out of her mouth were unlike anything I’d ever heard from a human being before that. Her body arched up like a bow against the straps.

	Then she passed out. Zhang threw water on her face and slapped her awake. Nagel went back to questioning her. When she clammed up, he pointed to Zhang holding the little black box. He told her that she was going to ‘ride the lighting’ again if she didn’t talk.” 

	Otto nodded at the memory. He had masturbated a hundred times fantasizing about watching Zhang use the “balloon” on hapless, attractive women like Annemarie. The poor young woman, who had suffered so much, was no more than a puppet on the table. She had been reduced to a numb, twitching, screaming automaton. It was inevitable that the Stasi torturers would have broken her eventually.

	“The pain had been too much. She talked. She gave it up. Her mother was so exhausted that she just hung her head. The girl was broken at that point. Everyone could see that. Nagel had another officer come in and pump her for names and addresses. The mother....Well, that now that the daughter had broken, it was going to be difficult to get the mother to talk. We had lost the leverage of her mother love. To get her to talk, Nagel held a meeting with us to discuss what to do next,” asserted Otto.

	“Tell me about that,” Angelika asked?

	Sixth Session – Base Camp

	Otto: “Nagel took the mother back to ‘base camp’. It’s like we were gonna start all over with her. He gave us permission to rape her.”

	Angelika: “Did you participate, Ilse?”

	The grandmotherly former guard lowered her eyes and said quietly, “yes.”

	Otto: “We brought her to the room and stripped her. Ilse’s job was to warm her up.”

	Ilse: “I used my hands on her. They held her and I played with her tits. And her cunt. I got her steamed up. I masturbated her.”

	Otto: “She was very proud. When Ilse did that to her, she was very ashamed. A woman knows how to do that to another woman. And Ilse made her squirt,” he chuckled.

	“What then,” asked Angelika?

	Otto: “We lined up. We drew numbers. We got her on a cot and I got to go first. We got the fisch on her back and someone held her hands. I fucked her and then everyone took a turn. We turned her over and then fucked her in the arsch.”

	Angelika: “And did you do anything, Ilse?”

	“I used a rubber truncheon.”

	“I see.”

	“Was the daughter present?”

	“No....they were pumping her for information. We focused on the mother.”

	“How many men raped her?”

	“OH, I don’t know,” said Otto.

	“How many.....10....20?”

	“I would say 15,” he answered.

	“Then what?”

	“Well, after we’d all taken a turn or two, Nagel told us to use the ‘spice’ on her. And then give her a ‘sweat sock surprise’,” said Otto.

	“What was that?”

	“We used pepper spray. It was in a canister. Someone sprayed her in the face.....then we held her down and spread her legs open and used the spray on her crotch. Then we turned her over.... spread her cheeks and squirted some on her asshole too.”

	“Oh God, that sounds awful. What did she do,” Angelika asked?

	Otto: “We left her on the floor. She couldn’t get up. She was rolling around and moaning.”

	The capsicum in the spray caused intense burning and itching in the woman’s nose, mouth, vagina and anus. It made all the mucous membranes swell up horribly. Karlotte was completely incapacitated and was unable to see or walk.

	“Then what?”

	“After awhile, we picked her up and gave her a beating.” 

	“With what? Your fists?”

	Otto: “Oh no....we filled some sweat socks with wet sand. We used to call that the ‘sweat sock surprise’.”

	“And you beat her with those? Where?”

	“UH....first...on all the fleshy areas: the buttocks, the thighs, the tits and the belly. We beat her pretty good. The socks don’t leave marks - so they were good for the interrogations,” said Otto. “Then we made her kneel and one of us held her arms. I got in front of her and hit her on the temples. First on one side and then the other. After a couple of those, she became semi-conscious. She was in shock.”

	Ilse: “Major Nagel was angry at her. He wanted to punish her for defying him.  And then we gave her a ‘flush’.”

	“What was that?”

	Ilse: “We used a hose and washed her face. Stuck it in her mouth and forced water up her nose. Then we used it like a douche` and shoved it up her fotze (cunt). After that, it went in her arsch (ass). We filled her up. When she begged for relief, I took her to the toilet. Otto and I hit her in the stomach until she vomited and then we let her shit. It took awhile.”

	“Did any of this make her talk,” Angelika asked?

	Ilse: “No....still nothing.”

	“She was one stubborn zicke (bitch). So, that’s when Nagel decided to send her to Room 29,” Otto said.

	Room 29

	Ilse: “Room 29 was the last stop for a woman. It was where Doctor Zhang employed the most extreme procedure he had invented. He had come up with a special formula he could inject into the human body.”

	Otto: “It was a concoction of Japanese seaweed and some plastic stuff.....polymers, I think. And when it combined with bodily fluids.....it would expand and grow. He used it to make a woman pregnant. He would inject the stuff into her womb and...uh.....it grew and hardened. Within a few hours she would look like she was nine months pregnant. And she was....for all intents and purposes.”

	“And then.....uh....he would force delivery,” asked Angelika, now truly sick to her stomach?

	“That’s it. Exactly,” said Ilse.

	It was a monstrous thing. Angelika had never heard anything like it. For a moment she doubted that such a thing was possible. But, prodding the couple, she soon had all the gory details.

	Ilse: “We strapped the mother naked to the gynecological table, with her feet in the...uh....the stirrups. We cranked the table up so that she was sitting at a forty-five degree angle. She was trembling and...uh..... sweating.”

	Otto: “She was terrified after what we’d done to her daughter. Nagel built Room 29 up. He told her that this was the most extreme thing yet. That what would be done to her there was 10 times worse than what they’d done to her or her daughter. And when we brought her to Room 29, she was really afraid....I could tell.  The whole set-up was like a hospital room. A delivery room.”

	Ilse: “Dr. Zhang tortured her mentally first. He described the whole process as he swabbed her genitals with rubbing alcohol. Then he took a speculum, lubricated it and got it in her vagina. He twisted the handle and made her open up like a flower. He hung an IV filled with saline. Then, he brought out a syringe with a long, thick needle on the end. The syringe was glass and...uh.... it had a plunger. It was filled with green, gooey stuff.” 

	Otto: “I remember he said, ‘this is instant baby. It’s made from seaweed and liquid plastic. It absorbs twenty times its weight in liquid. When it comes in contact with anything wet inside your body it swells and expands.  When I inject this into your womb and add saline solution, the mixture will grow inside you. It tricks your body into thinking its pregnant. And I’ll give you saline intravenously to increase the fluid you’d add during pregnancy’. 

	Doctor Zhang told the terrified woman that told her that when the mixture stopped expanding ...it hardened. At that point it would be the size and weight of a baby and the placenta: about four kilos. He told her that the pregnancy part would take about three hours. That she’d experience all the aches and pains of a real pregnancy – only in three hours. 

	He told her he was going to impregnate her with twins; that she’d gain 20 kilos. That even her breasts would grow because her body would think she was pregnant. He said that after three hours, the two fetuses would be the size and shape of a large squashes. 

	He went on to tell her that when they were full-term, he would induce labor. He’d give her an injection of drugs and hormones. It would make her begin contractions. After labor.... many hours of labor.....she’d give birth to big, green squash babies.

	Otto: “The woman was in shock, you could tell.  Zhang beat her up with all the gory details. He mentally tortured her.”

	Otto laughed at this. Angelika ignored it. It was all so hideous.

	The old guard went on: “He told her it would be a natural childbirth. No drugs. And she was going to have ‘twins’. Nagel told her that if she talked, she get drugs. She told him to go to hell. ‘Well, get ready to be a mother again’, I remember he told her.”

	Ilse: “Dr. Zhang dilated her cervix with rods. When her cervix was open enough he got the syringe lined up and worked the needle in so that it was all the way in her uterus. She was trying to stay calm. But when he began stretching her cervix and when he put the needle in, she went wild. She howled and yelled so loud that we had to gag her.”

	Doctor Zhang pushed the plunger and forced the green stuff into her womb. He took the needle out and worked a catheter into her uterus. Then he attached the drip tube. He filled her with saline. He waited 10 minutes; then pulled out the drip tube and brought over the syringe. He’d filled it up again with his magic formula. This was for the second fetus. Giving the first one a little time to set allowed him to add a second load which would form and harden into a second fetus. So, she would have ‘twins’.

	Ilse: “When the Doctor took out the needle and got the drip tube back in her again, Major Nagel came over and...uh....he patted her belly. After more saline in her womb, Dr. Zhang removed the catheter and left the speculum in her vagina.  He hooked up another IV bottle to a needle. He stuck that needle into a vein in her right arm. This bottle was much bigger. He eventually pumped 3 or 4 liters of saline into her.”

	Otto: “There was a clock on the wall. She wasn’t screaming then. Nagel pointed to the clock and told her that every minute that went by, the ‘babies’ were growing inside her. It was there to let her know how time was working against her. Within twenty minutes, she was groaning and sick to her stomach. She kept looking down at her belly to see if it was growing. At first, there was nothing showing, but after an hour, her stomach began to stick out.”

	Ilse: “Something that nature would do in nine months was forced on her in a few hours. It put pressure on all her organs. Her bladder, kidneys, her stomach and her bowels. I remember that she kept moaning like a sick calf. The clock kept ticking.....each minute added to her suffering. Soon, there was no doubt she was pregnant. Her belly had begun to stick out. She was mumbling.... into the...uh... gag. I guess she was begging Dr. Zhang to take it out of her. The Major told her if nodded ‘yes’, they would stop. Every time he tried that, she seemed to gather herself together. Get stronger. But, time was working against her.”

	Otto: “As it got to 2 hours - she looked six months pregnant.”

	Ilse: “I also remember that her breasts began to swell too. They got bigger. Dr. Zhang pulled and pinched her nipples. They had puffed up and gotten darker too.”

	Giving Birth

	Otto: “Her belly was grotesque. It was so swollen.”

	Angelika asked, “At that point, the thing inside her had finished growing?”

	Ilse answered, “Yeah, it was full grown by then. Dr. Zhang removed the IV at that point. She didn’t need any more fluid. She looked nine months pregnant. It looked like she had swallowed a torpedo that was....uh.... lying front-to-back in her stomach. She was groaning and.......having cramps. She pulled against the straps holding her. She just kept moaning and moaning.”

	At that point, the poor woman was suffering the fate of the damned. She’d been forcibly impregnated. Now, the awful process of labor would begin...

	Otto: “At that point, all we did was just watch her. She would wriggle or hump her hips up and down, trying to get rid of the cramps. Her huge belly would flop this way and that.”

	Finally, the Doctor gave her a shot. It was a mixture of drugs and hormones. Within ten minutes she began hyperventilating. Within thirty minutes, her contractions started. Before long they were 5 to 8 minutes apart. The Doctor looked into her vagina. He wanted to see how dilated she was. ‘About 5 centimeters’, he told the group. ‘When she gets to 10 centimeters, she’ll start to push it out’, he said.

	Otto: “She was having regular contractions...and sweating like a pig. She pulled on the straps holding her, but it was no use. As her cervix dilated and the uh....contractions got worse, the pain made her scream and howl like a lunatic.  The Doctor pulled up a stool to sit beside her. He wanted to monitor her contractions.”

	Each ‘baby’ was somewhat different size and shape, depending on the inside of a woman’s uterus and how her body reacted to the material. Some of the ‘babies’ were smaller and were shaped like a pear. And some were as big as a squash. All of them did damage to a woman’s vagina. Some women had small tears inside. Some had their vaginas torn. 

	Ilse: “The Doctor took out the speculum. All us guards just waited for her to give birth. Major Nagel kept talking to her. He took the gag out. She begged God at one point...to ...you know...uh... kill her. It took about an hour...the labor. Her body wanted to get rid of the thing that had grown inside her.”

	Otto: “Zhang told her to push. He told her, ‘if want to give birth, you need to push’. The expressions on her face.....I remember it looked like she was trying to shit a brick and it wouldn’t come out.”

	Ilse: “She bore down..... and pushed..... and pushed....and pushed. Her face showed the strain. It hurt so much.... she blacked out twice. After nearly two hours, the ‘crown’ was visible. It went on for another 15 minutes before the ‘baby’ began to come out. The Major kept talking to her. He showed her a hypodermic needle and said, ‘talk and I’ll give you the drugs’. All she had to do was talk. She kept crying and begging God to save her. Or kill her.”

	Angelika asked, “how did it end?”

	Ilse: “She gave birth to the smaller ‘baby’ first. It was shaped like a big pear. The big end came out first. It really stretched her vagina. The thing was....uh....greenish-brown. As it stretched her open, she screamed and howled. I wanted to gag her again, but Major Nagel wanted her to talk.”

	Otto: “Nagel kept waving the hypodermic needle in her face. As that was going on, Zhang put mirror up so she could see her how much her cunt had been stretched open and watch the ‘baby’ come out of her. I think he did that to fuck with her mind. Seeing that big thing coming out of her body just messed up her mind. I’m sure of it.  Seeing that and the pain really weakened her. 

	Ilse: “As the thickest part was struggling to come out of her, she was screaming, ‘GOD....KILL ME....PLEASE KILL ME. I WANT TO DIE. KILL ME.’ Finally, she gave birth. She had a little breather at that point. And then.....the whole thing started over. It took another half hour before the second baby ‘crowned’. This was the bigger one. But the small end came out first. I watched the tip of it pushing her open. She was grunting and groaning like crazy again. And yelling..... as she tried to push it out.

	Then, with the contractions and her pushing....more of it came out. It tore her vagina. She began to bleed. After too much time had passed the Doctor had to grab it with forceps. He had to pull on it - if it was gonna come out. As he struggled with it and it seemed like it was never gonna come out, she cracked. She finally broke.

	She was out of her mind at that point. As Zhang pulled on it, it was apparent that it was stuck. And she couldn’t take it any more. She screamed over and over, ‘I’ll tell you everything. I’LL TELL YOU EVERYTHING. Give me the drugs. GIVE ME THE DRUGS’. 

	Otto: “The Major really put her through hell though before she got the shot. He made her say that they should do it to her daughter instead. It was only when she said, ‘do it to my daughter’, that the Major let Dr. Zhang give her a shot.”

	Ilse: “She spilled her guts after she got the shot. Names and places began pouring out of her. The Major had me scribble it all down. She gave him the info she’d been holding. She’d suffered for it ....real stoic. But, she had been forced to give it up. I think she felt real humiliation she wasn’t able to hold it together. She was real proud. In the end...she was just...a mess. A sweaty, bleeding, screaming sack of meat. Begging....like a child. And betraying her daughter too. She was emotionally devastated..... humiliated and broken.”

	As the drugs went to work, the torturers still forced her to watch the ‘birth’. The Doctor pulled on the fetus, which was stuck, and told her, ‘Push. Push’, he kept telling her. As this one began to pass out of her cervix and down and out of her vagina, the two guards watched the huge thing being born. It was dark green and yellow. It looked to everyone like a huge butternut squash. 

	Otto: “The drugs took hold and she quieted down some. But then, after the second one popped out.... Zhang had to go in again to get some loose material.”

	What had happened was that there was some material left in her uterus. And it ended up blocking the cervix. Zhang had to work a dilator into her to see if he could get it out of the way. When that didn’t work, after poking around, he used a high pressure hose with saline to force it out. 

	Ilse: “There was some ‘crumbs’ or small pieces left inside her womb. He called it the ‘afterbirth’. The Doctor got it out, but what he did ....hurt her so bad, he had to give her another shot of morphine. He stitched her up after that.”

	Otto: “She had been torn..... The next day when the drugs wore off and she woke up, her cunt showed what she had been through. She wasn’t able to walk for days. She kept giving Nagel everything he wanted. He only had to threaten her with another pregnancy. She didn’t want any more of that.”

	“How big were they,” Angelika asked?

	Ilse: “Oh.... the pear was smaller. About the size of a grapefruit. The bigger one was huge. I don’t know what they weighed.”

	The first ‘baby’, pear-shaped, was 30 centimeters long (11¾”) and 25 centimeters around (10”) at the widest part. It weighed 2.5 kilos (5½ lbs.). The second one was 50 centimeters long (19¾”); and 38 centimeters around (15”) at the widest part. It weighed 4.5 kilograms (10 lbs.). After Karlotte Boehm gave birth, her breasts began to lactate. The ‘pregnancy’ had tricked her breasts into producing milk.

	Ilse: “The Doctor had a twisted sense of humor too. After she’d given birth....He presented the ‘babies’ to her. Both of them. ‘Here are your babies’, he said to her. Then, he laid them down next to her on the table. I remember they were really sticky with blood, mucus and green stuff. Pretty disgusting.”

	Angelika had been fighting nausea for an hour. She struggled to get it all down on tape. It had been a grueling experience. The story of the two women was the highlight of the article on Stasi torture in the old GDR; and she won a journalistic award a year after the series appeared in the newspaper. 

	Epilog

	Karlotte Boehm and her daughter, Annemarie, spent five years in prison. Part of their “re-education”. Karlotte lived on in Berlin until 2000 when she died of a stroke. Annemarie eventually became a teacher and in 1994 emigrated to Australia. The whereabouts of Colonel Probst, Major Nagel and Dr. Zhang are unknown. 

	Otto and Ilse live in the suburbs of Berlin. He’s a part-time security guard; and she’s a retired homemaker. Angelika Drucker is a well-respected journalist who lives in Bonn and teaches occasional classes in journalism. She’s also a member of Amnesty International and lectures on the problem of political torture in the modern world.
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	The 15th emperor of the Ming dynasty was Zhu Youxiao who ruled from 1620 to 1627. He is remembered as the Tianqi (“Heavenly Opening”) Emperor. He became Emperor at fifteen on the death of his father. He showed no interest in his studies, possibly suffered from a learning disability, and paid scant attention to affairs of state. He spent most of his time making things out of wood. 

	Because he was unable to read and uninterested in governing, the head eunuch, Wei Zhongxian, ran the show. Madam Ke, the Emperor’s nanny, exiled the concubines and made sure the young ruler had no access to women. These two became the power behind the throne and therein lies the tale...

	Xiǎo tůzǐ

	She was from the provinces...a poor peasant girl. She had begun a journey which took her from her village to work where she could. Her destination was the Imperial City. She sought a future as her family and the people of her village were very poor. Her name was Xiulan, but she was known as Xiǎo tůzǐ (Little Rabbit). She was young and very pretty. Her skin was as creamy as goat’s milk and her hair was like silk. Her eyes were captivating and every man found her a delight. It was no surprise that she caught the eye of the Imperial head steward, Guozhi. The old steward spotted “Little Rabbit” at a well on official business for the palace,

	“Have you no husband,” he inquired?

	“No, I am a virgin girl,” Xiulan answered demurely.

	Discovering that she was working as a menial for a family of farmers, Guozhi paid for her release; and she accompanied him to the palace. The steward was a widower, much older and kindly with snowy hair. Under his tutelage Xiulan would thrive. He assumed the role of benevolent ‘Uncle’. He became her mentor and protector and took her under his wing. Early on he counseled her.

	“You must never raise your eyes and look at anyone in the eye from the Imperial family. Remember, they are divine and you would be tempting heaven to do so,” he counseled her.

	“Yes, Master Guozhi, I will strive to be humble and not to be the nail that sticks up and must be hit,” Xiulan said.

	She labored as a simple servant and often drew duty as a messenger. It was, however, on an errand for the old steward that Xiulan attracted the notice of the young Emperor, Zhu Youxiao. He was even younger than Xiulan but naďve in the ways of the world. He had been isolated by Wei Zhongxian, his eunuch, and Madame Ke, his nanny. Together these two had cleverly conspired to keep him a prisoner in his own palace. It was the young man’s own fault. 

	He had been such a poor student that he was illiterate; and had no interest in the affairs of state or those of the court. And in that world, political intrigues were many and very convoluted. To be a naďf, a pawn, in such circumstances was a great stupidity. And Zhu Youxiao would eventually go down in history as an ineffective, weak Emperor.

	However, the young man was full of hormones and it didn’t take him long, when he spied Little Rabbit to focus his attention on the young servant girl.  Shyly at first, and then with a bit more ardor, he began to seek her out. He wanted to spend a little with her. 

	For Xiulan, it was frightening. He was the Emperor and she was only a lowly servant girl. As instructed by Guozhi, she avoided looking at him directly. And when, with fumbling efforts, he let some of his affectionate feelings be known, Xiulan recoiled. She strove not to hurt the boy Emperor’s feelings, as she was not attracted to him and therefore had no illusions that a romance was possible. Such a thing would have been problematic at best. Only the boy Emperor was deluded.

	Quickly, his attraction for Little Rabbit drew the attention of Madame Ke, his nanny. She noticed how he lingered whenever the girl was in the vicinity and, on one occasion, caught them together chatting in the garden. The boy was trying to get Xiulan to talk and she was being polite but looking for an opportunity to flee. To Ke, regardless, it was apparent that Zhu was smitten with the girl. And this is what condemned Xiulan.

	Drawn into the Web

	Madame Ke wanted to find out how serious a threat this girl could be, so she summoned her to her quarters. The older woman was an imposing figure... somewhat heavyset with coarse features. She lived in absolute luxury and her rooms reflected the fact that she had lived her whole life, as had her mother, in the Imperial palace. Rich tapestries and brocaded silk were everywhere. The sticky sweet odor of incense hung heavily in the air. Xiulan was very intimidated. 

	Now that she was alone with her, Madame Ke studied the girl carefully. She was slim and graceful, but with womanly curves. She had a pleasing voice for a servant girl and her hair, eyes and skin were the endowments of girl born of a higher caste. Her mouth was especially pretty and she noted the girl’s even, small white teeth. Ke hated her at once.

	“Do sit down, my dear,” Ke began sweetly.

	She interrogated the girl and got her to tell of her earliest days as well as her hopes and dreams. Feigning interest, Ke told the girl that she had drawn the interest of powerful people at court. At first, she didn’t even mention the Tianqi Emperor.  She spoke in vague terms but elicited the girl’s assent when she said, “I need you to do me a favor.”

	In short, she recruited Xiulan as a “spy”, almost without the girl even realizing it. Ke wanted as many hooks in the Emperor as she could get and the fact that this simple farm girl had captured his fancy could work to her advantage. And so began an espionage that went on for several months. Xiulan would be summoned to Ke’s quarters and, upon prodding, tell the fat woman everything the Emperor had said. 

	Seeing what was happening, Guozhi counseled his young charge to ‘tread carefully’. “I cannot refuse her,” Xiulan said plaintively, when Guozhi advised her to avoid contact with Ke as much as possible.

	“Yes, it is not wise to anger her, but I say to you that you must be very careful of how you tread, Little Rabbit. You are now walking among wolves,” said the old man.

	Xiulan was worried, but trapped, could only trot when summoned and kneel at Madame Ke’s feet. There, she had to listen to what the woman wanted her to do. She must do her bidding. When this seemed to be working smoothly, Madame Ke began to give Xiulan specific instruction to present certain ideas to the Emperor. She was to prime him with information that she and Wei Zhongxian, the eunuch, wanted him to have.

	Sensing now how treacherous a path she was treading, Xiulan feebly protested. This brought a quick, sharp rebuke from the fat woman. “Silence, child. You will say what I tell you to say. Do you understand?” Xiulan gulped, swallowed hard and nodded, ‘yes-yes-yes’. She was now on a slippery slope...

	A Huge Mistake

	And then, Xiulan made a colossal mistake. With Ke’s encouragement, she had gotten to the point of being able to talk somewhat freely to the shy boy who sat on his nation’s throne. And while she was not attracted to him, she liked him. She realized that he was much more of a child than she was. And so, when she was told by Ke to tell the Emperor that certain new taxes being proposed were a good idea—she decided to tell the boy Emperor EVERYTHING.

	First, she told him what Ke had told her. And then she told Zhu she had heard from a monk in a Confucian moralist group that this was an evil tax that would oppress the people. This sect, the Donglins, had begun to speak out about the common people’s distress in the kingdom. In response, the palace had begun to persecute Donglin officials. 

	“My Lord, you should stand firm,” she told the boy. “This tax will only lead to unrest in the kingdom. It will be used, in your name, to hurt the people,” she said to him in all earnestness.

	Her silliness could not have fallen on more foolish soil. The boy looked at her quizzically, showing surprise and confusion. He could not imagine that his beloved nanny, the woman who wiped his bottom as a baby, would be party to such a thing.

	“I am sure you are mistaken, Xiulan. I do not know of such things, but if such a tax is necessary, then my advisors are counseling wisdom. How else can the palace be maintained, if not by the beneficence of taxes,” he asked?

	Xiulan quickly realized she had made a mistake. The boy was completely out of touch with the realities of his time. She had been wrong to speak out. She should simply have relayed the message that Madame Ke had given to her. Now, she worried that there would be unintended consequences. 

	In a lighthearted, impulsive gesture, but one borne of fear, she reached over and gave him a sweet little kiss on the cheek. It worked. The matter was dropped and the boy basked in her glow for the rest of the hour. But, foolishly, within two days, he brought the matter up in conversation with Wei.

	“Is it true that the new tax is thought of as unjust by some,” he asked the eunuch naively?

	“Ah, my noble Emperor, how has this disquieting concern come to you to make your mind restless and uneasy,” Wei Zhongxian asked him solicitously?

	Wei was fairly tall for his time. His head was partially shaved, as was the style of the time, and his clothing was correct, but severe. He wore a collarless pale, yellow, silk tunic that made his skin look sallow. He had a thin nose and cavernous cheeks that gave him a sepulchral, somber look. 

	His voice was high and lilting, as befits a man whose testicles were taken from him in his youth. His words, his speech, were always flowery but somehow he managed to sound succinct, and to the point. In short, he was a paradox.... a complicated man who wielded the real power behind the Imperial throne. More than Ke, he was the puppet master in the court.

	The boy Emperor blurted out what he had heard and from whom he had acquired this information and opinion. At the mention of the Donglins, and of the young servant girl, Wei’s thin eyebrows arched ever so slightly. 

	“Ah so, I have heard of the concerns and opinion of the group of monks. But, let me assure you my most noble and beloved Emperor that they do not represent the true feelings of the people. They are a marginal, troublesome group given to archaic and useless philosophies. You need not concern yourself with such drivel, my Lord. All will be well. Is is not apparent that the palace runs with the precision of the Heavens itself? And does such a glorious enterprise require taxes to provide for its functioning,” he asked rhetorically? “Of course, it does, my Lord.”

	And so, the boy was reassured. And Xiulan was caught in the spider’s web. Wei hurried to Ke’s quarters to confer with her about the meddlesome servant girl. Ke was furious and dispatched the guards Guang and Yong, to the servant’s quarters very early the next morning. They seized Xiulan and brought the girl to the fat woman’s quarters. Ke stood with her arms folded across her chest, as the guards pushed her into the center of the room to stand in the light. Xiulan stood there and trembled; a sheen of sweat glistening on her alabaster skin. 

	The girl had disclosed Ke’s confidence to the Emperor and she had mentioned the Donglins.  Ke was going to punish her and also have her tortured to find out what she knew about the hated monks.

	“Xiulan,” Ke purred, “you have betrayed my confidence.”

	Xiulan stood there with her head bowed and holding her hands crossed over her groin. She knew she was going to be punished and shook with fear. This was not going to be a simple village chastisement.

	Poor Xiulan fell to her knees in supplication. She begged and pleaded for understanding, but in the end, Ke decided to punish her. 

	“You are a disobedient and foolish girl. Such stupidity must be punished. You will be given the tiŕodňng de túnbů (跳動的臀部).

	Xiulan gulped. This was the name was given to a traditional Chinese punishment that consisted of the victim receiving many blows on the buttocks with a long, light, thin bamboo cane for an extended period (one hour or more). The suffering was not in the pain of each blow, but in the mounting anguish caused by the duration of the punishment. Xiulan had heard of this discipline from other servants. She had never seen it administered.

	The men who did it trained by hitting bean curd (tofu), and were capable of delivering a hundred blows without damaging the curd. Stories floated around the palace that some women were driven insane when they were “corrected” this way. It was usually only done to women. Xiulan began pleading. 

	“Please Mistress.....I know I have made a grave mistake, but my heart is pure,” she wailed. “Do know have me whipped,” she begged.

	“It is not your heart I am concerned with, stupid girl. It is your ‘Open Peony Blossom’ (pussy),” she said evenly. “But we shall take care of that too,” she said with a grin.

	Ke nodded to Yong and Guang, and they took hold of the girl and hustled her out. They were taking her to the dungeon. With Ke training behind, they descended down a long flight of stone steps. It seemed to the young girl that she was entering another world. Deep and dark in the palace, the lower they went the more frightening it became. The walls were mortared, heavy rough stones blocks. Candles and torches were everywhere illuminating the damp walls. Rats scurried and could be heard in the shadows.

	There went down a long corridor and entered a large room. The ceiling was shrouded in shadows. There was a brazier with hot glowing coals in one corner of the room. Large devices stood around the perimeter covered with tarps; and one wall was studded with hooks on which tools and various implements hung. 

	In the center was a narrow knee high bench. The device could be separated at one end to splay open wider. Leather straps were everywhere in evidence. Two men emerged from out of the shadows to stand at attention. Ke coming up from behind greeted them. They were young, slim men with pigtails wearing black tunics, trousers and slippers. They each brandished a long, thin bamboo cane. Ke turned her attention to the servant girl.

	“Little Rabbit...take off all your clothes,” she commanded her. “Or I will have them do it,” she said, indicating Guang and Yong.

	Xiulan whimpered, but one look at the faces of Guang and Yong convinced her to do it. Both men stood licking their lips with their hands on their hips like they owned the world. Yong gave Xiulan a sick grin. She began disrobing. Her black shiny hair was pulled back into a tail and swished around as she bent to the task at hand. 

	She was wearing a pale cotton tunic the color of soft pink roses and dark red cotton trousers. On her feet were ivory socks and cream colored slippers with pointed toes. Under her tunic she wore a burgundy camisole with a thin strap that went around her neck and a white silk under skirt to cover her womanly parts.

	At each stage, Xiulan’s tears fell like rain. She was being degraded in a most personal way and this was a very new experience. To have to strip in front of everyone was a violation. When she was standing in her camisole, her under skirt, and her slippers, she covered her face with her hands in shame. She felt so dishonored...

	Finally, she pulled off the camisole and the four men could see her charms. Her tits were full, capped with dark nipples and medium sized aureoles. They bobbed and swayed prettily when she bent over to take off her slippers and socks. Her tail swished around prettily and her tits could be seen in all their glory as she bent down. Guang elbowed Yong and sick grins slowly spread over their ugly faces as they studied her breasts.

	Then standing there in only her under skirt - the garment low enough in front to cover her pubis, but which barely covered the cheeks of her buttocks in the back. When Ke motioned impatiently with one hand for her to take this off, Xiulan hesitated for just a moment, then untied it and let it drop. Guang came over and picked up her clothes as Xiulan covered her pubis and her tits with her hands. She looked very young, vulnerable and foolish.

	The two young men, the whip masters, whose task it was to beat her, stood by very professionally. They had been trained as torturers and executioners from birth. Their fathers had been so employed. Ke nodded to them and they came over and took Xiulan by the arms and escorted her over to the bench. They made her straddle it first and then lie down.

	Xiulan winced at this exposure, but could do nothing but lie down. There was a hump at one end and this went under her hips to elevate her ass a bit. The two men strapped her wrists to the bench. Then each took an ankle and used straps to bind them.

	Now, she was ready for her punishment. Ke came over, knelt down and whispered something in her ear. The girl colored visibly and then the two young men stationed themselves on either side the bench facing her exposed buttocks. The dark groove (the “muddy road”) between her ass cheeks and her hairy pubis was visible. Guang and Yong stationed themselves so that they could enjoy her charms.  Ke produced an hourglass.

	“You will have their attentions for one hour, young fool,” she said to Xiulan sadistically as she set the glass on a small pedestal for her to see. 

	Then the two men began. The blows were strong and steady. And the sound of the canes hitting the soft, resilient flesh of Xiulan’s full buttocks soon bounced off the walls. For a long while this was the only sound. And then, it began: a soft whimpering from Xiulan. Soon, she began to groan. And as the men changed places and continued to hit her butt cheeks and the backs of her thighs, the change in her flesh was apparent for all to see. And Xiulan began to cry out as she was beaten.

	Guang nudged Yong and both stared at the hot, twitching loaves of the young girl’s butt cheeks. It was exciting to see the canes land and indent the flesh. Xiulan clenched and relaxed her asscheeks and this dance was erotic to see. As the canes landed over and over again, the strength and stamina of the two whip masters was evident. They never missed a beat or took a breath. The last third of the cane made constant contact with Xiulan’s hot ass. As the beating went on, it was clear and noticeable that they were just flaying her ass raw.

	Xiulan began to writhe and wriggle trying to get away from the tips of those wicked canes. She began squealing when the pain reached new levels of intolerance. And as the time approached one hour, she began screaming. When the sand ran out of the hourglass, Xiulan was beside herself. She was wriggling like a hooked eel, screaming and babbling like a broken child. 

	Her ass was as raw as a piece of meat. There was no blood anywhere, but her hide had been “tanned”, inflamed and tenderized in the most obscene way. From the top of her hips to the middle of her thighs, she was red, swollen, discolored and raw beyond belief.

	“Jiang, turn her over,” instructed Ke. 

	Jiang was the senior man. He and his comrade unbound, turned and then strapped Xiulan face up on the bench. The fat woman supervised and the lower half of the bench was opened into the shape of an inverted letter “Y” using a crank. Now Xiulan’s crotch was exposed.

	“Work on her “Examination Hall” (labia) and the “Jade Pearl” (clitoris),” Ke said evenly. “I want her to remember this for a long time.”

	Jiang nodded and got into position. He straddled poor Xiulan on the bench so that she was looking at his rear and he was staring down at her crotch. Then he began to “tenderize” her.

	Whether from fear or excitement, Xiulan’s cunt was soon wet and the sound of the thin cane could be heard as it made sickening contact with the wet flesh. Jiang was so skilled that he was able to make the tip land with regularity on her clitoris. The bud had erected and the hood had retracted. Each blow on the sensitive protuberance made the girl shriek. Inhuman sounds came out her mouth. Soon, concentrating on the Jade Pearl, Jiang made it swell until it was the size of a cashew, blood red and throbbing with pain. He also used the cane to work on her pussy lips. 

	Flagellated on her pubis with the nasty little cane, Xiulan’s whole pussy and perineum soon swelled, reddened and finally welted as if she had been stung repeatedly by angry bees. Jiang was a master and he beat her on her pussy expertly, making the tip land repeatedly on her spread open sex lips until they were so swollen and distended that they closed off any view of her vaginal hole. The pulpy outer lips ballooned and looked like hairy caterpillars; and the wet inner lips gave the impression of an exotic sea creature.

	These seemed to be blue-black at the edges and angry purple everywhere else. The wet sound of the cane hitting her between the legs was mesmerizing and very erotic to Guang and Yong. They stood by with bulges in their trousers listening to the nasty symphony and watching intently as Jiang tortured the girl.

	When Xiulan passed out, Ke had Jiang turn her over and strap her face down again. Spreading her legs open wide again, Jiang went to work on the “brown rose” (anus). First, Madame Ke held the bottle of stimulant under Xiulan’s nose and soon, she was fully awake and shaking with fear and loathing.

	“PLEASE....NO MORE....I.....HAVE LEARNED MY LESSON. PLEASE DO NOT LET THEM HURT ME ANY MORE....P-P-P-PLEASE!!!!”

	“Oh no, Little Rabbit, there is one more part we must discipline,” Ke said.

	Ke pointed at the dark brown tight sphincter nestling between Xiulan’s white cheeks. Jiang got to work. This was his favorite target. The sound of the cane’s tip hitting the tight brown rosette bounced off the walls and was only punctuated by Xiulan’s cries, moans, groans and screaming. The cane tip hitting her anus made it swell obscenely. Finally, Ke held up a hand and Jiang stopped. He stepped back and at this point, after the exertions of the session, was sweating profusely. Ke leaned down next to Xiulan’s right ear and whispered to her.

	“Do not seduce him. If you think to use your ‘charms’, remember this.”

	Ke then motioned to Jiang who went back to making the tip of the cane land on the dark rubbery ring of muscle between Xiulan’s full ass cheeks. She howled and shrieked as the wet beating went on. When it was over, they released her, let her stand and left the chamber. Xiulan, for her part, could barely walk. It was difficult for her to get dressed, providing Guang and Yong with much amusement. She had to stand and walk with her legs held open. It was humiliating and demeaning.

	Poor Little Rabbit would find it very painful when next she needed to urinate or defecate. Her pisshole and asshole were so swollen and sensitive to the touch that when next she pissed or shit, she would wince, groan or cry out. Even the touch of a piece of silken paper used to clean her anus afterwards was agony.  She would not be able to piss or shit without pain for two days. Just to touch her poor pussy or asshole elicited vows to never anger Ke again. 

	But, Xiulan was not done. She had been punished for her betrayal, but now Ke wanted to know what she knew about the Donglins. When she was dressed, the fat woman crooked her finger at her.

	“Now, tell me everything you know about the Donglins.”

	“I do not know much about them. I only have heard a few rumors.”

	“Good, we will begin with those rumors,” Ke said cheerfully.

	She had a lewd smile on her face and it was extremely disconcerting to Xiulan. She had been chastised severely. She wanted to crawl into a hole and recuperate. But, now, she was being grilled about the monks and what she knew. She began pleading, but shivered as she saw Ke nod to her two bodyguards. They moved so quickly that it gave Xiulan no time to react. They hustled her over to a heavy, short wooden table sitting near the far wall. Xiulan tried to avoid looking the menacing device. They twisted and pushed her forward to face it. Then, they released her arms. Ke laughed at her obvious terror.

	The device was hip height. On top of the table were cuffs made of leather for a victim’s wrists. And resting there also was a zánzhǐ(拶指). This simple device was a torture tool used in those times to interrogate a female suspect. It consisted of a set of five wooden sticks which were positioned between the victim’s fingers and connected by strings.

	Each time a suspect refused to confess, the strings were pulled, slowly, agonizingly and this squeezed the fingers between the sticks. This could be done until the finger bones were broken. It was used exclusively on women. 

	“Kneel before the table.... Or do you want them to make you,” Ke asked her and pointing at the two thuggish guards?

	Both of them were big and thickly built thugs with rough features, made notable by missing front teeth. They smiled evilly at her and this sent a shiver down Xiulan’s spine. Trying to keep her composure, she knelt. She put both hands on the table when she was told. Guang secured her wrists with the leather cuffs. 

	Then, grunting with the exertion, he made her extend the fingers of her right hand and used the zánzhǐ to trap them. There were hooks on the top of the table to secure the strings on one side of the device and Guang looped the strings to them until they were taut.  Now, she was ready for torture.

	Instinctively, Xiulan began to beg and plead. Guang and Yong laughed at her. Ke walked across to the shivering, captive girl. She chuckled, enjoying Xiulan’s panic-stricken reaction.

	Ke studied the sudden play of light across her sweat-beaded skin as Xiulan writhed, desperate to find some way of avoiding the agony she knew must come. Ke smiled to herself and grinned at the squeals of anticipatory fear coming from Xiulan.

	“Listen to me,” Ke spoke almost gently, her tone quiet and reasonable. “Tell me what I want to know, or Yong will loosen your tongue. Let me tell you that if I do not like your answers to my questions, Yong is going to crush your fingers.”

	Confession

	Xiulan’s mouth opened in soundless protest as she stared at the five sticks which had been inserted between the knuckles and the second joints of four of her fingers.

	“Just imagine how it will feel as Yong slowly pulls on the strings. You will have a chance to show me exactly how it feels in a moment.”

	“Please have mercy, please, please! I do not know anything. PLEASE, my lady.”

	“Xiulan, do not exhaust yourself begging for mercy. You will need all your energy in a moment.”

	Ke began to question Xiulan. And when the girl’s answer was inadequate, Ke nodded. Seeing Ke giving her permission to begin, Yong pulled on the strings. As he did so, an unearthly scream ripped through the heavy air of the chamber as Xiulan went rigid with agony. The tendons in her hand stood out like steel wires and every muscle in her body clenched as the sticks compressed her fingers and tortured the delicate nerves.

	Yong waited for the first wave of pain to subside then wriggled the sticks up and down, only a fraction, but enough to wring a second anguished scream from Xiulan.

	And then Ke asked her another question. Xiulan began babbling and Ke impassively listened to her for a moment. Then she nodded again. Just a small subtle gesture and Yong went to work again. The eighteen-year-old girl’s frenzied screaming resumed as Yong pulled on the strings. Ke pulled up a stool to sit next to Xiulan. She studied her own nails and fingers. She ran her tongue over her upper lip thoughtfully.

	“Are you ready to tell me everything? Or, Little Rabbit, shall we let Yong go back to work,” she said to the shaking girl, using her fat hand to stroke the sweat-soaked black hair away from Xiulan’s face.

	“My lady, I do not know anything. I am only a stupid girl. I was only repeating what I heard in the marketplace. Please believe me.”

	“I would like to, Little Rabbit, but I find your stubbornness annoying. Yong and I love to see you suffer. It makes us warm,” Ke said, with a small smile.

	Xiulan stared at her in horror.

	“We’ve only just begun to have fun, have we not,” she said turning to Yong. He chuckled and nodded. Xiulan realized that she was in the grip of people who actually derived pleasure from torturing others. She shuddered. 

	“Oh yes, it hurts, I know… If you tell me what I want to know, he will stop. If we let him continue, he will break your fingers,” said Ke.

	She then asked Xiulan another question. Xiulan began pleading and Ke pursed her lips, raised her eyebrows for emphasis and nodded again. Ke watched Yong pull on the strings hard. She sat back and enjoyed the girl’s agony. When Yong stopped, Ke caressed Xiulan’s cheek, making her jerk her head back. The eighteen year old girl stared into the older woman’s calm, black eyes, seeing the brutal eagerness in their depths. Ke asked the same question again and Xiulan’s pleas were even more frantic this time.

	“OH....NO....PLEASE.....P-p-p-please-n-n-no....Oh don’t, oh don’t….”

	Ke again motioned to Yong, and Xiulan stared at her own hand... watching the strings tightening, compressing her fingers, setting fire to the nerves. This time her screams were higher and louder. In one of the brief silences between her screams, broken only by her ragged breathing, the two guards and Ke heard the sound of water splashing on the stones beneath the table. 

	Xiulan had lost control of her bladder and pissed uncontrollably as the agony of the zánzhǐ took her to the limits of her personal bodily strength. Her humiliation at losing control of one of her bodily functions added to her distress.

	Yong worked the sticks one more time... expertly making Xiulan writhe in pain. When he wriggled the sticks interlaced painfully between her slender fingers this produced a different excruciating sensation. The fingers have so many nerves so her scream was scarcely human in its pitch and volume. 

	“I’m so sorry Xiulan. I do not like your answers. This means Guang will work on your other hand as well.” 

	The girl watched, like a deer in the forest at the approach of a tiger, as Guang produced another zánzhǐ Her pleas became frantic as he attached the this zánzhǐto the fingers of her left hand. Then in concert, the two men went to work. Xiulan’s voice became cracked and hoarse from screaming as both men now used all the strength in their thick hands and wrists to pull on the fiendish strings.

	The load on Xiulan’s nervous system was too much and her head flopped forward as she slumped, unconscious onto the table. Looking at the girl, Ke shrugged and before getting up, stretched to ease a cramp in her back. Standing, she reached over and checked the girl’s pulse in her neck and slapped her face to wake her up. 

	“Come on, Little Rabbit, no sleeping. You haven’t answered my questions.”

	Opening a small glass bottle she had secreted in the folds of her voluminous left sleeve, Ke held it under the girl’s nose. Xiulan jerked and reared awake as she inhaled the powerful stimulant. She stared down at her fingers and then at the five sticks in the light.

	“Tell me what you know, fool,” Ke demanded in a loud voice.

	When Ke threatened her again, she began to vomit up everything she knew about the Donglins. Madame Ke had broken her.

	Betrayal

	Madame Ke put the broken girl back to work. She encouraged her to be available for Zhu Youxiao. She planned to continue to use the girl to keep track of the Emperor and plant selected “seeds” in his mind. But she had a warning for the pretty young servant girl...

	“Just make sure you do not seduce him, Little Rabbit. If I find you have put your low born mouth on his ‘coral stalk’ (cock) or let him put it into your ‘silk purse’ (vagina) and discover the ‘clouds & rain’ (have sex) with you, I will do things to you you will not believe. I have ways and means that would astound you. Do you understand me?”

	Xiulan nodded her head vigorously. She did not want to anger the woman again. She was now very worried, as she was between a rock and a hard place. She was being instructed to engage the boy and keep him in her confidence, but not seduce him. She knew Zhu Youxiao was attracted to her in the way that all women know when a man is intoxicated by them. She knew she must walk on a thin rope and hope she could hold Zhu at bay or she knew she would be submitted to torments too terrible to even consider. She vowed to do her best.

	Guozhi had heard, as virtually everyone had, that Little Rabbit had been treated to a session in the dungeon. He was the first one there for her afterwards. He patted and consoled her and told her that the worst was over. But, in his heart of hearts, he knew that she was still deeply entwined in Ke’s web. And that meant more complications for his young charge. He felt helpless. All he could do was counsel caution.

	And poor dumb Zhu Youxiao. He had betrayed the girl he was attracted to and was oblivious. Actually, he did not hear about Ke’s interrogation of Xiulan. More than ever, the shy insecure sixteen year old was bent on only two things: working in his beloved carpentry shop, which had been built for him by Wei, and seeing Xiulan. Slowly, but surely, the virgin boy Emperor began to get the idea into his head that he would like to be intimate with Xiulan.

	And this would lead directly into hell for her. When word got to Madame Ke that someone had seen them kissing, she was furious. She then decided that the willful girl needed some more “discipline”. And in those days this meant terrible, cruel punishments. It occurred to her to turn Xiulan into a sex toy. But not a morsel that would end up in the Emperor’s harem as a concubine. No, Madame Ke had other ideas about what to do with Little Rabbit. Since Zhu Youxiao had assumed the throne at 15, she had slowly but surely exiled or hidden all of the concubines. 

	She was determined to avoid the problems her mother had with a previous occupier of the Imperial throne. And controlling any and all access a young monarch had to women and sex guaranteed a pliable leader. If an aggressive, sexually predatory woman got her hands on a young impressionable Emperor, she knew what would happen. 

	She would be eliminated and so would Wei. They both worked together to control the boy and sex was off the table until they said so. So, news that the boy Emperor and the willful girl had kissed was worrisome news indeed to Ke. She summoned the servant girl once again.

	Ke looked ghastly as she had not slept well the night before and did not do much to prepare her appearance. Xiulan thought she looked like a demon.

	“What is this? What do I hear? I have heard that you and the Emperor have kissed,” Ke spat angrily at her. 

	She was heated and furious. Xiulan shrank back fearfully. 

	“Mistress.....it was not I who sought to do such a thing. I....I,” she stammered.

	“I told you not to seduce the boy. And you have kissed him! Are you foolish? Are you stupid or crazy? Why would you do such a foolish thing, stupid girl,” she spat?

	Little Rabbit is Exposed

	“It is your destiny once again to spend time in the dungeon and learn your lessons.”

	“Please Mistress, I did not do anything to incite the Emperor. And I was unable to stop him when he reached out to kiss me. I was helpless. Please forgive me. Please.”

	“Helpless? A woman is helpless when she wants to be. You are willful and I will see to it that you are disciplined again on your womanly parts. Apparently, you are incapable of controlling your “Open Peony Blossom” (pussy). When you were last whipped on your lustful parts, I warned you. But you have defied me. And so, you will receive new instruction.” 

	When Madame Ke told Xiulan what she had planned for her, the girl’s face blanched. 

	She began to beg, “please Madame, let this cup pass from me. I beg of you.”

	But, it was no use. She was taken to the dungeon. Connected by a little used passageway to the main corridor, there was a little room above the dungeon’s main chamber. This was a small “observation deck”. The chamber’s wall was high and if one looked up into the shadows, a window close to the ceiling could be seen. It was on this day, that the boy Emperor sat as his favorite servant girl was punished in an imaginative, cruel and hateful way.

	Unbeknownst to Xiulan, but not to Ke, Zhu had snuck onto the “observation deck”. He had been tipped off by Wei who told him that Little Rabbit had earned a “correction” and was to receive discipline. He tiptoed in on little cat feet. The location of the little room and the darkness within concealed him. He watched with bated breath as Little Rabbit, Guang, Yong and Madame Ke arrived.

	Ke had decided to take tale Xiulan’s punishment to a new level. She also decided that turn her into a degraded sex toy...a courtesan of low status. She had two reasons: number one, she disliked the pretty girl and derived great pleasure in seeing her tortured and humiliated. Secondly, it served her purposes to reduce her in Zhu Youxiao’s eyes. If the boy Emperor had any romantic notions about her, seeing Xiulan degraded to the level of a common whore would disabuse him of such folly. When they were all there, she told Xiulan she wanted the girl to suck her bodyguard’s cocks.  Xiulan was incredulous. 

	“I am a virgin,” she said. It is my fondest wish to get married and have a family. I can not believe that you would make me do a vile thing like that,” she said being very frightened now indeed.

	She said, “Little Rabbit, let us see if you are a virgin. Take off your clothes now. Do what I tell you, or else. Do you understand?”

	Xiulan looked from the faces of the two goons standing there smirking at her and back at Ke’s fat moon face. The chamber was fairly bright as torches and candles illuminated the damp walls. Just then, a servant girl joined the group. Her name was Liu, a slim girl a few years older than Xiulan, with a hint of cruelty in her cheekbones and black eyes. She arrived with a lacquered black box. She went right to Ke.

	“I am here at your disposal, Mistress,” she said.

	Ke nodded and turned her attention back to Xiulan.

	“Little Rabbit, take off your clothes,” Ke repeated, this time with an edge in her voice.

	Xiulan looked at Guang and Yong. She knew that they would rip her clothes off. The only other alternative was, humiliatingly, to take them off herself. Trying to hold onto as much dignity as she could, she began to strip. She showed goose bumps with the removal of every piece of clothing.

	When she had removed her tunic and her trousers, everyone, and especially the Emperor, could now see the curves and shape of her body, as she was now clad only in her undergarments. Shivering with shame, she pulled off her thin cotton camisole. Now, her breasts, capped with her brown nipples and areoles in all their glory, were exposed.  

	Their exposure caused a grunt from Guang and rude comments from Yong. Now, only her thin, white cotton under-skirt covered her loins. Ke barked at her to remove it. There was a hush in the chamber as her hairy mound, with its full-lipped treasure, peeked out from between her legs and the full ovals of her buttocks were revealed. 

	With each piece of clothing, the boy Emperor felt like he was going to pass out. Zhu watched fascinated as his lovely Little Rabbit disrobed. Revealing herself in slow stages to his lustful eyes, the object of his youthful passions had now denuded herself of her tunic, her camisole and her under skirt to stand naked in all her glory except for her socks and slippers. 

	Now, that she was naked he could see she was slim and graceful with long legs, womanly curves, apple-sized breasts, dark-colored nipples, a full pair of buttocks and a hairy pubis. He drank in the generous plump curves of her tits, the exciting bumpy aureoles and nipples the size of shelled peanuts, as well as the swell of her belly and the exciting hairy protuberance of her Venus mount. 

	He allowed his eyes to wander slowly down the ivory columns of her legs and back up again to grasp what he could see of the wonders of her “cinnabar gate” (cunt). He was getting a complete show. He could see and hear everything. Xiulan, for her part, felt exposed, vulnerable and humiliated. Ke’s household, from the snickering guards to her female servant, was there to see her lower herself.

	She turned to face the implacable Madame Ke who instructed her to stand with her hands behind her head and spread her legs. Ke felt her tits and then her “silk purse” (pussy). Making her nipples get hard and erect and finding the girl’s cunt wet made her crow. 

	“You are wet already. Only a whore gets wet like this,” she said brusquely. “Get down there,” she said and pointed to a table. 

	Guang and Yong pulled it over so that it was right in the middle of the room. Ke made Xiulan lie down and spread her legs. She explored the folds and crevices of her pussy and discovered that the girl had lied to her about being a virgin. The fat woman was livid. She kept Little Rabbit’s labia spread and called Liu over.

	“Look at this,” she said angrily.

	At the tight entrance to her vaginal sheath, there was no hymen...no maidenhead. She pointed to the opening, displaying it to Liu. Guang and Yong edged in closer to see also. The Emperor craned his head forward trying to see what Ke was pointing to.

	“YOU ARE NO VIRGIN,” Ke suddenly yelled at Xiulan.

	The Emperor, sitting in the dark, was astonished. He had thought of Little Rabbit as virginal. Now, it was out in the open that she was a “compromised” woman. The lock to her silk purse had been picked. And she had lied about it! The boy now felt betrayed. He had lusted for her, idolized and idealized her. In that instant, he now beheld her in a different light. In his head he heard his nanny’s words, ‘most women were sluts. Not to be trusted’.

	“I will punish you extra for lying to me about your purity,” Ke told the girl. “You have earned a “correction” for trying to seduce the Emperor. And now I will be doubly severe for lying to me about your virginity.”

	In the dark alcove, the Emperor was busy revising history. He had not reached out to kiss Little Rabbit. It was Xiulan who had lustfully tried to seduce him. His beloved nanny was exposing the dark truths that had been hidden from him. Now, she was throwing open the gates covering the truth so he could see.  In truth, the naďve boy was his own worst enemy.

	But first, Ke and Liu would make the girl show the the Emperor sitting in the dark alcove how “nasty” Little Rabbit was...They took turns masturbating her until they made her pussy drip a fairly thick white cream. She was at the point in her menstrual cycle that her vaginal secretions were thick and smelly. The fat woman and her servant pointed out the clotted secretions to the two guards, who rocked on their heels and licked their lips. They knew what was coming and were waiting expectantly...

	Ke began by rubbing the girl’s cunt lips and clit with two fingers. She wanted to make her cum. Xiulan tried to resist and will herself not to feel anything but her cunt betrayed her. Seeing her squirming trying to fight it, Ke pulled her up to a seated position and slapped her across the face. 

	Then she pushed her back down and both women forced her legs against her tits. Ke went back to rubbing her wet, slippery sex-lips and clitoris until she found a rhythm to make Xiulan moan. The Ke worked her middle finger into Xiulan’s not virginal pussy hole.

	She fingered her for a moment and then worked a second finger in. Next, she found the bumpy ridges she was looking for on the front wall of the girl’s sexhole and pressed on it to make her groan. Then, just behind that she found a little smooth area that, as she rubbed it more and more, began to SWELL. She put her other hand on Xiulan’s stomach and pressed down...

	She rubbed the hot spot harder and soon Xiulan’s cries and yelps were accompanied by a gush of juice from her urethra. Ke had made her spurt! Xiulan was so humiliated that she wanted to vanish into thin air. Zhu stared – amazed at how much the girl had spurted. Having done it once Ke wasn’t satisfied until she made her gush another geyser of hot juice from her pussy. The table was soaked and the juices dripped to the stone floor. She was open and exposed; and the position was degrading and shaming… 

	Zhu’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head! The young Emperor was beside himself. He had never seen such a thing. He was being treated to sights and sounds that would fill his lonely nights. And this was proof, as his nanny said, that Little Rabbit was no virgin. She had a sexual response like a whore! Liu took a turn and she used her thumb on Xiulan’s “jade pearl”, two fingers in her pussy and one finger in her tight “brown rose”. She fingered her this way for a bit and then strummed Xiulan’s labia and clitoris vigorously until she too made the eighteen year old ejaculate again.

	“You are no virgin,” said Ke. “You are a whore,” she crowed!

	They allowed Little Rabbit to stand. She quickly covered her bare wet pubis and her tits with her hands. She stood with her eyes down and shivered.

	“Since you are no virgin, I knew I was right when I said you were a slut and should suck their “dragon stems” (cocks),” Ke said to her, pointing at Yong and Guang.

	Sick wet smiles spread across the two bodyguards’ faces at this. Xiulan looked over at them and blanched as she realized how desperate her situation was. 

	She said, “I will not do that.”

	“You are feigning false modesty, slut. You have done that and more, I am sure. I am going to punish you now. And I am sure that you will be more than ready to take my bodyguard’s dragon stems in your dirty mouth.”

	With that, she nodded to Liu who came forward and held out the lacquered box. Ke opened it and took out a strange contraption. Two U-shaped thin strips of metal attached to a leather strap. At the end of the longer strips were two nasty clips.

	“This is for your nipples,” Ke said by way of explanation. She motioned to Guang who stepped forward and held Little Rabbit by the shoulders. When she began struggling, he grabbed her by her hair and yanked her around like she was a disobedient child. He moved around to hold her from the side.

	Liu and Ke together put the device on her. It was a primitive torture “bra”. The metal straps went over her shoulders and the clips hung down to reach her nipples. Liu got busy buckling the strap across her back.  Then Ke pulled out a belt from the box. There was a long thin strap hanging down from the front of the belt. Ke got this around Xiulan’s waist and there were shackles for her wrists just below where her kidneys were. Liu secured Little Rabbit’s wrists and then the two women stepped back. 

	Ke stood in front of Xiulan and said, “Because you lied to me about your virginity, this is going in your Silk Purse.”

	She held up a thin red pepper and waved it around. She took out a small knife from the folds of her left sleeve and carefully scored the vegetable. She had Guang and Yong hold Little Rabbit steady and get her legs open as wide as possible.  Then she gingerly handed the pepper to Liu who crouched and got down between Little Rabbit’s spread thighs. 

	As the Emperor watched in silence, Liu worked the tip into her victim’s wet vagina. Then Liu took the long strap hanging down in front and pulled it underneath Xiulan’s crotch and brought it up and around to her backside. There, she buckled the belt after pulling the thin strap tightly between her legs. 

	Ke reached down and made sure the narrow strap bisected Little Rabbit’s “Golden Cleft” (vulva). The girl’s pissflaps were separated and hung down on either side of the strap. Liu kept pulling on it to make it as tight and taut as it could be before she buckled it to the belt in the back.

	Now, Ke told her guards to close the girls legs. When they did, Liu used a cord to tie Little Rabbits ankles together. Ke then got right in front of Xiulan. She opened the clips and attached them to the girl’s nipples.

	“Let me tell you how this works,” she said, with a smile.

	The Emperor leaned forward on his chair to catch her words.

	“The clips have springs that are very ingeniously affected by motion. If you move they will tighten. The more you move, the tighter they will get. The same with the strap between your legs. If you wriggle or try to shuffle at all, the strap will get even tighter between your legs. You can imagine how that is going to feel, can you not?”

	At this point, Little Rabbit knew very well. In fact she couldn’t imagine the strap any tighter between her crack. And the pepper with the little slits, Ke had cut was beginning to seep its fiery heat into the wet depths of her pussy. With her wrists strapped on her hips and her ankles tied, there wasn’t much she could do to move, but any movement, she was soon to discover, would be a torment. Ke imperiously snapped her fingers and Guang ran to get her a stool so she could sit down and enjoy Little Rabbit’s torment.

	The Emperor Zhu, sitting alone in the dark, now stared at his erstwhile paramour and noticed how tumescent he was. He was enjoying the show. He had been giving himself little squeezes when Ke and Liu masturbated Xiulan. But, he didn’t want to cum just yet. He could see that there was going to be a long and wonderful afternoon of guilty pleasure for him, so he waited. 

	But now as she watched Little Rabbit squirming ever so slightly and sweating despite the dampness of the chamber, he reached down to fondle his prick. Not too much but just enough to add to his viewing pleasure.

	And Little Rabbit was beginning to put on a show. She struggled to stay perfectly still, but as the pepper began to seep even more in her pussy and run down to coat all the tender mucus membranes she found herself wanting to MOVE!

	Soon, the terrible restriction of the bondage itself and the searing, burning in her groin made Xiulan begin to wriggle. And when she did, the clips on her nipples tightened and the strap tightly embedded between her sex lips tautened as well and she would groan and moan. 

	Zhu found it very arousing when trying mightily to stand still, she lost her balance a bit and her feet went left-right, left-right several times in her efforts to maintain her position. As she did so, the clips and the strap were activated and as they got tighter, she groaned out so loud, her cries bounced off the walls and echoed. 

	The clips on her nipples had been cunningly designed. There were little, tiny knobbed rollers inside, so when they tightened, her nipples and quite a bit of her ample areoles were kneaded by the knobs. As a result of all this, Little Rabbit was now sweating like a horse pulling a plow in the fields on a hot day. 

	She was moaning steadily as her crotch increasingly was on fire and she had to summon every fiber of her will to prevent herself from jumping up and down. As she struggled, her tits bobbed up and down and swayed prettily. The thin metal strap didn’t prevent her apple-sized breasts from moving. It just kept the clips from being detached from her nipples, where they did their agonizing best to torment her teats.

	The strap, every time she wriggled or writhed, tightened and the terrible distress it produced was excruciating. It felt like she was being sawn in half. The edges of the strap were rough and they chafed her. This soon made her perineum and pussy very sore indeed. Her wrists were pinioned, but her hands were free and Little Rabbit kept opening and closing them and pinching and holding onto her butt cheeks in her agony.

	“Please, PLEASE...please,” she kept begging.

	But, she was providing everyone with so much pleasure. Both bodyguards had bulging erections showing in their trousers. Liu was wet and hot and Madame Ke was feeling the full flush of hot pleasure as she watched her victim wriggle, fidget, twist, squirm and writhe. With every small movement the clips and the strap tortured her. But, Ke was impatient to make it even more unpleasant. 

	“Liu, bring me the centipedes,” she finally said.

	Liu came forward with a small vial. Inside were several nasty looking centipedes, insects with a hundred legs. She held the vial up in front of Xiulan’s face and shook the bottle to make them move.

	“Know what these are,” she taunted her?

	“Oh...NO...NO...OH PLEASE...NO...!!!

	“Let me see, where shall I put them,” Ke mused out loud?

	She took off the cap and used chopsticks to extract one. It wriggled obscenely as she held it up. Xiulan began squirming as she contemplated this new indignity. Then as the straps and clips began tightening anew, she cried and and in a loud voice began begging for this cup to pass her by. But it was not to be. Ke leaned forward and placed the centipede on her silky pubic hair. The insect, desperate to escape, grabbed on and was soon seen wriggling and clambering in the pubic hair crowning Little Rabbit’s crotch. 

	Ke extracted another insect and placed it on Xiulan’s thigh, close to her crotch. As it scurried this way and that, Little Rabbit began twisting in a vain attempt to avoid feeling it. This only made the clip and the strap torment her even more. It was a terrible ordeal. 

	She began to “dance” going up on the balls of her feet and then setting her heels down a few inches to the left and right. This made Guang and Yong laugh. Zhu had taken his prick out of is trousers and was stroking himself as he watched Xiulan’s anguish. It was sadistically erotic...

	The more Little Rabbit moved, the more the devices punished her. She was now in hell and began screaming that she would do anything if Ke would release her.

	As the centipedes scurried, scampered and darted all over her pubis and crotch, she tried to jump up and down to rid herself of them. This only made things so much worse.

	“Will you suck their Dragon Stems,” Ke asked her?

	“YES.....YES......YES,” she bawled.

	And so, they released her. When they had taken everything off including the centipedes and removed the pepper from her pussy, Little Rabbit sank to the ground clutching her crotch and moaning.

	“Get on your knees, girl,” Ke commanded her.

	Soon Xiulan was on her knees and was being instructed by Ke and Liu. Guang and Yong dropped their trousers to reveal their cocks. Both men fisted their most precious organs, pulling their foreskins back and forth to reveal the shiny reddish-purple heads. Guang licked his lips as Madame Ke took Xiulan by her hair and shoved her face close to his cock.

	“Kiss it,” she said.

	Zhu watched with his own prick swollen and erect as Xiulan began kissing, licking and then sucking the brutish guard’s cock. Yong came over to stand next to his comrade and Xiulan was directed to give her best oral attentions to him too. Ke stood behind her and gave Xiulan little smacks on the back of her head to encourage or punish her.

	“Lick it now,” she commanded. “Now, take it in your mouth. That’s it....in....no....deeper....take it deeper, stupid.”

	“Lick his nut sack. That’s it....lick it. Get it wet.....WETTER! It must be shiny with the dew from your mouth, SLUT. THAT’S IT...MORE...STUPID GIRL...more!”

	Xiulan gave each man wet sucking kisses, cleaning the rim of their cockhead of any smegma in the process. Guang grunted and held his cock so that she could have access to the little crevices under his foreskin so she could complete the disgusting task. She kissed them up and down their shafts until she reached their ball bags covered with spiky pubic hair. She laved each man’s scrotum until they were slick and shiny with her saliva.

	And she began to suck them, at first tentatively and then more aggressively as Madame Ke exhorted her. And when she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, the fat woman slapped her hard on the neck. She began to make the slurping sounds as she sucked that such rough men found arousing. And most stirring for them, and the boy watching from the deck above, were her sexy moans and whimpers. Her wet mouth, filled with men’s cocks, also emitted a rising chorus of moans, whimpers and squeals as she did her duty.

	And soon, Yong’s hips did a little jig as he reached out convulsively to grab her by the hair and grunted, groaned and ejaculated in her mouth. The taste, the texture and the copious amount of seed he spurted in her mouth made her gag and moan. When he finished, Ke made her open her mouth to display the load. When she did, Ke patted her on the head like a dog and told her she could swallow. Xiulan had to stifle the urge to spit out his seed but dutifully swallowed all of it.

	By this time, Zhu had been jerking off and just after Guang came, he felt the precious tingle that told him that he was going to cum too. He had never seen anything like it. Soon, as he watched, he got ejaculated as Xiulan made Guang spurt his hot seed into her mouth too. The oral sex was a combination of them raping her mouth and Xiulan sucking them like she was born to the task. It was too much for young Zhu.

	Afterwards, Madame Ke said to Xiulan, “You lied to me, did you not?”

	The girl knew what she meant. She had told the fat woman that she was a virgin. Finding no hymen, Ke knew the girl had lied. 

	“I told you I was going to punish you doubly for lying to me, did I not?”

	“Yes, mistress.”

	“Get down on the table again.”

	Ke had the two guards bind her spread eagled, hand and foot. Liu went out and returned wearing leather gloves and holding a bunch of spiky branches full of green leaves. She handed a pair of gloves to Ke.

	“These are known as the “chin whiskers of the demon”. Actually, they were of the stinging nettle family (Urtica Dioica). Prime food for caterpillars, but farmers avoided them as much as possible. The leaves had stinging hairs that injected a toxin which contain formic acid, serotonin and histamine. 

	Unwary humans (and animals) could find themselves covered with dozens, if not hundreds, of “sting blisters” after brushing against the leaves. The sensation was painful; a stinging sensation and later a virulent itching grew as a skin rash notable for pale red, raised, itchy bumps invariably developed.

	In the first stage of the punishment, Ke had Liu use the nettles over various parts of Xiulan’s body. Liu started with the less sensitive areas like her soft belly; and then continued onto the more sensitive areas: her armpits, nipples and finally her pussy, starting with the labia and working the nettles over her exposed clitoris and the mouths of her vagina and urethra. Then Ke had the men turn her over so Liu could work on her anus. Ke pulled Xiulan’s buttocks apart so Liu had a clear field in which to work. By this time, Xiulan was moaning and sobbing steadily. 

	Zhu found that he could not help himself and jerked off again as Xiulan was chastised with the nettles.  When Liu was done, Ke took over. She got a fresh bundle of nettles and whipped the girl on her buttocks, nipples, pussy and asshole. She continued whipping Xiulan until those parts were bright red; and the skin had blistered cruelly. Ke was pitiless and kept verbally beating the girl too.

	“You are a lying whore. Are you not? Tell me you are a lying whore,” she hissed at her.

	It was humiliating, but Xiulan willingly repeated every mortifying declaration. She was made to say she was a slut and a whore. And that she loved to suck men’s cocks. When Ke was done, she had Liu open a pepper pod. She then inserted the pepper into Xiulan’s asshole.

	“Get dressed,” she then said to her.

	“Never lie to me again, girl,” she warned her.

	As the pepper burned, Xiulan became a comic puppet. She hopped around like a doll on a string as she tried to get dressed. She knew the only way she would be able to get rid of the pod was to have a bowel movement. She wanted privacy for that. But first, she had to get her clothes on before she was allowed to make a mad dash for the door. So, she provided a great deal of amusement for Ke and her household. As she ran out, their laughs followed her down the corridor and up the long stairs...It had been a terrible tribulation. 

	Zhu had seen another side of Little Rabbit. He would not be interested in her the way he had been before. That night he masturbated several times picturing her suffering and degradation in the dungeon.

	The Mountaintop of Hell

	A week went by and Xiulan welcomed the return to the mundane and pedestrian duties of a servant. But, Ke was not done with her, of course. Her plan was to debase her totally in the Emperor’s eyes. Zhu had been diverted from seeing Little Rabbit as someone to love. He was completely disabused of any notion that she could be his paramour. 

	Sexually unsophisticated and immature, he had thought of Xiulan as virginal. Seeing her disgraced, shamed and used sexually had positioned her in his mind as someone to lust over, but not as a person to love.  He know saw her solely as a slut. He had enjoyed the delicious torments and degradation Ke had inflicted on her. 

	He felt a curious mixture of lust, as well as anxious anticipation at what new indignities Ke might force on her. And so, he became complicit in her further subjugation and degradation. Here is what happened...

	Madame Ke often came to his quarters and, just as when she was his “nanny”, she comforted him if he was feeling any anxiety. Petting and reassuring him, and building up his confidence was usually accompanied by sweet treats to soothe his nervous disposition. And it always worked. A week after the session in the dungeon, she came to him and before long his head was in her lap. 

	She stroked his hair and spoke soothingly to him. And she got him to confess all his feelings for Xiulan. He told her that he had been attracted to her at first. But, now he felt she was not what she appeared to be, he felt vindicated in rejecting her.

	Ke complimented him on his “maturity” at discovering the truth behind the facades that women, hide behind. This had been a mantra she had sung to him ever since he arrived at puberty: ‘women are seductive and can be monstrous. Very few women were virtuous like his mother’, (and Madame Ke, of course). So, he needed to be on his guard constantly when it came to the opposite sex.

	“You are very wise and growing wiser by the day, my Lord. It is very perceptive of you to see dangers lying just below the surface of the water. Let me tell you something about Little Rabbit.” 

	Zhu expressed, in vague, but yearning terms, that such a female be “punished”. And Madame Ke, seeing fully the opportunity, told the boy that, ‘I will see to it that she is kept in line’. This was code for, ‘check with Wei and he will let you know when she is going to the dungeon for discipline’.

	And so, Ke had her bodyguards bring Little Rabbit once again to the dungeon. On the way down to the dank chamber, she told the girl that she was going to service not only her bodyguards, but a squad of soldiers of the Imperial Palace Guard as well. And that she had to take their Dragon Stems in her Silk Purse.

	“Mistress, I am a good girl. Please do not make me do such things. I have not done anything wrong since I was “corrected”. Why am I being forced to do these dreadful things,” she whined? “I will become pregnant. PLEASE DO NOT DO THIS TO ME!”

	When they all arrived in the chamber, Xiulan sank to her knees with her hands clasped in front of her in supplication. She was sobbing quietly. Zhu had not arrived at his vantage point in the observation deck. But, Ke was ready to start. She told Little Rabbit to strip and motioned to Guang and Yong to uncover and pull to the center of the room a big device which rested against the far wall. Xiulan began whining and protesting and when she hesitated, the two bodyguards pulled her clothes off violently. They treated her like a doll and yanked everything off until she was again naked.

	Ke then said, “Put her on the “Mountaintop of Hell”.”

	Yong grabbed Xiulan and dragged her over to a pair of stocks that sat low on the ground. He put her ankles in the lower half of the stocks and dropped the upper portion to trap her legs. Then Guang tied her wrists behind her back. Guang then grabbed her by her armpits and lifted her up, as Yong slid the pyramid under her ass. 

	When Guang let her down, Yong made sure to position the heavy device so that her “brown rose” was seated firmly on the point. The triangular-shaped end of the “Mountaintop of Hell” kissed her anus.

	This was a pyramid-shaped seat. They placed poor Xiulan on top of it, with the point inserted into her anus. It pressed against the orifice, and would stretch it over time. By positioning Little Rabbit’s asshole on the pyramid's point, she would soon be in ‘Hell’. 

	She would be kept on the pyramid until she expressed her willingness to take cocks in her pussy. Guang had smeared hot pepper oil on the device’s tip and this increased her discomfort considerably. She began squirming and soon this made things so much worse. 

	It caused the point to irritate her anus even more. There was a wet slick of saliva all down her chin as she began drooling in her agony. Her pussy, whether from fear or a perverse arousal, leaked her feminine secretions, wetting the pyramid down its sides. The men nodded in mute appreciation at what Madame Ke had been able to do. Zhu had arrived and watching, squeezed and rubbed his prick, trying hard not to get too excited. He knew more was to come.

	And soon, Xiulan began groaning. There was nothing she could do and her bound position made it impossible to alleviate the pain. She could only writhe and moan. Within a few moments, Zhu began hearing a little girl weeping and the the sound of her begging for the privilege of taking cocks in her cunt.

	“Let me take Red Phoenixes (cocks) in my Purse, Mistress. WHATEVER YOU SAY, MISTRESS! TAKE ME OFF ....TAKE ME OFF.....PLEASE!”

	They took her off. Ke, at that moment, looked up towards the “observation deck”. She thought she could see some movement and smiled. Her puppet, the boy Emperor, was in place to enjoy the show she had designed for her other puppet, Little Rabbit.

	First, she made Xiulan masturbate. She had to rub her pussy standing up. Ke ordered her to spread her legs and use her hand to rub her wet piss flaps and her “jade pearl”. Then Xiulan had to get on her back on a low table and do it until she’d made herself cum hard.

	Zhu jerked off watching this. Seeing Little Rabbit rubbing her pussy frantically, like a common street whore aroused him wildly. He stretched out his masturbation watching Xiulan rubbing herself off. He wanted to take his time and enjoy it, but when Ke had Xiulan get down on the stone floor, hump Liu’s leg and bark like a dog to finish getting herself off, Zhu lost it. 

	He polished his prick so hard and fast that when he came, his ejaculate flew over the window’s ledge. It embarrassed the boy enormously. But seeing his former “crush” acting like a village bitch in heat was overwhelming and he could not stop himself.

	When Ke told Xiulan that she was going to open her legs for Guang and Yong, she whined. She didn’t want to become pregnant and she was desperate to hold onto some vestige of her self-respect and dignity. But it was not to be. 

	“Get on your back and spread your legs again, SLUT. Let us see how “nasty” you are,” Ke said to her.

	Yong had the bigger cock. Xiulan stared at it, but Guang went first. With Xiulan on her back with her legs open and ready for him, he forced his cock into her wet, smelly sex. It felt good to her and ached at the same time. He lay down on her and put his hands under her buttocks for leverage. He then began to thrust into her slowly at first and then when he got more excited, he fucked her harder.

	Xiulan put her hands on his upper arms. What he was doing to her in her cunt hurt a little. He was rough, but it was starting to feel good too. She felt her hole being stretched every time he thrust it in all the way. Her clitoris and labia felt oh-so-tender and full. His cock also felt hot inside her, hot and hard. His penetration disgusted her but the feeling of being penetrated aroused other feelings in her too. 

	She was still surprised at how this could arouse her and despised herself for it, but Xiulan could not deny the hot feelings building up in her loins as the thuggish guard raped her. He quickened his thrusts, gasped quickly several times and grunted. She realized that he was discharging his seed into her.

	She was horrified, and wondered if she would become pregnant. His organ throbbed and twitched as he completed the act of intercourse. He looked down and smiled at her as he pulled his Coral Stalk out. It made a sound like a mule pulling its hoof out of mud. She had not cum, but still felt a warm itch in her pussy. His seed began to drool from her stretched, hot hole...

	She lay on the table, his semen starting to run out of her pussy, down her “Muddy Road”, her ass crack. She closed her eyes. She felt so violated and yet still open and somehow ready, almost yearning to cum.

	She panted and gasped, as she felt the walls of her pussy being slowly spread apart again, but very wide as Yong was now using his thicker, longer cock as an intruder to force his way into her. She groaned in pleasure-pain as her womanhood was violated, stretched wide and opened. She was sweating heavily, and grunting and moaning shamelessly. 

	She felt stuffed, her body impaled, as his cock squeezed further into her tight sheath. He was slowly opening her, his big, fat cock reaching places deep inside her, creating an intense feeling of fullness.

	By the time he finally bottomed out, Xiulan was overwhelmed, gasping and moaning. Her mouth stretched wide but she made no sound for a few moments and it was only as he drew back and rammed her again that her cry echoed round the chamber. The hulking guard slammed into her again and again; fucking her in a raw rhythm that bruised the delicate inner membranes of her vagina. But as he continued his violation, she began to respond.

	As he raped her, Liu came over to play with her tits as Xiulan felt herself approaching an orgasm. One part of her didn’t want to let the brutish Yong have this victory over her, but she couldn’t help respond to the stretching pressure and tantalizing friction in her sex-hole. 

	When her orgasm exploded Xiulan almost passed out. From the epicenter of her hole...deep inside her...her orgasm quickly blossomed out in intensely pleasurable waves that went up through her belly all the way to her breastbone and down her thighs. She gave herself over to her orgasm completely, making no attempt whatever to control her writhing body or stifle the animalistic sounds that poured from some deep, primitive place inside her. Zhu watched in mute shock and awe. He had never seen anything like it...

	After he filled her pussy, Ke said, “don’t get up, you’re not finished.” Xiulan groaned when she saw the line. Liu had opened the door to the chamber and a dozen Imperial soldiers of the Palace Bodyguard began lining up. Grinning at the naked girl set out like a dinner dish for them, they began dropping their trousers and going by rank. All took turns with her; some more than once. 

	They used her underskirt to wipe her messy pussy between fucks. It got really sloppy and, much to her humiliation, they made her cum again when they rubbed her wet pussy with it. ‘They used me like a whore. But I reached ecstasy so many times, I could barely stand on my feet when it was over’, she thought to herself afterwards.

	Divine Rain

	A few days later, Madame Ke organized a bath of “divine rain” (semen) for the girl. A type of Chinese bukkake. First, she selected 30 of the most virile prisoners in the Imperial prison. A rough bunch of robbers, rapists, thieves and murderers was picked and brought to the dungeon. Wei alerted the Emperor who snuck in to his hideaway to enjoy the proceedings. 

	He now felt that the girl was a bad woman who was deserving of her trials and tribulations. And with Ke in charge, young Zhu was being treated to a blossoming carnival of indignities, cruel punishments and sexual abuse. He had betrayed her. His act condemned poor Xiulan who had only migrated to the Imperial city to escape the ravages of poverty. She was now a pawn of two of the cruelest people in the kingdom: Madame Ke and Wei Zhongxian, the head eunuch. For Wei, having seen how much pleasure Ke was deriving from her intrigues involving Little Rabbit, decided to join the festivities for his own entertainment.

	Poor Xiulan was really a chaste and sweet girl. She had a brief love connection with a boy in her village with a few “Meetings of the Dragon and the Unicorn” (sex). But she saw herself as a good girl and the future wife of a good man. She had been waiting for that day. But now, she had become ensnared in a web of colossal perversion.

	It was Wei who came up with the idea to have Xiulan take a bath in semen. Ke sent her bodyguards, Guang and Yong, to fetch her. She was working in the Imperial laundry when they came for her. She knew immediately that she was in “trouble” and was being taken to the dungeon. She steeled herself for the worst. When she arrived, she was surprised to see Wei sitting in a chair like an Emperor himself, beside Madame Ke.

	“Ah, Little Rabbit,” cooed Wei. “It is so nice to have you as my guest today.”

	“Please, most gracious Master, if I have offended thee, let me beg a thousand pardons,” Xiulan went, dropping to her knees and kow-towing to the eunuch.

	“You have offended the Royal House, but it is not for you to know each and every transgression you have committed. You are young and foolish and it is only your duty to serve and obey,” he said to her disdainfully.

	She was not even given the reason for being summoned. Xiulan gulped and looked around. Liu were there too. She wondered what new indignity awaited her. She resolved to be strong and try and let her virtue show through. It was hard though, if they used her “receptive vase” (pussy) to test or punish her. She shuddered inwardly wondering what they had in store for her. Ke announced that Wei had decided what her “punishment” was to be. Xiulan looked at the man. She had seen him often enough in and around the palace, but now he was staring right at her.

	She snuck glances at him. He was severe and commanding in appearance. She knew he was a eunuch, of course. She had heard whispered things about the perversities that such castrated men practiced. All rumors of course, but as she spied him, she saw real cruelty in his mouth...the way he held his lips. Xiulan began trembling.

	She was made to kneel and then Yong went out into the corridor. When he returned, he was leading a clumsy procession. A squad of Imperial soldiers herded nearly three dozen hardened criminals into the chamber. They soldiers held whips and cracked them at will to keep the prisoners in some semblance of a line. The men sulked but sullenly obeyed. 

	Wei stood up and addressed the men. He told them that Little Rabbit was thirsty. He told them that they were being given the opportunity to let her drink their “Divine Rain” (semen). At this, there was a rumble of enthusiasm from the mob. Wei raised his hands in mock supplication and motioned to the sergeant, a man named Heng, to get the men into a formal line based upon any rewards he wanted to bestow.

	Wei turned to Ke and said something. The fat woman motioned to Liu who came up behind Xiulan and leaned down over her. She reached over and ripped the girl’s tunic and camisole to reveal her tits. Xiulan gasped at the sudden display of her womanly breasts. She tried to be modest and cover herself, but Ke used a fly swatter she was carrying to smack her hands.

	“Put your hands down, SLUT. If I have to warn you again, I will have the whip masters work on your “golden cleft” (cunt) with the bamboo canes until it turns purple.”

	Xiulan dropped her hands and hung her head. As she knelt there, Ke ordered her to put her hands behind her head, and Xiulan began sobbing. She knew from whispered tales about what they were now going to do to her. It was a terrible indignity - the most personal of degradations. Men would ejaculate on her face, and in her mouth until she no longer looked human. She shuddered to think about this supreme humiliation. 

	And deep down in her soul, she felt a stirring of desire...an inexplicable, despicable, perverse craving for this degradation too. Wei grinned evilly as he looked down on Xiulan kneeling there. Sergeant Heng pushed a big hulking brute forwards. He would go first. The man got right in front of Xiulan and stood with legs apart. Then he dropped his gray cotton trousers.

	Xiulan avoided any eye contact, but she stared at his crotch as he pulled his loincloth aside and took hold of his uncircumcised cock. She couldn’t keep from looking at his “vigorous peak” (cock). She could not help herself and she stared at it the way a bird is compelled against its will to look at the SNAKE. His cock was almost fully engorged and hard. Xiulan stole glances as he began frigging it close to her face; soon, there was a single drop of pearly pre-cum at the tip.

	Laughing and joking, he boasted he would “drown” her. He began jerking off in earnest. He soon grunted and began to spurt. Xiulan stared at his cock, so close to her face…she watched him jerking it…saw the piss slit opening and closing; the foreskin capping and uncapping the purple head. Then she closed her eyes, defensively, as he seemed to be getting close to ejaculating.

	Ke told her to, ‘open your mouth’. And Zhu, sitting quietly in the dark, was astonished to see how submissive and nasty the servant girl had become. The girl who had lectured him on his moral duties now knelt with her mouth open and her tongue out like a baby bird waiting for nourishment.

	When the man began spurting, the hot, pearly stream splashed first against her upper lip, but with her mouth wide open and her trembling tongue extended, the man had a good target and made most of his discharge fall on her tongue. And then he finished off by hosing her left cheek. The men behind him began cheering and yelling when she dutifully swallowed what was in her mouth. 

	Soon, the next man, older, treated Xiulan to the same mortifying debasement, all over her face and mouth. When these two were done and shaking the drops off, Little Rabbit’s face was slimy. Another erection quickly appeared inches from her face. Liu stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	Zhu began to jerk off in the darkness. He felt good, at that moment, about Xiulan’s debasement. This was the kind of girl she was....really! And as he teased his prick closer and closer to cumming, he imagined her right in front of him and as each man degraded her, in Zhu’s mind’s eye, it was him doing this to her. It was very satisfying...

	In a moment, another hot stream hit above her eyebrow, the bridge of her nose and on her cheek. Xiulan moaned as she was coated with semen. A smaller spurt splattered her upper lip; drops were shaken off on her hair and forehead. Almost immediately, from the other side a big load was deposited on her tongue. Cum start to run down the corner of her mouth. When one man was jerking off, huffing and puffing, working his cock, those behind who awaited their turn joked and laughed. 

	Their full balls, denied access to women in prison, promised heavy loads. Then Sergeant Heng, encouraged by Wei, allowed two, and sometimes even three men to crowd her at a time. When more than one man ejaculated at the same time, she did feel like she was drowning. The semen splashed all over her face, coating her eyelids, getting everywhere but mostly in her mouth. Ke kept admonishing her to, ‘take the seed in your mouth’. The excess ran down. Inevitably, she swallowed lots of lumpy semen making her gag. Ke kept talking to her.

	“SLUT...you were made for this...to have men cum in your mouth. You will get it from all the men...keep your face up. Tell me you want it...SLUT...tell me. Tell me you want it…Tell me you love the “divine rain”.”

	“I love it,” Xiulan managed to say between swallows. “I ....I...l...love it. I love it.” 

	And, as much as she hated herself for it, feeling her cunt clenching and her juices running down her quivering thighs, she began to believe it too.

	There were so many men, their cocks, hands and wrists became a blur as they jerked off and when they reached the “bursting of the clouds” (an orgasm) semen coated her outstretched tongue but also got in her shiny black hair, on her cheeks, her nose, lips and chin to drip down onto her exposed tits. Just when Xiulan thought it was over, another man stepped up, jerked off and came in her mouth. Seconds later another blast of runny semen splattered her and ran in lumpy streams down her chin.

	Xiulan submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed every time a man rewarded her with his seed. There were hot streamers of semen running down onto her tits and belly. Wei told her to take the men directly into her mouth and suck on their cocks until they spurted or after they had cum. She sucked and slurped and swallowed and swallowed. There was so much she felt a little sick...Most of the men accorded this privilege shoved their cocks in as far as they could and it was obscene to see their pubic hair press up against her face.

	When two men ejaculated at the same time, Xiulan choked as their slimy discharge filled her mouth too fast. She gagged and this reinforced her submission. The men lined up two or three at a time – no single men now. Her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment. 

	As one man with a big cock fucked her face, she began gagging and then vomited. A big gush of foamy whitish-yellow slop poured from her mouth to splash on the stone floor. When she finished throwing up, the man forced his cock back in her mouth to continue fucking her mouth. He soon came and a torrent flew out of her mouth as she coughed...a wet, nasty cough...thick with his pearly semen.

	Xiulan ended up with her hair, face, neck, and tits bespattered and wet with hot cum. She scarcely looked human. When it was over, thirty four men had used her. Xiulan felt totally debased and degraded. She had discovered just how masochistic she was as she had experienced hot sex feelings in her loins from being humiliated and degraded.

	For Xiulan submitting to the debasement was both disturbing and enabling. To submit removed guilt and responsibility. Little Rabbit could now let her deepest and strongest sexual feelings loose. She knew she was not in charge of them. Her masters were in charge. There was still an emotionally charged feeling of guilt as painful as the trials themselves, but this seemed to add fuel to the fire in her soul.

	Wei and Ke had debased, humiliated and defiled her; and forced her to discover and face herself. For young naďve Zhu, he had found the perfect masturbatory fantasy. He, in his confusion, saw himself as the puppet master. Somehow, in his foolish mind, he was the spark that set this stage alight.

	The Clay Pipe

	Ke came looking for Xiulan. She had a conversation with the Emperor that morning and something he said had lit a fire under her. She went looking for Xiulan and when she found her, she yanked her out of a line of girls hauling vegetables from the garden to the Imperial kitchens.  She told the girl that she was to present herself in the corridor that led to the dungeon at an appointed hour that very afternoon. 

	Xiulan hung her head and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

	She went at the hour of the mid-day meal to see her friend and mentor, Guozhi. The old steward knew that his charge had become a toy for Ke and Wei, but there was nothing he could do. When Xiulan came to him, weeping and asking for his help, his own eyes filled with tears.

	“You have become like a daughter to me, girl. I could not have greater feelings for you if you were my own flesh and blood. And I tell you this: You must flee. You must flee to the farthest ends of the kingdom. You must do this or you will be destroyed. You can not imagine the depth and breadth of the cruelty in the hearts of your enemies. Do you understand?”

	“Oh, Uncle.... Where would I go? Where would I stay? What would my life be like if I fled and ran like a common criminal,” Xiulan whined, sniveling and rubbing her nose.

	“What will happen to you if you stay, my child,” asked Guozhi solicitously?

	He had real care and concern in his voice, but the truth be known, Xiulan was of two minds. She hated what was happening to her, but she had a perverse feeling of “destiny”. That some good would come of it. That somehow she would be rescued. The Emperor had brothers. What if one of them realized her virtue as well as appreciated her female beauty? Then, her story would have a different ending. ‘What good would it do’, she thought to herself, ‘if I ran away’?

	And so, her fate was sealed. At the appointed hour, she delivered herself up to her tormentors. Ke was there with Liu and even Wei had taken time away from the weighty affairs of state to enjoy a session in the dank dungeon with the tender Little Rabbit.

	She was made to strip and placed on a wide bench face up, her butt cheeks at the edge. Her legs were pulled open wide. Her pussy gaped, glistening in the torch light and this nasty position seemed to be inviting all of them to fuck her. Wei had summoned Sergeant Heng who had assembled nine men. 

	Zhu had been given the news by Wei that Little Rabbit was to be punished for some transgression that very afternoon in the dungeon. He rushed to his special alcove and was early. His enthusiasm had taken control of him. This was better than working in his carpentry shop.

	Ke told Little Rabbit that she was to take cocks in her asshole. She groaned and begged for mercy.

	“That is an unnatural intercourse,” she pleaded.

	Guang would be allowed to go first and fuck her pussy. He dropped his trousers displaying his hot, hard erection to her. He entered her quickly and began to fuck her forcefully, cumming quickly. Yong then took his place and soon Xiulan’s wet, hot pussy allowed him to quickly reach a powerful orgasm. Hands were everywhere—feeling her, pinching her nipples, and probing the folds and openings of her body. 

	Xiulan reached a “bursting of the clouds” (had an orgasm) as her pussy became sloppy with semen. Finally, at Wei’s command, she was turned over. Heng used some of the semen leaking from her pussy to lubricate her “clay pipe” (her rectum....her shit hole). Xiulan had never been anally penetrated. She flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole.  He spit on her anus. That was another degradation. When he was ready, he impaled her. The other soldiers crowded closer, their attention on the one-sided struggle between their sergeant’s cock and Xiulan’s tight asshole. 

	The expressions on their faces were similar. Both appeared to be in pain. Xiulan by the pain and humiliation as Heng sodomized her in front of his men, and Heng by his lust. Xiulan had a tight hole.  As he penetrated and rode her, the pain was terrific. Zhu watched with his mouth open. He knew from talk around the palace that men took other men in that way. 

	His comment to Ke had started the ball rolling and as he watched Heng sodomize Little Rabbit he had all he could do to control his masturbation. He was leaking pre-cum furiously as he watched the spectacle unfolding before his very eyes. He waited and worked to time his ejaculation at just the right moment...

	As if she were giving birth, Xiulan panted like a dog as she struggled with the pain in her shit hole.  She tried to resist, but when that hurt more, she tried to relax her tight anal sphincter. But, she couldn’t relax it enough for it not to hurt dreadfully. 

	Heng leaned on her and this forced his hard cock in deeper. His cock, embedded in her asshole, took complete command of her being. She had never been sodomized before. The tough sergeant brutally forced his way deeper inside her virgin ass, cruelly stretching her shit hole. Xiulan felt as if a club was being forced up her ass. It felt like he was going to split her in two. She began to beg and plead, but he was too focused on his mounting excitement to pay her any mind. 

	Her body began to surrender and she just opened up to him completely. There was no other way...Her shit hole had loosened up a little and it took him only another few strokes to fully penetrate her up to his wiry pubic hairs.  Her tight “brown rose”, her anal sphincter, gripped the base of his cock and squeezed it. 

	As his men watched, Heng began to ride her. He moved relentlessly in and out of her asshole. Now that he was fully inside her, Heng gripped her slick, sweaty shoulders to pull her supple body back onto his hard cock, so he could plow her asshole with hard, powerful strokes. 

	He reamed her ass with all his power, brutally and relentlessly impaling her on his long, slim cock. Involuntarily, Xiulan, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her mouth. Everyone could see her hands clench helplessly each time he thrust into her. She had gone limp. No pleading came from of her mouth now—just incoherent animal-like sounds and a long moan, the volume rising and falling in time with Heng’s thrusts.

	The others joked or clapped their hands in time with his thrusts. It seemed to Xiulan as if it would go on forever. It hurt and she felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do except take it. Heng stayed hard. 

	He came only when he threw himself onto her back, grabbing her shiny black tresses to force her head to one side, so he could see her face as he sodomized her to completion. Only then, after he had looked into her eyes and felt her submit totally, did he ejaculate in her asshole. He cried out in triumph as he filled her with his hot seed. 

	He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her, until his corporal, impatient now for his turn, tapped him on the shoulder and asked for his place.  This man, just nineteen years old, was just as rough as Heng. In a single thrust he impaled Xiulan, sinking up to his pubic hairs in her. 

	He plowed relentlessly into her wide open ass. Poor Xiulan just made small moaning sounds underneath him. She could manage nothing more. Each time he reamed her, it knocked the wind out of her. 

	Unconcerned with her agony, he took his pleasure as quickly and as brutally as he could. Then he too filled her with a flood of hot cum before also collapsing on her nude back. He got off her and was replaced by another man, with a long, thick cock...

	Xiulan lost track of how many men raped her this way.  She actually took ten men up her Clay Pipe. It seemed to go on and on as one man finished and the next man stepped up to take his turn. It all became one long anal rape. The cocks became one monster cock repeatedly sodomizing her.

	She only knew the hurtful impalement, the feeling of having her ass stretched and invaded. This became her whole reality.  She lay there ...submissive...in body and mind...and remembered what Guozhi had said to her about being destroyed. Just as she had surrendered to the sergeant, she surrendered to each man who followed him. She became nothing more than a receptacle for their seed. She was being destroyed in body and soul... 

	The pain in her shit hole was a constant ache. Through it all, she lay there on her belly, her mouth open, panting between moans. Her sweaty body gleamed, the light creating shadows. The intertwined combination of muscular males and her warm, hot beauty.  Her naked body, buffeted by the violent thrusts, was just a thing, a toy for rough men to use and abuse.

	Afterwards she laid there, her beauty defiled by their seed and their sweat. Ke began whispering in her ear.  She was so “out-of-it” she couldn’t make sense of what she was saying to her.  She laid on her belly sated and drooling cum; her legs splayed wide, her pussy gaping, her clit swollen and red. She looked at the stones below her, her mind blank and exhausted. Her Clay Pipe, her asshole, was raw, stretched and gaped open like a toothless mouth...with semen smeared all over and drooling from it. 

	Her next bowel movement would be a torment. Her asshole was so sore that she could not touch herself. When she had to shit later that day, it hurt so much that she gripped her buttocks and groaned as each turd emerged from her sore “brown rose”. 

	Frogs

	Ke always had a plan for the boy Emperor. Both she and Wei were always conspiring to keep the boy controlled. But it was Ke who had the greater handle on how to control the boy. Denial and then reward had been her modus operandi since he was a baby. She would make him drool with anticipation before she would reward him for obedience. It had always been this way ever since he was a baby. She knew just how to play on his immature psyche to get him to do her bidding.

	She had decided that the way to prevent his entanglement with a smart female, which would become a problem for her, was to twist the boy. Distort his sexuality. Deny him the opportunity to grow normally and find a proper mate. Her plan was always to stunt him, and redirect his budding sexuality into channels of her devising. 

	It was she who made available to the boy the “pillow books” that showed degenerate, sadistic sex and featured the degradation and humiliation of women. They would show up under his bed, as if by magic. They helped him construct a sexual fantasy life that precluded any possibility of a “normal” relationship. It was Ke who crushed any attraction he had for such a relationship or any hope he had for finding a “nice” girl. 

	And it was Ke, who discovered in Little Rabbit the perfect tool to hook and control the boy Emperor. She turned Xiulan into a submissive slut, a puppet she controlled and by doing so, created the sexual locus of Zhu’s young and ill-fated life. By creating such a creature and using her to lead the boy Emperor around by his prick, Madame Ke insured her own success.

	And as far as Wei, Ke had no problems...The two puppet masters were fortunate in that they were not direct rivals and drew their power from different propensities and inclinations. Wei was a homosexual who liked very young boys and Ke was a sadist who enjoyed sexually tormenting both young men and women. And they both knew that their future destinies depended on pledging their troth, in effect, to each other.

	Ke brought the girl to her quarters. There she had planned another deviant and degrading trial. She told Zhu that she had arranged a demonstration to show him just how depraved Xiulan really was. 

	“I want you to see to what depths a woman like her can sink. Would your Majesty have time to observe? I know you are interested in understanding the human condition.”

	Zhu would and told her that he would be there at the appointed hour. Ke told him that she had arranged for him to “observe” without being seen himself. The boy smiled shyly and nodded. Nanny would take care of everything! When the Emperor entered Ke’s apartment, Ke was there to greet him and ushered him to another room. There she showed him a seat facing a wall with a small trap door.

	“Make yourself most comfortable my Lord. When you are ready, just open this portal and you would see all,” she said to him warmly.

	Then she excused herself. When she left, the Emperor’s curiosity got the best of him and he pulled the tall stool closer to the tiny, shuttered window. When he opened it this is what he saw: Little Rabbit was mounted on a bench. Her arms were bound behind her back around a post that served as the bench’s backstop. 

	Her legs had been pulled back to spread open her thighs; so her cunt and shit hole were on full display. She was moaning and mumbling. It appeared that she had been mounted on the bench for a time. What drew Zhu’s attention were the clips on her brown nipples. 

	Each tit was crowned by one of them. Made of steel they featured little spiked rollers. They were similar to the clips that had been used to torture her before. There were tiny keys mounted on the sides and Liu was using them to tighten or loosen the devices. The clasps trapped and squeezed each of her big, brown nipples and subjected them to the blunt spikes that dug into her teats as the rollers were tightened. This caused her a great deal of pain from the sounds coming from her mouth. Xiulan was pleading, moaning and groaning.

	And then Zhu noticed the clip between Xiulan’s legs. Another of the devilish appliances had been attached to her hooded Jade Pearl and when Liu reached down and turned the key, Xiulan, even though she was strapped to the bench, humped her hips up and down. She seemed to be straining against the straps to reach an invisible lover. Liu tightened and loosened the three clamps. The one on her clitoris made her howl the most. Another “fun” afternoon in Ke’s apartment...

	As Zhu watched, he couldn’t help but feel the stirrings and pulsing of the growing tumescence between his own legs. Watching the girl subjected to ingenious and nasty torments, seeing her suffer, had a powerful effect, and he became erect. He had become what Ke wanted him to become...

	Xiulan began sobbing and, in the hoarse, faltering mumbling of a whipped child, told Liu she would do, ‘anything’. The older servant girl finally took all three clamps off her tender bits. Ke arrived at that moment and Zhu watched intently interested at what would transpire next. As Ke had told him: ‘you can’t make a chaste girl do shameful things’. So, knowing now that Xiulan was and unchaste woman, Zhu waited, primed to see what despicable, loathsome things she could be made to do next.

	Ke had a little amusement planned first. An appetizer as it were. She motioned to Liu who went over and picked up a bucket. She brought it over to where Xiulan was bound. She reached in and pulled out a nice fat frog. Holding it up, she menaced Xiulan with it; and Ke asked her if she knew what Liu was going to do with the frog.

	Xiulan shook her head and said with hesitation in her voice, “I...I...I... don’t know.” Then she asked, nervously, “Will the frog bite me?”

	“No, the frog will not bite you. But, frogs like to jump into holes,” Ke said with a sly, sadistic smile as she pointed at Xiulan’s crotch. 

	Sitting quietly and watching, Zhu felt the hot flush of real excitement at the prospects of what might come next...

	Everyone, including Little Rabbit, watched as Liu rubbed oil on the frog’s head. Ke then reached down and pulled apart the “wings” of Xiulan’s pussy. It hurt to have her clitoris touched and Xiulan yelped when Ke brushed against it. Then Liu brought the frog down to her gaping pussy.

	She got the frog’s head right up against the vaginal opening. Then with a twist she shoved it in, forcing the frog’s upper body into the hole. She kept pushing until she’d gotten everything but the frog’s hind legs inside Xiulan’s sex hole.

	“How does that feel, my dear,” Ke asked her sympathetically?

	Xiulan writhed and wriggled feeling the slippery, slimy frog squirming around inside her sex hole.

	“Uh….OHH…..ohhhhhhhh,” she moaned in horror and shock.

	Zhu was beside himself. He stared at the frogs legs sticking out of Xiulan’s vagina and traced and toyed with the bulge in his pants with his fingers and then squeezed and rubbed his prick through his trousers. In truth, it shamed him that he got such pleasure from seeing the girl abused, but it did. He soon took his prick out and began playing with it as he watched the bizarre tableau in front of him. 

	“I can not imagine what that feels like... having a frog in THERE,” Ke said taunting the girl.

	“Liu left the frog’s hind feet outside, so I can encourage it with this,” Ke said, lighting a taper and displaying it. The tip glowed hot. 

	“The frog will jump looking for a safe place to hide,” Ke said. “And with your warm, wet purse to hide in, our little friend will not be out in the cold for long.”

	At this, Xiulan groaned in anticipation and shame at the thought of this defilement. Following this, Ke brought the tip of the taper close to the frog’s webbed feet. She was grinning, proud of her command of the situation. Then she let her gaze fall on poor Xiulan’s horrified face.

	“Get ready,” she taunted her.

	When she got the tip close enough so the poor creature could feel the heat, it began struggling furiously. It squirmed and wriggled in a crazed way to get away. Frightened, it twisted and turned this way and that and, as everyone, including Xiulan, watched, it wormed itself in deeper into the girl’s vagina. All the way inside until it had disappeared in her pussy and could not be seen. 

	At this, Ke put her hand on Xiulan’s Venus mount, shook it and slapped her sex lips. This had two effects: first it hurt as Xiulan’s clitoris was sore and swollen from the clamp. And second, it made the frightened frog wriggle even deeper into her hole seeking safety.

	It was something to see. It was so erotic watching the girl wriggle like a hooked eel—her hips and ass humping up and down and wriggling as the creature moved inside her—that Zhu felt like he was ready to explode. In fact his prick was dripping so much clear pre-cum that it looked like he had wet himself. When he got close to cumming, he took his hand off his prick and squeezed his balls to make himself lose his erection. He did this a few times, trying to prolong his pleasure.

	It was at that moment, that Ke turned and dismissed Liu. Then she went over to stand beside the window, draped as it was with a tapestry. She said, “I will turn the slut over on her belly, my Lord, if you want to fuck her in her Clay Pipe.”

	Zhu was stunned, but he quickly came to the realization that this was a wonderful idea. His answer was to race over to the room. He came in, looked at Ke and nodded ‘yes-yes’. She flipped Xiulan over onto her belly. Zhu gratefully took the little bottle of oil from Ke and as she stepped back, he dropped his trousers and loincloth. His uncircumcised young cock was already standing at attention. 

	He rubbed some oil on his prick and climbed on top of Xiulan. As he worked his cock into her asshole, the frog went frantic and began literally bouncing off the walls of her pussy. As Zhu sodomized her, she began to feel the awful tingling of an approaching orgasm. To cum with that horrid creature inside her while the Emperor himself fucked her ass was a new low.

	The additional intrusion of Zhu’s slim penis in the tight confines of her rectum caused her to bear down. The frog, feeling Zhu’s cock and reacting in its primitive brain as if a snake was chasing it, became more frenzied in its movements. Xiulan found herself pushing back into Zhu, somehow it made no sense, but she wanted more and...harder... swept along in the waves of physical and emotional pain and pleasure. 

	Feeling submissive as the hard cock in her shit hole frightened the frog into a frenzy. By that point, she was rubbing her clit against the bench and finally, in turmoil herself, she exploded. She came shrieking, as the crazed frog lurched this way and that in her vagina.

	As Xiulan reached orgasm, Zhu could not hold back and his tight, hairless nut sack yo-yoed up and down as he had his precious moment and filled her bowels with his hot, sticky discharge. Now that both their “clouds had burst” her ass felt deliciously sore and stretched, but the frog had finally gone quiet. The experience was wonderful to Zhu. He would look back on this event as it was the day he lost his virginity. And he lost it in Xiulan’s asshole...

	After this, Ke extracted the frog from Xiulan’s pussy. It was exhausted and limp. A few moments later, she inserted a new frog into her vagina and burned its webbed feet to make it jump into her hole. The sight of the frog just LEAPING to get into her cunt was amazing for the Emperor. Ke and Zhu took turns getting the frog to leap as it made Xiulan writhe and squirm in the sexiest way...Then they alternated masturbating Xiulan. Nanny and Zhu rubbed the girl’s sex lips and clitoris to make her spurt. 

	The added juice made it nice and wet for the frog, but drove poor Xiulan to the edge of madness. The sheer horror of having a living thing in her cunt was more than she could take; but she was too far gone and they were able to make her reach orgasm several times. The final time she came so explosively, she shot the frog out of her pussy. Ke encouraged the boy to jerk off on her face. It was deeply satisfying for him to degrade his former “crush”. The session ended when Ke made Xiulan suck the boy’s cock to completion and swallow the load.

	Mated to a Dog

	Little Rabbit had become a pariah. Rumors of what she had been made to do in the dungeon had branded her in the eyes of the other servants. She worked and tried to keep her head down and stay out of Ke or Wei’s sights. But Ke had grown fond of abusing her and soon came up with a new way to disgrace her.

	She summoned her and told her that she was going to mate her to a dog. Poor Little Rabbit. She was horrified that she swooned. When Ke slapped her awake, she began weeping.

	“I have nothing now. I am a woman lost. I beg of you to release me from such indignities. Send me to the forest...I will do anything. Please do not do these things to me.”

	“Little Rabbit, you have become a dog. Everyone in life has a station. And you have found yours. Why do you bemoan your place in life?”

	Ke was so cruel. To see and hear the girl weeping and begging was an aphrodisiac for her. She vibrated with excitement at the prospect of shaming her this way.

	“I will not do it. I have let myself be swept away and now I have no dignity or self-respect. I can not have congress with a dog. I would rather die,” Xiulan said, wiping tears from her eyes and trying to sound resolute.

	“I have so many ways to persuade you to accept who you are, Little Rabbit. Shall we go now to the dungeon and let me show you who you really are?”

	Xiulan was determined to resist and threw herself on the ground. Ke had to summon her bodyguards to pick her up bodily and carry her to the dungeon. Once there, they stripped her and bound her to a table with her arms and legs held open – totally spread eagled. Zhu was there, his eyes bright and shining as he watched his beloved nanny getting ready to torture Xiulan. 

	The fat woman took her time. First, she had Liu play with her. The servant girl with the hard eyes fingered her pussy and got her wet. Then she began teasing her pisshole. Xiulan stared wide-eyed as Ke produced a brace of ivory chopsticks from the sleeve of her tunic. 

	“Where are these going, Little Rabbit,” she asked? 

	Then, as Xiulan whined and begged for mercy, Ke shoved them up her pisshole one at a time. She started with one and kept inserting the slim sticks one after the other up her urethra. The feeling of having her most private hole invaded made Xiulan writhe and thrash about, moaning all the while. 

	When Ke was done, Xiulan’s pisshole was horribly distended. The fat woman had worked eight of them into the tiny aperture. Xiulan was writhing in agony, unable to close her legs or dislodge the offending sticks. Her moans filled the dungeon. Then Ke worked a thin balloon made from cat gut with a chopstick into Xiulan’s pisshole. 

	When she got it all the way inside so that she was satisfied, she attached a bellows to the end which hung down from the girl’s crotch and lay wet on the table. Xiulan had writhed in agony as the thing was forced into her hole.

	At that moment, Guang and Yong entered the dungeon leading a dog on a leash. Ke didn’t pay them any mind. Instead, she picked up the bellows and began pumping air into the balloon which now rested uncomfortably in the girl’s urethra and bladder. As she pumped air, the balloon inflated and as it did so it stretched the girl’s pisshole horribly.

	Liu had to get up on Little Rabbit’s stomach and chest and sit on her to keep her from thrashing around too much. She had started to hump her hips up and down wildly trying to dislodge the intruder in her peehole. But she could not displace it. It was buried too deep and now as it swelled, it was wedged too tightly in the tiny orifice. Xiulan had begun screaming and shrieking like she was being cut from the inside as Ke kept inflating the balloon.

	“I cannot take it. I CANNOT TAKE IT. TAKE IT OUT. TAKE IT OUT...PLEASE...PLEASE...PLEASE!”

	“You are a dog,” Ke said to Xiulan. “You are only fit for animals. Tell me you want a dog for a lover. Tell me how much you want a dog. Tell me you want to fuck a dog. And if I believe you, I will take it out. If you do not tell me, I will make it so big inside you your belly will burst. DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?”

	“OHHHH...I am in HELL. I AM IN HELL,” poor Xiulan wailed!

	Ke went back to pumping the bellows and soon the portion of the balloon that was in her urethra was as big around as a banana and half as long. Half of that stuck out of her pussy. At that point, Little Rabbit was out of her mind. She began to babble like a crazy woman. Her words were unintelligible.

	Zhu stared fascinated and could not stop masturbating. He was close to cumming and knew he was going to be unable to slow down at all. As Little Rabbit bit her tongue and cried out the bladder bulged obscenely from her crotch; and she went into convulsions and passed out. The Emperor ejaculated just as she lost consciousness. Ke spat at her contemptuously. 

	“Wake her up,” she said to Liu.

	The servant threw a bucket of water in Little Rabbit’s face and she came awake sputtering and coughing. Ke hovered over her.

	“Are you ready to show everyone your dog nature,” she asked? “Or do you want to see if you can take any more,” she queried her and patted her bulging lower belly. 

	The cat gut balloon had been forced past the sphincter and had entered her bladder. Inflated now to the size of an small melon, Xiulan was in agony. The sack that held her urine was so distended and swollen that her lower abdomen protruded hideously. As Ke patted and felt her tummy, Little Rabbit groaned like she was being knifed.

	She had been pushed into a place that had broken her will once again. She had threatened to hold out even unto death, but she had overestimated her ability to resist. Ke knew how to hurt a woman and Xiulan was putty in her hands. If and when the girl ever defied her again, Ke knew how to use hair thin needles on her nipples and clitoris in a way that would drive her insane. 

	Now when she asked her if she was ready to mate with the dog, Little Rabbit whispered, ‘yes’.

	“I want you to convince me. Tell me and be emphatic about it,” she commanded her.

	She made Little Rabbit yell that she was a DOG SLUT and wanted bestial intercourse.

	“I want the dog to fuck me,” she said. 

	It was a horrible, shaming moment. She had been made to ask for the very thing she said she would die rather than do. Ke supervised having the table lowered so the dog could get to work. She motioned to Guang who led the dog over to Xiulan’s exposed crotch. The dog began licking the displayed pussy with its big, wet tongue. It aroused Xiulan and in defense, she withdrew into her mind. 

	To be defiled by a dog was the most terrible thing she could imagine. The girl who only wanted to find the right man, settle down and have a family had been turned into a sex toy. A hand puppet for others to abuse. Oh, she could hear everyone joking among themselves…but the dog’s tongue drove Xiulan into herself.

	She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then as the dog kept licking her, she began cumming. The dog licked her labia and clitoris for a while, making her cum and flow, cum and flow... soaking everything.

	Whimpering, grunting, moaning and then screaming as the tongue lapped her womanhood and shit-hole, Xiulan could not control herself and she floated from one orgasm to another. The dog explored every crevice and fold of her pussy. Its warm tongue was at her anus too.  To have this happening to her in front of everyone broke her spirit. To be forced to cum by a dog was the most humiliating trial yet imposed on her.

	Guang and Yong clapped every time she came. Each time the dog made her cum, they whooped and hollered. Zhu jerked off a second time watching the dog making her cum too. Finally, at Ke’s order, they pulled the dog off. She wanted Xiulan to suck the dog’s cock. 

	The dog’s cock had fully emerged from its sheath. It was red and drooling fuck-slime. When she looked at the dog’s dick, Xiulan felt sick, but knew she had no choice. As she stared, the dog’s organ throbbed disgustingly. The idea of sucking its cock was repulsive and nauseating. They untied her and made her get on her knees.

	Guang led the dog over to Xiulan. He got the dog to lie down. The dog’s dick was varicolored red and purple and laced with visible veins. It revolted her; but Ke pushed Xiulan down close to the drooling red tip.  Ke grabbed her hand by the wrist and made her take the dog’s cock in her hand, holding it behind the swelling “knot” at the base. It seemed to grow as she held it. 

	She told her to, “kiss, lick and then suck the tip.”

	Zhu watched from his aerie. The Emperor was enjoying this most depraved of spectacles. He had another erection, of course. When Xiulan began licking the tip the dog’s cock spurted furiously. The semen that didn’t end up in her mouth splashed all over her face. Ke made her suck and swallow, suck and swallow as everyone watched. The two guards were beside themselves as she made to do the terrible thing. They were totally aroused as well at seeing her take the dog’s ugly cock in her mouth and swallowing the canine semen.

	Zhu was in heaven as he watched Xiulan descend down the status ladder to lower than that of a common whore. This was proof that she was an unchaste slut. She came when the dog licked her. She took the dog’s dick in her mouth and lovingly sucked it. The discharge filled her mouth and she swallowed.

	This made her gag, but she kept swallowing Her face got very wet because every time she took her mouth off the tip, the dog just kept squirting semen. Her neck and tits were soon as glistening wet as her face. 

	As she continued to pleasure the dog, the knot at the base got bigger. It looked like the shaft had two large protuberances the size of walnuts inside. Guang and Yong took the cock from her and used it to hose her face.

	She looked over and saw the horror of her situation in Guang’s lust contorted face. The emotional pain she felt was now as great as the physical pain she had felt when the cat gut balloon was stuffed inside her pisshole. After a while, Ke decided it was time for the dog to mate with her. The two guards got the dog hot by letting it try to mount and then pulling it back before finally letting it penetrate her. 

	Xiulan did not protest at all at this point. She was just a doll to be played with... As Ke got her on her knees and elbows, she let herself be led around. Zhu was shaking with excitement; his face showing wonder and lust. As the dog was led behind Xiulan’s full ass, it knew what to do: it jumped on her back. Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage; and its hips began humping. It tried to get its cock in her sex hole.

	Xiulan felt totally violated by this humiliation and shamefully aroused too. These contradictory feelings surged thru her as the dog kept jabbing at her with its cock. Unmarried women like Xiulan, who had never given birth, had small, tight vaginas. It didn’t look to the Emperor like the dog’s cock was going to fit. 

	But, as soon as the dog found her warm, wet hole with the tip of its cock, it shoved it in deep and fast and made Xiulan gasp. The dog then fucked her like a demon. She began howling as the dog fucked her and used its front paws to pull her closer. 

	The beast growled and drooled on her. Poor Xiulan got no time to catch her breath, as the dog fucked her mercilessly. She was soon dripping with sweat from her face, neck and underarms. She felt the knot trying to get into her hole. She looked between her legs and saw how big the knot had gotten. 

	Everyone crowded in closer to watch as the knot pressed against her. The knot was huge now. The dog would not be denied. The knot began stretching the vaginal sphincter open more and more making Xiulan grunt with the intrusion.

	When it popped inside her, she howled with a mixture of pleasure and pain as the muscles of her vagina stretched painfully.  Her hole had been stretched like she was giving birth. One second it was outside her hairy purse…and then, it was inside her. 

	The dog thrust its cock all the way to the bottom of her vagina. She began screaming when it went past her G-spot to the epicenter of her sheath.  Xiulan soon was babbling like an idiot. Words tumbled out of her mouth, but no one could understand her.  The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip kept spurting while the shaft pulsed. The dog had stopped; it was standing still. It just held itself still as its cock kept spurting and vibrating inside Little Rabbit’s sex hole.

	She had been mated to a dog. Horrified and ashamed, she soon felt herself approaching an orgasm. As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis contract. Her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s cock gripping it hard... and she CAME!

	Her mind shut down, as her whole body shook. When she relaxed her vagina, the knot tried to come out. Then when she squeezed her muscles, the knot went in deeper. The throbbing knot massaged her G-Spot and the front wall of her sex hole making her have another body quaking orgasm. And then another. She felt the dog’s dick spurting and spurting inside her…SO HOT. It sprayed inside her for a long time. Throbbing and squirting...it kept her cumming. 

	The heat of the dog’s cock and semen had turned her hole into a furnace. The big knot plugged her so that all the hot cum boiled inside her. The result was that she came convulsively over and over again. Finally, it came to an end. The dog’s knot had kept the animal locked inside her for a while longer. Her orgasms had completely fatigued her. She had been thoroughly fucked.

	She slowly came back to her senses as the dog tried to pull out. It hurt as the knot was well embedded in her hole, just behind her pubic bone. Finally, its cock shrank and popped out. Zhu marveled at the size of it. The cock from tip to base was as long as a cucumber, and the knot at the base as big as two plums. The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Guang and Yong led the animal off.

	Ke dismissed Liu and her bodyguards and she supervised so the Emperor could fuck Little Rabbit in the ass again. This had fascinated him. He looked down on her...sprawled there...her silk purse oozing the dog’s seed. She looked completely defiled and debased. Having her at this level energized the young monarch. He felt masculine and virile. He turned her over on her belly himself.  Ke stepped back to let him take control. 

	He dropped his trousers and pulled his loincloth aside. He leaned on her and then worked his prick into her tight shit hole. Now mounted, he whispered his passion in her ear. She could barely hear him, but he was beyond caring too. He was in another world. He was the Tianqi Emperor and all was right with the world. He was in command and all sluts were his for the taking. His slim prick deep in her ass, he thrust only a dozen times before he came. It was as if his very soul was pouring out of his penis... 

	This all happened in the year 1622. Living conditions worsened during his reign and Emperor Tianqi faced several popular uprisings.  He died at age 22 in the year 1627 and was succeeded by a younger brother. History does not record what happened to Xiulan or Xiǎ tůzǐ(Little Rabbit) as she was known at the time.
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	Synopsis: An Australian girl is duped into becoming a sex slave on vacation in Thailand.

	Bangkok Dog Show Slave

	By Shabbadew2002

	Contact me @ shabbadew@ca.rr.com

	When she graduated from University of New South Wales in Sydney, Australia in late spring 2009, Cassandra Ackerman, known by her friends as Cassie, promised herself a sabbatical. She booked a flight and left in late May for Thailand. After a few days in the north, she ended up in Bangkok. There, she swam at the beaches of Pattaya and Naklua, shopped, flirted with boys, hung out with kids from the United States and Australia, and stayed at youth hostels. 

	She explored the market at Patpong and even went to a risqué nightclub there. She stayed mostly at the Hi-Far East Inn. But her purse was stolen from her backpack on an overnight bus trip. When she woke up, everything of value was gone: her return flight plane ticket, travelers checks, credit cards and her ID. All she had left was about 3000 baht (Thai currency - about $100 US or Australian dollars) in the pocket of her shorts.

	Cassie was independent and proud. She was used to being in control. But she found herself in a terrible situation. First off, she didn’t know the language and the culture. Second, she was broke. Third, her mother and father were on holiday themselves in New Zealand and couldn’t be reached. Fourth, all the info she needed to contact the credit card companies was in her purse. Phone numbers, account numbers and even her pin numbers. Stupid!

	She went to the Embassy, but was frustrated when the bureaucracy, slow as always, wasn’t able to do much except give her a little meal money. Then, back out on the street, she met Niu, a young Chinese man her own age, who said he could help her.

	“Missy, I know owner of go-go bar who hire pretty girl like you. You wait table and dance and make enough money. You can do... yes,” he said.

	Cassie was ambivalent. She’d rather not have to spend her vacation working, but she desperately needed money. Waiting on tables seemed easy enough, but the dancing concerned her. She’d waited tables before, and often been tipped well, but never in a bar, much less a go-go bar. She enjoyed dancing, and, with a few drinks, could let loose on the dance floor. But she wasn’t sure about dancing on stage.

	Being a stripper, taking off her clothes and dancing naked on stage was out of the question, of course. She’d been raised well and had too much self-respect for that. 

	On the other hand, go-go dancers wore scanty, sexy outfits, but nothing skimpier, and often less so, than the bikinis she and most girls wore on public beaches, as she had here. She could do that, she thought. Sure, she might feel a little awkward and self-conscious at first, but she was proud of her body, confident about her looks and liked to dance. Like waitressing and most other jobs, Cassie reminded and reassured herself, with good looks and a good attitude, a female could be successful being a little flirty without being slutty. 

	Still, being flirty with Thai men seemed kind of yucky. She found Thai men gross.  Niu assured her that many of the bars catered to tourists. Cassie thought about it and began to worry that if she was working in a bar that attracted Australians, she would be embarrassed.

	She told Niu, “Actually I would prefer to work in a bar that catered to locals.”

	He smiled and said, “Ah, this is better.”

	Cassie knew from what she’d heard and the looks she’d gotten here that Thai men and boys found Western women and girls, particularly blondes like her, intriguing and attractive. She could see the way Niu looked at her too. But he seemed nice and, in a desperate situation, he was being very helpful.

	Niu wasn’t what he seemed, of course, but he was good at what he did.  He got paid for steering girls like Cassie to Chinese gangs which controlled many of the bars and brothels. These organizations were called the “Piglet Gangs” by the Thai police. 

	Niu brought Cassie to the 13K Triad. Lao Chai was the boss. He was in his late fifties and had been on top for ten years. Producing false passports and stealing legitimate passports to transport poor Thai girls to Western countries was just one of his profitable, but illegal businesses. 

	The gang also transported prostitutes to Japan in cooperation with the Yakuza - the Japanese mafia. Because of gangs like the 13K Triad, Bangkok had become a transit center for human trafficking. The gang ran three brothels in Bangkok and had controlling interests in two bars.

	Niu escorted her to the warehouse which the gang used as its headquarters. A fat Chinese named Dong sat behind a desk in a ramshackle office.

	“He says your purse was stolen,” Dong said, pointing to Niu.

	“Yes.”

	He asked Cassie how much she’d lost. She started off very cautiously, but as she told him her tale of woe, she blurted out everything and at the end, she was stifling back tears. She even told him she was going to have to wait for nearly a month to be able to contact her parents. Without a credit card and a plane ticket, she admitted to him she was stranded in Thailand. When she told him the amount of traveler’s checks that had been stolen, he whistled. 

	“That’s a lot, Missy,” he said sympathetically. “How you gonna make that kind of money?”

	“I don’t know,” Cassie answered.  “He,” she said, pointing at Niu, “he said I could earn money waiting tables… and, uh, go-go dancing.”

	Dong nodded and smiled. 

	“You got good attitude,” he asked her?

	“Yes,” she answered quickly, her face lighting up at the way he first asked about one of her good traits that she’d just reflected on herself when Niu first brought up the opportunity. Some things, like attitude and work ethic apply across all cultures, Cassie thought, feeling better about this job and her prospects already.

	“Good. Can you follow directions,” he asked her?

	“Yes, absolutely,” she said, feeling good, smiling from ear-to-ear.

	He told her she would be dancing on a stage wearing a bikini, as she’d anticipated. He told her what she could make, and it was better than she’d anticipated.

	“Wow, that would be great,” she said.

	He also told her she would have to sign a small agreement. Before she could think about that, he asked her to stand up and turn around. Having to put herself on display so quickly, she was diverted from asking about the contract. 

	“You very pretty. You do well. You want the job,” he asked her?

	“Uh....Yeah.,” Cassie hesitated a bit at the abrupt job offer. “Yes!” she quickly gushed, showing more enthusiasm. This was better than she’d hoped when Niu first told her about it, and way better than she’d feared when she’d first found her stuff stolen. Damn right she wanted the job!

	Dong whipped out a piece of paper and had Cassie sign it. She asked a few questions, but he reassured her that it was a standard employment contract for a dancer. Placated, she signed. Dong then picked up the phone and within two minutes a fat, middle-aged Chinese woman appeared at the door.

	“This is Yanmei,” Dong said. “She is boss of dancers and hostesses. You go with her now.”

	Cassie looked at the woman. Her hair was pulled back into a severe bun and she was wearing a faded silk jacket and tight black silk pants that only accentuated her bulk. Cassie found herself staring into two eyes that reminded her of a snake. There was no softness there. 

	Cassie tried not to feel intimidated, reminding herself that lots of middle-aged women who’d lost their looks or never had them looked at younger, more attractive females that way. Another thing that was common across cultures, Cassie reflected. She’d dealt with women like this at school and work too many times to count. It was not pleasant or easy, but she’d be respectful to the woman’s authority, show some humility, keep a positive attitude even in the face of the woman’s hostility, and she’d get through it, maybe even win the woman over.

	Cassie looked up at the woman, offered a small, meek smile. Getting the same cold, hard eyes and harsh, scowling face in return, Cassie felt her own face heat up, lowered her eyes, lost her smile and stood up.  She picked up the backpack and followed the woman, who escorted her from the warehouse to a small sedan parked outside. A young Thai man acted as chauffeur and drove.

	Yanmei

	The car wound its way through the city to end up in the Soi Cowboy district. The main drag was a short lane that ran between Sukhumvit Soi 21 and 23. The area was packed, mostly with go-go bars and one or two regular bars, all of them with bright, flashing neon signs, loud music and friendly ushers on the street trying to get customers inside.

	In the Soi Cowboy area, nudity was allowed on stage in the upstairs bars. The area was famous for upstairs venues which were notoriously sleazy and explicit. Here the girls were almost always dancing naked. The area was further out and less “touristy” than Patpong and in a different police venue. Thai men, more than tourists, frequented the bars the 13K Triad controlled in Soi Cowboy. The chauffeur parked the car in an alley behind one of the bars.

	Cassie looked around and felt a little nervous. The alley looked terribly third world. Dirty, with garbage overflowing several cans and a mangy dog rooting around for scraps. 

	Cassie knew of the vast poverty in the country, and had heard about Bangkok’s seedier clubs and brothels, even sex trafficking and sex tourism. However, restricting herself to the tourist district and touristy activities, she had avoided paying much attention to or thinking that much about any of that. Certainly had not in the kind rancid, sordid detail confronting her now. Quivering and feeling queasy as she got out of the car, Cassie was increasingly uneasy about what she might be getting herself into. 

	Yanmei ushered her into the bar. It was dark inside and the first thing Cassie saw were three Thai girls, teenagers, dancing on a small raised platform. The bar was dark but the music was loud and the lights were garish and bright.

	The girls were clad in string bikinis, dancing unenthusiastically, looking bored. Cassie noted their attire and attitude and tried to reassure herself as she surveyed the room. The afternoon crowd was sparse. It consisted of mostly Thai men sprinkled with a few tourists. Some Japanese and Westerners. Cassie took a deep breath and told herself, ‘it’s only for a little while’.

	“We go upstairs,” Yanmei said to her and steered Cassie up a flight of stairs to a small room.

	The chauffeur, a young man barely out of his teens accompanied them. First Cassie had to be outfitted for a costume.  Yanmei was the “mama san” in charge of training and disciplining the girls.

	She stood with her hands on her hips and announced to Cassie, “take off clothes.”

	Cassie looked over at the chauffeur and said, “What about him?”

	“He no problem. Strip.”

	Cassie felt butterflies in her stomach. She had been to a nude beach once and had experience with lovers, but this was different. It was so cold, impersonal and degrading. 

	She hesitated and Yanmei impatiently said in a harsh and guttural voice, “Strip, Missy.”

	Cassie had no choice. She had committed herself. She began to disrobe. First her top, then her shorts, pausing in her modest white bra and panties, which still covered about as much as the bikini would. Looking down, her fingers fumbled before finally managing to unfasten her bra. She blushed as the bra cups fell from her bare breasts, then rushed to pull it off, and shove down and step out of her panties, trying not to think about what she was doing. 

	Yanmei yanked her bra and panties out of her hands and tossed them aside. Cassie, now naked, tried to cover her girl parts with her hands. The attempted modesty seemed to amuse Yanmei, who offered the first, if still distinctly frosty, smile that Cassie had seen from her.  The chauffeur, named Thuanthong, shuffled in closer and watched intently. He liked dirty blondes like Cassie and was pleased with what he saw.

	Cassie was 170 centimeters tall (5’7”) and weighed 54 kilos (119lbs.). She had nice B-cup tits, wide hips, long legs and a full, round ass. Her dirty blonde hair was thick, blunt cut at her shoulders, and she wore it in a ponytail. Her pubic hair was darker, closer to brown. Shaved and neatly trimmed to a narrow bikini cut for the beach at the beginning of her vacation, her since-neglected pubic area was, by now, an embarrassingly untidy sight. She winced as she glanced down behind her hand to see her “landing strip” grown to a high hedge, bordered by sprouting stubble. 

	She had a pretty oval face with full lips and blue/green eyes. She was proud of her looks, but now, in the confines of the small room with the older Chinese woman and a young Thai man watching her every move, she became more than self-conscious.

	Yanmei threw a bikini at her and told her to try it on. Cassie laboriously put the garment on with trembling fingers - and then stood there nervously with her hands at her sides. The fat woman threw her a pair of high heels and Cassie traded her sandals for the glamorous pumps.

	“Turn around,” Yanmei said to her when she was done.

	She made Cassie pose and then pirouette this way and that. Cassie felt silly. But soon it was over. At least that part. Yanmei took her to a long rectangular shaped room. There were two girls there – naked to the waist - seated in front of a long mirror doing their make-up. This was the room the girls used to get themselves ready for a shift. Yanmei directed Cassie to, ‘get self ready’.

	Cassie reached into her backpack and took out a brush, some rollers and her make-up bag. Within 20 minutes she was transformed. She looked positively sexy and hot. Yanmei came back in and looked at her and said, “you sexy female. Men will like. Come with me.”

	She escorted Cassie downstairs and the young Australian spent the rest of the afternoon “on duty”. This meant sessions of gyrating for 20 minutes on stage – dancing - and the rest of the time hustling drinks. She was an “OK” dancer and tried her best to look and act sexy, but she couldn’t help noticing that the other girls, all Thai, looked at her disapprovingly or ignored her. 

	The men leered at her and she felt very naked up there on stage. She couldn’t wait for the set to be over. Serving drinks was no better. The men all propositioned her and some reached up to pinch her ass. She resisted and this made the Thai men smile. They found her all the more attractive that she was acting modest and vulnerable.

	Later, she was shown the “dormitory” where she and the other girls slept. It was fairly clean but the bunk beds left little room for privacy. There were two footlockers per bed and Cassie was assigned one.  She met some of the girls. Two of them were sweet, Kwang and Lamai, but there was one girl there, Taeng, who took an instant dislike to her. This girl was older, with a hard look about her. 

	She had been dancing and hooking for several years and didn’t like a pretty Western girl who might take customers from her. Kwang was soft, very young (17) and oh-so pretty. Lamai was also pretty and 24 - old for this line of work in Thailand. They spoke a little English and soon told Cassie that they also worked “upstairs”. When Cassie inquired about that, they looked at each other and shrugged. 

	“She will show you,” Lamai said, indicating with a gesture - Yanmei.

	There was also a chubby Korean girl named Yong. She seemed to be shunned by the Thai girls. She sat forlornly on her footlocker and sang softly to herself. Cassie looked at her and felt some sense of compassion. She tried to engage the girl in conversation, but the girl spoke only Korean. She was a college student who had gotten herself in trouble in Bangkok and ended up in the bar. Kwang pulled Cassie aside and whispered to her that, ‘she do things we not do’. When Cassie asked what that might be, Lamai poked her, as if to say, ‘do not say’.

	And so, for the next several days, Cassie worked 8 hour days. As a new dancer she worked the early shift (from noon till 8pm). The late shift girls worked from 8pm to 4am. After every shift, Cassie had to give all her tips to Yanmei. It was boring and hard work, but she was determined to get enough money to get home. The Thai men looked at her like a piece of meat. She was glad she didn’t know the language, because she could tell from their remarks in pidgin English, that they all wanted to fuck her or worse. When she served drinks, most of them undressed her with their eyes or tried to molest her. It was unpleasant work....

	After the first week, she was given her “cut” and when she looked in the envelope she got upset. At this rate, it would take her a long time to get back to Sydney. She went to see Yanmei about it. The woman listened to her complaints and then looked at her coldly – saying nothing. She ignored her and walked away. Cassie was left there, holding the envelope and feeling stupid. 

	But things were to get worse....much worse. Later that night, Yanmei approached her. 

	“You want to make more money,” she asked?

	Cassie answered, ‘yes’ and Yanmei took her upstairs. When she got there, she saw immediately that the atmosphere was much more raw. The girls were dancing nude. Totally nude. She saw Kwang - wearing only a pair of high heels. The pretty teen smiled at her and then looked away when Yanmei glared at her. 

	“Dance nude - you make more money,” Yanmei said to Cassie simply. 

	Cassie gulped and said nothing. Yanmei shrugged. She had a long term plan for the Australian blonde. In time, she would be made to do what Yanmei had forced on Yong. The poor Korean had been forced into performing in explicit sex shows in a very private little theater on this very floor.

	The Pole (àÊÒ)

	The bar’s manager was A-Wut, a heavy-set Thai in his mid-forties. Cassie saw him every day, but had no direct dealings with him. His job was to make money for the 13K Triad. Cheap drinks and naked women were the stock in trade. He had turned the bar into a real profit center concentrating on the wealthier locals. His lure: show them acts that even the tourists couldn’t see in Patpong. And upstairs was where the action was. It was the end of the second week when he grabbed Cassie as she was coming off stage and pulled her roughly into his office.

	“Your gonna dance nude. Tomorrow night,” he said to her unceremoniously.

	“Oh.....I haven’t decided if I wanna do that,” she said.

	“I have.” 

	With that, he summoned Yanmei.

	“Put her upstairs tonight,” he said. Yanmei smiled and nodded.

	Cassie tried to protest. When this didn’t work, she got miffed and tried to walk away from Yanmei. That’s when the woman called out and two men appeared. Mongkut was 30, with a wiry, muscular build. He had been a professional Muay Thai boxer in his youth. Just behind him was Thuanthong, who was a general errand boy as well as a chauffeur.

	Yanmei said something to them in Thai and they grabbed Cassie. The poor girl struggled, but in the end they dragged her to the hallway outside the dormitory. They dragged her to the end of the hallway. There was a pole that went from the floor to the ceiling. The men began to pull her bikini top and thong off. Cassie screamed and struggled, but in the end she was handled like a doll.

	When she was naked they put her on her back and tied her wrists together behind the pole, so that they were over her head. Then, they grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her feet up until they were way over her head and behind the pole. They had bent her double. Mongkut whipped out a rope and tied her ankles together. Bent double with her wrists and ankles bound her pussy and anus were on cruel display. Her body, with the pole as the vertical bar, formed the letter “D”. Yanmei called the punishment: the pole.

	Cassie winced as Mongkut began chuckling and bending down to peer between her legs to check out her pussy. She realized her shameful predicament and groaned. After a moment, they left her in this position. Girls came by, but nobody paid much attention to the poor white girl on the floor bound like a slave. They had been punished for infractions and knew enough to not interfere.

	After three hours, the bondage became a terrible thing. Cassie’s lower back ached and so did her hips. She wanted so much to be free that she began whimpering. She could waggle her hips left or right a bit, but with her wrists and ankles bound, her movement was very limited. Cockroaches made their appearance and when she felt one of them along her sides or even worse, by her head, she squealed like a little girl. But there was no one to help her. After awhile, she began to weep. At 4am, the end of the shift, Yanmei came over. She bent down and talked to Cassie.

	“You dance nude now,” she asked?

	Cassie quickly agreed. Yanmei released her and Cassie ran to the dormitory where Lamai was there. The Thai girl comforted her and eventually Cassie lay down and went to sleep. At 8pm that night Cassie was to dance in the upstairs bar. 

	“Get self ready,” Yanmei commanded her.

	Cassie’s hands were shaking as set and brushed her hair and applied fresh nail polish and make-up. Lamai and Kwang were working that shift upstairs - knew she was upset and tried to comfort her. 

	“Lamai, I can’t believe what she did to me,” she protested.

	“You must be good girl or it be very bad for you,” Lamai counseled.

	“She have many bad things she do,” Kwang said to Cassie. “You must be good,” she said.

	Cassie soon found herself up on stage with both girls, as naked as she was. She was expected to not only shake her tits and ass in this room, but to stand, spread her legs and show ‘pink’. And bend over and show her anus too. She watched Lamai and Kwang and copied their movements.

	The Thai men acted like animals. Most of them were middle-aged. They hooted, hollered and threw baht at her. She was expected to pick up the bills and shove them in her pussy. When she failed to perform in a sexy enough way, the men booed her. Later when her dance shift was over, she was expected to wait on tables. Again .....in the nude. 

	Compared to the men in the downstairs bar, this was much worse. Not only was she pinched, which happened downstairs, but fingers were insinuated and often inserted between her legs to probe her crack and slit. Her tits and nipples were mauled. By the time her shift ended, Cassie was an emotional mess. Yanmei was waiting for her.

	“You no good, Missy. You must show pussy and asshole. You report for punishment - noon - tomorrow,” she told her. 

	Cassie sniffling, wondered what indignity awaited her. Yanmei put her back on the Pole. Cassie didn’t cry until the dinner hour came and then begged in a loud voice for Yanmei. The fat woman came by and released her. Cassie stood up on shaky legs. It was embarrassing as she was still nude.

	Cassie said, “I’ll do better tonight. I promise.”

	Yanmei smiled and took her by the ear. She pulled her along. Cassie screeched and moaned. The fat woman took her to her quarters. She had an apartment with a small bathroom and kitchenette off to one side. Everywhere Cassie looked, she saw garish silk tapestries, candles and incense. The furniture was all bamboo and there was a beautiful Persian rug on the floor. This was home for the fat woman.

	Yanmei said, “You obey me. I sit on face. You open mouth. Use mouth - please me. Do good job. Or.... I put you on pole.” she said.

	Cassie looked at her and was so flabbergasted, she couldn’t say anything. She was a puppet as Yanmei pushed her to her knees. Cassie whimpered, but feeling more submissive with each new indignity and not wanting to be put back on the pole, she prepared herself mentally for what was a new experience. She had played tit rubbing and kissing games with a pretty friend of hers in school, but having oral sex with a 50 year fat Chinese woman was outside anything she had ever done or imagined herself doing.  

	Then Yanmei stood back and began taking off her clothes. She took off her black silk jacket and then a short-sleeved pale yellow silk blouse. She wore a white cotton bra and reached behind to unsnap it – revealing a floppy set of tits capped with big brown nipples. Her tits were large and hung down nearly to her waist. 

	She kicked off her sandals, pulled her silk trousers and cotton panties down to her knees - letting them slide down to her ankles and stepped out of them.  She had a flat ass and a fat belly and Venus mount. Her crotch was heavily furred with straight black hair. She rubbed her belly in a self-satisfied way and then pulled a straight back chair with arms to the center of the room. She crooked her finger at Cassie. She pointed to the chair.

	“Put head here,” she said, pointing to the seat. 

	She got Cassie lying back with her head on the seat, her hands - palms down on the floor - and her legs flat on the rug at a 30 degree angle.

	Yanmei straddled her face and got her crotch right over the Australian girl’s face. Holding herself up by placing her hands on the chair’s arms, she lowered herself until she made contact with Cassie’s face. The older woman had a fishy odor and her hairy pussy, with straight pubic hair all over her slit showed plump outer labia and a pea-sized clit. Her inner sex lips gave her pussy the appearance of an tropical orchid. 

	Dark-lipped, black at the edges, her inner sex lips were long, thin and symmetrical. Her yellow skin was a contrast to the dark grove between her legs and her ass crack. She was slightly wet, and her sex lips glistened in the dim afternoon light of her room.

	She sat down fully on Cassie’s face to make her gag, and then lifted herself up slightly to adjust her position. The she began to “ride” back and forth, using the Australian girl’s nose, mouth and chin to rub her labia, vaginal opening and clitoris.

	She found a rhythm. She began grunting as she worked her hips back and forth.  Poor Cassie could barely breathe. She had her mouth open and her tongue out to lick the hot, wet pussy that smothered her. Cassie’s nose rubbed the fat woman’s clitoris on the upstroke. 

	It felt to Cassie like the pussy was eating her.  It seemed to have a life of its own. The labia had swelled and thickened and she was now so juicy that the Australian girl was wet from her cheeks to her chin. She felt like she was drowning. And then Yanmei began jerky coital movements of her hips - back and forth in a way that let Cassie know she was about to cum. 

	She grunted and squirted; and her discharge flooded Cassie’s face. She gulped and swallowed the strong smelling, slippery pussy juice. After Yanmei came, she sat down with all her weight on Cassie’s face, causing her to beat on the older woman’s thighs and scream. 

	Yanmei’s weight on her face and her scent overpowered her. It made it hard to breathe, but feeling submissive, Cassie unconsciously thrust her tongue as far as she could into the older woman’s hole. She wriggled her tongue deep inside the woman’s pussy.

	“Good girl. Do nice for Mama San,” Yanmei praised her.

	Cassie swallowed and surrendered to the older woman. Yanmei ground her crotch on Cassie’s face this way and that, extracting every ounce of pleasure she could from having the girl’s nose and mouth as a masturbation tool. 

	Then Yanmei rolled her ass over and around the Australian girl’s face and made her eat her asshole as well. Cassie obediently licked the woman’s shit hole; and finally, she was done. Yanmei got up and dressed. She was all business again. 

	The Bath of Flies (ÍÒº¹éÓ¢Í§áÁÅ§ÇÑ¹)

	The next shift, Cassie did better dancing nude. She squatted down and pulled her pussy lips apart showing “pink” to all the men crowded around to enjoy her charms. She even pulled her ass cheeks apart to display her asshole. It was very demeaning, but she did it. However, when an old pervert made it clear to A-Wut that he was willing to pay good baht for a blow job from the pretty Australian, Cassie balked.

	“You want me to suck cock,” she asked incredulously?

	“You better do it, girl, or you know what’s going to happen.”

	 

	Cassie looked back at the pervert at the table and shook her head ‘no’. She just couldn’t put her mouth on a penis belonging to a man like that. ‘I didn’t sign on to be a whore’, she thought to herself. 

	The next morning, about 10am, Yanmei came for Cassie sleeping in her bunk. She had Mongkut and Thuanthong drag her crying, wearing only her panties, out into the alley right by the garbage cans. There was an old beat up wood table sitting there in an alcove. They made her take off her panties and lie on her back with her head at the edge of the table. 

	Yanmei supervised.  Then the two men pulled her arms far back over her head and tied each wrist to a table leg. They grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs up and so far back – that if Cassie turned her head to either side, she was staring at her ankles. 

	They roped tie her ankles to the table’s legs too. Mongkut tied a rope around her waist. He ran the loose end from under her hips to the opposite end of the table. There, he tied it to a heavy nail that had been pounded into the table. Bound this way, she was prevented from any real movement. 

	She ended up looking at her hairy Venus mount. She couldn’t see pussy or asshole but all her private parts were totally exposed and facing the sky. Her tits sat on her chest and by craning her head forward slightly she could see her nipples.

	Yanmei came over smiling with a small pot. It contained honey. Grinning, she used a brush to smear Cassie’s vulva and anus liberally with the sweet stuff. She made sure to get some on her clitoris, her labia and her vaginal opening before coating her tight brown anus too. 

	Then she finished the preparations by anointing each of Cassie’s brown nipples with the honey. Cassie had large nipples and areoles and by the time the fat woman was done, either out of fear or the soft caress of the brush, each nipple had erected. Mongkut pointed at them and young Thuanthong chuckled at his remarks. Cassie, humiliated and exposed, felt like she was being raped. The first flies began to alight and it was horrifying...

	Yanmei leaned down, close to Cassie’s ear and said in a sinister voice, “You suck cock next time.”

	With that, she gagged Cassie with her own panties and the three left the girl to her fate. The garbage cans were close by and soon the flies descended on the poor Australian girl. Attracted by the honey, her sweat and her bodily odors, they alighted at first - just a few at a time. Cassie watched them with horror as there was absolutely nothing she could do. 

	They landed on her nipples and began, with their six little feet to scurry this way and that. And the more that landed seemed to attract the rest. Soon, they were scampering and roaming maddeningly all over the puckered surface of her nipples. Cassie had tried to lift her head and blow the flies on her nipples away, but soon it became hopeless. But it was her exposed crotch really attracted a swarm. 

	Soon, there was a horde of the nasty black flies all over her pussy and asshole. And there was nothing that she could do to prevent the insects from invading her hole. She went from whimpering to groaning, moaning and finally began screaming into the gag. Every woman has a fear of bugs getting into her hole and Cassie was no different. 

	And when she was so infested that each tit was crawling with flies and her crotch was covered and packed, she screamed into the gag like a madwoman. The honey and her feminine secretions drove the flies into a swarming mass. She was tied so she couldn’t close her thighs. The torment of her pussy and asshole was especially awful. They overran the honey-glazed openings. The itching sensation was so horrible that she was afraid she might go mad. Her crotch was soon alive with a hundred flies. Cassie alternated between screaming, groaning and pleading.

	Yanmei knew that you couldn’t leave a girl too long to the flies. It could cause a mental breakdown. So, after an hour, she came back and asked Cassie if she was ready to show her pussy and asshole to the men. Cassie, her eyes wide with sheer stark terror, begged and nodded her head vigorously yes-yes-yes! 

	She had Mongkut and Thuanthong cut her loose. When they took her off the table, Cathy was drained. When she was on her feet, she began brushing the remaining flies off. Following this, they took her inside. Yanmei directed them to take her to the men’s room. It was just before lunch time and the place was empty. They forced Cassie to her knees. Without a word, both men unzipped and took out their cocks. Cassie stared at their brown uncircumcised cocks as they fisted them. 

	Mongkut’s was longer with a full “turtleneck” foreskin and Thuanthong’s cock was shorter and thicker with a thin foreskin that only covered half the head. Cassie looked at Yanmei and knew what she had to do. She was overwhelmed with shame and disgust. She had to kiss, lick and then suck each man’s uncircumcised cock.

	Mongkut went first. He worked his cock into Cassie’s mouth a little at a time until he had the head at the opening to her throat... making her gag and as she gagged, it made her convulse embarrassingly and she farted. 

	It was all very degrading and humiliating. His hands were tangled in her hair. This inflamed him as he pushed his cock in and then out. Cassie went limp with her lips wrapped tightly around his shaft and her tongue on the underside of the head - his cock went in and out. The former boxer felt the tickle that told him he was almost at his precious moment. His hips did a jig, his breathing got louder, he grunted, and then he pushed his cock in deep and held it there. 

	Cassie gagged as the first spurts hit the opening to her throat. He gushed six times. Semen backed up and dribbled out of the corner of her mouth. She had to gulp and swallow the large load. Gagging a little, she coughed - a sloppy, wet cough. His cock popped out finally. 

	She moaned as he milked his cock and a drop of semen landed on her lips. He used the tip of his cock to smear the cum all over her lips. Her eyes were red from sobbing and there was saliva and semen on her swollen lips. Thuanthong stroked his cock in anticipation. He was already hard from watching her suck Mongkut’s dick.

	The tip of his dick was slimy wet and he made Cassie lick and kiss the tip slowly and teasingly. He made her kiss his cock like a lover and then he took it out, slapped her face with it, and then rubbed the wet head all over her mouth, nose and cheeks. 

	When he was drooling like mad, he got it in her mouth and made her take it to the root. Soon, he grabbed her head and with both hands pulled her face back and forth until he spurted like a fountain. Cassie had to swallow the load, of course. 

	“You suck cock now. Or you get “Bath of Flies” again. Understand,” Yanmei said to her.

	Cassie, feeling degraded, humiliated and cowed beyond belief, nodded her head to signify that she understood. That night after her first dance set, waiting on tables, a man....a business man....he indicated to A-Wut that he’d be willing to pay for the blonde Australian to give him a blow-job. And Cassie was brought back to the booth where the man sat. He was at least 50 years old, with a thin moustache` and paunchy. 

	He had paid and Cassie had been given her instructions. A-Wut told her that if she didn’t do a good job, he would give a bad report to Yanmei. Cassie shuddered and bent down to do her best. The man pulled his cock out of his trousers and Cassie kissed it and then began licking it up and down. He smelled and she had all she could do not to gag. Then man pulled his ball sack out for her to lick. She got busy sucking it and he took a long time to cum. But cum he did and she was expected to swallow it.

	But something went wrong and Cassie lost her focus and she spit his cum into her hand. The man got very angry and indicated with gestures and some pidgin that he expected that she swallow his precious gift. Cassie, humiliated, had to lick up the man’s semen. She tried not to gag. But later, as the man was paying his bar tab, he said something to A-Wut. And when Cassie got off shift, Yanmei was waiting for her.

	“You spit out cum,” she hissed at her? “You stupid girl. You report for punishment in morning, Missy.”

	Cassie groaned.

	The Crotch Horse (ÁéÒà»éÒ)

	They took her to the hallway outside the dorm again. This time there was a device set up in the back. A sawhorse. There was a crank mounted to the front of the device. And the top was saw-toothed and sharp. They two men tied her thumbs to her elbows and got her seated. They roped her ankles and tied the loose ends to the front and back legs on both sides. This positioned her right in the middle of the beam. Then Yanmei grabbed the crank and began turning it.

	She kept hurling curses at Cassie as she spun the crank and the device rose to meet her churning hips and loins. Cassie went up on her toes as the sharp jagged edge hurt. When Yanmei got her fully extended on tippy toes, she stopped. Then she lectured the girl. Told her that from now on, when she was told to suck cock, she better swallow. ‘Or else.’ Then she left poor Cassie to ride the “Crotch Horse”. 

	She tried to stay up on her toes and that lasted for nearly five minutes. But her calves fatigued and she sat down gingerly on the sharp edge. It felt awful, but she struggled to endure it. When the jagged edge could no longer be tolerated, she rose again on her toes. She didn’t last as long the second time. When she sat down again, she whimpered as the pointed beam pressed her perineum, cunt and anus. She tolerated this for about a minute and then rose again.

	The cycle of getting up on her toes ......then feeling the inevitable fatigue which forced her to sit down again.....only to have the toothed edge drive her back on her toes, was repeated and repeated. Each time she was able to bear either position for less and less time. Eventually, she began to “bob” up and down. It looked like she was riding a horse. Girls came out and went down the hall to get ready for their day shift. Some looked on sympathetically. Taeng came over and taunted her. She had been forced to ride, more than once. She enjoyed watching the pretty blonde girl suffering as she had for an infraction of the rules.

	Mongkut and Thuanthong came over to check her out too. And to mock her. It was comical. By that time, she was bouncing up and down like a puppet. And crying, groaning and begging almost continually for anyone to let her off the infernal device. She “rode” for an hour. When they took her off, she could barely walk. Yanmei took her to the men’s room again and let Mongkut and Thuanthong enjoy her mouth. She gave each man a lovely blow job; and swallowed it all.

	And when they were done and Cassie thought the ordeal was over, Yanmei had another degrading indignity for her to endure. Still on her knees, she had to open her mouth. Cassie felt her skin crawl and felt sick to her stomach as each man took his cock in hand and standing over her... concentrated. She realized they were getting ready to piss - “make water” in her mouth. They pissed..... and she was forced to swallow it all. She vomited twice during the ordeal. 

	Yanmei grabbed her by the hair when she had recovered, and yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child. She slapped her face hard and told her that in the future she was to take anything from a man’s cock that he wanted to give her. Poor Cassie was driven down another peg on the status ladder.

	The next shift two fat Chinese brothers got to use her mouth. They were allowed to take her to the men’s room. She was made to kneel as they proudly displayed their cocks to her. They were both gross and their cocks were no better. Their penises smelled cheesy and foul and as they pulled their foreskins back to reveal the shiny pink heads, Cassie was assailed by the smell. One grabbed her by her hair as the other rubbed his cock all over her face: cheeks, nose, chin and lips. It drooled a thin pre-cum. As he held back his foreskin, she saw and smelled the little curds of smegma there. The fishy odor made Cassie sick.

	He made her smell it and then use her lips and tongue to clean it. She found it disgusting and humiliating, but she had to do it. The unwashed, rancid stench of uncircumcised yellow men in the tropical heat was a torment.

	Next, she had to kiss each cock like she loved them. She had to give them wet, sucking kisses up and down the shafts and all around the heads. The bothers pulled their foreskins back and made her kiss and lick the ‘sweet spots’. Every time they pulled their thick foreskins back, she smelled the musk.

	The brothers made her kiss and lick their balls too - bags of loose skin with spiky, black hairs. They made her do it slow, then lick their ball sacks until they were wet with saliva. Following this, she had to take the cocks in her mouth and suck them in turn as they stood over her.

	Enjoying her warm mouth, their cocks drooled slimy pre-cum. Cassie soon experienced their hot, salty, vile ejaculate spurting into her mouth. It made her sick to her stomach. It tasted salty with a tapioca-like consistency. She felt like retching. It was slimy and made her gag. Cassie was sick when they finished and stuffed their cocks back in their trousers. 

	The very next night, she was in a small cubicle on a dirty mattress with an ugly Thai fisherman brandishing his cock like a weapon. His organ leaked clear slimy fluid from the slit at the tip. It was hard, slim and laced with ugly veins. He pulled on a condom. He had bought her pussy. Cassie knew it was inevitable. She had been trained to suck their cocks. The next step was to take them in her pussy.

	He told her, “I fuck you.”

	He pushed her down on the mattress with her forehead and elbows supporting her and got behind her. Then he used his cock to make her squirm. He rubbed it all around her sex lips and her ‘pearl’. Cassie felt sick and doubted that she would derive any pleasure from what he was going to do to her. 

	But when she moaned, he spat at her, “You like that - don’t you?”

	Then he rubbed it around her hole…and finally penetrated her - worked it in….until he was in all the way to his thin black pubic hair. Cassie began to whimper as he took his time, enjoying his use of a blonde white woman. He thrust his hips and his cock, deep in her un-tented vagina, touched her cervix. He grabbed her by her hip bones, as he prolonged his penetration. She cried out as he began thrusting harder into her sex-hole and her vagina began opening up.

	He grabbed her by her hair and yanked her head back. Then he slammed it in as hard as he could. Cassie gasped as he really began to fuck her. Hard and fast - it didn’t take him long, and soon he came. Sweating and groaning, Cassie felt like a whore. She looked back over her shoulder and saw him smiling at her.

	He pulled his cock out completely and the condom was full of his ejaculate. He pulled it off and made her swallow what was inside. Cassie was too afraid of Yanmei to deny him. She gagged as she had never had to do that before. Later, she was lying on her back again. Her pussy had been sold a second time. She watched this man, about 30 and not bad looking, come into the room, drop his trousers and kneel between her legs. 

	Holding his cock in his hand, it was very erect – a nasty, ugly penis with a purple head peeking out from his foreskin pointing up at the ceiling. He reached down pulled on a condom and spread her wet sex open with his other hand. When Cassie whimpered, he slapped her across her face and cursed at her in Thai.

	He forced his cock into her sex. He lay down on her and put his hands under her butt for leverage. He then began to thrust into her slowly at first and then when he got more excited, harder. She had her hands on his upper arms and just held on. His penetration aroused other feelings in Cassie too. She was really surprised at this. Taken against her will by this repulsive monster, she felt hot feelings in her cunt as he fucked her. 

	He quickened his thrusts and gasped quickly several times. Then he grunted. She realized he was ejaculating. As his cock throbbed and twitched inside her as he completed the act of intercourse, Cassie felt revulsion at the thought that she was now a whore and if she protested, Yanmei would punish her cruelly. He looked down and smiled at her as he pulled it out. His cock made a sound like a water buffalo pulling its hoof out of a rice paddy. He leaned back as she lay there, her sex-hole wet and open and feeling completely violated. 

	Then, later, a third man bought her ass. He got her down on the mattress to fuck her too. Three men that night fucked her. When the last man was done, Yanmei came in and humiliated her.

	Soon, A-Wut was selling her pussy to the highest bidder every night. She was forced to suck and fuck a succession of young and middle-aged Thai men and some tourists. One of them was an Australian. Cassie was mortified. A visiting businessman from Melbourne. He was old enough to be her father. 

	He paid for a blow job and came back the next night to fuck her. It was so embarrassing and humiliating. She stifled her emotions, remaining stiff and passive, feeling no arousal and showing little enthusiasm. As she cried afterwards, she tried not think about why she’d been so much more aroused being brutally abused by the Thai men who repulsed her.

	The Dog Cart («×éÍÊØ¹Ñ¢)

	One afternoon, Yanmei brought Cassie to another room on the top floor. There, 30 men were seated facing a small stage. The place was jammed. Every seat was taken by Thai men, mostly older. They were smoking, drinking and laughing. The mood was very excited. 

	A-Wut was there and Cassie heard him say to a flunky, “Get the slut.”

	The boy brought Yong, the Korean girl, onto the stage. Cassie looked at her sad face and felt sympathy. She was never seen dancing downstairs. And rarely seen dancing upstairs. Mostly the girl was on her back or on all fours, sucking cock or taking cocks in her pussy or ass. 

	Yong stood there awkwardly. She was perhaps 160 centimeters tall (5’3”) and weighed 68 kilos (150lbs.). She had big tits for an Asian girl, a fat belly, thick thighs and a fat ass. Her black hair was cut to her shoulders and she wore bangs. She had a pretty face, but her expression was one of desolation.

	Mongkut came out of the wings pulling a little device. It was a small wheeled bench, a trolley. The crowd, smoking and drinking, began to stomp, shout and yell. A-Wut raised his hands to quiet them down. He said something to the crowd and they went wild again. 

	Yong kept her eyes down, staring at the floor, and seemed to shudder. She looked like all the spirit had been beaten out of her. A-Wut took her by the elbow and made her straddle the trolley and then lie down. The bench was curved and shaped. When A-Wut got her on her belly, her tits hung down on either side of the bench. 

	The other end of the bench was thicker and higher and this position elevated Yong’s hips and ass. He used straps to secure her wrists and ankles to the sides of the trolley. Mounted, she looked like she was riding it. He locked the wheels, so the cart wouldn’t move. Yong started to sweat heavily. The room was small. There were no windows and the packed bodies made it even warmer. 

	Thuanthong emerged from the wings, poured some coconut palm oil into his hand and rubbed it all over Yong’s pussy. Then he put on a rubber glove and wiped her pussy with a sponge he had in a plastic bag. The sponge was saturated with juice from the cunt of a female bitch in heat. He anointed her cunt with the pungent sponge. 

	Mongkut came out leading a dog onto the stage. The dog smelled the bitch’s scent and began barking. Mongkut paraded the dog around the stage. It was a black mongrel weighing about 36 kilos (80lbs.). He pulled the dog around by a choke collar. 

	Stunned, Cassie just stood there and stared at the dog.  As Yanmei told her the dog was going to fuck Yong, she felt totally sick to her stomach. No wonder the other girls shunned the Korean; and why she had the demeanor of a beaten dog herself. The crowd was there to see a dog fuck a foreign woman. 

	A-Wut raised his arms to silence the crowd. Mongkut brought the dog to a spot about two meters behind the trolley. Cassie gazed, horrified at what was about to happen, and then covered her face with the splayed fingers of one hand. Mongkut let the dog get closer to smell Yong. The dog went wild. Mongkut used the choke collar and let it smell her pussy and then pulled the dog back. Teasing the dog loaded its testicles.

	He got the dog lunging forward to mount, and then pulled the dog back before it could mount. He did this three times. This made the dog’s cock drop and men in the audience pointed. Fully erect from the sheath, it protruded obscenely. It was bright red and purple and drooled slime, 18 centimeters (7”) long with a knot that looked like the shaft had swallowed two walnuts.  

	Mongkut let the dog nuzzle Yong’s crotch. This got the dog crazier. It got its nose right THERE. Then, its big, pink tongue began lapping at her cunt. Cassie gaped at the dog’s cock as it spurted, and at its tongue as it lapped Yong’s pussy, making her gasp.  A-Wut stood in the wings enjoying the show and tallying the take. 

	Finally Mongkut let the dog mount her. The dog jumped on her back. Its front paws slid back to her hips. Then it began trying to get its cock in the hole. As soon as the dog found her hole, it drove it in. Yong cried out as the cock penetrated her. And then, the dog began fucking her—in and out, in and out—fucking her hard and fast like a demon. 

	The dog slobbered, its drool splattering on her back. The animal never stopped its crazed thrusts in and out. It was an disgusting travesty of human coupling. As the dog fucked her, Yong grunted and groaned. She dripped sweat from her face, neck and armpits; even her back was wet. The dog fucked her relentlessly like some demented creature or maniacally driven machine, its prick a high speed piston in a hideously pornographic cartoon.

	The knot grew bigger. It bumped up against her hairy pussy.... jamming against her hole. This made the Korean girl grunt and squeal like a pig. The knot now looked as big as two golf balls at the base of the shaft. 

	Finally, it popped inside and Yong howled like a bitch. The mouth of her sex hole stretched grotesquely as it engulfed the big knot. Cassie couldn’t imagine her own vagina taking the knot and watched in horror. Money changed hands. Men had placed bets with their friends she wouldn’t be able to take it. Fully inside now, Yong soon began wailing as the knot pressed on her G-spot and urethral sponge. 

	The shaft stretched the pocket and pressed right up against the epicenter. The knot filled her and the dog’s cock spurted hot cum incessantly. She was soon screaming. The dog stopped humping, but the shaft began pulsing and throbbing and kept spurting cum. 

	As Yong’s cunt contracted and involuntarily squeezed the dog’s cock, she came. Her cries went up two octaves as she reached a wrenching, wailing orgasm.  The men in the audience clapped. 

	Cassie was agog, her gut churning. She cringed and shuddered imagining what it would feel like, emotionally and physically, to be in Yong’s place. A sudden twinge between her legs drew Cassie’s dazed attention to the sodden state of her panties, and how hot and wet her twat was inside her shorts. She was sickened at herself. Worried a stain would show, she pressed her legs together, which further stimulated her pussy and clit.

	The knot kept the dog and the Korean girl locked and Yong came several times. The men sat there drinking, smoking, joking and enjoying the show while she had her orgasms.  Her body shook and writhed in “fuck-happy” spasms on the trolley. 

	Cassie was hot and flushed, disgusted and ashamed at her own thoughts and reactions. She wanted to leave. She looked over at Yanmei and the fat woman smiled at her. Cassie felt a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach and looked away. 

	Poor Yong had been degraded to the lowest level a whore could go. No further debasement could be imagined. The dog pulled back. This hurt the chubby Korean as the knot was well embedded. Then, to the crowd’s surprise and pleasure, the dog spun around so that it was now facing away from her but they were still joined. 

	This was the finale, and A-Wut came forward to release the brakes on the trolley’s wheels. The dog began pulling Yong along mounted on the trolley. It was an obscenely absurd display. Cassie looked at A-Wut and Yanmei and the evil she saw in their faces revolted her. She now knew that she had signed a pact with the devil. 

	The dog lurched this way and that, pulling Yong along by the knot embedded in her pussy. When the dog stopped, some of the men in the audience called to the dog to get it moving again.  Mongkut called to it, encouraging it, and led the animal all around the platform. Yong moaned like a sick cow as she was towed. It was a thoroughly degenerate exhibition. Eventually, the knot shrank, the dog’s cock came out and the show was over. 

	The dog stood there for a moment, then bent down and licked itself. Mongkut snapped a lead onto the dog’s collar and lead it away. Still bound to the trolley, Yong was left panting like a dog. She was wet and sloppy everywhere: her belly, her thighs and all between her legs. Semen and pussy juice oozed from her hole and dripped to the stage floor. Her hole was open, red and swollen. A-Wut put a bowl down to catch the slop as it drained out of her hole.

	He supervised her release from the trolley and then he made her kneel with her hands behind her head. She was shaky and trembling but he made her open her mouth and drink what was in the bowl as an extra added attraction. 

	Cassie felt lightheaded and was relieved when Yanmei escorted her out. ‘I will never have to accept such degradation’, she told herself. 

	She discovered that Yong performed the foul task once or twice a month. Whenever A-Wut sold enough tickets, he scheduled another performance. Under the protection of the 13K Triad, the police left him alone to hold the most degraded show in all of Bangkok. 

	Ass Fucked

	It wasn’t long before a Thai customer wanted to sodomize Cassie. He was a greasy middle-aged salesman. He forced her onto the mattress and spit on her anus. Then he forced a finger into her rectum. He pulled her legs open wide. Her pussy gaped, glistening in the light. He had made Cassie cum by finger fucking her and had fucked her wearing a condom. She had been forced into an orgasm when he fingered her and her pussy was sloppy.

	He used some of her juices and his saliva to lubricate her shit-hole. Cassie had only been anally penetrated once and didn’t like it. She flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole. He kept spitting on her anus. That was another degradation. When he was ready, he impaled her with his short, but fat cock. It was one-sided struggle between his thick cock and her tight asshole. 

	The expressions on his face and hers were similar. They both appeared to be in pain. Cassie by the pain and humiliation as the salesman sodomized her and the man by his lust. Cassie had a tight hole.  As he penetrated her, the feeling of being torn was terrific. She panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the pain in her shit-hole.  Frantically, she tried to relax her sphincter. 

	But it was no good. She couldn’t relax it enough for it not to hurt. He lay down fully her and this forced his cock deeper into her. His cock, embedded in her asshole, filled her with a dull aching pain. She had never been sodomized like this and the man, salivating and grunting like a pig brutally forced his way deeper inside her near virgin ass, cruelly stretched her rectum. Cassie felt as if a soda bottle was being forced up her ass. 

	It felt like he was going to split her in two. She cried out and this only spurred him on. Her body began to surrender to his cock. She began to open up to him totally. There was no other way. She begged him to be gentle, but the only way she could endure was to push like she was taking a shit and open up her asshole to him fully. It was a humiliating submission.

	Her shit hole loosened a little and it took him only a few strokes to fully penetrate her up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock, squeezing it. He started moving relentlessly in and out of her asshole, stretching her. Now that he was fully inside her, he crouched, his knees shoulder width apart. He gripped her shoulder length hair to pull her now pliant body back onto his cock, so he could plow her asshole with forceful strokes. 

	Involuntarily, Cassie, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her. She clenched her hands helplessly each time he thrust in. Her body had gone limp. No pleading came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds and moans, the volume rising and falling in time with his humping. It seemed to Cassie as if it would go on forever. She felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do to make him stop. The salesman stayed hard stroke after stroke. 

	He came and threw himself forward onto her back, grabbing her hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her face as he unloaded in her shit-hole. Only then, after he had looked into her eyes and felt her submit totally, did he let go of her hair. He cried out in triumph as he filled her asshole with hot cum.  He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her with his weight. 

	Soon, each night became one long, terrible rape. The cock became one monstrous cock, repeatedly and painfully fucking her mouth and sodomizing her. She came to know the hurtful impalement, the feeling of having her holes stretched and invaded by men who treated her like a piece of meat. No sweet boyfriend sex. Just fast, cruel, hard sex from men who regarded her as a trophy and a toy. This had become her whole reality.  Just as she had surrendered to the salesman – just as she had surrendered to Yanmei, she surrendered to each man every night. She became nothing more than a fuck toy. 

	The pain in her shit hole became a constant ache. There was something in her that aroused their cruelty and so many of the men who bought her wanted to fuck her in the ass. Afterwards, as she lay there on her belly and tits - her legs open, panting, her sweaty body gleamed in the light of the room.  Her naked body, buffeted and invaded, was just a thing for brown and yellow men to use and abuse.

	After being ass-fucked, she’d lay on her belly and tits and feel her anus throbbing; her legs splayed wide, her pussy gaping, her clitoris, swollen and red. She stared at the far wall, her mind blank, exhausted. Her asshole, after these sessions, was raw, stretched. An open “O”, a toothless mouth.  Her next bowel movement was always a torment. Her asshole was so sore that she could not touch herself there. And having to shit hurt so much that she gripped the toilet seat and groaned as the turds emerged from her anus. It hurt to wipe her asshole. 

	And periodically, Yanmei would bring Cassie to her quarters for “training”. The fat woman sat down in a chair. She motioned for Cassie to get on her back so her body was under the chair and her face provided a “footrest” for the chair Yanmei was sitting on. She shucked both of her sandals, revealing her sweaty feet.

	“You lick feet,” she said to Cassie.

	Cassie felt fear, loathing and a perverse sense of excitement. Somehow she knew that this woman knew how to hurt another woman. She was lying prostrate with half her body underneath the chair. Yanmei lifted one foot and presented it to her. She held it right under her nose. She wanted her to smell it. And then after sniffing it, Cassie began to kiss and lick the Chinese woman’s stinky feet. 

	She had been sweating and the foot contained numerous glands and ducts that secrete pheromones. The woman’s feet were big and smelly, but Cassie bent to the task of licking and sucking her toes. She licked between them and then sucked them into her mouth individually. It was a debasing task to wash another person’s feet with your mouth. Yanmei pressed the ball of her foot right onto Cassie’s mouth and nose to impress her with her scent.

	“Suck on toes, now,” she said.

	Cassie went from one foot to another. It was the most demeaning task she could have ever imagined. Yanmei was ready now for her to eat her pussy and pulled down her silk trousers and panties. She made Cassie get up and rubbed her nose and mouth on her crotch. Her sexual odor was strong and Cassie gagged at the smell. The fat woman’s pussy was already wet. Smiling, she crooked her finger and pointed to it. As Yanmei directed her, she bent to the task and got busy kissing the older woman’s sex.

	The more she made the Australian girl kiss, lick, and suck and stick her tongue up her cunt, the wetter she got. Yanmei leaned back, spread her legs and squeezed Cassie’s face with her thighs to keep her in her crotch, slurping and kissing. She kept one hand on the back of her head and from time to time, pulled her closer.

	“Good job,” she said thickly.

	Cassie sucked the labia into her mouth and did the same with the clitoris. Yanmei liked that and praised her. Yanmei kept her eating her pussy until she squirted and came in her mouth. She held her hard by the hair to make sure she got it all. Cassie put her mouth on the vaginal opening, lapped up all the juices and swallowed. When she was done, the fat woman sighed contentedly.

	Pole Dancer

	A-Wut set Cassie up to star in several degrading explicit sex exhibitions. He was getting the full use of his merchandise. In the dim little theater, they mounted Cassie on a pole and made her fuck herself to music—a pole dance performance.  The pole, about 2½ centimeters (1 inch) in diameter was fastened to the stage floor.  Its upper end had a big black dildo mounted there. A rope hung from a pulley attached to a beam above. Cassie was brought out naked, her hands tied to the rope and she was be hoisted into the air. Then they lowered her so that the dildo entered her cunt.

	The length of the pole was carefully adjusted so the dildo was just inside her when she was on tiptoes and deep inside her when she was flat footed. Then, four musicians emerged from the wings and set up. They were among the many musicians employed at Lumpinee Stadium to provide sarama or musical accompaniment to Muay Thai matches. 

	This was music recognized by every Thai customer. The use of it here was a sort of burlesque. The four musicians each played two different kinds of oboe, a pair of Thai drums and symbols. The tempo of the music varied. When Cassie was mounted, it was slow and stately to match the mood of the ritual impalement.

	When she was commanded to fuck herself, they increased the tempo. To increase the excitement, Mongkut came out with a leather belt. He used this to force her to dance and fuck herself harder. He applied the belt to her buttocks and her breasts and nipples. Tit whipping was particularly effective in getting her to fuck herself silly. When Mongkut whipped her, the music became frenetic. This added to the audience’s enjoyment of the spectacle. Cassie danced. She swiveled her hips and humped the pole. Then she squatted up and down like a puppet, impaling herself fully on the big, black dildo.

	 

	The “dance” went on. Afterwards, when the men were all charged up, they would be allowed to rent her ass while she stood with the pole embedded in her vagina. Then, after a goodly number of men had sodomized her, there would be another dance followed by another session of sodomy. In these exhibitions, she was on the pole for up to two hours before she was taken off.

	Slutty School Girl

	A-Wut orchestrated a new exhibition. She was costumed like a little girl in a pleated skirt, cotton panties, a thin tube top, no bra, pig-tails, ankle socks and penny loafers. The idea was to present her as a nubile, innocent teen. Mongkut and Thuanthong brought her out on the stage and made her strip for the audience. The men went wild. 

	When she was nude, they sat her on a stool. Thuanthong pulled her arms over her head by her wrists, crossed and held them. As they pulled and pushed her into position, Cassie sniveled and whined. Mongkut pulled her legs open. Her labia were being spread further apart as her legs were pulled open. 

	When they were done, Cassie was open, held fixed with her legs so open that her hips were tilted up and her pussy and the brown mouth of her anus were pitilessly displayed. The position was very shaming and obscene. A-Wut swaggered over and grabbed a handful of her hair. He yanked her head around like she was a disobedient child and directed her gaze so that she was staring down at her crotch.

	Then he traced along the puffy lips of her cunt, listening to her shuddering breaths as he teased her. He pulled on her labia and then used his fingertip to tickle and tease her clitoris. As he touched the shiny, sensitive bud she squirmed at each touch. He played with it until she writhed like a snake, even though she was tightly held. He stroked the puckered mouth of her anus. He grinned as he watched the tight, dark opening, flexing and pouting in the dark grove of her ass crack. Some of the men in the audience clapped at this.

	He soon went from petting and stroking and got rougher with her. Her vocalizations went from whimpering to a sexual moaning.  Soon, A-Wut began to work his fingers into her vagina. He got his index finger inside and wormed it around exploring the dimensions of her hole. He worked a second finger in her and turned his palm up, rooting around for a spot inside her. When he found it, he began frigging that spot harder and harder. Cassie soon began to scream and her urethra exploded as she began spurting clear fluid all over his wrist to drip onto the floor.

	It was like a shower. When it was done Cassie was panting and twitching like a fish caught on a hook. He took his wet fingers out and held them up to show everyone. The men were hooting and hollering. Not missing a beat, the heavy-set manager worked his fingers back into her vagina and within 30 seconds had her spurting and squealing again.

	And this time, after squirting clear juice for awhile, she became incontinent and urinated. The pressure on the urethral “sponge” on front wall of her vagina did the trick and Cassie began pissing. She pissed until her bladder was empty. This time when he took his hand away, he wiped up some of the mess. Then he brought his hand up to rub it all over her face. He even thrust his wet fingers into her mouth to simulate oral rape. 

	“Say, I’m a dirty white slut,” he commanded her. “Say it....SAY ‘I’m a dirty white slut’,” he commanded her.

	She had to do it. When she did, the men in the audience clapped. Then, A-Wut sold blowjobs from Cassie to each and every man in the audience for 600 baht (about 19 US or Australian dollars).

	Two Girl Show

	They put her in an exhibition with Yong. Both women were brought out on the stage wearing only their panties. Poor Yong – she always looked like she had been ridden hard and put up wet. Well, with a little encouragement from A-Wut, acting as Master of Ceremonies, Cassie got Yong on her knees sucking on her titties. 

	Then Cassie took off her panties and as A-Wut got Yong lying on a bench on her back, Cassie straddled the Korean’s face. She was a beautiful girl and her white sweet body was young and fresh. And as she got ready to mount her face, Yong stared at the pretty pussy she was now expected to service. 

	A-Wut, at this point, rubbed Yong’s crotch. Cassie sat on Yong’s face and this quickly became a fun game for her. She rested her hands on Yong and found a pattern that felt good to her and before she knew what hit her, her pussy got wet and as she kept at it, she came. As she approached her orgasm, she lost all self-consciousness and rode the Korean’s face in a spasmodic rocking back and forth motion. 

	Yong’s sweaty body laid sprawled beneath Cassie, legs splayed, panties tucked between her swollen, wet labia forming a “camel toe.” A-Wut asked the audience if they wanted to see the Korean girl’s pussy and the men began clapping and hooting. He stripped her panties off to display her hairy mound. Cassie was encouraged to play with Yong’s nice pussy and tight asshole.

	Cassie knelt on the floor between Yong’s splayed thighs. As Cassie got going, she worked her fingers, one-by-one, into Yong’s womanly depths. Licking her lips, intent and focused, Cassie was encouraged by A-Wut to fist fuck, ‘the Korean slut’. Cassie closed her fist with her thumb underneath her index and middle finger. Going slowly, she worked her whole fist with a corkscrew motion, like a spear, into Yong's vagina, forcing the wet labia apart and then shafting her hole. Yong’s sex lips formed a wet lip-lock around Cassie’s slim wrist.

	The blonde girl pumped her arm and pushed forward using the corkscrew motion to work her fist deeper and deeper. Soon her whole hand and her wrist were buried deep inside Yong’s body. Then, as Yong began jerking her hips faster and more spasmodically, Cassie moved her arm in and out, like it was a huge horse cock. Each time her pussy-juice-wetted hand slid inside, Yong writhed responding to each thrust of Cassie’s fist. The slow fist fucking got her hotter and hotter. As she fisted her, Cassie also used her left hand to tease the Asian’s woman's protruding clitoris.

	There came a growing, babbling cry from Yong, a desperate mixture of shame and arousal at what Cassie was doing to her. The blonde girl worked her fist deep, forcing Yong to experience hot jolts of pleasure as she rubbed the knob of her cervix; swirling and pressing her knuckles hard into the G-spot and her knuckles into the epicenter. As Yong approached her cum, Cassie suddenly began pumping her fist in-and-out faster.

	“Yeah, yeah, CUM NOW… DOG FUCKER… CUM,” she yelled at Yong. 

	Her other hand worked the swollen bulb of Yong’s clitoris and the Asian girl’s cries immediately became more frantic and frenzied. The men knew, from the sudden babbling noises, and the uncontrollable bucking of her hips, that the chubby Korean girl was cumming. The men clapped as Cassie forced Yong to cum.  The Asian girl came with lots of squealing and shrieking, her full breasts bouncing all over her chest as she experienced the full impact of the orgasm.

	Cassie, by comparison, came in a different way. She wriggled and shuddered with her eyes closed when Yong fucked her with a big strap-on. Yong sucked on her nipples and was gentle with the big dildo between her legs. It was like a honeymoon mating. Yong rode Cassie until the blonde girl came shuddering and sighing sweetly. It was a nice satisfying cum. Cassie kept hissing between her teeth and holding her breath and when she came, she cried out and hugged Yong. The two girls, in full coital embrace, then kissed. An open mouth kiss that got the audience clapping and cheering.

	The two girls, shy at first, now found it easier to play in front of the audience. Cassie felt real affection for the chubby Korean girl. She had never felt so much passion for another woman. After Cassie had cum with Yong fucking her, each girl took another turn sitting on each other’s face and rubbing their young, sweet cunts on her partner’s nose, mouth and chin until they each came again. It was a lustful ceremony …a coming out as loving women…almost like experiencing their first menstruation.

	Eels

	They made her take an eel in her pussy. She was brought out naked and two flunkies bound her to a bench with straps. Her arms were over her head and her legs were spread open wide to rest on her tits. Mongkut came out holding a large plastic bucket. A-Wut, as Master of Ceremonies, kept the audience wondering what was in the bucket. 

	Strapped to the bench, Cassie wondered what they were going to do to her. She had gotten sweaty and juicy waiting. She craned her head forward to stare at some of the men watching her. She had gotten used to being on display. Somehow, having an audience added to the visceral excitement. It was perverse, but it was happening more and more.

	She was shocked when Mongkut took the top off the bucket and held up an eel! He displayed it to the audience. The creature was about 18 centimeters (7”) long. They had been making croaking sounds in the bucket. Cassie had wondered what that noise was. The former boxer held up the squiggly, slimy fish to show the audience and then Cassie.

	“Guess where this is going,” she asked her sadistically?

	Cassie winced and squirmed on the bench. She was disgusted by what he was going to do. Any sort of animal abuse was abhorrent to her. And bestiality was even worse. Mongkut started by stroking the fish’s head up and down Cassie’s labia. She began to struggle, but without making any headway, strapped as she was. A-Wut smiling, watched as his henchman worked the eel into Cassie’s pussy.

	The sensation as the slimy fish slipped inside made the Australian girl arch up from the bench and strain at the straps holding her. Mongkut had only to get the creature’s head inside her and the rest of the eel disappeared into her hole. Cassie went ballistic. Having a living creature inside her most precious place was HORRIFYING! When it tried to wriggle back out, A-Wut came over with a device in his hand. It was a “violet wand”. 

	The glass tube glowed purple and shot sparks as activated it by pushing a button on the handle. He put the tip close to her hole and just touched the eel with it. The eel squirmed around. But, when he pressed the button the eel made a violent turn and wriggled deeper into Cassie’s cunt trying to get away.

	The sensation of the eel twisting and squirming deep into her sexhole made Cassie scream. This made the audience react. Men began clapping and whistling. Then, Mongkut inserted a second eel, a bigger one, into her pussy. This really stretched her sex-hole.  Cassie began begging and pleading for him to take them out. This show of revulsion on her part made the show even better for the men in the audience. Having a white woman being defiled by a Thai for their amusement was high entertainment indeed!

	And now that there were two of them, two eels in her pussy, the feeling of having them slithering and squirming around inside her vagina was so repulsive that Cassie began to wriggle and writhe on the bench like she had a live wire up her ass. It was something to see. Next Mongkut inserted a speculum into her asshole to spread open her tight brown rosette. When he got it just so, he reached into the bucket, got another eel and held it up. It was smaller and he asked the crowd in Thai, “Shall I give this one a nice home too?”

	The men began laughing, clapping, whistling and stomping their feet. Cassie screamed when Mongkut worked the live eel into her shit-hole. She wriggled and writhed so violently that the straps creaked and groaned. When he got the fish in THERE, the horrid feeling of the live eel wriggling its way up her back passage could be fully felt, and it just overwhelmed Cassie. The horror of having three living things inside her body was mind-blowing. She had to do everything in her power to hold herself together. 

	“Getting full, Missy,” A-Wut teased her?

	This was said as Mongkut picked up a third eel and got the creature to squeeze itself into her vagina. Then he worked a second eel into her asshole and took the speculum out of her hole. Now, she was packed full. A-Wut put the tip of the wand just inside the opening of Cassie’s vagina and gave her a shock.  After that, he pressed the tip of the glass tube against Cassie’s anus to shock her there. 

	This made the eels go crazy inside her - bouncing off her vaginal and rectal walls like demented torpedoes. And this made Cassie spasm and thrash around on the bench like a madwoman. Every time he shocked her, it sent both the eels and Cassie into convulsions. Wet, slimy fish, a wet, slimy pussy and electricity were a combination only the Devil could appreciate. Or a room full of degenerate Thai men. Actually, there were a few tourists in the room, including a 29 year old

	Australian computer programmer from Bathurst who worked at the Mount Panorama Circuit, a race track. He sat there amazed.... as one of his countrywomen was degraded in the most unbelievable way.

	The eels slithered into the deepest pockets of her cunt and shit hole to get away from the current. A-Wut worked her clit. He got the tip of her index finger under the hood and just kept rubbing her nubbin. Then he shocked her again to drive both her and the fish crazier. After this, he went back to manipulating her clit. 

	He tormented her this way for five minutes The eels would lie quietly, then he worked the wand and the fish and Cassie went into frenzied convulsions. Afterwards, he rubbed her clitoris. Cassie begged for him to, ‘take them out’, but it was to no avail.

	When Cassie got close to cumming, A-Wut brought the wand close to her clitoris, but not touching it. He pressed the button and the electricity jumped from the glass to her wet, swollen bud. Then he pressed the glass tip against the most sensitive place in her body. The combination of pain and pleasure was too much. Soon, the Australian girl came - shrieking like a lunatic.  She shuddered and trembled with muscular spasms in her legs and crotch. She continued to twitch even after the eels were removed from her holes. 

	Afterwards, she had to suck some cock. Most of the men stepped up to get a nice blowjob from the debauched blonde girl. The Australian computer programmer did not. He had been sickened by what he saw. As her mouth was being stuffed by the smelly cock of a fat, middle-aged Thai man, out of the corner of her eye, Cassie saw the handsome Australian pass by, grimacing in disgust. Tears formed in Cassie’s eyes and she closed them, sucking harder on the dick in her mouth.  Each of these “exhibitions” was another anguishing step down, further diminishing her ego and self-esteem. 

	In the end, she was reduced from a proud, self-reliant, educated, young woman to a submissive sex slave… a thing to be used and abused. If she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, Yanmei punished her. Nothing to damage the goods, of course, so no whipping with a bamboo cane on her ample buttocks. No damage to her pussy or asshole. No, just the cruel bondage of the Pole, the horror of the Bath of Flies and the humiliating ordeal of the Crotch Horse. 

	The horror was that while she could never have foreseen her downfall, she came to embrace the sheer humiliation and release that such a journey decreed. The shameful discovery of her masochism, its development and her emotional ordeal in confronting and wrestling with this discovery changed her forever. 

	Yanmei was the most potent influence. The cruel Mama San became her dominant. Just a raised eyebrow from her was enough to send a swarm of butterflies into Cassie’s belly or to moisten her pussy. Cassie spent a fair amount of time on her knees or with her face under the fat woman’s loins pleasing her. Yanmei took to using a thin cane on Cassie’s anus to punish and train her. Cassie grew accustomed to her whippings and even to anticipate them with some degree of aberrant pleasure. This is how she was molded.

	Cassie’s Cart Training

	Yong was shipped to Japan. Lao Chai, the 13K Triad’s boss, sold her to the Yakuza in Osaka. This left the job of “Dog Cart Girl” open. There was no doubt that Dong and A-Wut had planned all along for Cassie to get that job. 

	When Yanmei smiled at her and said, “Yong go away now—you new dog cart girl,” Cassie protested and resisted of course. Having abruptly lost the lover with whom she’d so perversely yet so closely bonded in their joint exhibitions was almost unbearable. She became inconsolably distraught at being told she was taking her place in the most degraded show of all.

	But, they took her out to the alley again and gave her another “Bath of Flies”. This time they secured her head. They propped open her mouth and honey was smeared on her ears, armpits, nose, mouth, nipples, pussy and asshole. Then they left her to the flies for nearly three hours. That broke her. She caved in and agreed to do what they wanted. 

	Yanmei began training her for her new job. They took Cassie to a store room. Cassie heard barking. She heard the dogs before she saw them. Thuanthong was leading the large black dog that Cassie had seen fucking Yong. She shuddered when she saw Mongkut leading a bigger dog on a leash. This animal was heavy-boned, brindle-colored mastiff. The dogs barked....excited as the two men made them sit. Yanmei brought out a pot.

	Cassie saw Mongkut smirking at her. Everyone was murmuring. Cassie glanced at Yanmei, and then kept her eyes down, staring at the floor. Yanmei began to stir the contents. It was filled with coconut milk that had been boiled with honey and turned into a thick, gooey sauce. She came over to Cassie and began to talk to her.

	“You know this?” she asked.

	“No.”

	“Dog love it. Sweet.”

	Cassie stared, trying to understand. Grinning and enjoying her discomfort, Yanmei used a brush to smear the sticky, sweet stuff on Cassie’s lower belly. Then she got a more on the brush and smeared it all over her hairy Venus mount. She made the blonde girl hold her legs open. 

	Old Yanmei took her time and made sure she got it into all the cracks and crevices of Cassie’s body. Then she made sure to paint each of her buttocks until they were completely covered and stepping around to the front, she painted a trail up the insides of each of her thighs. Cassie began whimpering as soon as Mongkut and Thuanthong brought the dogs over to where she was. The two encouraged the animals, and they quickly began sniffing and smelling her all over. 

	The dogs smelled the sweet stuff, and their big, wet tongues shot out to lap her all over, licking her pubic hair and all over her belly and buttocks. As the dog’s tongues lapped her, it began to arouse her, even though she did not want it. As the dogs began lapping her THERE in her crack, her pussy began to ooze and drool. 

	She began to twitch and moan. When the smaller black dog thrust its long pink tongue right into her crack, she yelped; then she began moaning. Yanmei smeared more of the gooey cream all over the most sensitive places on her body again. She wanted the dogs to get familiar with Cassie. Mongkut and Thuanthong stood back enjoying the show. It was becoming really nasty.

	They both sported hard, hot erections. Mongkut, having experienced hot forced sex with her, and getting a little jaded, found the sight and sounds of the dogs assaulting her much to his liking. The sound of their tongues lapping her pussy was very erotic. 

	The dogs went crazy for the gooey stuff and began lapping and licking madly. Her brown nipples got as hard as pebbles as the dogs tongues competed with each other to feast on the sweet, creamy stuff smeared over her pussy. Yanmei daubed more cream on her pussy; and each time the dogs licked her there, she felt herself approaching an orgasm. 

	Yanmei brushed more gooey stuff into her ass crack and on her anus. Then they let the dogs loose again. The black dog sniffed at her ass crack and then liking that, began licking her shithole. Slower at first… then like a demon.

	The mastiff licked her pussy as the black dog licked her asshole. Cassie was totally aroused. Their tongues were soft, but strong and wet. With her legs open and spread, the big mastiff put its cold nose on her clitoris and forced its muzzle between her spread pussy lips. The dog sniffed, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vagina through her labia to her clitoris.

	Between the dog’s saliva, the sweet cream and her pussy juice, her crotch was soon a mess. Her pubic hair became soaked. The mastiff made her jerk when it thrust its big pink tongue in her sexhole. The tongue penetrated her vagina. She was very close to cumming. Cassie felt herself being pushed over a cliff as the dogs had their way with her. 

	The dog’s big, sloppy tongues pushed her closer and closer to cumming. Cassie could hear the men joking …but the dog’s tongues totally dominated her mind and body. She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then began cumming and cumming. The dogs licked her labia and clitoris for about fifteen minutes, making her climax and juice.

	Cassie could not contain her herself, as the dogs licked her like a machine, and drove her from one orgasm to another. There was a tongue at her shit-hole, warm and wet. And a tongue exploring every crevice and fold of her pussy at the same time. To have this happening opened a floodgate in her mind. To be made to cum with a dog was a new degradation. The most humiliating yet! Involuntarily, she had multiple orgasms that kept exploding like a string of firecrackers. 

	The two men began cheering her every time she came. Each time a dog made her cum, they whooped and hollered. At Yanmei’s command, they pulled the dogs off her. She announced it was time for Cassie to suck the dog’s cocks. When Cassie heard this she gulped. She had never seen Yong forced to do that. It was the most degrading oral sex she could imagine. 

	‘There gonna make me do that with an audience’, she thought to herself. ‘Oh... how gross’, she thought.

	The black dog’s cock had emerged from its sheath. It was hot red in color and drooling fuck-slime. When she looked at the dog’s dick, Cassie had forgotten how much cock this dog had, but as she stared, this dog displayed a big tool. The idea of sucking the dog’s cock was repulsive and disgusting.

	The big mastiff was led over and she grew pale when she saw what it had between its legs. This dog was a 50 kilo (110lbs.) bundle of muscle and bone. It’s cock was 21 centimeters long (about 8¼”). The beast’s cock was gray, red and purple and covered with a web of disgusting veins. 

	It appalled her; but they got her down on the floor with the black dog straddling her head. This put the drooling red cock tip right in her face. Mongkut grabbed the dog’s dick right behind the “knot” which was swelling at the base. As he held it, it seemed to grow in his hand. She was going to be made to suck the dog’s dirty dick. The thought revolted and shamed her.

	Yanmei told her, “Kiss tip. Tickle with tongue. Then you suck.”

	When she began doing this, at her direction, it made the dog’s cock spurt furiously. It kept jetting and spurting and the semen that didn’t end up in her mouth splattered on her face. Yanmei made her suck and swallow, suck and swallow and then do it over and over again as everyone watched. Dog cum ended up in her mouth and all over her face.

	Cassie descended down the status ladder. She was now lower than a Thai whore. Her face got very slimy because every time Mongkut took the tip from her mouth, it kept squirting the watery cum in jets and little pops. Her cheeks, chin, nose, lips, neck and breasts were soon glistening with the dog’s slimy discharge. 

	As she continued to orally pleasure the dog, the knot at the base got bigger. It looked like the dog’s dick had swallowed two golf balls. Mongkut with Thuanthong’s help then got the dog turned around and holding the dog’s dick behind the knot, he used it to hose her face.

	She saw the horror of her situation in their lust contorted faces. They kept her sucking the black dog’s cock until Yanmei decided that it was time for her to suck the other dog’s cock. When they got the bigger dog turned around so that its cock was also by her mouth, the fat woman made her tickle and lick the tip with her tongue. Pre-cum jetted from the tip like a hose; it seemed like the dog was pissing on her. Mongkut got the dick in her mouth and her cheeks told the story.

	She sucked and her cheeks soon bulged from all the watery cum, until she swallowed; then her cheeks bulged again. This went on for a while. Yanmei kept her at it until she was totally wet. Mongkut got the black dog turned around and she had to go from one cock to another. Her cheeks, nose, mouth and chin were completely coated and dripping with the dogs’ fuck slime. A-Wut showed up to watch the proceedings. Yanmei made sure that Lamai and Kwang, Cassie’s closet friends, came by to witness her shameful training too.

	Soon, Yanmei decided it was time for the animals to fuck her. Cassie was very submissive and since she’d cum, she was very pliable. She let herself be led around like a dog.  As they forced her onto the cart and strapped her to it, the two men faces glowed with lust; as this was a treat for them. As they led the black dog behind her ass, it knew just what to do. Excited, it growled and jumped on her back. Its front legs wrapped around her ribcage and slid back to end up hugging her hips. It began humping - trying mightily to get its cock in her hole.

	Cassie was of two minds. She felt totally violated by the humiliations forced upon her and shamefully aroused by them. These conflicting feelings surged thru her as the dog kept jabbing at her with its hot red dick. Cassie had a small, tight vagina. It didn’t look like the dog’s cock was going to fit in her hole. 

	As soon as the dog found her warm, wet hole with the tip of its cock, it shoved it in deep and fast. Cassie gasped, trying to get her breath. The dog then drove it in and out; just punching her hole with its dick. She began howling as the dog fucked her like she was a bitch. The dog used its front paws to pull her close and humped her harder and harder. 

	Kwang and Lamai stood by standing next to each other. They bit their knuckles and watched wide-eyed as their friend was fucked silly. The dog drooled and never stopped. Poor Cassie got no time to pause or catch her breath, as the dog reamed her pussy mercilessly. She was soon sweating like a pig.

	She could feel the knot trying to get into her hole. It was right at the vaginal opening. Mongkut and Thuanthong bent down to watch the knot bumping and rubbing against her hole. It was huge now, and the dog kept pushing to get it inside. The knot began stretching the vaginal sphincter; making Cassie grunt.

	Mongkut clapped Thuanthong on the back and said, “It’s gonna go in.”

	When it popped inside her, Cassie howled with a mixture of pain and pleasure as her hole was stretched more than it had ever been.

	She began mumbling, “it’s too big… too big.”

	One minute it was outside her hairy hole…and then it had disappeared inside her. 

	“Man....she took the whole thing,” Thuanthong said to Mongkut in amazement.

	“She’s gonna be a star,” A-Wut crowed to no one in particular.

	Lamai and Kwang winced in sympathetic pain. It was disconcerting for them. As women, they could imagine such a thing being forced on them. And Cassie was their friend. But, glancing at her now and then at each other, Lamai and Kwang felt each other distancing themselves from the new dog cart girl. Like Yong, she would be shunned by the other girls, of course, and Lamai and Kwang both knew they would never see her the same way or feel the same about her again.

	As the girls watched in growing disgust, Cassie began screaming. The dog had punched its cock all the way to the bottom of her hole. Its cock sluiced all the way past her G-spot to the epicenter of her vagina.  There were nerve endings in this part of her hole that when stretched and thumped, would push her towards a uterine orgasm. Her pussy was very hot…

	Cassie also sounded like a babbling idiot. Filthy words tumbled out of her mouth. The knot, now fully inside, throbbed, and the tip kept spurting as the shaft vibrated and pulsed. The dog had stopped humping. It just held itself inside her and kept spurting and vibrating inside her hole. For her, it was like her HOLE was her whole being!

	‘I’m a dog's bitch’, she thought as she felt herself approaching her first vaginal orgasm from a dog. As the dog’s cock vibrated and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis and her abdomen contract and her vaginal muscles convulse - squeezing the dog’s dick. She CAME HARD.

	Her mind spun as her whole body shook. When she relaxed her pussy, everyone could see the knot trying to pop out. But it was too big, so it did not quite make it. Then when she squeezed her pussy muscles, the knot was pulled inside again - about an inch. That made the stretching pressure of the knot massage her G-Spot and the front wall of her hole. Also, the extra inch of penetration forced the tip of the dog’s deep into her epicenter.

	A-Wut was telling Lamai and Kwang, who stared wide-eyed, “You see..... when she squeezes and then.... relaxes her cunt, it moves the knot in and out. She’s fucking herself.”

	Both girls nodded, but didn’t say anything. It was an eye-filling and mind boggling experience that shut up the normally chatty girls. As they tried to shut themselves off from what they were seeing, both of them felt themselves already shutting the new dog cart girl out of their lives. 

	Yanmei smiled and nodded. The result was all too plain to her. Cassie, on the cart, was having one orgasm after another. The dog ejaculated DEEP in her hole, and she felt it spurting and hosing her. The dick pulsed. It was hotter than a man’s cock and it spurted and jetted inside her continuously. Throbbing and spurting, it pushed her into cumming and cumming. 

	Not only was the dog’s cock hotter than a man’s, but the heat of the dog’s cum had turned her hole into a furnace. The knot acted like a plug to hold the hot cum inside her. The cum coated everything and the heat from the knot percolated into her stretched front vaginal wall and flowed into the urethral sponge as well. And unlike a man, the dog just kept ejaculating. 

	Finally, it came to an end. The dog’s knot had kept the dick locked inside her for about 10 minutes. Cassie had been thoroughly fucked.

	She slowly came back to her senses when the dog started to pull out. She felt the dog pulling back and it hurt as the knot was well-embedded in her hole - just behind her pubic bone. The dog spun around and with the knot still embedded in her hole, began trying to pull the cart. Mongkut released the lock on the wheels and the group watched the dog tow Cassie around the room. 

	Kwang and Lamai covered their faces as the cart came close to where they stood. They couldn’t look. They didn’t want to make eye contact with Cassie. The shame of being pulled along like a toy was overwhelmingly humiliating. Secretly, both girls were glad that it was always a foreign girl that was selected for the dog exhibition and not them. And, because Cassie was not even Asian, Kwang and Lamai already knew that Cassie would be ostracized and despised by the other girls even more quickly and completely than Yong had been.

	Ten minutes later, the knot shrank, and the dog’s dick finally popped out. The dog’s cock was still erect. It was as long as a cucumber, and the knot at the base as big as two eggs. The dog stood there panting, then bent down and licked its dick. Mongkut led the animal out.

	Cassie, still strapped to the cart, panted. She was wet and sloppy everywhere: belly, Venus mount, thighs and her ass crack. Semen mixed with her pussy juices leaked from her hole and ran down her thighs. Her sex hole was open, red and swollen. A-Wut voiced the opinion that she was born to take a dog’s dick.

	Cassie whimpered, “I want to go to sleep. I can’t take anymore”. 

	But Yanmei laughed and said, “you take more.” 

	Cassie looked over and saw that Mongkut leading the mastiff over. She realized it was going to fuck her too. Everyone saw how big the dog’s gray, red and purple cock was. Kwang and Lamai whispered to each other. They were as horrified as Cassie, staring at the big dog’s cock. 

	Despite her fears about having to take a bigger cock, the dick hypnotized the Australian. She swiveled her head, gawking at the length and thickness of it. It was quite a bit bigger than the black dog’s dick. The shaft was so thick that Mongkut could not get his hand around it. And the knot looked as big as two lemons. 

	The two men vied with each other making jokes about the dog’s dick. Everyone felt a sense of awe. Kwang leaned her head down on Lamai’s shoulder and kept her eyes closed. Although she had already emotionally distanced herself from Cassie, she hadn’t completely objectified her yet, and watching this dog get its big dick inside the girl horrified her.

	The dog began barking as it smelled Cassie’s pussy again. Mongkut got the dog in position. Cassie glanced at the faces around her. She saw looks of wonder, lust and amazement, even on Lamai’s face, though Kwang kept her eyes closed. Cassie turned away from them and looked back over her shoulder again at the dog’s cock, huge in size and gross in appearance. Drops of slimy juice trickled from the tip. The animal bent down to sniff her ass. The scent excited the dog, because it began to bark. It put its nose against her wet pussy and licked her. The dog reared up and barked again.

	Mongkut encouraged the dog to mount her, and it rose up on its hind legs and came over her back with its forelegs on either side of her chest. Its forelegs slid back to clasp her hips. It was ready to thrust its cock into her hole. Cassie had the dog’s head hovering by her neck. It drooled on her neck, back and shoulders.

	The dog now started to hunch forward trying to find the hole it had smelled. She felt the dick against her wet pussy, and then it slid up and over her anus as the dog began to hump. The dog tried again. She shuddered in nervous anticipation of the penetration, as the dog hunched forward trying to get its cock in her. 

	But, every time the big mastiff got really close to penetrating her, Mongkut pulled the dog back. He did that a few times before he let the dog get its dick in her. This got the dog really crazy, which pre-loaded more semen into its balls. Mongkut forced four false mounts, and after each one, the mastiff, crazy with the smell, strained against the choke collar. Cassie was whimpering in anticipation too, as the dog barked and whined. Mongkut yelled at Cassie to, ‘get ready’.

	The dog felt its cock go into the hole; then its powerful hind quarters hunched forward. And while the black dog had stretched her hole Cassie’s vagina had to stretch open even more to take the mastiff’s bigger dick. 

	As dog’s dick went in more, the shaft stretched her; and a few thrusts later, the dog got all of it inside her hot, wet vagina. Cassie moaned and groaned as the stretching of her vagina felt so good again. It hurt and felt good at the same time.

	There was so much cock and Cassie kept whimpering and groaning in a mixture of pleasure and pain. The dog pulled back and then just rammed it in. Cassie snorted and grunted, feeling and sounding more animal and less and less human. It felt like it was going to come out her mouth. Then the dog started slamming its haunches - faster and faster - in and out - in and out. The fucking was brutal and deep. Cassie took the whole shaft. The dog’s rear paws would scoot forward on the floor with the force of its powerful haunches as it thrust its cock in and out of her. 

	Her cries and moans filled the room. The dog, grunting and slobbering, really began to fuck her now. She cried out each time the dog’s haunches thrust forward and forced the cock in deep. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the dog began to hump her with short powerful strokes. Everyone but Kwang got closer to see the knot crowding her hole. Now fully engorged, the dog’s knot was as big around as a large orange. 

	Cassie braced herself as the dog began trying to get that knot inside her. When the animal pulled back and its cock slipped out - it went back in easy as her slimy, reddened hole was really open now. 

	The dog began humping her like a demon again. As everyone watched, the knot stretched the vaginal sphincter and popped inside. Cassie screamed. The dog’s knot stretched her vaginal sphincter to the limit. The dog soon stopped humping and just held its cock inside her. The cock throbbed and vibrated and began discharging more and more thin, watery cum into her. Soon, a heavier, thicker load of cum would follow. 

	Now, Cassie began cumming again. Her tits jiggled and swayed as the dog’s cock throbbed and hosed her. She was pushed into convulsive orgasms. Her mouth would open and she would croak and cry out. 

	The dog cock kept hosing her pussy with cum - so much that it backed up and began oozing out of her tightly packed and stretched hole. The tip was up against her epicenter - completely bottomed out. The dog’s big balls now released heavy streams of thick, yellow cum.

	It sprayed from the tip straight into the deepest part of her hole. She could feel the hot cum inside her and it added to the sensations overwhelming her. Her vaginal contractions milked the dog’s cock rhythmically. She could feel the heat radiating from its cock. It was so hot - much hotter than a human cock. And it kept spurting and spurting. 

	She was stretched wider and filled deeper than she had ever been in her whole life. Her vagina spasmed involuntarily and milked the thing in her hole. It was a satisfying coupling for both Cassie and the dog. One of her orgasms was a total body shaker. Kwang and Lamai looked at each other in surprise and awe. 

	The dog spurred Cassie on several orgasms over the next ten minutes. They surged thru her loins, into her belly and down her thighs; as she screamed like a lunatic. Sweat poured off her, and she almost fainted. The dog’s slimy cum flooded her hole and backed up. Her orgasm was almost continuous ever since the dog got the knot into her.

	The dog’s contractions finally subsided and dribbled the last drops of semen into her. Both Cassie and the dog were breathing hard. Encouraged by Mongkut, the dog finally swung its leg around to end up facing away from the cart. Again, the humiliating parade. The dog towed Cassie along like a pull toy. Mongkut got the dog to go this way and that. Cassie grunted like an animal herself. Kwang put her hand over her face again, though she knew the sight and sound would be one she’d never forget.

	They all waited for the knot to relax and shrink. The dog pulled back held by Cassie’s tight vaginal sphincter clutching the knot. The dog pulled harder and the knot finally popped free and slid out of her pussy. Semen drained out of her after the knot came out with a “pop”. A mixture of cum and her juices began pouring out of her stretched hole, running down the inside of her legs and splattering on the floor.

	After the knot came out, Cassie had spasms in her vagina for several minutes and at one point she started straining like she was trying to shit. Lamai and Kwang looked on in wonder. The dog whined and began licking its cock. Cassie sagged and put her head down on the padded surface of the cart. Mongkut and Thuanthong began applauding. 

	The dog’s big dick still protruded from its sheath and it wagged around obscenely under its belly as Mongkut led the animal off. Cassie was a mess again from her pussy to her knees. Cum dripped from her hole. She was wet all over her Venus mount and her ass. Even her pubic hair was plastered down. She was wet all down her thighs. Yanmei got a bowl, held it just under her pussy and caught the cum that poured from her raw hole. She made Cassie lap it up, all of it, and then lick the bowl clean, as an additional act of humiliation and degradation. Nauseated, Lamai and Kwang turned away. 

	After awhile, they brought the black dog back to fuck Cassie’s asshole. Her anal sphincter was relaxed from her orgasms, and Mongkut lubed her shithole with some coconut palm oil and got the dog up on her back. This time, he guided the dog’s red dick to her pinkish-brown anus and when the tip was centered on the hole, he let the dog begin humping. The dog’s dick pressed against her anal sphincter and even though her anus was tight, it popped inside making Cassie cry out. The dog began humping her. 

	Mongkut watched the dick penetrate up to the knot and after a moment or two the knot penetrated the tight anal sphincter. She was able to take the entire shaft and the bulbous knot in her shit-hole. The muscles in her anal sphincter relaxed enough to allow the knot into her, but closed down on the shaft behind the bulb. As a result, the dog became tied to her for almost thirty minutes and continued to spasm. 

	Cassie just hung her head and remained lost in a trance - feeling the dog’s ejaculation of hot semen into her rectum. It felt good; and she had an orgasm. The high temperature of the dog’s penis and semen had produced another hot cum. When the dog spun around to give her another tow, it was a special moment. When the erection subsided and it popped out, Yanmei told her she had done, ‘a good job’!

	Kwang and Lamai averted their eyes and avoided looking at her as they left, as they would continue to do in the days and weeks that followed. They weren’t as cruel and openly contemptuous as the other girls; just coldly distant and silent. Socially marginalized and isolated, the traumatized, devastated Aussie girl was left to the dogs, her trainers and the customers.

	At least once a month for the next several months, Cassie was mounted to the cart and put on a show for paying customers. The new act had her wearing the slutty little girl costume, being stripped forcibly by Mongkut and Thuanthong, then strapped naked to the cart. Next they brought in the mastiff and let it fuck her. Finally she had to take the black dog’s dick in her mouth and then take the dick in her ass as a finale. 

	This show was the biggest money maker in the bar’s history. A-Wut was a hero to his overseers. Piglet gangs, mama sans, dog carts.... Cassie had never heard of any of these things before her vacation to Thailand. But after six months in Bangkok, she was an expert.

	Lao Chai, the boss of the 13K Triad, sold Cassie to the Yakuza in Japan in late 2010. This is where she remains at time of this writing  according to the most recent information received by her parents, who, though devastated, have persevered and spared no expense in pursuit of their daughter.
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	Cassandra Ackerman, a pretty young, 23 year old blonde Australian, on vacation in Thailand, lost her money, and wasshanghaied into working as a sex slave. After 18 months, her handlers sold her to a Yakuzacrime family in Japan - the Aizukotetsu-kai, in Kyoto. (Read the story of her enslavement in Bangkok Dog Show Slave.) Life in Japan was even harder...

	

	Chapter 1

	Slave in Japan

	Cassie tried to look out the window of the plane to see the clouds, which seemed very far off in the distance. She wished she could just fly away - beyond the clouds. Her life had taken such an unbelievably painful turn and the safe, sane life she once knew now seemed as far away as the clouds.It was just 2009 when shegraduated from Sydney’s University of New South Wales. A trip to Thailand had been her gift to herself. Things spiraled out of control very quickly in Bangkok.

	She was robbed, tricked and then systematically broken down and made to perform in sex shows. She did hard time as a prostitute. But the final outrage was when she was bound to a cart and fucked by a dog for the amusement of perverted Thais and tourists. Made to perform against her will by cruel Asians, she was still sweet, blonde beach girl from Newcastle, but somewhat less innocent. Her life in Australia seemed like it a dream.

	Then, after being a slave for nearly a year and a half,the Chinese “mama san”, Noriko, her immediate supervisor, came to her after a show and told her that she had been sold to a syndicate in Japan.Lao Chai, the boss of the 13K Triad, the owner of the the brothel she worked in, sold her ass for the equivalent of five thousand Australian dollars. 

	“You go to Japan,” Noriko told Cassie grinning. “Big Boss sold you to family in Japan.”

	“What will happen to me there,” Cassie asked plaintively?

	“You work. You working girl now,” Noriko told her. “You do good job or they have ways to fix bad girls. They not nice like me,” she said laughing.

	Cassie shivered. She had been subjected to mind-numbing humiliations and torture during the 18 months in Bangkok. Now, she was sitting on a jet plane between two young Japanese men who sat mute. The had barely spoken to her since they picked her up. They were two young Kobun, made men who did most of the grunt work in a Yakuza family. Both were from the lower class and one was Korean.

	Likemany Yakuza, they had started out in high school as common street thugs. The older man, Yoshida, had been a member of a Bôsôzoku gang. The other had adopted a Japanese surname, Ito, which was the name of hisSaikô-Komon (senior-mentor).

	Cassie felt like she wanted to cry, but she was too emotionally exhausted to do even that. The thing that caused her the most pain: she had become just a “thing”...something to be bought and sold. She prayed silently to herself that her life in Japan wouldn’t be as hard as what she had suffered through in Thailand. Little did she know.

	The plane landed in Tokyo and then they took a short flight to Kansai International Airport. Yoshida and Ito were all business and hustled her through the airport and then through customs. The right money had been paid to bring her under the control of Tanaka, the Oyabun (head) of the family. Cassie, who knew nothing of the language and had only visited Japan once as a teen, was lost. When the plane landed, there was a big, black sedan that whisked them to Kyoto.

	First, Cassie would be “inspected” by Yamamoto, the So-Honbucho, (headquarters chief) before being turned over to Noriko Maeda, “nee-san” (older sister). There were very few women in the Yakuza, but those who were had usually inherited their position as a result of marriage/widowhood. Maeda had been married to Hiro Maeda, the Wakagashira, (second-in-command) who governed several gangs in Kyoto and who had died of a coronary. She was now in charge of the lucrative prostitution racket that the family controlled in that part of Kyoto, catering to businessmen. 

	Cassie was brought to a warehouse in an industrial district. She was hustled to a small office to appear in front of Yamamoto, the headquarters chief. He was a man in his sixties. He barely looked at Cassie when she was ushered in to his office; instead he looked over the papers Yoshida handed him. Only after studying them, did he look at Cassie. It made her blood run cold. He looked at her as if she was a slab of Kobe beef.  His eyes seemed almost reptilian. He spoke perfunctorily to her two escorts and then he dismissed them.

	Next, Cassie was driven to an attractive house in a residential district. As she sat in the back seat of the sedan she kept looking out at the buildings and trees. The mirrors on the telephone poles to alert another driver of a car in a narrow alley amazed her. When they arrived at the destination and Cassie was taken inside, she was impressed with the simple elegance of the place.  This was the brothel, but it was very different from what she knew in Bangkok.

	And there is where Noriko held court. This was the Chrysanthemum House. The Japanese consider the orderly unfolding of the chrysanthemum’s petals to represent perfection and Noriko Maeda strove hard to make the house the best brothel in Kyoto. She was in her fifties and an imposing heavy-set woman. She was famous for her iron will and was highly regarded by the men of the family. She spoke some English. Around her were a small army of flunkies. 

	Cassie was immediately impressed with the business-like atmosphere and the manner of the Japanese compared to the Thais. When Cassie was brought in to Noriko, the older woman crooked her finger at her and motioned for her to sit on a cushion on the floor in front of her. Maeda was seated at a Western style desk.

	“I have your file...here,” she said pointing down to papers on the desk.“Were you treated well by Yoshida San and Ito San,” she said without looking at either man who stood behind Cassie against the wall.

	“Yes.”

	“Let me explain your employment here. Your contract has been purchased. I have a report of your performance in Bangkok. You will be expected to work hard here. You understand?”

	“Y...yes... But, I...I’m Australian...Will I ever be allowed to go home,”

	asked Cassie with a tremor in her voice?

	Noriko smiled. “You may in time earn your freedom. But for now, you are a working girl. You understand?”

	“I...I...uh...I guess so...”

	“No guess. You must obey. If you do not obey, you will be punished. You understand?”

	“Y...yes.” 

	Cassie now knew that she was going to be in similar straits as she had been in Bangkok. If anything, these people, the same folks who had become so dominant in international business since World War II, were going to be very hard taskmasters indeed.

	Chapter 2

	The Handler

	A few moments later, a flunky escorted two men into the room. One was older, in his fifties and other was a young man in his early thirties.

	“This is Hayashi Sensei. He is in charge of punishment, if you disobey.”

	Cassie stole a peek at the older man. He seemed like a nice Japanese father type or even a grandfather. He had a meek mien about him. The truth was that all the girls of the Chrysanthemum House shivered whenever his name was mentioned. The other man was young and virile...medium tall with even features. Maeda introduced him next...

	“This is Sato San. He is your “handler,” she said by way of introduction. “You must obey him always. If you do not, he will punish you or give you to Hayashi Sensei. You will get very hard punishment. You understand?”

	Cassie just kept nodding. She was overwhelmed by all of it. The flight had given her a case of jet lag. She was tired and frightened by the foreign surroundings. And Noriko Maeda had now thoroughly intimidated her.

	At 170 centimeters (5’7”), slim and attractive at 54 kilos (119lbs.), Cassie was what Japanese men liked: She had nicely shaped lemon-sized tits, wide hips, long legs and a full, round bottom. Her dirty, blonde hair was thick and blunt cut at her shoulders. She had been spruced up some before she left Bangkok but herbrown pubic hair had grown in fully to a high hedge, bordered by stubble. She had always trimmed it to wear a bikini when she was home. Her legs and underarms were shaved and she was wearing make-up. She felt tired and looked a little haggard, but Noriko was pleased with her.

	She had Cassie stand up and twirl around for them. Cassie felt naked even though she was fully clothed. Noriko then dismissed her and Sato took control of her from Yoshida and Ito. He led her upstairs to a bathroom and told her to take off her clothes. Cassie was a little embarrassed, but she had grown used to being given such orders and quickly complied. 

	Sato watched with interest as she took off her dress and then her bra, panties and shoes. Standing there naked, she became pliable as Sato guided/pushed her into the shower and then came in and sponged her...most embarrassing. Every now and then he would tap or slap her saying ‘move leg or bend over’.

	Then after the shower two young men came in and took her to a locker room of a sorts. There were three other white women in the room. A Dutch girl, an Englishwoman, and an American. All young. They shot Cassie a look, but when Sato looked over at them, he barked something and they quickly looked away. Then, Sato came over and began running his hands over Cassie like he was feeling his goods. In his heavy accented English he told Cassie that she were his whore and repeated what Noriko said, that he was her “handler”.

	He then handled Cassie’s breasts like he was weighing them and then he got the lips of her pussy between his fingers and tweaked, pulled and then slipped his fingers into her. He told her that this was his “honey pot”. A man, in a lab coat, obviously a doctor, examined Cassie including internally to see if she had a coil or cap. He then inserted an IUD into her uterus.

	Then this doctor measured every part of her body.Cassie hadall her personal measurements taken: height, weight, bust, waist and hips, thigh circumference, cup size and the actual weight of her tits etc. This would be displayed on a board next to her when she was exhibited to customers. Following this, Cassie had to take the “3 Dildos”. 

	Sato brought her over to a little stool. It looked obscene as there were three dildos mounted and pointing up - the first was 15 centimeters long (about 6”) the second onewas approximately 20 centimeters (about 8”) and the biggest one was 25 centimeters in length (about 10”). Cassie had to squat down on each dildo to show what she could take. Cassie thought it strange that they wanted to see what her capacity was. She was of the opinion still that men preferred a woman who was tight but she discovered that Japanese men thought Western women had“big pussies”. So, Sato made her try and get two biggest dildos into her cunt. He had to use some persuasion, as Cassie had a narrow and somewhat shallow vagina.

	It was very disagreeable, but she got the second one to go inside her cunt. However, she could only get¾ of the monster-sized one inside her tight pussy. After the humiliation of the three dildos, Cassie was given something to drink which, in a very short time, had her running for the bathroom and Satochuckling and saying things like, “now you be clean inside”.

	Finally Sato led Cassie into another room. The brothelhad a policy that if you were to get the whip or the cane you were taken to the room where there was a wall with hooks and hanging on them were various punishment tools, like whips, tawses and canes. Just standing there looking at the cruel instruments and realizing what they were, almost made Cassie wet herself. To drum home the message that she was to obey, Sato made her stand with her hands behind her head, fingers interlocked and her legs apart.

	Cassie had to remain in position, if she closed her legs or took her hands down from behind her head, Sato told her that she would get “extra punishment”. He selected a whip with nine leather thongs, each as thin as a shoelace. He began whipping Cassie on her back and buttocks. It hurt like hell, especially when the tips hit the sides of her tits. She jumped up and down with the pain and tried to resist the temptation to take her hands down to protect her tits or just to be able to rub and soothe them.

	Also, when Sato whipped her butt, he flicked the whip so it would whip up between her legs and the tips of the whip came up and struck her pussy lips and mound. He was successful at making Cassie drop her hands to protect herself; and close her legs to protect her pussy too. After her“punishment” he took her back into the side room where the whips and canes were kept and again displayed the sweaty soaked whip he had just beaten her with. He made her kiss it and then thank him for administering her punishment.  

	Her punishment for dropping her hands when he told her not to and closing her legs: she would have hot, chili oil applied to her pisshole and herasshole. The chili oil treatment was very humiliating for her. The flunkies laid her on a bench, pulled her legs open wide and Sato applied the hot oil with a cotton swab. When she was released shejumped around with her pussy and asshole on fire. So, ended Cassie’s first day at the brothel.

	Chapter 3

	The System

	Chrysanthemum House did not stand out from its neighbors to any great degree. You had to know the address, but a steady stream of knowledgeable businessmen in suits quietly began showing up every day starting at midday. The wealthier businessmen would arrange to view the available whores who were exhibited on the “auction block”. This was a little raised platform and each girl had her measurements on a little board that hung around her neck, or were listed in a name tag sized card clipped to a nipple, which by itself was very humiliating. 

	These customers would then select a girl. When they picked Cassie, they could take her into a privateroom to enjoy her charms at their leisure. The other set-up was “The Plank” a wooden beam 9 meters long (30’) and a meter (3’) off the floor.  Along with the other women in the house, Cassiewas bent forward over this bar, hands secured on one side and her feet on the other with her legs apart. This was for “Salary Men”, the workaday wage earners.

	These wage slaves, in their obligatory suit and tie,who all seemed to have pinched, nervous faces, and whose only relief was drinking, karaoke and mahjongg, would come in and, like robots, pay the asking price. Then, giggling, they would be ushered into the room where the women were bound. The would be shown the position behind a woman commensurate with the price they paid, unzip, drop their trousers and shorts tofuck the woman from behind and or go around the other side for oral sex. Flunkieswould wash the girls after each customer or use a cloth to wash their faces after they had given a customer oral.

	Sato always carried this little whippy stick with him and he was a cruel taskmaster as the harder he worked Cassie and his other whores the more money he made (he got a percentage fromChrysanthemum House.) The brothel had a collection of five white women, three Koreans, two Thais, one Filipina and one Hmong. Sato “ran” the five white women and one of the Koreans. There was a second handler, an overweightpig-faced man named Watanabe ran the rest of the women (being non-white they were considered inferior). The white women commanded a premium price and it was a special day for a salary man when he could fuck one of them.

	When Cassie and the other girls were bent over the wooden beam to “perform”, Sato would still insist they get into the right posture for the paying customers which meant getting their butts up high so that their pussies could be seen from behind. Cassie was worked hard and there was always someone to wipe or wash her down after one client so she was ready for the next. If it was a busy period the flunkies would also give the girls a drink and sometimes something to eat while still tied over the Plank. 

	One time Cassie had to go to the toilet so bad and a flunky bought a kidney-shaped stainless steel dish and put it between her legs for herto urinate into and then washed her. He gave her a drink and a rice cake to eat while she was still tied over the Plank. Sato and Watanabe were also very strict about how their girls sucked off the customers.Cassie was shown how to behave when giving oral. When the client approached she was not supposed to just open her mouth but to purse her lips so thather mouth looked like a pussy and the guy could squeeze his cock between her pursed lips for an additional thrill.

	Then when the man ejaculated, depending on what he had paid, Cassie had to hold the sperm in her mouth and show it to Sato. When the client moved away a flunky would bring over a small dish for her to spit into. If the customerhad paid more, Cassie had to open her mouth to show the load and, when told to, to swallow.

	Even after her terrible time in Bangkok, Cassiefound it humiliating to be humped in front of others and have cum dripping from her pussy. She was having sex with men from lunch time until the wee hours of the morning with Sato and the flunkies watching. It reaffirmed her worst fears that she had been reduced to a “thing” and would never again be a person.

	All the girls slept in a kind of dormitory with no privacy at all. Altogether, Cassie averaged a dozen men a day. This didn’t include Sato. He had access to all six of “his” women . Usually one or two of his whores would be in his room at night and also at times during the day when they were not actually working. One thing he liked to do was to lecture his girls as to how they should be working hard for him. He would make them sit on the floor facing him legs crossed and he would tell them how they must work harder; and would slap their face as he talked or take their nipples between his fingers and pull and twist them to emphasize his point. 

	Then he would say, “You want to please me - yes?” Usually, he would open his robe and Cassie or one of the other women would get up onto his lap and sit astride his cock and he’d fuck them. He also had a padded cushion and he would point to it and Cassie or one of the other girls would be expected to lay back on it and spread their legs open wide. Then he would get on top and fuck them.

	He liked to say, “ippai dasuyo” (I'm gonna shoot a lot.)

	One of the two American girls, a slim, busty brunette named Vickie, had to take up position on the cushion for him one day and she didn't open her legs enough to please him so he called for the flunkies who brought a crude wooden thing... a big block of wood in a “V” shape which had spikes sticking out ofthe sides and told Vickie to get her legs open wide and then they put the block between her legs so she had to lay back with her legs WIDE apart to learn her lesson. Even with her legs spread wide the spikesdug into her tender inner thighs painfully.

	The next time Vickie went back on the cushion she willingly spread very wide indeed. The other humiliating thing was that when a girl was menstruating Sato would make her drink a kind of milk shake instead of food and this made her have a violent bowel movement. It was very unpleasant and humiliating. The drink was made from various herbs, seaweed and soy milk. It was a powerful laxative and purgative and after a girl had drunk the obligatory two liters, it went to work very quickly. Soon, she would be begging to be allowed to use the toilet, which was not the Western style toilet, but the kind where you had to squat. 

	The laxative was necessary because, when a girl was on her period, Chrysanthemum House sold her ass for anal sex; and Japanese men are quite fastidious about a woman having a clean rectum for such activities. The first time Cassie saw a woman protest, it was Jillian, a willowy English blonde in her mid-twenties. She refused the “milkshake” and Sato had the flunkies strap her into a kind of high chair and force-feed her. Cassie, strangely, found the forced-feeding arousing – seeing that done to a woman. It reminded her of a TV program she saw once as a child, where a zookeeper fed a stubborn python the same way. 

	As Cassie watched mesmerized, the flunkies gagged Jillian with a rubber bulb. Holes had been drilled in the bulb and it was connected to a tube which in turn was attached to a bag. The flunkies filled the bag with the unpleasant “milkshake”. When one of them released the clamp on the tube, gravity did the rest.

	The bulb in Jillian’s mouth filled up with the liquid and began draining instantly.The holes in the bulb made it impossible for her to stop the flow with her tongue. She either had to try and clamp down on the bulb to stop it from draining or swallow. But when she bit down with any force on the bulbmore liquid was forced out and she had not choice but to swallow. There was nothing she could do to prevent her from swallowing - whether she wanted to or not. It was humiliating and unpleasant.  One of the flunkies massaged her throat as she struggled with the bulb in her mouth.

	The next time she had her period, Cassie refused her “milkshake”. So, Sato had her force-fed. The experience really disturbed her. She struggled bound like a child in her chair and even lost control of her bladder, earning more punishment. But in the end, she drank two full liters of the disagreeable milkshake.Being controlled that way released something deep in her psyche.

	Every heterosexual woman has a favorite way she likes to take cock. Some women like it in their pussies. Some like it in their assholes. And some women like taking it in the mouth. Over the months she was in Bangkok, Cassie was humiliated to discover that being made to suck the cocks of strange men and swallow their semen aroused her, despite the fact that she found it mostly repulsive. The ultimate was either being forced to kneel and take piss right from a man’s cock or to have her mouth be the receptacle for the heavy, watery ejaculation which came from a dog’s dick - which never seemed to end. In Bangkok, Cassie had been forced to suffer both.

	After nearly a month of this mind-numbing routine, Cassie was a zombie. If Cassie did not work hard enough Sato beat her. She was allowed to socialize a little with the other girls and learned that the four other white girls had all come to Japan on “entertainment” contracts that turned out to be something other than what they expected. The “brown” girls had all been shanghaied in their own countries and sold to the Yakuza.

	Cassie got close to Vickie, the American and Greta a somber, Dutch girl just 21 years old, a student like Cassie had been. She had come to Japan on a visa and soon found herself in the clutches of men who knew her value. She had very big tits, a DD cup on a fairly slender frame. She was the first one who told Cassie about the “parties”. Chrysanthemum House organized gatherings for business men and their favored employees. 

	It was famous in Kyoto for this alone. The bar and food tab could run into astronomical figures, but these men and their companies could afford it. Most of the girlswere made to perform in “shows”. The favored routine involvedbukkake; and then fucking by the most favored employees.

	What Greta told Cassie was that most of shows were, “truly disgusting”... “you can’t imagine” sorts of things. Cassie, who had been harnessed to a trolley in a “dog show” in Bangkok, knew just how disgusting and nasty a sex show could be. She found a kindred spirit in Greta. The two often huddled together, thick as thieves. And after a month, Cassie was put into a show.

	Chapter 4

	Mr. Endo’s Party

	The big boss, Mr. Endo, wanted to celebrate his company’s good fortune. His privately held firm was one of the bigger suppliers to the Japanese auto industry. His top sales team had secured a major order, so Mr. Endo planned a special night out. He had his number one man arrange with Noriko Maeda for a “special dinner” atChrysanthemum House. On Endo’s guest list were his top engineers, the marketing department heads and the sales team. 

	Maeda would provide all the food and the liquor. She contracted with a top chef and brought him and his staff to take care of the comestibles. Poor Cassie was to be the featured performer. Sato made sure she was rested and brought some stylists to the house to do her hair and make-up.

	He only told Cassie that she was to be the evening’s “entertainment” and that her time in Bangkok had prepared her for well. Cassie’s stomach did flip flops when she heard that. That evening Endo and his team arrived and were seated. This was the big room and the seating was in a big “U” shape facing a small stage. Four of Watanabe’s girls served sake and brandy and many toasts were offered. Appetizers were presented, and then the courses of food were brought out with great fanfare. The chef made an appearance after each course to take a bow.

	After the last course, as coffee was being served, a flunky took to the stage and read from a card. He thanked them for their gracious presence and then announced the “show”. The gist of what he said might be translated as follows:

	“Tonight, the assassins capture the pretty blonde girl and show her true nasty side. She is tortured in the best ways and made to obey the men.”

	The flunky exited stage right; the lights dimmed and then Cassie lurched onto the stage, captured by a small spotlight. She was dressed like a school girl: a little white sailor blouse with pink neckerchief, navy blue skirt, navy knee-socks and shiny black penny loafers. Her hair was in a ponytail, and her make-up made her look like a fresh teen. Many of them men in the audience applauded, but quite a few just watched intently. Cassie had been told to just do as she was directed. Sato came out dressed in black and wearing a mask. He was accompanied by a host of flunkies similarly attired. Sato barked something at Cassie and she just froze. He then motioned to the flunkies and they seized Cassie.

	They stripped her, but not completely; and she didn’t resist too much. She behaved like a frightened school girl. As the flunkies pulled up her blouse and yanked her bra up to expose her tits, the heat in the audience began to rise. Following this, they pulled up her skirt and pulled down her cotton panties and yanked them off. Soon she was standing there with her tits out, in just her knee socks, her skirt and her shoes. When she protested or showed any signs of resistance, Sato slapped her face, eliciting yelps of excitement from the men in the audience.

	After this, Sato turned her this way and that, flipping up her skirt to display her crotch and ass to the audience, who ‘oohed’ and ‘aahed’ appropriately with every move. Then another man came out dressed in red and wearing a red devil mask. This was Hayashi. Sato, as the Dark Lord, turned the pretty white girl over to the Red Devil.

	Hayashi was an expert in kinbaku (rope suspension bondage), a Japanese specialty. The flunkies assisted and he tied Cassie slowly and methodically in the sakuranbo.Known as “tying up the cherry” - tying the female bottom in such a way that emphasizes the vaginal area.Her arms were tied behind her back - the rope going above and below her breasts and around her upper arms with her forearms bound on top of each other and her wrists tied together. 

	Then Hayashi hung her. She was suspended standing on her toes with her arms bound behind her back with rough hemp rope and her own body weight putting pressure on her crotch. Her skirt was caught in the ropes so she was naked from the waist down. Forced to stand on her toes to keep her pussy and asshole from suffering, she soon tired and lowered herself, allowing the ropes to dig into her crotch again. 

	After hanging for a time, the pressure numbed her tender girl parts; and it became impossible to remain still. When she moved it released the pressure and the circulation was restored, but this produced a ‘pins & needles’ kind of pain. After a brief but painful rest, Cassie got up on her toes again, repeating the cycle of fatigue and pain. Rope between her legs soon made her sensitive flesh raw. Her own movement caused the rope to punish her. Men drank and watched this expert torture the innocent looking white girl. It was hypnotizing.

	Hayashi had tied knots in the rope so that they rubbed Cassie’s clitoris and anus. As she squirmed and writhed, the knots drove her crazy. She soon began begging and sobbing...begging for relief. She offered herself sexually if the Red Devilwould release her. He ignored her and increased her suffering by attaching strong clamps to her nipples while she was suspended. This soon had her crying like a baby.

	He bent downand whispered to her in English that if she begged loud enough, he would release her. She soon humiliated herself totally by saying she would, “do anything” if they would release her. The men in the audience found this very exciting...

	Hayashi released her only to bind her again. This time in the classickômon sarashi shibari (anus rope). He began by tying a simple knot at the level of her clitoris. He brought the rope between her legs and up in-between her butt cheeks. He then tied another knot about 10 centimeters ( 4”) above her asshole. He pulled up and tied off the waist rope; then he brought the two ends around to the front to thread them through the two vertical ropes making a perfect diamond shape and then around to her buttocks. Flunkies forced her down on all fours...

	Hayashigrabbed the two ropes between the knots and pulled- making a beautiful presentation of Cassie’s asshole.The audience began clapping wildly at this display and his skill and artistry. With her anus on cruel display, Hayashi then produced a thin cane. He stood over her and tapped her on her buttocks. Then, he began to strike her on the tight “starfish” of her anus. He made her push herself open each time to fully dilate her shit hole;and only then did he hit the tender orifice with the cane to land with a sickening ‘thud’ on her shitter. 

	Each blow made Cassie gasp or moan and the men in the audience, seeing a master at work, clapped and whistled. He tapped her with the cane on a cheek to let her know he wanted her “open” and she obediently pushed her asshole open to receive the next blow. Every time he hit her, she yelped or groaned. The men in the audience began to yell, “kampai” each time the cane landed! When she was delirious with anguish, he asked her if she was ready to suck cock and she said, “YES!”

	This was the signal for her to be presented to Endo’s men for a bukkakesession. A screen was hauled out and the flunkies made a little alcove. An announcement was made and Sato and Hayashi got Cassie on her knees. Then Endo’s men began lining up. One by one, they took out their cocks and began jerking off on her face. She was made to open her mouth and take their discharge. Sato stood behind her and held her head up and told her when to open her mouth or to take a cock in her mouth. As each man began to jerk off and huffing and puffing reach his precious moment, Cassie was sprayed and slimed until her face was barely recognizable. Her blouse and scarf, up around her neck, and her bra, down around her waist, were soon soiled too.

	Sato periodically wiped up some of the semen running down her face to present it to her to swallow. Some men got their full ejaculate right in her mouth. Others spurted wildly and got it all over her face and even her hair. Her make-up was soon a mess and there was semen everywhere. Cassie became very submissive as this rape of her mouth was a disturbing and powerful experience. 

	She took cocks into her mouth as well, and was compelled to run her tongue over the cock heads and the undersides as well as sliding her tongue all along the shafts. Sato made sure she licked their piss holes after they’d cum to get the last drop of semen. She coughed and gagged and struggled not to vomit. This only served to heighten the deeply masochistic feelings that threatened to overwhelm her. This went on for more than 30 minutes until nearly every man in the room had his turn, even the flunkies. She swallowed a half cup of sticky, salty semen. It was the ultimate oral rape...

	After this another course of desserts were brought out. More sake and more hard liquor were poured. The next act was almost ready and this one had the Dark Lord and the Red Devil masturbating Cassie.They unleashedyubizeme (finger attack) and their forced, rapid, violent fingerstimulation of her pussy caused an eventual shameful and uncontrollable shiofuki(female ejaculation).Working on hermethodically, with her on her back on a bench, they finger fucked her until she had two shamingshiofuki.She came so violently, that when her she stopped spurting her juice, she even began pissing. It was quite spectacular.

	After this, Cassie was bound on her hands and knees, like a naughty pony on a low platform. A screen was provided and Endo’s men were invited to step up and fuck the white school girl who obviously had a hot pussy. And, doggy style, they did fuck her hard. By this time Cassie was so hot, she came more than once, causing her more emotional pain. The men laughed at how she was behaving. 

	They mocked her in Japanese, and even though she didn’t understand what they were saying she knew what they meant. Men held onto her by her hipbones and fucked her hard. As they worked her over, she began sweating. The room was hot with all the bodies in the room and the men were sweating too. Her make-up was now a mess and tendrils of her pretty blonde hair hung in sweaty, messy clumps.

	As each man came in her pussy, it soon became a swamp of semen and her own secretions. A thick white ring of “fuck cream” was all over her swollen labia and the opening to her hole. When it got too nasty, one of the salesmen retrieved her cotton panties and wiped her pussy clean. Then, he and a comrade made a big display of shoving the soiled garment into Cassie’s mouth to gag her. Cassie found it very humiliating, as she was being treated as a common “cum dump”. When everyone who wanted a turn had his opportunity, there was a lull in the festivities. It was time for the next part of the show.

	Chapter 5

	The Sea Cucumbers

	A flunky made an announcement that it was time for a new indignity to be visited on the hapless white girl. They bound her on her back on a bench as another gofer brought out a wooden bucket. It contained a half dozen squirming warty sea cucumbers (namako). As big as a cucumber they were named for, when Sato reached in, pulled out a nice fat one and held it up,Cassie recoiled in horror.

	Two flunkies stood off the side and, like an abbreviatedGreek chorus, began making observations for the audience. They reminded the audience that sea cucumberscan loosen and tighten their bodies, and if the creature wanted to squeeze through a small gap, it could essentially liquefy its tubular shaped body and pour itself into a tightspace. To keep itself safe in a crevice or a crack, a sea cucumber can thenhook up all the collagen fibers in its body to make itself hard and firm so it can’t be extracted from a hole by its enemies.

	Hayashi then rubbed a water based gel all over Cassie’s sex lips and around her hole. Next, Sato brought the cucumber down tothe Australian girl’s pussy to cheers from the audience. Hayashi then reached down and pulled apart the “wings” of her pussy. Following this,Sato brought the “head” of the leathery cucumber down to Cassie’s gaping pussy. He got the creature’s “head” right up against the opening; and with a twist he shoved the head in. The audience watched amazed as the creature then wriggled and squirmed all the way into Cassie’s vagina in the most erotic way. Cassie moaned feeling the slippery, slimy, sausage shaped thing slither all the way into her and begin squirming all around inside hersex hole.

	“Uh….OHH….GOD,” she moaned.

	The men stared at her crotch as the creature was GONE. It had slithered all the way up inside her. Many of the men again got erections as they watched this obscene spectacle. Sato then picked up another cucumber. This one was bigger and even more grotesque looking. He got its head at her vaginal opening and then it too slinked and slid into her hole in the most erogenous way. All the way inside until it had disappeared in her pussy and could not be seen. Cassie’s eyes seemed to bulge out of her head asshe had been bound and violated in the most unbelievable way. She kept moaning and crying out that, “It feels bad.”

	The flunkies then went on, “The Dark Lordwill stimulate the creatures with the electric wand.”

	As they said this, Sato produced a “violet wand”. It was a hand-held, plastic and glass devicewhich housed a high voltage electrical transformer plugged directly into a wall outlet. Sato worked the intensity level controller and the tip then glowed and sparked “purple”.

	“The namako will be frightened and become very hard,” the flunkies announced to the audience.

	Cassie groaned, as Sato brought the tip of the glass close to Cassie’s pussy and touched it briefly to her clitoris. Cassie thrashed violently in her bonds, but there was little she could do. When he got the tip at the opening of her cunt, he worked it inside a bit and pushed the ‘on’ button. The shock felt very unpleasant to Cassie and she also felt the two creatures began struggling furiously inside her hole. They squirmed and wriggled in a crazed way. Frightened, they swelled up, twisted and turned and, in the process, wedged themselves tight into Cassie’s vagina. As they did so, they began to fill her to capacity...

	At this, Sato put his hand on Cassie’s Venus mount, pointed at it for the benefit of the audience, as if to say, ‘look what I did’ and then he slapped her pussy making Cassie groan. It was something for Endo’s men to see. It was so erotic watching the white girl wriggling—her hips and ass humping up and down as the creatures swelled up and squirmed inside her. Sato brought the wand down two more times. Each timeit made the sea cucumbers inflate and balloon up until they had reached their maximum warty size. The effect on Cassie was not to be believed...

	When the two cucumbers had stretched her pussy to the maximum and beyond, only then did Sato produce a Hitachi wand, a vibrator. He used that on her labia and clitoris and soon, with her vagina so tightly packed that it hurt, the vibrator made her cum. And then cum again. The men yelled, “kampai” once again as Sato seemed to be able to make her have an orgasm at will. One man turned to his comrade and said, “See, she’s a slut. Look at how she cums even duringjyu-kan.” (bestiality) 

	When it came time to remove the sea slugs from poor Cassie’s pussy, they brought out a douche` bag filled with a solution of lye soap and shoved the nozzle up her pussy. When the creatures were doused and felt the soap, they exited her pussy so fast it made everyone watching laugh. After this, the party wound down. They auctioned off Cassie’s bra and soiled panties and both items fetched a pretty price.

	Chapter 6

	The Boss’s Party

	Fumio Tanaka, the Oyabun of the Aizukotetsu-kai, had an obligation to keep his troops happy and periodically he paid to wine, dine and entertain his men. Since his family ownedChrysanthemum House, it was inevitable he’d bring his men there. He booked a party two weeks after Cassie had performed for Mr. Endo’s men.

	After that party, Cassie came to the conclusion that although the bulk of the house’s business was simple sucking and fucking, she was working in a “BDSM House” and special parties were on the bill. She now realized that she had been bought from the 13K Triad in Bangkok because she had been “trained” for rough sex shows. She reflected sadly on her destiny. ‘I’m going to be a hand puppet again. What will they do to me now’, she worried.

	When Sato told Cassie she would be working another party, she groaned inwardly. She didn’t say anything, not wanting to earn herself any more punishment. She commiserated with Greta, who had spent her time as a performer at such events.

	“Oh, God, Greta. I can’t imagine what they’ll do to me,” she sniffled. “I hope it’s not too gross.”

	“I hear some talk that they’re going to bring in an animal,” Greta said.

	“Really? Oh, God, not that. I absolutely hate that,” Cassie said. “They did that to me in Bangkok.”

	Once again, she was dressed and made up as a young teen in a school uniform. Sato played the role of the Dark Lord and Hayashi the Red Devil. Cassie vowed to control her emotions and endure, but she was sickened that her life in Japan was turning out to be no better than what she had suffered through in Thailand.

	The Yakuza boss was a tough guy who managed other tough guys. The party was going to be rougher than Cassie’s first party. They pushed her out onto the little stage and Cassie looked out to see who was in the audience, but couldn’t see a lot as they had already dimmed the lights. She wondered what sort of men they were...

	And then, it began. Sato as the Dark Lord came out and began “abusing” the little white school girl. He was soon joined by Hayashi, once again the Red Devil. They had the flunkies partially strip Cassie and then they bound her with her arms secured behind her back.

	She was going to receive the “hugging the stones” torture (ishidaki). This was a traditional torture going back to Edo period, the time of the Shoguns. A dear time in history and one that was particularly meaningful for men of the Yakuza. As Cassie was prepared, there was a significant murmur of approval from the men in the audience.

	She was made to kneel on a small platform topped with sharp edged wooden triangular bars. Forced to kneel on this cruel board - as the sharp edges dug into the front of her calves, the pain became agonizing andintolerable very quickly. 

	Cassie cringed as Hayashi and Sato lugged over stone slabs; each weighed 10 kilos (22 lbs.). Sato placed one on top of her thighs. Then Hayashi added his stone to her burden. The pressure on her knee joints added to the agony she felt in her lower legs. The position stretched the tendons and ligaments in her joints to the limit and fretted her nerves to the maximum. She felt it in her ankles too. It soon became an insufferable ordeal.

	Cassie writhed and her head lolled from side to side as the pain built. She perspired heavily and it dripped down her face, neck and tits to land on the heavy stone in her lap. Hayashisoon added a third slab. Cassie groaned as this additional weight made her whine and mewl like a cat being strangled. The men in the audience could see heart-shaped buttocks spread invitingly and if one looked carefully… the brown pucker of her asshole. 

	Sato added a fourth slab to Cassie’s lap. Then Hayashiproduced ashimoto(bamboo whip) and swished it thru the air catching her attention. She whined as the Red Devil got ready to hurt her with it. Combining two tortures was very common in the old days...

	She saw his black eyes in his mask as he took a position behind to beat her. The sound of the bamboo hitting her buttocks resounded thru the room. Cassie bit her lip in pain and cried out each time he hit her. Each time he hit her, the men could hear the hissing intake of breath from her after the split ends of the bamboo made a wet noise as it marked her flesh. After several blows Cassie began screaming. Hayashi began raining a continuous rain of blows across both butt cheeks.

	The blows left both cheeks raw. Apart from her squeals and cries and murmurs from the men in the audience - the only sound was the rapid tattoo of the bamboo as the Red Devil beat her. Each fast, sharp blow made her react. In between squealing, she sobbed uncontrollably to wet her tits with her tears. Hayashi beat her until her flesh was so raw, she wouldn’t be able to wear panties for two days without crying. Finally, he stopped. Her eyes were closed and her chest heaved as she sucked air into her lungs.

	“Oh God...Oh GOD,” she babbled.

	She shuddered when another slab was added; then gave a strangled cry and fainted. Sato revived her with smelling salts. Hayashi waited a moment and then dumped a sixth slab on her thighs. With 50 kilos (110 lbs.) on her, almost as much as she weighed…the torment was indescribable and she fainted again. Sato had to revive her again. After this, they released her and Sato presented her to the audience. Cassie looked out at the sea of men. Some had taken off their shirts and tied them around their waists.

	She saw that they were covered with tattoos everywhere. When Yakuza men were among their own kind, they often remove their shirts or opened them up and tied them around their waists. This allowed them to display their full-body tattoos to each other. This was one of the few times that Yakuza members displayed their tattoos, as they normally kept them concealed in public with long-sleeved and high-necked shirts. It was a badge of honor.

	These were rough men and Sato, holding Cassie by her elbow, turned to her and said, “Are you ready for me to throw you to the wolves?”

	Cassie looked at the hard faces staring at her, groaned, gulped and closed her eyes. Sato pushed her off the stage and into the clutches of the men closest to her. Over the next hour, they used her like a doll. She was pushed into various positions: on her back, on all fours and standing, holding onto her ankles. Men shoved their cocks into her mouth for her to suck and unceremoniously rammed their dicks into her pussy. In between fucks and gagging on cocks, they worked on her with the Hitachi wand, keeping her on the boil. It was all a blur as they relieved themselves of their lusts, using the slim blonde girl to the fullest.

	When they were done, Cassie lay on a table, on her back, staring at the ceiling, her mind a blank. Her thighs opened and closed revealing a rivulets of semen drooling from her swollen, reddened hole. There was semen all over her cheeks, nose and mouth. She had been ridden hard and put up wet, to be sure. Some men had her twice. Thirty-two men fucked her more than 50 times in her pussy and 12 times in her asshole.

	She was shamed totally, because she had several orgasms as she was raped and sodomized. Her cries and moans left no doubt that she received pleasure from her debasement. The experience was very intense and overwhelming - something out of hell. She had been tested, once again, to her limits as a woman. She lay on the table in a puddle of semen; her legs splayed wide; her pussy purple, swollen and gaping open; her breasts bruised and showing bite marks; her nipples swollen obscenely... 

	She stared vacantly at the ceilingas she lay there exhausted. She heard men laughing and joking - she felt someone pulling her up and, staggering, she was led backstage. But the evening wasn’t over...

	Chapter 7

	The Black Pony

	Sato, Hayashi and the flunkies had wheeled out a contraption onto the stage. One of them came and got Cassie and dragged her away. A while later she appeared on stage again. Sato had given her some brandy and popped an Amyl nitrate under her nose to revive her. They had stripped her of whatever clothes she still had on and brought her over to the contraption. It was a rack with a chair underneath. They strapped her to the chair. 

	Then the two Greek chorus flunkies got into position and a gong was heard. They began to read from a card, and this got most of the men, sitting down again. That is those who weren’t playingoicho-kabu, a card game popular among Yakuza members. 

	Now that Cassie was back on stage, they were mildly curious as to what divertissement was next. Boss Tanaka, who sat like a king apart, smiled as he knew what he had ordered as a finale`. Then, there was a commotion, and everyone turned to look. The Red Devil was leading a little pony, a small stallion with a smooth black coat, about half the size of a horse. These were bred in Japan in the old days to haul coal in the mines. They were twice as strong as a horse, but only weighed about 150 kilos (330 lbs.).Sato took the bridle from Hayashi. When Cassie saw the pony, her hand went to her mouth and she bit her knuckle. Her mind was racing and she began whimpering in fear.

	Sato brought the pony to the rack. He and the flunkies got it to rear up and get its front legs over the top rung. Then, they ran a thick leather strap over the pony’s back to strap the animal to the rig. It was now mounted on the contraption and its haunches were dangerously close to Cassie’s face. A flunky brought out a sealed container. What it contained was a rag with the urine from a mare in heat. 

	When the boy climbed up on the rig, opened the container and shoved the rag under the pony’s nose, the pony snorted and whinnied. It smelled the mare and that’s when the beast’s cock dropped. It was mottled pink and black in color and soon hung down until it seemed like it would touch the ground. But as everyone watched, it sprang up as if it were on a spring and Cassie’s eyes flew open. It happened so quickly that it was almost comical. But it startled the blonde girl strapped to the chair who was, in effect, underneath the animal.

	Hayashi then brought out a sheath. It was made of leather and a flunky attached it to a collar that allowed it to move up or down on the horizontal bar that separated Cassie in the chair from the pony’s haunches. By now, every man in the audience had stopped what they were doing and were now watching, with great interest, as the scene unfolded. Card games stopped, men came back from the men’s rooms, and took their seats. It seemed everyone put their drink down on the tables to see what was developing.

	Hayashi and Sato had prepared well. Supervising the flunkies, the Dark Lord and the Red Devil had one boy adjust the sheath so that it was now pointing towards Cassie’s face, or more accurately, her mouth. And the boy with the rag again shoved it under the pony’s nose. The animal reacted and the rack shook a little as it tried to move or get down from the rack, but it was not to be. Its rear hooves were resting on a shelf that had been designed to keep the animal stationary. And its front legs were immobilized by being over the upper horizontal bar. The strap kept the pony from backing up or getting off the contraption.

	It’s cock was now monstrous in size. A full 36 centimeters long (14”) the shaft, close to the head, was no thicker than a man’s cock, but the head was as big as a golf ball. It was already drooling a thin white cream. Another flunky guided the animal’s penis into the leather sheath and as soon as it felt the tight glove around its organ, it began thrusting. Just as it did so, Sato slid Cassie’s chair, mounted on rails, forward so that her mouthwas right there when the animal thrust its haunches forward. The pony’s smell was very strong and she felt overwhelmed by the combination of sights and sensations, as well as the sheer depravity of the situation. Struck dumb, she could only stare...

	Sato barked at her to open her mouth and brought her out of her trance. She hesitated for only a moment, because it was hard for her to open her mouth for such a monstrous organ. The head was twitching and looked so big and alien. Whimpering, she submittedand took the obscene cockhead in her mouth. The pony, feeling the glove tight sheath on its shaft and Cassie’s mouth engulfing the sensitive head of its cock, began to hump. 

	The little stallion pulled back its haunches only a little as the adjusted its pelvic thrusts to the available friction. As the pony humped, the sheath slid up and down its thick shaft following the pony’s thrusting motion. Cassie held the animal’s golf-ball sized head in her mouth and sucked. When the cock suddenly popped out of her mouth, Sato barked at her to get it in her mouth again and Cassie could see the gross urethral opening of the pony’s cock winking open and closed - open and closed. As she got it back in her mouth, in the next moment...she was flooded.

	The pony began to whinny and ejaculate at the same time, and its balls began to empty andfillCassie’s mouth with a huge torrent of cum. There was so much it seemed to drown her. The first spurts were thin and watery, but as the animal continued to ejaculate, the continuing torrents were thick and gelatinous like glue. 

	Sato kept his hand on the back of her head so that she kept her mouth on the animal’s cock to receive all the semen. There was a lot and she just kept swallowing and swallowing it, but as the beast kept spurting, it filled her mouth faster than she could gulp it down. Some dribbled from the corners of her mouth and dripped down onto her tits. She gasped for breath, through her nose, as the hot fuck-slime filled her mouth faster than she could swallow. 

	The overflow of the pony’shot discharge continued to slop from hermouth down onto her chin, neck and even her tits. As the pony continued to ejaculate, Cassie was dimly aware of the excited murmurs and comments from the flunkies as well as the men in the audience. Her cheeks ballooned and she gagged as there was so much. She struggled not to vomit. Ropes of horse jismhung from her chin. The flunkies grinned, laughed and pointed at her. She had swallowed most of the thin, milky cum and the gelatinous cream, but she had gotten messy in the process. 

	She felt a little sick to her stomach from her forced feeding, but it also felt “sexual”. 

	When Sato took his hand from the back of her head, Cassie looked like she was going to vomit. He told her to get control of herself. But, she had swallowed a lot of horse cum and the fishy taste and gluey texture made her feel sick. With one hand covering her face and the other cradling her belly, she struggled to control the urge to vomit. The thought that a horse had cum in her mouth was strangely arousing. And the shame of having this forced on her in front of so manyaroused her as well. She was strongly aware of the men whooping, laughing and mocking her. She didn’t understand Japanese, but the intent was so very clear. One of them yelled at her that she was a “white fuck pig”.

	Finally the pony seemed to be done. She felt like a rag after having been forced to do something so depraved. She had become very accustomed to having someone take control of her body and make her do depraved things.

	Of course, the program called for her to be fucked by the pony. The contraption was designed so that a harness could be added to suspend her beneath the animal. When they got Cassie perched under the pony in just the right position, the flunky with the urine soaked rag, got it once again under the pony’s nose and the reaction was immediate. It got another erection.

	The animal’s cock was rubbery and waving around. When it got a whiff of the sex odor, it cock stiffened and got was fully erect in a flash. Rigid, as it moved as much as the contraption permitted, it hooves could be heard clomping on the shelfand it cock was heard as it slapped against its belly. Cassie heard it too. Sato grabbed her by her hair and made her look at it. 

	Now fully erect, the head of its cock seemed to be as big as a plum, and the monstrous shaft as long as her forearm from fist to elbow. She knew that any moment she was going to have that humongous dick inside her and she got worried it would tear her vagina. This emotion added to the excitement and shame she was feeling. All of this propelled her to new depths of masochistic submission. She craned her head forward and, wide-eyed, stared at the animal’s big phallus.

	The little stallion, on its hind legs with its forelegs over the upper bar, was ready to cum again; ready to thrust its cock into a warm, wet hole.The stallion’s cock had stopped slapping its cock against its belly and it hunched forward trying to find the pussy it had smelled.That’s when Hayashi and the flunkies got its cock into her. Hayashi grabbed its cock and Sato made Cassie spread her legs widewhich made her pussy gape open; and hold onto the harness suspending her with both hands. Cassie felt the cock head touch her pussy.

	With Hayashi’s help, it got its cock head at her sex-hole; then the pony thrust its powerful hindquarters and drove the cock in. Inside now, the animal began humping, pushing her back. And while her sex-hole had been opened, the muscles of her vagina had to stretch a lot to take the animal’s dick. As it dilated her, and the head slid inside her warm, wet cavern, Cassie groaned loudly. The opening of the vaginal sphincter and the stretching of her pussy tube was an eye-watering experience. And she was only able to take about two-thirds of the mammoth cock in her cunt.

	The big head plowed in, touched her cervix and went deeper into the pocket at the end of her cunt - stretching her totally. She felt a combination of pain and pleasure. She tried to pull back when she felt the pony trying to force more inside, but there was nowhere to go. There was so much cock inside her and as it reached bottom, she cried out. The penetration was mind-boggling and she groaned so loud that it made the audience react.

	The massive cock stretched her sex hole to the max. Then the pony pulled out, giving her a chance to catch her breath, but the respite was brief as it just rammed it back in again. A very hard thrust. Just slammed it in. It was hard to believe she had room for a cock that big. It was like having her forearm, from fist to elbow, shoved in her hole. She groaned like it was about to come out her mouth. The flunkies, standing behind, crowded closer to see the huge cock penetrate her.

	The pony had erected to its full length and girth and two-thirds of it was inside her hole. She braced herself as the pony began to whinny, snort and hump her again and again. Most of the time, the pony’s dick went in all the way to to the end of her cunt. The cynical Yakuza men, who had seen and done everything, were awed. Everyone was mesmerized by what they were seeing. The penetration was totally beyond any Cassie had received before, even from the dog in Bangkok. Her whole pelvis felt invaded, filled, stretched and distended. Inside, the head of the pony’s cock flared and its balls, which hung pendulous in its scrotum, went up and down showing the animal’s excitement and readiness to ejaculate. 

	The pony, neighing, snorting and whinnying, now began to fuck her harder. She could feel its flared cockhead stretching her. There was no part of her hole its cock had not touched and stretched.Her cries left no doubt that it hurt when the animal slammed hard into her with 150 kilos of flesh and bone behind it. Its humping was so energetic that its rear hooves scooted forward on the shelf with the force of its powerful thrusts. Comically, its tail flicked up and down which seemed to communicate the animal’s happiness with the mating. Cassie’s tits, jiggling and swaying, as the animal had its way with her, showed how steady was the fuck she was receiving.

	The pony would fuck her for a bit and then it would stop, pull back and its cock would slip out. The big dick would wave around and then the little stallion would hump and with help from Hayashi, find her hole again and penetrate her fully and painfully. The beast fucked the shit out of her for maybe 20 to 30 seconds at a time.

	As the little stallion drove its huge phallus in and out of her pussy, she began to feel the stirrings in her loins that told her she was going to cum. Her orgasm started to build. Sweat poured off her. As the pony fucked her for about 20 seconds straight, Cassie had an orgasm and showed everyone how it felt as she screamed like a madwoman. The men, drinking and enjoying the show, looked on in wonder and delight.

	Everyone watched as the beast kept humping its haunches back and forth in a monstrous mockery of human sex. And Cassie was out of her mind. Occasionally, she stared at the beast above her. Other times, her eyes were closed. Her hair became sweat-soaked and was splayed all over her face.

	The little stallion was also getting close to cumming. By instinct, the animal shoved its cock in as deep as it could trying to push the flared head to seal off her hole. The slit in the pony’s cock head was up against the end ofCassie’s pussy now. Its cock had stretched her pussy to unbearably painful dimensions. Even though as she cried out, yelled and screamed, the thrill and excitement was mind boggling. Its cock had reached beyond any previous penetration she had experienced. 

	The problem was the stallion kept mounting and then remounting her. She would feel herself approaching another cum, and then the pony would dismount. Then at some point, the head of its cock created suction and Cassie felt the pull on her uterus. Since the cock was tight in her vagina without any air gap, it produced suction that pulled on her cervix and uterus.  It was like her womb was being pulled out of her body. This was both somewhat unpleasant and pleasurable at the same time. This pushed Cassie over the edge and she had a massive orgasm that went up to her breastbone, all through her pelvis and down her thighs. She nearly swooned. 

	The pony finally ejaculated, and thick gushes of hot cum filled her hole. Cassie felt it hot and wet inside her. Over and over it spewed. A cup of yellowish cum backed up in her hole to come oozing out around the animal’s shaft. Any movement on the pony’s part made some squirt out. 

	The pony’s ejaculation was so heavy that cumwent everywhere - all over her pussy and on her innerthighs and on the animal’s lemon-sized balls. Hot cum dribbled down her ass crack. The pony was not moving now,her pussy stretched tight around its shaft, as its orgasm subsided. It flexed a final time to squirt the last drops of semen into her stretched hole.

	Cassie and the pony were both panting as they waited for the swollen, flared head to subside. The pony pulled back slightly, making her grunt, as the cock did not come out. Her pussy was stretched tight around the engorged column of equine cock meat. The pony pulled back and this time, its cock popped free. The stallion whinnied, shuddered and flicked its tail. Cum now ran from her hole. Some men got closer to look. Her vagina was open. One man said to his comrade that he could put his hand in her hole now. 

	The pony’s dick hung down, dripping cum. Semen poured from Cassie’s gaping hole and splattered on stage floor as it ran down the crack of her ass. But the little pony was not done. It still had lots of cum in its balls. After a few minutes, the mating was repeated; and the little stallion remounted her two more times in the next 15 minutes. Each time, it fucked the shit out of her.

	On the second remount, she came again. Each time the pony ejaculated, it filled her pussy full of cum. An horse cums a lot more than a man or a dog (a ¼ to a ½ cup with each ejaculation.). Finally, the animal was done and Hayashi and the flunkies got it down off the contraption and two boys led it away. Cassie was exhausted…a mess. Cum dripped from her hole, but it was tinged pink from blood leaking from small tears in her vagina, which was inevitable given the size of the cock that had raped her.

	Her crotch was wet: her mound...her ass and her pubic hair was coated. Hayashi got a bowl to catch the mess that drained from her hole, made her drink it and then lick the bowl clean as a finale` to the show. Some of the Yakuza men actually applauded when Cassie vomited. It was the last humiliation of the night as a big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascadedfrom her mouth like a fountain.

	Chapter 8

	Mr. Kichida

	Some nights Cassie spent in Sato’s quarters, like all his girls. She came to enjoy these nights sometimes. When she was there, his attention was all on her, and working as a whore everyday deprived her of real human contact, so any attention was better than none. Whatever feelings she had about him became distilled into “worshipping” him as her boss. It was the old Stockholm Syndrome: theparadoxical,psychological phenomenon where hostages come to have empathy and positive feelings towards their captors.

	And she discovered that she could best express her feelings when she was in his bed by giving him a great blow job. Cassie had become a master at sucking cock. The payoff, when the man dumped his load in her mouth, had become a treat for her; the reward for a job well done. One night she gave Sato a simply exquisite blow job. She licked his anus and his nuts and laved his cock with wet love. She used her tongue to tantalize him and then sucking and jerking him off, she made him have a spectacular cum. Sato was in heaven. When he came hotly in her mouth he felt his whole soul had spurted thru his penis. 

	Afterwards, he even cuddled with her, but she made the mistake of trying to kiss him. This was a no-no. He got angry with her and told her that she should never put her “dirty” mouth on his. Not a mouth that had been where hers had been. 

	“Never put your mouth on my mouth. You have a dirty mouth, whore!”

	Cassie was hurt emotionally. She went from enjoying his affectionate snuggling to having him kick her out of bed to sleep on the floor, like a dog. A metaphor for what had happened to her since her vacation in Bangkok went awry. However, it was part and parcel of the hard life she had been sentenced to. The one bright spot was that she came to be close to the other girls in his stable. They were the only friendly faces in her world. 

	Greta and Vickiewere her closest allies, but she liked Carol, the plump American redhead. Jillian, the English girl, washard to get to know. She was more closed off and only Greta had any real contact with her. As the months wore on, Cassie realized that the girls would talk about what happened at the Plank, as they were all bound next to each other. But, they were reticent to talk about the parties and the “special customers”. Cassie, after Endo and Tanaka’s party, understood. It was just too shaming and embarrassing.

	Some of the customers who took Cassie to a private room truly disgusted her too. There was the older accountant, a Mr. Kichida, who liked to jerk off on her face. After that, he wanted to have Cassie kneel before him, open her mouth, take his piss directly from his cock and then swallow. The piece de resistance ofhis sessions was for him to defecate a turd onto a plate and then have Cassie lick the turd, getting it wet with her saliva.

	She was not to score the turd with her teeth or bite it, just get it shiny with her saliva. He liked to have a whore taste his shite. The first session with Kichida did not go well. Cassie was reluctant to put her mouth on his shit, but he had paid and she didn’t want to incur Sato’s wrath. But she didn’t vomit after she’d anointed his shit with her saliva. And this is what Kichida San wanted to see as he jerked off. This is what got him off...

	Kichida complained to Sato who got furious with Cassie. He punished her withthe “compass”. Cassie was made to lie naked on he back on a metal bed frame in a storage area. Her limbs were stretched in four directions, tied with strips of cloth and then secured to a bedframe. Her whole body, except her head, was tightly restricted. She was kept bound naked this way for awhole day. She lost control of her bladder and bowels during the ordeal adding to her humiliation. The next time, as a “freebie” for Kichida, since he was a good customer, Cassie dutifully vomited after she licked his shit. It wasn’t hard.

	Chapter 9

	Tit and Pussy Torture

	Two older men bought Cassie one afternoon. Her tits fascinated them. They picked her from the “auction block” and took her to a room. There, Sato gave them akittee, an Indian torture device that corresponded to the European thumbscrew. It was a wooden screw press somewhat like a lemon squeezer. Between the plates a woman’s tits could squeezed often to the point of fainting. They bound Cassie’s wrists behind her back and then put the kittee on her tits.

	Having her milk bags squeezed painfully brought tears to the Australian girl’s eyes, but it only whetted their appetites. To this terrible torture, they added a refinement. They had requested a pair of pliers and this they used on Cassie’s nipples. She had rose colored nipples with medium sized areoles. But her nipples were as big as peanuts. This is why they had selected her. They were fascinated by their spectacular size. The younger man grabbed one in the jaws of the pliers and squeezed making Cassie wince and cry out. Then he did the same to the other nipple. He went back and forth and soon added a sickening little twist to the routine. 

	At one point, they took the kittee off and using their hands they slapped her tits unmercifully. One of them stood behind and held her by her shoulders as the other beat the shit out of her tits. He started off by giving her little smacks across her sore nipples, but soon he was just wailing on them – hitting her whole tit with hisfull, broad, heavypalm. The sound reverberated off the walls of the small room, punctuated by Cassie’s groans and screams. 

	When they had worked themselves up to a fever pitch, they turned her over on her stomach and took turns fingering her until they made her have ashiofuki (a female ejaculation). Then, the older man worked his fingers back into to her dripping cunt, one-by-one until he had all four fingers in her, making Cassie groan. He curled his thumb to his palm, and curled his fingers so that he had made a fist inside her holewith his wrist encircled by her vaginal sphincter and hot, pink labia. Cassie moaned when he did this and then groaned very loud when he began turning his balled fist around. He went this way and that and each time he did that, she groaned and squealed like a stuck calf.

	He got it in all the way and then began pumping his fist in and out. He fisted her until she had another wet shiofuki. She had never been fisted before, but since her pony fuck, her pussy was becoming used to being stretched. Still, the man’s fist was an uncomfortable intrusion. Then, they took turns fucking her in her asshole, using only their saliva and her secretions to lubricate her tight passage. Finally, they worked chopsticks into her urethra and didn’t stop until they had forced three of them into the tiny orifice. 

	They took them out and then reinserted them slowly raping her tiniest hole. Cassie found it weird and terribly unpleasant. When they began working more of them into her pisshole, Cassie’s howls could be heard throughout the building. Sato came in at one point with a rag and smilingly asked the two men to gag the poor girl. Which they did, so that they could continue to have more fun. They finished off by jerking off on her face, but made her take their cocks in her mouth toswallow some of the load.

	Chapter 10

	Electro Torture

	This was another hellish night for Cassie.The setting was a dinner party for a small software company: the owner, his minor partner, and six key employees. They were seated around a low table, they enjoyed drinks for awhile. Then dinner was served. After dinner, when the table was cleared, Sato and Hayashi brought Cassie into the room. First, she had to do a striptease for the men. 

	She wore a very short skirt and a low top that accentuated her tits. With her hot red lipstick and blonde hair, she was suitably exotic for the these men. When she was naked, Sato made her bend over and display her “charms”. Cassie had a simply beautiful pink-lipped pussy with the cutest clitoris peeking out from under its thin hood. She had to pull her pissflaps apart to show “pink”. Always humiliating...

	Sato and Hayashi bound her spread-eagled and naked to a low table. Hayashi inserted a blunt shaped copper cylinder into her vagina just behind her pubic bone and it filled her hole nicely. Every sensitive spot on her anatomy was then clamped or received the invasive insertion of a probe. A thin corkscrew electrode was screwed into her urethra. The hood of her clitoris was retracted and an alligator clip was used to clamp the organ. 

	Her rectum got penetrated by a thick aluminum plug and Hayashi grasped her tongue with a pair of pliers, pulled it out of her mouth, secured it so she couldn’t retract it and then attached electrodes to her tongue. He clamped her nipples last. Sato connected the leads to a transformer. They were synched up to create four circuits. One circuit connected her pisshole and her rectum. The second connected her clitoris and her vagina. The third circuit connected her nipples and the fourth circuit consisted of the electrodes on hertongue. 

	Sato handed outfoursmall wireless controllers. Sato gave a demonstration and soon all the men were having fun torturing her. They exchanged controllers so they could enjoy shocking different parts of her body through the four circuits. Cassie was subjected to nearly an hour of low-amperage electro shock torture.

	Cassie shuddered, twitched, shook and writhed on the table. It was excruciating and humiliating. She drooled and fainted twice.Her nipples swelled up as big as cashews and turned bright purple and so did her tongue and clitoris.She had been transformed into a doll, an inanimate object. The “hottest” charge was the circuit that connected her pisshole and her shit hole. When this was activated, the pain was intense and her hips came off the table like she was trying to fuck the ceiling. The next hottest charge was the circuit on her tongue, since the organ was wet with saliva. These hurt terribly and made her feel like she was going to lose her mind and her eyes would pop out of her head. 

	The weakest charge was the circuit that connected her clitoris with her vagina. When she was shocked there, it was a weird combination ofunpleasant and arousing. It gave her a hot, buzzy, itchy feeling that felt stimulated her; and made her pussy drool. When someone worked this controller, Cassie’s hips writhed in the most erotic way. The men were fascinated by what the three controllers could do and they played with them and passed them around as each man wanted a turn. And it went on and on, until with bulging erections, they were ready to dump their hot loads in her. Sato, seeing that it was time,removed all the electrodes and got her on all fours on a coffee table. 

	One man got in front of her and another took his place at her ass. They took turns fucking her pussy and mouth until everyone’s balls were empty. They humped her like a toy for an hour. When it was all over, poor Cassielay slumped on the table in a wet heap leaking from her cunt and cum on her lips, cheeks and chin.Her tongue, clitoris and nipples had swelled to comically obscene dimensions and made her look disfigured. She could barely talk with her tongue swollen.

	And to add to his men’s amusement and to cap the evening’s fun and games, the company’s president got her on her tummy and put a cushion under her hips. Then he told her to “hump” it. When Cassie didn’t show enough enthusiasm, he took off his belt and whipped her butt cheeks to encourage her. He kept her at it until she’d made herself cum. She pressed her pussy against the cushion and rubbing it hard, she came! Being forced to masturbate in front of someone was always the most degrading thing of all. It exposed her totally and made her a participant in her own debasement. 

	She “fucked” the cushion and put on such a show that all the men crowded around to watch and cheer her on. When she reached her cum, she cried out and then slumped exhausted, but the company’s president pulled his number one employee forward and told Cassie to get down on the floor. She looked up with weary eyes and wondered what else he could make her do...

	He wanted her to hump the man’s leg like a dog! Cassie groaned, but got into position. He kept her at it until she’d made herself cum again. With the men cheering her on, Cassie performed like a trained animal. She was numb when it was all over.The next day, Greta caught Cassie looking at herself naked in the mirror. She was touching her tits...holding them up and looking at herself closely.

	“What are you doing? What are you thinking,” Greta asked her?

	“I’m looking at myself. And you know what? ...All I see are my tits, my ass and my cunt. That’s all I am now,” she said tears welling up in her eyes. “Just tits, ass and cunt!”

	Greta reached over, put her arm around Cassie’s neck to pull her close and gave her a hug...

	Chapter 11

	Maria’s Crucifixion

	As bad as things had been for Cassie, not long after her “electro” session, she and the other girls got to bear partial witness to one of the worst sessions any of them had seen. A wealthy couple, Mr. and Mrs. Fukuda, the woman in her early fifties and the man in his sixties, had paid to see a girl “crucified”. Checking the girls out on the “auction block”, they selected a chubby, pretty Filipina who worked for Watanabe. Her name was Maria and she had been a bar girl in Manila, before coming to work in Japan.

	She was full-figured with very brown skin, an absolutely beautiful mouth, thick black hair, big dark nipples and a hairy pussy. The couple didn’t want to have sex per se. They wanted to witness the cruel torture of a Catholic woman. This is why they selected Maria. Afterwards, they would go home and, reliving the experience, masturbate in front of each other. It was their way to “get off”.

	For Maria, it became a session that took her out of action for several days. She was dressed up in what would pass for prison clothes: gray top and pants. Hayashi and Sato were the “judges” and they sentenced her to be crucified as the Fukudas watched breathlessly.

	Asshe was sentenced in Japanese and English, Maria began to weep as Sato had not told her what the session was about. She was hearing it for the first time and her wide-eyed shock was catnip to to the Fukudas. Standing there, shivering in her prison clothes, Maria grunted with the strain when two flunkies put a heavy beam, weighing 25 kilos (56 lbs.) on her shoulders and lashed it secure. It would prove to be a torment to carry. 

	They force-marched her outside into the courtyard. Cassie and Greta weren’t working and they peeked from an upstairs window. The beam was heavy and Maria stumbled as they made her march around the perimeter. Then, Sato and Hayashi brought her to stand in front of a square pole sunk in the ground. The pole had a two-inch block cut from the top where the crossbeam went. The flunkies took the beam from her shoulders. 

	Hayashi and Sato made her take off her cotton top and pants. The garments were wet with sweat from her exertions of carrying the beam. Her big, brown nipples and hairy Mons were now visible to the couple. Hayashi had orders to prolong her agony, and as a great student of torture, he had read how the Romans had refined crucifixion into an exquisite torture. Everything was done to prolong the victim’s anguish on the cross.

	If you let someone hang by their arms alone, they would asphyxiate too quickly, so the ancient Romans had devised ways to distribute the victim’s weight on the cross so their suffering could be drawn-out. To this end, Hayashi had fixed a curved rod topped bya knob to the pole about hip height. This would penetrate Maria’s asshole to support her bodyweight - but it promised to be a terrible torment. Hayashi greased it as everyone watched...

	They made her lie down on the ground and then Hayashi bound her wrists to the beam. He and Sato got her on her feet and walked her backwards, with the beam sitting heavily on her shoulders, to the pole. They lifted the crossbeam to the top of the stake and sat her down on the greased rod, so it penetrated her anus and slid up into her rectum. 

	Hayashi bent her legs and then placed her feet sole-to-sole on the front of the pole. In this position, which flexed her thighs and exposed her crotch, he lashed her heels to the post. She was now secured to the post by all four limbs and soon felt the full, cruel agony of her position. Maria’s loins, with the rod in her shitter, were supported, but it was a hard perch with rod deep in her rectum. Crucified, she was soon feeling total body agony. 

	Her legs were bent and as she explored how much she could move, it wasn’t a lot. With her wrists bound, her arms stretched and her heels lashed to the post, she could only move up and down through a limited range. Her orange-sized tits wobbled and jiggled with each movement of her body. Her head lolled back and forth; then she hung her head in shame and futility. Shemade eye contact with the Fukudas, but was sickened by the lust etched in their faces and turned away.

	It soon became difficult to breathe, and the pain of her bondage soon forced her to stand up on her heels and pull herself up by her arms to relieve the pressure. She took in a breath when she stood. But soon, the pain and the fatigue in her thigh muscles became unbearable. So, she allowed herself to hang by her wrists again.

	This forced the rod deep into her shit-hole. She went up and down...up and down... like a puppet. Maria hung for as long as she could stand it; then pulled herself up. Holding this position for a few moments allowed her to relieve the pain in her wrists and get air into her lungs. Then, this pain became too much, so she sagged and the rod went far up her asshole again. It was excruciating... Going up and down, up and down...it was like she was ass-fucking herself on the post.

	Sweating in the sun, she soon became dehydrated and thirsty. Satohad a flunky piss in a bucket, soaked a sponge in the urine and then held it up to her lips. The smell made Maria shake her head in protest, but she was thirsty and knew that it would only be worse if she refused so, she bit on the soaked sponge. The Fukudas were beside themselves. She held her husband’s hand and kept squeezing it, her breath coming in little gasps as she enjoyed Maria’s suffering.

	The poor Filipina writhed and squirmed and this only hurt her wrists and heels. As the afternoon wore on, Maria cried out. She uttered things like, “Madre Dios” (Mother of God) and beseeched Jesus to save her. She cried out in Tagalog, English and Spanish as the agony of her position overwhelmed her. The Fukudas were ecstatic. They were getting their money’s worth. Having her cry out to her Christian God was just the frosting on the cake!

	Hayashi had read that the Roman torturers would add to the victim’s suffering in a variety of ways. From them, he got the idea to takea short, sharp needle mounted on the end of a stick and use this to jab Maria’s breasts, especially her nipples. Each cruel stab produced a groan of anguish and more begging for Jesus to save her. Soon, her tits and her big, brown nipples were stippled with dozens of tiny puncture wounds. Asami Fukuda, the wife, looked as she was about to cum...to have an orgasm, at this point.

	Hayashi also painted Maria’s face, underarms and crotch with sugar water to attract insects. He used a little brush, paying special attention to her ears, nose, mouth, armpits, pussy, clitoris, ass crack and anus. The flies and gnats soon arrived. Just a few at first, but attracted by the sweetness of thesugar water, they began to swarm. Maria had been sweating heavily - adding salt for the insects to feast on. The flies were soon crawling all over her, and began to invade wherever there was an opening. 

	As the teaming horde overran her face and crotch, she nearly lost her mind. Her dripping armpits, her nose, ears, mouth and crotch were soon well infested. This was one of the most effective tortures as it opened up her most private orifices to pollution and invasion by insects. Maria began sobbing and bawling as the flies had their way with her. She began babbling like an idiot after awhile, as if she was losing her mind...

	Later, Hayashi forcibly inserted a thick wooden rod into her vagina several times and then redrew it, raping her cruelly. To add to her suffering, he worked a thin rod in and out of her urethra making her writhe in agony. He then pressed the urine soaked sponge against her lips again; and she was so parchedshe drank the piss. Maria tried to control the pain of her bondage by changing positions, but at some point she realized there was no relief - only endless agony going up and down on the pole. She hung her head, mumbling and sweating in mindless agony.Periodically, she would raise her eyes to heaven and begin praying...

	Sato took the initiative and masturbated her. He rubbed her pissflaps and clitoris until he had her writhing and crying out. She was so ashamed, but it only got worse when he made her cum and not long after, she even lost control of her bladder. Fifteen minutes later, the Fukudas left. They were both so excited, so worked up...they couldn’t wait to get home and masturbate as they re-imagined Maria’s suffering on the cross...As for Maria, it took days for her to recover. 

	It had been a traumatic, harrowing experience. But she felt closer to her God by undergoing the same suffering her Savior had and this was a mildly comforting thought. In her home country, many worshippers during Good Friday consent to being hung on the cross, as a religious experience. For Maria, however, it was much more shaming...

	Chapter 12

	Noriko

	One night, Noriko Maeda paid a call on Cassie. She had Sato bring her to one of the private rooms. Cassie waited nervously. Sato didn’t say who the customer was or what he wanted. Cassie was surprised when Noriko walked into the room andbegan taking off her clothes. She was wearing a navy silk suit and a pale peach silk blouse. Cassie watched uneasily as the woman’s body was revealed. . She wore a beige bra and reached behind to unsnap it – revealing a heavy set of “hangers” capped with big brown nipples. Her tits were large and hung down. 

	She kicked off her shoes and dropped her silk trousers and nylon bikini panties. She had a big butt, a protruding belly and was very hairy between her legs. Her pubic hair went almost up to her navel and grew on her inner thighs too. She cradled her tits in a self-satisfied way and then went to a cabinet to pull out a strangeapparatus. She set it down in the center of the room. She crooked her finger at Cassie and pointed to the device. It was a small tripod with a padded seat.

	“Lay down. Put your head there,” she said, pointing to the seat. 

	She got Cassie lying on her back with her head on the seat with her hands, palms down, under her buttocks. Cassie was facing the ceiling and as she lay there apprehensively, Noriko straddled her face and got her crotch right over herface. Noriko squatted down and lowered herself until she made contact with Cassie’s face. The older woman had a nice sex odor and her hairy pussy parted a bit as she squatted so that Cassie could see her plump labia and peanut-sized clit.

	Her inner sex lips were fat and asymmetrical. Her yellow-white skin was a contrast to the dark grove between her ass crack. She was moist, and her sex lips glistened in the room’s light. She sat down fully on Cassie’s face, and then lifted herself up slightly to adjust her position. The she just sat there. She’d brought a small book with her and began to read. Cassie had all she could do to breathe. It was very humiliating. Noriko sat there for 30 minutes reading. As she enjoyed her “seat”, her pussy got a little wetter and Cassie had no choice but to smell and taste her. Finally, Noriko put the book down and began to “ride” back and forth, using the Australian girl’s nose, mouth and chin to rub herself against.

	She grunted softly as she worked her hips back and forth. Cassie could barely breathe. She had her mouth open and her tongue out to lick the older woman’s hot, wet pussy. Her nose rubbed Noriko’s clitoris on the upstroke. Noriko’s pussy swelled and became juicy so that Cassie’s face got wet from her cheeks to her chin. And then Noriko began jerking her hips back and forth in a way that let Cassie know she was about to cum. 

	She tensed up and came; and her discharge flooded Cassie. She swallowed the slippery pussy juice; she really had no choice. After Noriko came, she relaxed and sat down heavily on Cassie’s face, causing her to beat on the older woman’s thighs, as if to beg for mercy.Noriko’s weight on her face and her wet orgasm overwhelmed her. It made it hard to breathe, but feeling submissive, Cassie unconsciously thrust her tongue deep into the older woman’s vagina and wriggled it around inside her hole.

	“That’s nice,” Noriko praised her.

	Cassie surrendered to the older woman, who then ground her crotch on Cassie’s face this way and that, extracting all the pleasure she could get from having the girl’s nose and mouth available to her. Then Norikoadjusted her position and rolled her ass over Cassie’s face so she could have her eat her asshole as well. Cassie obediently licked the woman’s shit hole; and finally, it was done. Norikogot up and dressed, very business like, and left without saying another word.

	Chapter 13

	Dr. Saitou

	He was a doctor named Saitou. What sort of doctor was not known by anyone at Chrysanthemum House. Everyone thought he might be a gynecologist. In any event, he was middle-aged and non-descript in appearance. What he liked was scaring girls half to death. He selected Cassie from the “auction block” and she was taken to a room. There was a gynecologist table. Sato and a flunky strapped her to the table with her legs in the stirrups and her wrists by her side. They also used a strap around her mid-section. Cassie was very fretful as she was being bound for something terrible, she felt. The Doctor was escorted into the room; and asked Sato if he had gotten the vibrator he wanted. 

	He had requested a certain model with a small bullet shaped head. He brought his own speculum. As Sato watched, he used this to dilate Cassie’s vagina until it was expanded to the maximum. The speculum was an inexpensive, plastic see thru model and when it was in, Cassie’s pussy had flowered open so that you could see the “os”,the opening, in her cervix – the path into her womb. The good doctor smiled when he saw inside Cassie’s pussy. It was perfect for his type of fun.

	Sato then handed him a long plastic tube which Saitou inserted into her dilated vagina at an angle. Saitou asked that the table be adjusted so that Cassie was brought into a half-upright position. The flunky cranked the table so that she was sitting at a 45 degree angle. Now shecould see the tube in herpussy; and stared down at the apparatus in her cunt. Her hole was framed by her hairy labia and she could see the “wings” of the speculum with the tube going into her...

	The Doctor turned to Sato and said, “Do you have what I requested?”

	Sato did. He turned to the flunky who reached down and brought out a plastic bottle. Sato took the bottle, held it up, shook it a little, smiled and then handed it to the Doctor. Where he was standing, Cassie couldn’t see what was in the bottle. Sato told Dr. Saitou that everything he’d asked for was now in place.

	“Is there anything else you require?”

	“No...You may leave me now,” Dr. Saitou said. 

	Sato bowed and he and the flunky left. The Doctor smiled at Cassie and her blood ran cold. 

	He spoke a little English and said to her, “Are you afraid of bugs?”

	Cassie looked at him. He was holding the bottle behind his back and she was now becoming very anxious. He held up the bottle and shook it a little. Inside were cockroaches. Dozens of them. Scampering about the bottle, desperate to get out! All sizes: from small to fairly large. Cassie cowered at she looked at the bottle and began shrieking and bawling.

	“W...w...what are you going to do,” she stammered? “Oh God, no...no...”

	He didn’t say anything but took the cap off the bottle. Then, he tipped it into the end of the plastic tube. He shook some of the roaches into the tube. Immediately, some of them began sliding and scampering down the tube. Cassie began screaming. She had always had a fear of bugs and never liked sitting on a lawn wearing a skirt for fear that a bug could get in her pussy. Many women have similar fears.

	The Doctor’s eyes gleamed with lust as he watched some of the roaches making their way towards Cassie’s vaginal opening. His eyes went from the tube to her face as she was now in the grip of fear, loathing and revulsion.She was now screaming her head off. The Doctor reached into his bag and produced a ball gag and soon Cassie could only make muffled cries as the gag was large. She soon began to drool as well.

	That’s when Dr. Saitou brought out the vibrator and turned it on. He came over and began to rub the tip all around the spread lips of her cunt, concentrating on her

	clitoris. He played with her pussy as Cassie watched, in the mirror, in sheer terror and horror as the procession of cockroaches got closer and closer to her vagina. The sheer horror of the situation was mind-bending. She was afraid she’d lose her mind. When the first roaches reached her hole and she felt them enter her, she screamed into the gag like a lunatic.

	As it went on, the Doctor became more focused on arousing her as she was violated by the insects. Cassie couldn’t feel anything at first, because the terror felt dominated her mind. As for the roaches, some stayed in the tube and some wandered in through the speculum into the wet recesses of her moist vagina. The feeling of them “infesting” her was overwhelming and insufferable. She kept screeching and squealing, but the gag made the sounds coming from her mouth very comical.

	Doctor knew exactly what he wanted to do. At one point, he removed the tube from the speculum and then spun the little wheel closing it and pulled it out, trapping a dozen cockroaches in her hole. He lowered the bed so that Cassie was lying flat. Cassie, now feeling the full horror of the trapped bugs crawling and scuttling around inside her, screamed herself hoarse. She squirmed and writhed violently pulling against her bonds frantically as the feeling of the bugs inside her was intolerable and there was nothing she could do about it. She humped her hips up and down in a futile effort to find some relief or to somehow get free. 

	But she was secured into position and the only option available to her was to concentrate on what Saitou was trying to do to her with the vibrator. He rubbed her pussy lips and clitoris to masturbate her vigorously – only stopping when he felt he had gotten some response to what he was doing from Cassie. And with no other options open to her, Cassie humiliatingly opened herself up to feeling the tingle of sexual arousal in her pussy.

	Soon, Saitou was delighted as Cassie began writhing in sexual ecstasy. Cassie’s pussy got very wet andbegan to pulsate and spasm; and when she finally came, she shot some of the roaches out of her cunt. Dr. Saitou was beside himself with happiness. He had never gotten a girl to squirt the bugs from her pussy!He kept it up until she had ejected most of them from he hole. It was truly obscene. As she was masturbated to orgasm, she expelled bugs from the depths of her hot pussy!

	Following this, the Doctor came over to stand next to her face. He unzipped his trousers, pulled out his cock and began jerking off. He continued to stroke his cock slowing, enjoying what he had been able to do to her, until he unloaded on her face. This, for him, ended the session. After this, he tucked his prick back in his pants and left. Cassie lay on the table, moaning and crying in helpless distress as she could still feel a few of the horrid roaches in her cunt. She began crying out for Sato to come and release her. Eventually, he did. It was perhaps the most horrifying experience she had at Chrysanthemum House. 

	Prior to her enslavement, Cassie had not been religious in any significant way. After a few months in Japan, her dorm mates would see Cassie on her knees praying each night. This was her prayer: ‘Please Jesus, take me away from this hell. I promise I’ll be good and do all the right things. Only please free me from the HELL. Please Jesus, free me. FREE ME...PLEASE’!As of this writing, Cassie is still a whore at the house. Her parents continue their struggle tofind her or discover what happened to her, but the trail went quite cold in Thailand.
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	WARNING:This story starts off slow, but keep reading. If you enjoy the sexual humiliation of women you will get off on this tale. It might also be described as “politically incorrect”. It features the sexual abuse and degradation of black women. The “N” word, and other offensive racial terms are used. This, in no way, reflects the values of the author who, in reality, disapproves of such language. This is a fantasy and the use of such terms are employed solely to facilitate the tale.

	

	Prologue

	Michelle Jeffers was a very attractive 40 year old African-American woman. Living in Little Rock, Arkansas she had a professional career as the Chief Administrator at St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital in that city. She had two children, a 23 year old daughter, Akeema, and a 15 year old son, Brian. 

	Physically she was easy on the eyes: smooth, chocolate brown skin. Large brown eyes, prominent cheekbones, classic “negroid” features - small but flat nose, wide mouth and thick lips. Her ears, however, though small, stuck out a bit (‘like a monkey’s’, she always said to herself). Her black, shoulder length hair had been straightened and arranged in a professional style. She had dimples in her cheeks. She was of medium height with a buxom 38D-30-41 figure. There was some sag and jiggle after having had two children, of course, but she was shapely, and remarkably fit and toned.Along with large breasts, she hada big, black ‘booty’, but worked out regularly and it showed.

	Moreover, as a black mother and professional woman in a publicly prominent role, Michelle was self-consciously well aware of setting an example and serving as a role model for own children as well as children served by the hospital, their mothers and the hospital staff.

	But, for Michelle, it was more than that. Much more. In the fused focus on appearance and performance, self-disciplined diet and exercise, fitness and working out had become part and parcel of Michelle’s overall obsessive-compulsive preoccupation with what she viewed as the primary purpose of her life: looking and acting as the opposite of prevailing negative racial and sexual stereotypes in every way she could.

	This had all seemed to come together for Michelle in the past several years, as her ascension to Chief Administrator at the hospital paralleled Barack and Michelle Obamas’ ascension to the White House.Alongwith so many other African-American women, Michelle felt pride that the ‘First Sister First Lady ‘looks like me,’ dark-skinned full-figured and all. 

	Michelle hoped that her nerdy, biracial, light-skinned, reticent son would identify with and gain self-confidence from the nerdy, biracial, light-skinnedBarack. Ironically, however, her son demonstrated little interest and, when pressed,insisted that he supported McCain in the presidential campaign. While this increased the distance and tension between him and his sister and mother, it was during this time that Brian, in his last year of middle school, had become less socially isolated when he began tutoring older student athletes to help them get promoted to high school rather than held back in middle school. 

	And now, two years later, as Brian’s tutoring carried over into high school, an academically lazy, but very popular group ofwhite jocks had begun to include Brian in their social circle. Michelle had mixed feelings about this. On the one hand, Michelle had long worried about her son isolating himself in his room with his computer and video games, encouraging himto become social, and there was no doubt that associating with this popular group of white jocks, all seniors,bolstered her son’s self-esteem and boosted her his status in the nearly all white high school. 

	It did bother her more than she liked to admit that her son associated only with white kids, like these jocks. But that was probably to be expected with a son who looked white attending a nearly all-white school. What disturbed her more was that they were older than her son, how much he looked up to them, and their motivation in adopting their younger and smaller tutor, in what amounted to their little “mutt mascot”. Michelle felt guilty viewing her son and his relationship with the jocks that way, knowing how hurt he’d be to hear her say it. But she didn’t want to see her son used and hurt either.

	Michelle had fewer mixed feelings about what had happened with her daughter and their relationship. Though they’d been both been busy and drifted apart somewhat since, there was no question that actively campaigning for Obama had brought them closer together. While they looked and acted very much alike, beneath the surface, both were driven to prove themselves in ways that competitively and compulsively drove them apart.

	Although the emotional distance between them increased with adolescence, some distance had always been there for Michelle, driven by the shame and guilt she felt about how Akeema was conceived: rape. Rape at age 16 by one of the low-life black thugs that Michelle’s crack-addicted mother always had hanging around. This was, of course, the exact oppositeracially, of the family situation the Obamas represented. Michelle had striven all her life to get above her past.

	From her grandmother as well as from her own experience, Michele knew the importance of appearances, and how people always ‘judged books by their covers’, no matter how much they protested otherwise. Following what her grandmother preached, just as Akeema had learned from her, Michelle projectedand expressedherself by how she dressed. ‘Dress for success.’ ‘Positive attitude, conservative attire.’ Clichéd mottos she’d heard from her grandmother and passed on to her daughter: ‘Dress straight, sit straight, stand straight, talk straight, look ‘em straight in the eye,’ as her grandmother instructed.

	Michelle always wore business suits with matching jackets and skirts in dark colors; rarely pants. Skirts never too short or tight. Even her lingerie was rather demure. Basic colors again, mostly white and black, a few mauve and lavender. She hated pantyhose though and liked to wear stockings when not going bare-legged. Most of her panties were either white bikinis or white briefs. She had learned how to be a lady from her grandmother.

	Grandmother Helen had been perhaps the biggest influence on Michelle’s life. A staunch Baptist, the old woman believed in her bible and family. A large woman physically, she was known as “Big Hela”. Michelle was usually found close to her skirts as a child. When Michelle was a teen, her mother, Grace, had problems with men, drugs and drink, and eventually gave her to Big Hela to raise.

	The old woman’s admonition to her granddaughter was always: keep your skirts down and be a good girl. And Michelle, by and large, obeyed. But her mother Grace was a bad seed and attracted the worst sort of men. When Michelle was 16 she was raped by one of her mother’s“boyfriends”, got pregnant, and gave birth to Akeema. Grandma stepped in and took care of them both. 

	She made sure that Michelle kept her baby and got a high school diploma. With Big Hela’s help, Michelle went on to ArkansasBaptist College, then transferred to the University of Arkansas where she graduated at the top of her class and got a master’s degree in health services. After college, she married a lawyer named John Darbin Moore, twenty years her senior, and had a second child, Brian.

	Everything, at this point, should have been great. And for five years it was, for the most part. However, never that close to begin with, as time went on, they drifted further apart. By the time Michelle discovered that John was a philanderer, she wasn’t all that surprised. They’d met through their work at the hospital when a racially sensitive lawsuit over Medicaid fraud thrust both Michelle and John together respectively representing the hospital’s public image and the legal case. 

	As they assumed racially progressive stances that proved effective in the boardroom and courtroom, it also proved seductive in the bedroom. In fact, Brian was conceived the night the case was won after Michelle’s testimony under John’s skillful questioning, as a drink-fueled, joyful celebration thatled to a late-night mating more lustful than anything they ever achieved afterwards. 

	Once they had come together to win the case for the hospital, and, as it turned out, to make Brian too, there wasn’t much there for them. John was politically conservative former college football star who had never been all that receptive to women or minorities and she was the black girl who’d always envied the popular cheerleaders who got the good looking jocks. It just took five years to realize the mistake. Either or both of them might have discovered it sooner if Michelle had had more interest in sex with her husband and he had less interest in chasing other women.

	Although he’d never been very affectionate with his son, left by the time he’d entered kindergarten and remained aloof since, Michelle’s husband did grow closer to his stepdaughter, Akeema as she turned from tween to teen. In fact, as much as Michelle loathed to even think about it, then or later, when they divorced, being jealous and suspicious of the affection and intimacy between her 13-year-old daughter and her husband was a more powerful and shameful factor in wanting a divorce than her husband’s interest in chasing young, white women at work and in clubs.

	Still, with financial assistance from John to supplement her academic and athletic scholarships, Akeemagraduated from his alma mater, the University of Arkansas, like her Mom, and later got an advanced degree from the University of North Carolina. She lived in a rented townhome in Chenal Valley while Michelle and Brian lived in the Heights area, an upper middle-class white neighborhood in a house Michelle inherited from the divorce.

	Akeema had copied her mother’s workaholic style and had become somewhat of an overachiever. Michelle was justifiably proud of her, even though they were not close. Her son, Brian, was another issue entirely. He took after his father, both in physical appearance and values. He seemed to be ‘white’, in every respect, including a presumption of privilege and entitlement, provoking grudges and resentment from his older half-sister. 

	As aggravating as she found it, Michelle was more forgiving of her son’s attitude and behavior. She knew that much of it was a cover for the insecurities he felt as a biracial boy growing up with a strong, stern, workaholic black mother, and a darker, older sister who took after their mother, with a high-status but remote white father who seemed to take more interest in Brian’s ‘black-bastard half-sister, not even a real stepdaughter,’ as Brian had scornfully scoffed more than a few times, than his own son.

	Recently, Brian had gotten into a huge fight with Mom over whether or not he should spend so much time playing video games. The 15 year old had rebelliously defied his mother in front of a friend, and Michelle had been humiliated and wounded by the incident. Michelle worried about him.

	Chapter 1 

	The Emails

	That fateful Thursday, Michelle’s jaw dropped as she stared at the computer screen. She had gotten to the office early. But midway through the grunt work, she got an email that blew her mind. The subject line said; ‘Is this you?’ Pasted into the email and attached was a revealing photo of her. It showed her sitting on a loveseat in a bedroom wearing just her bra and panties. 

	Michelle recognized it immediately. It was one of a series of photos her ex, John, had taken of her a year after they were married. She was perhaps twenty-four at the time. She sat dumfounded...wondering. The email had no real information as to who sent it. She ran a check to identify the IP and and it came up blank.

	‘Who sent it?’ she wondered. She couldn’t wait to get home and check to see if the photos were still there. She hadn’t looked at those pictures in years. It hadn’t been her idea to take the photos. John had insisted, telling her she needed to ‘relax and loosen up’ about her body and sex. He persisted in repeatedly prodding her until, after a few drinks one night, she eventually gave in. He started with taking pictures of her in her bra and panties and then made her take them off. 

	The last shot had her lying on her back holding her breasts upwith her legs open showing her hairy crotch.She’d felt uncomfortable and ashamed about them at the time, and, for the same reason, had put them out of her mind since then. She sighed, took a sip of her coffee and went to the mirror to check her appearance before she left for a staff meeting. When Michelle got back from the meeting, there was another email. This timethe pictures showed her totally nude in an increasingly obscene pose. The image leering at her from the monitor made her heart race. She felt sick...‘Oh God, who’s doing this?’ she wondered.

	Whoever was doing it was sadistic. The last email featured Michelle on her back, holding her breastswith her legs spread in the full sexually open position, looking for all the world like a slut. She felt sick.

	These were the type of pictures that would have scandalized her grandmother. Michelle could almost hear the old woman chiding her for having participated in such a lewd thing. Thinking about the emails, she wondered, ‘What do they want? Who sent them?’ She knew she must get back to work, so she stashed the email in a folder she named, ‘private.’

	As the chief administrator at St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital, her duties included managing staff, setting budgets, hiring doctors and even fund-raising. Today she was working with her staff to coordinate a fund-raising event for that very weekend. Her position demanded that she maintain a high level of professional decorum. Having any of those pictures on the Internet frightened Michelle half to death. She put the worrisome email behind her and went back to work.

	At six, she left the office in a rush. She had to get home and see if the originalphotos were still there. She wasn’t sure where she’d hid them, but she thought they were in a box hidden in her lingerie drawer. When she got home, Brian, her son was playing games in his room. She rushed to her bedroom and fetched the box from the back of her lingerie drawer, underneath her underwear, where she thought it would be. She rummaged through the contentsand found the photos in an envelope. 

	Her relief at finding the photos lasted a brief moment until her torment returned. Finding the original photos didn’t change receiving them, or copies of them, from someone by email. She felt stupid. Stupid about keeping them instead of destroying them long ago. Stupider about thinking she could keep them hidden in her lingerie drawer, of all places. Stupider still about investing any hope about them still being where she’d thought she’d hidden them. 

	Here they were, and what did it matter? Someone must have been in her room, in her lingerie drawer, discovered them, copied them and emailed her. But who? The sheer thought of it, wondering who, made her shiver and cringe with creepy, queasy feelings. Except for very occasional, brief visits by her daughter, who else was in the house other than her and her son, his best friend, Jonathan, andhis newfound ‘friends.’

	The more she thought about it, the worse she felt. She dreaded not finding out who was sending the emails and them sending them to others, ruining her. She dreaded finding out it was her son. Her son!Why would he do such a thing to his own mother? It was too despicable. Unthinkable really. 

	The thought of him even seeing the pictures was so shameful and embarrassing it was nearly unbearable, which immediately made her feel guilty, angry and disgusted with herself for not destroying the pictures long ago, and instead leaving them in her lingerie drawer. Some hiding place! She shuddered to think about it now, but wasn’t it natural for boys to be curious, especially going through puberty and adolescence? And wouldn’t a lingerie drawer be a prime target of adolescent curiosity?

	She felt stupid, angry and disgusted with herself all over again. But she couldn’t let herself just get stuck there. Beating herself up over it was pointless. It accomplished nothing. Even if it wasn’t her son, she pushed onward, it could be any friends he had over, which, except for Jonathan, were very few and far between until his recent ‘friendship’ with the jocks. How would they snoop around and find the pictures without her son knowing? And, even if that happened, knowing teenage boys, how long would it be before they would be showing the photos to her son, or he found out from someone else and saw the pictures anyway?

	She was back to the mortifying thought of her son seeing the pictures, who knows how and who else. She was driving herself crazy going in circles with questions, speculation and self-recrimination. She was stalling, avoiding what she was dreading but knew she had to do. In a grim, gut-churning march, she went to her son’s bedroom and, after a pause and deep breath, knocked on the door.

	He told her to come in. Sitting on his bed facing the door, he raised his head and then his eyes from his laptop. She asked him if he or any of his friends had been in her room. Brian looked at her blankly, and said, ‘no’. She turned away and wondered whether he was telling her the truth. She turned back to ask if he was sure, then blushed, turned away again and rushed out the door when she saw her son’s gaze languidly lingering on her butt, then rise to lewdly stare at her breasts.

	Michelle went to bed without eating, and stayed there restlessly tossing and turning without sleeping. She couldn’t stop her head from spinning. While her son’s verbal reaction had been anticlimactic, his visual reaction left her feeling both frantic and pathetic. Whatever one was supposed to be able to read from a person’s eyes, when she asked whether he or his friends had been in her room, she found the blank look her son gave her when he said ‘no’ to be both inscrutable and unreliable. And, when she’d turned back to see her son leering at her ‘tits and ass,’ to call it as crass and obscene as it was, she both knew and didn’t know what that meant. 

	Her son’s gaze was definitely sexually objectifying. As mortifying as that might be to endure for the demure black mother, that, at least, required no clarifying whatsoever. More mortifying, even horrifying, was whether that sexually objectifying leer from her son was a consequence of having seen her lewdly displaying herself in the photos, or—still mortifying, but less horrifying—simply the consequence of prurience and vulgar impudence typical of male adolescence. 

	She thought about the way her son’s eyes lingered on her butt just as they had lingered on the screen of his laptop when she first entered his room and wondered whether he’d been looking at the photos of her right then.

	The more she ruminated about it, the more humiliated, exasperated and infuriated she became. All of which was recycled and escalated again when, twice even, as she’d gotten up to go to the bathroom, she caught herself looking in the mirror at what she’d caught her son gawking at, but then covered only by her sleepwear of bra, panties and T-shirt.

	‘What the hell was she doing, what was wrong with her?’ she mercilessly interrogated herself again and again, as if she needed anything more to be humiliated, exasperated and infuriated about. However, looking at herself in the mirror, resisting the urge to take off her bra for another look, she remembered why she’d kept the photos: to have pictures of herself, her body, before the sagging, wrinkling wreckage of middle and old age.

	She remembered feeling both flustered and flattered when she’d caught her son’s newfound ‘friends,’ the popular white jocks, looking at her the same way her son just had, and briefly wondered if she should consider her son’s prurient leering flattering…Which immediately precipitated another round of humiliated, infuriated self-battering. By the time the sun rose and she dragged herself out of bed she felt not only groggy from lack of sleep, but punch drunk from the slugfest of self-disgust she’d been inflicting on herself.

	The next day at the office, a Friday, Michelle sat there and bit her lip, thinking about her predicament. She poured a cup of coffee and some no-fat milk, stirred and stared at the brew in the cup, which had started black and so quickly and easily acquired a creamy mocha cast. It made her think about her and daughter, her son and his father, their skin colors, mixing that was anything but quick and easy. She had much more immediate, serious issues to think about, so, why in the world was she thinking about this? 

	‘Stupid’,she muttered to herself. She had deep-seated issues about being somewhat dark-skinned. Feelings she should have put to rest or at least gained some closure on continued to plague her and, even now, clog her mind when she had much more pressing matters to worry about. A very attractive woman, she drew admiring glances throughout the day, but tended to be oblivious to all but the most obvious of them.

	She tucked her straightened hair, strands of which had fallen forward, back behind her right ear, and scrolled down to read some stray bit of information.  The problem was that she was very distracted by the emails, and just stuck there, at the point of perpetual, pointless distractionand endless dread, without being able to address whoever was sending them for whatever reasons, and whoever might see them with whatever dire consequences.

	Over at the high school parking lot, Lloyd Bennett lounged with his pals,Ryan Roselle, Harold Watson and Dwight Mitchell. All of them were high school seniors. Everyone except Dwight were “latchkey” kids - the products of broken homes. Ryan lived with his mother and his sister. Lloyd lived with his father, a policeman, and Harold lived with his mother, Darlene. 

	They swigged from soft drink cans. Two of them were coming off spring track practice. As they laughed and joked, it was apparent that they thought of themselves as ‘masters of the universe’. They were joined by their new mascot, Brian. Only a sophomore, he looked up to the four. Ever since they’d ‘adopted’ him his status at school had risen to heights he’d only imagined in his fantasies.

	“Hey nipper, how’s it goin’ man,” Lloyd said to him as he joined the group. Brian had been given the nickname, ‘nipper’; Lloyd was ‘chief’; Ryan was ‘face’; Dwight was ‘oak’; and Harold was ‘chubs’, because of his fat physique.

	Ryan was the biggest...a star on the football team, a muscular 225lb. linebacker, but lanky Lloyd with whipcord muscles and the speed of a rattlesnake, was the real leader of the group. He had opinions about everything; and his quick wits and feral nature insured his status as the ‘boss’. Ryan was the good looking ‘star’, but Lloyd was the real ‘alpha’ male. 

	“How you doin’ my man,” Ryan asked Brian. “Your Mom still ragging on you.”

	“Aw...she’s ‘OK’,” he answered. “She’s always jumping on me about sumptin’.”

	“Yeah, my Mom never stops griping about me cleanin’ my room,” said Harold.

	And so it went. The boys just hanging out and shootin’ the shit. Actually, Lloyd was the one who had pilfered the pictures of Michelle when he and his posse were over at the Jeffers’ house. While the others played video games in Brian’s room, Lloyd snuck into Michelle’s room and rummaged through her drawers. When he found the photos he took them, scanned them and returned them to the envelope where he’d found them.

	His plan was to share them with his pals and have a few laughs. What took his stunt to a whole new level was that Roy, his father, found them on his phone. Being a detective, he was in the habit of checking out his son’s cell phone. When he found the pictures, he let out a long whistle. He wondered who the attractive black woman was. The pictures didn’t look professional. They were definitely amateur snapshots. He questioned the boy.

	“Where’d you get the pictures of that middle-aged black bitch...the ones on your phone,” he asked?

	“Hey, Pop, you’re always snoopin’ around my computer and my phone...”

	“Yeah. I gotta keep an eye on you. Gotta make sure you’re not getting’ into shit. So, where’d you get those? Who is she?”

	Lloyd fessed up and told his father the whole story. 

	“This...the boy who looks white...this his mother?”

	“Yeah.”

	“What were you gonna do with ‘em?”

	“Aw, we wuz just gonna have a few laughs, Pop.”

	“Gimme your phone.”

	Roy opened his phone and went to his photos.

	“Well, we’re just gonna send these to me. And then we’re gonna delete ‘em on your phone,” Roy drawled.

	“Aw, Pop, I wasn’t gonna do anything wrong. It was just for grins...”

	“That’s alright. That’ll be the end of it.”

	Roy went to his lap top, and opened his in-box. He stared at the pictures. ‘Nice lookin’ bitch’, he muttered to himself.

	An avowed racist, Roy had a basic, but no longer simple hatred of blacks. And, ironically, the more politically incorrect it had become to openly express or act on his racism, particularly in crime investigation and law enforcement, and the more he had to pull himself back and reel himself in, the more tightly wound, twisted and angrily entangled hisrepressed racism had become.

	Roy hated blacks, but it did not just start and stop there. He hated black males—both the athletes he used to compete againstandthe thugs he took down as a cop—but also grudging admired and even envied them for real and imagined physical and sexual prowess and, shit, the sheer balls so many of them showed.

	He hated black females too, all the big-ass-big-mouth bitches, gold-digging sluts and hoes, aggressive in ways that begged for the beatings he saw so many of them getting.  But regardless of how repulsive he told himself they were, he found them attractive and seductive too, in what he thought of as primitive, savage, animalistic ways, always in heat, just oozing sex, giving him “jungle fever”that would jangle his nerves andnot go away.

	And that’s the genesis of how his plan emerged and evolved. It was, more of an impulsive then increasingly compulsive urge than a plan, really, when he decided to blackmail Michelle. He wasn’t sure at first what he would make her do, but the more he thought about it, the more obsessive he became about making the 40 year old mother his sex slave.The obsession began to build as soon as he found out that the black woman in the photos was not only the mother of that nerdy near-white mutt who’d been tutoring his son, but was named Michelle. 

	The same name and skin color as that black bitch, amazon lawyer in the White House, wife of the arrogant, mongrel law professor who’d somehow become president… The first biracialpresident, the moniker of the “first black president” having already gone to Bill Clinton. Roy had grown up watching ‘Bubba’ Bill Clinton and his cunt feminist wife go from the governor’s mansion to the White House. 

	And to watch Obama battle Hillary, beat her and McCain, and then select her as Secretary of State had been almost too much to bear. But now, with Hillary still growling about the rights of women on a global level, and the Obamas in the White House, there was something not simply ironic but almost poetic about turning homegirl Michelle into a black slave, a black sex slave. Being an angry redneck and Arkansas cop in the homestate of the Clintons during “the culture wars” was one thing, but this just took everything to a whole new level. It had been a heady stuff, a real rush when he called into talk radio shows, but this… this?

	Just trying to wrap his head around it gave him a hard on that wouldn’t go away.

	Roy was a take-no-prisoners police officer. A 14-year uniformed veteran of the Little Rock police department, he had been sited for bravery on a number of incidents and written up for “excessive force” more than once. A former high school athlete himself, he had “gone to seed” and now was some forty pounds heavier – too many donuts! What he didn’t like about what he’d become turned his attention and increased his devotion to his only son, Lloyd.

	He started the boy hunting and fishing when he was only seven. His own wife, Lloyd’s mother, had run off; so he had been able to gain custody of his son. He was hard on the boy, but basically Lloyd respected and feared his dad. His marriage to Lloyd’s mother, Anne, had deteriorated not long after the boy was born. 

	A pretty blonde, she was no fan of his abusive ways, and left Roy for her dentist. Roy, who felt that women fell into two categories: whore and Madonna, took every opportunity to demonize his ex as a slut. He was always preaching to Lloyd about sluts and ‘nigger gutter sluts’. Only women like his own sainted mother were exempt. 

	“Remember Lloyd, most women, if given half the chance, will show you they’re sluts,” is how he put it to his son on more than one occasion.

	So, Roy, seeing an opportunity in hand, decided to see if he could turn Michelle Jeffers into his personal slut. He had some elaborate fantasies about what he could do with her. Fantasies as twisted and entangled as his repressed angry racism and sexism and the ugly, sick shit he’d seen over the years as a cop. His ex-wife and any other self-respecting woman, at least white woman he thought, wouldn’t put up with that shit, but the Jeffers bitch would be his to do with as he chose.

	But first, he had to size her up. So, after he’d pulled up the email with the photos in his inbox, he made sure he went to Lloyd’s room to delete the scans on his son’s computer. Then he loaded the pictures on a disposable cell phone he’d confiscated from a kid and never turned in to Property, got Michelle’s work email address and sent them to her. This would soften her up. The next day, he went to the hospital at the close of day.

	When Michelle went to her BMW at 6pm in the parking lot, Roy came over to her...looking serious.

	“Ms. Jeffers, hi, I’m Detective Bennett.”

	“Yes, detective, what can I do for you?”

	“I confiscated this phone. It has some pictures on it I thought you should see,” he said as he pulled out the disposable cell phone.

	He opened it and began scrolling down.

	“Lookit this,” he said.

	Michelle’s heart sank as she stared at the pictures of her in the nude.

	“Oh, my God,” she said. “Where did you get these?”

	“I’m not at liberty to say. But this is you, is it not?”

	“OH GOD, yes, I’m sorry to say.”

	“These would be classified as indecent in almost any jurisdiction,” he said.

	Michelle was embarrassed and humiliated, but having to agree that the photos were indecent made her feel guilty and ashamed about them too. It was obvious that he had seen each and every one of them and that he knew what she looked like in her birthday suit. He kept the phone open and Michelle felt sick.

	“These photos may have been sent out over the net,” he intoned.

	“Someone emailed them to me yesterday,” she said.

	“I see,” he said. “Do you know who?”

	“NO...What can I do?” she asked, stricken.

	“Who took the original photos Ma’am?”

	“Oh...my husband...my ex-husband, actually. A few years ago.”

	“Kind of lewd and explicit, aren’t they?” he asked, a smirk curling and grooving its way through the crags and crevices of his face.

	“Well...I...I guess so. We were married at the time.”

	“Were you and your husband ‘swingers’?”

	“GOOD LORD, NO...no...definitely not!”

	“I see.”

	Michelle felt sick. Having this man questioning her as if she was a criminal and virtually some kind of slut or whore…and knowing that he (and others!) had seen her naked and exposed was horrifying. She felt like she’d lost all respect and could never get it back, even if she deserved to, which she wasn’t sure she did, however long it might take, if she could endure it.

	“We’ve got to keep this type of filth from getting into the hands of children, you understand. This individual may send these photos to your family or people you work with. It may just be a prank or it may be blackmail,” he said solemnly.

	“Blackmail? Really? Oh, God, NO...”

	With no explicit threat expressed in the emails carrying the photos, she’d shoved aside fearful thoughts of potential blackmail. But now that this cop had spoken of the possibility out loud, the bleak, abstract prospect of blackmail acquired an alarming reality.

	“I’m on top of it. In the meantime, I’ve got to keep the phone and the photos as evidence. Where are the originals? Do you have them?”

	“Uh...Y...yes.”

	“Hmmm...I may need them.”

	“I...I...I see.”

	“I’ll be in touch.”

	With that, he left. He had learned what he came to find out. She was a nice, respectable lady who was easily intimidated. And ashamed by the pictures. Not what you’d expect from your typical nigger bitch. She was also very hot, now that he had seen her in person. He decided to press forward with his plan. 

	Michelle felt humiliated and ashamed. Her most private pictures that she was stupid enough to let her husband take in the first place, and then keep around in her lingerie drawer years after their divorce, were now in the public realm. She wondered who may be looking at her naked, what would happen, whether she’d be threatened, blackmailed by whoever to do whatever…knowing that whoever and whatever, it was all her own fault.

	That next morning, Brian, wanting to be cool and part of the posse, had agreed to having his new jock friends come over to the house. At 9am all four boys showed up. Michelle was in her study, trying to concentrate on something other than her nude pictures.Just the thought of her son or the other boys seeing those pictures was enough to keep her sequestered in her room.

	Before long, the guys were sucking down sodas and playing the cool games that Brian had in his room. She could hear the boys...pretty raucous in Brian’s bedroom.

	At 11am, Roy Bennett showed up at the house.

	“Ms. Jeffers, I need to speak with you,” he said when she answered the door. 

	“Yes, of course,” she said.

	“OK, let’s go into my study.” Michelle guided him to the small bedroom on the 1st floor that she’d fixed up as a small study for herself.

	“What have you found out,” she asked?

	As she asked this, he turned and closed the door.

	“I’ll need to confiscate the original pictures,” he said evenly.

	“You do?” she gulped...

	“Yeah, I need them for evidence. You see this phone,” he said holding up the disposable cell phone. “This is a throwaway phone I showed you yesterday. It has all those explicit pictures of you.”

	Michelle stared at the phone. “Yes...”

	“I found it’s been set up so if you hit this button your son will get a surprise email. And it’s got the emails of the board of directors at the hospital...where you work. And your minister’s email address too. The emails have all twelve pictures attached. Please get the originals.”

	“Wha...I don’t...” Michelle looked around like she was expecting the cavalry to rescue her.

	“Ma’am, you wouldn’t want your son to see these, would you?”

	“NO...no...I...I’ll get the pictures.”

	Michelle went to her bedroom and got the photos. She felt like she was handling atime bomb…or the debris of a blown-up life. She tucked the envelope containing them in her purse and went back to the study. She knew just one thing: she didn’t want Brian to see her that WAY!

	“Here, they are,” she said as she handed him the envelope.

	Roy sadistically went through them all...one-by-one. Michelle began sweating. She was so humiliated as he was studying them all over again.

	“Are there any others?”

	“N...no.”

	“Ok...get your coat and we’ll go.”

	“W-w-where w-would we be g-g-going?”

	Michelle couldn’t form her thoughts or words clearly.

	“I think I can clear this up. We’ll just need to take a little ride.”

	‘Did he just say that he thought he could clear things up?’ Michelle almost asked him out loud, but kept her mouth shut and tried not to let her hopes from unrealistically, frantically soaring out of sheer desperation. But he was a policeman, and she assumed that they were going to the police station…and with all their knowledge and resources, maybe, just maybe…

	She called out and told her son she had to run another errand. Without any of the boys knowing Roy Bennett had even been there,he went outside, waited in his car until Michelle joined him and drove off.

	Michelle sat there in the passenger seat. The thought that Brian would see her that way...or that whoever was behind this would send the photos to her boss or her minister sent her into a panic.

	Roy drove her to his house in East End, about 10 miles south of Little Rock. They entered the driveway. Michelle had a handkerchief in her hand and with sweaty palms she found herself twisting it. They had hardly talked on the drive.

	“Where are we,” she asked nervously? “I thought we were going downtown.”

	“I got sumptin’ to show ya,” he said.

	Chapter 2

	Roy

	So, began the first of Michelle’s many humiliating ordeals. Roy was a bigot who believed, despite the science, that evolution was wrong about the races and that whites were infinitely superior to blacks.

	When it came to African-Americans, Michelle was a classic affirmative action era liberal. She believed that the experience of cultural deprivation that began with slavery had “imprinted” blacks. She believed that blacks were equal to whites by any measurement or standard but the experiences of being a subservient people had given them a “slave mentality”. In her own way, she was trying to overcome such thinking herself.

	She had used education to pull herself up the class ladder, but Michelle was also often attracted to white men; especially if they were nice and fair minded. Sensitive, intellectually courageous and slim were the qualities to which she was consciously most attracted. But, having grown up around rednecks,she’d often felt…well, she wasn’t sure. They stirred such strong, mixed feelings in her that, as soon as she found them swelling up, she stopped dwelling on them and stuffed them away. As repulsive as she told herself they were, she also had a compulsive attraction to them. 

	Compared to elusive but insidious institutional racism, outright, upfront bigotry had clarity and something like integrity to it. Moreover, whatever the insecurity and hostility was behind it, and however vile their views, redneck men had a almost primitive virility that Michelle found attractive on a primal, equally primitive, visceral level. 

	And, with their historic role from slavery through the Klan, Jim Crow and the Civil Rights Movement—with white cops in Arkansas doing anything but their duty to ‘protect and serve’ blacks—white male cops like Roy brought all these issues to the surface for Michelle. Sometimes she attracted racist brutes who were turned-on, as some white men throughout the slavery era had been, by big-assed, black females – like her!

	Roy’s mind was aflame ever since he confiscated the pictures from his son. He was a sadist who had, on more than one occasion, grabbed a black bitch by her straightened hair, yanked her head around, forced her to her knees and got her to suck his cock. Preferably after giving her a good “coon” whipping on her big, black, “bubble-butt” with his belt or even better, an Arkansas prison strap.

	Roy Bennett was hairy with a paunch...just the sort of loud, white braggart who had been a star in high school and had “gone to seed”. The sort of man haunted Michelle’s nightmares. He had grown up hunting and still enjoyed taking game with a gun. It was this hobby that kept in close comradeship with his son. 

	He regularly hunted feral hogs and raised American Bulldogs for that purpose. He had a kennel full of Johnson strain dogs out behind the house. It was against this backdrop that Michelle, at his urging, entered the Bennett living room. There was no one home. 

	“Well, we’re here,” Roy said turning his full attention to Michelle. 

	“Well, what is this place,” she asked?

	Michelle felt both fear and anger. Lloyd was unfazed. He had a small smile playing on his lips. 

	“Actually, it’s pretty simple. This is my place.”

	“Why are we here,” she said becoming more nervous by the second. He held up the phone. 

	“I got this here phone with all these dirty pictures, and the originals,” he said, and held up the envelope.

	“Now, if you want them...you take off your clothes and suck my cock.”

	Michelle found herself unconsciously clutching her stomach. She felt physically sick.

	“W...w...what.....what in God’s name is wrong with you?” she managed to croak.

	“Unless you want everybody to see your naked black ass,” he said as he held up the phone, “we’re gonna have a special session – today. Just the two of us...”

	“You can’t be serious,” Michelle asked, her eyes widening in fear?

	“Absolutely...FIRST...take off your clothes.”

	“WHAT....ARE YOU CRAZY?”

	“No...I’m not. But, if you don’t, your son gets to see your dirty pictures. Then...your daughter...I have her email address in here too. Your friends’ emails...Then the minister at your church; and all the board members at the hospital. It’s your choice.”

	“You wouldn’t dare.”

	“Why fuckin’ not? Imagine the impact on your job, if everyone can see your ass...Your head honcho job will head straight for the fuckin’ toilet. SO YOU SEE, SWEET CHEEKS...YOUR OPTIONS ARE FUCKING LIMITED!”

	Michelle felt her head about to explode. She kept shaking her head, hoping that it would all go away....and that she could think clearly. She felt like she’d been punched in the stomach. In all her darkest ruminations about the boorish, bullying, obnoxious white men in this world, she never imagined that that a cop in this day and age could or would actually do something like this...It was completely vile.

	She looked over at Roy, now sipping from a glass. He looked positively smug and amused.

	“If I do it, will you keep the pictures private?”

	“Like I said, FIRST, get your clothes off.”

	Michelle groaned. Though he’d seen her naked in pictures, getting naked in front of him now was something else. Her mind was reeling with what she would have to do, when she was naked. Since she’d been raped, molested and masturbated to orgasm as a teenager by her mother’s boyfriend, Michelle had never been comfortable with sex, and had not experienced an orgasm, or even masturbated in the years before, during or since her marriage. But now she had no choice. 

	Michelle stood up on wobbly legs. She put down her purse, which she had been clutching tightly, on the coffee table between them. She reached down to take hold of the hem of her blouse to pull it up and then off, but try as she might, she couldn’t. She just froze. She dropped her hands by her sides and just stood there.

	“Well, bitch...come on ...get busy,” Roy ordered her.

	“I...I...I...just...can’t,” she stuttered.

	He was quick to react. He was over six feet tall and weighed 220lbs. but was loaded with fast-twitch muscle. He sprang up like a cat, and grabbed Michelle by her hair. He reached back (Michelle saw his hand coming...but it seemed to her that she was watching his hand and herself in a movie) and slapped her hard across the face.

	“You need some trainin’ darling. And the first lesson is always the hardest,” he joked.

	Michelle was so stunned she couldn’t say anything. So, he slapped her again using the back of his and followed it up with another fore hand blow making her head twist right and then left again. This seemed to jar Michelle into life and she began struggling and clawing at him. She had been raped once before in her life and she was wired to fight back.

	Guttural sounds came out of her mouth as she became a wildcat. But Roy towered over her and just held her at bay and then he did something that so shocked Michelle she was overwhelmed by the ‘idea’ of it as much as the physical blow. He punched her in the stomach. 

	The impact stunned her, and within a second he turned her around, pushed her back against the fireplace mantel and slammed his fist rudely in her proud belly again. Warm and soft, Michelle swallowed the punch, and he felt her breath rush out her nostrils and mouth. The look in her eyes turned from wild fear and surprise to intense pain. Before she could even mentally react to these punches, he put another one in her, quick and hard and deep. Incongruously, he was smiling at her the whole time.

	Like lightning, he snatched her straightened, thick, black hair in bulk, and pulled up as she started to sag. He yanked hard, and she staggered and writhed around on the end of his outstretched arm, then he sadistically reeled her in to where the next punch buried itself in her stomach. He slammed it into her deep; driving her navel towards her backbone, lifting her clear out of one shoe and almost out of the other. Then he let her sag to her knees. 

	He went over and, in one gulp, swallowed the rest of his drink. Michelle dropped into a gasping, sputtering stupor on her hands and knees. She tried to stand up. Little moans and whimpers stirred in her throat. He kept looking back at her to see what she was doing. Her head was still hanging down. Her dark eyes opened slowly. She was coming to the awful awareness that this was no simple beating, but something powerfully sexual. And the ache in her belly would tell her this man was like nothing she had encountered in more than twenty years.

	He watched her black eyes filling with pain and fear. He knew her earlier confidence had fled. In its place, he could see something else now. A glimmer of a grim understanding that he was something that would envelop her with his power.

	In her eyes he could see defeat and dread. He knew in the next hour he would begin to teach her who and what she really was…a “nigger gutter slut”.That she had been acting for too many years like an “uppity nigger”. That all the diplomas in the world would not change what she was in body and soul.

	He would subject her to his own brand of discipline and in the process debase, abuse, disgrace anddegrade her beyond anything she could imagine. He knew, in his bones, that she would come to understand possession and submission.

	Having violently dominated and devastated her through brute physical force, he abruptly changed tactics and more gently humiliated and manipulated her. Having rapidly reduced her to a hopeless, helpless state, following the traditions of generations of white men before him with blacks and women, he addressed the hapless, middle-aged mother and professional woman as a parent would address a dim-witted, reluctant or recalcitrant child.

	“Get up now and be a good girl,” he grinned at her.

	He came over and reached down and put his right hand in her left armpit and with his other hand he told hold of her thick hair again.

	“Upsy daisy,” he teased her as he pulled her to her feet.

	He pulled her blouse down to expose her tits in her bra. Then he reached down and pulled up her skirt to expose her panties. He was pleased to see that she wore no pantyhose or stockings. Michelle’s hands went down to try and cover herself, but he almost playfully swatted them away. 

	“No...no...no...little girl,” he crooned at her.

	He pulled down her panties to her knees. Then he pushed her forward.

	“Walk around, stupid,” he said to her grinning.

	Michelle, in a trance, began to shuffle forward. He pointed and told her where to walk, admonishing her not to let her panties fall to the floor and get dirty. All she could do was waddle awkwardly, knees spread, frog-legged…or like a bow-legged toddler who’d wet itself. It was hugely embarrassing. Michelle, coming to her senses after being put into a shock by the belly punches, now began to feel something else. It was like she was falling...falling...falling...down...down...deep...into some sort of black hole or well. 

	The feeling of being shamed was seeping into her bones and it was a feeling she had pushed back in her consciousness for more than twenty years. A shiver went up her spine as the impact of these feelings began to work their way through her being. 

	“Oh God...no...no...please God...no,” she began whimpering. 

	Roy ignored this. Even without knowing her personal history, he knew he was taking her on a journey that would be traumatic. He was prepared...in fact...he was licking his lips as he got ready to enjoy it. He had whipped out his phone and took some photos of Michelle stumbling around, half-naked.

	Roy found the prospect of “training” Michelle one that made his cock stiffen and his balls throb. Now, he had her just where he wanted her. He kept making her waddle and shuffle around like a stupid child.

	“Now that I see ‘em, you got fat, floppy tits like a whore, Michelle,” he taunted her.

	He eyeballed her fat tits capped with very dark brown nipples and sizeable aureoles and as he ogled her, Michelle found tears coming to her eyes. She felt like a butterfly pinned to a board under the microscope of a sick, cruel scientist. 

	“Pull your fat tits out of your bra....completely,” he instructed her.She did as she was told.

	He began to pull her around by her nipples. Michelle was hampered with her bra binding her upper arms, and her panties hobbled her, stretched between her knees. He forced her to pull her panties back up into her crotch and humiliatingly made her hump them while he tugged on her nipples and towed her around the coffee table like a pull toy. She was shocked and ashamed to feel the tingling sogginess between her legs.She looked up at his face and shivered. He used his paw to give her a few swats on her big booty. 

	And Michelle had a fine, black girl’s big ass. Two big loaves of muscle and fat that just begged for Roy to beat them. She was hairy between her legs... and now that she was in ‘beaten child’ mode, she was just about the sexiest thing he’d ever seen.

	“Now, take off your panties and give them to me,” he said.

	Michelle groaned softly. She was already so exposed and ashamed. She glanced down and then at him. She saw he would hit her again. And smile and laugh about it at the same time. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her white cotton briefs and pushed them further down to her ankles. Then she took them off and handed them to him. He had his hand out...He took them from her and began examining them. 

	“Not very crusty. Perhaps you need more foreplay,” he laughed.

	Michelle winced at the joke. She had been more frightened, but she did feel some thickening and swelling feelings in her loins that had made her get somewhat wet. And Roy, holding up the crotch pointed out a wet spot. 

	“You did cream them slut. See...”

	“I think it’s going to be easy for me to train you,” he baited her.

	“You’re wet and before I finish with you you’re gonna cum like the ‘nigger gutter slut’ you are.”

	Michelle reacted as if she’d been punched again. There it was....that old racial slur...the worst one anywhere in the world: NIGGER.

	She had spent a lifetime overcoming the barriers that prevented black people and women from competing on any sort of an equal footing. And here it was again, the old racist fence as high as the Rocky Mountains. She just couldn’t resist. She opened her mouth to speak.

	“I can’t believe you said that. How can you use that word, knowing how hurtful and wrong and sick it is? How can you...”

	Before she could finish Roy crossed over the distance separating them and clamped his paw over her mouth.

	“Now you’re getting ‘uppity’ again. And I gotta stifle you. I got just the thing. Yup, I got this here gag.”

	With that he held up her panties. Michelle looked at it and her eyes went wide. ‘He wouldn’t’, she thought to herself. He did. He pinched her nose shut by clamping two big fingers on her nostrils and then as her mouth yawned open to gasp some air, he balled up the panties and shoved them into her mouth.

	Then, holding her by the hair in one hand, with one hard tug of the other that tore through the clasp and straps, he yanked off her bra, and wrapped and tied it around her head, the bra cups forming a chin strap and cap to hold the panty-gag in place. Roy stood back, smirked, then shook his head, scowled in mock seriousness, and scolded, “Now see what you made me have to do?  Here, let me show you,” he said, as he whipped out his phone, snapped a picture and showed it to her.

	The black mother’s eyes widened and moistened as she saw her grotesquely degraded, bra-wrapped, panty-gagged face in the picture. She’d been beaten, stripped, treated as a child, and now turned into some hideously debased creature, her mouth stuffed and head harnessed in her own underwear. She heard him chuckling.

	“Now, words have their own proper time and place. Girls, ‘specially nigger girls, got big mouths and talk way too much. Like they used to say about children back when we raised them right, girls, ‘specially nigger girls, generally speaking are best seen and not heard. Now, nigger girl’s holes do have their uses, especially with those big, fat nigger lips. But, whether they be ‘tween those fat nigger lips on your face or down ‘tween your legs, or ‘tween the cheeks of that fat black ass uh yours,” Roy explained with a punctuating smack on her ass, “nigger holes are mainly for fuckin’...

	In fact, that’s why I stuffed your panties in your mouth. Not just to shut you up, though that was part it, but to remind you what the fuck hole in your face is mainly for, nigger!They say that most of taste is smell and that smell is the strongest, longest-lasting memory. Those panties beneath your nose and stuffed in your mouth are a lesson you should remember well. 

	Now, no self-respecting woman, certainly no white woman would get all juiced up being beaten, humiliated and degraded like you have. Only a nigger—a nigger gutter slut—would. Don’t you agree? Just nod if you do.”

	Tears joined the sweat to roll down Michelle’s cheeks. His words were beyond humiliating, even devastating, they were obliterating everything she’d tried to believe about who and what she was.  She saw his hand raise and she winced. He patted her bra-cup cap.

	“No nod?” he said, sounding sad, forming a smirking mock frown. “Niggers aren’t known for being smart, that’s for sure. But you gotta be one of dumbest ones I’ve run across, and, as a cop, you can be sure I’ve seen plenty of dumb niggers. So, you need another lesson?”

	He pushed her over to the mantel. “Hold onto that nigger,” he instructed her.

	She put her two hands on the mantel and leaned forward as he told her. Then she looked over her shoulder and saw that he was taking off his belt. ‘Oh, God’, she said to herself. He made her hold the position, threatening her that if she moved he would hang her from the rafter above and whip her.

	Then he proceeded to give her a thorough beating on her fat ass. He took his time. First he folded the belt in half. Then he took turns hitting her on each cheek and then across both cheeks. Then down on the ‘crease’, and Michelle groaned in pain as the belt tenderized the sweet spot that most women have there.

	He even beat her on the backs of her thighs. She grunted, snorted and breathed through her nose, snot running and dripping down, gripping the mantel like it was a life buoy and she was drowning. She wriggled her ample ass....writhed like a hooked fish as he laid on thirty hard strokes. He was strong and when he brought his arm down with speed, the belt landed with the sound of a pistol shot. Each blow brought a fresh grunt and groan from the black administrator.

	She began sobbing as he beat her. The image of a slave being whipped by her ‘Massa’ permeated her brain and it felt like she had swallowed bile. It was a bitter pill to take. The groans turned into shrieks and squeals when the blows overlapped. Welts began appearing. He made sure the blows landed where they could do her the most good. 

	Her big bottom grew hot, as the cop sweated with the effort. It was humiliating to be reduced to a slave and Michelle felt the experience… demeaning, degrading and—‘OH GOD NO! she screamed into her panty-gag—arousing at the same time. Amidst her pain and self-disgust a deep, strong lust was being stirred in her by this racist cop’s brutality and cruelty. She had been slapped hard on her face, buttocks and her breasts before she was raped by her mother’s boyfriend. That man seemed to take his bottled up anger out on her and he slapped her tits so hard that she nearly fainted. 

	But when he began fucking her and especially when he penetrated her in her vagina and shoved fingers into her rectum, she came like a carnival whore. The shame of that moment had seared into her brain like a brand. She had been traumatized and now, with Roy, sadistic, but smiling and whipping her ass, had thrown Michelle into a time warp and she was getting hot and wet...VERY HOT AND WET.

	Her pussy had begun to weep and she had begun to sweat in the heat of the moment. Her vaginal secretions produced a very strong odor and as she sweated her underarms got wet...her back...her neck and her pussy began to drool...so much so, that by the last few blows, it had begun to drip down her right thigh. Roy noticed this and yanked off the bra holding her panties in her mouth. He pulled out the soggy, smelly panty gag.

	He said to her, “lookit, slut....you’re dirty, stinking hole is dripping. I can smell you if I stood on the other side of the room. Face it, you’re a nigger whore....Say it....‘I’m a nigger whore’.”

	Michelle groaned and now that he had stopped whipping her she sagged and when he drove the verbal dagger into her again and again....calling her a “nigger whore” she sank to her knees. Her buttocks burned, but she was so overcome with emotion at what he called her, that she put her hands covering her face and began sobbing and sobbing.

	“OH GOD,” she kept moaning.

	Roy came over and stood right next to her. He used the toe of his black cowboy boot to nudge her in the ribs.

	“Lick my boot, nigger,” he told her.

	“OH JESUS,” she groaned.

	“Lick it, you nigger gutter slut. DO IT...”

	Michelle looked down at his boot as if it were something alive and vile. Her voice was soft and wounded. She sounded five years old.

	“Please...please...don’t make me do that...please,” she begged.

	“You call me ‘Massa’ now....or I’m going to beat you again with the belt. Do you understand.”

	“Oh God help me,” she said softly. “God help me....”

	She sniveled and murmured “M-m-massa” as she bent down and began to kiss the instep. 

	“That’s a good nigger. You lick it too, nigger.”

	Michelle bent to the task and the sheer mortification she felt was so profound that she groaned as if someone had slowly worked a wooden shaft into her gut as she did it. And when she slowed down, Roy reached over and gave her a little swat on the back of her head, like she was a disobedient child. Roy used his camera phone to take more pictures of her degrading herself.

	The more she did it, the more she got into it and then at one point, it was as if she had caught sight of herself, she stopped and began weeping so heavily that her tears wet the boot she held in her hand. She lifted herself up a bit and threw her arms around Roy’s knees. She hugged him and sobbed like a babygirl. The mental image of her, a black female, hugging her “Massa’s” knees, was a powerful mental shock. One part of her seemed to be outside her own body, observing and seeing the tableau as it unfolded, in all its horror...

	“See what I mean,” Roy drawled. “Hundreds of years of slavery...it’s part of your soul now. How many black slaves have hugged their master’s knees after a whippin’ and begged him for mercy. That’s got a long history, nigger.”

	His words caused something to snap in Michelle. The image of a beaten female slave on her knees begging her “Massa” is one she knew from history books...a hated image. And in that moment, she had become that slave. It was almost too much. Coupled with the residual trauma of her rape as ateen, Michelle had a transcendental moment. 

	It was as if her entire universe, which had always seemed to be “out of alignment”, began to click into place. She could almost hear the wheels and gears grinding and then clanking into place. She was on her knees as a slave and facing the awful maw of history which contained a million such raw and wounding incidents. She felt she was still falling but now it was coming to a stop. And the stop, although wrenching, was somehow reassuring. 

	She had come to a place she knew. Strangely and sadly, she had come home...One part of her mind was at peace, but the professional, proper woman she was every day, that part of her mind, thrashed about in the turbulence which seemed to fill the room like smoke. It seemed to fill the nooks and crannies of her soul like some evil liquid...

	Roy wasted no time now. He was erect and wanting to cum soon, but also wanting to give this new slave the full experience. He knew exactly what he wanted to do to her and he knew he needed to pace himself to get the job done right.

	“Take off your clothes, nigger,” he commanded her. 

	She did as she was told now. It was still humiliating, but something in her was meshing with these feelings. She pulled off her blouse, unzipped her skirt, took off her black half-slip and removed her shoes. He made her lay down on the rug in front of the fireplace. He tossed a log onto the dying flames. Sparks shot up as it landed and Michelle looked over with detachment. She felt still like she was watching herself on TV or in a film.

	Roy pushed her thighs up to her breasts exposing the whole plane of her genitals and anus to his gaze. He took in the sight: Michelle was a fulsome woman. She had a hairy crotch...it even extended up in a thin line towards her navel. She was even hairy all around her tight dark brown anus. Her labia were thick and full and the inner lips were almost black at the edges. Her clitoris was peeking out of its protective hood and her hot pink hole looked tight for a woman who’d given birth twice, once to twins. He took a few pictures of her lying there naked.

	And she was wet...very wet...as Roy began to play with her pussy. 

	“I just love the look and smell of a colored girl’s pussy,” is how he put it. 

	Michelle cringed as he teasingly rubbed the crease between her labia and her thighs. He got a more vocal response when the tantalized the left side. Then he let his finger walk down to the creases between her buttocks and her full thighs, inching closer toward her wet, drooling crotch. 

	“Your hairy, smelly cunt is wet and ready for fucking - ISN’T IT NIGGER WHORE,” he chuckled at her?

	Roy took his time. His plan was to make Michelle cum by playing with her first. So he gave her light caresses, flicking with the tips of his fingers and even his nails, then firmer, gliding strokes with his finger. When Michelle began to moan, he knew he was on the right track. As he teased her he spiced up what he was doing by tormenting her too.  He pinched and occasionally slapped her pussy. He gave her swats on her still sore butt cheeks.

	He used the pads of his finger tips on the shaft of her clit. She was now moaning steadily and continued to drool her smelly vaginal slime. Then he took his middle third together and began rubbing her up and down and side to side in a big circle. He started doing this slower then went faster. He went back and forth looking for the pattern that would put her right in his control. 

	He went slow-fast-slow-fast and Michelle began crying out, “Oh-God-Oh-God-Oh-God-Oh-God,” all run together rapidly, very guttural, gagging and stuttering...Then SHE CAME. 

	As her orgasm, so long denied, overwhelmed her. She cried out, “OH JJJEEESUS!  JESUSGOD!”

	Roy didn’t give her an inch. He began rubbing her again, the same way only this time, he alternated it with sticking his middle fingers in her cunt and finger fucking her as he rubbed her clit with his thumb. Between the two, he had her cumming like a two dollar whore. Michelle was a ‘squirter’.

	As she orgasmed, her ejaculation gushed out. When Roy made her cum a third time the thin, clear, sweet secretions stopped erupting from her urethra and she began urinating. She peed when she came!She was sweating like a pig now and Roy began talking to her in a low, crooning voice.

	Telling her that she was a nigger cum slut now. That her vaginal secretions which had a very strong odor, that left no doubt... ‘you’re a nigger whore’.  Further, as Roy played with her expertly, her pussy emitted squishy, squelchy ‘pussy farts’. And eventually she farted from her asshole too. 

	When she got real noisy, at one point, he pushed her panties back into her mouth. She began grunting and groaning into the gag and snorting snot out through her nose. There was no way during this that she could stay a ‘lady’. For all her efforts, she had been reduced to a snot dribbling, wet pussy drooling nigger gutter slut. Ray took some more pictures.

	Following this, Roy made her masturbate. She had never in her whole life done this in front of another human being. The fact that it was a redneck cop who compelled her made it ironic and even more shaming. She was tentative at first, but Roy supervised her playing with her pussy.

	When she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, he spanked her open pussy, especially the inner labia and her clitoris, with his belt. He made her push her fingers in and out as she rubbed her nubbin and sex lips and he took a few pictures of her degrading herself with his phone camera.

	Soon, Michelle was writhing and wriggling like a water moccasin on a fish hook. She made herself cum and it was such a cataclysmic event, that she began sobbing again. Each of these things, all the more so by bringing all of them together, had been an explosive experience for her. It was the beginning of a process of self-discovery. He pulled the panties out of her mouth and took this moment to say to her, “say...I’m a nigger slut.”

	“Oh God....no....please,” she began begging again, plaintive and pathetic.

	“Say, I’m a nigger slut. Say it .....SAY IT.”

	“OH...GOD...I am...I am.....I’m a...n...nig...nigger...I’m a nigger slut,” she bawled. She was a sweaty, stinky, sloppy mess. Her hair was disheveled, her make-up was gone....and her composure was history. He really took her down a peg when he made her squeeze her PC muscles to squirt some slop out of her vagina.

	He stood up and began unbuckling his trousers.  He fished out his cock and balls. He had a somewhat longer than average circumcised cock that was fairly thick. He began waving it around like a weapon.

	“Time to show your appreciation to Massa, slut. Get on your knees and suck my cock.”

	She was very aware of her pussy still throbbing and drooling as she knelt before him. He grabbed her by the hair. She stared at his rampant erection right in her face. His hard penis reared back towards his abdomen from the brown hair at his groin. He stroked the shaft, pulling the skin tight so that the glans lookedpolished and gleaming with the wetness already leaking from the hole at the tip. He grinned as he enjoyed his control over the sexy, black woman before him. 

	He began rubbing the head of his cock all over her face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over her face. Then, upping the degradation level higher, he forced open her mouth, yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth. He enjoyed the feeling of her lips wrapped around the head of his cock. 

	And when she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock over its silky surface, getting it wet and harder, he chuckled again at her sluttish behavior. Soon he his cock all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby…

	At first she could take most of his length into her mouth, sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, she gagged. Then Roy, grabbing her by the hair in one hand and his cock in the other, made her take more of it…taking all the control away from her.

	She began drooling – her mouth and chin getting wet and sloppy like her pussy. Soon, he was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her. He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe. He had a fair-sized cock and now he set the pace. 

	He commanded her, “Suck it, nigger”. 

	With her hot mouth engulfing it, his cock reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for her. He forced it all the way to the opening of her throat - past the back of her tongue and it made her gag over again and again.

	She would cough and gag and he would take it out to let her get a breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth began salivating like mad. She was just a little face fuck puppet now. And after having caught her breath, he would grab her by her hair again – yank her head around a little and then holding his cock in one hand like a weapon...force her to suck it again. A very cruel, degrading ritual. He picked his phone up from the mantel to take a shot of her sucking his dick.

	When he went slowly, she’d gag a little. But when he began face fucking her faster, harder and deeper, she drooled, gagged and coughed. Her throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt the tip of his cock touch the back of her tongue as she struggled to control her gag reflex. 

	He grabbed her head in both hands and face-fucked her like a machine. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Her throat tightened up no matter how hard she tried to relax. Snot ran from her nose, saliva dripped from the gagging and tears ran down her cheeks. She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down her chin to wet her big, black tits. She couldn’t swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her tits.

	It stimulated her to have him take control of her and use her for his pleasure. Her ‘sex’ button was being pushed hard - the more he took control of her, the more aroused she became against her will. 

	Soon her pussy was very wet again and began to drool down her thighs. With both hands on his hips she tried to hold him back…she banged on him with her balled fists to make him give her a breather. She tried not to gag, to wipe her nose, and choke on all the saliva and pre-cum pooling in her mouth. She was soon a sloppy mess. Her gagging made her whole body convulse embarrassingly and she farted again.

	This was very degrading and humiliating. She worried she might wet herself too. His hands were tangled in her hair.  Soon, with her lips wrapped around his shaft and her tongue on the underside, his cock went in all the way and he felt the warm, electric sensation that told him he was almost ready to spurt. His hips did a little jig, his breathing became labored, he began to grunt, and then he thrust his cock in deep and held it there. Michelle gagged as the first spurts of his ejaculation hit the opening to her throat.

	It seemed like he just kept spurting and spurting so that semen backed up and shot out of her mouth in a torrent. There was so much. She had to gulp and gulp to swallow the large load. Gagging, she coughed and it was a sloppy, wet cough. His cock popped out and the last spurts splashed on her lips, nose and chin. 

	She moaned when he milked the last blob of semen on her face. He shook off the last few droplets on her too and used the tip of his cock to smear cum all over her lips, nose and mouth. She was a disgusting mess when he was done. Her eyes were red - saliva and semen everywhere and her lips were puffy and swollen. He had no intention of allowing her to wipe her face. He made sure she left it there to humiliate her further. 

	She sagged down to the rug and just lay there, like a beached fish. Roy pulled up his shorts and trousers. He sat down on the couch. He took a picture of her lying there like a used whore.

	“Can I go home now,” Michelle asked, tentatively, in a small voice?

	“I’d say in another half hour or so...maybe an hour. Since we got it right now what you are, I think I’m gonna fuck your cunt as soon as I can get it up again.”

	Michelle groaned, “Oh God.... NO.”

	She began talking again about what he was doing to her and how it violated all standards for decency etc. Well, Roy smiled as she went on some - then he fetched her panties again.

	“Lie back, nigger,” he said to her. “I’m gonna clean up some of that fuck slime.”

	Michelle hated him in that moment. Some part of her was trying to reassert herself and he unceremoniously just shoved her back in the dirt. It was very galling. And as she searched desperately for something to say to him....to sway him with her intellectual brilliance, she started off again somewhat tentative, but building again to feel stronger.

	But as she lay on her back and he used the crotch of her once pristine white panties to mop up the river of secretions in and around the mouth of her vagina and all around her crotch, she felt her resolve leaving her. Then he made her sit up and pulled the panties over her head so that she was looking out the leg holes. Roy made sure to get the messy crotch right over her nose and mouth. 

	“Now, you open your mouth and clean that dirty, stinky crotch. You suck it clean. That’s called “Oral Panty Pre-Wash”. And you do a good job. And while you’re at work, here’s something for you to think about.”

	With that, he opened a can he’d brought from the kitchen. It was Crisco®. He got a carrot nicely coated with the grease...and then he made her bend over and spread her ass cheeks to expose her dark anus sitting in the dark hairy grove of her asscrack. 

	He rubbed the tip of carrot around to smear the grease all over the puckered ring of muscle. Then he began pressing it against the tight sphincter until it popped in. He worked it in and deeper until he had five or six inches of it seated in her rectum. Then he told her to get busy and suck on the dirty crotch of her panties.

	“That’s your “thinking cap”,” he laughed. When you go getting too “white” on me...too “uppity”, I’m gonna gag you, jig. Or I’m gonna put the “thinking cap” on you. To get your mind right, nigger. Your choice.”

	Michelle found this to be, perhaps the most degrading thing he had done to her yet. She was stunned and appalled at the depths he was willing to take her. It was simply unbelievable. 

	Within ten minutes, with the stimulation of watching the hottest nigger bitch he’d ever had on her knees, sucking on the dirty crotch of her panties, Roy was ready to fuck Michelle. First, he made her get on her elbows and knees on the rug. He played with her pissflaps again. Pulling on them and rubbing her clitoral shaft. 

	Then he shoved his fingers in, one-by-one, as far as they would go - making her grunt.  He noticed how she responded to having the bumpy front wall of her vagina touched.... So, he got two fingers inside her and began rubbing her G-spot and the area just beyond it. Soon, her hips were doing a jig as he went faster and faster. And then, he began making her squirt.

	“Oh...shit...OOH...OH...OH...OH,” she cried out as she came.

	“What a dirty, nigger gutter slut you are,” he said to her. “You cum like a slut dog,” he said as he rubbed her soaked pussy. He then brought his hand up to her face and shoved his fingers under the waistband of her panties around her neck. He rubbed his wet fingers all over her nose and mouth.

	Michelle closed her eyes.  She was humiliated and sickened by how she responded. Then, he went to work on her again.  One-by-one he got three of his fingers inside her up to his knuckles. She could hear the wet, squelching sounds as he worked her sex hole.

	As he worked her, she gushed and came again, wetting his forearm. She began to jerk, shake and tremble; her body went into spasms as she came. It was a deep uterine orgasm. He smiled – it was fun making her cum. It was even better when he verbally abused her and he could tell even with the panties on her head that she was humiliated.

	Then he took the carrot from her ass. She had felt the violation of the carrot as he finger fucked her and that combined with rubbing her clitoris had made her cum harder than any of the other times. Then he spit on her pussy twice. This was another violation. He was ready and began working his cock into her, impaling her. 

	The expressions on his face and hers under her panty cap, were similar. Both appeared to be in the grip of pain. Michelle by the humiliation and Roy thrilled as he fucked her. He was driven by his lust and his desire to humiliate her now.  And, Michelle had a nice hole.

	Just like she were giving birth, she panted as she tried to deal with his cock in her sexhole.  Sweating intothe panty cap on her head, she moaned like a stuck calf. He held onto her hip bones and humped her slowly at first and then with more enthusiasm.

	He leaned on her with his weight and forced his hard cock deeper into her. His cock, embedded fully now inside her pussy, sent a throbbing wave of pleasure through her. He roughly forced his way deeper inside her ass, cruelly pressing against the end of her hole. She felt as if a baseball bat was being forced up inside her. It felt like he was going to split her in two. She had not had a cock inside her in a long time...

	“OH GOD, IT’S HURTS...OH...GOD...NO...NO...PLEASE...NO!”

	Her body began to surrender to his cock as her vaginal sphincter and canal relaxed finally and gave way. In her mind and body she began to open up to him totally. There was no other way....

	“Please...not so hard...it hurts,” she begged him.

	Her hole had tented a little and now he was fully inside her up to his pubic hairs.  Her pussy gripped the base of his cock - squeezing his cock gently. 

	He then began to ride her harder. He started moving in and out of her like a machine. Now that he was all the way inside her, Roy knelt, his knees shoulder width apart on the rug. He gripped her slick, sweaty shoulders to pull her pliant body back so he could plow into her with hard, powerful strokes. He slammed into her, relentlessly impaling her on his spear. 

	Involuntarily, Michelle, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her full Negro lips. Her hands clenched helplessly each time he thrust forward. Her body had gone limp. Nothing angry or pleading came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds and a long moan, the volume rising and falling in time with his methodical humping.

	It seemed to her as if it would go on forever. It was shaming, but what was worse was that she felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do to make him stop. He stayed hard stroke after stroke. He came and threw himself onto her back, grabbing her black hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her eye through the leg hole of the panty. Only then, after he had looked her in the eye and felt her submit, did he cum in her. He cried out in triumph as he filled her sex-hole with a load of his hot cum. 

	He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her with his weight. Then pulled her panty “thinking cap” off and spit on her face. Michelle shuddered with the violation. To have a white man spit in her face was perhaps the ultimate insult! He took another photo of her face, slimy with his spittle and another of her cunt drooling his load of semen. 

	Michelle began sobbing again. Following this, he made her tell him that she was a ‘no-good nigger gutter slut’. Then he grabbed her by her hair and got her to her feet. He dragged her to the bathroom. There was a shower stall there. He made her knee in the stall and took out his cock. 

	“Put your hands behind your head, gutter slut,” he commanded her. 

	Then, aiming his cock at her face, he took aim. Michelle’s eyes widened in shock and horror as she realized that he was going to piss on her. 

	“Oh, God,” she whimpered as she contemplated this debasement.

	“P...Please...please...don’t do this to me,” she said in a small voice.

	“Now, now,” the cop chuckled in a mockingly sympathetic, soothing tone. “Gotta wash off that sweat, spit, sperm and cunt cream off that pretty face, don’t we?”

	She felt his hot stream hit her like a blast. He hosed off the sweat from her tits. Then he aimed the hot, smelly stream of urine at her crotch. Following this, he brought it up to her face. The smell, already overpowering, now overwhelmed her as he rinsed her face with his piss. 

	“Open your mouth,” he said to her.She hesitated, knowing he’d piss in it. “Need another lesson, nigger?” She whimpered and opened her mouth.

	When she did so, he filled her mouth with his acrid piss. It ran in and out of her mouth, but then Michelle gagged and the foul mouthful came spurting out in a torrent. He continued to run his stream over her forehead, eyes and nose as she coughed and sputtered. Finally, he was done. She continued gagging and spitting...

	“Can I have my pictures back,” she finally begged him, like a little girl?

	“Are you stupid? I have pictures of you now suckin’ my cock. And more. From now on, you’re my bitch. You can have the fuckin’ pictures, what the hell does that matter? Are you fuckin’ stupid or what,” he chuckled.

	Michelle did feel like a fool. She couldn’t imagine what she thought. And now he had new pictures...even more damaging. She realized how trapped she was and began sobbing.

	“Cry all you want, slut. Your tears turn me on. I just love puttin’ my foot in a dumb gutter nigger slut like you.”

	He pulled out the phone. Methodically, he began to show her the photos he had taken of her. She was in a state of shock as she stared at them. Never in her life had she been photographed doing such things. If the pictures that her ex had taken of her were bad, these were ten times worse. And the full weight of what had happened on this Saturday had now hit her. She knew that he was going to use the pictures to keep blackmailing her. She had entered a NIGHTMARE! She was now his ‘bitch’!

	He got on the phone and called his son. Michelle heard him talking to them, but didn’t get it all. She worried that her ordeal wasn’t over. She hoped he was going to let her go for the day at least.

	Chapter 3

	The Maid and the Boys

	“I got a uniform for you to wear, nigger,” Roy said turning to her.

	“W...what?”

	“Get yourself cleaned up,” he ordered her.

	“God, just let me go home. Haven’t you done enough to me?” she whined. Roy chuckled and this made Michelle shiver.

	“Look jig, you’re on the fuckin’ toboggan now. You’re going down for the full ride,” he said indicating that the new pictures he had just taken gave him plenty of insurance.

	Michelle shook her head and didn’t know what to do. She wanted to regain some control over the situation, but it had already spiraled out of control. She felt numb and helpless...When she hesitated, he took action.

	He grabbed her by the shoulder and pushed her to take a shower. When she was toweling herself dry he showed her what he wanted her to wear. She had been grateful for the shower. She felt dirty down to her soul, but when he showed her the outfit he had assembled, she began felt sick to her stomach. He had laid the pieces down, one at a time on the seatback of the toilet. Michelle’s worst nightmares were taking shape right before her eyes. 

	Roy was enjoying himself. He was laying out what was basically a ‘Panty Maid’ outfit, a perversely improvised, accessorized variation on a French Maid’s outfit. He’d gotten the idea from a tranny he’d busted once, dressed up in a way he’d never forget. He had bought all the pieces. If anything, it demonstrated to Michelle how long and careful this cop had been preparing to enslave her. 

	She felt the hair on the back of her neck standing up as he held up, in turn, a black, nylon spandex mini-slip, a white push-up bra, three pairs of white panties, along with white lace-top thigh-high stockings and two white lace garter belts.

	“What’s all this for,” Michelle asked pointlessly. 

	“This is your uniform. Let me explain. As part of your ‘re-education’ I’m going to give you an opportunity to work as a domestic. A housemaid. You should feel privileged, a nigger as dark as you was typically a field slave, not a house slave. When I have you come over on a weekend, I may have you wear this get-up. Got the idea from a tranny fag I busted once. Shit, girl, you already been kind of auditioning and didn’t know it. 

	“One of those pairs of panties is for your head, a ‘panty cap.’Another pair is a ‘panty apron,’ which is what one of the garter belts holds up. The other panties you wear like you normally would, you know with a garter belt and the stockings. That’s your maid’s uniform,” Roy snickered at the stunned, dazed look on her face.

	“This is beyond demeaning. I have a master’s degree. I’m the Chief Administrator at St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital,” she said.

	Roy just laughed. He held up the cell phone.

	“Yeah, RIGHT...you’re the fuckin’ chief muckity muck. And I got pictures of you suckin’ my cock. That’s why you’re gonna do what I say, nigger. So, get this shit on now, or I’m gonna whip your ass,” he said with a sneer.

	Michelle gulped and didn’t know what to do. When she hesitated, He pulled her over his knee.

	“What you need is a nice old-fashioned over-the-knee spanking,” he laughed. The way he could so abruptly and deftly shift from one mode to another mode of humiliating her—the flexibility and ingenuity and sheer perversity of it—was mind-boggling. 

	Michelle began struggling, but he held onto her and began to give her nice, hard smacks on her big ass with his strong, right hand. He was a 220lb. cop. She was a 40-year-old mother whose workouts, however rigorous,would never make it an even matchup. He spanked her harder...each blow sounding like a pistol shot, followed by a girlish squeal, in the confines of the tiled bathroom. And then reached for a hairbrush.

	“I’m gonna whip your black ass every time you give me any shit, jig,” he said as he laid into her with five or six hot, hard ones. 

	As each smack landed on her full butt cheeks, Michelle writhed and wriggled. She felt herself sliding down the ladder to become a little girl again. Getting a whipping from an adult. She began moaning and whimpering as he continued to slap her ass.

	“Gonna whip your black ass every time you piss me off...you nigger gutter slut,” he said thru clenched teeth.

	His words hurt even more than the blows...When he was done, he pushed her off his lap unceremoniously; and she landed with a thud on the bathroom floor.

	“Oh, God,” moaned and she lay in a fetal heap. “Oh, God, help me.”

	He nudged her in the side with the toe of his boot. “Get up nigger and get this shit on.”

	“Please don’t make me wear that,” she begged him.

	He grinned. He had obviously been planning this for a while, and was not going to be dissuaded from having all the fun he’d planned.Michelle groaned and looked down at the clothes laid out on the toilet.

	“Bein’ a nigger housemaid is the perfect job for you, Michelle. You should thank me. And if you don’t do a good job, remember whose email addresses I have in this phone.”

	She had to do it...put on the uniform. The bra pushed her tits up in the most obscene way. One garter belt went on next followed by the thin nylon panties panties which allowed him to see her ass crack and the thick mat of pubic hair outlined in the material. The black slip functioned as a dress but was very short. He had gotten her size right.

	No mystery there - he had gone thru her laundry when he was hanging out at the house to get her bra and dress size. Still, the slip was too tight and short. Michelle felt like a whore standing there as he supervised her putting on another white lace garter, like a wedding garter, as a choker. Then he gave her a pair of white panties. She looked at it blankly.

	“Put this on your head, like a cap,” he said chuckling.

	Michelle groaned and tried to protest, but did it. Then he handed her another pair of white panties to be held up by another garter belt, this one over her slip, as her ‘panty apron’. All dressed up now, she looked ridiculous. She felt even worse.When she was done, she couldn’t look at herself in the mirror, but he wanted her to put on some make-up and ragged on her until she did it to his satisfaction. She stared at herself in the mirror and was horrified.

	She had been made to look like a caricature...a clown! It was as if he had flipped the careful persona she wore every day, that of a professional, proper woman, a mother and on the other side of the coin was this clown. She felt the mental pain as if he had shoved a knife into her heart! He made her pirouette around and then told her to follow him. He took her back to the living room and told her to wait. Then he returned hauling a vacuum cleaner.

	“I want you to get busy and vacuum this room. And then use the fuckin’ thing in the kitchen...and the bedroom down the hall.”

	Michelle felt the task demeaning, to say the least, but at least he wasn’t brutalizing her. She had barely gotten over having to strip and suck Roy’s cock. And then having him fuck her. And getting belt whipped and hand spanked. Then being made to dress up like a clown. And then work as a menial cleaning his house.

	Twenty minutes later, his son and his posse showed up. Four testosterone filled teens; all were 1st or 2nd string on the football team, The Tigers, at Little Rock Central High. The boys, Roy and Michelle all knew the history of Little Rock Central High, as the site of one of the most famous incidents in the Civil Right movement, when President Eisenhower sent federal troops to protect The ‘Little Rock Nine’ students as the integrated the high school in 1957. 

	Shit, Roy thought, people been arguing about revisionist history in the South—Civil Rights, Jim Crow, Klan, the Civil War—for well over a century. And here he was, living a revisionist racist history, reversing it and turning it fucking upside down! Shit, if it were someone else instead of the boys coming over, he’d be gettin’ it all on video.

	Michelle couldn’t have been more unprepared. Ryan with Dwight and Harold in his car parked in front of the house. Lloyd parked in the driveway and led the crew in the back way where they all knew the door was often unlocked. Roy had every intention of having Michelle serve the boys.

	He would begin her debasement training by humiliating and embarrassing her to the max by turning her into an absurdly pathetic joke. When they came into the living room, poor Michelle was vacuuming the rug. To see their mascot Brian’s mother in the silly maid’s getup got them hooting and slapping palms.

	“Let me explain to you boys what’s goin’ on here,” is how he put it.

	He did a show and tell with the pictures. All during this, Michelle had to keep vacuuming. As each original picture was passed around, the hooting and hollering got louder. Michelle tried to concentrate on her task, but she was dying inside. She knew that Roy had much more humiliation, probably sexual humiliation, planned for her and she felt her pussy, hot, swollen between her legs. 

	She hated herself for it. What Roy was doing and exposing the boys to it was sick and twisted, and how she was reacting was even sicker and more twisted. But her disgust only seemed to further stir her lust. She stole peeks at the boys and noted how young and big they all were. So unlike her own son.

	Big, white and prejudiced. They sat down on the couch and watched spellbound as Roy ordered Michelle to fetch some soda pop, glasses and ice from the kitchen for the “boys”. 

	He told her where everything was and said, “and don’t fuck it up, nigger!”

	At the sound of the “N” word, the boys fell out. Lloyd’s daddy had really put sumptin’ really special together.

	“Mr. Bennett...have you fucked her,” Harold asked?

	Roy just grinned like the cat that got the cream and said, “you know it boys!”

	And the boys went into paroxysms of laughter and clapping.

	“OH,boy,” you’re the fuckin’ man, Mr. Bennett,” Ryan said admiringly.

	“Hey, Mr. B...do we get to fuck her too,” Harold asked?

	“All in good time, boys. But first, we gotta have a little fun.”

	In the kitchen and hearing them laugh, Michelle bit her lip. ‘Oh God, what are they planning to do to me’, she wondered?

	She had met them all before, of course, at the house. But she had never really focused on them as individuals. When Brian came home and told her that he was hanging out with some seniors, she was concerned. When she found out that they were also jocks that Brian tutored she couldn’t figure out why they wanted Brian to hang out with them. 

	But one quick take when they were over the house convinced her they liked all the games he had (she and her ex had really indulged him) and that he was a sort of mascot for them. She worried that they had her son helping them cheat, doing their schoolwork for them, but her son insisted that wasn’t the case, and was so angry that she’d asked, she dropped it and never raised the issue again.

	She would keep track of this new relationship, she decided and let Brian have his new coterie of pals. But, other than sort of dealing with them as a group, she had never looked at them as individuals. Now, with all four boys sprawled on the furniture, and her serving them soft drinks, she made note of who and what they might be. Ryan, was tall and handsome...a real 1st stringer type. 

	He seemed like a natural winner and leader, but she could see that he deferred to Lloyd. Dwight was tall, heavy and slow. A 2nd string offensive tackle, he didn’t seem to be the brightest bulb in the group. Harold was a 2nd string center on a team that was dominated by blacks. Only Lloyd and Ryan and one other white boy were 1st string.

	Michelle checked Harold out and, he seemed to her like a real loser. Fat, funny looking with jug ears and sarcastic, he looked like the type of kid who hung around the local convenience store making wisecracks. Actually, there was a real measure of class prejudice at work here. Michelle was upper class...had advanced degrees and lived in the Heights. These boys lived on the “working class” side of town. Harold looked like he lived in a trailer park.

	They were “rednecks” and proud of it. Michelle had always loathed being around that sort of white person. She liked educated, liberal whites. ‘At least they tried to act like they considered you an equal,’ she felt. Lloyd had been raised by his father, an avowed racist. And all four boys felt the tough competition from blacks on the athletic field. As a minority on the football team, it was easy for them to be intimidated by African-Americans. After years of ingesting and percolating this poison, they had developed a virulent hatred of blacks. 

	In one fell swoop, Roy had delivered to them a Christmas present to assuage their fears: An attractive middle-aged black women to use as a toy. An “uppity” black bitch brought to her knees and made to serve. As she handed each boy a can of soda pop and a glass with ice, she was enormously aware of her tits, pussy and ass being thinly veiled by the grotesque costume Roy had made her wear. Lloyd, who had just been grinning and enjoying his enhanced status, as Roy’s son, now began to verbally abuse her.

	“Dudes, check out our new maid,” he said. “I say ‘our’ because as you guys know, we’re a one-for-all and all-for-one kind of dudes. Now, that my Pop has this nigger gutter slut in harness...”

	Michelle cringed at his verbal rape. It got worse...

	“...As you can see, boys,” Roy said, “I got the right uniform for her. ‘Cause her new job is maid and slave. Now, Michelle’s problem is that her mind isn’t right.”

	It was the first time he’d said her name. He’d been referring to her as a thing. It’s our job to re-educate her. Get her mind right. Are you boys game?”

	“Shit, Mr. Bennett, I was born ready to play,” said Ryan. Dwight, who looked up to Lloyd and his dad like they were gods, reached over to slap palms with him. Harold grinning and leering said, “OK...let the games begin!”

	Michelle stood by dumbly holding the cheap tray that she’d used to hold their drinks. As Roy berated her, she looked at the floor. Now he gave her orders.

	He ordered Michelle to pull and hold her slip up and show everyone her panties. Then he made her pull her tits out of her bra cups to expose her titties. He pointed out the big black, stiff nipples and Michelle just wanted to die!

	Then he made her pull her panties down and leave them around her knees. They soon slid down to her ankles.  He scolded her, made her pull her panties back up to her knees and resume frog-walking and waddling around the room, still trying not to spill anything on the serving tray. The boys were roaring with laughter as she did it, looking foolish and awkward as she stumbled around, Roy scolded and slapped her butt for failing to follow his instructions perfectly. 

	It was a humiliating routine. Michelle’s eyes filled with tears and she began to whine and beg. Roy pulled out a pint bottle of peach brandy and began to “sweeten” the boys’ soft drinks as he put Michelle thru her paces.

	“Put the fuckin’ tray down, you stupid slut,” he told her. “Now, I gotta get you in condition. So, I want you to do some jumping jacks.”

	He made her pull her bra down to her waist and then jump up and down. Michelle’s big D cup titties flopped up and down, jiggled and bobbed making Dwight and Harold hoot and clap. By this time, every boy was as hard as a rock. Then Roy made her pull her panties off and hand them to Harold. Next, she had to do squats. As she went up and down her legs parted and each boy could see her hairy pussy. Finally, the heat in the room was boiling, and Roy stood up, at that point, unzipped and pulled out his big circumcised cock.

	“Time to suck some cock,” he announced.

	Michelle groaned and it was a signal for the others to jump in. Roy got it going. “Let me showyou what those big, fat nigger lips are for and how this nigger slut likes to suck cock. You boys...drop your socks and fist your cocks. It’s party time.”

	Lloyd and Ryan needed no encouragement and took out his cock. Soon, Harold had his short, fat cock out and Dwight took out his little pecker. The three crowded in close as Roy had Michelle down on her knees and kissing and licking his eight incher. 

	Michelle had gone into submissive mode. As the four boys crowded around, she let herself be led from one cock to another. She obediently opened her mouth and began kissing and licking each one of their young, hot, hard cocks.

	Ryan was wearing a t-shirt and running shorts and all he had to do was pull his shorts and boxers down to reveal his average sized circumcised cock. Harold was wearing a similar pair of short but bit Dwight was wearing Levis and had to struggle a bit to get the tight jeans down. His waist was around 40”. He was 6’4” and 245lbs. He had a small, below average cock. Harold’s cock was fat, but average in length and uncircumcised. His was the only “uncut” cock in the bunch. Lloyd’s cock was two inches longer than Ryan’s and thicker than everyone’s except his dad’s.

	Roy had Michelle by her straightened locks and was turning her head this way and that. First from his cock and then to each of the boy’s dicks. The boys, used to being naked in the locker room and having done more than one “circle jerk” in front of each other, were comfortable being exposed this way. It was a little intimidating being with Lloyd’s dad, but he had set this up and they all felt like it was being given to them as a “rite of passage.”

	Michelle was lost in a fog. Being made to orally service five whites was overwhelming. She let herself be led like a slave. At Roy’s command, she kissed and licked their cocks lovingly, getting her mouth all wet and sloppy in the bargain. Each cock was soon glistening.

	“Listen, boys, the first one who cums loses,” Roy declared. “Let’s make this slut work for her lunch,” he laughed as he turned her humiliation into a game.

	Michelle was soon sucking each cock. Taking them in as far as her mouth would permit...her cheeks hollowing and making wet “slurpy” sounds which delighted the boys. 

	“She sucks good, chief,” Dwight said to Lloyd.

	“She’s trainable,” Lloyd answered, turning to his beaming dad.

	It was Dwight who ejaculated first. Michelle had been taking him in to the root and when she pressed her tongue tightly to the bottom of his small shaft and slowly sucked hard and then went back and forth in a totally nasty way, the boy spurted hard eight or nine times.

	“Oh shit, thar she blows,” Harold joked. Dwight was famous for his copious ejaculations!

	He filled Michelle’s mouth and it soon dribbled from the right corner to drool down her chin. Roy kept her sucking. Whenever she slowed down, he gave her a smack on the back of the head to “encourage” her. He, Lloyd and Ryan face-fucked her. With the two 1st stringers, it became a competition. They each took turns holding her by the hair or the ears and just ramming it in nice and deep, making Michelle gag and groan.

	“Dude, you’re choking her,” Ryan laughed when Lloyd got his big cock all the way to the back of her throat and Michelle’s body convulsed and shook. 

	It was pretty obscene. Harold liked her to suck his cock sweetly and Michelle got a respite as he let her orally worship his fat uncircumcised dick. 

	“That’s it, lady,” he said as she got her tongue on the underside, just like she did for Dwight and began nursing on him. He soon spurted, his fat hips doing a coital dance as the black woman took his seed.

	She pulled away from him with a ‘pop’ and gasped for air. She was being worked hard with five cocks to service. Then Ryan and Lloyd stepped up their competition and each was determined to face fuck her and be the last to cum. So, poor Michelle got a workout of monumental portions.

	It was Lloyd, with his bigger, longer dick, who really punished her. But Ryan wasn’t far behind. As they worked their dicks in her mouth, a thick frothy ring of saliva and their youthful pre-cum began to drip. It was pretty disgusting and Dwight and Harold sat down on the sidelines now and Harold took the lead in providing a running commentary, like he was an announcer at a football game. Roy stepped back to let his son and his best friend have some fun. He had already shot two loads into this black bitch...

	“Lookit, the slut is taking the big one deep. It’s pretty disgusting Dwight, isn’t it, seeing a nigger cum slut gobblin’ so many white dicks, especially when she’s the mother of a kid in your school.”

	“You’re right,” said Dwight, playing along. “She’s showing she’s a real pro, when it’s fourth and one!”

	When Ryan got the head of his dick in her mouth and when she began sucking him wetly and he got the rhythm just right, his orgasm exploded!

	“Oh SHIT...OH SHIT,” he groaned as his cock began spurting his load of pearly cum right into Michelle’s hot, wet, sloppy mouth.

	“OH SHIT...THAT’S NICE...OH SHIT,” he went on and on as she kept sucking him while his ejaculation continued...

	When he pulled out, he smiled at Lloyd, as if to say, ‘ok bro, you won...now fill her mouth too.’ Lloyd really worked her mouth...getting it all the way to the opening of her throat.

	“Suck it, nigger gutter slut,” he barked at her.

	With her hot mouth engulfing his cock, it reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for Michelle. He sadistically kept forcing it all the way to the opening of her throat - past the back of her tongue and this made her gag over again and again.

	She coughed and gaged and he took it out to let her get a breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose running and her mouth salivating like crazy, Michelle was just a compliant suck puppet now. 

	Whenever he went slow, she could handle it and only gag a little. But when he began face-fucking her fast, hard and deep, he made her drool and gag, cough and sputter. Michelle’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue. She struggled mightily to control her gag reflex.  Michelle felt like she was going to choke. Her throat tightened up. Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks. She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down her chin to wet her tits...

	Soon, the others noted that her pussy was very wet and had begun to drool down her thighs. With both hands on his hips she tried to hold him back…she banged on him with her balled fists to make him slow down. Lloyd stopped only for a moment; then he resumed reaming her. Michelle tried not to gag, but couldn’t swallow it all, so it just dribbled and ran from her lips and down her chin, wetting her tits. She was a sloppy mess.Lloyd, fully erect, had the biggest cock of the four boys. Whenever she gagged, it made her whole body convulse embarrassingly and she farted. 

	It was very degrading and humiliating. She worried she might wet herself too. His hands were tangled in her hair. This, too, only seemed to inflame him as he pushed his cock into her throat. Then, something snapped in Michelle and she just went limp like a doll. Soon, with her lips wrapped around his shaft and her tongue on the underside, Lloyd felt the tickle that told him he was almost at his precious moment. 

	His hips did a little jig, his breathing became labored, he began to grunt, and then he rammed his cock in deep and held it there. Michelle gagged but Lloyd wanted to degrade her some more, so as he began spurting, he pulled out and squirted his sperm all over her gasping, sputtering face. The others applauded.

	“Now, thank everybody for what they gave you, slut,” Roy said to her.

	Being degraded and then forced to “thank” them for what they did to her was extremely humiliating.

	“Please don’t make me do that,” she begged.

	Roy had to slap her around a bit, but, in the end, she thanked each white boy for his “present”.

	“Thank you for cumming in my mouth,” she said.

	She felt sick...

	“Tell the boys what you are,” Roy commanded.

	“Wha...what?”

	“Tell them that you’re a nigger gutter slut,” he said simply.

	She couldn’t. Being degraded was bad enough. Being forced to label herself...call herself names, she balked. She compressed her lips and wrapped her arms around herself.

	“Boys, slap the bitch’s tits,” Roy suggested.

	He supervised Dwight and Harold holding her by her arms. And then he got Lloyd and Ryan to give her sickening little smacks across her nipples.

	They started out tentatively, but soon, were really giving her big jugs hard slaps. The sound, on her meaty tits, echoed thru the room.

	Michelle moaned and cried out each time their big youthful, hard hands made contact. 

	SMACK...SMACK...SMACK. Left and right, the boys took turns hitting her fun bags. Michelle began groaning in pain. Roy came over, at one point, and grabbed her big black nipples. 

	He pinched and pulled on them until she cried out, “OH, GOD, that’s hurts...oh God...OH...OH!”

	Then he let the two boys slap her tits silly. Each cuff, each wallop had its effect and soon, Michelle, began whimpering, “oh GOD...yes...I’m a slut.”

	“Tell me you’re a nigger gutter slut,” Roy barked at her!

	“I...I’m...a...n...n...nigger...gutter slut,” she cried.

	With a nod from Roy, the boys let her go. She fell over on the carpet and began sobbing.

	Then they all took a break. Michelle lay there whimpering on her side on the floor curled up in a fetal position. The others ignored her and began talking about an upcoming hunt Roy had planned.

	“Boys, it’s time to fuck the nigger bitch,” Roy announced.

	They got her on her knees and Roy finger fucked her to get her warmed up. He worked his fingers into her one by one. When he had three in her, he turned his hand down and frigged her G-Spot and urethral sponge like a demon until poor Michelle began yelping and wriggling so much that two of them had to hold her.

	Each new violation was more humiliating than the last one. Each was designed to break her down. She began praying for a miracle; some way out of this hell. She had to bite her lip from calling out to Jesus as Roy continued to worm his fingers in her. When he pressed on her urethra on the front wall of her vagina, her urge to urinate became overwhelming. 

	She was afraid she would piss herself. Each palpation and probing produced more arousal. He worked her vagina thoroughly and when he put his thumb on her clitoris, she felt herself being pushed further towards an unwanted orgasm. But then he took his finger from her pussy and forced it into her anus.

	Roy kept it up until he made her spurt. The boys hooted and hollered as her pussy went ballistic and began jetting clear, sweet pussy juice.He was relentless and despite every effort on her part to control herself, he made her have a very wet orgasm. Against her will, her hips began rocking and rolling. When she came, she cried out and squirted; and as he kept stimulating her she pissed and pissed. It splashed all over the the place dripped down onto the carpet. Roy berated her mercilessly.

	“You dirty, filthy whore,” he yelled at her.

	“Say, I’m a dirty, filthypiss whore,” he spat at her.

	“I...I...I’m...a dirty...whore,” she said, sadly.

	He slapped her again. He held his hand up, threatening her…

	“Are you a dirty, filthy piss whore and a disgustingnigger gutter slut?”

	She looked at his hand like it was a snake and hesitated, but only for a moment.

	“N…no,” she said softly.

	So, he smacked her again. 

	“Uhhh…ohhh…please...please don’t hit me any more…”

	“Are you my dirty, nigger slut?”

	“Y…Y…Yes.”

	“When I ask you a question, you say, ‘YES SIR!’ Understand?”

	“Yes, Sir!”

	He hit her one more time.

	“So you remember next time,” he told her.

	He’d beaten her into submission; and thoroughly enjoyed the look on her face. She was now in his grip and the tyranny of her own body’s responses. For Roy, he enjoyed the feel of her fear and submission. A hot, sick feeling overcame her at the thought that she was helpless to prevent them from forcing pleasure from between her legs – from having their way with her.

	She was going to be raped again and there was nothing she could do about it. The thought was horrifying and arousing. It was guilt producing and sickening at the same time. She felt herself sliding down a muddy cliff.

	As he made her spread her legs open wider, he got behind her and took his cock out. He looked over at the boys and said, “I’ll start the ball rolling...and then you young studs can fuck the shit out of her.”

	Exciting sensations began to sweep thru her loins as he dilated her sexhole. Her pussy clung to his cock. She felt him thrust into her. She looked back over her shoulder at him and without conscious thought her pussy squeezed his dick. To her shame the muscles in her vagina squeezed him. She tried to bring her body under control. Then, she looked over at the boys. They were grinning or laughing at her triumphantly.

	Embarrassed at her loss of control, she flushed under their gaze. Then Roy put his hands on hip bones; getting a firm grip - he chuckled and started thrusting into her hard. This time firmly holding her butt-cheeks to keep her in position, he pushed deeper. He loved the glove-like grip on his cock as it pushed past her cervix and worked his way into her epicenter.

	“Ooooooh...oh God,” she moaned again as he thrust into this unused center of her being.

	He reached up, grabbed her straightened black hair and jerked her head back. It hurt, but sent further powerful surges thru her loins. She convulsively squeezed his cock with her sheath again. She felt the slap of his balls against her asshole and knew it was all inside her.

	“It’s in all the way slut. Now...I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you.”

	She moaned at this. And then he started to fuck her harder. She began grunting and then moaning like a bitch in heat as he pulled it almost all the way out and then just rammed it back in. His hips humped jerkily between her splayed thighs. He savored the feeling of conquest. He gripped her hip and took his pleasure, thrusting and driving deep…deeper…enjoying the exquisite pleasure of her, hot, wet, nigger vagina. Her excited grunts, groans and cries betrayed her reaction beneath him as she shook and writhed.

	“OH God, please no more,” she begged.

	He laughed and kept thrusting.

	“Oh please...no.”

	He kept fucking her hard, making her writhe and moan. She felt swept away and there was no stopping him. Then an orgasm overwhelmed her; she jerked and throbbed in spasms; she was shocked and disbelieving this could be happening to her. At this point, she found her pussy was convulsively and instinctively squeezing his cock. He had made her cum. He had ridden her to a deep vaginal-uterine orgasm.

	“Open your dirty mouth,” he said to her.

	Humiliated, she shuffled over on her knees to get between his thighs. He made her clean his dirty cock. There was a slimy coating all over his dick. She had to use her lips and tongue and clean him of their combined fuck juices. Afterwards, she tried to lay down. Her pussy was fully exposed in this position. Her hairy cunt with its prominent labia and a big clitoris glistened in the light.

	Then, the boys dropped their shorts to reveal their four cocks. Michelle alternated with closing her eyes and sneaking glances at their cocks as they were revealed. She groaned as he saw what was coming and was helpless...so helpless to prevent it.

	Already hard, their dicks pointed up. Michelle licked her lips nervously. Ryan came over and began to grab and squeeze her tits. He took his time as he mauled her tits. Harold and Dwight stared at her wet labia, glistening Ryan forced two fingers inside her sexhole. 

	He rooted around, exploring the size and feel of her hole. It was obvious she didn’t need any lubrication. When he pulled his fingers out, they were connected to Michelle’s sex hole by long thick strings of vaginal mucus. 

	‘Please…Please…OH JESUS…please….don’t do let them do this to ME. PLEASE don’t let the boys sex me. PLEASE’, she prayed silently to herself. 

	“Notice how hard their cocks are, Ms. Jeffers,” Roy taunted her. “Ask them to fuck you, slut.”

	“OH...GOD NO...PLEASE DON’T DO THIS,” Michelle wailed!

	“I’ll bet it makes your hot nigger cunt wet as the boys get their young whitecocks ready to fuck you like a slut you are, Ms. Jeffers,” Roy said mocking her. The cruel detective sat like a wraith on the couch and kept taunting her...trying to cause her as much mental pain as possible.

	“Lookit how wet your cunt is already - drippin’. Look at that!”    

	    

	Ryan took his turn fucking Michelle. He kept her bent over with her elbows on the coffee table and her head between her hands. Her piss flaps glistened wetly in the overhead light partly hidden by the thick mat of kinky black pubic hair guarding her nest. She began to moan. The boy’s hard cock went in deep and he took his time to work her cunt with it. Michelle’s moans were keyed to what he did to her with his cock. When he forced it in deep, she groaned.

	When he pounded her fast and hard, the 40 year old mother began to gasp and pant. Ryan soon came in Michelle’s pussy and kept his cock deep in her sheath to trap his load. Michelle was sweating and moaning when he pulled his big dick out. Then she closed her thighs and put her knuckle up against her mouth, to bite on it aimlessly. She seemed to be in another world. He brought his slimy genitalia around to her face.

	
“Clean it,” he said to her simply.

	He made her use her mouth to clean his dick, balls, and inner thighs of all traces of sweat, semen and her vaginal secretions, just like Roy did. Then Lloyd started in on her.

	When Ryan had her cleaning his cock, Lloyd moved between her legs and took his turn. When he finished dumping his load of semen into her cunt he came over to have his cock and balls cleaned.

	Harold watched wide-eyed as Lloyd scooped out some of his and Ryan’s cum with his fingers from her pussy. He grabbed her by the hair and made her open her mouth; then he wiped the semen on her tongue and then suck his fingers clean. 

	Soon, fat Harold got his small uncircumcised cock in Michelle’s pussy and was pounding away. After Harold, big Dwight got his chance to fuck her. Over and over Michelle had to take one cock after another. This was etching the worst horror on her mind – feeling the boys fuck her and feeling her body respond. 

	It was as if she was, in some weird way, hungry for more humiliation. Soon, Michelle was fuck happy. They had worked her into such a state that she cried out for more, screaming in sheer uncontrolled lust.

	“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. FUCK ME...FUCK ME! CUM IN MY PUSSY...I’m cumming...I’M CUMING...I’M CUMMING!”

	Michelle was kept on her belly or on her back. Her pussy became so sloppy with semen, that Lloyd and Ryan when they stepped up for their turn, wiped her off, before they would put their cocks in her. They used her panties for this and each time they used it to clean her pussy, it became more soaked and disgusting.

	Roy finally stuffed the nasty, soiled garment in her mouth. Each of the boys used their cell phone cameras to snap Michelle “pulling the train”. None of their faces would ever appear. Roy hovered about, making sure of that...But when the day was over, there was a whole new album of “dirty pictures” starring prim, proper 40 year old Michelle Jeffers.

	The boys stood around and critiqued each other’s performance. Or cheered their pals on, especially when one of them made her cum or humped her like a demon. And, Michelle came frequently, as they took turns with her. Much to her shame...They were teenagers and their balls were full. So much testosterone. 

	Ryan and Lloyd fucked her from behind with her bent over the coffee table. Dwight and Harold pushed her to the divan and fucked her with her legs on their shoulders. Sometimes, when she came, her pussy squirted and sprayed her juices. 

	It was a very humiliating gang rape. They were rough and pulled and pushed her around like a doll. Ryan and Lloyd fucked her liked they hated her. When it was over, she lolled around like a beached whale...soaked and drenched in sweaty exhaustion on the carpet soiled with her urine. 

	She whimpered, opening and closing her legs, as her cunt spasmed and drooled its pearly load. Her kinky pubic hair was lathered with her sweat, her pussy juices (she had squirted several times) and semen. All over her inner thighs and some of the mess had run down her ass crack. She was a sloppy whore...

	“Now, thank the boys,” Roy told her. 

	He coerced her into thanking each one of them. She had to shuffle around on her knees and give each one of their soft cocks a sweet, respectful kiss before Roy tossed her own clothes at her, minus her ruined bra. She sobbed softly as she dressed in their presence. He didn’t let her clean herself so when she put on her own panties, it trapped the cum leaking from her hole. He took “maid’s” panties that they had use to wipe her cunt and put them in a baggie.

	Roy drove her home. She sat there in his sedan in a fog. At one point before they got on Highway 30, he took out the soiled panties and put on her head and pulled them down over her face, so that her nose and mouth were in the crotch. 

	“So, nobody sees you on the way home, slut,” he said to her cruelly.

	Michelle wanted to die. It was the final humiliation. She was grudgingly grateful for it because it enabled her to disguise her identity, or at least hide her shame and embarrassment in the absurdly delusional “comfort” of having something to cover her face (like a child who’s embarrassed and covers her face with her hands, though, practically speaking, this accomplishes little).

	Mercifully, he let her take them off when they got to her house. So ended the day’s ordeal. It was the beginning of a debasing, complicated and life-changing relationship - a story without a happy ending. When she got home, it was about 5pm. She had been at the Bennett house since noon.

	“Now, Michelle, you don’t worry about a thing. Your dirty pictures are safe with me. Provided you do as your told,” he said to her coolly. “You know, you’re never gonna be the same again,” he said to her.

	Michelle nodded. She looked at him and hated him at that moment, but made sure not to do anything to show disrespect. She was learning her place...

	Brian was there when she got home, but other than calling out to him, she made sure to avoid him. Michelle went to her bathroom, locked the door and stared at herself in her mirror. She wasn’t sure who the woman was who stared back at her. She took a long, hot shower and brushed her teeth and gargled mouthwash and still felt filthy.

	Andsore…sore like a…used whore…a ‘nigger whore’…a ‘nigger gutter slut’ who’d cum over and over again being used by a white man and four white boys…boys who were here, in her home, with her son when she’d left. She couldn’t face her son now and didn’t know what she’d do when she saw the boys again, which she knew she would. She was had just wrapped the towel around her when she heard her son outside her door calling out to her, asking about dinner. She opened the door just enough to hand him money and tell him to order a pizza. 

	She told him she didn’t feel good and was going to bed, then shut the door and went to bed. She felt sick, sore, tired, hopeless, restless… But, after no sleep the night before, she fell into a troubled sleep. She woke up the next morning, naked, sweaty and groggy at first, then disgusted when noticed her hand between legs clutching her gooey, smelly crotch. She got up, muscles and orifices feeling sore and used, and went back into the shower, knowing she still wouldn’t feel clean… ever again.

	Chapter 4

	Pete

	Now that Roy had a blackmail strangle hold on Michelle, he was going to enjoy it to the max. He found her big ass and prim demeanor like catnip. To really degrade her was his plan. He had been filled with anger after a life that, to him, was peopled with smart-assed college-educated liberals. All telling him that he was a barbarian, a troglodyte. 

	And the worse offenders, in his mind, were the black women, like Oprah Winfrey. Taking full advantage of the social currents which enshrined feminism and racial equality, they had risen until the White House itself had a black woman as “First Lady”. In Roy’s mind the world had gone crazy.

	But, he was about to take his revenge. He was gonna build himself a nigger gutter slut out of a woman like the “First Lady”. A sex slave whose body would betray her. Because, as Roy believed, no white woman could cum like a nigger gutter slut. And he was gonna prove it. He knew her job put her in a straitjacket. 

	As the Chief Administrator of St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital, she had to be above reproach. Now, in the privacy of his own home, for his son (and all their friends by golly!) he was gonna train this bitch in every way his evil mind could devise…Continue her training really. He’d gotten a good start with her already with the boys. Shit, she was a slutty nigger bitch too, he thought, recalling how she’d cum so hard so many times. A nigger gutter slut, to be sure, but she still had a ways down to go, and he’d take there.

	And he had a lot of ideas. And then from his son, he discovered that Michelle had a nubile, hot daughter, a carbon copy of Mama. His mouth watered at the prospect of ensnaring her in his schemes too. He pressed Lloyd to swipe a picture of her for his perusal. When he saw that photo of Akeema, he got instant “wood”. Damn, these nigger bitches were gonna be better for him than Viagra®!

	He decided that either Saturday or Sunday was gonna be his day to continue training Michelle…

	For her part, after the five hours she’d spent at his house, Michelle had tried to come to grips with her situation. She knew it made no sense to go to the police. After all, Roy was the police. She had no real evidence. She’d deleted his emails that Friday night. She was so paranoid about someone finding them on her hard drive, that she got rid of them. He had the originals and now he and the boys had lots of new pictures showing her behaving like a total slut. 

	She kept turning the situation over in her mind. What could she do to regain some dignity, restore stability to her life, re-discover some sliver of self-respect. Part of her knew that what was in her own mind was her greatest enemy. She knew she’d never get over the embarrassment, debasement and shame of it all. Most shameful was how hopelessly, helplessly aroused by she’d gotten by her humiliation and degradation.

	She had repressed the molestation by her mother’s boy friend when she was a teen. The horror of being masturbated to orgasm during that ordeal and the degradation of having had orgasms when she was raped had a deeply repressing effect on her. After the rape, she did not masturbate. She reluctantly had sex with her husband, not often - and never had orgasms. It had damaged her fragile sexual self image. To be subjected to a sexually humiliating situation reinforced her helplessness. She felt like a puppet with total loss of control; her body no longer belonged to her, but to somebody else.

	This was what Roy and the boys had aroused in her. The woman’s body often reacts to stimulus whether her mind wants it too or not. This is the reason why many victims have orgasms while being raped. Not only do they have the feeling of complete loss of control, but their bodies react to the stimulus and this causes additional mental pain.

	Michelle ended up thinking, ‘there must be something wrong with me to climax while I’m being raped’. The humiliation and shame she felt when she was molested and raped at sixteen stayed with her. Her mother’s boyfriend told her that she would never be the same again. So had Roy.

	A few days went by and then he called her on her cell phone. She froze when she heard his voice.

	“Michelle, I want you at my house on Saturday. Report to me by 10am. Here’s the address...write it down.”

	Michelle found herself trying to tell him that she had plans (she didn’t) and that she didn’t have a pen. He ignored both stalls and repeated his instructions. Then he made her repeat them back to him, as if she was a child, even called her ‘lil’ niglet’ and made her call him ‘Massa.’ She found this very demeaning and degrading.

	When she put down the phone, she realized miserably, that’s what she was, a helplessly degraded ‘lil’ niglet’ and that’s what he was, her ‘Massa.’ She shook her head, feeling so helpless and vulnerable that tears came to her eyes.

	Michelle worked that week in a semi-trance. She was having a very hard time adjusting to her new reality. She nodded to staff and had a quick conversation about changes being mandated by the new budgets. Her friend and colleague, Karen, had noted a change in her that week and came over solicitously, more than once, to inquire if she was “OK”.

	Karen Collins was Michelle’s protégé. She joined both the department and ended up under Michelle’s wing. Although she was white and nearly a decade younger than Michelle, and the two women became close friends.As soon as Michelle put down the phone, Karen knocked on her door and entered.

	“Hey, how are you doing today, girl,” she asked?

	“Uh...OK...fine.”

	“So, you think it’s doable living with the new mandated budget,” Karen asked?

	“OH...not a problem...not really.”

	“You seem so distracted lately Michelle. Everything OK at home?

	“Oh...yeah.”

	“Is Brian still giving you grief about his video game thing?”

	“OH...yeah...what else is new. No, but it’s not that,” Michelle said...her voice trailing off...

	“Well, you just seem a little out of it. If you need me to talk to, just call....OK?”

	“Thanks. I will.” 

	Karen patted her hand reassuringly.  Michelle smiled warmly at her and then dove back into paperwork. 

	On the other side of town, Roy sat having coffee and a donut with his partner, Pete Simmons.

	“How’s the bitch doin’”, asked Pete?

	He was referring to Roy’s American Bulldog breeding female. Roy had mated her and she was pregnant.

	“Yeah, she’s fine,” he drawled.

	Actually, Roy had another bitch in mind. He had really enjoyed what he’d been able to do with Michelle on Saturday. And he was planning to put her thru her paces in a few days. He looked over at his partner.

	“Hey, I got somethin’ cookin’ over at my place this weekend. You free Saturday morning?”

	“Uh...yeah. I can put the wife off on her ‘honey do’ list. Whaddya got goin’? You wanna do a little shootin’?”

	“Hmmm...I got sumptin’ special. I think you’ll like it.”

	Come Friday, Michelle was in a tizzy. She couldn’t get it out of her mind that the next day she was going to be back at Roy’s house. She wanted to start biting her nails, she was so nervous. She looked at her manicured nails, painted red, and distracted, found herself thinking back to the image of her holding onto Roy’s knees after he’d whipped her. And the soul-shattering image of him spitting in her face. 

	And then the picture of her gagging as she was face-fucked...or even worse...being made to cum...to squirt like a carnival whore! ‘OH GOD’, she thought to herself.

	That night, she hugged Brian and he was a bit “freaked out” by the affection Mom showered on him.

	“Bri...you love me, right,” she asked?

	“Uh...yeah...sure Mom. What’s up with that,” he asked defensively?

	“You’re not gonna give me a whole lecture about my video games again...or my friends, are you?”

	“No, sweetheart, I just...uh...wanted you to say...uh...you love me and...uh...that you...uh...respect me,” she stammered.

	“Sure,” he said pulling away from her grasp. 

	Michelle took a sleeping pill so she could get a full night’s sleep. She knew she was going to need it. The next morning she fed Brian and then after checking up with him on his schedule for the day, she headed out. As she drove, she felt her mouth dry. She was very nervous. She hadn’t gotten any specific instructions from Roy as to what she should wear and in a defensive move, she had worn her best, go-to-the-mall casual clothes. A grey straight skirt, dark navy blue low heels, a peach-colored, V-neck, Mohair sweater and her gold and chrome Rolex watch.

	She had showered, put on her best perfume and carefully applied her make-up. She knew in her bones, that she would be treated in such a way that all of that was for naught, but she had to do what she always did. She had to try and maintain her essential dignityand poise as a woman, a person.

	The ten miles she had to drive went quickly. There were fewer people on the road on a Saturday morning compared to the drive times during the work week. She soon arrived at Roy’s house. She felt butterflies in her stomach and to distract herself, she studied the house more closely.

	The older wood house was painted brown and light green with a heavily shingled roof. There was a long, covered porch on the front of the house, and hedges and bushes lined both sides of the lot. The grass seemed like it had “gone to seed” and was in need of mowing. There was Roy’s now familiar sedan parked in the driveway along with a Ford pick-up truck. The sound of dogs could be heard coming from somewhere behind the house.

	Michelle parked in the driveway behind the truck and got out. As soon as she started to walk towards the porch, Roy emerged carrying a coffee cup and just behind him was another man. This man was perhaps ten years younger. He had a thick moustache` and was several inches shorter and thirty pounds lighter. This was Roy’s partner, Pete Simmons. Roy brought him up to speed by showing him the pictures and telling him how he’d been able to snare the stupid black bitch.

	He promised Pete that this was gonna be one of the best Saturday outings he’d had in months, if not years. Already, the man was salivating as he watched the 5’6” 140lb. heavy-breasted black woman approach.

	“Shit, man, she’s a hot load,” Pete said admiringly. “You weren’t shittin’ me man. She’s somethin’ else...

	“You...aint...seen...nothing...yet,” Pete said slowly for emphasis.

	“Good morning, Michelle,” Roy said affably.

	Michelle nodded and didn’t say anything. She was so ready to have him pounce on her that his good manners threw her off.

	“This is my partner, Pete. Pete, say hello to my maid Michelle.”

	“Hey there, Michelle,” said Pete grinning like a Cheshire cat.

	“Hi.”

	“Get your ass inside, bitch,” Roy finally hissed at her.

	And Michelle felt the butterflies in her tummy go wild. It was beginning...

	Roy took her elbow when she was on the porch and steered her into the house. Michelle felt herself trying to stand up and show some spirit and dignity in front of this new man. He seemed like just another “bubba”, a blue-collar, work-a-daddy. She imagined he was married and this was his morning to get away from the little woman. Michelle could picture her as a frowsy, overweight bottle blonde. She felt her mind was sharp as she processed all these thoughts...

	Roy pulled her down. He had laid out her “maid’s” costume on the divan. He had obviously shown it to his partner. She gulped as she looked at it again. ‘Did I actually have that on last week’, she wondered?

	It was so vulgar and vile. Michelle didn’t know what to do with her hands now and clutched at her purse. She felt like she was on the edge again; and she had that feeling in her stomach that she got whenever she was on the Ferris Wheel when she was a child.

	“Come here,” Roy ordered her.

	Michelle walked over like she was sleepwalking.

	“Are you my nigger, gutter slut,” he asked her?

	She looked over at Pete, who had himself perched on the arm of the divan. Then she looked back at Roy and in a thick voice, said, “yes.”

	“Good girl...good ‘lil’ niglet. Now, pull up your sweater and show Pete your fat titties.”

	Like a sleepwalker, Michelle did what she was told. She belonged to “Massa” now. Pete whistled when he saw her big, D-cup titties. 

	“Now, pull your bra up to your neck, nigger so Pete can see your black nipples.”

	Michelle reached down and grasped the bottom of her cups and pulled up and got her bra to the top of her chest. 

	“Now, walk around.”

	Michelle paraded around at his command. 

	“Jump up and down and show us your fat floppy tits.”

	Like a puppet she did what she was told. 

	“Now, pull up your skirt.”

	It was a struggle. The straight skirt was fairly tight, but in the end she got it up to expose her cream colored nylon bikini cut panties. Roy made her walk around with her panties around her knees and the awkwardness of her position made her look foolish. She stumbled around the room. 

	When she didn’t move fast enough for Roy, he scolded her and gave her a swat on the ass. It was like she was a child. Of course, this is how whites related to blacks for one hundred years following the War between the States. They treated them like children...child-like, feeble-minded, easily entertained and entertaining.

	The implications were not lost on Michelle. The more that Roy pushed her down the status ladder the more she was overwhelmed. Each indignity made her more submissive and hotter. Soon, it was apparent that she was getting wet between her legs.

	“Come here, slut,” Roy said to her.

	When she was standing right in front of him, he pointed out to Pete that her cunt was wet and slippery. 

	“Lookit, Pete, here,” he said pointing to the crotch of her panties bunched up around her knees.

	“The wet spot...see it? The bitch has been creaming her panties...probably on the drive over here. Haven’t you bitch,” he demanded of her.

	Michelle lowered her eyes and said nothing. In truth, her pussy was swollen, hot and wet. As Roy verbally abused her, she was becoming more excited. She hated herself for it, but there seemed nothing she could do to stop herself. She bit her lip and silently cursed herself for her weakness.

	“It makes it easier for her to walk with those ‘thunder thighs’ all wet and squishy,” Roy declared. Pete began chuckling.

	In truth, he was getting pretty hot himself. He was content to let his partner, however, set the pace. Obviously, Roy had her under his thumb, and she was going to perform for them like a trained animal. Little did Michelle know how much of an analogy a “trained animal” was...soon, Roy would take her down the status ladder from house maid to something less than human. Michelle had no idea how perverted Roy was...

	Roy then decided it was time for her to take all her clothes off. The two men sat down and Roy took out a bottle of peach schnapps for them and poured both of them a shot. Michelle stood between the coffee table and the fireplace and took off her sweater, her bra, her skirt, her slip, her panties and then her shoes.

	“Jump up and down, nigger,” Roy told her.

	They watched her ample tits jiggle, sway and bob as she did as he commanded. Then Roy made her squat up and down, spreading her legs as she did so...Next, Roy put on some music.

	“Jigaboo music...”

	“Let’s see you dance, nigger.Jiggaboo boogaloo,” he chuckled.

	He made her dance. When she didn’t show enough “boogaloo”, he slapped her on her fat booty. When she still didn’t show enough “nigger rhythm”, he slapped her tits this way and that until she groaned in sheer agony. Then he went to the desk and pulled out big paper clasps, the kind made from black sheet metal. He made her stand still and then he opened them up in turn and fastened them to her big, black nipples. Poor Michelle groaned in agony as the clasps were large and strong. Then he made her dance again...

	“All you niggers know how to dance. Let’s see you shake that booty.”

	Other than dancing for the boys at Roy’s insistence the week before, Michelle had not danced for years.Roy kept her at it making her spread her legs and shake her tits and ass. The pain in her nipples had her shaking her ass, but trying to keep her tits from bobbing and swaying too much. She looked like a comic howling dervish, as her hips and ass seemed to be on fire, while she struggled mightily to keep her titties still. And the pain made her wail!

	“That’s it you dirty nigger slut...shake that fat ass of yours. Show us what you got.”

	The mental pain...produced by image, in her mind’s eye, of her dancing naked for these two white men, made her cringe. There was nothing she could do except perform like a puppet.

	She felt sick when Pete said, “lookit the coon, presentin’ herself like a fuckin’ baboon in heat.”

	If Michelle thought or hoped that Pete would behave like a decent human being, this comment destroyed any hopes she had. But since she was doing “dirty dancing” buck naked...any hopes she had for decent treatment was a moot point.

	“You’re fuckin’ lazy...I give you the opportunity to show us your stuff and you’re doggin’ it. I’m gonna give you a whippin’ slut. Get your ass over here.”

	He directed her to stand behind an overstuffed chair. He whipped out his handcuffs and pulling her arms behind her he cuffed her wrists. He made her bend over the chair. This position put her head close to the seat and her feet were off the floor. 

	Then, Roy took off his belt. He slowly drew the flat, gleaming leather through his fingers, and then doubled it, making it “crack” sharply as it pulled tight. Holding the belt in his right hand, he slowly stroked her taut spread buttocks and upper thighs. Her sharp intake of breath at the touch of his hand was exciting to both men. Pete was overwhelmed at the submissive position Michelle had been put into…and her whimpering reaction was erotic catnip to the young detective. 

	Roy whipped her thoroughly on her butt cheeks and the back of her thighs…making her cry out, groan…moan, squeal and finally shriek as the flesh became sore. He beat her methodically…bending over periodically to whisper something in her ear…then resuming the strapping. When he was done, her bottom was hot and tender; it looked like a raw side of beef…

	She moaned, whimpered and begged for mercy. Roy’s response was to bring out his police baton.

	“Lookit the bitch’s hot pussy,” he said to Pete.

	In her bent over position, her pussy was exposed. Her hairy pulpy lips were spread and Pete could see lot’s of “pink”. He came over to examine her, like she was a heifer in a stall. Michelle felt him getting his face close to her most precious part. He looked over at Roy for approval, and then began to touch her. He ran his finger all along her swollen labia and then her big clitoris peeking out of its protective hood.

	As he got into it, Michelle moaned. He ran his finger over and around the distended tip of her clit, encouraging it. As he fondled her, Michelle’s vagina drooled more. 

	“Smell the bitch. She’s drippin’,” Pete said to Roy.

	“This whore loves it all,” Roy said. “Watch this,” he said as he hefted his baton. This was hisMonadnock PR-24 Expandable Baton®. The handle was ribbed and crowned with a knob and this is what he put at the entrance to Michelle’s pussy hole.

	“Open up, slut,” he said to her as he worked it into her hole. The baton was in its closed state so, the long portion was the same length, midway between the handle. The knob at the end of the handle was big and as he pushed to work it into her pussy, Michelle grunted with the intrusion.

	“OH, God,” she moaned.

	“No problem, slut. It’s gonna go in all the way,” he said as he pushed and pressed it in. Michelle groaned more as the full dimensions of the handle entered her vagina and stretched her hole.

	When he was done, Roy had the whole handle in her sex hole. And the baton itself, at a 90 degree angle to the handle protruded obscenely from between her cheeks and thighs. Roy worked it in and out a bit, fucking her with it. As he did so, he turned to his partner.

	“Get your dick sucked, partner. Just put your cock by her mouth and tell her, ‘giddyap’!”

	Pete needed no encouragement. He skedaddled over to stand in front of her. He unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock out. He lifted Michelle by her shoulders to bring her up to the right height. He presented his dick to her.

	She looked at it and groaned. He had a long, slim, uncircumcised cock with an angry, large purple head. He fisted it and soon, a drop of clear pre-cum appeared.

	“Suck it, slut,” he said to her.

	She had to open her mouth. She took him in and began to suck on his penis sweetly. He moaned as he was very hot and her mouth, with her thick, “negroid” lips sliding up and down his shaft to grip his fat purple cockhead, had him super very excited.

	“Oh shit,” he crooned.

	Roy, with the baton in Michelle’s cunt, chuckled as the looked at the way it sat, with the handle in her hole and the perpendicular shaft ready to be spun like the blades of a propeller. He took ahold of the shaft with two hands and began pumping the handle in and out of her pussy, making her grunt with each stroke. Each time he did that she convulsively gulped and swallowed, giving Pete a new thrill each time.

	They worked as a team until Roy got the urge to put his big cock in place of the baton. He pulled it out and it came free with a “pop”. Then he unzipped and pulled out his dick. He rubbed it up and down the wet seam of her pussy, getting the head of his cock nice and wet. When he could no longer stand it, he worked it in with a moan emitting from his lips.

	Now, they pushed and pulled on her using her mouth and cunt to the max. Pete was far gone and with his ass twitching held onto her head by her ears and worked the head of his bloated cock just an inch in and out of her mouth. 

	He went, “oh, oh, oh.” And came with a roar, “OH SHIT, OH SHIT MAN!”

	Michelle gulped and swallowed as he spurted a half dozen times filling her mouth with his seed. She had her tongue on the underside and without her conscious effort, she wriggled the flat, pink organ back and forth along his sensitive frenulum, driving Pete crazy.

	“OH, SHIT...OH SHIT, OH LORD, OH SHIT THAT’S GOOD,” he moaned!

	Roy seeing his partner having the time of his life, slowed down and just held his cock inside her. Michelle’ pussy filled to the max seemed at that point to have a life of its own. The sphincter muscles around the mouth of her hole convulsively clenched at Roy’s thick invader. He could feel he wouldn’t last too long that way. 

	So, he made a decision: he pulled out and came around to where Pete had been. His partner had sat down on the divan and was leaning back enjoying the afterglow of his orgasm. He watched Roy pull Michelle off the chair and get her on her knees. 

	Then he went to work on her mouth...teasing her and assaulting her with his cock. He made her lick it from his nut sack to the crown, giving it little kisses. When she didn’t do it right, he slapped her face, making her moan submissively.

	“Get your mind into it, nigger,” he growled at her. 

	Then he made her suck it. Slow at first, then he pushed it in deeper until it reached the entrance to her throat.

	“That’s it nigger, take it down deep. DEEP.”

	He wasn’t’ content until he made her gag. And with each deep penetration Michelle went into sub-space. She hovered on the edge of choking and suffocating. He eyes teared up so much her mascara ran. Her nose began to run and her mouth got so juicy that soon a thick froth dribbled from her big lips.

	Roy face-fucked her until he erupted like a fire hose. Combined with all the saliva her mouth had defensively been producing, she was a sloppy mess. She swallowed the first spurt, but then he pulled out and sprayed her face. Soon, she was “frosted”. He wiped up a blob that was ready to fall and smeared it on her lips. He un-cuffed her.

	“Get up and put on your panty maid uniform, slut,” he barked at her.

	Michelle did as she was told. Putting on that hated costume humiliated and violated her in the most despicable, unspeakable ways. All her years of education...all the gains her people had made in the civil rights years melted away when she put on that despicable get-up.

	Beyond sexual exploiting her and even victimizing her with rape, the panty maid outfit was about trivializing and fetishizing the traumatizing, dehumanizing ordeals she and other black people had endured and overcome, returning to that debasement, dressing her up, turning it into a form of perverse amusement for her new white ‘massas’ and her into a pathetic joke. 

	Most pathetic of all, what she despised most of all, was how aroused she got by their jeering jubilation at her humiliation.Both men watched her. They enjoyed a drink and watched her degrade herself. Roy had forbidden her to wipe any semen off her face. And when she was all suited up, like a marionette, he made her pirouette around the room.

	Then Roy had another idea. He put the cuffs on again, so that her hands were behind her back. Then he went and got a feather duster. He made her spread her legs and pulled aside the crotch of her white cotton panties. He worked the handle of the duster into her still wet pussy.“Now, dust everything in this room,” he said to her laughing.

	Michelle had to shuffle around and try, as best she could, to “dust”. She did the coffee table and then went around to every flat surface to do his bidding. It was even more humiliating. Dressed as fetishized panty maid, now performing as a household appliance.  When Roy felt this humiliation had run its course, he took off the cuffs and made her bend over with her hands on the coffee table right in front of both of them. Then he went to work on her pussy.

	“Wait till you see how this gutter slut squirts,” is how he put it to Pete.

	He then turned her into a “hand puppet” He used his fingers one-by-one to penetrate her hole. He pulled on her labia, stretching them out like simple meat flaps...so much that when he called them “hottentot aprons” Pete began laughing. He teased, tickled and tormented her clitoris until it bulged like a shiny, pink jellybean. Then he worked two and three fingers into her palm down. He found the spot he was looking for and finger banged her until she spurted like a cut artery.

	Michelle, who’d been on edge since she drove there, and felt the escalation of her arousal with each new humiliation,finally came like a two-dollar whore. She grunted, moaned, groaned, whimpered, yelped and finally shrieked as Roy worked her pussy good. When he took his hand out, it was dripping with her pussy juice.

	The rest of the afternoon was a blur for Michelle. They fucked her mouth and cunt until they didn’t want to do it anymore. The highlight was Roy making her read a racist tract that dissed blacks. Roy subscribed to a number of online racist newsletters. He printed out a particular essay, “Why the Black Man Can’t Compete; the Natural Inferiority of African-Americans”. He made Michelle sit and read it out loud.

	But he insisted she read it aloud in a “Stepin’ Fetchit” voice, like she was some dumb coon. Whenever her “accent” wavered, he gave her a smack on the back of the head, or even worse, slapped her face.

	“You read it like I told you,” he yelled at her. It was very humiliating.

	He finally let her go home at 3pm. Michelle went home and took a shower. She was grateful that Brian wasn’t at home. She went to bed, but was so agitated and still aroused, that she masturbated. 

	Chapter 5

	Anal Slave

	A week and half later Roy called and ordered Michelle to come to his house that night. This was a “school night” and Michelle had wanted to spend some time with Brian. Instead she had to leave an hour early, go home, grab a bit, change her clothes and then drive to East End. Roy was waiting and so was his son Lloyd. The boy hadn’t seen her since that first Saturday and his eyes were shining at the prospect of more time with the hot, black MILF. 

	“Well, Brian’s Mommy,” he teased her.

	Michelle had changed into slacks and a blouse. When she when home, she changed her panties substituting white cotton panties for the blue bikinis she had on. She also wiped her pussy with a sanitary wipe. Lately her vagina had been “weeping” during the day. Perhaps as a result of the sex that had been forced on her. Now, at the Bennett household, she wondered what father and son had in mind.

	They marched her out to the back porch. There for the first time, she could see the kennel. Roy had six or seven American Bulldogs at any one time. A breeding bitch and two or three sires that produced good “pig” hunting dogs. There was a big metal wash tub on the porch and hanging from a beam was a big rubber bag trailing a reddish colored tube.

	“Take off your clothes, coon. And then I’m gonna want you on your hands and knees, jigaboo – we’re gonna give you an enema.”

	“OH, no,” Michelle said without thinking.

	“Oh...I see your mind aint right, bitch. Well, I got just the solution for that.”

	He advanced on her so quickly that she didn’t have time to react. He grabbed her by her hair and hauled her out into the yard to a big apple tree. There was a hook hammered into the trunk up high. He used his handcuffs on her and then hung her from the hook.

	Then, with Lloyd watching, he reached around and unbuttoned her slacks. He unceremoniously pulled them down to her knees and then did the same with her white cotton panties.

	“Lookit, the coon’s big fat ass, boy. Coon females got the best ass on the planet, son. Just perfect for the whip. Go, fetch me my dog whip, Lloyd.”

	Michelle winced when she heard that.

	“Oh, God...please don’t whip me. I’ll do whatever you want,” she pleaded.

	“Oh, yeah...you’re gonna do it all. ‘Cause I’m gonna get your mind right nigger.”

	Lloyd came bounding back holding the whip. Three feet long with a knob and a loop on the handle end, it terminated in a forked tip “cracker”. As Michelle clenched her big butt cheeks defensively, Roy got behind her.

	“Watch this son,” he said to Lloyd.

	He then pulled his arm back and Michelle gave an anguished yell. The pain was murderous, a quite different order of magnitude from the being beaten with his belt. Her stricken rear did a frantic dance as he continued. There was no let up in the sickening pain. ..It landed again, like a red-hot iron searing her bottom. A second frantic yelp burst forth as Michelle went into another bottom-wiggling dance. And no wonder for he was whipping her with all his strength.

	He gave her eight strokes in all. They were all the same, each one a mind-boggling, hot flame which left a weal across her plump, dark brown flesh. The stripes extended from the crest of her ass to just below the crease separating her cheeks from her thighs. Her nerves were shattered when he was done. She would have done anything to avoid another blow. When he finished he handed the whip to Lloyd and ran his hand lovingly over her tortured flesh.

	“Now, do you want us to give you an enema?”

	“Y...yes...Sir,” she moaned. “Just don’t whip me anymore.”

	“Don’t whip me anymore, Massa,” he repeated.

	He made her say it just like that. Having to call him “Massa” was a true violation for a proud African-American woman. Michelle could only hope and pray that she would never be forced to degrade herself like that in front of family or friends. It would be too mortifying...

	Michelle hadn’t had an enema on a regular basis since her grandmother gave them to her as a little girl, or when she was in the hospital giving birth to Akeema and Brian. She groaned and told Roy she was “clean”...that there was nothing up her asshole, but it was no use. He and Lloyd got her up on her hands and knees on a bench on the porch and greased up her anus. Then Roy brought out a big, black rubber nozzle. He called it the “black lollipop”. It was six or seven inches long and bulbous in shape. 

	He greased it up and attaching it to the long red, rubber hose, forced the nozzle into her rectum. As he got it fully seated in her asshole, it pressed on a hot spot in her vagina through the thin membrane separating her rectum from her sex hole - and Michelle, feeling a tingle, whimpered and groaned. She was afraid she would cum from this sort of treatment…disgracing herself once more.

	Roy, seeing how she responded to having something big shoved up her ass, took the nozzle out and reinserted it slowly - making her groan again. He was having fun with her. It was easy to humiliate her, toreduce her to a little puppet and degrade her by making her cum. He would have more fun with this big-titted nigger. 

	Michelle fearfully watched Lloyd fill the two-quart rubber bag with hot water. He dumped a load of salt in it too. Then he hung it up high over her head on a hook on the beam. Roy grinned at her – and told her to get ready. Then he opened the clamp and slowly began filling her bowels with hot water. He pulled and pushed on the nozzle - in effect, fucking her - as the water flowed.  This made her groan. 

	Roy grinned at Lloyd. “She likes it up the ass,” he said.

	Michelle began moaning as the water stretched her belly and bowels and pressed on the nerves on the front wall of her vagina. Soon her pussy was “weeping” copiously again, wetting her sex lips and perineum. The anus and the genitals share a lot of sensitive nerve endings, and the enema was making Michelle react. 

	Her sphincters were soon spasming around the thick black nozzle in rhythm with contractions in her vagina.  Both men watched fascinated as the tight muscular ring squeezed the nozzle embedded deep in her rectum.

	Michelle, to her horror, was being aroused at this stage. The distention of her rectum by the water put tremendous pressure on her sex nerves and the sensitive stretch receptors—and this stimulated the sex muscles of her pelvic floor in a very powerful way.  Both men got hard and hot watching her writhing and struggling and seeing her asshole squeeze the nozzle.

	It was humiliating, what they were doing to her and she kept her face turned towards the far wall. This was no casual cleansing. Roy planned to make hurt. This was a “torture enema”. He was going to pump a lot of water into her—as much as her body could handle. He planned to fill her until she vomited. He filled her with the first two quarts, and it went pretty quick.

	He had Lloyd fill the bag again. At three quarts, the pain began begin to overwhelm any sexual feelings she had and Michelle began groaning and moaning in pain. Soon she had taken four full quarts and began to beg pitiably. Lloyd filled the bag again and now Roy pumped the water in slowly, clamping the hose for longer periods.

	“JESUSGOD...please…oh…God. PLEASE...NO MORE...NO MORE...NO MORE...PLEASE...NO MORE...PLEASE!”

	When Roy pumped the fifth quart into her bowels, she began gagging and then retching. He sadistically continued filling her until he made her vomit. Lloyd got a bucket in front of her mouth in time to catch the torrent.  The vomit contained brown lumps. 

	Roy had forced so much water into her that it had gone up past her pyloric valve, up into her stomach. They made her throw up. Afterwards, her eyes were red. She had sobbed some during the ordeal and her chin was wet with drool. She was a sad sight when it was over. 

	Following this, he made her get up to display her huge swollen belly with the nozzle still embarrassingly and debasingly embeddedin her rectum. Then he and Lloyd had sport with her. They made her walk around and squat up and down which put a lot of pressure on her asshole.

	Lloyd enjoyed watching Brian’s black motheras she clumsily stumbled around and squatted at their command. He noted her full thighs, big ass, her swollen belly and her grapefruit-sized tits that bobbed and jiggled erotically with their big, brownish-black nipples and saucer-sized areolas.

	With about six pounds of water stretching her guts, Michelle began begging to be allowed to shit the enormous load. Lloyd was amazed at how big her belly had gotten and kept remarking on it. She had taken more than five quarts. Her swollen belly made her look hugely pregnant. Roy finally allowed her to sit on a porcelain chamber pot. She was sweating and whimpering with the heavy load in her bowels, as he pressed her on her swollen stomach. It was so humiliating and painful. 

	The sounds and odors as she expelled the enema added to her humiliation. She kept her face covered with her hands and her whimpers added to the symphony of sounds her body was making as she shit. Michelle had never been so humiliated in her whole life; having to shit in front of two white men.  It was the most degrading, humiliating thing she could have ever imagined as a woman.

	Roy examined the contents of the pot when she was done and made fun of her, calling her a “shitty slut”. It was an added degradation. Following this, Roy used some Crisco® to lubricate her shit hole. Michelle had never been anally penetrated. She flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole.  He also spit on her anus. That was another indignity. In truth, the enema and the grease had her ready to be penetrated. When he was ready, he impaled her easily with his cock. Lloyd crowded closer, watching his daddy’s cock go into her loosened asshole. 

	The expressions on their faces were not the same. He looked like he was in heaven. She appeared to be in some pain. Just like she was giving birth, she panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the invasion of her shit hole.  In a surge of masochism, she let her sphincter relax and accept his full length.

	His cock, embedded in her asshole, messed with her mind. She had never been sodomized before. It was what men did to street whores, in her mind. As Roy forced his way deeper inside her virgin ass, stretching her rectum, Michelle felt as if a baseball bat was being forced up her ass. She groaned in shame and horror...and this only excited him more. Her body surrendered and she opened up to him totally. There was no other way...

	Her shit hole had loosened and in a few strokes he was fully inside her, up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock tightly, squeezing it. As his son watched, Roy began to ride her, moving in and out of her asshole. Now that he was fully inside her, he gripped her slick, sweaty hips to pull her back onto his hard cock, allowing him to plow her asshole with powerful strokes. Involuntarily, Michelle cried out, a low constant moan coming from her big lips.

	Lloyd saw her hands clench helplessly each time Daddy plowed her. Her body had gone limp. Nothing came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds, the volume rising and falling in time with Roy’s humping. She was just a female being used...and she yielded totally and completely to that feeling.

	Roy continued to sodomize her as Lloyd began clapping his hands in time with his thrusts into her ass hole. It seemed to her as if it would go on forever. She felt so helpless as he stayed rock hard stroke after stroke. 

	He soon came and grabbed her straightened black hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her face as he filled her ass with his hot cum. He cried out in triumph as Lloyd praised him for his performance.  Lloyd, impatient now for his turn, tapped him on the shoulder and asked for his place.  The son was just as hard as Daddy. In a single thrust he impaled Michelle, sinking up to his pubic hairs in her. 

	He plowed relentlessly into her wide open ass. Poor Michelle just made small moaning sounds underneath him. She could manage nothing more. Each time he slammed into her, it knocked the wind out of her lungs. 

	Unconcerned with her, he took his pleasure quickly and brutally as he could. Then he too filled her with a flood of hot cum before also collapsing on her sweaty, nude back. Michelle lost track of time. It seemed to go on and on. Both men sodomizing her seemed to be one long rape. The cock became one cock, repeatedly and painfully sodomizing her. And when they both recovered they each took another turn. Roy rubbed her clitoris while he assfucked her until he’d made her cum.

	She experienced a new form of mind-bending impalement, the feeling of having her ass invaded and stretched; this became a new dimension of reality for her. She surrendered to both men and became nothing more than an anal fuck toy. A new experience for her...

	When they were done with her, she felt pain in her shit hole as she lay there on her belly, her mouth open, panting between moans...defiled by their cum and sweat. Roy began whispering in her ear. She looked up at the grain of the wood on the porch...her mind blank, exhausted. Her asshole was raw, open, a bit sore, stretched...An open “O”...A toothless mouth...with semen drooling from it. 

	Her next bowel movement would make her remember this violation. Having to shit hurt a little and she found herself gripping the toilet seat and whimpering as each turd emerged from her asshole.  

	Chapter 6

	Darlene and Kelly

	Darlene Watson was a divorced white woman of 38 years. She was Harold’s mother; and also had a daughter, Kelly, aged 16. Darlene had been a cheerleader in high school, but two kids, a bad marriage and other assorted bumps in life’s road had left her griping about the unfairness of it all. She was also forty pounds heavier than when she was a senior in high school.

	She got alimony and child support from her ex-husband, but even with that and her job at the utility company it was never enough. She was always complaining how the “welfare cheats” and “liberals” had ruined this country for people like her...white people. In truth, she was no saver and had trouble keeping up with her bills, even though she had enough to support herself and two kids.

	Harold was her favorite, because he was so much like her. He even inherited her predilection to gain weight. Kelly was more like her husband. She had a mean streak, just like her daddy, Joe. 

	Darlene was always fussing with Harold and babied him endlessly. So, joking around with him after school, while she fed him cookies she’d baked, she discovered that he had a “secret”. He didn’t want to tell her, but as she teased him, he let out that one of his pal’s dads had gotten them all a “slut” to dip their “wicks” into.

	“Does that mean my baby is no virgin,” she asked him chuckling and trying to tickle him by sticking a finger in his ribs.

	“Aw, Ma...you aint supposed to joke about that stuff with a guy. A kid my age...hey...we’ve been around,” he said with a smile. “I’m experienced,” he said laughing.

	“Come on...you’re still stuck on that baby cake, Jocelyn...and she aint giving you any. That girl is gonna wait ‘till she hears wedding bells before she puts out for you, baby boy,” she said.

	“No...it aint no white girl Mama...it’s a real woman...an older woman...a black woman.”

	Darlene perked up at this.

	“What are you talking about?”

	“Look, I aint supposed to say anything. I got a pact with my guys. You know how it is for a guy my age...right?”

	“Oh, baby, you can tell me. I’m not gonna do anything to lose your trust. You know that.”

	Well, after a little more coaxing, Harold tells Mama about Michelle. Darlene is fascinated and soon a plan hatches in her little mind. She’d met Roy Bennett. In fact, she’d been attracted to him and since they were both divorced, had fancied a relationship. But that never happened. In any event, she knew him well enough to call him. And after Harold had shown her a few pictures of Michelle on his cell phone, she went into action.

	She called Roy and asked to meet him for “coffee”. Sensing a pass from her, he tried to demur, but she finally said, “Look, it’s about Michelle. I want to talk to you about her.”

	So, he had no choice. They met at a cheap diner they both knew that afternoon. Darlene cut right to the chase. She didn’t object to what Roy had done. She wasn’t remotely interested in creating a fuss. No, she wanted Michelle to play with too. Roy was blown away. 

	“I didn’t know you went that way, Darlene,” he said.

	“Well, you don’t know what I want her for,” she said a little huffy. Then she softened and said, “Look, I aint getting any action from you. And I aint getting any younger. But, look, you and I always saw eye to eye when it came to the coons...right?”

	“True.”

	“Look, basically, I just want to let you know, I’ve seen the pictures and I’m gonna give the bitch a call.”

	“Um...OK. I can tell you that I’m getting her trained just right. Anything a good white woman like you does to her can only help. At least I think so.”

	So, they shook hands on it. Darlene called Michelle on her cell phone. Michelle was shocked to find that it was the mother of the boy who had participated in her rape that first Saturday.

	“I’ve seen the pictures, Ms. Jeffers. And I want to talk to you as a mother. Getting involved with kids that age is a crime you know.” Actually, Harold was 18, but Darlene wasn’t gonna let that technicality stop her.

	“Come over to my house for coffee on Saturday. I’ll give you the address. Come over at 1o’clock.”

	Michelle, horrified that someone else knew about her disgrace, could only say, “OK.”

	That Saturday, Michelle, wearing a mauve silk blouse and tailored gabardine slacks, drove over to the address Darlene gave her. The house was in a very blue collar part of town. A far cry from the upper class neighborhood Michelle lived in with Brian.

	She knocked on the door and a frowsy bleach blonde woman answered it. She was wearing an orange housecoat and it looked shabby. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she was holding a coffee cup.

	“Come in,” she said.

	“I’m Michelle Jeffers.”

	“I know who you are. Sit over there,” she said pointing to a shabby couch.

	“Thank you.”

	“No need to get formal and uppity with me, nigger,” Darlene said evenly.“I know who you are. And, what you are. I’ve seen the pictures on my son’s phone. DISGUSTING!”

	Michelle recoiled as if she’d been struck. She thought the woman wanted to talk to her about how she had been blackmailed. She was actually hoping that the woman was going to be an “ally”. But, it was clear that this woman was hateful and now Michelle wondered what she wanted.

	“I talked to my friend, Roy Bennett. You know the detective...right?”

	Michelle nodded...feeling numb.

	“I’m gonna spell it out for you, nigger. You’re gonna be my pussy slave. You’re gonna get down and lick and suck my cunt until I tell you to stop. And if you don’t do everything I say, Detective Bennett will see to it that all your uppity friends and family find out what you are. Do we understand each other?”

	Michelle found herself nodding against her will. ‘Oh my God’, she thought to herself. ‘What next? Who else will have control of me?’

	“Follow me,” Darlene said.

	She led Michelle into her bedroom. The bed was unmade and the room untidy. Darlene undid the sash on her housecoat and took it off. She was wearing bra and panties. She unsnapped her bra and let it fall. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her cotton panties and pulled them down. She was no natural blonde. She had big tits, a D-cup and a fat stomach, thick thighs and a fat, dimpled ass.

	“Strip to the waist whore... and get on your back,” she commanded, pointing at the bed.

	This was so wrong, in Michelle’s mind. She had an aversion to lesbianism. Of course, as a liberal, she believed that tolerance and acceptance of diverse lifestyles was the right progressive thing to do. As a person, she was non-judgmental on one level, but averse, as a woman, to “relating” to another female. Michelle had no options however...and obeyed.

	With her own heavy tits bobbing and jiggling as she got on the bed, Michelle gasped when Darlene pinched her nostrils shut. Gasping for air, she opened her mouth to breathe. Darlene grabbed her tongue and pulled it out of her mouth, as far as it would go. She pointed to her own crotch.

	“Your tongue is mine, nigger. You’d better use it good or else,” she warned her.

	She pointed again to the hairy juncture between her heavy thighs and to Michelle’s tongue again. The meaning was very clear. Michelle was sickened at the thought; it was revolting. The thought of having to put her mouth on the white woman’s private partsdisgusted her. Darlene knelt with her knees on either side of Michelle’s head, facing her feet.  From underneath, Michelle was overwhelmed by Darlene’s heavy, fleshy thighs and the dimpled, fat buttocks descending on her. The mat of the woman’s pubic hair was thick. 

	It covered her fat labia and went up her belly to her navel and around her ass hole. A largish clitoris poked out of the full, pulpy lips. The smell was overpowering: musky and strong. Darlene spread herself open with her fingers and squatted so that as she sat on Michelle’s face, her clitoris rubbed Michelle’s chin. Then she lowered herself fully so that her vaginal opening covered Michelle’s mouth. She joked with Michelle that she was going to go for a “ride” now.

	In this position, Michelle’s nose was pressed right up against Darlene’s asshole. The smell was so strong and objectionable, it made her gag. Darlene grabbed Michelle’s big, brownish-black nipples to pull and twist them. Michelle was forced to kiss and lick Darlene’s pulpy, smelly genitals, as the white woman squatted over her. When Darlene sat down, Michelle’s mouth was squashed up against the now wet vaginal opening.

	Darlene barked, “Stick your tongue in my hole, nigger.” 

	Michelle worried about Darlene sitting down fully and smothering her. Her nose continued to rub her asshole. Darlene’s pussy flowed heavily and the amount of her womanly secretions was not to be believed as Michelle went to work licking, kissing and shoving her tongue into the hole. Her whole face got wet in the process. 

	Darlene frigged herself back and forth on Michelle’s face using her nose, mouth, tongue and chin as a masturbation toy. Michelle had to keep swallowing to keep from suffocating. Whenever Darlene commanded her, Michelle thrust her tongue out as far as it could go, and Darlene wiped herself on it from clitoris to vagina. 

	Back and forth over her face. Then the flabby, younger white woman did a little jig as she came and gushed lots of pussy juice into Michelle’s mouth. There was so much. Darlene took a breather and then rode her to another wet, smelly cum. This time, she squatted down and sat on Michelle’s face fully to smother her, to let her know who was boss. 

	Every time she sat down, she made Michelle moan into her hot, leaking hole. Michelle couldn’t breathe; it was a horror, because she felt like she was going to suffocate. It triggered her gag reflex and fear of asphyxiation. When it was over Michelle was exhausted, humiliated, and her face and neck were wet with pussy juice. 

	To cap off the session, Darlene squatted over her face and told her that she was going to urinate. She insisted that Michelle take it in her mouth. She made the Chief Administrator of St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital put her mouth right on the urethral opening and keep her eyes open to look up at her as she pissed. Michelle, feeling herself sliding down even lower on the status ladder, surrendered.

	She felt Darlene’s urethra bulge, then open and close again. Darlene did this twice, as she relaxed enough to let her urination begin. The 38 year old white woman grinned…grunted…and finally let her bladder go. Michelle’s eyes were wide in horror, with the woman’s wet, hard clitoris pressed against her nose. Her mouth filled up quickly. Darlene warned her to swallow it. And told her not to throw up.

	“Don’t you dare vomit, slut…you swallow my piss…understand?”

	Darlene pressed her smelly pussy tight to Michelle’s mouth as her urine stream continued. Michelle had to fight the urge to gag. She had to keep gulping and swallowing so she wouldn’t gag. She swallowed as fast as she could, but it still made her feel sick to her stomach. The smell and the taste of the acrid piss made her gag and her eyes water no matter how hard she tried to control it. But she kept at it and took all of Darlene’s hot piss.

	When Darlene was done, Michelle began gagging again. It was the rapid one-two-three type of gag that indicated she was going to throw up. Darlene grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head around…

	“DON’T YOU DARE VOMIT, NIGGER,” she growled at her.

	Michelle forced herself to control her body. She wanted to heave and get rid of the load in her belly. It was so horrifying to have been made to swallow another person’s piss. But, she was made to take it and not vomit. Afterwards, Michelle broke down completely crying, sniffling, snot running from her nose. 

	Darlene, maternally, condescendingly comforted her by holding her dirty panties up to Michelle’s runny nose, wiping it and saying “blow” like a mother would with a child. The demeaning and degrading nurturing, condescending fondness and affection of it just devastated Michelle.

	“Aw, poor baby, poor little nigger girl. That’s it. Blow little niglet. Good girl!”

	Michelle was emotionally exhausted, but her ordeal wasn’t over. She could hear some noise coming from another part of the house. She was still on the bed with her head on Darlene’s lap.

	“That’d be my daughter, Kelly,” Darlene said.

	As she lay there, a face appeared at the bedroom door. Bottle blond like her mother, she was a younger version. Hair pulled back into pigtails, she had fuller lips than her Mom, garishly painted red and blue- green eyes like Mom’s. She was plump and short; and had squeezed herself into jeans and a tube top so she looked like a low-rent, trailer park caricature of a teen. She was chewing gum.

	“What’s goin’ on, Mama,” she said, looking over the scene.

	“My friend Roy gave us a present, baby. This uppity nigger is ours to play with.”

	Kelly’s eyes widened and a slow smile spread across her vulgar features. “Really?”

	“Oh, yeah. Mama has been puttin’ her through her paces. I’m getting’ her all warmed up for you, baby.”

	“What can we do to her, Mama?”

	“Well, I’ve been making her lick my le-le (their baby talk term for pussy). And she did a good job. Mama says you can get some of that too.”

	Kelly, a sadistic little monster, had some other ideas too.  “Can we tie her up, Mama.”

	“Sure.”

	Kelly ran from the room...

	“Oh, God, don’t...please...no more,” begged Michelle.

	“Aw, stop complaining’. You’re a big, strong bitch. And a mother’s got to do things with her daughter...right,” she laughed.Under any other circumstances, Darlene knew, neither her nor her daughter would even consider doing anything like what was happening now, much less with and in front of each other. But there was something about targeting and subjugating this nigger that just seemed to trigger a liberating removal of all restraints and taboos, precipitating a cascading series of degrading abuses on their hapless, helpless slut.

	Michelle felt sick. She had fallen in with another group of sick, white, “bubbas” who took delight in tormenting a black person. But there was nothing she could do. Roy, and now others, had more and more photos of her doing terrible things. She was being tortured like an animal on a spit...being roasted slowly over a fire. Helpless...so helpless.

	She could hear Kelly out there, rummaging around for God knew what. Michelle shuddered. Kelly finally came back, out of breath.

	“OK...look at this...look what I got, Mama.”

	She held up a coil of thin rope, a pair of scissors and a pair of pliers, a heavy wooden ruler, a cucumber and a huge carrot. Michelle looked at all the stuff and wondered what was next... ‘Oh, Jesus, save me.’

	“Ok, baby. What do you want to do first.”

	“Let’s tie her, OK?”

	Kelly climbed on the bed began cutting the rope into five foot lengths. Then she and her Mom began tying Michelle’s wrists to the headboard.

	Kelly then got down by Michelle’s waist and unbuttoned her slacks. She pulled them down. She studied Michelle’s panties. Beige silk, bikini cut. Very sexy. She ran her fingers over the crotch.

	“Lookit Mama, she’s wet...”

	Darlene looked and smiled.

	“Seems you like being on the bottom, bitch,” she said cruelly to Michelle, who cringed.

	Kelly pulled her panties off and then studied Michelle’s kinky pubic hair and pussy.

	“What a nasty le le she has, Mama.”

	She began pulling Michelle’s pubic hair, but her Mother interrupted her and said, “help me tie her legs.”

	They bound Michelle’s ankles and tied them to the footboard. Now Michelle was naked and tied like a lamb ready for slaughter.

	“I wanna hurt her titties, Mama.”

	Kelly picked up the pliers and advanced on Michelle’s tits. He took her nipples in turn and pinched them unmercifully. Michelle stared at the cruel features of the sixteen year old hovering over her. Kelly was biting her lip, concentrating on getting it just right. Her eyes were dilated and she was breathing heavily as she tortured Michelle’s tits.

	She grabbed the brownish-black nipples and pulled them out as far as they would go, making Michelle cry out. Then she began to give them sickening little twists. Soon, Michelle was hollering for mercy. 

	Kelly, enjoying the opportunity to torture a mature black woman, picked up the ruler and alternated giving Michelle’s nipples smacks with the ruler and pinching and pulling them with the pliers.

	Michelle began screaming that she would do anything if only Kelly would stop hurting her. In the meantime, Darlene began to play with Michelle’s pussy. She ran a fingertip along the crease between the black woman’s labia and legs and the creases between her buttocks and legs, inching closer towards her pussy. 

	She gave her light caresses, delicate touches with her short nails, then firmer, gliding finger-tip strokes. She worked her clitoris...using her index and middle fingers to rub it. Then she went to used them together in an up-and-down and side-to-side, circular motion. 

	She started slower then went faster, cycling slow-fast-slow-fast, with her fingers pressing hard. Sweating now, Michelle ground her hips against Darlene’s fingers. Following this, Darlene stuck two fingers in her cunt hole. Frigging her harder and harder...she made Michelle cum as her daughter tormented her titties. 

	Kelly next wanted to shove the big cucumber into Michelle’s hole. And did so. The cuke was at least 8” long and as thick around as a man’s wrist, so it was a tight fit. Then Kelly wanted to shove the carrot up Michelle’s ass. Mama told her to go and get some Crisco® from the kitchen. Kelly ran out and came back with a big can of the stuff. She lubed up the carrot and had fun working it into Michelle’s asshole.

	Now stuffed in both holes, Michelle lay there submissive as Darlene got down to serious business working her clitoris. She rubbed her big nubbin hard up and down and left and right until she’d made the poor black mother cum and spurt.

	“Oh, that’s gross, Mama. Her le le is squirting. It’s so nasty,” went Kelly.

	“Watch this baby. I’m gonna get her to make herself cum. You work on her tits while I do this.”

	Darlene held the heel of her hand up against Michelle’s pussy.

	“Rub yourself off. Make yourself cum,” she ordered.

	Michelle didn’t know quite what to do. She was being told to masturbate herself, but when she hesitated, Kelly began the cruel routine of giving her little smacks on her nipples and then using the pliers to pinch and pull them. 

	The pain soon made Michelle hump her hips up and down and then in lewdly coital moves, left and right and rotating them around – rubbing her pussy against Darlene’s hand. It was an erotic sight. They were making her get herself off.

	“Lookit Mama...the coon is making herself cum,” Kelly crooned.

	“Baby, put your foot here and let her get herself off on your foot,” Darlene urged her.

	“Oh, yeah,” chorused Kelly.

	Kelly had been wearing “jellies” so she was barefoot anyway. She leaned back between Michelle’s spread open thighs and put the ball of her foot on Michelle’s wet, splayed pussy.

	“I’ll encourage her,” said Darlene taking up the pliers to work on Michelle’s nipples.

	They worked as a team and soon, poor Michelle was cumming and cumming against her will. Until she had soaked the sheets so much there was a circular wet spot two feet across!

	“What a whore, Mama. She’s a nasty whore, isn’t she Mama,” said Kelly.

	“It’s your turn, baby. I sat on her face. Let Mama show you how...”

	Darlene encouraged Kelly to take off her top, then her jeans, bra and panties. Michelle watched, entranced as the chubby teen disrobed in front of her. She was plump and oh-so-white with brown nipples, C-cup titties, and hairy Venus mount.

	“Can I have her suck my titties, Mama?”

	“Sure.”

	Michelle had to suck the girl’s brown nipples, making her ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh”. Then, with Mama’s encouragement, Kelly straddled Michelle’s face. She was facing the headboard so her clitoris was right up against Michelle’s nose. With Mama guiding her she sat down a little and together they made Michelle service Kelly.

	Kelly straddled her face and got her crotch right over Michelle’s face. Holding herself up by placing her hands on the older woman’s shoulders, she lowered herself until she made contact with her face. Kelly had a musky-sweet, fishy odor and a hairy pussy, with a fair amount of brown pubic hair all over her slit showed plump outer labia and a pea-sized clit. Her inner sex lips gave her pussy the appearance of a peach. 

	Dark pink-lipped, growing purple at the edges, her inner sex lips were long, fat and asymmetrical. Her very white skin was a contrast to the dark grove between her legs and her ass crack. She was already wet, and her sex lips glistened in the bright afternoon light of the bedroom.

	She sat down fully on Michelle’s face to make her gag, and then lifted herself up slightly to adjust her position. The she began to “ride” back and forth, using Michelle’s nose, mouth and chin to rub her labia, vaginal opening and clitoris.

	She found a rhythm. She began grunting as she worked her hips back and forth.  Poor Michelle could barely breathe again. She had her mouth open and her tongue out to lick the hot, wet pussy that smothered her. Michelle’s nose rubbed the chubby girl’s clitoris on the upstroke. 

	It felt to Michelle like the pussy was her whole reality.  It seemed to have a life of its own. The labia had swelled and thickened and she was now so juicy that Michelle was wet from her cheeks to her chin. She felt like she was drowning. And then Kelly began jerky coital movements of her hips, back and forth in a way that let Michelle know she was about to cum. 

	Never having done it before, she was a little tentative at first, but as she got into it, and as Darlene “compelled” Michelle. As she yanked the cucumber and the carrot out of her pussy and ass and then used the wooden ruler to spank Michelle on her wet, open pussy, concentrating on her engorged clitoris, Kelly became a demon. She rode Michelle hard and fast. When she had her first cum, she shrieked and exulted.

	“OH, YEAH. THAT’S SOO GOOD!”

	She grunted and her discharge wet Michelle’s face. The older African-American woman gulped and swallowed some of the girl’s smelly, slippery pussy juice. After Kelly came, she sat down with all her weight on Michelle’s face, causing her to beat on the teen’s thighs and cry out. 

	Kelly’s weight on her face and her scent overpowered her. It made it hard to breathe, but feeling very submissive now, Michelle unconsciously thrust her tongue as far as she could into her hole. She wriggled her tongue deep inside her pussy to please her young mistress. Finding herself doing this without being told shamed her enormously...

	“OH, Mama...it’s great. Make her do it more,” Kelly said.

	They made Michelle do it more. Kelly was tireless. She sat on Michelle far longer than her Mama had. When she was finally done, Michelle was a wreck. She had to pee and begged Darlene to untie her and let her urinate.

	“I got an idea Mama,” said Kelly, her eyes glinting with sadistic glee.

	She whispered what she wanted to do to her Mama, who nodded, ‘yes’.

	Kelly went and got “The Board of Education” a paddle Darlene used on her kids when they were younger.  They untied Michelle’s ankles and bent her double so she was in the “diaper position”. Then Kelly used the thin paddle to beat Michelle on her buttocks and thighs until she begged for relief. Smack, smack, smack...the teen beat the older woman methodically. She took out all her hostility on her...

	After this, they untied her wrists and took her into the bathroom. They made her get into the tub on her back. Then, they bent her double with most of her weight on her shoulders, neck and head until her toes were touching the bottom of the tub. 

	“Now, stick your fingers in your stinky pussy and asshole and finger-fuck yourself,” Darlene commanded.

	They made her do that for awhile, until she again begged to be allowed to pee.

	“Piss on yourself. Piss on your own face,” Kelly spat at her.

	In this position, Michelle stared at her cunt above her. She had to ‘go’ so badly.  As she had been working her fingers into her wet pussy and greasy asshole, and this put pressure of her bladder, Michelle began whimpering and whining. They kept her in that position until she pissed in her own face, with some of her urine landing in her mouth. It was a hugely shaming climax to the day’s fun and games. 

	Now, there were two white females, in addition to six white males, who had used her sexually. Michelle was allowed to put her clothes on and leave. She literally ran out of the house and drove like a madwoman and when she got home, she shut herself in her bedroom for the rest of the day. She shut Brian out and shut herself off with her shame.

	IN PART TWO, MICHELLE BECOMES A SLAVE TO WHITE CHEERLEADERS...
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	Chapter 7 

	Pussy Slave of the Coeds

	Madison Roselle was a business major, a senior at UALR (University of Arkansas at Little Rock) and Ryan’s sister. A very pretty cheerleader with a 5’4” 110lb. hard body, she was a real snob as she and her brother were raised in Riverdale, an upper class neighborhood.  While Ryan affected kinship with blue collar Lloyd, Madison thought of herself above such riff-raff. 

	She saw herself driving BMWs and living in Pleasant Valley. Her closest friend, Miko, a junior in the pre-law program, was adoptedand of Thai/Japanese lineage. Miko was as upscale as Madison...her father was a partner in the oldest law partnership in Little Rock, the The Rose Law Firm; and she lived in the Quapaw Quarter, the oldest and wealthiest neighborhood in town.

	Like many privileged kids, Madison and Miko did not really have strong beliefs and convictions of any kind. Although snobbishly class conscious, they were not really socially and politically conscious enough to be identified with any ‘ism’ other than materialism and consumerism. While they were vaguely aware of the Clintons having occupied their Governor’s mansion and the White House, Bush had entered the White House before they entered puberty.Having grown up in privileged, conservative families, these two were conservative more by default than belief or conviction.

	However, as politically and socially oblivious as Madison and Miko generally were, they had become more racially conscious and interested, particularly recently.  Other than athletes on school teams and celebrities in music, movies and TV, Madison and Miko did not pay much attention to black people.Oprah and Beyoncé were beyond race and didn’t really count, they thought. Some other black celebrities were OK, and black athletes were key to the success of football and basketball teams Madison cheered for. Regardless, Madison and Miko did not particularly like blacks. It’s not that they hated blacks or thought or felt that all that much about them. 

	It’s just that, for the most part, at least until college, they had not had much personal contact with black people, other than athletes that they avoided away from games, and blacks who waited on them in stores, restaurants, hotels and their homes over the years…And even that contact was impersonal, potentially unpleasant, and generally kept to a minimum. As it was for many privileged whites, except for being entertained or served by them, blacks were out of Madison’s and Miko’s comfort and interest zones.

	Of course, like most white students in America, Madison and Miko encountered more black teachers and students in college than they had before in the country’s largely still segregated elementary and secondary schools, public or private, but especially those attended by whites of privilege. However, it was the Obama campaign and election that brought the biggest change.

	The involvement of the Clintons made Obama’s campaign and election an even bigger deal at the University of Arkansas than it was at other campuses, where it stirred more political interest and participation among students than seen inyears. Not that either Madison or Miko suddenly became all that interested politically. It was more that—because other students were intensely interested, and even the fraternities and sororities had even become involved—Madison and Miko felt compelled to at least go through the motions so as not to be left completely out of the loop socially, even in their frivolously diverted and aloof social circles. 

	In fact, two black women—a mother-daughter team; two-generation alumni and a former student of Madison’s and Miko’s high school and the University of Arkansas—had been prominent campaigners for Obama in Little Rock. That was how Madison and Miko first met Michelle and Akeema Jeffers, though they had gotten reacquainted with them in other ways more recently.

	While Akeema was getting reacquainted with the Little Rock club scene, unbeknownst to her, Madison and Miko were getting reacquainted with Akeema’s mother. It was a coincidence, but not entirely by random chance. 

	On a brief visit home to get her laundry done—carried from and to her car by the maid—Madison picked up her brother Ryan’s phone and scrolled down to see what sort of porn he’d stored there. She found the photos of Michelle and confronted her younger brother.

	“Who’s the old black lady,” she asked?

	With prodding, he fessed up and Madison grilled him for the details. Though she didn’t reveal it to her brother, as soon as she heard the name Michelle Jeffers Madison knew why the “old black lady” looked so familiar. She was astonished at what she was seeing and hearing about mother Michelle from her brother, but also about all this on top of what they’d recently been doing with her daughter, Akeema.

	“REALLY,” she kept saying. “Oh, Wow!”

	“And she’s in charge over at St. Luke’s? That’s why you criminals have her on the hook. And Lloyd’s dad got the ball rolling? Really? Wow!”

	Well, an idea formed in Madison twisted little mind. She was a “go-for-the-jugular” kind of girl. And so...she called the hospital, explained that she was doing a class project for her business class on projected costs and savings of “Obamacare” and requested to speak with administrator Jeffers about interviewing her for the project. After a few minutes, the secretary put her through and Michelle agreed to meet with her late in the afternoon.

	After the perfunctory greeting at the front desk, Michelle escorted Madison back to her office, where Madison promptly made a point of addressing her as ‘Michelle.’ The older woman sat there stunned as Madison told her she was Ryan’s sister. Then, in a dramatic move, Madison whipped out her phone, scrolled down and then held it up to display a picture of Michelle eating Kelly’s pussy!

	‘OH, Jesusgod, help me’, she thought to herself. Another one!

	Madison was full of confidence.She’d come directly from a class and she was dressed a bit slutty: short skirt and a tight top. She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. It was like she was trying to engage Michelle and everytime Michelle looked at her, it seemed like the girl opened her legs a bit...daring Michelle to look ‘there’.

	And when Michelle succumbed andpeeked,Madisonhad a sly, sick smile on her face like she was a cat who had just caught a mouse. Unconsciously Michelle glanced and Madison imperceptibly opened her legs a few inches. She did it slowly...but Michelle found herself caught like a fly in the spider’s web. She looked and then, hating herself for it...a fleeting glance up at the girl’s face. The girl was smiling at her again. Michelle turned away quickly, embarrassed.

	“People in our circle have these pictures of you...,” she began.

	“Look, what do you want?”

	“Here’s the deal, Michelle. I think Lesbianism is personally distasteful. But, I’ve seen what you’ve been doing with my brother and his friends. And with 16 year old girls! You got a very dark side, Michelle.”

	She then stood up and went over and locked the door - then pulled down the shade on the door’s window. Michelle looked at her quizzically and wondered what the heck the girl was going to do.

	“So, Michelle, let me show you what I want. It’s like this...”

	She went and pulled her chair over to Michelle’s side of the desk. She placed it so it was facing hers. She sat down in the chair and smiled at Michelle. She slowly pulled up her skirt so that her panties were visible. Then she spread her legs.

	“I want you to look at this.”

	“Excuse me...this is getting out of hand.”

	“Listen to me. If you don’t want these dirty pictures to be circulated to all my friends on campus, you just do what I tell you. 

	Now...look here,” she said, pointing to the crotch of her panties.

	She was wearing a pink thong. The girl had beautiful tanned thighs and the cute little purse of her pussy formed a nice ‘peach’ visible through the crotch of her thong. The material was pressed tightly up against her womanhood.

	“Look at me.”

	Michelle, feeling trapped now...finally looked. She wanted to escape ...desperately, but she knew, down deep, that she was trapped.

	The girl opened her legs wider. Then she said, “Now...get down on your knees...”

	Michelle gulped and licked her lips. She didn’t want to do it. Still...if this little witch circulated those pictures, well...She felt like she was having an “out-of-body” experience as she got down on her knees to kneel before the snobby white girl. 

	Madison was a very pretty coed. She had her blonde hair in a page-boy cut, and was one of those women who knew instinctively how to use make-up to her best advantage. She had full lips, with lots of dark pink lipstick and gloss and deep brown eyes with very full lashes. She held Michelle’s gaze and seemed to “will” her down to do her bidding now.

	“I’m gonna help you. I hate lesbians. I think it’s disgusting, but come here,” she said, crooking her finger at Michelle.

	She made Michelle shuffle over so that she was kneeling right between her legs. She reached out and took the older woman’s head in both her hands and gently guided her face closer to her crotch.

	“Smell me,” she commanded.

	Michelle groaned and said softly, “oh God.”

	“I know...it’s wrong, but we both know it’s something you gotta do,”

	Madison said to her with some warmth in her voice now. “Like you gotta get real.”

	She guided Michelle to rub her nose up against her crotch. Michelle tried to resist. She started to pull back and began to protest, but the younger woman was firm and kept her nose to the “grindstone” so to speak. The sheer humiliation of it was what was getting to Michelle. To have this younger white girl, younger than Akeema, taking control of her, was disturbing. Yet, she felt herself powerless to resist...

	“I know it’s sick, but you gotta do it,” Madison kept repeating.

	She used Michelle’s nose and mouth now to rub herself sensuously. It was like she was masturbating herself using Michelle as the toy. She began to really get into it too. Wriggling her hips a little and pushing Michelle’s face up and down and then left and right against her pussy. She began to moan softly as it began to feel better and better to her.

	Michelle was in hell. She didn’t know how to stop this violation. And as it continued, it aroused the same feelings in her that being molested by a friend of her father’s when she was 16. She began to feel arousal between her legs...growing hot, wet and swollen!

	Then, Madison shifted gears and forced Michelle’s head down lower towards her feet. She was wearing ‘jellies’ and she kicked them off and arched her feet.

	She told Michelle to smell her feet. She had small size 6 feet with pink nailpolish on perfect little toes. The older woman bent down and began to sniff them. The pheromones in her sweat sent out a raw, hot message of their own. Michelle found herself feeling even more submissive. Soon, she was kissing those feet at the girl’s direction. As she continued, the worship of the young coed’s feet included licking her soles and sucking on her toes. Michelle had begun to moan softly as she bent to the humiliating task.

	“You see, Michelle, you’re a nasty pervert, aren’t you,” Madison crooned at her. Michelle groaned as she was being reduced to a slave again. This time by a young white girl...another archetype she feared. But it would get worse. 

	Madison pushed her back and then leaned back in the chair. She reached underneath herself and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties. She pulled then down and then off. She held them up in her right hand, smiled at Michelle and crooked the index finger on her left hand at her in a “come here” gesture.

	“Lift your head up,” she said. 

	Then she pulled the panties onto Michelle’s head until her eyes were looking out the legholes and her nose and mouth were right over the crotch. Michelle had been thrust back into Lloyd’s house the day he pulled her panties onto her head to give her a “thinking cap.” It was even more shamefully humiliating for the black hospital administrator to have it happening right here in her own office, on her knees before this sneering, domineering young white girl, wearing the girl’s panties on her head.

	“You need to get in touch with stuff...I’m helping you,” is how the young coed put it.

	“Now you smell them and get the crotch in your mouth and suck them clean for me.”

	Michelle wanted to protest and finally got up the courage to say something, but before she could finish the sentence, Madison cut her off.

	“You know what I’ll do, if you don’t cooperate. So, get busy, slut and suck the crotch of my dirty panties clean...OR ELSE,” she said evenly.

	Michelle groaned and inhaled deeply. The girl’s odor was on them. The gusset of the panties, as would be the case with most women throughout the day, had some dried vaginal secretions on them. Which was normal. When the girl had made Michelle rub her nose against her pussy, she had begun to leak a little so there was a damp spot there as well. Michelle felt herself sliding down again into the deep, dark hole...

	As she smelled the girl’s sexual odor, she reached out with the tip of her tongue and gave the material a tentative lick. Then, encouraged by Madison, she took the material into her mouth, using her lips and tongue and began sucking. The smell and the taste made her feel more submissive than ever.

	Madison shifted in her chair and made Michelle straddle her right leg. She got her calf between Michelle’s thighs and began rubbing her pussy with her leg. Michelle groaned at this, along with what she was doing, got to her. 

	“That’s it...hump my leg, slut. You know you want to. Go ahead. That’s it...hump my leg like a little slut dog,” Madison said almost gleefully. “This’ll help you get in touch with yourself,” she added, condescendingly.

	The younger woman helped the older woman by rubbing the front of her calf and her foot against her pussy. Michelle was now actively humping the offered foot and with Madison helping...she soon came. As she got closer to cumming, she began to get more vocal. It humiliated her even more. She couldn’t stop herself and began to say things. 

	She shocked herself when she said, “Oh shit, I’m cumming...Oh Jesus...Jesusgod...oh...oh...OH!”

	Alarmingly, a cell phone began ringing. It was Madison’s. She reached into her purse and took the call.

	“OH YEAH...YES. Uh...huh...yeah...do it.”

	She reached down and grabbed Michelle by the head and drew her closer. Incongruously, Michelle was looking out of the legholes at her. 

	“Now that you’ve cum, slut, I have some more work for you before I let you go for the day,” she said smiling.

	She rolled up the panties so that Michelle’s nose and mouth were exposed. She fingered the crotch. 

	“You did a good job of cleaning it, slut. I’m proud of you. Now...”

	As she said this she guided Michelle’s head down between her legs again to get her mouth right at her wet pussy. She pulled her closer so that Michelle’s lips were right up against her bare labia. 

	“Kiss and lick it, slut,” she instructed her. “Do it good...”

	Michelle smelled her. Couldn’t help but smell her. She was right up against the girl’s cunt. She smelled sweet. She pressed her lips up against one lip and kissed her there. She nuzzled her heart shaped patch of pubic hair on her Venus mound, which was brown. Madison was not that hairy. She showed recent evidence of a “French Wax” and the stray hairs which would have protruded wearing a bathing suit had been removed as well as all the hair covering her labia. Only her mound was hairy. It was a very pretty pussy.

	“That’s a good girl,” Madison praised her.

	Michelle began kissing all four bare lips and soon used her tongue to lick and lap at the fleshy lips guarding her vagina. Madison began making little whimpering noises in her throat. Just then there was a knock at the door. Michelle was so startled that she pulled back abruptly. Madison put a reassuring hand on her head.

	“That’s for me,” she said. 

	She got up, encouraging Michelle to stay right where she was. The older woman had been so manipulated by that point, that she just knelt there, stupefied.

	Madison went to the door, opened it just slightly, and peeked out. She grinned and opened the door for her best friend, Miko, who bounded into the room. She took a look over at the desk, when Madison theatrically pointed in that direction.

	“You devil. You did it, huh?”

	“I told you, I know what I’m doing.”

	She brought Miko over to where Michelle was kneeling. Miko was a sister from Gamma house and a cheerleader. Asian, voluptuous with a killer face and body, she was, if anything, even more vacuous than Madison.

	“Let me introduce my slut to you, Miko,” she said triumphantly.

	The older woman was glad, in a weird way, that she was wearing Madison’s panties on her head. It partly concealed both her and her embarrassment.

	“I’m getting her in touch with herself,” Madison said, laughing. 

	Miko began chuckling too at the spectacle that greeted her eyes. She was simply astonished at what she was seeing. Even a bit disgusted. Here was this middle-aged black woman, the Chief Administrator of the Hospital - on her knees and wearing a girl’s panties, Madison’s panties, on her head! The blonde wasted no time in getting back into position. 

	“Now don’t let this interruption stop you from what you’re doing. Your “lesson” isn’t over yet, not by a long shot. Miko, make sure the door’s locked will you?”

	Miko rushed over to lock the door and then dashed back to enjoy what Madison was doing to Michelle. She got the older woman back to basics again. She made sure that she was nuzzling, kissing and licking her “there”. Miko stared openmouthed. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Madison leaned back and holding Michelle’s head in place, she encouraged Michelle to bring her to a climax. As it went on Michelle’s nose, mouth and chin got very wet as Madison’s pussy began to seep and drip. 

	She instructed the older woman to get her tongue, ‘into my hole, slut’.  And Michelle, now in the grip of the young coed, couldn’t stop. She wanted to resist, but now with another girl watching her shame, she felt overwhelmed and totally out of control. She wormed her tongue into the girl’s hot, tight, leaking vagina.

	Soon, Madison began to squirm and writhe in the chair as what Michelle was doing drove her close to and finally over the edge. She came. Pressing Michelle’s face hard up against her pudenda, she humped up and down and came groaning.

	When it was over, Miko, went, “Wow!”

	Madison told Michelle, “Now, lick it clean, slut...”

	Finally she stood up. She and Miko exchanged ‘high-fives’.

	“That was so fuckin’ bitchin’. I can’t believe you got her trained so quick, girl. It’s like bam...and there she is...like on her knees and everything.”

	“How would you like a ride, baby girl,” Madison said to Miko?

	“Really? Are you serious?”

	“OH, yeah,” Madison said.

	She went over to Michelle and pulled her panties off her head. She began to step into her panties and as she did she said to Michelle, “Lie down on the floor, slut. One more thing and you’re done for the day. Do a good job and we’re outta here.”

	Michelle, exposed now without the panties on her head, just hung her head and began to sob softly. She covered her face with her hands. She couldn’t look at either girl; she was just too humiliated. But with Madison steering and leading her she let herself lie flat on the floor. 

	“Take off your panties and take a ride, girl,” Madison said to Miko.

	Miko looked at her, her eyes bright as beacons, and then at Michelle on the floor, waiting like a lamb waiting for the butcher to put it out of its misery.

	Madison nodded and smiled and pointed at Michelle’s face and Miko reached up under her cheerleader’s skirt (she had just come from practice) and pulled her panties, a thong, down and off.

	Encouraged by Madison, she got into position straddling Michelle’s head. Then she squatted down and lowered herself until her pubic hair was tickling the negress’s nose.

	Michelle protested feebly, but both girls ignored her.  Miko sat down a little more and as she did so, she “quieted” Michelle because her nose and mouth were soon covered by the Asian girl’s pussy. Miko had the same “French Wax” cut as Madison. She was a beautiful Thai-Japanese with straight black pubic hair. Michelle caught a glimpse of her treasures as the girl squatted on her face. 

	Miko positioned herself above Michelle’s face, her pretty pussy pink and glistening. Michelle feared what came next, but only for a moment. Once she could smell the scent of the musky young pussy being slowly lowered onto her face, fear became helplessness; and helplessness melted into acceptance. As she sat on Michelle’s face, cutting off her air, Michelle stuck her tongue out as much as she could and thrust it as far as it could reach into the girl’s hot pussy. She had to be as inside her as much as she could.

	She lapped at the pussy covering her mouth and sucked and swallowed everything Miko could give her. The girl’s moans of pleasure only increased Michelle’s overwhelming desire to have more. More pussy, more...Then the Asian cheerleader began rocking back and forth, riding Michelle’s face from her nose to her her chin.

	“Keep your tongue out, slut,” Madison said to Michelle, coaching from the sidelines.

	Back and forth she wriggled, soaking Michelle’s face. After she came, Miko stood up abruptly on trembling legs, and Madison took another turn. Before the girls finally left, Madison took aseries of revealing shots of Michelle with her camera phone, humping both of the giggling girls’ feet and toes, then licking and sucking each foot and toe clean. The final photos showed Michelle sprawled on her office floor, hair wildly strewn around her cum and make-up smeared face, skirt up around her waist, sprawled on her office floor masturbating on the heel of her own shoe.

	Michelle was still lying on the floor when her desk phone jolted her out of her dazed, depleted stupor. Mustering all the strength she had left, she shoved her skirt down and, her panties still down around her ankles, scrambled and shuffledon her knees over to her desk. As she lurched, stretched and reached the phone, she shoved a stack of folders off the edge of the desk.

	“M-Michelle Jeffers,” she groaned into the phone as she looked at the folders and papers strewn on the floor. She started to groan again but caught herself when she heard her secretary’s voice, sounding perplexed and annoyed that Michelle had answered so formally as if she didn’t know who was on the phone. The secretary was calling to confirm that the “two young ladies” who’d just left her office were to be scheduled for regularly weekly appointments at this time as part of a class project on “the financial implications of Obamacare for hospitals.” 

	Distressed yet grudgingly impressed by the ruse the girls developed to torment and exploit her at her office on an ongoing basis, Michelle granted the confirmation, feeling utterly powerless and hopeless. Remaining on her knees, panties still around her ankles, she crawled around picking up the folders and papers on the floor. 

	Although her nostrils were clogged, she knew her office must smell as bad as she did, feeling the juices drying on her face and between her legs. She knew she needed to hurry to clean herself up as well as her office before anyone came in and saw her, and that she still had work to do before she left the office to go home. 

	But she couldn’t bear the thought of work right now, knew she wouldn’t be able to focus. She felt so ravaged…so…irreparably damaged. Personally, and now professionally too, so invaded, so degraded. Everything was unraveling, and she didn’t know if she could put this office, herself and her life back together again… or if she should even bother to try. No matter how she might make things look or seem to others, she knew she’d never feel the same about this office and herself in it again, or whatever remained of herself and the rest of her life outside of it.

	She thought of Brian and Akeema and was sick with worry, fear and dread. What would they think of her if they found out? And what would happen to them? Would they get dragged into it too? No! NOOOO! No matter what happened to her, she could NOT—WOULD NOT—let her children’s lives be ruined! However much she may deserve what happened as a consequence of her own bad choices and perverted responses to whites taking advantage of her, her children did not, and she would not permit it!

	With the fury and flurry of a mother bear protecting her cubs, Michelle threw the rest of the files onto her desk, started to stand and lunge toward the door…only to stumble, plunge and tumble to the floor. She’d tripped over her panties still twisted around her ankles! Exasperated and humiliated, she’d just gotten back on her feet, pulled her panties up and her dress down when there was a knock on the door. The door abruptly opened and Karen stood in the doorway staring at her. 

	“Michelle, are you alright?” as she opened the door.

	“Y-Yes, I’m fine,” Michelle grumbled, turning away, unable to look at her friend. “And I’m really busy here, so if you don’t mind.” 

	She hated how coldly dismissive she sounded, but she could not deal with or even face her friend now. Karen shut the door and left without another word.Michelle called her secretary, told her she was leaving, and then rushed out the door. As soon as she got in her car she winced as she noticed the musky smell still clinging to her, and recalled what Karen must have smelled when she came to her office. She should at least wash her face, she admonished herself. But the thought of going back into the hospital was unbearable, so she drove home.

	Arriving home, she rushed straight to her room to shower and change. She tried not to think about what had happened at the office, but she couldn’t help it. The way that the young white girl, Ryan’s sister Madison, had teased, used and amused herself with her. Made her perform in front of the Asian girl, then service her too. Angry and disgusted with herself again, Michelle forced her hands not to linger as she scrubbed in the shower and roughly toweled herself dry.

	She was exhausted and not hungry at all. She was thinking of just giving her son money to order pizza again and crawling into bed when she heard a knock on the door and “Mom?” 

	It was Akeema. Of all nights to drop by, thought Michelle, immediately feeling guilty. After growing closer to each other than ever working together during the Obama campaign, they’d somehow drifted apart again and did not see or talk to each other much anymore…And not at all since the pictures and…Michelle shuddered shamefully and forcefully shut out those thoughts. 

	“Just got out of the shower, Akeema. Be right out,” She quickly threw on a robe.

	“Hey, baby, good to see you,” Michelle gushed, she hoped not too much, as she opened the door and gave her daughter a quick hug. 

	“How you been?” she asked, briskly walking past her daughter, trying to sound normal, wondering if any musky scent still lingered, even after the shower.

	Her daughter’s response was trampled by boys’ voices and feet as they bounded down the stairs. 

	“Hey Kee,” Brian said, quickly followed by his best friend Jonathanechoing “Hey Kee,” - both mimicking and mocking. “You’re home early,” Brian said snidely, turning to his mother, slowly, almost lewdly scanning her up and down. “So how ‘bout you making some dinner for a change, ‘steada jus goin’ to bed again and tellin’ us to order pizza. If you can find anything to make. And there’s nothin’ for snacks and drinks either. Do you ever go to the store? Or do any laundry? We can hardly breathe in my room, with all the dirty socks and stuff, right Jonathan?”

	‘You could do your own laundry and make your own dinner, you know,” Akeema interjected. “She’s your mother, and she just got home from a hard day at work. So how about showing a little respect.”

	“Yeah, right. Sure thing, Akeema, whatever you say,” Brian scoffed, walking off, his friend snickering and following. 

	When they got back up to Brian’s room, there was another burst of laughter, louder this time, then they stepped into the room and slammed the door.

	“Why do you let him talk to you like that?” Akeema lamented as she followed her mother into the kitchen. “You’re his mother, not his house maid or slave.  Make him show you some respect, or he’ll end up treating all bla…uh…all women like that.”

	“M-maid or s-slave!” Michelle snapped, a part of her knowing she was overreacting, but another part still angry anyway and getting angrier. “I don’t need any lectures from my daughter on being a mother any more than I need them from my son! And I don’t need my daughter to defend me to my son, either. And don’t talk to me about respect the way you’re….”

	“The way I’m what, Mother?” Akeema growled as she scowled back at her. “Hmm?”

	“Nothing. Never mind,” the weary black mother sighed. “I’m sorry, Akeema It’s been a long, hard day. And then to come home and hear all this from my son and… Well, you know what I mean. I’m sure there’s some sauce and pasta to throw together for spaghetti. You’re welcome to stay for dinner.”

	“I’d like to, thanks, Mom,” Akeema said, glad to disengage from the ugly, angry confrontation. “I’ll get the pasta started.”

	“How about some wine first?” Michelle offered. “Start to relax a little first and then start dinner. Hmm?”

	Wine before dinner, and drinking generally wasn’t like her mother, not the mother who raised her, Akeema thought. Then again, she ruefully reminded herself, the drinking and other things I’ve been doing aren’t like the daughter she raised, so I’ve got no room to talk and wouldn’t want to talk about it with her anyway. We were just jumping all over each other and are both obviously on edge. Looks like we could both use it. “Why not,” she heard herself say out loud.

	Michelle opened a bottle of red wine, poured two glasses and handed one to her daughter. “To Barack and Michelle,” they both mumbled, as each both broke into mirthless smiles, clinking their glasses together in a toast they used to routinely make every time they ate or drank anything together. Scornful comments and disgusted growls passed back and forth between them on the “ridiculous, racist birther controversy,” and the racist cartoons depicting the Obamas as chimps and monkeys cropping up, not from the KKK types, but good clean-cut Republicans. 

	They split the rest of the bottle between them, and Michelle,slurring her words a bit, opened another, and said, “to let it breathe before dinner.” Akeema emptied her glass, saw her mother lean on the counter and swoon a little, and walkedover to get the pans from beneath the butcher block island. 

	Michelle watched her daughter’s bubble butt wriggle beneath the tightly stretched white spandex micro-mini skirt when she walked, saw the skimpy skirt ride up when her daughter squatted and lowered herself, and caught a glimpse of her daughter’s wispy, white-lace panties when her legs parted as she stood back up. When their eyes met, both mother and daughter quickly turned away and went about their tasks, Akeema filling the one pan with water, Michelle pouring sauce into the other.

	“Thanks, honey,” Michelle said once Akeema put the water on to boil. “I can get the rest. Just sit down.”

	“Sure, Mom,” Akeema said dubiously, knowing she’d step in to help or take over when necessary. 

	But, until then, she decided to sit down as her mother offered. She walked over to the table nestled into the window nook on the opposite end of the kitchen, cringing imagining her mother’s eyes on her every step of the way. Akeema sat down primly pressing her long brown legs together and quickly crossing them, and winced when she glanced up and saw her mother scowling at her legs as she reached for the second bottle of wine.

	The besotted black mother knocked both the bottle and her wine glass over, spilling and spewing red wine over Michelle’s white robe, over the counter and onto the kitchen floor. 

	“Oh for God’s sake,” Michelle groaned, grabbing some paper towel and dropping to her hands and knees to mop up the wine. 

	“Geez, Mom,” Akeema chuckled, starting to get up.

	“No, sweetie,” Michelle looked up and gestured with her hand to stay seated. “I got it. Just stay there. No need to risk your clothes getting messed up.”

	Mopping and wiping as she went, the black mother crawled around on all fours, glancing up a few times to see her daughter self-consciously re-crossing her long legs. 

	‘Why do I keep looking up my daughter’s skirt?!’, she thought to herself.

	Michelle scolded herself, shocked and ashamed of herself as unwanted images emerged of Madison tormenting and toying with her, the young white girl’s skimpy skirt, long legs, and the panties she’d put on her head.

	Distracted and disturbed, she heard her daughter snap, ‘Mother’...and didn’t notice that the hem of her robe had caught under her knee until she felt her robe being pulled down and open at the top. Flustered and embarrassed, she stopped crawling, straightened up on her knees, and started to try to pull her robe back together until her daughter stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

	“Why don’t you just go and get some clothes on, Mother,” Akeema said, looking down at her mother with a small but not really warm smile, almost a smirk. “We need to get the stains out of this robe, and you really need to put some clothes on around the boys, don’t you think? The way this robe pulls open, like it did just now, and with you completely naked beneath it…Well, it’s really not appropriate around the boys, don’t you think?”

	As she watched her mother flush, jump up and rush to her room to change, Akeema found herself smugly gloating, and felt guilty about that and about being so mean and cruelly shaming in her recriminating remarks. She’d delivered a withering take down, to be sure, but her mother’s critically judgmental remarks about her own attire had really gotten under her skin. Her mother was right, she knew, about never having to say anything about what she wore growing up. 

	She, like her mother, found younger brother Brian a problem sometimes because he looked and acted “white”. Since his father was Caucasian, this perhaps was to be expected, but his “values” were white too. Now, it could be argued that Michelle and Akeema had opted to fit into the white world also. 

	Both had gotten an education and lived in white neighborhoods, but perhaps being darker they had retained a much clearer sense of what it was to be African-American. Akeema, for instance, had retained her mother’s maiden name, Jeffers, while Brian went by his father’s name, Moore. This was just one example of how Brian identified with his father and Akeema didn’t.

	She had been a modest girl all through adolescence right until quite recently, wasn’t entirely comfortable with how and why she’d changed and wearing the kind of skimpy, revealing things she was wearing now. And her mother looking at her, staring at her, like she did…even looking up her skirt, almost like some panty-peeper creeper old man instead of a woman, much less her own mother! It was all just too much, Akeema thought, shivering a bit as she quickly finished off one glass of wine and poured herself another.

	Not much was said between mother and daughter the rest of the evening. Michelle blotted the wine stains out of the robe while Akeema finished cooking dinner. Together they served dinner and finished off the bottle of wine eating in silence while the boys gobbled theirs down and returned to gaming in Brian’s room. After Akeema helped clean up and left, Michelle went up to Brian’s room, gathered his dirty clothes together, bagged them and took them down to the laundry room to wash. 

	After everything that had happened, it was the last thing she needed, but she could not help but notice the stiff and crusty semen stains on her son’s underpants. 

	Masturbation is normal, she reminded herself, especially for a teenage boy. Still, she couldn’t help but wonder what he was masturbating to or about, wondering if it was dirty pictures, like most boys, or pictures of her…and couldn’t help remembering the pictures taken of her masturbating in situations that were anything but normal. She shuddered shamefully, shoved her son’s underwear in the washer and walked away.The following week, Madison cornered Michelle again after work. She instructed the older woman that she was to meet her and Miko at the mall.

	
“Why,” asked Michelle? “What do you want with me there,” she asked?

	“You dress like an old lady. Miko and I are gonna like give you a lesson in“cool”. Listen...meet us at the Starbucks at the Park Plaza Mall tonight. Like 7 o’clock...Just be there.”

	Michelle knew she was trapped now by this girl. She had tried to put the humiliating experience in her office into some kind of perspective, but just like her experience with Roy and Darlene, she was in a conundrum. It was like she had wandered into the Minotaur’s maze and now, without a map, she was lost. The Mall....she wondered what the heck these girls were going to do to her now!

	They met at Starbucks, but the girls had already had their latte macchiatos. For Michelle,being taken shopping to the mall by young white girls, being made to try on and buy slutty clothes and lingerie, being dominated and humiliated by them in front of young, white female store clerks - this was her fear.

	This is exactly what they did. They had a store in mind and took Michelle there. The clerk was young and working class. She smiled when Madison told her that they wanted to get some “cool” clothes for Michelle. The girl, whose name was Deanne, assigned them a dressing room and the two girls dragged Michelle over to a rack displaying really short skirts.

	Soon, they had picked out an assortment of slutty “club” wear and dragged the older woman into a dressing room. There, they wasted no time in stripping her. Seeing her “old lady” bra, panties and slip made them laugh and they wasted no time in belittling Michelle.

	The first outfit they made her get into was a push up bra, a thong, followed by a Spandex micro-mini skirt with a ridiculous, skimpy top cut very low. When she had it on, they took her out to look at herself in the mirror. Then they dragged her over to Deanne for approval. The girl seemed astonished, even disturbed. The black woman was obviously old enough to be Madison and Miko’s mother and to see her dressed up like a stripper or a hooker was unbelievable to her.

	Then they took Michelle back to the dressing room. This time the girls pulled up their skirts and pulled down their thongs. Then they made poor Michelle kiss them on their vulvas. And keep kissing them until their pussies began to drool. Then she had to lick their slits - and suck on their clitorises. They kept her at it until both girls came.

	“Oh, that was nice...really nice,” Miko raved.

	Then they got Michelle into a “little school girl” outfit. A outrageous get up that consisted of ankle socks, red heels, a plaid school girl skirt but cut so short that it barely covered Michelle’s ample ass. And a white button down shirt with a little bow tie that they made her wear without a bra so that her big tits could be seen jiggling behind the cotton.

	When they brought her out to show Deanne, the girl was amused finally and got into the game. She suggested a short dress that showed lots of Michelle’s bare midriff, was cut just below her ass crease and had a diaphanous, filmy bodice.

	Deanne suggested, grinning, “Don’t let her wear a bra with that!” 

	When Michelle emerged from the dressing room, Deanne had mentioned what was going on to another clerk and she and another girl came over to see. This also attracted two other teens who were shopping in the store. They drifted over to check out the spectacle of a middle-aged African-American woman trying to look like a slut.

	The worst part was that Madison made Michelle buy all three outfits, as well as a blouse for her and a pair of shorts for Miko. And Madison made her wear the little school girl outfit out of the store.

	Michelle wanted to die. She walked between them, and felt her face hot and flushed. She hoped she wouldn’t run into anyone she knew. But it was not to be. As they headed for a yoghurt shop to get a treat to celebrate Michelle’s “new look”, an attractive thirty something matron approached. It was Lorie, the wife of Mark Metcalfe, a resident at the Hospital.

	“Michelle, is that you,” Lorie asked?

	“Oh...hi, Lorie,” said Michelle.

	“I...I...uh...I didn’t...uh...recognize you,” Lorie said.

	She couldn’t believe her eyes. Here was the Chief Administrator of St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital in the company of two young girls and dressed like the “Slut School Girl from Hell”.  Michelle didn’t know what to do or how to explain what she was doing; and in the emotional turbulence of the moment she didn’t even introduce Madison and Miko. She just tried to make small talk...

	Lorie, sensing her discomfort, let the matter of her outfit drop...in fact she didn’t bring it up. But it was a hot topic of gossip by Wednesday of the following week. Michelle, meanwhile, couldn’t wait to get to her car and go home. Once there, she slunk into the kitchen from the garage. But she ran into Brian who looked at his Mom and shook his head. She was starting to act “weird” lately, in his opinion.

	“Kinda wild Mom,” is all he said smirking at her.

	Michelle practically ran to the bedroom. She was so ashamed. And now she had two new bullies to deal with...because Madison and Miko called on Michelle frequently. They liked to ambush her at the Hospital, make her go with them to the ladies room and force her to her knees so that she could eat their pussies. Other favorite places for assignations: the back of Ryan’s van and the park on a bench or even in the bushes.

	Chapter 8 

	Dog Slut

	As bad as things had been, it got worse. As much as Michelle had been subjected to, as far as she had been forced to accept sexual humiliation, she had no idea how far she still had to go. BecauseRoy had a plan. And over the next several weeks he subjected Michelle to an elaborate series of training sessions to reduce her from the human to the animal level. Her Saturdays and Sundays soon became a weekly nightmare. She saw Brian only after school during the week. Starting on Saturday morning, she was at Roy’s beck and call.

	Roy’s growing fantasies involved treating Michelle like a dog. He raised Standard American Bulldogs and employed them in hunting feral hogs. That first Saturday he decided to begin her training, he invited Pete Simmons. Also, Lloyd and his posse: Ryan, Dwight and Harold. He stared the fun and games by having Michelle dress up in her maid’s costume.

	He and the crew repaired to the back yard to sit around in lawn chairs. Michelle had to serve drinks. Harold and Dwight kept pinching her on the butt. And then Roy and Pete made her pull down her top and bra to show her tits. Following this, they made her pull down her panties and stumble around the yard. 

	But then, Roy made her kneel on the grass and recite, in her best “darkie” voice, from a children’s primer. He had one of Lloyd’s books from when the boy was in grade school. Michelle had to read from some book where the story was about a girl and some laundry stolen off a clothes line.

	And she had to do it in a dumb “darkie” voice, “Ah jez don’ know nuttin’ ‘bout no stolen long johns, Ma’am. Iz jez washin’ duh clothes down by duh river.”

	It was hugely shaming thing for a woman who had a Master’s degree. When she stumbled over any of the words, Roy smacked her on the back of the head and made her say it again. He kept “correcting” her and then disciplining her.It was very demeaning. But, it was very entertaining and made the boys and Pete howl with laughter.

	Then Roy announced that it was time for Michelle to “learn her place”. He told the group that she had shown that she was barely qualified to be part of the human race, since blacks were so obviously below that line.

	“I think that we have an obligation, boys,” he announced. “We gotta help this darky see where she fits on the tree of life.”

	“What are you talking about Roy? What are you thinkin’,” asked Pete?

	“Well, let’s look at the big picture,” said Roy. “She’s simply copyin’ what whites do when it comes to work. She’s no more of an executive than I’m an NBA basketball player,” he joked.

	“Right on,” said one of the boys.

	“And she’s proven that she’s barely up to par when it comes to being a maid,” he added.

	“Oooh wee...how true,” they chorused.

	“So, now it’s time to get her down to a level she can handle. I’m thinkin’...hmmm...I’m thinkin’ dog!”

	“OH wow,” said Ryan - elbowing Lloyd.

	“Aint you insultin’ dogs,” Pete asked kiddingly? “I mean we all know how smart your stud, Angus is. Aint it an insult to him to put her on the same level!”

	“You may have a point there Pete. But I think it’s just about right for her. It’s a starting point.”

	Michelle inwardly was groaning. She listened to this racist rant and shuddered at the thought of what was being suggested. ‘He’s not serious’, she thought to herself.

	But Roy was very, very serious. And he got her started by making her strip. It was always a violation to be ordered to take off her clothes in front of them. She knew that once she was naked, her own body would begin the process of betraying her. She felt herself slipping and sliding

	down the slope again as she took off her bra and her big tits flopped out.

	When she was naked, Roy made her dance shaking her big butt and this made her big D-cup titties flop around. Lloyd had gotten a tape of“Ride Dick So Good”by the black rapper, Plies. Encouraged by his father, Lloyd put that on his boom box and all the men then sat around drinking coffee and soda pop watching poor Michelle, a 40 year old mother, disgrace herself writhing to the music - doing a dirty “jigaboo” dance.

	As she wriggled and danced, they insulted and mocked her mercilessly. After the song ended, Roy got her down on her hands and knees on the lawn. He put a leash around her neck and led her around a bit. Michelle was soon sweating and groaning as he pulled her this way and that. When she didn’t respond fast enough, he had Lloyd fetch his dog whip. Soon, Michelle was getting her big, fat butt whipped hard every time she fucked up.Then, he brought her over to where Pete was sitting.

	“Hey, Pete, you ever notice how often a fuckin’ dog will hump your leg?”

	Pete laughed and said, “Dogs are the horniest creatures on God’s green earth.”

	“Precisely!”

	Roy turned to Michelle and said, “hump his leg, dog. You know you want to. Hump his leg and make yourself cum, dog.”

	When she hesitated, he whipped her ass with his belt and soon, Michelle was enthusiastically humping Pete’s leg like a dog. The boys crowded in closer to watch. It was pretty compelling. Michelle had climbed up on Pete’s calf and with her arms wrapped around his wiry thigh, she was rubbing her crotch on him...just like she was a horny dog.

	It was pretty obscene. And as she did it, something snapped again inside Michelle. She just let herself be carried away. She descended down and in a moment, she was grunting and growling like a bitch in heat, rubbing herself harder on Pete’s leg. As her movements become more unrestrained and uninhibited, it was something to see and soon the boys were literally cheering her on as she got herself closer to cumming. When she did cum and practically howled the four boys broke into applause.

	“Did you see that,” Dwight asked out loud?

	“Un-fucking-believable,” went Ryan.

	“What a dirty dog,” added Lloyd.

	Roy then made her eat dog food out of a bowl. And lap water out of an adjacent bowl. It was very degrading. Michelle was sweating and had gone into herself. She had seemed to vanish. The sheer degradation of what Roy was making her do had caused her to withdraw into her own mind. In a way, it was a blessing, because what was next on the program was gang rape. Roy led her up onto a bench and with her in the “doggy” position on her hands and knees, they took turns...Roy first, then Pete...then all four boys...fucking her in the pussy from behind.

	As each man fucked her, she was made to howl like a bitch in heat. When she didn’t do it to Roy’s satisfaction, he used the dog whip on her butt demandingly and made her perform. As they filled her with their sperm, her pussy got very messy. Roy used her panties to wipe her sloppy pussy and then held the soaked garment under her nose to sniff it.

	He made her hold it in her mouth, like a dog would...When they were all done fucking her, he made her play “fetch” with the wet panties. Over and over he threw and Michelle had to crawl over on her hands and knees, pick it up in her teeth and bring it back to him. He made her chew on it and when it was it wetter and more disgusting her rubbed her nose with it, talking to her all the time as if she was a female dog.

	Pete got one of the dog toys from the kennel and they all took turns making Michelle carry it around in her mouth and play “fetch” with it. Each new “trick” made Pete and the boys laugh. When she didn’t do it just right, Roy, or Pete, instructed and corrected her. It was hugely humiliating...

	When she had to go to the bathroom, and asked Roy if she could be excused, he beat her mercilessly for speaking. He admonished her to communicate only by barking. Then he made her “beg” on “hind legs” with her “paws up”.

	And as “nature’s call” became more urgent, Michelle was forced to whine and whimper like a dog begging its master for permission to go outside so it could relieve itself. 

	“What’s the matter? Does my little bitch gotta go,” Roy asked her smirking? “You gotta go, girl?”

	He led her further out on the lawn and Michelle was forced to piss and shit on the grass, like a dog. As a female “dog”, she didn’t lift her leg, but just squatted down a little and let go with her stream. She had to have a bowel movement too, and never having defecated while on her hands and knees before, it was awkward, but she really had to go and soon, she was squeezing out her turds. 

	The boys had all come over to watch her humiliating performance. As each turd emerged from her asshole, the comments and remarks etched themselves onto Michelle’s soul forever. When it was done, she knew she had descended to a place she could never, in her wildest nightmares, imagined. She was in HELL.

	The games went all all day and into the night. Finally, Pete and the boys left and Michelle as allowed to lie at the foot of Roy’s bed and get some sleep. The next morning Roy took her out onto the lawn so she could relieve herself again. Then he fed her more dog food from a bowl. He had a piss hard-on and made her “present” herself. Then,he fucked her good and hard until he spurted a big load of sperm in her. It was a satisfying morning cum. Then Lloyd, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, showed up. He took notice of Michelle, nodded at his dad, but went back into the house to get a cup of coffee.

	He came back out fifteen minutes later and as he sat around with his dad, Roy encouraged Michelle to hump Lloyd’s leg and make herself cum. When she didn’t show the proper enthusiasm, he whipped her until she was humping the boy’s leg like a demon. Lloyd was soon wide awake and after Michelle had climaxed, he dropped his drawers, and with her on her hands and knees, took his pleasure with her.

	Afterwards, as father and son sat talking, Lloyd asked, “What’s going on today, Daddy?”

	“A barbecue, son. We’re gonna have a barbecue. Old Pete’s gonna come over and help me smoke a mess ‘o’ ribs. And then, I’m gonna breed Angus to our new bitch!”

	“Whoa...really,”Lloyd asked, his eyes wide now? “You’re gonna let Angus fuck the nigger?”

	“Oh, yeah. I’m gonna make that nigger bitch take every bit of old Angus’s big ole dick.”

	“Wow! That’d be cool! Who all’s comin’ over today?”

	“Well, your pals are invited, of course. Pete, for sure...and I’ve asked two guys we work with to come too. No wives...but I’m gonna let Darleen come to the party.

	“Really,” said Lloyd, surprised.

	At 1pm, they all started showing up.  Ryan, Dwight, Harold...Pete and two other cops, Ed, who everybody called, “Cooter” and Sam, an older officer. Both were close buddies with Roy and Pete. Roy decided to let them in on the fun...

	Darleen was thrilled that Roy was inviting her to have some “cue” at his house. Roy had let her know that Michelle was there as the party favor.

	“Oh, I understand,” she said. You horn dogs are all the same,” she laughed, making Roy chuckle on the phone as well. “But, you’re not gonna be using the bitch in front of everyone...right?”

	“No, anyone who wants to relieve themselves will have some privacy for that,” he answered.

	Darleen was asking because she had every intention of bringing Kelly along too.Poor Michelle, who had a rough night, and a rocky morning, now was forced to perform for Roy’s guests. She was made to sit up, beg, bark on command and play “fetch” with her crumpled up panties from the day before. The new ones were amazed at this show. Cooter and Sam were beside themselvesseeing the 40 year old black bitch, naked as the day she was born,scampering around on her hands and knees, behaving like a coon hound. All of them were racists, of course and this served to delight them.

	But, it was when Roy made Michelle hump Darleen’s leg that got the crowd really howling. Darleen was excited, but more embarrassed. She soon pushed Michelle away, but Roy then led Michelle over to Cooter’s leg and made her hump him until she came. 

	There were more fun and games on the lawn and when the meat was done, everybody sat down to steaming plates of ribs, beans, coleslaw and hush puppies. It was a feast. Poor Michelle didn’t get any. Roy filled a bowl with dog food and made her eat it. Darleen chuckled and nudged Kelly as Michelle, head down, began to gobble the kibble.

	After everyone had eaten plates full of food, Roy announced that anyone who wanted to, could take his “bitch” out to the shed for some “private time”. He pointed to a shed over on the edge of his property. He had put a bench and a bucket in there. Pete snapped a leash onto Michelle’s collar and led her over to the shed. As most dug into some pies Darleen had brought and sipped coffee, the sounds of Pete shagging Michelle could be faintly heard.

	After Pete came out, red-faced and smiling and hitching up his pants, Cooter took a turn. And then Ryan, followed by Dwight, Sam and Harold.Michelle had been raped repeatedly in the shed and when these six men were done, Roy, followed by Lloyd and Same took a turn, but Michelle’s pussy was such a mess, that all three men made her suck their cocks. She had to swallow three heavy loads of cum too. Afterwards, she had to “go” and Roy made her piss and shit on the lawn as everybody watched.

	Darleen and Kelly were beside themselves as Michelle was made to perform like a junkyard dog. As Michelle was relieving herself, who showed up but Ryan’s sister, Madison and her pal, Miko.

	Ryan had tipped her off and Madison couldn’t resist the opportunity to “slum”, as she called it. She had met her brother’s friends, but didn’t know anyone else at the party. For her, such a gathering was definitely below her upper-class pretensions. It was an opportunity to rub shoulders with the bubbas, as it were. 

	And arriving when they did - to see their “pussy slave” behaving as though she were a dog, amazed them both. In fact, Madison was so taken with the idea of Michelle being reduced to an animal that it stimulated her imagination to come up with something special for Michelle too. After watching Michelle finish relieving herself, Ryan then introduced the pair to Roy.

	“Glad you girls could come. It’s maybe a little different than what you’re used to, but we like our fun out here,” he said grinning. 

	Roy didn’t know that the pair had been having their own fun with Michelle. He then got the girls plates of food and invited them to sit in lawn chairs to “watch” the “festivities”. Madison elbowed Miko as Pete led Michelle back to the group on her leash.

	“That gives me ideas, girlfriend. How about you,” she asked?

	“Fucking amazing,” Miko said.

	As dessert was enjoyed, Roy meanwhile headed over to the kennel over on the far edge of his property and came back leading a big, brindle colored mastiff. This was his prize stud, Angus. He brought the dog over to Michelle, who began whining as soon as Pete brought Angus over to where she was. Roy encouraged his prize stud, and it quickly began sniffing and smelling her all over. 

	The dog smelled her crotch and her pussy, loaded with semen. Its big, wet tongue shot out to lap her all over, licking her pubic hair and all over her buttocks. As the dog’s pink tongue lapped her, it began to arouse her. She didn’t think she could still be astonished, ashamed and disgusted with herself anymore, but she did. As the dog began lapping her THERE in her crack…her pussy began to dribble the deeper deposits of semen and ooze her feminine secretions. 

	The once dignified, modest and proper black woman was mortified as she heard herself begin towhine, whimper and pant. When Angus thrust its big, pink tongue right into her crack, she yelped; then she began moaning. All the men found their cocks stirred to stiffness watching the spectacle. To see her resisting was heady stuff indeed. Pete and Lloyd stood back enjoying what Roy was doing. It was becoming a really nasty show...

	The women, Darleen, Kelly, Madison and Miko, had never seen anything like it before. They found the sight and sounds of the dog’s tongue lapping Michelle’s crotch very erotic.

	The dog went crazy and began lapping and licking her madly. Her brownish-black nipples got as hard as pebbles as the dog licked her there. Michelle was thoroughly disgusted and horrified and as she looked over she saw disgust in the faces of her audience. She was afraid at that point that she would go mad.

	Roy got her legs apart to completely expose her wet pussy and asshole. Angus sniffed at her asshole and then liking what it found there, began licking her shithole. Slower at first…then like a demon…

	Michelle was totally aroused against her will. The tongue was soft, but strong and wet. With her legs open and spread, Angus put its cold nose on her clitoris and forced its muzzle between her spread pussy lips. The dog sniffed, and then its big, wet tongue began lapping every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vagina thru her labia to her clitoris...

	Between the dog’s copious saliva and her secretions, her pussy was soon a mess. Her pubic hair became soaked, and Angus made her jerk and wriggle when it thrust its tongue into her hole. Angus licked her labia and clitoris and penetrated her vagina and got her very close to cumming. Michelle felt herself being pushed over a cliff as the dog had its way with her. 

	Angus, with its big, sloppy tongue, pushed her deep into her own mind. Oh, she could hear everyone joking and laughing at herabout being a “black bitch in heat” and a “nigger dog”…but the dog’s tongue totally dominated her mind and body. She whimpered, grunted, moaned, groaned, and then began cumming. The dog licked her, making her cum and cum and flow loads of hot, pussy juice.

	Whimpering, grunting, moaning and then screaming as it feasted on her womanhood and shit-hole, Michelle could not contain her herself, as the dog licked her like a machine, and drove her to one orgasm after another. Never in her life had she felt anything like it. The tongue was, one minute, at her tight pucker, warm and wet. 

	And then the tongue explored every crevice and fold of her pussy. To have this happening to her in front of all these white people opened a floodgate in her mind. To be made to cum by a dog was almost too gruelingly degrading to endure. It was despicable, unspeakable. Yet, to her utter astonishment, in the midst of this she was still capable of feeling terrible embarrassment about it. 

	Embarrassment along with a new level of humiliation and debasement, as she realized and agonized over how she was providing all these white men and women, boys and girls, irrefutable confirmation and fulfillment of her subhuman status and pathetic, masochistic enjoyment of it…

	She had multiple orgasms that kept exploding like a string of firecrackers. She had a long string of convulsive orgasms, growling, howling, mewling, yelping and shrieking like a tormented, demented beast.

	The boys began giving the “rebel yell” every time she came. Each time Angus made her cum, they whooped and hollered. Roy finally pulled the dog off her. He announced that it was time for her to suck Angus’s cock. When Michelle heard this she began whining. Madison and Miko stared wildly excited at the prospect of their “pussy slave” being made to suck a dog’s dick.

	Angus’s cock had emerged from its sheath. It was blood red and drooled canine fuck-slime. When Michelle heard what Roy wanted her to do, and looked at the dog’s dick, Michelle felt sick, but she knew down deep, she had no choice. She was stunned at how much cock Angus had. The stud dog, weighing about 110 pounds, showed a huge tool. The idea of sucking its cock was repulsive and disgusting to Michelle.

	The big mastiff’s cock was fully nine inches long and thick, with a knot that when fully engorged was as big around as a man’s fist. The shaft was red and purple and covered with obscene veins. 

	It revolted her; but Roy quickly got her down on her back with Angus straddling her head. This put the drooling hot red tip of its cock right in her face. Royheld the cock behind the swelling “knot” at the base. As he held it, it seemed to grow in his hand. Michelle was going to be made to suck a dog’s dirty dick. The thought revolted and shamed her.

	Roy told her, “Give the tip wet kisses with those big, fat nigger lips of yours. Then run the tip of your tongue all around the end of his cock. Then you suck it, when I tell you to.”

	When Michelledid it, it made Angus’s cock spurt furiously. The dog’s cock kept jetting and the semen that didn’t end up in her mouth went all over her face. Roy made her suck and swallow, and then do it over and over again exactly the same way, as everyone watched. Lloyd’s possewere beside themselves as Michelle made a total slut of herself. They were all totally aroused as well at seeing her take the dog’s cock in her mouth, with dog cum getting all over her face too.

	As the sniveling, groveling negress continued to debase and disgrace herself and her race with her helpless, mindless wallowing in the abysmal depravity of her sub-humanity, the dog’s discharge filled her mouth and she had to keep swallowing. Her face got wet and slimy because every time she took the cock from her mouth, it kept spurting and squirting. Her brown, sweat-glazed face, neck and tits were soon glistening with the dog’s gooey jism.

	As she made love to the dog’s cock, the knot at the base got bigger. It looked like it had swallowed two lemons. Michelle looked over, at one point, and saw the horror of her situation in Cooter and Sam’s faces. She had never met them before and the way they snickered and snorted such cruel racist ridicule from their lust contorted faces shamed her and further inflamed her own lust, as she blamed and aroused herself further through her self-disgust.

	Roy made her tickle and lick the tip of Angus’s dick and its pre-cum jetted from the tip like a hose. It seemed like the dog was pissing on her; and it made her gag and choke – there was so much. She got the tip in her mouth and her cheeks told the story. Her cheeks bulged from the copious amounts of watery cum until she swallowed; then her cheeks bulged again. Soon she was totally wet, a sloppy mess: her cheeks, nose, mouth and chin were dripping with Angus’s fuck slime.

	Then, Roy announced that it was time for his dogs to “mate”. In a confused, aroused daze as Roy guided her down on all fours, Michelle let herself be led around like she was a dog. Lloyd’s posse was shaking with excitement; their faces showing wonder and lust. This was a real treat. Angus front paws were taped; then he was led behind her butt, and knew just what to do. Excited, it growled and jumped on her back. Its front legs and paws wrapped around her ribcage. Its hips began humping. 

	It was at this point, that Michelle came alive and with eyes bugging out of her head, began to scream and protest. The truth is that she was of two minds. She felt totally violated and shamefully aroused as well. These conflicted feelings surged thru her as Angus kept jabbing at her with its cock. Madison and Miko gaped at the dog’s cock. Miko wondered out loud if it was going to fit into Michelle’s hole. 

	The dog’s knot looked big. The boys were taking bets that her pussy wouldn’t take it. But, ass soon as the dog got the tip of its cock into her warm, wet hole it shoved it in so deep and fast that Michelle lost her breath. The dog went wild and began fucking her like a demon - just punching her like a rag doll. She began howling as the dog pulled her closer and humped her furiously. 

	The beast drooled on her and never stopped humping. Watching Angusmating withher got all the men hard and made the women’s panties damp. Poor Michelle didn’t get a break, as the big dog punch-fucked her mercilessly. She sweated like a pig; her face, neck and underarms until the ebony skin on her back and butt was shiny with sweat...

	Michelle could feel the knot trying to get into her hole. She looked back between her legs and saw it right at her pussy. The boys had crowded in closer to watch as the knot pressed against the opening to her hole. It was huge now, and Angus kept pushing to get it inside her hole. The knot began stretching the vaginal sphincter open...more and more...and Michelle began grunting. The boys watched it disappear inside her hole and some of them hollered and hooted at the sight.

	When it popped inside, Michelle howled. It hurt and felt good at the same time as the mouth of her pussy was stretched. Her hole had been enlarged like she was giving birth. One second it was outside her hairy pussy…and then, it had disappeared inside her. Those who’d bet that it would fit now gloated.

	“Shit! She took the whole thing.”

	Now the dog’scock was all the way past her G-spot and right up against the epicenter of her vagina.  There were nerve endings in this part of her hole that when stimulated, pushed her towards a huge uterine orgasm.

	Michelle soon sounded like an insane bitch. Sounds just tumbled out of her mouth. She was lost in a bestial HELL. The knot, now inside, throbbed, and it kept spurting and pulsing. The dog had stopped humping. It just held itself still as its cock kept spurting and throbbing inside her pussy. 

	She had become the Angus’s bitch. She soon felt getting ready to cum. As the dog’s cock pulsed and spurted, she felt her whole pelvis bear down. Her vaginal muscles convulsed against the dog’s cock gripping it hard and she CAME hard.

	She was in a trance, as her body shook. The boys got in close to see and Harold noticed that the knot seemed to be trying to come out. But it was too swollen; and when Michelle’s hot pussy went into a spasm, the knot was pulled in deeper. 

	Michelle kept having one body shakingorgasm after another. She the hot cum spurting and spurting…pumping her full of hot, watery, bestial cum. Roy knew that a dog’s cock is real hot...probably hotter than a man’s and would keep spurting and cumming inside her for awhile. And as long as it throbbed and spurted, it just kept making her cum.

	The hot cumhad turned Michelle’s hole into a volcano. The big knot held the hot cum inside her. She kept cumming convulsively over and over again. Finally, it came to an end. The dog’s knot had kept the animal locked inside her for the longest time. She had been thoroughly fucked.

	She slowly came back to her senses when Angus pulled back and as its cock shrank, it finally popped out. She felt like a log had popped out of her. Angus’s cock still protruded. The boys marveled its size. So did Madison and Miko. The cockwas as big as a cucumber, and the knot as big as two lemons. Angus stood there, then bent down and licked it’s cock. Lloyd led the dog back to the kennel where it lay down and began licking its cock.

	Michelle,still on her hands and knees, panted. She was wet and messyfrom her belly all over her crotch...her inner thighs and her butt cheeks. A revolting mixture of dog cum and her pussy juicesleaked from her hole and ran down her thighs. Her hole was open and hot red. Her labia were swollen; so was her clitoris. Roycalled her a bitch. Awhile later,Royhad Lloyd bring a young male dog from the kennel. This was Angus’s offspring, Riley.

	Michelle looked over and saw there was another dog. She looked at this dog and realized they were going to let this one fuck her too. She realized it was no good to plead or beg. Despite her fears about having to take another dog’s dick, the dog’s multi-colored cock hypnotized her.  She stared at the length and thickness of it. Michelle’s heart leapt in her mouth as she eyed the animal’s organ. Nervously, she tried to scoot forward, but there was nowhere to go. The beast began barking as it smelled her. She realized she smelled very nasty. The boys laughed and joked, excited by what was next. 

	As Roy and Pete taped it front paws and got the dog in position... some of them crowded in closer. Michelle glanced at the faces around her. The faces were full of wonder, lust, disgust and amazement. Then she looked back over her shoulder again at the dog’s cock. Drops of slippery juice trickled from the hole at the tip. The animal bent down to sniff at her ass. The scent excited Riley, because it began to bark. It put its nose against her wet pussy and licked her. The dog reared its head up, snorted and barked again.

	Roy, as a breeder, was experienced in using false start techniques to increase a dog’s semen volume and get a younger dog to mount the bitch. Roy encouraged Riley to mount her, and the animal rose up on its hind legs and came over her back with its paws on either side of her. Its paws slid back and it began hugging her hips. It was humping the air and trying to find her warm, wet hole. The dog drooled on her neck and shoulders.

	The dog tried to scoot forward to find her pussy that it had smelled. Michelle felt the tip briefly touch her wet pussy, and then it slid up and over her asshole. She shuddered in nervous anticipation of the penetration, as the dog hunched forward trying to get its cock into her. 

	But, every time Riley got close, Roy and Pete pulled the dog off. They did that three times. This got Riley crazy. The dog barked and whined each time Roy forced a“false mount”. After each one, Riley, crazy with the smell of Michelle’s pussy, strained against the leash. 

	Using this technique, Roy knew the dog would cum in buckets. Finally Roy let the dog goto let nature take its course. The fucking was brutal and deep. Young Riley felt her hole with the tip of its cock; then its powerful hind quarters banged forward. 

	As the tip found her sex hole and slid wetly inside, the dog’s next few thrusts got the entire cock inside her warm, wet hole, making Michelle moan and groan. The tip touched her G-spot and slid past. The opening of her hole and the pressure on her hot spots felt so good to Michelle again. It hurt and felt good at the same time.

	Darleen found the show so hot that she was standing off to the side with her hand slyly pressing her pussy through her dress and panties. At this time, the dog started slamming its haunches in and out and Michelle took it all. She screamed when the dog started humping like mad. Everyone was surprised at how hard the young dog fucked her. Its rear paws scooted forward with the force of its thrusts. 

	Michelle’s cries and moans left no doubt that she was enjoying the mating. The dog, slobbering and thrustingwas fully into it. Michelle cried out each time the animal’s haunches thrust forward and forced the embedded cock deeper into her. Her eyes began rolling back in her head as the dog humped her with short powerful strokes.  She didn’t move at all - she just let the dog stretch and pound her. The boys crowded closer to see the knot as it crowded her hole. Now fully distended, the dog’s knot was as big around as a fist. 

	Michelle braced herself for the knot. But the dog was young and not experienced in mating. It pulled back and its cock slipped out. But, Riley was hot and soon its cock was back inside her again. And this time it went in very easy as her sex hole was really open and slimy. The dog kept humpingand then the knot stretched open her vaginal muscles and popped inside. Michelle screamed when it went in. The boys were beside themselves. This was anotherhigh point for the teens; they were mesmerized by what they were seeing.

	Michelle’s vagina was stretched to the limit. She now had another dog’s cock inside her hole. The dog had stopped humping and just held its cock inside her. Its organ throbbed and pulsed as it discharged its watery cum into her…soon a heavier load of cream would follow. 

	At this point, she began cumming….and cumming…her tits jiggled and swayed asRiley’s cock throbbed and hosed its hot cum. Her head went up and down and her mouth opened and closed in the sheer bliss she was feeling as she was pushed into a string of convulsive orgasms. Her mouth would open and she would croak and cry out. The sounds she made sounded odd, but this was no ordinary fuck...

	Michelle knew now, deep in her soul, that she had been pushed very far down the status ladder. She was now was on the same level as a dog. As the dog’s dick kept hosing her pussy with cum - so much that it backed up and began oozing out of her hole; and with the tip of the dog’s dick pushing against the bottom of her hold - she was in heaven.

	Cum sprayed from the tip straight into the deepest part of her hole. She could feel the hot cum inside her and the heat and the pressure just overwhelmed her. Her pussy was alive and it milked the dog’s cock rhythmically. Her orgasms, as they hit, were total body shakers. Rileymade her cum a half dozen times during the next ten minutes. She almost fainted it was so intense.

	As the cum flooded her pussy and backed up, she never felt such raw lust. Her orgasms had almost been continuous since the knot had been forced inside her. She could feel the heat radiating from the dog’s hot cock. And it just kept spurting and spurting. Her vagina had a life of its own now. Never had she experienced such pleasure from having a male organ inside her. Her pussy spasmed involuntarily and milked Riley’s cock – it was so good. Roy smiled. The “mating” had gone better than he hoped. It was, obviously, a satisfying coupling for stud dog and bitch...

	Sweat justkept pouring off her – making her ebony skin glisten. With the dog’s dick in her, her pussy convulsively squeezed the invader and as it did...the knob, just inside her hole, pressed against her G-spot. This made her have even more orgasms. They kept surging thru her pelvis and up into her belly and down her thighs. They made her howl!

	The boys were beside themselves. They were witnessing one of the most perverted sex acts imaginable. Harold and Dwight now had their hands in their pockets playing with their pricks. They couldn’t help themselves.

	The dog’s contractions finally subsided and dribbled the last drops of semen into her. Both Michelle and the dog were panting as they waited for the knot to relax and shrink. The dog pulled back slightly – then pulled harder and the knot finally popped out of Michelle’s pussy.  Doggy cum started pouring out of her stretched, hole and splattered on the grass as some ran down the inside of her legs. The dog’s ejaculation was so copious that its cum seemed to be everywhere. 

	After the knot came out, Michelle continued to have spasms in her vagina for several minutes and at one point, she started straining like she was going to cum again.

	“The bitch is gonna cum again, I think,” said Madison eliciting nods of agreement from Cooter and Sam who found the sight of two hot, UALR coeds watching the same perverted show as they were...very hot indeed!

	The dog, meanwhile, whined and began licking its cock. Michelle sagged and put her head down between her forearms on the grass. Madison and Miko began clapping and this made everybody, except Michelle, laugh.

	Riley’s dick was still half-erect, hanging down under its belly asLloyd led the animal off. Michelle was a mess. Canine cum dripped in a steady stream from her hole. Roy got a bowl, held it between her legs, and caught the rest of the doggy cum pouring from her hole. He made her lap it up, and then lick the bowl clean, as an additional act of humiliation. 

	For the final act of degradation, Roy had Pete and Lloyd bring the dogs back out on the lawn one at a time. Angus first.  Roy lifted Angus’s tail and pointed at the dog’s asshole. He motioned for Michelle to get busy. She looked at him and then at the dog’s anus and recoiled in horror. The pinkish-white ring of tight muscle was ringed with fur and looked so alien. It smelled horrible too...

	But, Roy would not be denied. With everyone standing around as a witness, the Chief Administrator at St. Luke’s Children’s Hospital had to put the pink tip of her tongue out and then lick Angus’s shit hole and then Riley’s asshole too. She had to kiss and lick their assholes; getting more of her tongue into it until she was lapping them with the full, broad surface of her tongue.

	Roy kept her at it for almost five minutes.  It was a disgusting end to the show. The smell and the taste made her gag, but she did it and felt waves of submission wash over her body, soul and mind. Afterwards, she just hung her head. She could not look anyone in the eye. She had been shamed totally.

	After awhile, the boys took her inside to fuck her in the ass. Her sphincter was already relaxed from her orgasms, and Lloyd lubed her shithole with some Crisco® and he and his possetook turns sodomizing her.

	Even though Michelle thought about trying to keep her asshole tight and deny them entry, as each boy stepped up to take his turn, they were able to get their cocks inside her easily, but it made her groan. Lloyd got his big cock to penetrate her shit hole up to his wiry pubic hair and Michelle found, while it was painful, she could accommodate him. The muscles in her anal sphincter parted enough to allow him to ass fuck her. 

	Michelle, as the anal rapes went on, just hung her head and remained lost in a trance - feeling the sensations of each boy’s hard, hot cock and their ejaculations into her rectum. When Ryan began to pull on her nipples at the same time he was sodomizing her, it felt good and Michelle had an orgasm. The rough sodomy and the humiliation had produced another hot cum. AfterDwight, who went last, finished sliming her asshole, Lloydhumiliatingly patted her head, ruffled her sweat-frizzed hair and called her, ‘a good dog’.

	She was exhausted, but Lloyd got her up on her knees, wagged his cock in her face and made her use her lips and tongue to clean it for him. This was after he’d fucked her in the ass. It was gross, but the submission was masochisticallyexciting to her. He grunted in pleasure as she licked his balls and kiss his cock up and down the shaft from his nuts to the pisshole. It got him excited again, and he made her suck his cock to completion. 

	As the others watched, they got excited again. After all, they were at the peak of their recuperative sexual powers - being 18 or 19. So, in the end, Michelle had to suck all their cocksin turn. She was still on a sexual high and sucked each cock to completion…enjoying the differences in their size, taste, color, texture, the flavor and the consistency of their ejaculate. 

	Lloyd looked at her, chuckled and remarked to Ryan, “My dad was right. She is a fuckin’ dog slut.”

	The rest of the lazy, hazy Sunday afternoon was a blur for Michelle. At one point, Madison and Miko got Michelle in the downstairs bathroom and lifted their skirts, pulled down their panties and made her lick their pussies, reveling in Michelle’s sheer humiliation as they called her a “dog slut”. Madison sat on the toilet and had Michelle eat her pussy that way and Miko leaned up against the sink and spread her legs.

	“Say, I’m a dirty dog slut,” Madison cooed at her.

	Lapping at the oh-so-pretty pussy spread out for her service, Michelle bowed her head and muttered, “Yes, Miz Madison, I’m a dog slut. I’m a dirty slut for dogs!”

	Later, Darleen and Kelly, hearing that the two coeds had put Michelle to work, got their chance too. Mother and daughter got Michelle on her back on the same bathroom floor. Mom went first and made the older African-American woman kiss and lick her hairy pussy, as she sat on her face. And then after Mom had cum, Kelly pulled down her shorts and panties so Michelle could go to work on her plump pussy. Kelly sat down gingerly as Darleen made Michelle lick Kelly’s pouting, brown asshole first.

	“Have you had BM today, baby,” Darleen asked her daughter?

	“Yes, Momma.”

	“That’s good. Now Michelle you get busy and clean my baby’s asshole.”

	Using her tongue like a paint brush, Michelle lapped and licked as directed until Kelly’s anal pucker shone. Then Momma made her work on her daughter’s plump, hairy pussy. Kelly was a demon for having Michelle lick and suck her pussy and sat down repeatedly suffocating the older woman. 

	As her nose was pressed up against the white teen’s pulpy genitals and she could hear herself lapping the wet labia and oozing hole like a dog, Michelle had an epiphany. As the two women dominated her, Michelle realized how much she craved serving white women and having them abuse her. Even more than white men...

	“Your face is really wet, slut,” Darleen said to Michelle after Kelly stood up and stretched. Michelle had made Kelly cum two or three times.

	“Momma, I gotta pee,” Kelly announced.

	“Well you got a nice pot to pee in right here,” she said jerking a thumb in Michelle’s direction.

	“Oh, Jesusgod no, please don’t make me do that,” Michelle begged. 

	Kelly had pulled up her panties but now as he mother guided Michelle down on her back again, Kelly got into position. She squatted right over Michelle’s full black lips and pulled her pissflaps open.

	“Get up right on it,” Darleen said and smacked Michelle on the top of the head for emphasis.

	Poor Michelle had to crane her head up and put her mouth right over Kelly’s urethra. The teen concentrated and soon, she began pissing a nice warm stream right into Michelle’s mouth.

	“Don’t spill any of it, nigger,” Darleen warned her. “You take it all.”

	Michelle tried hard and did take most of it in her mouth. Taking another person’s filth in her mouth was the most degraded thing yet, and it was overwhelming in its perversity. Michelle embraced her degradation and kept her mouth and tongue active as she gulped and swallowed Kelly’s yellow piss. When the girl was done, she giggled and put her hand self-consciously to her mouth.

	“Oh, Momma that’s so much fun,” she said.

	“I know baby. I know.”

	When Kelly stood up, Darleen grabbed the older woman by the hair and pulled her to her feet. Then she shoved her to face the mirror.

	“Look at yourself,” she commanded.

	Michelle looked in the mirror and saw herself as she really was: a sex addict. Her hair was disheveled and her make-up was gone. Her eyes were bloodshot and she looked degenerate with her face soaked with another woman’s pussy juices and urine. She cringed at the creature staring back at herself.

	“Don’t like yourself, much, do you?” Darleen cruelly said to her, seeing the doubt and pain in Michelle’s face.

	“You’re a dirty pig; it’s time you washed your face.”

	Both mother and daughter forced Michelle to her knees and got her head into the toilet. Then Kelly flushed it several times, making the older black woman choke and sputter. When it was over, Michelle sank to the floor, sobbed, curled up into a fetal ball on the tile. Darleen and Kelly just left her there.

	After everyone left, Roy went and found Michelle on the bathroom floor. He spent some time with her before he let her go home. He talked to her and made her say that she was now his, ‘nigger dog slut’. 

	“Say it, Michelle,” he leered at her.

	She struggled, as she always did, to try and hold onto a shred of her rapidly vanishing dignity. But he persisted. Finally, with tears in her eyes,the submissive, degraded negress said it just the way he wanted.

	“I...I’m...a nigger...dog slut.”

	“That’s a good, dog,” Roy said as he patted her on the head condescendingly. 

	He didn’t allow her to take a shower. She looked at him with shock, horror and then pleading in her eyes when he refused her request to use the shower.

	“Please...I’m a mess,” she said. “Please let me take a shower.”

	“Dogs and nigger dog sluts don’t take showers,” Roy said, as if speaking to dim-witted child. “Showers are for people, for humans. Dogs just instinctively know how to lick and clean themselves without having to be trained or taught. But I guess nigger dog sluts aren’t quite up to that level of development, or at least you aren’t just yet, are you girl?” Roy chuckled and patted her head. 

	“Of course,” Roy continued,“sometimes when domesticated animals—dogs, livestock, whatever—get into stuff and get really dirty, we have to hose ‘em down. Now, some animals don’t like that. But the more domesticated, better trained ones learn to accept it and even like it ‘cause they like their master’s attention and care, and the best, most

	domesticated animals, their master’s true pets, learn to ask and beg for it. Can you do that? Can you beg your master to hose you down?”

	Michelle was humiliated and despised herself for it, but she felt so filthy and desperate. She got down on her knees, raised her hands like paws, and whimpered and barked like a pitiful but hopeful puppy, begging him to hose her down. Roy laughed, shook his head, and laughed even harder. Then he turned his back and started to leave.  Without even bothering to turn around to face the kneeling, begging black woman, he snickered back over his shoulder.

	“No, you put on your clothes and go home like the stinky, nigger slut you are. I want you to think hard on who you are...and what you are. That’ll help,” he said to her cruelly.

	So, in the end, Michelle had to put on her clothes as dirty as she was. She couldn’t find her panties and with her pussy wet and slimy and with her kinky pussy hair caked with human and canine cum, she pulled on her bra, blouse and slacks. As she drove home, she could smell how she reeked and cried silent tears at what she’d become: a nigger dog slut!

	Chapter 9

	Toilet Slave

	Madison and Miko belonged to the Gamma Phi Zeta sorority. One of the oldest Greek societies on campus at UALR, the two were legacy sisters. The sorority was comprised exclusively of white girls, with the exception of Miko, who was Asian. It wasn’t long before they brought Michelle over to the house and introduced her to Kimberly and Cathy, who was the head sister. These two were Madison and Miko’s closest gal pals. 

	So, very soon, more sisters got into the fun and games with Michelle, all of them enjoying the opportunity to laugh, torment and make fun of her. Until, eventually, Michelle was trained into becoming a perpetually aroused, teased and tormented panty and pussy slave to most of the sisters. They started her off by turning her into a nigger house maid. Madison had seen pictures of Michelle in the maid’s costume Roy had assembled for her. She and Miko took delight in pulling her tits out of her blouse and then yanking her skirt up and pulling her panties down. Following this they made her stumble around and swatted her when they decided she needed “correction”.

	Ironically, by this time, because she was now performing panty-maid duties at several venues for various males and females, Michelle found herself actually feeling pathetically not only accustomed to, but grudgingly grateful for, the improvised, accessorized, fetishized panty-maid outfit, as pitiful as that was, and as absurd as it would have seemed before. 

	Being virtually “on call” for panty-maid duties which she could be required perform for various people at various times and places, often with little or no prior notice, made it easier to simply wear a black spandex micro-mini slip required for her panty-maid outfit almost all the time at work or at home, and keep a white push-up, half-cup bra, lace-top thigh-high stockings, two garter belts and three pairs of white panties in her purse, ready to go at a moment’s notice, at all times, regardless of whether she was or wasn’t wearing her outfit already. 

	And though it made her feel all the more shameful and pitiful, she could not count the times she’d been grateful to have panties to wear on her head, over her face, to obscure and disguise her face and identity, as absurdly debasing and grotesquely degrading as being “panty-headed” and “panty-faced” otherwise was. 

	By now, nearly all of the men and boys, women and girls who used and abused her were amused and indulgent enough—and self-interested enough to not want her arrested or publicly recognized—that they let her to pull her panty cap down over her face, though some made her plead to be permitted to do so. And, while the mini-slip could certainly be covered back up with conventional, even conservative, outer clothing, even if it wasn’t, it was no more revealing or publicly ‘indecent’ than Halloween costumes, certainly, but even than most club wear. 

	Nevertheless, following performances for men and boys, Michelle was more receptive, even if reluctantly and shamefully so, than she might otherwise have been to performing for females, especially young girls, as perversely cruel and clever as they could be. It still surprised her and she despised herself for it; but found herself getting aroused on the way over, before she even arrived at, the sorority house.

	The sorority girls made her wait on them hand and foot and when their excitement grew to a point that they were ready for more action, they added personal services to her maid’s duties. Michelle had to lick, kiss and suck their pussies. And if she didn’t perform to their satisfaction, they punished her as only one woman can do to another woman.

	At the House one Sunday, they put Michelle through a really cruel routine.Actually, what they did to her was part and parcel of what pledges were put through. But it was a hoot for the sisters to subject Michelle to the “Hell Week” initiation routine. Just like a new pledge, Michelle was forced to lie across the table wearing just her bra and panties. Then Cathy, as head sister, who was a big girl with auburn hair, grabbed the back of her panties and wedged them up her ass, leaving her butt exposed.

	At first, Cathy didn’t hold her panties up there that hard, but one-by- one, each of the other sisters got to give the 40 year old mother one whack with the paddle. And the paddle was a beaut: a wicked tool with a leather handle and a thin lacquered blade 18 inches long. Every time Michelle whimpered or made a sound while she was being paddled, the sister who beat her, then got to pull the wedgie up harder and hold it there. With every whimper or moan, the wedgies got more painful as the sisters took to yanking and sawing the wadded crotch of her panties from side-to-side...which soon rubbed her anus raw.

	Madison took her swing and made Michelle grunt; so she grabbed the back of the older woman’s cotton panties and gave her a hard wedgie. Each sister got one swing and one wedgie. Michelle whimpered, moaned, cried out with every swat of the paddle and received fierce wedgies. When Michelle’s panties finally tore, Cathy started the whole process all over again.Not only were her buttocks raw and sore by the end of the session, but her crack and asshole were so tender she couldn’t wipe herself after her next bowel movement.

	On another occasion, Madison, Miko, Cathy, Kimberly and four other sisters took Michelle to Cathy’s room. There, they made her sit on a low stool and spat on her face, repeatedly. “You’re shit,” chuckled one girl named Lucy. “You’re a toilet,” laughed another, named Debbie.

	Michelle was disgusted. The girls all spit on her face and it dribbled down across her cheeks, nose lips, down her chin. The strangest thing... she got aroused! Unconsciously, with her her tongue, she tasted some of the spittle.

	Her eyes rolled back in her head she felt wavelets of arousal building in her loins. The feelings overwhelmed her and she moaned. While her mouth was open all the sisters took turns spitting into her mouth.

	This time she couldn’t avoid the saliva of eight young pretty white women. They made her swallow and as she felt their saliva sliding down her throat, she wriggled her hips and ass on the chair.  She couldn’t believe her body was betraying her this way. Michelle was on the verge of an orgasm...

	Miko then took pity on her and wiped her faceglistening with spittle. She used a white t-shirt. She rubbed her face with it and Michelle whimpered as the Asian girl wiped her. The shirt was smelly; it had a familiar scent, a funky odor. Repulsive at it was, Michelle felt herself submissively responding.

	Miko, holding the shirt, noticed and rubbed it all over her face again.

	“You like the shirt, don’t you, nigger,” she grinned?

	It smelled like a mixture of leather shoes and stinky, limburger cheese. The odor was irresistible in its own way, even in its offensiveness. It, of course, contained the pheromones of all eight girls. They had all used the t-shirt to wipe their feet...between their toes and under their arms before the session.

	Miko rubbed it slowly all over Michelle’s face, but concentrated mostly on her nose and mouth. Some of the other girls crowded around now. They could see that Miko was getting a reaction from the older woman and it was fun to watch.

	“Oh, God, I think she likes it,” said Debbie, who wore rimless glasses.

	“That’s so disgusting,” said Lucy, a blonde cheerleader, wincing at the spectacle.

	Michelle soon found herself on her back, looking up at her tormentors.

	“Somebody’s thirsty and needs a drink,” Madison said, chuckling.

	This was the signal and all the sisters removed their shorts, pants, skirts and panties. Michelle, dazed, wanted to scream, but she lay there paralyzed. Her eyes darted this way and that. She felt helpless...

	Then Madison squatted over Michelle and sat down. After she was done, Cathy went. And then Kimberly and Miko and the next girl and the next, soaking Michelle’s face and hair with their juices, with their orgasms. Michelle used her lips and tongue to lap up the tastes and the flavors. As Lucy and Debbie knelt by her side and played with her pussy, another orgasm washed over the middle-aged mother like a hurricane.

	As she was writhing feeling her cum, Miko and Madison grabbed the white t-shirt and wiped their underarms again. Then Madison stuffed it into Michelle’s mouth. She stared ahead blankly as the girls continued to talk about her to each other; the flavor of their secretions and their powerful pheromones imprinting her mind and body.

	After another orgasm, Michelle was taken into the bathroom down the hall and laid on her back in the tub. The sisters all stood around and began talking excitedly. Finally, it was decided. Michelle went right into trance again as Madison, Miko, Kimberly and Cathy squatted down close to the tub’s edge and let go with their urine streams all over her. They pissed on her going from her face to her crotch and ratcheting the humiliation level up another notch.The next four then took their turn. This was the session where the girls of Gamma Phi Zeta turned Michelle into a “toilet slave”.

	Being pissed on, hating it, being sickened by it, yet eventually Michelle was aroused by it too. She had been turned into a toilet slave by eight coeds who were playful and into the fun and games, but disgusted by the older woman. Being turned into a toilet slave was not the worst thing however.

	The two coeds who had enslaved her, Madison and Miko, decided they would turn her into a “human toilet”. One fateful night after Michelle had put in a full day at work, they summoned her to Gamma House and took her to “their” room. As usual, Michelle had worn her black slip and stockings beneath the jacket and skirt of the conservative business suit she wore to work, and had the garter belts and panties in her purse, prepared to perform as a panty maid. However, rather than performing maid service at the House for the girls, this was going to be a more “private party”.

	Michelle hated the toilet degradation. Some of the whites who had snared her had subjected her to various disgusting humiliations centered around pissing and shitting. Michelle had been compelled by Darlene and Kelly to piss and shit on herself; and Roy had fucked her from behind, at his house, with her head in the toilet, then pissed on her head, still in the toilet. Darlene had once made her lick up piss from around the edge of the toilet bowl... forcing her to use her mouth like a cleaning tool. All of that was bad enough. But, being turned into a ‘human toilet’? 

	When Madison and Miko showed her the potty chair, which they ceremoniously hauled from their clothes closet, Michelle balked. There was no way she was going to let them stick her head under that thing. The thought of the two haughty, spoiled coeds sitting on the little chair, with the pot removed and with her positioned underneath...well...it was just too much. ‘After all I’ve suffered, there is a limit’, she told herself.

	The toilet-related fantasies that sprang from Madison’s imagination were the most debasing and degrading ones Michelle would experience. Madison had pondered what was the most degrading thing they could do to their “pussy slave”. ‘Shitting in her mouth...that’s the the ultimate’, she decided.

	“I want you on the floor,” she said demandingly, as she pointed.

	“You’re not going to put me under that...”

	“You can either do it, or you know what we’ll do...”

	Before she could finish, Michelle groaned. Blackmail hung like a sword over her head...

	“Please don’t do this. I can’t imagine how you could get pleasure from doing this,” Michelle pleaded.

	“You have no imagination, nigger. You were meant for it. In fact, it doesn’t take much imagination at all, just a look at the turd-brown color of your skin, to see you were born for this. Now get your ass on the floor,” Madison said.

	Michelle reluctantly got down on her back. They made her lie with her hands by her sides and put two thick towels folded in half underneath her head.

	“Miko, let’s tie her wrists,” Madison suggested.

	And that’s what they did. They used Michelle’s stockings to tie her wrists behind her back. Then, Miko removed the little plastic pot from the chair, so now there was only an open hole. Then, she picked the little chair up. It had been purchased online and was an “adult” version of a baby’s potty chair. The chair was light but made of oak and sturdily built with a straight back and arms. The back of the chair had a humiliating graphic of chubby, pink cherub with a fat bottom getting ready to sit down.

	The potty chair had been used as a prop, but only that, in sorority initiations. They would make a pledge lie underneath it and she would have to sing the sorority song, while a sister pulled down her shorts and panties and sat on the chair, putting her butt in the poor pledge’s face while she struggled to finish singing. It was a humiliating routine.

	But Madison had a more cruel and nasty use of the chair in mind. The bottom of the chair was only a foot off the floor and as Miko positioned it so it straddled Michelle’s head, the 40 year old African-American woman groaned as she contemplated her fate. Michelle’s face was there right at the bottom of the hole. Miko looked down on her and grinned. The horror of her plight was now becoming more apparent to Michelle. 

	“We’ve both got to “go”, Madison announced cheerfully.

	“Yeah, we both gotta have a BM,” Miko chuckled.

	“Who’s first,” asked Miko?

	“I’ll go first,” said Madison.

	She pulled down her short-shorts and her thong panty and sat down. Michelle stared as Madison’s butt cut off the light. When Madison sat down fully, her pussy and anus were right in Michelle’s face. Michelle groaned as she stared at the sight confronting her: the pussy and asshole she’d so often been made to lick was right there in her face. 

	“Now, don’t say or do anything to interrupt me,” Madison said to Miko, who giggled.

	“Keep your eyes open. Don’t turn your head,” Miko strictly instructed. She was crouched down, staring at this debasement with amusement, yet still some astonishment, trying to keep her face and voice sternly commanding.

	“OH Jesusgod, help me,” Michelle groaned. Her head felt foggy and dazed. Her eyes glazed over as she stared straight up as instructed.

	The hospital administrator was hypnotized by the sight of Madison’s pinkish-brown anus. As she gaped at it, Madison farted. She was concentrating, trying to squeeze out the first turd and let go with a smelly fart. The smell lingered as the tip of the first turd stretched open her asshole and began to emerge. Michelle stared at it...revolted...

	The seat was so low that Madison’s spread open butt cheeks with her anus at the center were virtually only inches from Michelle’s nose and mouth. As the turd materialized, it appeared very dark brown, almost black and it kept descending. Michelle stared at it until her eyes nearly crossed.

	The tip of the first turd touched her cheek then plopped down across the bridge of her nose. Like grease paint Michelle thought, feeling childish and foolish for it, but no less anguish and disgust for what it really was. The hideous smell was even more intense now, and the firm, yet also wet and gooey weight across her nose and cheeks created a sensory overload of degradation beyond her worst imagination.

	The next turd emerged.  Miko barked at her to open her mouth fully and put her mouth on it like she was taking a cock. Michelle gulped and whimpered as it got closer to her lips.  She opened her her mouth as it got closer and closer and finally, she put her big, nigger lips around it, like she was sucking it...and then as she clamped down a big part of the turd was in her mouth.

	She tasted shit for the first time, and gagged. The black woman had to decide whether she should just swallow the load of shit or chew it and then swallow...

	Miko leaned in closer and told her to chew and swallow it. Madison, grunting with the exertion, squeezed the rest of the turd out coming as Michelle struggled to chew and swallow the shit in her mouth.

	The consistency was fairly “chewy”. She quickly chomped it and then swallowed the mess. In the meantime, the rest of the same turd emerged from Madison’s asshole and as the anus squeezed it off, it landed with a “plop” on Michelle’s closed mouth...and then rolled off to land on the towel. It was all so gross that Michelle had to do everything in her power not to retch. She gagged a couple of times, but she could see Miko out of the corner of her eye and the Asian girl was threatening all sorts of cruel mayhem if Michelle spit it out or vomited.

	As the blonde cheerleader kept shitting, Michelle discovered (sickened, and of course, ashamed) that deep down, that some part of her, a depraved sliver of her soul, relished the sheer degradation. To be used as a toilet by a younger woman...a white women...it was so mortifying that nothing lower could be imagined in her mind. And horror of horrors...it aroused her!

	Madison kept defecating and most of it hit Michelle in the face and eventually landed on the towel. She took another softer, lighter brown turd into her mouth, chewed and then swallowed it. Miko, seeing how big that turd was, acted like a coach next to Michelle telling her what to do.

	“This one,” she said to Michelle, with real encouragement in her voice, as the spongy turd emerged and got close to Michelle’s waiting mouth.

	“Open your mouth and take this one,” she said to her.

	Finally, Madison was done. And when she had finished shitting, Miko had Michelle lick the blonde girl’s anus clean.

	“You better do a good job, slut. If she needs to use toilet paper afterwards, I’m gonna beat you on your asshole,” Miko warned her.

	Submissively, Michelle licked the blonde girl’s pretty brownish-pink anus, lapping her there until the tight pucker was shiny with her saliva and clean as it could be. Then, Miko took her turn; and she had to take a huge dump. Michelle took two turds, chewed and swallowed them, but, at that point, she vomited. It was too much. Miko was furious with her for taking Madison’s crap and not throwing up. But in the end, Michelle had been pushed, both in body and mind, beyond her breaking point. She ended up on her knees retching into a wastepaper basket like a drunk after a long night out.

	“Oh God,” she kept saying...“Oh, God...”

	As punishment for losing control and vomiting, Miko made Michelle kneel between her legs, holding onto her ankles while the Asian coed used the wooden cross piece from a clothes hanger to beat her on her anus. Miko whipped the puckered orifice until it went into spasms, clenching and “winking” uncontrollably. In the end, her beaten anal pucker was so sore and swollen that Michelle’s next bowel movement was torture.

	Chapter 10

	The Pet

	As debasing as the toilet slave things Madison and Miko did to Michelle, the day they turned Michelle into their “pet monkey” rivaled any session as the low point for the 40 year old mother. One day, sitting around and joking at the sorority house, the two came up with the idea. There were hanging out with two other Gamma sisters, Cathy and Kimberly – all of them chatting and drinking ice tea.

	“Yeah, first we shave her head bald,” Madison went on...

	“OK...Yeah...uh...and then what,” asked Miko.

	“Then, we take her to that shop where they sell those awful wigs. You know that beauty supply place over on Broadway? Yeah...then we like make her buy two god-awful blonde wigs. Nothing more ghetto and pathetic than a black woman in a blonde wig...right? Then we train her to be our “pet monkey,” said Madison.

	The others thought this was silly at first, but as they kicked it around, they got into it.

	“Yeah, let’s make her run around naked here, like a chimp,” finally enthused Cathy, the head sister.

	“Make her suck on bananas, just like she’s still in the jungle,” added Kimberly, the bosomy brunette cheerleader.

	“I see lots of “ooo-ooo-ooo” and monkey screeches, squatting and scrambling around on her knees and her knuckles. Trained to perform tricks,” chorused Miko.

	“Ape and monkey...remember how big a deal the press up north made of those cartoons about Barack and Michelle Obama,” Madison went on?

	“Yeah, there’s nothing better than making her our little “pet monkey”, Miko said enthusiastically.

	The linkage of blacks and apes and monkeys. Of course, for obvious physical reasons as well as others...the girls had stumbled onto something terrible with which to torment Michelle and before long they had worked out a complete scenario. Poor Michelle...her next visit to the sorority was going to be real mental torture.

	“Oh, God, please don’t shave my head,” Michelle begged when they sat her down and produced the electric clippers. 

	But it was no good. They held her down and used the clippers and one, two, three Michelle was cue ball smooth like the barbers do it at military boot camp. Cruelly, they left two hunks...two floppy hunks on the sides, to let it grow in natural, like puppy-dog ears. 

	“Poodle ears,” Madison called them, laughing. “In case she can’t be trained to perform up to simian or primate level, as a monkey or an ape. At least we know how well she’s already trained to perform at a canine level, as a bitch dog.” 

	Miko couldn’t stop laughing, and kept making Madison start laughing all over again, which made the head-shaving a haphazard and slow process. Once her head was shaved, Michelle would have to wear a wig to work (which, she despised). Worse, the girls who shaved her head took her shopping for a wig. The four of them: Madison, Miko, Kimberly and Cathy drove Michelle over to Hair Plus on Broadway. The girl at the counter,a young, snotty, white working class stiff named Bette, looked bored. 

	“Okay, what can I do for ya,” she asked laconically?

	“She needs a wig,” said Madison, smirking and pointing at Michelle who, red-eyed, was wearing a scarf to conceal her bald head. 

	She wanted to vanish. She wished she could just melt into the cracks in the floor. 

	“Show her,” Madison commanded.

	Michelle had to take off the scarf.

	“Ya see...she’s been abusing her hair...with all those chemical hair relaxers. Trying to take the Africa out of her hair,” Madison said by way of explanation.

	The counter girl began grinning. It was obvious that these rich white kids had this poor older black woman under their thumb.

	“Yeah, she didn’t want to let it go natural...She was afraid of it looking like a Brillo® pad...or her pubic hair,” Miko added cruelly.

	“So she ruined it,” said Cathy. “She needs a wig now. We wanna see something blonde. Whaddya got?”

	The girl chuckled at this and said, “Hmm...you wanna see something like a Gwyneth Paltrow look or like a Dolly Parton look?”

	“OH, Dolly Parton,” Madison laughed...and the other three girls all added almost simultaneously, “Oh yeah!”

	Michelle cringed. It was so humiliating. They made her try on several wigs; each one was more garish than the last. Finally, they decided on two wigs: one that sported the most ridiculous Goldilocks curls and the other a gaudy, platinum blonde “Dolly Parton” rug. They made Michelle pay for it.  As she watched the girl swipe her credit card, she wondered how she would ever wear one of these vulgar monstrosities to work. Madison must have been reading her mind.

	“We’re gonna check up on you, pussy slut. You’re gonna be wearing one of these every day. You understand,” she said. Michelle nodded submissively.

	‘Oh Jesusgod’, she thought to herself. ‘What am I going to do’.

	They drove her back to the sorority house. They had some fun and games planned; and it was time to begin Michelle’s “pet monkey” training.

	Madison began by saying, “I’ve seen you trained as a dog. You were pretty good.”

	Cathy and Kimberly hadn’t see Michelle’s performance as a “dog slut” but had heard about it. They guffawed at this reference.

	“But now it’s time to move up the food chain. We think you’re ready to become a monkey. Our pet monkey.”

	Michelle recoiled. Being called a monkey or an ape, along with being compelled to act like one, ranked right up there with being called a nigger and being compelled to act like one of those. The girls were forcing her down the status ladder. Higher than being reduced to a ‘human toilet,’ but still…Being forced to act like a slutty teen was low; being a nigger housemaid was lower still, being forced to suck and eat bananas, with her big, monkey-ape-nigger lips, being forced to fuck herself in the pussy and ass with bananas was terrible.

	Being compelled to walk like an ape, squatting and scrambling around on feet and knuckles; being trained to perform “tricks” were all on the bill and over the next several hours the four girls systematically worked the 40 year old mother down the status ladder. First, they made her take off her clothes and the scarf so that she was just standing there naked and bald as the day she was born.

	Following this, Madison read from a note pad and made her say back to them, “I have a wide monkey mouth, big lips and the musculature of an ape.” Next, she had to own up to, “I have the long arms and fingers of a monkey.” 

	And finally she had to declare, “The way I stand, my legs, the curve of my lower back and my big butt are proof that I’m a monkey.”

	Michelle’s eyes began to fill with tears when they made her admit, “Sometimes I think of myself of as an ape.” 

	Being made to say she was an ape, Michelle was in HELL. When Miko brought out a bunch of bananas, Michelle began sobbing. The rest of the session they spent making her walk, sit and squat like a monkey - shove whole bananas in her big mouth - push them unpeeled in her pussy after Miko mimed it.

	“Monkey see; monkey do,” they all laughed when she inserted them in her pussy.

	Then they made their little pet monkey eat their pussies. Each took a turn. When she didn’t do it just right, they slapped her across her face and slapped her tits until she squealed. The punished her for every mistake and called her a “stupid monkey”.

	This game was a hoot and they made Michelle come to the sorority house at least once a month to play it. Michelle, for her part, was devastated when she showed up for work that first day wearing the Dolly Parton wig. The whispered comments and looks were like arrows in her flesh:‘What’s with Ms. Jeffers. Did you see that wig? What is she thinking’?

	She had descended so far down...The Gamma sisters had such fun playing with Michelle as a monkey that they began to think about other ways to degrade her. These white girls loved the opportunity to torment the older black woman. The fact that she occupied a position of professional authority and respect made it all the more fun. They looked forward to the next time that Madison brought Michelle to the house - the same way that some boys enjoy torturing small creatures. 

	Exposed for everyone’s enjoyment, Michelle was always frightened and ashamed. First, they always made her strip. She found it mortifying to have to take off her clothes in front of this group of younger white women. Something about the cruelty in their eyes. Also, they were upper middle class, like she was...It was ironic that they treated her as a sub-human.

	Even though they were pretty, young, white girls, there was a sadistic and cruel streak in them. Once Michelle was naked, they strong-armed her to do their bidding. They had turned her into a pussy slave, a toilet slave and a pet monkey. Telling her that she did a piss poor job of being their pet monkey, this day they were going to move her down the food chain. She was too stupid to be a good monkey, but she had big, sagging tits…milk bags…“like udders”. Cows were stupid. Maybe she could be a better cow than a monkey. They got her on her hands and knees and took positions on either side of her with Madison behind. 

	Madison started the party by commanding Michelle be still and then she began playing with her pussy covered so heavily with her kinky black pubic hair. Michelle bit her lip, kept her eyes closed and whimpered. It was so humiliating how casually the pretty blonde cheerleader toyed with her, like she was a doll. 

	Michelle tried to remain calm, but as the young woman parted the hot pink inner lips of her pussy …her touch brought a shudder of indrawn breath from Michelle and then a soft moan....and made her want to look to see what Madison was doing with the folds of her pussy. When Michelle began to whine and whimper, the other girls grabbed her by her tits and began “milking” them. Cathy used her thumb, index and middle fingers to form a “C” around her big, dark areola. She pushed Michelle’s tit towards her chest and then squeezed her fingers and thumb together hard like she was really rolling the milk out of the older woman’s tit. 

	She worked on one tit and Kimberly worked the other one. They changed the positioning of their hands occasionally and went from top and bottom and left and right. Rotating like a clock on Michelle’s big, sagging milk bags. They had seen a video on YouTube and knew exactly how to milk a breast. Soon, their exertions paid off. Her nipples erected and then her tits, with no milk in them, began to get sore from what they were doing to her. It was arousing at first and then unpleasant. Michelle began moaning softly...

	Miko slapped her across the face and said, “I want you to moo, cow...MOO!”

	It was terribly humiliating, but Michelle did it. She mooed! As she was doing this Madison stroked the hooded knob of her clitoris. This made Michelle gasp and wriggle, her breathing showing her anxiety and arousal.

	“She’s such a fat, slutty cow…wait till you see,” Madison confided to the group. 

	Madison got one, two and three fingers inside Michelle’s pussy, palm down. She took her time...felt around and then rubbed and patted the urethral sponge - her G-spot. This soon had Michelle writhing, wriggling, moaning, mooing and then to everyone’s pleasure, squirting like a cow. She had a very wet orgasm that shot juice all over the place.

	“You squirt like a fat cow,” Madison laughed when Michelle ejaculated; making her feel totally debased. Yet, it aroused her, and she knew at that moment that she was going to cum again. It was just a matter of time. She knew she was going to, so she just surrendered. 

	The two girls “milked” her tits and then with Michelle’s hot, wet hole at her full disposal, Madison worked two and then three fingers back into her cow-like vagina. Then Madison formed her hand into a blunt spear and forced her whole hand in. She pushed harder, stretching the vaginal sphincter a little bit at a time until the widest part of her hand slid through and then her wrist, being narrower, allowed the stretched pussy hole and pissflaps to close around her wrist. 

	As Madison fisted her, Cathy and Kimberly began pulling on her nipples harder like they were milking a cow’s udders. With a fist in her pussy, Michelle felt the muscles of her vagina trying to deal with the intrusion as the blonde girl twisted and turned her hand around in a slow circle inside her, twisting left and then right. Madison grinned enjoying what she was doing to her.

	Then she bunched her fingers into a fist inside Michelle, with her knuckles rubbing into the walls of her pussy. She shoved her fist deep into Michelle’s birth canal, reached the end and felt her knuckles pressed against the sensitive epicenter. The blonde girl began twisting her hand around again; twisting it fully one way; then back the other. 

	As Michelle groaned, Miko slapped her across the face again and said, “MOO COW!” 

	The middle-aged black mother and hospital administrator mooed, mewling at first, then moaning and louder as mooed and mooed again and again. 

	“Mau Mau Moo Cow,” one of the girls called her. At first there was no response. 

	Then the girls exploded into laughter after she explained that the Mau Mau were a “Kenyan—you know African—tribe,” hastening to add she’d heard about the anti-colonial “Mau Mau Rebellion” in her Western Civilization class, lest any of the other girls think she seemed a bit too interested and well-informed about African countries and tribes for a “normal”, white, UALR sorority girl.

	Whether it was in response to harder fisting, faster milking or being called ‘Mau Mau Moo Cow’ was difficult to tell. Regardless, Michelle started moaning and mooing noticeably faster and louder, even without any more slapping.  

	The other girls laughed and chatted like birds about how Michelle was reacting. Madison laughed that it was like cleaning out a dirty pipe as she shoved and twisted her fist around inside the black woman’s increasingly cavernous cunthole. She kept twisting her hand around, and then stopped. Then she pulled it out some and plowed it right back in as far as she could, making the black woman groan. 

	Miko began teasing Michelle’s clitoris. She deftly manipulated the nubbin as Madison pumped her fist in and out of the black woman’s stretched pussy. Bereft of inhibitions now, feeling the pressure in her pussy and the tickle in her clitoris, Michelle's insides began to boil. She closed her eyes as the pleasure mounted in her pelvis and she made softer, swifter, more gently urgent mooing sounds now. 

	One of the girls speculated on whether they should paint white spots on her body, like a Jersey dairy cow, which might have alarmed Michelle. But she was as stupidly oblivious to the girls’ chatter now, almost as placid as a real cow, totally immersed in and absolutely absorbed by cow-like, sensuous pleasure.

	Madison worked her fist in and out…her movements steady and slow, her fist sliding deeply into the pussy, then sliding all the way out until her fist spread the pussy lips open obscenely wide. Miko kept diddling Michelle's clitoris. Sometimes she simply pressed it against the black woman’s pubic bone...other times she rubbed it back and forth and then up and down. Michelle groaned as she got hotter and more charged with excitement. Her breathing came in hurried pants and gasps.

	    

	She knew Madison had her entire fist up inside her. She wriggled her hips up and down and then left and right; dark lust surging through her mind and body. Madison pumped harder; her fist reaming in-and-out in the tight pussy hole; stretching the muscles and hammering the epicenter as Michelle snorted through her flared nostrils. As snot ran from her nostrils, Michelle had the mental image of herself tied to a stall in a barn with a rope attached to a huge nose ring, mooing loudly and dropping a black, baby calf.

	As she gasped for breath, she went from wide-eyed to closing her eyes as if to escape into her mind. Instinctively, her body began to thrust her sex backward now in a lewd move against Madison’s fist. Then, she began to jerk, shake and wriggle madly, her body going into convulsions as the fist inside her forced her to cum, her spine bending into a bow, up and down. She strained furiously and her head flailed from side to side as she was overwhelmed by an explosive orgasm. She spurted and then began pissing. 

	Her hips and ass did a feverish dance as her clitoris throbbed like a live worm. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she was aware of nothing but her heart pounding, the roaring of her blood and the faint sound of the girls giggling as she writhed in the throes of ecstasy. Madison laughed at what they had reduced her to: a cow cumming and pissing.  Madison pulled her fist out. The expressions flashing across Michelle’s face were priceless: lust, shame and self-loathing. She belonged in a stall in a barn, Michelle thought to herself. 

	The blonde girl came around to kneel in front of Michelle and rubbed her wet hand all over her face. She made her take her wet, sticky fingers in her mouth to suck them clean.

	“You’re a disgusting cow,” she said to Michelle as she made her lick her whole hand clean of every trace of the pussy juice and urine there.

	Michelle heard someone behind her say, “Now, let’s ride the cow.”

	They got her on her back and Madison went first. She took off her shorts and panties and knelt with her knees on either side of Michelle head, facing her feet. From underneath, the black woman was overwhelmed by Madison’s muscular thighs and buttocks descending on her. The mat of her pubic hair had been trimmed, of course and the thin membranes of her pink labia were clearly visible. 

	A sweet, hard, shiny clitoris poked out of the slim pink lips. The smell was musky and fragrant. Madison spread herself open with her fingers and squatted so that as she sat on Michelle face, her clitoris rubbed the older woman’s chin. She let her know she wanted her tongue out for use. Then she lowered herself fully so that her vaginal opening covered Michelle mouth. She joked with the others that she was a “cowgirl”!

	In that position, Michelle’s nose was pressed right up against Madison’s anus. The smell of the white girl’s butt hole made her gag. The others crowded in close and grabbed her nipples to pull and twist them – milking her hard again. The black woman was forced to kiss and lick the blonde coed’s pussy, as the younger woman squatted down and sat on her face fully. It seemed to Michelle like she was going to be smothered. Every time the blonde girl sat down, she made Michelle cry out. 

	And each time, Madison barked at her, “Stick your tongue in my hole, cow or I’m gonna smother you.” 

	Her nose continued to rub the younger woman’s asshole. Miko got her hands between her legs and began playing with the black woman’s pussy. She rubbed and shook her mound…pulled on her labia and tickled her clitoris. She did everything to keep her hot, but didn’t let her cum. She made sure she kept her concentration on Madison’s pussy as the blonde coed rode her face. Michelle began to moan and moo underneath…Begging that she needed to cum.

	Madison’s pussy flowed; and the black woman’s mouth, nose and chin got wet. Madison frigged herself back and forth on Michelle’s nose, lips, tongue and chin. The black woman had to swallow the saliva and all the pussy juices. When Madison told her to thrust her tongue out as far as it could go – the blonde coed wiped herself on it from clitoris to vagina. Then she did a little jig as she came and gushed more pussy juice into Michelle mouth. 

	When it was over the 40 year old mother was exhausted and humiliated. Her face and neck were wet with pussy juice. But there were three other girls ready for a ride. They all took their turns as “cowgirls” riding the black woman’s face…starting with Cathy. It was exhausting, but to avoid any hard punishment, she was a good cow and did what she was told. Some girls were easier to take than others. The worst was Miko. The twenty year old Asian girl was sexually insatiable and rode Michelle face until she nearly made her pass out. 

	After they had all enjoyed riding their “cow”, Miko went out and returned carrying a funnel. She showed it to Michelle and then forced her to take the end of it into her mouth. It now looked like she was tooting a horn. Then Miko straddled her head, squatted down, and began urinating into the funnel. The others held Michelle down as Miko pissed.

	The sound of tinkling as the funnel filled was a horror. Michelle heard and saw the funnel fill with her eyes bugging out of her head. She saw that the funnel was full until contained almost a pint. The urine had begun to drain almost immediately into her mouth, but Michelle wasn’t sucking on it, so Madison held her nose, making the black woman gag, sputter and forcing her to suck and swallow the piss. 

	Madison ordered her to drain the funnel faster. Michelle nursed on it, as ordered, and slowly managed to empty it. Michelle was sickened and disgusted at being made to drink piss. She realized how warped and twisted they were. It excited the girls to no end as what they could do to this middle-aged black woman. Cathy then announced that she had to relieve herself. She used the funnel as Kimberly took a turn pinching Michelle’s nose shut. 

	She pissed a fair amount and Michelle had to swallow more bitter, smelly urine. It made her want to retch. This excited and delighted the group more than any other thing they did to her. They had turned her into a urinal. And, throughout the afternoon, if the “cow” failed to please them or whenever someone had to pee, they put the funnel in her mouth, pissed and made her suck it down and swallow it all...

	IN PART 3, THE FAMILY IS FORCED INTO INCEST...
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	Chapter 11 

	Brian Finds Out

	Relations between Michelle and her son, Brian, had continued to deteriorate. He saw the changes in his Mom and was becoming increasingly disgusted with her. She had always been a stickler for following the rules and they had fought about that. But it was obvious that Mom had come to a point where she had abandoned many of the rules which applied to her. She had started to dress in ways that were horrifying at times. One Saturday, he saw her leave the house in a short skirt that would have been appropriate for a prostitute or a late night club goer. He was gradually losing respect for her.

	And the biggest point of contention between mother and son was the relationship that Brian had with the “jock posse”. Somehow, they had sort of abandoned him. And Brian resented this loss. He blamed himself first. ‘What had he done to alienate them’, nerd that he was. Then he was pissed at them, specifically Lloyd, the leader. But when he tried to talk to Lloyd about it, the older boy behaved in such a way and said things that made Brian suspicious that his Mom was the reason the posse had moved on without him.

	“Hey did my Mom say anything to you guys,” is how Brian put it?

	“Your Mom...nah...your Mom is FINE, dude. She likes us guys, man,” Lloyd responded chuckling.

	The “dudes” had, of course, been enjoying Michelle’s ample womanly gifts now for months. The joke now was that everyone, but Brian, knew Michelle was a “nigger gutter slut”.

	Michelle, for her part, was worried that Brian would find out and lose all respect for her. He had been one of the strongest reasons why she had gotten caught up in Roy’s trap. 

	She kept thinking about what Roy had said about the cell phone being set to email pictures of her to her son and daughter, hospital board members, her church, friends and colleagues.  And the thought of all the pictures that had been taken of her doing such despicable, unspeakable things in the ensuing months...it was too horrifying to think about, except, ironically, to morosely reassure herself that if anyone outside her group of tormentors had seen them, she’d surely know it. 

	Still, she could not stop worrying about her son seeing the pictures, and his disrespectful, even disdainful attitude toward her only increased her concerns and suspicions. However, in her dread of confirming her worse fears, as well as her ongoing shame and hurt seeing how her son looked at her, she’d avoided confronting and even having much contact with him.

	For Michelle, it was a toss-up as to which would have been the greater blow to have seen those original naked pictures of her: her son or the hospital’s board members. Either way, she was doomed. Wondering and worrying about the board members was relatively pointless, she told herself. She’d be fired immediately and her career and professional reputation would be in ruins, no question about it. 

	So, the fact that she still had her job, even if her reputation was suffering, almost surely meant no pictures had reached any board members. However, obscene pictures between teenagers on their cell phones? That happened all the time. With the changes in her son’s attitude and behavior toward her, wondering and worrying about pictures that he might have seen was driving her crazy.

	One morning, as Brian was getting ready for school and she was dressing for work, Michelle snuck into his room while he was in the shower, saw his cell phone on top of the headboard of his bed, scurried over to it very nervous, ambivalent and shaky, started to grab it when she heard the shower go off and turned her head. That’s when she knocked the cell phone off the headboard and it fell behind it. 

	The headboard had a built-in bookshelf full of books, about eight inches from the wall so you could plug and unplug cords. The cell phone had fallen and was wedged in a place where Michelle couldn’t easily retrieve it. She had to climb up and lean over the headboard, squeeze herself between it and the wall.

	The top of the headboard was about hip-height, so she could reach the floor. However, the weight of her squirming body, stretching and grasping for the phone, trapped her in that position, squirming frantically, whimpering in claustrophobic panic and the fear of being caught, kicking her legs and feet spastically. 

	In that position, there she was wearing only a slip, bra and panties. Her ass and pussy covered by her panties was exposed and displayed. As she struggled to get her hands on the phone and get herself out of this predicament, she had a thought. What would happen if her son came and found her this way? 

	It was too horrifying to think about and she was grateful when she got her hands on the phone and extricated herself from the bookcase. As she was going down the hall, Brian emerged from the bathroom. He wondered what his mother was doing, half-dressed and looking like she was just coming from his room. 

	Feeling her son’s eyes on her, Michelle flushed, rushed to her room and shut the door. She was a disheveled, sweaty mess, but she was already late for work and didn’t have time to shower again. She put on her dress, bent over to pull on her shoes, and winced when she got a whiff of the musky scent wafting out from between her legs. NO! Not having just gotten stuck, almost gotten caught, upside down in her son’s room! NO! NO! NO! She couldn’t! She didn’t!

	In a frantic panic over the despicably unthinkable odor, as if to perversely confirm what she felt so fearful and shameful about, before she realized it, the traumatized black mother found her panties pulled down and stretched between her squatting knees, her head between them, stuck into her panties, her sniffing nose pressed into the crotch. Even more perversely, pathetically, almost robotically, before she knew it, she found herself licking and sucking at the soggy, smelly gusset of her panties. Just as the horrifying, mortifying reality and insanity of

	what she was doing began to set in, she heard her son yelling at her outside the bedroom door.

	“What’re you doing sneaking around in my room, Mother?” The teen’s tone was scolding, as if reversing the roles of parent and child. 

	Michelle swiftly lifted her head up, but it got caught in her panties, throwing her off balance, stumbling and tumbling to the floor. The dazed, crazed mother was scrambling to her feet, fumbling to pull her panties back up when her son opened the bedroom door. 

	“BRIAN!” she screeched. “Don’t just come barging into my bedroom!”

	“No,” snarled the boy. “I’ll just sneak and snoop around in your room like you were just doing in mine.”

	“B-B-Brian!” she sputtered. From the pictures taken from her lingerie drawer that started everything to what she’d just been doing in her son’s room, his sarcastic comment hit too close to home. 

	Urgently trying to gather herself to together, she heard herself say, “I was just seeing how much laundry and cleaning you had for me to do.” 

	As soon as she said it, she winced at the obsequiously minced words and almost childishly whiny and defensive tone. Far from regaining dignity, she seemed to be giving it away. Noticing the direction of her son’s stare and the strange look on his face, she turned and looked down behind her. Oh for God’s sake! In her haste to straighten up and pull up her panties, she’d tucked the hem of her dress in them, leaving her pantied butt fully exposed. Quickly covering herself back up, quivering in humiliation, she quietly asked her son to please leave and let her finish getting ready for work.

	She replayed the morning’s ordeal over and over again throughout the day at work, leaving her distracted and anguished that she accomplished little before going home. As soon as she got home, she actually meekly asked her son for permission to do his laundry and clean his room. Each day after work that week, Michelle kept busy bustling from room to room cleaning everything thoroughly floor to ceiling, including another load of laundry and room cleaning for her son. For his part, Brian remained sullen and silent, avoided looking at her and barely spoke to her.

	The next week, Brian practically begged Lloyd and Ryan to come over and play some games. They came over and hung out for an hour or two. And when Michelle came home and stuck her head into Brian’s room, she blanched when she saw who was with him.

	“Oh, hello, Michelle,” Lloyd said with a smirk.

	Brian noticed that he used his mother’s first name and looked from him to his mother. Lloyd and Ryan were both grinning.

	“Feelin’ better?” Ryan asked, and then he and Lloyd both began chuckling.

	Michelle, trying to recover, said, “Oh, I’m fine. Thank you for asking.”

	Then she beat a quick retreat...Brian turned to Lloyd and said, “What was that about?”

	“Oh...nothin’. Saw your Mom recently,” he said. “I think she had the sniffles, when I saw her.”

	Ryan stifled a laugh. Brian was left with the feeling that they knew something he didn’t. In any event, they went back to playing a shoot ‘em up video game.

	Whenever mother and son got into it, Michelle couldn’t help feeling that somehow Brian knew about her. She was getting increasingly, luridly curious and paranoid about whether he had seen any compromising pictures of her. 

	Michelle was on the horns of a terrible dilemma. But in the end, after having learned to live with herself after exposing her darkest sides to strangers, what Lloyd and Ryan did to her in front of Brian was inevitable. She knew that being exposed to him would stigmatize her with him forever. She hated herself for what she had become. But somehow it was connected to her own “blackness” and her own need to come to terms with “whiteness”. 

	And, in a strange and blurred way, Brian was a weird part of that equation. After all, he was so like his father, both in appearance and values. He was “white”...Mama was “black”. So was Akeema.

	Michelle saw how her son looked at his half-sister scantily attired in her club-wear the last time she’d been to the house. As much as she hated to think about it, the troubled black mother couldn’t help how much that look reminded her of how Brian had been looking at her recently as well as how Brian’s father had started looking at Akeema, his own step-daughter, before their separation and divorce. 

	They were family, but it seemed to Michelle that somehow something of the sordid, squalid history of white males with black females since the eras of slavery and Jim Crow seemed to insinuate itself into and contaminate how the “white” males and “black” females of her family related to one another.

	It made Michelle feel sick—paranoid, twisted, fearful, shameful, humiliated and nauseated—when she let herself dwell on these thoughts. But, as much as she agonized over these thoughts, and as traumatized as she’d been by what she’d been put through in the past few months, she realized now that the recent torments she suffered had long been repressed and avoided racial and sexual undercurrents in herself and her relationships. 

	For her, now, as tangled as everything was, and as frantic as felt as she struggled against it, it almost seemed like a force of nature to her now, like some, inescapable, magnetic sado-masochistic force dragging her into and through ongoing racial and sexual subjugation and degradation. And it was about to get worse...

	After this last visit to the Jeffers’ house, Lloyd and Ryan had a conversation. They had seen and enjoyed Michelle reduced to the lowest gutter slut. Over the months, Lloyd’s daddy, Roy, had turned her into a “colored” maid...a gangbang victim...and a dog slut. It had been lots of lurid fun for the boys. But now, Lloyd wanted to do his own thing. He wanted to take the fun to a higher level. Or more accurately, to bring Michelle down to an even lower level. And, in his mind, nothing would be more debasing than making her perform in front of her beloved son.Ryan loved the idea. As they talked about it, they got more and more animated and excited.

	“Yeah, we could do this...,” Ryan went.

	“Right...then how about we...,” Lloyd added.

	So, finally, they decided to just “do it”. They collared Brian and told him they’d be over after school that day. Lloyd called Michelle on her cell and told her that they were “stopping by” after school. She frantically asked him what he wanted, but he brushed her off.

	“Be there by 4. We’ll be over,” he said and hung up. 

	Michelle stared at her phone and bit her lip. ‘What now?’ she wondered. She would have to leave the office early. She put it out of her mind, but as time drew close, she began moving things into files and cleaning up her desk.

	Karen stuck her head in the door. 

	“Hey, boss. How’re you doing,” she asked?

	“Oh...everything is fine,” Michelle said distractedly.

	“You leaving early?”

	“Yeah. I got to take care of something.”

	“You seem like you’ve got the weight of the world on your shoulders lately, Michelle.”

	“Oh...one of these days, I’ll have to talk to you. I have to talk to someone...”

	“Yeah. I can see that you’ve got something heavy going on. Look, I’m here for you girl. Just reach out to me.”

	“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

	“Does it have anything with some of the changes I’ve seen in your wardrobe lately,” Karen asked tentatively?

	“Hmm...why do you ask that,” Michelle responded defensively?

	“Oh...don’t get mad...I just wondered if you’ve met someone...”

	“Met someone? Yeah...right!” Michelle snorted and then laughed a hollow laugh.

	“I haven’t seen them around for a while,” Karen said a little hesitantly. “But those college girls with the class project that were coming here every week…” 

	Karen paused, and there was an awkward silence.

	“What about them?” Michelle snapped.

	“Oh, uh, nothing really,” Karen replied, taken aback by the harshness and hostility in her boss’ voice. “I just… well… Maybe it’s just me, but it’s when they first came by that I noticed… well… that’s when you started to get so stressed…at least that’s how it looked to me…or when I first noticed it anyway. And, I just thought…”

	“Thanks for being so thoughtful,” Michelle abruptly interrupted, as she brushed past and rushed out the door, with an attitude that was overtly rude and conveyed little gratitude. 

	She impatiently waited for Karen to follow her into the hall, quickly shut her office door, turned and walked away, saying back over her shoulder, “Look, I’m sorry, I’m in a hurry.  I’ll catch up with you later. Thanks again.”

	When Michelle got home, Brian and the boys were in his room. She put her purse in her room, adjusted her make-up and walked down to his bedroom. She made eye contact with Lloyd. The way he looked at her sent a shiver down her spine. 

	He got up and said, “I need to speak to you Michelle.”

	Brian looked at the both of them, but Ryan diverted him by handing him the game controller and saying, “Your turn, dude.”

	Lloyd went into the hallway with her and took her by the elbow. He ushered her down to her bedroom. Then he explained the drill to her. He told her that Ryan was going to bring Brian back to her room. 

	“What are you going to do?” she asked frightened.

	“Michelle. You know,” he said evenly.

	“Oh, God NO. Please don’t make me do anything in front of him. PLEASE.”

	“We think it’s time for you to show your boy who you are. And...if you say you were blackmailed, Lloyd’s dad is gonna do things to you...bitch. You don’t wanna do that. You won’t believe the shit he’ll do to you...”

	In the end, not wanting to lose her job, her friends or Akeema’s respect, she had to go along with losing Brian’s. She hoped it wouldn’t be the ultimate...Ryan, in the meantime, had showed Brian some pictures of dear old Mom sucking and fucking. He told him that his mother had the “hots” for white men and white boys. Brian was stunned. He looked like he had been poleaxed. 

	“Your Mom has a secret life,” Ryan announced to Brian. “She doesn’t want to have any secrets from you anymore. We thought you should know, Nipper,” Ryan said encouragingly.

	Brian looked aghast. He stood up. “What’s going on with Lloyd.”

	“Oh, he’s talking to your Mom. Let’s go in there,” Ryan said to him, standing up for emphasis.

	Brian shuffled down the hall and when they got to his mother’s bedroom, he looked at his mother in a new light. He looked at Lloyd and then at Ryan. Lloyd told him to sit on the loveseat. He looked at his mother with a disgusted look on his face. She recoiled at his rejection...

	“Mom, what’s going on?”

	“I...I...I d-don’t know what to tell you, Brian.”

	“She agrees she doesn’t want to have any secrets from you, Brian,” Lloyd said.

	Michelle kept her eyes down and didn’t look at her son. She couldn’t. 

	Lloyd told her, “Michelle, stand over there.”

	He made her stand in the middle of the room. Brian was sitting so he was facing her. Michelle stood there nervous, waiting...wringing her hands. Lloyd told her in a soft voice to take off her clothes. She gulped...looked at him and then began. She knew she had no choice. It was either do his bidding or find herself undergoing even worse torture. And ultimately lose her career and be disgraced in the community. Her fingers were trembling as she took off her blouse. Unbuttoning her skirt, she let it slip down her to her ankles.

	When it was around her ankles, she kicked the garment away. She was sweating now like mad. There were sweaty tendrils of her thick, black hair pasted to her flushed cheeks and neck. Michelle stood there trembling in her bra, panties and heels. She had never felt more vulnerable in her life. She felt as though it were she was watching herself in a movie. She crossed her arms over her tits. She began to shiver. Lloyd looked her over with a dirty smirk on his face...

	“Walk over there,” he told her. 

	She was very conscious of her tits and put her hands over the bra cups. Lloyd made her drop them; and made her go back and forth. Michelle looked over at Brian and then looked away - ashamed. She was in shock being made to display herself. She wanted to die. She felt hot tears in her eyes. She did not know what to do with her hands. She kept opening and closing them, balling them into fists. He had her stand in front of the boy and turn around slowly – making her exhibit herself like a nigger slave.

	Michelle had begun to sweat more heavily. It seemed to paste her thin cotton undergarments to her. Brian was now getting a glimpse of everything she had. Michelle covered her face with her hands - sick with shame. Lloyd then made her turn around again. Michelle was so conscious of her nipples and her hairy pussy showing thru her now nearly sheer bra and panties, she wanted to shrivel up and die. Then, he made her BEND OVER. 

	Brian’s eyes went wide involuntarily as Lloyd grabbed and pushed Michelle so that her big bubble butt was right in front of his face. Now, he could see her dark, hairy crack and the pulpy purse of her pussy outlined in the filmy material of her crotch. 

	Brian gulped as he stared, but it was so compelling...an awe-inspiring sight. There were a few wispy tendrils of her pubic hair poking out of the leg bands of her panties. Her labia were so plump and full that her “camel-toe” was clearly visible in the crotch. 

	Brian felt a stirring in his pants. It made him feel guilty and excited at the same time. What Mom had suspected was true - that Brian was a hardcore Internet porn surfer. And some favorite sites featured mother- son stories, photos and videos of mommies who committed incest with sons. Lloyd didn’t have to go too far to seduce Brian...

	“Wiggle your ass,” Lloyd ordered her.

	When Michelle hesitated, Ryan took off his belt. He bounded over, grabbed her by her hair and yanked her around like she was a bad little girl. Then, he brought the doubled over belt down on her panty covered buttocks. It landed with a loud, hot, wet sound – “SMACK!”

	“Wiggle your ass when I tell you to,” he told her.

	Brian’s eyes were bugging out of his head. Here was his mother with her buttocks on display, and now she was getting a whipping.  Ryan gave her several hot, hard ones on her panty-covered cheeks. Brian felt powerful feelings stirring in his teenaged loins as Ryan kept her bent over and hit her methodically. Each one sounded like a pistol shot as it landed with a satisfying sound on her fat ass cheeks. Mama began sobbing like a little girl with each blow. Michelle hung her head, moaning and sobbing softly as he beat her. Brian got an erection. It was a sexy sight...Mom cried out, as her ass jiggled with each blow.

	“If you don’t want more, wiggle your ass, nigger,” Lloyd said to her...

	Michelle had no choice. She began rocking and rolling her hips, like a whore encouraging a “john” to fuck her. And the more she did it, the harder Brian’s prick got. Ryan applied the belt demandingly to her round, full cheeks to insure she performed. He could see it was getting to Brian. This was getting to be fun. Brian was shocked that Lloyd had called her a “nigger”. And she took it!

	All three boys now sported erections. And Michelle, feeling the strain, had started to sweat more, under not only her arms, but also her neck, under her breasts and her back. The room was warm and the stress was getting to her. Lloyd made her stand and face the boy again.

	Then he told her, “Take off your bra, nigger.”

	Michelle was overwhelmed and began sniveling, trying hard to stop from crying. She hated losing control of her emotions in front of Brian, and she really wasn’t ready to expose her breasts to him. The hot feelings of shame were so strong that she could not stop sobbing. She now realized that Lloyd and Ryan were going to make her take off all her clothes. 

	Lloyd was going to make her expose her soul too. Like his daddy, Lloyd was becoming a sadistic master at this sort of psychological torture. What he was doing now was breaking her defenses down with verbal abuse and the humiliation of exposure in front of her son. 

	Michelle knew she had no choice, so she unsnapped her bra, crossed her arms and let the garment fall. She threw it on the bed and stood there with her arms at her sides. Lloyd made a crude remark about the size and sag of her “big fat titties.” Michelle looked at Brian, now staring at her tits. She did not want him to, but there was no way he could not gape at her big, brown jugs which jiggled as his mother quivered and whimpered. The milk bags she’d used to nurse him when he was an infant.

	She closed her eyes. Brian, try as he might, could not stop his prick responding to the exposure of his Mom’s tits. He had, like all teenage boys, been curious about his mother’s titties. He had even masturbated fantasizing about her tits, like all teenage boys have done at least once. But he had never seen them.

	She was being compelled to do a striptease in front of him. At first, a lingering sense of propriety kept him sitting rigid; making sure he didn’t show any emotion. But now, the overwhelming sight of his near naked mother dominated his mind and he felt a rush of surging, hormones. He couldn’t keep his body from responding. He felt like he was going to explode. And, little did he know how much more there was to come.

	For Michelle, having to expose herself...to be humiliated in front of family was the worst thing. She felt sick as her tits bobbed and jiggled with every move she made. Lloyd continued the psychological abuse. He and Ryan made remarks - they said with titties like hers she was good for sex. Ryan told her she had a fat ass. Michelle grew more humiliated with each moment... 

	Lloyd then said, “pull down your panties, slut.”

	Brian was now of two minds: one part of him wanted it to continue, but he was embarrassed for his mother too. 

	‘Oh God, please let me be strong, please let me be strong for Brian’, Michelle prayed silently to herself, as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. Lloyd made her stand closer to Brian. Ryan took them from her. Then he held them up and sniffed the crotch. He made a comment about her ‘stinky cunt’ – that the crotch was soiled. Then he smelled them again and handed them to Brian.

	He told him that Mom had a hot pussy. Michelle wanted to die! She knew that her panties would have her sexual odor on them. Brian looked at the wet spot and when he saw his mother’s stricken look, even her shame couldn’t stop his prick from swelling more and throbbing. He had stolen his mother’s (and sister’s) panties on a number of occasions for when he masturbated. But this was something else. Ryan turned her around so that she was facing away from him and then made her bend over again.

	Lloyd told her, “spread your legs. Show Brian what you got.”

	Michelle had been a modest, proper woman and mother. A regular church goer. A woman who was a pillar of the community. But here she was with her “goodies” on display for her son’s delectation.  Her son had never seen her naked. What Lloyd was making her do was above and beyond. Brian got an eyeful of her hairy pussy and dark grove between her cheeks and her, hairy anus as she spread her legs. Everything was visible when Lloyd told her to, “spread your butt cheeks, slut.”

	As she reached back and spread her cheeks, Ryan taunted her by saying to Brian, “Look at Mom’s goodies.”

	The boy stared at her brown shit hole. He was drawn to it as if by magic. The most personal and private of his mother’s treasures and it was costing her what remained of her pride. For Brian, he felt almost as much guilt as she did. He had wanted to get back his status with the “jock posse”. He didn’t want to lose face with them. So, he was caught in his own personal dilemma. 

	It was now obvious to him that Mom had a dark side and a secret life he didn’t know about. And that his older friends knew all about it. They had obviously enjoyed her sexually. At this thought, he felt sick and frightened like he was sliding down a cliff towards something awful. But he could summon no power within himself to say, ‘stop this...it’s wrong’.

	Lloyd got her standing up straight and had her put her hands behind her head. Then Ryan stood up, grabbed her tits and squeezed them. Following this, he teased her nipples until they erected and then pulled and pinched them roughly. He rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and then gave her little openhanded smacks on her nipples, as Brian stared intently. Ryan then turned his attention to her buttocks.

	He put his hands all over them examining her like she was a slave girl. He bounced her cheeks up and down lewdly in the palms of his hands, each chubby, brown hind occupying one of his big hands. Her dimpled hinds jiggled as he shook them. It made her sick with shame as this was done not two feet from where Brian sat. Ryan was treating her like a “nigger” slave girl on a plantation.

	At this point, Michelle felt familiar sensations in her pussy and tits, as Ryan felt her up. She knew these feelings and this frightened her. She was afraid her body would betray her. She would never be able to look her son in the face again if that happened. She did not even want to think how she would feel if he made her cum in front of her son.

	‘Oh Jesusgod...PLEASE LET THIS CUP PASS FROM ME’, she prayed to herself.

	Poor Brian. He alternated between struggling with his lust, his guilt and his shrinking sense of decency. He watched Ryan, who had obviously sexed her, playing with her breasts and he could see the nipples pucker. The dark areolas and the nipples were fully erect now. She was whimpering sexily. 

	When Ryan grabbed her pussy from behind and said, “She’s wet,” Brian felt that his prick ready to burst. Ryan grinned and repeated, “Yeah...she’s fuckin’ wet.” 

	Michelle felt the horror as she looked down to see her nipples erect and feeling the wetness in her swollen pussy in spite of her desire to control her reactions. It was humiliating and awful when Lloyd pointed this out so Brian could see her shame. It was very degrading. By calling attention to her arousal, Ryan and Lloyd were rubbing salt in the wounds.

	“Hands behind your back. Show Brian your nipples. See how big they are, Brian? See how they stick out? Look at them! They’re hard! Your Mom has the nipples of a nigger gutter slut,” he laughed as he winked at Brian.

	Michelle silently cursed her body for betraying her, as Lloyd again called her names and Ryan rubbed her wet piss flaps. He did it until he got the 40 year old mother so wet that Brian could hear the wet, squishy sounds as he fingered her. Then Ryan held up his wet fingers and thrust them under Brian’s nose. Michelle groaned. She could not bear to see the look on her son’s face as Ryan gave him her smell. 

	“Only nigger gutter sluts get wet like this. Can you believe her? She’s got a real hot pussy,” he confided to him.

	Then, to give her a deeper emotional shock, he and Ryan put Michelle in a very obscene position on her back on the bed. They made her lie down with her legs spread and her hands behind her head. 

	“Please...don’t do this...PLEASE,” she begged.

	Lloyd made sure that Brian was seated right where he could see everything. Then grinning, Ryan slid his fingers obscenely up the insides of her thighs and said to her, “I’m gonna give you the exam like the doctor’s give...whaddya call it...a “pelvic”.”

	“Oh....no...PLEASE no. Not in front of my son...PLEASE,” she pleaded.

	Ignoring her, the two boys pushed Michelle’s thighs to her chest and made her hold them there. In this position, her pussy and asshole were completely exposed. Mom was ready for her “pelvic exam”. 

	Lloyd asked Michelle if she was embarrassed: “Did you see your son’s ‘woodie’? You’re exciting him...making him hot.”

	Michelle bit her lip, looked over at her son, then at the bulge in his shorts and closed her eyes. Ryan, grinning at Brian, began to slowly and methodically give her a “pelvic”.

	As Ryan pointed out her pussy parts to him, he was giving Brian a sex education class with his mother as the live exhibit.  As he pushed Michelle’s large clitoris this way and that, and got the tip of his index finger under the prepuce, he told Brian how you can tell from a woman’s pussy just how much of whore she might be. He teased it expertly out from under the hood. Her pussy was drooling at that point and her juices ran down the crack of her ass.

	He went on, “See her juicy pussy? When a pussy gets this wet – the woman is a nigger gutter slut. See how big her clit is? Lookit it. See how hairy she is.  Lookit how wet it is. You can always tell a nigger gutter by how wet her pussy gets. Can you smell it? That pussy smells nasty!” 

	He also toyed with her asshole and pushed his finger inside, making her groan. Michelle felt terribly violated. The words they poured on her were worse than anything. It was like they were rubbing her soul with sandpaper - scraping her raw. She hated them for what they were doing and what this was doing to Brian.

	‘This will kill our relationship,’ she worried. Ryan kept up a running commentary, pointing stuff out. Especially how wet she was. He made her groan out loud when he put more fingers inside her pussy and began rubbing the front wall of her pussy.

	He turned his hand so that his palm was down and then probed all around to find the bumpy spot about two inches inside on the front wall of her vagina. He began rubbing and pressing the spot until he had Michelle wiggling her ass like a carnival whore and humping her hips against his hand.

	Brian couldn’t believe his eyes. Mom was behaving like one of the sluts on the porn sites. It was erotic! With fingers buried deep inside her Ryan was making her writhe, squirm and wriggle like she was a hand puppet! He found her G-spot and worked it mercilessly. He pushed her closer to an orgasm. She was screaming in her mind trying to control herself. She wanted to avoid cumming in front of Brian. 

	But no matter what she did - despite her best efforts, it was no use. Her hips, rocking and rolling, showed Brian how far gone she was and soon, as Ryan frigged her pussy hard, she began spraying. As the full impact of the orgasm hit, Michelle squirted pussy juice to wet the bed covers. The more Ryan rubbed her, the more juice she spurted and spewed from her urethra. Brian had his hand in his pocket and had started to squeeze his prick, inflamed by what he was witnessing.

	Michelle grunted and groaned as waves of pleasure surged through her. When the storm had subsided, she was so ashamed. She turned her face to hide herself. She knew that Brian had seen the whole show. Her juice was all over the bed, she had ejaculated so much. Ryan shoved his wet fingers at Brian again. Michelle came up to a sitting position with her legs together and she crossed her arms over her big tits. She was desperate to regain some dignity.

	“Only a gutter nigger slut squirts like that,” Lloyd said to Brian.

	Michelle wanted to cry. She was bleeding in her soul; the mental pain was overwhelming. To have Brian see her cum was mental torture. She was so ashamed she wanted to die.

	And it got worse when Lloyd made her say, “Say I’m a dirty nigger slut.”

	“Don’t make me say that...”

	“SAY IT.”

	“I...I’m a...dirty nigger slut.”

	Brian was also overwhelmed. His prick was throbbing and his balls had started to ache. He was half-crazy. He was completely in the grip of what his older pals had done. After this, Lloyd, looking at his watch, said, “We gotta a split,” and left.  Michelle ran to the bathroom. She couldn’t look at Brian. They didn’t talk to each other and avoided each other for days.

	Chapter 12

	Incest with Mom

	Lloyd, for his part, was only beginning to put Michelle between a rock and a hard place. He and Ryan came back two days later and took Michelle to the bedroom again - and they dragged Brian along too. Lloyd whipped out a vibrator. He held it up and Michelle’s face went white when she saw it. 

	Now here in her bedroom, she was confronted by the sex toy she used in private. She’d bought it online; and here was Lloyd waving it around. It was 8 inches long and more than 6 inches around - a copy of a big cock and balls. Michelle looked over at Brian to see the shocked reaction on his face. She wanted to say something, but couldn’t. Ryan spoke for her.

	“You know what this is, right Brian? Yup, it’s Mom’s vibrator. She uses it to fuck herself. She likes big cocks so much...she needs it all the time.”

	Brian gulped hard and his eyes went from the device to his mother and then back again. He was astonished with the revelation that his Mama had needs and cravings that he did not think a Mom could or should have.

	“Michelle? Isn’t this what you use to fuck your slutty pussy, when me and the boys aren’t around? Well, I don’t want you to miss your daily cum,” he said cruelly.

	“Oh, Brian...forgive me...please forgive me,” Michelle mumbled, glancing at Brian quickly and then looking down at her hands folded in her lap.

	“Give him a demonstration,” Lloyd said.

	She looked up at him and, with her eyes showing desperation, began imploring him to let her avoid this new indignity. After listening to her whine and plead, Lloyd gave her a look and she took the vibrator from him. He made her take off all her clothes again and lie on her back. Then masturbate in front of her son with her own vibrator. Humiliated, she had no choice and began to run it slowly from the vaginal opening – running it slowly thru her wet sex lips to run the tip all over and around her clit.

	She vibrated her clitoris for a while and Brian listened to her moans. She soon came by concentrating on her clitoris. And then, with Lloyd directing her, she worked it into her vagina.  Finally, she’d forced the whole thing into her pussy and began working it in and out, in and out, fucking herself with it. Soon, she tensed up and her legs went stiff and as waves of orgasmic pleasure surged thru her body. As this happened, she let go of the vibe. Her vaginal muscles clenched hard as she writhed in the throes of orgasm and the vibrator squirted out of her hole.

	“LOOK – look at how your mama cums again,” Lloyd said to Brian as the vibrator went sailing.

	He picked it up and displayed the nasty ring of “lather” around the base of the shaft. Michelle covered her face with her hands, moaning softly and just lay there. Lloyd went to her make-up table and came back holding a jar of cold cream which he used to lube the vibrator.

	“Let’s show him how much you like being fucked in your shit-hole,” he announced.

	“Oh...no,” she groaned. “No...PLEASE,” she begged and grabbed his wrist.

	She didn’t want Brian to see that. He’d seen enough. That would show her son that she was a woman who liked being fucked in the ass. Michelle knew if Brian saw any more of her dark side he would never love her again as a mother. Her shame had grown with each violation, but if Lloyd sodomized her with her own vibrator and she came, that would be too much. 

	
She looked over at Brian and saw he had an erection tenting his shorts. Lloyd greased the vibe; and then indicated with a motion of his hand that he wanted Michelle on her belly. Groaning reluctantly, she rolled over and waited submissively.

	Lloyd said to Brian, “Wait till you see this.”

	He spread her cheeks to expose her anus and then spit on it. Then he took his time and forced about a quarter of the vibe into her rectum. He used her moaning and whimpers to let him pace the invasion of her shit hole. Working it in and out, he had her wriggling, whimpering and then moaning. But soon he forced it past both sphincters and got it deep in her asshole. 

	He began to rub her clit too and while Michelle kept her eyes closed and tried to will herself not to react, not to shame herself anymore in front of Brian, he found a rhythm and sodomizing her with her own vibrator made her cum. There was no doubt that she’d had an orgasm. After this, Lloyd wanted her to admit what she was to the boy.....

	“Say, I’m a SHIT HOLE NIGGER SLUT...SAY IT.”

	This was as bad as it could get...but she had been so shamed by cumming, that Lloyd had to only briefly bully her before she said it, tears rolling down her cheeks.

	“I...I’m a shit hole nigger slut. Forgive me Brian...OH JESUSGOD, PLEASE FORGIVE ME.”

	Michelle kept her face covered with her hands. She knew Brian would never see her same way again. Deep down, she was devastated he had seen her darkest side; and he himself had gotten aroused. This was real torture. This was as bad as anything Roy and Pete had ever done to her. It was extreme sexual humiliation for her and a violation of her son’s innocence. It was mental abuse...terrible mental abuse. 

	Brian, of course, had been aroused. He had some dark thoughts of his own seeing what Lloyd had done to his Mother. To be aroused by your Mom was wrong, he knew.  But, perhaps because it was his own mother that he found it so arousing. He rocked back and forth on the seat, trying to relieve the unbearable tension he felt. His prick was hard and drooling with excitement while his balls ached.

	“Please stop,” he finally said to Lloyd. 

	Roy’s son looked over surprised, but then grinned at the boy’s defense of his mother. This was the first protest from him. He hadn’t said anything before this. Perhaps he was ashamed he had an erection. He was so aroused that the front of his shorts was wet with pre-cum. 

	“Don’t be a baby,” Lloyd said to him evenly. “Your mother is what she is. Look,” he said pointing to the tent in Brian’s short pants. “You like it. Your prick doesn’t lie.”

	Hearing that, Brian’s courage abandoned him and he hung his head. He felt ashamed. His raging erection spoke volumes. In fact, his balls ached and he needed to cum. What would mother think if she knew he was going to masturbate after this, thinking of her? And yet, he just had to. It was driving him crazy. 

	And what Lloyd did to Michelle next would shame her down to her toes. He grabbed her by her hair and forced her down to her knees. With Brian’s eyes growing wider by the second, Central High’s starting tight end took out his big cock.

	Turning to Michelle, he said, “Let’s show him how much you love to suck cock.” 

	He held her by her hair, but it wasn’t necessary. Any resolve she felt earlier had crumbled and she was like putty in his hands. As Brian watched, transfixed, she lapped at his big sack, ran her tongue lovingly up and down his thick shaft and gave his manhood, every part of it, wet sucking kisses. Lloyd was very hard and just stood there with his hands on his hips enjoying her oral worship of his manhood. 

	Soon she had it in her mouth and wetly sucked on it. Her mouth with her full negro lips glistened with her saliva and when she took it out of her mouth there was so much pre-cum and her saliva that it just dribbled from her chin. She used the fingers of her other hand to cup and fondle his ball sack and ran her manicured, painted nails over the crinkled, hairy bag at the same time. 

	Brian was on fire. He felt very self-conscious but wanted to touch himself so badly. All he could do was watch his Mother perform a totally scandalous act, one he had only enjoyed watching on porn sites. Ryan stepped up and unzipped next. He took his cock out too and stood next to Michelle. Soon, she was sucking both boys...

	That’s when Lloyd turned to Brian and said, “Take it out Nipper and jerk off. It’s OK...It’s time you got some relief.”

	Michelle’s eyes flew open and she began to beg Lloyd to send Brian from the room. 

	“OH PLEASE, NO...,” she whined.

	“His balls are ready to burst. He’s been suffering watching you perform like a slut. He needs some relief, nigger.”

	Michelle looked over at Brian and then back at Lloyd – she was paralyzed. When Lloyd motioned for Brian to drop his pants, he did. He was ready to explode and began pulling down his school athletic shorts and then his jockey shorts. Michelle looked at what her son was doing and realized that it was inevitable. Her son, being a teenager, was probably ready to explode watching her performance. It was twisted and wrong, but at that point, she was a marionette being manipulated by a puppet master.

	Still kneeling, she watched as Brian pulled down his white jockey shorts. His circumcised prick sprang up as if on a spring. He was of normal size and now that his prick was on display Michelle could see he had a pinkish shaft and a hot red cock head.  Loving him so, she felt a rush of affectionate feelings which tempered the guilt and shame she felt. Brian began stroking his prick as he watched his Mother. 

	Ryan and Lloyd kept making Michelle suck their cocks. Michelle, still kneeling, had Ryan’s dick in her mouth and used her right hand to rub and touch his buttocks or his ball sack. She held Lloyd’s cock in her left hand and sucked on it. Soon Brian had spread the wetness drooling from his prick all over the shaft and was stroking himself very carefully. He was trying to stretch out and enjoy his masturbation, but he was so excited that he knew he would cum very quickly if he really jerked it hard.

	Ryan, meanwhile, forced Michelle to take more of his dick and made her gag. Her retching sounds only added to the mind-blowing excitement Brian felt. His mother was behaving like a total slut... As Ryan approached his precious moment, Michelle looked over at Brian who avoided her eyes. Ryan grunted and began hosing and filling Michelle’s mouth with his heavy load. She was so ashamed that her son was watching her service his “friend” with her mouth.

	“Oh shit...here it cums...take it nigger...take it ALL,” Ryan groaned as his cock twitched and gushed. 

	Brian, tickling his ball sack and stroking himself slow and then fast....slow and then fast, erupted like a fountain too. His semen flew up to land on the carpet. He milked his prick and he kept spurting. Finally, he just squeezed it to make the last drop fall as he watched his Mother handle the load in her mouth. 

	When he had relieved himself of his precious semen and looked at Michelle, her eyes were on his. She had seen him cumming from the corner of her eye. She hated that he had reached an orgasm watching her sucking cock. It was a huge humiliation.

	Ryan pulled out and made Brian see what she had in her mouth before she was allowed to swallow his “gift”. Brian saw her gulp and swallow the load of slimy ejaculate. Then Michelle had to lick up the drop on the tip from his peehole. Finally Lloyd had her lick and kiss him from his balls to the head of his cock. Brian was lightheaded as he watched his mother worship the linebacker’s cock with her full lips and pink tongue. 

	When Lloyd came in her mouth, she looked over and again locked eyes with Brian. For mother and son it was another hot, charged emotion packed moment. Feelings of tenderness, lust, shame and guilt were mixed together in a potent cocktail that was intoxicating and disturbing to both of them. Brian, humiliated, pulled up his shorts and fled the room, leaving his mother with them.

	“Well that’s enough for today, slut. You’ve shown Brian what you really are,” Lloyd said, grinning like a sadistic cat.

	Michelle was emotionally exhausted. Lloyd crooked his finger at her and made her kneel at his feet. He took her face in his hands and began talking to her.

	“I can’t take anymore,” she said. “I can’t. It’s emotionally the worst thing I could ever have imagined.”

	“Yeah, slut,” Lloyd said.

	“Yes...I...I...can’t do it anymore...Please,” she whined.

	“Yes, you can...You know why,” he said?

	“W...why?”

	“Because you’re a dirty nigger gutter slut...aren’t you? Say I’m a dirty, gutter nigger slut,” he crooned.

	Tears welling up in her eyes...she said it. She had to... Then, she put her face in her hands and sobbed. She was so ashamed...

	“I...I...I’m a dirty, gutter...nigger slut!”

	‘How much lower can I be forced to go?’ she said to herself. Little did she know...

	For several days after this, Michelle didn’t know what to say to Brian and they avoided each other as much as they could. In the intervening week, both mother and son felt they were in middle of an emotional hurricane. Brian had a new fantasy woman to replace, at least temporarily, the sluts he found online. He began to fantasize about his Mom a lot. And Michelle, her world had cracked in two. She had always presented herself as a proper wife and mother. This was her essential self-image. She now had a new self to contend with...

	The realization that she was a highly-sexed woman who got sexually aroused when she was humiliated had been slow in coming. She alternated with being in denial to accepting herself and masturbating furiously. She would re-live some of her experiences and embroider some of them to accentuate the feelings they aroused. She used the memories and images in her mind constantly as stimulation for her masturbation.

	Michelle was also very concerned for Brian. She loved him and was conflicted by what had happened, but she was of several minds. On one hand, she was ashamed by what she’d been forced to do in front of him. And she worried about what sort of impact all of this had on him. After all he was just a teen with the raging hormones of youth and not really psychologically equipped to deal with such things.

	She had deeply affectionate feelings for him...feelings that were traditional and normal but tinged as they are in so many adults when it comes to their own children. After all, she could appreciate her son as a male too, on some level. And when all of this was shaken up by recent events, it was inevitable she became conflicted and confused. 

	When Brian would come home from school, he would dash to his room to play video games if he wasn’t hanging out with Jonathan. Or surf for porn...Then there was homework and education was very important in the family, given his mother’s background. 

	So, Michelle began to come to Brian’s room and try and engage him in conversation. She would ask about school and things like that. She gently tried to steer the conversation around to what had happened and how he felt about it.  She tried to draw him out by telling him her feelings. The first two times she tried to do that, she could see that he didn’t want to talk. 

	But the next time she brought it up, he blurted out, “I can’t believe you what you did...”

	“Are you really upset at me?”

	“I’m disgusted. Yeah...”

	“But I’m only human...right?”

	“Well...yeah...but you can’t do stuff like that! ...Not with my friends. And calling yourself those names,” he said his voice rising. “That’s awful...”

	“I know it’s hard to understand. It’s been very hard for me too. I’ve been dealing with things I didn’t know about myself. But, you can try and understand that...can’t you?”

	“I’m tryin’...I’m tryin’,” he said. 

	A few days later she got home from work and looked for Brian. Finding his door closed she knocked and when she was admitted, he acted nervous. He’d been jerking off.  He had gone to the laundry room and swiped a pair of dirty soiled panties from the hamper.  He had just finished when his mother showed up, but in his haste the panties were still sitting on his bed. Michelle looked over and noticed them. She walked over and picked them up. She held them up with a questioning look. He blushed. He didn’t know what to say. 

	There they were...a pair of blue panties with lace along the leg openings and the waistband. He turned them inside out to get a better look at a crusty stain in the crotch. The odor of her pussy intoxicated him. He took them to his room. He got an erection.  He pulled down his pants and shorts and sniffing them...began to play with himself. A few moments after he’d cum, she showed up. He had been caught red-handed.

	Michelle wisely chose not to scold him. She used the situation as an opportunity to get him to talk to her. And it became the first real conversation they both had that enabled them to deal with their feelings. At one point, she gently asked him how many times a week he “did it”. He tried to avoid the question. 

	She pointed out to him that it was normal for him to masturbate. And as soon as she said it she realized that this was not the right thing to say. It had stopped the conversation cold. 

	But then Michelle, still holding her panties, said, “but you think about me sometimes when you...”

	And this shut Brian down completely. It was obvious why the panties were there.

	“It’s OK, Brian...It’s...uh...it’s OK,” said as she leaned over and patted him on the hand.

	“I know you’ve seen me doing bad things. I don’t want you to stop loving me – that’s all.”

	There were tears in her eyes when she left. She went to her room and closed the door, sat down at her make-up table, and stared at herself in the mirror. She was feeling a jumble of emotions. Impulsively, she got up, pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties. She lay down on the bed and began playing with herself. She pulled her bra up exposing her tits. Brian crept to her room. The door was slightly ajar.  He peeked in.

	He could see her tits out of her bra, the dark nipples and areolas visible.  He got an erection. She was holding one of her tits in her left hand. She had begun to sweat. He stared at her reflected in the bedroom mirror. He realized how attractive she was...

	His eyes went wide as her breasts bobbed and swayed on her chest and her nipples stood out, looking as big as raisins that have been soaking in hot water. The areolas were very dark brown, almost black and Brian could see how they were puckered. She had her right hand in her crotch and was rubbing herself feverishly. Brian reached down and grabbed his prick, fully erect, showing in his shorts. The blood was rushing into his brain and prick so fast he felt dizzy, as the bulge in his shorts showed how excited he was. 

	He went to his room, pulled his shorts down and let his prick spring free. He spread the seeping wetness, his pre-cum, all over the head of his cock. He began masturbating...doing it slowly and teasingly. Watching her masturbating had made him so hot, that when he finally came, he thought his soul had come thru spurting through his prick. His cum went everywhere. 

	A few days later, Lloyd came by unannounced after dinner. He had Michelle pour him something to drink and they talked, sitting in the kitchen. Brian meanwhile was in his bedroom with the door closed.

	“Come with me,” Lloyd said to her abruptly.

	When they got to Brian’s room, Lloyd opened the door and surprised Brian, who was working on his computer. He was surfing the net for porn. He was sore and embarrassed as the older boy barged in... trailing his Mother...coming into his room un-announced and un-invited.

	“Whaddya want,” he asked defensively?

	“Easy Nipper,...I just wanted to see how you’re doin’,” Lloyd said.

	“Yeah, right,”

	“Look, don’t get cocky with me, Nipper.”

	Brian looked at him...sullen.

	“I got a treat for you. Better than ice cream...Michelle, take everything off...everything but your panties...”

	“Oh...please, not anymore...not today,” she begged.

	Lloyd made a little impatient motion with his hand that said, ‘get busy or else.’

	Brian, since he was angry with his mother and Lloyd, wanted to tell the older boy to fuck off, but when Lloyd told his mother to strip, Brian just sat there. He waited and wondered, ‘What’s he gonna make her do this time?’ He was curious and felt his prick stir in his shorts. Michelle, meanwhile, was forced to take off her clothes again in front of her son. It was a violation each time. 

	By the time she was down to her panties, she was sweating, nervous and embarrassed. Brian watched, trying to act nonchalant, but inside, he was seething. It had been just a quiet night and Brian was trying to find some porn online to use for his nightly masturbation, when Lloyd showed up with Mom. And here she was naked again for his entertainment.

	And, very quickly her nakedness turned him on. There was just no way he could avoid it. He was inflamed every time he saw her big and heavy tits....and the nipples were so scandalously nasty and obscene...that he couldn’t help himself. Lloyd made her turn around and display herself. Holding up her tits, squeezing them, pinching the nipples, bending over to parade her thick-lipped sex and the enticing pucker of her asshole as both were outlined against the thin material of her panties. Her pubic hair could be seen through the thin filmy crotch.

	By the time Lloyd got her on her back on the bed to play with her pussy through her panties, Brian was on fire. His prick was straining against his white jockey shorts.

	Lloyd made Michelle masturbate, with her panties on until she reached came. Wetting the crotch when she came, she covered her eyes with both hands when it was done. Brian wanted both of them to leave so he could jerk off. But Lloyd had a “treat” for him. Another cruel degradation for her...

	“Hey, Brian...come here,” said Lloyd.

	The boy got up as if he were in a trance.  His mother’s titties looked so soft and warm. Brian wanted, at that point, to put his hands and his mouth on them. He saw himself touching and squeezing them. He pictured his mouth on them, kissing and sucking them. Lloyd saw that he had Brian right where he wanted him. 

	“Lie on your back,” Lloyd finally told Brian, patting the bed for emphasis.

	He got him on the bed lying on his back with his prick hard as a rock in his shorts. He made Michelle pull down Brian’s sweat pants and shorts. Now, Brian’s 15 year old prick pointed up at the ceiling. Then Lloyd instructed Michelle to climb up on the bed and straddle him with her crotch pressing against his groin. Looking into his eyes, she sat on Brian’s erection and wiggled until the tip of his glans nestled between the folds of her pussy through the fabric. 

	Brian felt like he had died and gone to heaven.  His prick throbbed and twitched and he felt like he was going to cum. He could feel her pussy thru her panties. The wet crotch made the material feel even thinner.

	Lloyd made her adjust her position so that Brian’s prick was in just the right spot. Then, he ordered Michelle to begin rubbing herself against him. He had gotten them lined up so that Brian’s prick was rubbing Mom’s clitoris each time she went up and down. His prick was between her labia as much was possible with her panties still on. 

	Brian’s face was flushed and he was now sweating like mad, feeling his prick between the folds of Mom’s pussy as she humped him slowly.  Lloyd stood over them and gave directions. Brian was in total heaven as Mom, without being told to, began kissing his face and holding onto him as she dry humped him in the most sexy way. 

	She whispered to him, “I love you. I’m sorry. It’s ok Brian. It’s ok.”

	She wiggled and rubbed up against him. Her tits were right in his face and he couldn’t stop himself from reaching up and putting his hands on them. Michelle groaned when he did this, but he didn’t stop and began squeezing them harder. He rubbed her nipples and put his mouth on them. 

	As she humped him and he nursed on her titties, there was no way he could have kept himself from ejaculating. And, it happened very quickly. His hot cum spurted from his prick, like a miniature fire hose to wet her panties and squirt all over both of their bellies. 

	Michelle groaned when she felt the hot wetness of his ejaculation all over her stomach.  It was so intense that as he came, Brian became lightheaded.  He groaned over and over again as he spurted. Michelle wriggled involuntarily against him, giving him another thrill. It was very intense. Michelle had behaved, of course, like a nigger gutter slut once again. Brian kept mumbling something, but he was incoherent. 

	Lloyd let them both enjoy the moment. He knew it would be brief before one or both of them recoiled. It was Michelle who did. She got off Brian abruptly, looking down at the shameful, sticky semen on her belly. Some of it had hit her tits. Her son was still in post coital bliss following this most intense cum. The smell and feel of Mom’s titties lingered...and the deliciously wonderful feel of her fat “camel-toe” rubbing up against his prick had not completely left his mind. But Lloyd had a finale in mind. 

	He turned to Brian and said, “Well, you popped a load, but how about your Mom?”

	“Whaddya mean,” Brian asked?

	“You came, but your Mom didn’t. Now, what should you do about that,” Lloyd asked slyly?

	Brian didn’t know what to say. Michelle began backing away.

	“Don’t move,” Lloyd warned her.

	“Brian, stay right where you are. Michelle, straddle his head,” Lloyd said.

	“OH...no...not that...that’s gross. Don’t make me do that,” she averred.

	She continued to balk, but Lloyd threatened her and she caved in.

	In the end, she threw her leg over Brian’s face and, instructed by Lloyd, sat down on her son’s face. Lloyd instructed Brian in how to lick her pussy and told her to “ride” him. She had no choice. Brian entered sensory heaven. What he had only stolen and sniffed in the past was now thrust on him in all its glory. Mom sat on his face smothering him with her stinky pussy and asshole. 

	Facing his feet, her asshole was pressed right against his nose. And with her legs straddling his head, her open vagina was right there for him to kiss. Directed by Lloyd, he used his tongue to lick and lap her juicy pussy. Lloyd made Michelle use Brian’s nose, mouth and chin to masturbate herself. Goaded by him, she “rode” Brian’s face, back and forth, back and forth, alternated with wiggling her ass until she came. 

	And her pussy ran like it was broken. She flooded her son, making him gag and struggle to lap up her copious pussy juices. He was overwhelmed by her orgasm. The smell, the taste and the warm, wet feel of her personal private parts were his to savor. He mainlined her sex, inoculated against responsibility or guilt by the fact that she had proven, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that she was a gutter nigger slut. 

	Michelle rubbed against his face making herself cum. When she was done, Brian had another hard-on. It was time for the teen to fuck his Mom. So, Lloyd got Michelle on her elbows and knees on the bed with her pussy right at the edge. Then he encouraged Brian to get behind her and put his prick into Mom’s hot pussy. It would be nice to say that Brian resisted the urge to commit full incest. But when he felt his hard, hot prick engulfed by his Mom’s hot, wet pussy, he was lost...

	With Lloyd encouraging him, he was soon fucking Mom faster, harder and deeper until he could no longer control himself and, sweating and straining, he ejaculated a nice big load into her vagina – the same one that bore him. He grunted, groaned, cried out and actually began sobbing after he’d cum. It was so very intense. It was wrong, but Lloyd had made Brian, a “motherfucker”. 

	His father, Roy, had told him that all nigger boys eventually fucked their mothers...that’s why they used the term, “motherfucker” so much. Following this watershed experience, Brian enjoyed fantasizing and jerking off reliving his experience with Mom quite a bit – all the while feeling disgusted and shamed by her. It was a sick emotional cocktail...Lloyd’s evil handiwork had left a deep imprint.

	Chapter 13

	Akeema

	Taller than Michelle at 5’ 8”, slimmer and more athletic, Akeema had been on the track and the tennis team in high school and entered the UALR on a combined athletic and academic scholarships, the same schools attended by her mother as well as Madison and Miko. 

	Akeema, was part of the generation which had benefited from the pioneering civil rights actions of African-Americans who lived during bitter racist times. She had been raised in a multi-cultural world and didn’t have quite the same demons her mother did. While they weren’t very close, Akeema respected and loved her mother who had been a role model for her.

	Like her mother, Madison and Miko first met Akeema during the Obama campaign in 2008. In fact, at the time, Madison and Miko saw more of Akeema than they did of her mother, both on and off campus, combining campaigning with clubbing in ways neither white girl would forget and Akeema wished she could forget. Like communities and schools, night clubs are generally segregated along racial lines. Not legally enforced, like in the era of Jim Crow or even strictly followed; but still segregated. 

	As re-segregated as Little Rock had become, the Obama campaign brought a spirit of racial experimentation in the city and at the University that penetrated and infiltrated even Madison’s and Miko’s social circle. It was in this spirit that that Miko suggested one night that they all go down to some ‘black clubs’ for cultural and political reasons, and for—FUN! 

	It was a racially mixed group of Obama campaign workers, including kids from white and black sororities and fraternities, and Akeema Jeffers, non-Greek black student athlete and head of the Obama campaign on campus. 

	There was a little hesitation and reluctance at first, however, once they reminded each other of all the reasons to do it—it was difficult for anyone to back out. Regardless, before they’d gotten through even an hour of gangsta rap songs and ‘nigga’ shout-outs by the DJ, the group, which had been dozen, had dwindled to four: Madison, Miko, Akeema and her white boyfriend, Bobby.

	The white students were not as up on all the varieties of rap: hip hop and the more infamous ‘gangsta rap,’ ‘dirty rap’ and ‘porn rap’ music. But that night they all heard plenty of rap vulgarity, including the ubiquitous ‘niggaz.’

	Still, to hear so many variations on the ‘N-word’ being so casually and relentlessly sung, shouted out and responded to by so many blacks was startling and unsettling for the white kids who knew they’d be busted for hate speech for saying the same thing on campus. So, who knew what would happen in the middle of a crowded, raucous black club dancing and singing along with gangsta rap songs, if the handful of white students joined in and started singing along with the ‘niggaz’? 

	It was an uncertain and awkward moment at best, perplexing and troubling for everyone. No one was experiencing more of a maelstrom of storming emotions than Akeema, who had heard about black dance clubs but never been to one because she hated the n-word by blacks or whites and found its ubiquitous use and misogynist lyrics in rap songs as appalling as her mother. 

	Akeema, who never dressed in the kind of scanty, slutty clubwear attire she was seeing at this club, and fumed at the way all the black girls dressed showing off their stripper moves for her boyfriend, Bobby, who, except for some staff, was the only white boy in the club. 

	Akeema steamed for a while and then finally stormed out. Out in the parking lot Bobby reassured her that he thought the girls coming on to him were “skanks” and reminded her that they didn’t know any better, while Madison and Miko goaded her to not “let the bitches and hoes” get the best of her. 

	With disturbed misgivings about the mixed racial-sexual messages she was getting from the white kids, including her boyfriend, out of a stubborn sense of pride and purpose, Akeema went to another black club they’d planned to visit. 

	However, after several more drinks, things got even worse at this club. After some yelling and shoving, following by squealing, squalling, slapping and hair pulling, Akeema and two other black girls ended up wrestling around, slugging, grabbing, tugging and tearing at each other’s hair and clothes. 

	With calls of “catfight” and “bitch fight” accompanying an appropriately selected “Bad Bitch” song by the DJ, the crowd stopped dancing to give the dance floor to the bad bitches going to war before they were thrown out the door, encircling them, goading and cheered them on all the more.

	After some delay, Akeema and the two girls did get thrown out and threatened with arrest. In fact, the other girls were arrested and the main thing that saved Akeema from going to jail were the Obama campaign materials and her tearful, respectful pleas to the black cop to not jeopardize the Obama campaign on campus and her leadership position. 

	However, along with Madison and Miko, Akeema’s boyfriend, Bobby, stayed in the club. This was ostensibly “out of principle”—articulated by Bobby, himself intoxicated with a mix of Jack Daniels and jungle fever. First and foremost, he didn’t want to let Akeema’s all-too-racially-stereotypical “ghetto behavior” sabotage the interracial campaign outreach. Second, and somewhat incongruously, to protectively “escort” Madison and Miko while they were at the black clubs.

	Akeema was relieved to not be arrested. But she was not fooled by her boyfriend’s reasons for staying in the club. And she was fuming by the time he came out, over an hour later, when he had one black girl on each arm and three more following.  There might have been another fight if not for being restrained, at first laughingly, then more testily, by Madison and Miko, who had a lot of fun that night.

	After the fiasco the first night, it was difficult to persuade Akeema to join them for a second night at the clubs. Akeema had never been a club-goer or a much of a drinker, and she had a physical and a emotional hangover from the previous night. Like the other black students who had dropped out sooner, Akeema was embarrassed, humiliated and ashamed about the “nigga” this and “nigga” that rap by the DJs and with all the vulgarity of the gangsta rap and porn rap lyrics. 

	Even more excruciatingly shameful and humiliating, was Akeema’s own jealousy and “ghetto” behavior, even having to be restrained by two white girls from fighting a second time with black girls over her white boyfriend, after already being thrown out of the club.

	It took quite a bit of persuasion—a combination of guilt-tripping, ego goading and esteem stroking to coax Akeema into going out again. What had finally convinced her was a peculiar combination of clever strategies that Madison and Miko added to ideas espoused by Bobby the previous night.

	Bobby’s ideas: not letting anyone’s stereotypically cultural baggage be obstacles allowed to sabotage the outreach program; and, “we protect each other together.” They would target white clubs as well as black ones, and all go dressed in the same way. Bottom line, Akeema’s neckline needed to go down and her hemline had to go up, like Madison, Miko and most other white girls in the white dance clubs.

	Bobby backed out, as did the other black students, after a few drinks. But Akeema was obstinately determined to see it through. Then had gone to the Discovery Club, a private discotheque, over on Jessie Road catering to the 24-35 crowd. It featured four different dance clubs playing techno, top 40, trance and hot dance music. Discovery was once considered a gay bar, but had since turned mainstream. But, there were still drag shows featured in the wee hours and alternative lifestyles were welcome. It was considered a “hip” place in town.

	Akeema found herself that night in a skin-tight, spandex micro-mini skirt that barely covered her bubble butt, only this time as one of the few black girls.  Akeema was meeting lots of men there as she was a looker. She wore a 36D bra and her tits and ass were perkier and firmer than Mom’s. 

	In the past Akeema had been very self-conscious about how large her breasts were (going back to middle school where she had developed earlier than most of her friends, and got embarrassed about bouncing and jiggling, even in sports bras, when running track or on the tennis court), but going to the Discovery Club that night liberated her.

	She got plenty of attention from the white boys. Groped and fondled, grabbed, fingered, patted and ass-slapped, what little Akeema had worn was in tatters and shreds when she woke up the next morning, alone and stinking of sex, sweat and puke, in the back seat of someone’s car in front of a fraternity house.

	Akeema lost her virginity that night, in more ways than one, and by more than one person, though how many and who she did not know or even try to find out. Violated, more deeply humiliated and shamed than ever, she shunned any further contacts with the students, and graduated at the end of the semester as stiffly, proudly aloof as her mother with whom she’d bonded even more closely and fiercely. 

	Akeema then went to the University of North Carolina and obtained a Masters in Social Work (MSW). After this, she returned to Little Rock, where she went to work as a case manager at a downtown homeless shelter. When Akeema came back to Little Rock, after grad school, Madison and Miko tried hard not to scoff or roll their eyes when they heard about it. It was so déclassé`!

	Akeema, with re-dedicated determination, decided the same thing and turned in a new direction. She would go to law school and become a lawyer. Remembering that Miko’s dad was partner at the oldest, most prestigious law firm in Little Rock, and that Miko was a pre-law student, Akeema decided to call on the two girls to tell them about her aspirations and preparation for the Law School Admission Test (LSAT) and a career in law. 

	Miko managed not to yawn or groan, and said instead that she and Madison were going clubbing. With a girl-friendly swat on the ass, Miko and Madison both teased Akeema that she needed to “loosen up...not be such a tight ass.”

	A few beers and another skimpy borrowed outfit later, and Akeema was back to clubbing. She hoped that she could catch Miko in a more serious and receptive mood.  Maybe she could offer to try to study for the LSAT together with Miko. Akeema really did want to get to know Miko’s Dad. He was not only partner in the most prestigious law firm in Little Rock, but he was also an influential alumnus and big donor to the law school Akeema wanted to attend, and, like all powerful, influential people, he could be helpful.

	And so began what would turn into weeks of clubbing by Akeema, seemingly unending, but with the original goal of befriending Miko and getting to know her powerful, influential father. Akeema got to meet him, but not before death of her aspirations for law school by circumstances that had already captured her mother. Akeema was hanging out on weekends in the clubs, but during the week, she looked and acted a lot like her mother.

	Chapter 14

	Akeema on the Mexican Donkey

	It was against this backdrop of emotions, sentiments and experience that Akeema found herself confronting a new problem. One that would become more pressing than any decision to switch careers; and that involved Roy Bennett.

	He had found out about Akeema from his son, who’d met her during the course of his hanging out with her brother, Brian. And when Roy finally saw a picture of the 23 year old, he decided to add her to his stable. He figured, like mother like daughter. And so, he made a decision to contact her. He had the photos of her mother...both old and new. He’d figure out how or what he’d have to do to ensnare her.

	He had Pete do a little surveillance and come up with an interception point. Together they decided: in the parking lot outside the facility where she was employed as an intern, Village House, a resource for homeless families and individuals.

	“Akeema Jeffers.”

	“Yes.”

	“I’m Detective Bennett,” he said stepping up and flashing his badge. And this is Detective Simmons.”

	“Yes.”

	“Can we have a word with you.”

	“What’s it about?”

	“It’s about your mother.”

	“Wha...what about my mother.”

	“We’ll it seems like...”

	Roy told Akeema that her mother was involved in some activities that might be illegal and they wanted her help. Akeema was willing to do anything to help her mother, so she agreed to go with them. They took her back to Roy’s house. When they got there they showed her the photo albums of her mother in every sort of sexual coupling. They told her that these photos could be sent to the Board members at the Hospital. And more...

	And when they got her agreement that she would do anything to prevent that from happening, they sprang the trap. When they told her what she had to do, she balked, but with Roy holding the phone under her nose and threatening to send the emails right then, Akeema caved in. She had been suspicious when they brought her to a private house and was a little slow in figuring out what the two cops were up to, but now it was all out in the open...and she was trapped.

	Lloyd was upstairs working on homework. He soon came down to join the party. And over the next three hours the three of them worked Akeema over. She had a young girl’s hot body and they all came quickly the first time. But they kept her there until they all had their fill. Lloyd, being 19, went six times. In her mouth twice, her pussy three times and then between her big D-cup titties. They whipped her, made her cum and verbally abused her. They had started her on the same road they had Michelle on. Roy now had two slaves. They took pictures of her too. And Roy made her swear to keep her mouth shut and not say anything - even to her mother.

	“She’s very embarrassed at what she’s done,” is how he put it. “So don’t say anything to her.”

	Poor Akeema. Emotionally she was still a teenager. In school for most of her life, she didn’t really know how the world worked. And she was still hammering out her own identity as a woman when Roy and Pete trapped her. Soon, she was a regular at Roy’s house on the weekend. If Michelle was a “guest” on a Saturday, Akeema was the featured attraction on Sunday.

	The favorite routine involved having her wear her slutty “club” outfits and then making her strip. Following this, she was made to dance naked for the group which usually included, besides Roy, Pete, Lloyd, Ryan, Dwight, Harold, Cooter and Sam. Having to take off her clothes as the men verbally assaulted, mocked and taunted her was their idea of foreplay. She was made to do “jigaboo” dances for their entertainment. And then they’d make her take her clothes off slowly, piece-by-piece.

	Soon, she was buck naked and sweating. By this point, Akeema was an emotional wreck. But this was only the 1st act. The older men, the cops, then took her to the spare bedroom for one-on-one sessions. They all wanted to get her big lips on their cocks first and suck them off; and after that she had to spread her legs for a fucking. While they were recuperating from their blowjobs, they made her play with herself, squeezing her big tits, pulling and pinching her own nipples and then rubbing her hot pussy...and when they were hot, hard and ready, they climbed on for another hot ride on the new, young, nigger slut.

	To be a white man’s plaything burned Akeema deep in her soul. But it was the sheer power play reversal of being turned over to Lloyd and his posse that thoroughly shamed and humiliated her. They were four to five years younger and not the type of boys she fancied. They were rough, racist rednecks who took extreme delight in degrading her. There was nothing to savor except the growing sense that she had a deeply masochistic side that she had denied.

	And with each new indignity, Akeema, as much as her mother, began to take pleasure in what they did to her. It was a torment for her to come face to face with the realization that she was just a “gutter nigger slut” - just like her mother. Roy, in particular, took great pleasure in pointing this out to her and making her say it.

	“You’re a gutter nigger slut just like your momma, aren’t you, Akeema?

	With tears forming in her beautiful, brown eyes, Akeema choked up.

	“Please don’t make me say that,” she begged.

	“Are you getting’ uppity nigger?

	“No, Sir, but I can’t say that...”

	“Pete, let’s string this uppity coon up and give her a whippin’.”

	Akeema found it horrifying to be dragged over to the big apple tree and with her wrists bound hung like a piece of meat. Roy got his belt, or his dog whip and he, Pete, Cooter and Sam took turns giving her a few hot, hard ones. Only when she begged for “forgiveness” and promised to be a good nigger did they stop and cut her down.

	By that time, Akeema soul was beaten as well as her big “bubble” butt. Roy loved to make her “dance” whether it was just to some “jigaboo” music on Lloyd’s boom box or hung from the tree and writhing and wriggling under the lash. Something in the image moved him deeply. And, to be true, it had an overwhelming effect on Akeema too. She remembered a movie she saw as a child where the heroine was a black female slave and was whipped by her master. 

	The image disturbed her then and now...brought to life by a group of redneck cops she found herself in the middle of a horror movie with her as the ultimate victim. Some part of her wanted to open her arms and accept it and some part of her wanted to run away and hide. Or kill the monsters who were doing this to her...But all she could do was hang her head and submit. She hated herself for this...

	The boys, by comparison, were, anything, even crueler. They liked to take her out into the yard under the trees and gang bang her. She became their “bonding toy”. A female that they could use collectively. A black cum bucket to deposit their sperm. The fact that she had a “killer” body and the face of a Nubian princess only added to the sheer lust that came out every weekend when they had her at their disposal. 

	They couldn’t get enough of her big tits with their big, nearly black nipples, silver dollar sized areoles, her long luscious legs and her big booty. The fact that she had a hot, pink pussy that had never born children was the cherry on the black velvet cake!

	And so, they introduced Akeema to anal sex and bukkake and gave her whippings right on her full, fat pussy lips and even on her tight brownish-black asshole. They put her through her paces. It was as if she were a bowl full of brown sugar and they were using her to satisfy monstrous cravings for sweets. Every time they subjected her to a new indignity, like making her read a racist tract using a “darkie” dialect, Akeema felt her self image crumbling a little bit at a time. 

	The games started on the second visit. That’s when Roy pulled down her top and bra to expose her tits...and then made her put her hands behind her head while he pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties so they ended up around her knees. Then he had her walk this way and that as his pals and Lloyd and his posse lounged on the living room furniture. As she stumbled around, they all mocked and taunted her until she started to cry. Roy corrected her like a child when she didn’t follow his orders exactly. To punish her he made her bend over and hold her ankles. Each one who wanted to use his belt on her big butt got a shot. 

	After she was given a lashing by everyone, Roy made her strip and spread her legs for a “personal exam”, a poor man’s “pelvic”. Fingers were inserted deeply and every crevice and fold was explored and manipulated. As the afternoon progressed, poor Akeema was soon sucking everyone’s dick. Later she had to take them in her pussy and her mouth. They lined up behind and in front of her, and took turns face-fucking her and shoving their hard cocks in her tight black pussy.

	When one cock was finished cumming in her it was brought around to her mouth for her to clean. The cock she had been sucking would then be rammed in her cunt. They kept enjoying her hospitality, front and back, until they couldn’t cum anymore. Akeema’s shame was that, try as she might, not to feel anything, she came twice as she was fucked.

	And then, one Sunday, Roy made Akeema wear a maid costume - just like the fetishistic one her mother was made to wear - and wait on him and the boys. Being turned into a Negro house maid was more than she could bear and she eventually broke down. She had been able to endure wearing the demeaning outfit, and then serving everyone. Even being “corrected” by Roy for any mistakes she made, even though it involved being paddled with a heavy concave bath brush on her big butt every time. 

	And even though it meant that her panties were pulled down for each “correction” and that Roy took to examining her pussy to see how wet she was, and pointing it out to the others, all of them grinning, and chuckling at her humiliation, she was able to hold herself together. 

	To be aroused by what they were doing and then shamed for her own body’s betrayal was bad enough. But when Roy attempted to shove a feather duster up her pussy and told her to put her hands behind her head and dust the furniture THAT WAY...that’s when she began sobbing uncontrollably and refused to cooperate. Roy was furious and decided she needed some “persuasion”. So, he made her take a ride on the “Mexican Donkey”. He grabbed her by the ear and hauled her out, like she was a child to the patio.

	When the boys hauled the device out of the garage where it had been gathering dust under a tarp, Akeema stared at it uncomprehendingly. She didn’t know what it was. She knew she was in trouble and trembled wondering what Roy would do to her now. Lloyd and Ryan set the Mexican Donkey down on the patio. 

	This was a torture device Roy cobbled together in his garage workshop. Attached to a wood base were two posts. Affixed to the posts was a sharp wooden triangle. It was a simple contraption, but an ingenious device designed for the slow, sexual torture of a woman. It had a long history in Spanish speaking countries to punish or torture women. But similar devices were used in Europe and Japan too. It can still be found in Japanese pornography, especially hentai – which is where Lloyd found a picture of one that he showed his father.

	Roy gave the word to Cooter and Sam to pull off Akeema’s panties and shoes. Then they tied her wrists behind her. Roy and Pete came over, lifted her into the air and set her on the donkey. Her full body weight was supported only on her crotch - that meant her pussy, perineum and asshole.The helpless black girl was now sitting on the “triangle”, with her full body weight supported on the most tender flesh on her body. Her legs had been forced open by the wider bottom of the triangle. 

	Roy used ropes to keep her balanced and prevent her from falling off. Her full labia were visible as she sat on the donkey. The device was adjustable and Roy made it just high enough to force her onto her tiptoes to protect her tender flesh. She straddled the triangle, tied loosely but well enough that she couldn’t dismount.

	As they drank more beer, Akeema waited, helpless, as the inevitable muscle fatigue slowly set in. After many long minutes her calves finally tired and she used the last of her strength to lower herself as gently as possible onto the hard, sharp triangle. Her delicate pussy flesh was pressed between the edge of the wood and her pelvis, giving her the first of many small bruises on her sex. Moments later she rose again, but only for a few minutes.

	Muscles throbbing, again she lowered herself, carefully positioning her weight on a new place. It took longer to summon the strength to rise each additional time, but after long seconds she pushed herself up, sweating from the exertion. As she “rode” her tender pussy flesh swelled and comfort became impossible. So, she squirmed and wriggled constantly and soon “bobbing” up and down on the triangle like she was actually riding a horse or a donkey.

	To punish her more, Roy attached paper clamps to her big brownish-black nipples, making her groan and cry out. Lloyd and Ryan came forward a few minutes later and attached a heavy window sash weight to each clamp. This really hurt and pulled her nipples down almost to her waist, adding to her misery. As Akeema went up and down on the “saddle” her big D-cup titties bobbing and swayed – each time the up and down movement tugged and jerked on her tits. She was soon groaning and begging for release.

	Her will was being broken down little by little. Next, Roy handed Sam his “light” dog whip and encouraged him to spank her big butt as she rode. He began whipping her the big loaves of her ass, leaving thin angry marks everywhere the thin whip landed. Then Pete draped a weight belt across her shoulders, making her ordeal immediately unbearable. With the weight adding to her suffering, she began screaming that she would do ‘anything’ if they would release her.

	“OH GOD...LET ME OFF! PLEASE!”

	After they took her off the donkey, they pushed her back into the living room. There, Roy made her insert the handle of the feather duster into her sore pussy and then, with her hands behind her head, go around, squat down and “dust” the furniture as they mocked and made fun of her. She was soon sobbing as she stumbled around to complete her “work”. It was deeply shaming. She wanted to resist doing the disgraceful, humiliating chore but, after spending more than 30 minutes on the donkey, she had been broken. She would have sucked a dog’s dick at that moment in order to get off that infernal device. Little did she know what she would be made to do next...

	But in the meantime, the boys were ready to go again and she spent the better part of the next hour sucking cock. Deep face-fucks that made her gag, slobber, and left her drooling with a thick ring of fuck cream around her mouth and fighting the urge to vomit. 

	Chapter 15

	Jonathan

	It was bound to happen. With so many people using Michelle, it was inevitable the word leaked out. It was soon whispered even in the halls and stairwells at the Hospital.

	“I heard a rumor that she’s involved in some sort of weird sex ring...”

	And it was predictable that some of Lloyd’s posse, like chubby Harold, would boast of the fun they were having with Brian’s Mom. And that’s how Jonathan, Brian’s best friend, heard about it. Harold had hinted about itto a wannabe, a geek who looked up to the jocks, and then showed the kid a couple of pictures he’d taken which were on his phone. And this kid gossiped about it to Jonathan.

	Jonathan, withlong dark brown hair, lanky, was a fairly good looking boy who came across as more attractive than he actually was because of his intelligence and personality. Geeky, like Brian, but in a cocky kind of way, aloof but observant in an almost imperious way. A mysterious, mischievous boy. Kind of a smart ass, but who got away with it because of his intelligence and an infectious, devious and sarcastic sense of humor. Everyone who knew him regarded him as interesting.Because of his parent’s divorce, he was a latchkey kid too

	Michelle found him kind of creepy, funny and scary. She saw he had the ability to hack into people’s minds and into the undercurrents of social interactions as easily as he could hack into a website, and toss what he found back out in a way that cracked everybody up and sent them running for cover. Even though he was just 16, Michelle had seen him step into a room full of people, watch for a few minutes, abruptly bring it to uproarious laughter and then, when the laughter died down, empty the room and send people home early. Jonathan held a certain lurid fascination for Michelle. 

	And the fact that he’d never targeted Michelle with his quick-cut, scalpel humor, spared her completely while nonetheless clearly having his eyes on her body, like the horny adolescent he was...well, Michelle had developed an almost school-girlish crush on him, which was foolish and shameful. She triednot to be too obvious about it; actually tried to suppress, divert and hide it. It was too weird. The thought she had any attraction for her son’s best friend made her shiver and quiver. And, in fact, Jonathan was very aware of Michelle and her “feelings”.

	So, when he got wind that she was having some extramarital activity, he began snooping around online and the trail led to Detective Roy Bennett. So, he hacked into Roy’s computer at home. There, he found pictures of Michelle the nigger slut/French maid, Michelle the gang bang girl and Michelle the dog slut. And Akeema doing the same unbelievable and disgusting things. And, then that’s when Jonathan, 16 year old genius, and Brian’s best friend, appalled, yet also intrigued and enticed by what they were doing, decided to exploit them a bit himself...

	He called on Michelle and showed her a compilation of the worst pictures. She hung her head and didn’t know what to say. She was so embarrassed that a kid was calling her to task. He knew what he wanted though. He had her come over to his house when his Mom wasn’t home and he made her do a striptease for him. Then he put his hands all over her. Touching her everywhere. Exploring every crevice, fold and cavity of her body. Michelle shivered, and then got wet and then wetter still. He made her lie on his bed and then he experimented with her, seeing what it took to get her excited and then cum. 

	When he made her spurt, he was ecstatic. Michelle felt like a lab animal. He seemed like a boy scientist discovering something exotic. He inserted things into her vagina, like a banana and then more bananas to see how big her “capacity” was. The use of bananas, was for Michelle, a terrible racial thing...reinforcing the stereotype of blacks being closer to apes and monkeys again. He fingered her until she came and then make her get down on her knees between his thighs to give him a wet, sweet blow job.

	This became the routine. He had her strip, he’d explore and examine her and then she had to make sweet love to his cock and balls. He soon made her masturbate in front of him and then he wanted to see her perform at toilet. She had to pee and take a shit while he watched. She wanted to die. This was, after all, her son’s best friend. And, only 16 years old!

	And then Jonathan put the squeeze on Akeema. If it was hot making a MILF like Michelle perform as a slave, then Akeema made him blow his load almost before he had it out of his pants! She was so hot, with her long, luscious legs, firm D-cup tits, obscene nipples and full, nigger “booty”. Between the two women, Jonathan was in teen heaven. The high point was cumming in their mouths and making sure they swallowed his seed. Being so young, he was soon hard again and they would have to suck him to completion two or three times a session.

	He soon began to get other notions. He had been fascinated by the electro-stimulation machines at his chiropractor’s office. He’d been going there for two years when he strained his back in gym class. Transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulation (acronym TENS) was what the machines did. 

	It relied on theelectric current produced by the device to stimulate the nerves for therapeutic purposes. Used to relax tight muscles so the chiropractor’s adjustment would be easier or to treat pain, Jonathan found the machines very interesting indeed and wondered what the effect would be if the pads were placed “lower”...like on the genitals or the anus!

	And being the geek mastermind he was, he soon found a used machine online for pennies on the dollar. The first time he used it on Michelle, he tied her to his bed spread-eagled first.

	“OH, Jonathan, what are you going to do to me,” Michelle whined nervously?

	He taped the contact pads to her nipples and then he played with the current adjusting the knobs and dials up and down to see what they did to her. It really hurt her nipples as he found himself sadistically turning the juice up too high. Michelle groaned and finally cried out in anguish.

	He wanted to see if he could make her cum “involuntarily”, as he put it.To make her have an involuntary orgasm. Ultimately, he figured out how to do it after he went online to research it. He used two pads, plugged in to a single connector. On her ankles - four-fingers from the anklebone up the inside of her calf, he applied some gel on that spot and fit a pad. He fastened it with tape; and then did the same to the other ankle.

	Next, he turned the machine on and slowly increased the impulse strength and the cycle frequency and speed. When Michelle began to squirm and writhe, he turned the current up and later…as she began cumming – he ratcheted it up higher. The current stimulated two acupuncture points in her ankles, which were connected to three major nerves in her pelvis.

	Michelle first felt it as a “tingling sensation” in her calves. Soon, she felt “butterflies” and “sparklers”in her pelvis which slowly grew in her uterus then expanded from her clitoris to her vagina and her anus. It took about ten minutes...but by then she was “juicing” heavily and cumming hard! She struggled against her bonds, but it was no use...she was like a butterfly pinned to a board...

	He made her cum until she passed out. Then, afterwards, he made her give him soft, sweet, sucking kisses all over his asshole, cock and balls until he ejaculated a huge load. He soon subjected Akeema to the same procedure and if anything, she came even more spectacularly than her mother. He was having a ball with the two women. As a virgin, this was a sexual Christmas morning for him. He wanted to fuck them, and thought about it constantly, but found both them sexually mature and therefore intimidating; so he knew he needed to work into it slowly as his confidence developed.

	Even further increasing the outrageous thrill of it all for Jonathan was all the secrecy, heightened risk and intrigue generated by the fact that, for all the people who knew about and took advantage of his best friend’s mother and half-sister, including himself, Brian didn’t know that his best friend was using his mother and half-sister too, and they didn’t know about each other. That seem crazy and unbelievable to Jonathan, but then so did the whole thing.

	As wildly over the top as the sex was with both Brian’s mother and half-sister, way beyond the worst stereotypes about black sluts, Jonathan couldn’t resist pushing things further over the edge. Having sex with Brian’s mother in their own home without Brian finding out was an edgy rush for Jonathan, as was making Akeema come over to their house to service him. But when these converged as Jonathan merged them into an impromptu blow-job shuttle service one evening, things collided and nearly exploded out of control.

	During a break between video games, Jonathan left Brian in his room, saying he was going to the bathroom and getting some soft drinks and snacks for them. But, he headed straight for the master bedroom, Michelle’s room, opening the door and going in without even bothering to knock or announce himself. 

	He chuckled when the startled and humiliated black mother squealed and jumped at being caught in front of her full length mirror as she masturbated, humping the panties shed pulled up into her cunt, wearing another pair of panties on her head, over her face, with a third pair of panties stuffed in her mouth.  It seemed the pathetic, now thoroughly masochistic sex-addict black mother could not get enough. Jonathan shut the door, shook his head and laughed out loud as Michelle mewled and moaned, paused, panting, then resumed moving her hips and humping her panties.

	“Get in the bathtub, bitch,” the boy abruptly stopped laughing and brusquely commanded. “Now, nigger!” 

	He smirked when the black mother whimpered and compliantly scampered into the adjoining bathroom and climbed into the bathtub.

	“Take the fucking panties out of your mouth, get down on your knees and suck my cock,” Jonathan snarled, relishing cruel control he had over her. “God, I feel sorry for Brian, having such a freak skank coon cunt for a mother. You should ashamed and disgusted with yourself. I know he sure would.” 

	Michelle moaned and mewled again, tears running down her cheeks, wetting the panties on her face and head as she took the panties out of her mouth, knowing how right Jonathan was about her son’s feelings of shame, disgust and contempt for her.

	As soon as the black mother pulled the panties out of her mouth, the boy shoved his cock in, pushing on the back of her pantied head with one hand and slapping her upside the head with the other. The mother’s throat tightened and she gagged, groaned and then began slurping and sucking on the boy’s cock. 

	Between her skilled cock sucking and the boy’s power-sex-thrilled quick trigger, it didn’t take long. When Jonathan started cumming, he took his dick out of her mouth and jacked jism onto her pantied face and head. A moment after ejaculating his last splatter of cum, his cock still stiff, he casually began urinating on her, soaking the panties on her face in piss. When he was done, he turned, told her to hurry and clean up and make them some nachos, and left the room.

	Filled with shame, self-loathing and disgust, the black mother pathetically and frantically finished humping her panties to orgasm before taking all the panties off, washing and finishing her shower.  When she got out of the shower, she fretted and dithered over what to wear to prepare snacks for the boys as she’d been told to do, not knowing whether either or even perhaps both boys might want to use her again, although her son still mostly avoided her, especially when Jonathan was over. 

	She decided to put on white nylon bikini panties and a white nylon robe, not quite sheer but short, thin and sexy, especially with her big jugs jiggling and swaying and stiff nipples sticking out against the material. Her son may not know for sure what his best friend was doing with her, but she was sure he suspected—and, regardless, she thought, arousing herself again and despising herself for it, both of them knew what a degraded slut she was and neither of them respected her in the least any more anyway.

	As Michelle exited her room and headed for the kitchen, the front door opened and Akeema walked in. Momentarily startled and speechless, the dark-skinned mother and daughter just looked at each other, Michelle in just her skimpy white robe and Akeema in her skimpy club wear. Before either said anything, Jonathan’s voice called out from the kitchen, “Get your lazy ass in here and hurry the fuck up.”

	Both mother and daughter stiffened, avoided each other’s eyes and stood stone still, not sure which of them the boy was beckoning, and deeply embarrassed and distressed in any case.

	“W-What are you doing here?” Michelle blurted out. “And dressed like that,” she added in a tone that was at once haughty but haunted, catty yet catching in her throat.

	“You’re talking to me about what I’m wearing, when you’re barely wearing anything at all, Mother?” snarled Akeema. “At least I’m dressed appropriately for going to the club, which is a helluva lot more appropriate for how you’re dressed in front of your teenaged son and his best friend, who, not surprisingly, sounds like are not treating you with any respect. Your ‘lazy ass’ is being called.”

	Before either of them knew what was happening, the two women were all over each other, going at each other, hand and fist. Squawking and squealing, the black mother and daughter slugged and slapped each other’s faces, grabbed and yanked each other’s hair. Kicking at each other’s legs and tripping each other, scratching and clawing at each other’s faces, bodies and attire, clothes were ripping and being tugged askew, down and off. 

	Growling, snarling, grunting and gasping in their ghetto-girl cat-fight, the Negro mother and daughter wrestled each other to the floor and rolled around on it, brown arms and legs flailing, wailing on each other. Sharing shameful secrets neither mother nor daughter could bear the other learning, the fighting escalated as the mutually humiliated, infuriated negresses vented all the accumulated stress and self-disgust on each other, further exacerbated by another powerful feeling too shameful and pitiful for either to openly admit—jealous rage over the Jonathan.

	Hearing the ruckus, Brian had come out of his room and downstairs to join Jonathan watching the action in the family room. Both boys just stood there staring, transfixed by the sight of the mother and daughter going at it. Michelle’s robe was pulled apart and up under her armpits, brown tits jiggling, her chubby, pantied asscheeks squirming and writhing under her daughter. 

	Akeema’s skirt was up around her hips, her thong barely visible, her tube top down around her belly, brown tits bouncing and swaying, as she straddled and sat on the mother, holding her arms down. Snot and spit was hanging down from Akeema’s nose and mouth, dripping onto her mother’s scowling, squawking face.

	Never having been fully shut by Akeema when she arrived, the front door to the house was open, and Madison and Miko stood in the doorway, both dressed for the club, staring in astonished relish. After a last minute call from Akeema, they’d agreed to meet her at her mother’s house. Neither had anticipated anything like this, however, and watching it was quite entertaining in and of itself.

	However, a squad car pulled into the driveway with a brief flare of lights and siren. A neighbor called 911. With Miko’s car trapped in the driveway by the squad car, she and Madison just stood there as two cops rushed past them to break up the still-wrestling black women. When they were finally pulled apart and calmed down a little, both mother and daughter were horrified at their behavior, mortified about the boys and girls who’d watched it, and terrified about being arrested and going to jail.

	While the two uniformed officers on the scene were interviewing the mother, daughter and witnesses, three phone calls went out: Brian to his attorney father and Miko to her attorney father. The two attorneys who showed up at the Jeffers house within the hour, persuaded the uniformed officers to set aside protocol and not arrest either of the women for domestic violence. While this spared both women arrest records, jail time and court appearances, this was the beginning of the end of the two-ring sex circus in which they’d been staring. It would not end immediately, but steps to end it would start to be taken.

	Chapter 16

	Akeema the Pledge

	When Ryan mentioned Akeema to Madison, her interest was piqued. It didn’t take Madison and Miko long to get the goods on Akeema too. Ryan spilled the beans to his sisterafter she grilled him on whether they had been using Akeema, like her mother. And, of course in the end, he showed his sister pictures of Akeema taking cocks and riding the Mexican Donkey. Seeing the hot, black 23 year old being used and shamed was catnip to Madison. She was angry with herself that she and Miko had not tapped into that.

	“That prissy bitch,” she kept repeating, as she thought about it.

	Madison and her pal, Miko, had a long history with the prissy, uptight, overly educated Negress. On one hand they sort of liked her. She was upscale and now that she had dropped the Mother Theresa role of social worker, they saw her as almost one of them. On the other hand they felt she was sexually uptight. They knew her mother was a complete tool and slut. So, always one for amusement, they decided to make Akeema their pussy slave too. So, they called and invited her to the house.

	“I was hoping you were calling me to say you’d help me with the LSAT tests,” Akeema said hopefully, to Miko, after she was seated with them in Madison’s room.

	“We’ll help you, FOR SURE,” Miko laughed as Madison flipped open her laptop. There on the monitor was Akeema, in all her naked glory; performing with the rednecks on a Saturday at Roy’s house...

	“Oh, God,” was all Akeema said as she stared at the screen. And then she cradled her head in her hands, groaning softly. “Oh God...”

	“You’re a bad girl, Akeema. You’ve been the town punch, it seems. And we thought you were a tight ass,” Miko laughed.

	“They forced me...they blackmailed me...” Akeema said.

	“It looks like you’re enjoying it,” Madison said, as next she pulled up a video. 

	It showed Akeema bent over a bench with her ass in the air. Big Dwight was fucking her from behind and old Cooter had his dick in her mouth. She was slurping and sucking. It was a sloppy mouth fuck and she wriggling her big booty giving ole Dwight a thrill. The sound of others cheering her on...and mocking her filled the sound track.

	Akeema didn’t know where to look. She kept her eyes down. She was crestfallen. She’d gone there for help, but her past had intruded and she was being exposed as a garden variety slut. She shook her head sadly feeling tears coming unbidden to her eyes.

	“Sooo...we’re gonna help you,” Madison said cheerily, ignoring Akeema’s distress.

	“Wha...what...do you mean?”

	“Well, we’re gonna adopt you. You need some mentors, girl. We’re gonna make you a honorary sister in the sorority. There are a lot of influential girls here,” Madison said, unnecessarily. 

	Akeema knew the sorority was a mecca for the daughters of the rich and powerful in Little Rock. She was perplexed though, since she had long since graduated from UALR. ‘Why would they reach out to me after showing me these photos and video’, she wondered to herself?

	“You’re gonna be our little black sister,” Miko said, her eyes gleaming.

	And so, Akeema gulped and listened, wary at first, but eventually grateful for their offer of friendship. But, it came with a price, of course. The two told her that she was going to have to “pledge” and go through an “initiation”. They told her to come back Friday night.

	That Friday, Madison, Miko and ten other Gamma Phi Zeta sorority sisters subjected poor Akeema to the same “Hell Week” initiation they inflicted on her mother. What they called their “asshole routine”. Just like a new pledge, Akeema was brought into a darkened room lit only by candles. Very spooky. She was forced to strip in front of the girls. And then, they made lie across a table wearing just her bra and panties. Then Cathy, the head girl, grabbed the back of her thong panties and wedged them up her ass, leaving her big, bubble butt exposed.

	Cathy pulled the panties up tight as the other girls came up and beat the beautiful black girl with a thin paddle. Every time Akeema whimpered or made a sound while she was being paddled, Cathypulled on the the wedgie painfully cutting into the dark grove between her ass cheeks. With every whimper or moan, the wedgies got more painful Cathybegan yanking and sawing the wadded crotch of the thong from side-to-side. She had soon rubbed Akeema’s asshole raw.

	Akeema whimpered, moaned, cried out with every swat of the paddle and every fierce wedgie. When her panties finally tore, Madison brought out a strap-on dildo and took the first turn. Using white cooking grease, she and Miko lubed Akeema’s shit hole and Madison worked the device into her rectum. It was a big as a cucumber and Akeema began whimpering and then sobbing as Madison shoved it in until it was fully seated in her hole. It hurt!

	Not only were Akeema’s buttocks raw and sore after her paddling, but her crack and asshole were tender from the “wedgies”. And after Madison fucked her hard, Akeema’s shit hole was throbbing and felt stretched all out of shape. The rest of the girls either chose to slap Akeema across her D-cup breasts or take a turn with the strap-on in her ass. When Kimberly, the brunette cheerleader with the big tits got her turn, she began berating Akeema, who was on the edge of tears. Kimberly gave her a choice.

	“Do you want the dildo,” she asked? “Or would you rather suck my pussy? Which is it?”

	Akeema whinedbut soon begged for the opportunity to serve Kimberly. Debbie and then Lucy lined up as they wanted to have the statuesque black girl lick their cunts too. They got Akeema down on her knees between her legs kissing, licking and sticking her tongue into their vaginas. This proved to be so popular that all twelve girls took a turn. 

	After they all came from Akeema’s oral attentions with her big lips and tongue, they made her her sit up and recite a piece Miko wrote in which Akeema had to admit she was a nigger slut. Then all the girls spat on Akeema’s face. They spat on her and it dribbled down her cheeks, nose onto her lips and down her chin. And Akeema, like her mom, got aroused.

	Her eyes closed she felt a wave of arousal building in her loins. The feelings overwhelmed her and she moaned. They made her open her mouth and all the girls took turns spitting into her mouth. Cathy and Madison made her swallow and as she felt their saliva sliding down her throat, she wriggled her big nigger booty. Her body was betraying her; she was on the verge of an orgasm...Seeing this, Madison and Miko made her hump a chair leg, like a dog, until she made herself cum. Then they all called her names like “slut dog” or “black dog”.

	After this, Miko used her gym shorts to wipeAkeema’s wet face, stickywith sweat and saliva. Akeema sniffled as Miko rubbed the soiled garment over her nose and mouth. The shortshad Miko’s sweaty scent, her odor. It was somewhat gross, but Akeema felt herself submissively responding. Miko held her head like she was a child andrubbed the garment all over her face again, grinning at her.

	Seeing this, Cathy decreed that Akeema had to lick each “sister’s” feet, even in between their toes. Each sister sat in a chair like a queen and Akeema knelt submissively and used her mouth to clean the girl’s smelly feet. For the evening’s climax they dressed Akeema in a maid’s costume and made her get on her knees again. 

	She had to swear loyalty to the group and then kiss each “sister” on her asshole, thanking each of them for their fellowship and the opportunity to “serve”. Each girl pulled her buttocks apart and received a nice wet “smooch” from Akeema on her dirty pucker. It was a very humiliating evening...

	Madison, Miko and other other girls found it interesting, amusing and worth teasing her about that Akeema was more loathe and resistant to wearing her panty-maid outfit than her mother was. Submissive andmasochistic, like her mother, Akeema was still much sensitive and almost frantic about trying to retain some semblance, or at least the pretense, of dignity, at least in public settings. 

	At this point one might think that aspiring for any fragment or figment of dignity was quite hopeless, utterly delusional, and certainly pathetic. It was, actually. But most of the girls found it amusing, many found it kind of cute and almost touching, while virtually all enjoyed the leverage it gave them over Akeema that she hated being humiliated so much more than her mother.

	Another interesting dynamic between Akeema and her mother was which woman got harsher, more sadistic treatment from whom and for what reasons. Akeema got treated worse by women who, by mood or attitude, were jealous of her looks and body, even if she was just a “nigger.” 

	Michelle got treated the worse by males who worked out their “mother issues” with her, including her own son. This was ironic—but perhaps appropriate within a sado-masochistic logic and the regime of shame and torment which ruled their lives—in so far as, according to their natural inclinations and if given a choice, Akeema would have preferred to be used and abused by males, while her mother would have preferred subjugation and degradation by females, especially younger ones. 

	Chapter 17

	The Nigger Slut Carnival

	The next weekend, Roy had to attend a conference in another part of the state. Michelle took the respite to have a Sunday dinner at the house and invited Akeema over to join her, Brian, Karen and Jonathan.

	Michelle asked Akeema to come over early and give her a hand, which she was willing to do. They had been in touch by phone mostly during this time and Michelle was eager to re-connect. She was feeling very alienated and her relationship with Brian had been strained lately. Recently, when Jonathan was over and Michelle told Brian to straighten up his room, he refused. 

	She had made the mistake of correcting him in front of Jonathan, and Brian, feeling threatened, lashed out at her in the best way he knew how. He said something to the effect, that when it came to clean up duties, she was more suited than he was to the task.

	“What do you mean,” she said, her anger rising?

	“Oh...well...look Mom, I’m just saying that if the shoe fits,” he said stopping there as he suppressed a laugh.

	As he said that, he looked over at Jonathan and winked. The implication was that since she was “darker”, she was more suited to being a domestic than he was. Well, given the life-changing experiences Michelle had been having, it hit a very vulnerable nerve and they were both soon shouting at each other. It was a very ugly scene. When Akeema showed up about 45 minutes later both sides had repaired to their respective “corners” and Akeema felt like a referee.

	Dinner that Sunday eventually made it to the table and despite the obvious silences, everyone managed to get through it. But it was revealing as to the underlying tensions mother and son felt. And it wasn’t as if there wasn’t any tension between Akeema and Michelle either. When Akeema got there she greeted her mother with a big kiss and hug. Michelle took note of her dress, which was, in her opinion, too suggestive for a family dinner and stewed about it all afternoon.

	It wasn’t until Akeema was leaving, about 9:30, that Michelle chided her again about the shortness of her skirt. Well, this started another row between them and Brian, hearing the clash, came out of his bedroom to mediate. It was another ugly scene. Both Michelle and Akeema were under tremendous pressure as Michelle didn’t know about Akeema and her daughter had been blackmailed into silence. Neither had been able to share with the other what sort of hell they were in; and both were secretly hating themselves for the shame they felt at being aroused by abusive sex.

	But before Akeema left, Michelle tentatively reached out to her. She put out her hand as if extending an olive branch. Mother and daughter embraced and both started crying as Brian stood there amazed at the turn of events.

	“You two are crazy,” is how he put it...

	“OH, Mama, I love you so much,” Akeema said as she hugged her mother.

	Michelle held her close and then took her daughter’s face in her two hands and looking at her warmly and intently impulsively kissed her sweetly on the lips and said, “I love you baby! I would do anything to protect you.”

	And then she started to sob again.... 

	Akeema clutched her and hanging on said, “oh Mama, I would do anything for you...I would even die for you, Mama,” she said dramatically.

	Michelle’s strong feelings at that moment were driven by her guilt and shame and her motherly desires to protect her girl. Akeema, on the other hand, was feeling the pain of the sacrifice she felt she was making to protect her mother.

	It was inevitable, of course, that Roy would bring these two lost souls, his two nigger gutter sluts, together for fun and games. He pondered just how to do it and decided to hold a “Nigger Slut Carnival”, a virtual jubilee of jigaboo depravity at another big Saturday barbecue.

	He discussed it with Pete and they both got more excited the more they talked about it. They were having beers and Roy, at once point, got a pad and pencil to write it all down. They came up with a bunch of “events”. They decided on a “Jerk-Off” competition – the winner was the one who came fastest. Then, the obvious...a “Cat-Fight”...a girl wrestling match. Pete came up with the “Make the Other Slut Cum Round” to add some spice to the fight – the loser would be the one who came first. 

	“How about a “Pissing Contest”,” suggested Pete?

	“How’d that work,” asked Roy?

	“Well, first we tie ‘em together in the “69” position. They struggle see...rollin’ all around...The winner is the one who pisses on the other.”

	“Oh, man, I like that. That’s real disgusting,” Roy said enthusiastically.

	“And for the grand finale, we do a dog breeding. We let everyone vote who did the best job of takin’ on Angus or Riley’s dick,” drawled Roy.

	“Yeah!”

	“And the losers get stung up and whipped! Or put on the Mexican Donkey!

	“Yeah!”

	And so, Roy called his slaves and told them to report “for duty” the Saturday after next. Both knew roughly what that meant, but neither had any idea it would be the “Nigger Slut Carnival”. Nor did they had any inkling they would finally be exposed to each other and put into grossly humiliating and degrading competitions for the amusement and entertainment of Roy and his guests. So, Roy got to work...

	He told Lloyd about it and then they both called their friends. This time the party was “for men only”. When Lloyd told Ryan, he mentioned it to Madison, who said she wouldn’t want to go anyway.

	“How come, Mad,” asked Ryan? “You and Miko too good for us rednecks,” he asked?

	“We got the lay of the land on the last trip,” she said, grinning.

	In truth, she and Miko didn’t much like Lloyd’s dad or his friends, but the dog breeding...well...they both found that “interesting”. They had their own games they liked to play with Michelle at the sorority. Much more their style than hanging around scarfing up barbecue with “peckerwoods”.

	Early Monday morning, Roy invited Cooter and Sam but also reached out to his pig hunting buddies, “Bubba” Baxter, Bill Clough and Morgan Hubbard. So, come party time it would be eleven white rednecks. And then Lloyd got the bright idea to have Brian join the party. He got permission from his dad to invite the boy...

	Roy had been busy some nights building a new device which he called, “the double decker”. It consisted of two benches - one on top of the other. He planned to use it at the barbecue. He picked up some tri-tip steaks, a whole mess of St. Louis style pork ribs and pork shoulder for those who loved “pulled pork” as well as potato salad, coleslaw and beans. He planned on an event that would last the whole day. 

	Knowing his pals were all forty or more, Roy told them to bring some Viagra®. Actually, he bought some online and planned on putting some in a bowl for use by his guests. His idea of being the complete host. In a way, he knew he’d fallen into a good thing with the two black women, but he knew it couldn’t last forever...no good thing ever did. So, he planned to enjoy it to the fullest.

	In fact, the thought warmed him so much, he decided to go over to the Hospital and pay a visit to Michelle. She was shocked to hear from her assistant that Roy Bennett was there to see her. She came out of her office and open-mouthed just stared at him.

	“I was just in the area and thought I’d stop by,” he said smiling. “I have something I’d like to talk to you about.”

	She had no choice but to admit him to her office. He closed the door behind them. What he wanted was a blow job, and Michelle, shocked and horrified, tried to resist. She protested that someone might walk in on them. Roy grinned at that. He had already locked the door.

	“Tell your assistant, you’ll be “in conference” for the next 30 minutes.”

	Ashamed and mortified, she had to get on her knees as he stood, dropped his trousers and shorts. Out sprang his big dick, hard and demanding. He made her make love to it, but he wanted an “around-the-world” and that meant she had to kiss his asshole first and then lick his balls before finally kissing, licking and sucking his cock. 

	Michelle gulped, and bent to the task. It was very humiliating to be on her knees in her own office, kissing a white man’s anus. He made her do it slow and sweet too. She had to lave his pucker until it was shiny with her saliva. Give it wet sucking kisses. Then she had to do his balls until his scrotum was wet and glistening. By the time she’d gotten to his dick, it was dripping pre-cum.

	He made her lick it up and then kiss his shaft slowly up and down before being allowed to take the head into her mouth. He kept her sucking until her mouth was frothy with his pre-cum and her spit. She was a mess when he finally unloaded with a grunt and an oath. She felt so violated when he filled her mouth and she had to swallow. When he left, she got herself back together, including fixing her make-up. It had been a lunch break filled with shame...Before he left he told her to be at his house on Saturday morning at 9. 

	“Get yourself fixed up real nice,” he told her.

	Michelle nodded and was so glad when he left. She didn’t make any eye contact with Rashida, her assistant. She wasn’t sure the girl heard any of what went on in her office.

	Akeema had buried herself in her work. After she got home, she huddled there like a hermit. She had stopped going to clubs and her social life had shriveled up. What Roy and his pals had done to her was to shatter her self-image. It was very fragile to start with, but being forced into becoming a “gutter nigger slut” damaged that part of herself that had been trying since childhood to transcend the boundaries of race and gender which hold so many black girls down. Roy called her cell and told her to “report for duty” on Saturday too, but to come at 9:30.  So, the stage was set...

	Michelle dutifully showed up at 9 and Roy had her go into the bathroom to put on her “slut maid” costume; and then help in the kitchen getting everything ready. Roy and Lloyd had already been up early and got the meat on the smoker by 7am. He was drinking coffee and smoking a cigar when Michelle arrived.

	“You ready today for lots of good food, fun and games,” he said smiling?

	She gulped, nodded and said, “yes, Sir.”

	“GOOD! We gotta lotta good ole boys comin’ here today,” he drawled. “I ‘spect you to be on yore best behavior...you understand?”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“Good, now pull your fat tits out of your bra so I can see ‘em. And pull down your panties to your knees, slut,” he commanded her.

	As she stumbled around the kitchen, Lloyd came in and trailing behind him, wearing her own version of the “maid costume”, was Akeema. When mother and daughter’s eyes met, it was an emotional explosion.

	Akeema saw her mother lurching and staggering around, with her “goodies” on display and Michelle saw and realized with mind-numbing clarity that the monstrous thing which had engulfed her had taken her baby girl too. The one thing she would have wanted, at almost any cost to avoid, that Akeema would be entrapped the way she was – this was now staring her in the face and she was devastated.

	“Oh, Mama.”

	“Oh, my baby!”

	Roy stood by just savoring it all. Lloyd too. They were like the two cats who’d gotten the cream. As mother and daughter embraced and sobbed, Roy knew this was going to be a very special day indeed!

	“Michelle pull up yore panties and stuff your fat tits back in your bra. The two of you... get that ice broke up and in the ice chests,” he said. “We got guests comin’ over. They’ll be dry and wantin’ a cold one.”

	He had to break them up. This was a mother-daughter reunion, but of the most depraved and sad kind; and the two women would have gladly gone off to a corner to weep and commiserate, but Roy had other plans for them.

	At 10, the guests started showing up. Pete walked in with ole Cooter and lean, wiry Sam. Ryan arrived next and soon thereafter, grizzled hunting buddy, Bill Clough, drove up in a big, black Dodge truck, kicking up a cloud of dust. Then Dwight and Harold arrived together in Dwight’s beater. Harold was walking these days as his compact was out of commission. “Bubba” Baxter, tall, strapping and red-faced, came in a Ford pick-up and Morgan Hubbard, with his big handle-bar moustache`, drove up in a Toyota Tundra. At 10:30, Brian arrived...

	Soon, Roy was out on the patio, drinking, tending the smoker and regaling Morgan, “Bubba” and Bill about the “fine work” the two nigger sluts had been doing. The two black women, dressed like maids from FETISH HELL, were working the party getting and refreshing drinks and keeping the bowls of chips and nuts refilled.

	Pete showed how to treat them. He patted and rubbed Michelle and Akeema’s big bubble butts to show the newcomers what the party was all about. Brian’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head when he spotted his sister wearing her maid’s outfit. He tried to make eye contact with her, but she was too ashamed and avoided his gaze like the plague.

	For the two black women, it was hell as they were now exposed to each other and Brian. Akeema, on some level, had been expecting it. She had cooperated to make sure her mother would not be compromised. Michelle, on the other hand, was devastated. She was overwhelmed at what she’d been reduced to...but she would have never, in a million years, have imagined that Akeema would become a sex slave too. Reading her mind, Roy sidled up to her as she was shoveling bottles of beer into the ice chests.

	“She was so easy, Michelle. Easier than you. She came along like a lamb. She said she was doing it to protect you, but the truth is that she’s a bigger slut than you are. You’re gonna have to go some to keep up with her.”

	The 40 year old black mother stood there stunned. It was a revelation to see that her beautiful baby daughter had been blackmailed and enslaved too. Now, Roy was adding another element: competition. As if the older black woman needed to be put into competition with her younger, attractive daughter. But Roy was a bit of an evil genius and he knew this could work to his advantage.

	And Lloyd was a bit of a genius too. By inviting Brian the entertainment levels could be ratcheted up to an even higher level. The boy, who’d already been seduced into fucking his mother, would now see her and his half-sister in action with a whole gang of men. And that number would probably include him, if things went they way they might.

	As the two women kept bumping into each other as they waited on the guests, Michelle kept trying to say how “sorry” she was. But Roy glared at her as if to say, ‘keep your mind on your job, nigger’. And to drive the point home, he zeroed in on her when she was trying to talk to Akeema.

	“Come here, bitch,” is all he said.

	Michelle sheepishly walked over.

	“Pull your tits out, stupid. You know the rest of the drill,” he said to her.

	Michelle knew exactly what to do. When her tits were exposed, he slapped them this way and that, making a sound that caught everyone’s attention. Michelle grunted and moaned prettily and after her “correction” she was lurching and wobbling around the patio and yard with her panties hobbling her around her ankles. The guys, the old guard: Pete, Cooter, Sam, Ryan, Dwight and Harold, slapped her on the ass or gave her a smack across her nipples every time she stumbled. Akeema looked on aghast as her mother was humiliated.  Roy stood by smirking. 

	Brian had already put it in his mind that his mother, darker and therefore different than him, was perhaps just a “nigger” after all. Some part of him, resentful as so often teenaged boys are about being restricted or held back by a parent, thought she was getting what she deserved. And another part of him was shamefully, powerfully aroused by watching how she was being used.

	And another part of him was protective of her and hated what was being done to her. It was a hugely powerful emotional cocktail that was more intoxicating than any he’d experienced before. He was also amazed that his half-sister was there and part of the show.

	Then Roy and Lloyd announced the first “contest”: “We got us two of the stupidest, sluttiest nigger bitches in the county. Maybe the whole state. Now, I thought it’d be a good idea if we get these two NEGRO LADIES...”

	He got a laugh from the good ole boys with that term...

	“...competin’ with each other. Now, not competitions like white folks have, of course. But somethin’ they can handle.”

	He and his son got the two women on their knees on the grass. After he and Pete had made the first list, Roy added the “Stupid Nigger Competition”. The idea was that he would have the two women read from Lloyd’s school primers. And they had to do it in a humiliating “darkie” dialect. The one who didn’t do it just right would be punished.The new men were enthralled when Roy pulled down Akeema’s top and bra to display her heavy, firm tits and obscene, jutting nipples for punishment.

	“Ahs don’t have duh key Miz Lizabeth...”

	“See Jim run, see Jim’s dawg Fido run. Run Fido RUN...” 

	The stuff was just awful, but if they didn’t lard their speech with the “proper” Negro inflections, they got a slap on the face or a hard one across their nipples. It was a “tutorial”. And if the little jungle bunnies weren’t smart enough to read properly, they were “corrected” when they messed up; and there were plenty of good ole boys ready and willing to show them the way...

	Both women tried hard, but in the end when Roy held his hand over each of their heads, the applause for Michelle was louder and Akeema was judged the “loser”. There was a penalty.

	“I got me a bottle of the hottest chili oil, boys. I got it from this ole Vietnamese cook downtown. I know just where some of it should go... Now Akeema here has shown she’s not too fuckin’ bright, so she’s got to pay. Now, Morgan, you, Bubba and Bill bring the stupid slut over here,” he said pointing to a bench.

	They drug poor Akeema over and at Roy’s urging, they stripped her of her maid costume. Now they could see her in all her glory and she was spectacular: long lissome legs, big bubble butt, full, big tits with gorgeous nipples. They pushed her this way and that, having sport with her.

	She kept mumbling and pleading, and poor Michelle had to watch as she was abused. They got her down on the bench on her belly and Morgan, with Pete coaching and helping, spread her ample ass cheeks exposing her most private hole.

	Roy came over with the bottle of chili oil and hospital swabs. The long wooden kind with a generous cotton swab on the end. He handed a swab to Morgan, who turned to the crowd and twirled the end of his impressive moustache` in a theatrical gesture. He was a big man with a big gut and a weathered face from a life outdoors. He dipped the swab into the bottle of oil and when it was soaked he took it out and began anointing Akeema’s anus with it. He painted the tight ring of muscle and then worked the tip into her tight hole, making her wince.

	Well, the oil was hot...and when Pete let her cheeks go she jumped up and began hopping around in the most comical way. She held onto her butt cheeks and did the most humiliating “dance”. She tried to rub the oil off, but when she reached behind to touch her asshole, it only made things worse, and she howled and stumbled around making her tits bob and jiggle. Then she just began jumping up and down like a puppet on a string, crying out and babbling. Well, it made all the good ole boys laugh so hard. Cooter began clapping accompanying her antics and soon a couple of others joined in.

	Brian stood off to the side and watched with his eyes bugging out of his head as his stepsister was turned into a marionette! Michelle had her knuckle in her mouth and bit it absentmindedly as she stared at her daughter’s suffering. It was riveting to watch...

	It was near 11:30 when Roy shepherded the two over to the “Beam”. He and Lloyd had rigged up a long wooden beam about three feet off the ground. It was about six feet long and the women were bent forward over the beam, hands secured one side and feet the other with their legs apart. Roy invited everyone who wanted to fuck the two sluts to step up and and have a go...

	Ryan and Dwight didn’t need to be asked twice. Ryan got behind Akeema and Dwight got right in her face. Pete and Sam took up positions in front and behind Michelle. Then the men dropped their jeans and shorts and got busy. Brian was agog. He didn’t know if he should bug out then or continue watching. Here was his mother and his half-sister getting humped and face-fucked...right out in the open.

	Cooter and Bill lined up behind Ryan. They wanted some of the young, hot black girl’s pussy. And Harold stood in line waiting for Sam to finish fucking Michelle. The fun and games continued as Roy instructed both women that he didn’t just want them to open their mouths, but to purse their big, nigger lips like it was a pussy and let each man who wanted his cock sucked to feel that his dick was opening their labia and the hole. They were repeatedly told to “wriggle your big nigger butts” and if they didn’t show enough enthusiasm, someone would smack their butt cheeks hard. They got smacked a lot.

	Semen was soon drooling from each woman’s cunt and their faces were wet with saliva and semen. When both women were too sloppy to fuck, Lloyd bullied Brian into wiping his mother and his sister’s crotches and faces with a pair of Akeema’s panties and shoving it in mama’s mouth. This got Pete and Morgan clapping him on the back and telling him he was a “good ole boy”!

	Michelle groaned when Brian stuffed the soiled panties in her mouth. The day was so full of small humiliations that never seemed to end!

	When they got tired, it was time for more games. Roy announced the “Jerk Off” competition. Both women were put face up on benches right next to each other and told to rub their pussies. The first slut who squirted to prove that she’d cum was the winner. The loser would get a swab soaked in hot chili oil shoved up her ass.

	Mother was more uninhibited and began rubbing her pissflaps and clitoris vigorously. She rubbed up and down and then side to side, starting slow at first, but then as she felt the sensations building in her loins, her fingers flew like she was strumming a guitar. Akeema was tentative at first and had a harder time getting into it. Masturbating in public was newer to her and she was still very self-conscious. 

	So, she was behind momma. The boys all stood around mocking, taunting whoever was slacking off or encouraging the leader. Akeema came in for her fair share of jeers as she didn’t seem to have the will to make herself cum. Cooter and Sam hissed and booed her efforts, calling her names.

	Akeema was overwhelmed and tried to step up her efforts. She even shoved a finger into her hole and this brought hoots and catcalls from some. There were some deeper deposits of sperm from the earlier penetrations and when she shoved her finger in some semen and her juices squirted out. It was pretty erotic, but the boys wanted to see her spurt and her efforts seemed half-hearted.

	“Come on, get into it slut,” they yelled at her.

	Michelle didn’t even have to stick her fingers into her pussy. She adeptly rubbed her pussy fast and hard and was rewarded with a generous leaking of juices and then she squirted some. And as she continued, she began spurting like she was pissing. The boys started applauding and shouting that they had a “winner”.

	Poor Akeema was once again turned over on her belly, her bounteous ass cheeks were parted and this time, Harold got the privilege of anointing her anus with the hot oil. And for a second time, Akeema did a jungle bunny dance as the oil went to work on her already tender and inflamed asshole. 

	“Oh, my ass! OH MY ASS,” she kept mumbling as she pirouetted, twirled and pogoed up and down like a marionette.

	Then it was time for more beer and Roy brought out bottles of peach schnapps and coffee brandy that the boys all liked and knew from so many hunting trips. The four high school seniors were drinking their fill of beer too. Brian stood by drinking a Dr. Pepper®. He accepted some peach brandy added to his can of soda from Morgan, who had taken a liking to the boy.

	“Here you go, son. Whet your whistle,” he said to him as he “sweetened” his soda pop.

	The next fun event was the “Cat Fight”. Roy stood up and announced that it was going to be a best of three rounds match. First off, they would get dressed in what they wore that morning. Lloyd took them inside and the two women emerged dressed in blouses, skirts, panties and bras.

	For this first round, Roy tied them in a real awkward way. He bound Michelle’s right wrist to Akeema’s left ankle; and Akeema’s right wrist to Michelle’s left ankle. Then, he gave them the word to, “rumble”. At the signal, the two women were all over each other, grabbing with their free hand at each other. Grunting and squealing, mother and daughter slapped each other’s faces, grabbed, yanked and pulled each other’s hair. They kicked each other’s legs and tripped each other, scratching and clawing at each other’s faces. Clothes got ripped and tugged askew, down and then off. 

	Growling, snarling, grunting and gasping for breath, mother and daughter wrestled each other to the ground and rolled around, arms and legs flailing, wailing on each other. The fighting escalated as the mutually humiliated women vented all their stress and self-disgust on each other.

	Michelle’s blouse was pulled open and her bra got pulled down so her big brown tits jiggled. Her full, pantied buttocks clenched so that her ass cheeks dimpled from the exertion, as her daughter slowly got the upper hand.

	Akeema’s skirt was up around her hips, her thong barely visible, her blouse up around her bra, brown tits bouncing, as she got on top of her mother, holding her down. Sweat and salivadripped down onto Michelle’s scowling, straining face. This round went to Akeema.

	The next round Roy tied a rope around their ankles and bound them together that way. He announced this time the woman who was pinned and made to cum by the other was the winner. Akeema didn’t want any more of the hot oil smeared on her asshole and she fought like a tigress. She got her mother down quickly. 

	She was quite a bit stronger and of course much younger and leaned across her mother’s body to pull her cotton panties down. She savagely thrust her hand between her mother’s legs and began rubbing her pissflaps and clitoris in a mad parody of the way her mother had done when she won the first competition.

	It was mesmerizing to watch and Brian was as entranced as anyone in the crowd by the spectacle of his half-sister, dominating his mother and forcibly rubbing her to make her cum. Michelle, to her ultimate shame and horror, just sagged. She was exhausted from the struggle and just let herself be manipulated. As Akeema continued, Michelle began to moan and writhe in her grasp and it was becoming obvious that she was approaching an orgasm. It wasn’t long in cumming. 

	As Akeema held two fingers at the 1 o’clock position just over the clitoral hood, and rubbed it rhythmically, Michelle started groaning louder and louder and finally shrieked as her pussy gushed a little. She came and then came again. Akeema, huffing and puffing from her exertions, let out a sigh as she pulled her hand back. She was relieved she’d won the first two rounds and, therefore, took the match.

	This time it was Michelle who was stripped down and stretched out on the bench on her belly as her butt cheeks were spread open to receive a thorough application of the hot oil, delivered by Harold, who had a real fascination with the 40 year old mother. Everyone got to enjoy

	Michelle’s antics when she was released and she didn’t disappoint. She hopped about like a clown and wriggled like a worm on a hook. 

	Then there was some improvisation. Several of the men, Bill, Morgan and Sam among them, wanted to masturbate the two women to see who they could make cum first. Again it was no contest as Michelle responded very quickly to this sort of humiliation and came before her daughter.This event then morphed into a ‘let’s have them hump our legs like dogs to see who can cum first’ happening.

	The sheer humiliation of humping Dwight’s calf got to Akeema and she actually came before her mom. Michelle hadn’t gotten her second wind and had cum a lot already, so Akeema had the advantage. After this, they were both taken to the “Beam” again for some fucking.

	This time, Brian was encouraged to join in the fun. He finally gave in and took a turn fucking his half-sister. He had been on the boil all morning and his balls were aching. He was overwhelmed by the sight and sounds of his half-sister as she was put through her paces. It didn’t take much back-slapping encouragement for him to drop his drawers, and as his mother looked over her shoulder to stare openmouthed, he worked his circumcised prick into his sister’s tight, hot womanhood. He rutted awhile, but he was so worked up that he ejaculated before he knew it.

	Akeema had not cum earlier on the “Beam” but when Roy got hisbig dick in her pussy and Ryan got his cock in her mouth, she came spectacularly. She writhed, twitched and groaned so loud as Roy reamed her, that there could be no doubt she was “fuck happy”. The men kept both women on the bar for nearly an hour. 

	By this time, the meat, which had been on the grill for more than seven hours was ready and Roy had the women get themselves cleaned up some, freshen their make-up and put on their maid’s aprons and heels. Their job was to set the table, bring out the side dishes and get everyone fresh drinks. The men then sat down to eat and drink for the next hour waited on by their two Negro maids.Even Brian was famished now that he had dipped his wick in his half-sister’s hot pussy. 

	There would be time for more fun and games after the meal. Periodically, Roy would make the two drink a big glass of water and then as he was finished eating, he made them both chug down a beer.After two plates of ‘cue’, Roy lit a cigar and announced the next event. He called it the “Pissing Contest”. 

	When Michelle heard what he was describing, she shuddered. It was very degrading. Basically, it involved having them tied together and the winner was the first woman who pissed on her hapless opponent. Now she knew why he was having them drink so much. She did feel like she had to pee, and knew there was no escaping the next degrading game.

	Both women had to take off their aprons and shoes, lie down on each other with their faces up against the other’s crotch and let Lloyd and Ryan tie their wrists to each other’s ankles. Then Roy gave the command and they began rolling around and struggling. The winner was going to be the one who could control her bodily functions, despite the scuffling and the tussling, and let her urine flow. It was going to take some mental focus...

	First Akeema was on top and then Michelle and then they rolled around for awhile. It started to dawn on the men that the winner was going to be the one who didn’t get fatigued. If you ran out of gas, your opponent would get on top, concentrate on pissing and win the contest. Again, Akeema was younger and stronger and seemed to get the best of the brawling. And in the end, it was Michelle’s deeper seated need to be humiliated, as much as Akeema’s superior stamina, that determined the outcome. 

	Akeema got on top and the air just seemed to go out of Michelle, like a tire with a flat. She sagged and Akeema focused on pissing and soon, her stream started and since she was on top and spread her legs as she pissed, it hit Michelle right in the face. The poor woman was soon drenched with her daughter’s hot, smelly piss. Akeema had a very full bladder; so it was very humiliating and once again, Michelle had to endure another application of the hot oil.

	Only this time, Roy did it himself. He had her stretched out on her back on the bench and told Cooter and Bubba to ‘hold her tight, boys’. He used the swab and worked it up under the hood of her clitoris and thoroughly painted the pink bulb. Then, he daubed it all around her urethra before he worked the tip into her peehole. Her reaction was not to be believed. Despite being held down, her whole body arched into a bow and she began screaming as the hot oil went to work on the most sensitive mucous membranes in her body. 

	She thrashed about like a trapped eel as Cooter and Bubba Baxter struggled to hold onto her. When they let her go, she grabbed her pussy with both hands and just ran in circles. She begged Roy to be allowed to sit in the ice chest holding the beer and he shook his head ‘no’.

	“Dumb bitch wants to mess up our clean beer bottles,” he laughed.

	It was pathetic and heartbreaking to see as she stumbled and lurched around for ten minutes until the searing oil slowly wore off. She eventually wound up on her back on the grass humping her hips up and down to try and lessen the burning sensations and talking to herself. Since she lost she was put on the bottom of the “Double-Decker”.

	This bench was designed solely to humiliate the person on the bottom. It was a double bench like two coffee tables one above the other but staggered. Michelle was strapped down on the lower one and Akeema was bound on the top bench but facing the opposite direction. Michelleended up with her daughter’s crotch about six inches above her face. Roy positioned himself between Akeema’s legs so his cock and balls were right over mama’s face. Michelle could see, right in front of her eyes, Roy’s cock enter her daughter’s vagina. 

	Strapped down, she was forced to watch the action close-up. Roy took his time, but he knew from his earlier fuck that he could make Akeema cum. And he did get her to climax. Michelle was forced to see everything close up. She saw Roy’s cock pushing its way into her baby girl and her sex lips opening around it. 

	Mama got to see her daughter’s orgasm in 3-D! And when Roy ejaculated a nice big load, with a grunt, into Akeema, as he pulled out Michelle had to deal with his cum dripping down from Akeema’s vagina.Roy made her crane her head forward and lick her daughter’s “cream pie” as a half dozen of the good ole boys crowded around to watch. As the semen drooled down to land on Michelle’s lips or in her mouth, a lot of “ooohs” and “ahhs” could be heard. Roy wasn’t content until Michelle got her mouth right on her daughter’s pussy and licked and lapped it clean.

	And then a line formed again to get some of Akeema’s hot pussy. Michelle had to lick and lap up each messy load from her daughter’s pussy. And Roy wasn’t satisfied until Michelle had licked her daughter’s cunt until it was clean and shiny each time. And in the process, Michelle finally made Akeema cum. It was a very intense moment for both women.

	After this, the boys had another round of drinks. Then Roy had the women serve dessert and coffee. It was something to see: pie and coffee served by two buxom, naked, black women. The fact that they were mother and daughter was just the best! And then Roy announced it was time for a blowjob contest. The four school boys, and the surprise was that Brian joined in, were going lined up to get blowjobs from the two women. 

	After each boy had cum either mama or baby daughter’s mouth, Roy made the women share a “snowball”. They had to swap the semen in a hot, gooey, French kiss and then swallow. As both women were thoroughly degraded by this, it was a new low. But Michelle was overwhelmed by a welter of emotions. The shame most of all, but she also felt affection and love. It was inevitable that she found herself expressing her feelings as she and Akeema kissed. 

	It was a very hot, passionate kiss. Several of the good ole boys whistled and clapped as they shared a kiss. And when Brian came in Akeema’s mouth and she had to share his load with mama, Michelle felt she had reached a new low point. Roy made sure she shared the load with Akeema. Another hot, wet gooey kiss. Both women found themselves hugging and this was another embarrassment.

	After it was over, mother and daughter were left to themselves. They just hugged and comforted each other; lying there on the ground as some of the men drifted off to play darts and others were drinking and smoking cigars. The five teens also drifted off; so it was just Akeema and Michelle. Mother and daughter hugged and kissed again. Michelle gently kissed her baby girl on the lips; and she realized that whatever else separated them, they were united by their masochism and their sex addictions. It was an agonizing, loving, insightful and intense moment...

	But the best was saved for last, of course. After 6pm, Roy and Lloyd brought out his prize stud dog, Angus. Michelle cringed and knew what was coming, but Akeema was dumbstruck. Michelle leaned over and whispered to her. Akeema’s eyes flew open in disbelief. She shook her head and said, ‘no-no-no’. Her mother put her hand on her shoulder and tried to reassure her, but Akeema, in her wildest imaginings, could not have envisioned her mother being made to have sex with a dog. NO WAY!

	Roy had Michelle lie down on a bench and Lloyd drizzled some honey on her pussy. Roy lead Angus over to Michelle’s spread legs and to her crotch. Angus sniffed and nuzzled Michelle’s hot pussy and smelling the honey and the semen began to lick her. As Akeema and everyone else watched, including Brian, Michelle went from mumbling protests to whimpering and then moaning as the dog’s tongue had its way with her.

	She had cum like crazy when Roy let Angus lick her pussy that first time. This was no different. The dog licked every fold and crevice and wormed its tongue into her hole. As Akeema and Brian watched entranced, Michelle tensed up, cried out and came! The good ole boys lost no time in mocking her.

	“Dog made the nigger cum. Un-fucking believable,” said Bubba Baxter, wiping his brow.

	Roy then got her on her knees to play with Angus’s penile sheath, encouraging the dog to let its cock “drop”. Akeema, stood by watching as her mother fondled her dog’s sheath and with the tip of her finger, got the pink tip to emerge.

	“Tell the boys what you are, slut,” Roy said to her.

	Michelle looked up and wasn’t sure, but then Roy mouthed the words silently for her, she gulped embarrassed. She knew what he wanted.

	“I...I’m a dirty,nigger dog slut,” she said softly.

	“Say it louder, slut.”

	“I’M A DIRTY, NIGGER DOG SLUT.”

	Michelle didn’t look at Akeema, but Akeema couldn’t take her eyes off her mother as she played with the dog’s dick after this statement. Angus’s cock began to emerge and Roy got Michelle on her back under the dog’s haunches. He told her what to do, and Michelle did it. She used the tip of her tongue to tease the tip and it soon began leaking. As it did Michelle had to lap up the canine fuck slime. Soon the dog’s full shaft had dropped, and Michelle got her hands up around the base to encourage the “knot” to appear.

	Akeema had her knuckle in her mouth and soon brought her other hand up to splay her fingers over her eyes. She couldn’t bear to look as her mother gave the dog oral. The boys had all crowded around and stared as Michelle seemed to know just what to do to make the dog’s dick spurt. Roy got her on her feet and made mother and daughter kiss to share the dog’s pre-cum.

	Roy pointed and told Akeema to ‘get your ass on the bench’.

	Akeema cringed and just stood there. But, Roy had his ways and when Akeema just plain refused, he laughed and told everyone this was going to be a “double treat”. Michelle had already proven herself a “dog slut” when she was mated six weeks earlier. Now, he would make Akeema take a dog’s dick too and since she was saying ‘no’, he had some fun persuasion in mind for her.

	The boys, Dwight, Harold and Ryan, had already gone into the garage to fetch the Mexican Donkey. As they hauled it out, Roy explained to the new men how it worked. Then they sat poor Akeema on it. Bound so she couldn’t get off, she soon found her calves tiring and sat down and then got up when the sharp edge began to hurt her tender girl parts. And then, she had to sit down again. 

	But this didn’t last long and she got up; and then down and up again. Soon, she was bobbing up and down like she was galloping on a horse. It made everyone laugh and clap and Akeema cry. It was erotic to see a woman tortured on the Donkey especially since bouncing up and down on it made a woman’s tits flop and bob so prettily.

	But Akeema didn’t last that long and soon begged for relief. Roy told her that he would take her off the infernal device, but she had to obey his every command. Sobbing, in a halting voice, she told him she would be a “good girl”. He had Dwight and Harold take her off the sharp edge.

	Angus got a bit unruly that night and Roy and Lloyd had some trouble getting him settled down, but in the end it was quite a show. He let the dog lick Akeema’s pussy and they had to hold her down. Simply disgusted at first, the dog’s big, pink tongue soon had her pussy drooling. And it didn’t take long for Angus to make her cum. Then she was made to get under his haunches and kiss and lick the tip of its dick too.

	In, the end, both women had to get on all fours and take Angus’s big doggy dick. First Akeema and then Michelle. Akeema had to be held by Dwight, Cooter and Bill to take the “knot” but in the end, howling she got the softball-sized knob in her tight pussy. Brian had his hand in his pants playing with himself as he watched his stepsister take the knot. 

	Then Michelle was “mated” to Angus. The dog fucked the shit out of her too. But when Angus was done, Lloyd led him to the kennel and returned leading Riley on a leash. The younger dog seemed like a ball of energy, aroused by the odor of sex; and for the next hour the two women sucked the younger dog’s dick and took its big, purple cock in their pussies. 

	Roy, after they had both taken a load, made them lick each other’s creampies. It was really disgusting as both women were packed with doggy semen. First, he had them get down on the grass and perform oral sex on each other, a “69”. Then, afterwards, they had to share a French kiss. Mother and daughter, at this point, were soul mates, united in the acceptance of their masochism and degradation. Each seemed to welcome the opportunity to kiss the other linked and connected by the dogs’ semen. When Riley was done, Lloyd led him off and some of the men got the two black women bent over the beam again for one last round. Brian, crazed with lust, fucked his stepsister again. He couldn’t help himself and after he’d fucked her pussy, he worked his prick into her ass to drop his load there...

	In the end, Michelle and Akeema proved themselves pain, humiliation and degradation sluts, withshame and disgust with themselves ongoing and excruciating. Resisting andstruggling but failing each time. Appalled and enthralled, they fell further and further down in their own and each others’ eyes. Never getting over the embarrassment and shame of it all, yet hopelessly, helplessly aroused by their humiliation and degradation. They had reached bottom that day...

	Chapter 18

	The Intervention

	It was against this whole sordid situation that Michelle’s ex-husband stepped in to intervene.As Michelle and Akeema’s life spun out of control, it was Karen, Michelle’s best friend who got the ball rolling on an “intervention”. She tried to talk to Michelle, but she was too ashamed and in denial. But Karen wasa very assertive, take charge kind of person, like so many short people.

	She was the opposite, in many ways, of Michelle. She was pretty and petite, very young looking for her age, perky, in her thirties but looked like she was younger with dark brown hair, cut short (kind of a layered pixie look), green eyes, always smiling, with a trim little body, B-cup breasts and a cute butt. She was much more outgoing and talkative than Michelle. Alternately chatty, funny, sarcastic, quick-witted and quick-tongued, she tried to get her friend to open up, but Michelle resisted.

	It was when Michelle began wearing the blonde wigs that she felt compelled to act. She needed an ally and reached out to Michelle’s ex-husband,John Darbin Moore to intervene with Michelle for her “own good”.

	“I see. When did this all start,” he asked when Karen called him. “I’ll look into it, Karen. Thanks for the call...”

	A no-nonsense kind of guy, Moore was high-powered corporate lawyer, with clients that included the Hospital employing Michelle and Karen. Twenty years older than Michelle, he had been very attracted to her but found that after his whirlwind courtship of her that she was cold sexually. After five years, during which time he had several affairs, they divorced. A workaholic who was not fully engaged as either a husband or a father before the divorce, Moore remained a relatively distant and aloof presence in his son’s, Brian’s, life.

	Lingering guilt over his lack of engagement with his son led to erratic, brief binges of awkward over-involvement and lavish gifts, which had, at times, become a point of contention between John and his new wife, Leslie. A former UALR cheerleader, she was his new trophy wife. Some thirty years younger than John, she was notable for her blonde good looks, her vacuous personality and her dislike of blacks.

	John began by making some discreet calls. What he discovered astonished him. Michelle was obviously behaving in ways that were strange to say the least. The secretary of a hospital board member related some anecdotes about Michelle that confirmed Karen’s concerns. So, John put an investigator on the case. This guy, Mitch Dollman, specialized in digging up dirt so a lawyer could structure a defense. He owned John a favor or two and began to burrow into Michelle’s life.

	Dollman had only been working the case a few days when the mother-daughter fight erupted that nearly got Michelle and Akeema arrested. By that time he had alreadydiscovered “the photos”. What started out residing only on Roy’s hard drive and cell phone had morphed into a phenomenon. Lloyd and his posse and all of Roy’s pals had some on their cell phones. And before you knew it, some kids at school had gotten a hold of a few too.  Dollman ferreted out the source and it all led to Roy Bennett. He brought the evidence to John Darbin Moore.

	“Holy mackerel...it’s turned into some sort of sex ring?” he asked flabbergasted.

	“Near as I can figure, John, this cop got something on your ex and turned her out. She’s been performing like a trained animal at his house for him and his pals. And get this...his son and some of his pals were in on it too. And her daughter, Akeema...she’s involved too. Take a look at these,” he said showing John the photos of Akeema in action too.

	“Katie, bar the door! These photos are un-fucking-believable! Holy shit, is this a dog?” Moore asked in amazement.

	“Yup...they’re into bestiality and everything. I’m sorry John to be the one to tell you.That’s as much as I’ve got,” Dollman said, collecting the pictures and putting them back in his briefcase. “Well, there’s something else…some others are involved that I haven’t got any direct evidence on - just what others have have told me. 

	I haven’t approached them yet, because I wanted to talk to you about it first. Two girls at the university, both in the same sorority...both from prominent Little Rock families. One of them, her father is a partner in the city’s biggest law firm, which may work in our favor keepin’ this going from going official and public.” 

	After Dollman described what he’d heard from others about the involvement of Madison and Miko, John said held his hand up and, in a weary and distracted voice, said, “OK, Mitch. I think I know what I need to know.I want to think about it though. And, I’ll probably need you to approach this cop at some point. I’ll let you know.”

	“No problem. Let me know,” Dollman said.

	After he left John pondered the mess. He still liked Michelle and was shocked and astonished by these revelations. And he wanted to protect Brian from the fallout. This was his primary motivation. First he called Miko’s father, who he knew well as a professional colleague, though, in different law firms, not really as a friend.

	They had a cautious, circuitous conversation that nevertheless established a provisional, mutual interest in protecting each other’s daughters. Later, he called Dollman and told him to buttonhole Roy Bennett. If he was the source it was time to pull the plug on his extracurricular activities.

	Dollman did just that. He accosted Roy outside the station just as he was going in. He showed him the photos and told him that he represented someone who wanted to protect the Jeffers family. If Bennett collected all the pictures and turned them over to him, then he wouldn’t bring them to the attention of the Commissioner (who was a golfing buddy of John Darbin Moore’s) and Roy could keep his job and his pension. 

	Roy got the picture right away; since he knew Dollman was a former cop with an unimpeachable reputation as a tough guy with major connections to the city’s elite. Dollman told him that important people had a vested personal interest in having Roy and everyone else involved in the vile, sordid activities ‘cease and desist’, and eliminating any evidence that might exist.

	It was all “yes, sir” and “no, sir” as Dollman read him the riot act and gave him his marching orders. Roy went about like a demon - cornered his son and his son’s friends to get their pictures. Then he went to his cop pals and hunting buddies as well as Darlene and Kelly. So, in the end when he met with Dollman, he had everything he could get his hands on. He had warned everyone that the “jig” was up and that they all needed to lay low. Meeting with Dollman at a donut shop, he contritely handed him the package.

	“Is this everything,” Dollman asked gruffly?

	“Yes, sir it is,” Roy answered sweating.

	“Because if any of this garbage surfaces, you’re in a world of shit, Bennett. You know that, right?”

	“I understand...And thanks,” Bennett said sweating.

	Roy realized he had ducked a bullet. He was glad that whoever was behind Dollman was willing to let sleeping dogs lie. If not, his career would have been over. Dollman, for his part, was disgusted by the sergeant. To have involved kids in that sort of filth was unforgivable in his mind. He finished his coffee and reported back to John Moore.

	“Is this everything,” Moore asked as Dollman handed him several manila envelopes full of pictures and discs.

	“Yeah.”

	“Did you tell him what the consequences would be...”

	“Oh, yeah. I don’t think we’ll have any problem with that redneck dirt bag.”

	Now it was up to John what he was going to do about Michelle. The more he thought about it the more steamed he got. Some of his feelings were connected to his disappointment over their sex life when they were married. He never felt he understood her. She was a closed book that he was never able to decipher. But now, in a way, the pictures told a story. And the more he thought about it, the more it bugged him. The rough outlines of a plan began to form in his mind.

	He would go see her. And give her the word that he knew what she’d been doing and how disappointed and disgusted he was. And how upset it made him to think that Brian might find out about it. (Little did he know that not only did Brian know...he had fucked his mother too!)

	This is how it started anyway. John’s plan. As he mulled it over in his mind, he found his thoughts going in another direction. What if Michelle wasn’t able to control herself. The pictures painted a picture of an addict, in his mind. Someone unable to control their basest instincts. He began to think that he had to “protect” Michelle. And twisted up in his desire to protect her was the desire to punish her.

	And so, as the weeks went by, he began to brood. Meanwhile, Michelle soon realized that the party (or the nightmare, as she liked to call it, was over). She talked to Akeema, who by this time had given up her apartment in Chenal Valley and came home to live with her mother and half-brother. Michelle told her daughter that she thought that something had blown up because no one was calling them.

	“Mama, I hope no one has seen the pictures,” Akeema said nervously.

	Michelle bit her lip and wondered what was up. As the weeks dragged on she concluded that something had fallen through. She was glad in one respect and somehow felt empty in another. She got some new wigs in a “natural” style and color and let her hair grow out. When it did, she ditched the wigs and was now wearing her hair natural, not straightened.

	She began to breathe easier and then she got a call from John. He wanted to talk to her and she agreed to meet him for a drink. They met at his club in the Quapaw Quarter. He was already seated when she arrived. She was nervous and ordered only a club soda. They chatted for a few minutes and then John reached over and brought out a manila envelope.

	“Take a look at these.”

	As soon as she reached inside and grabbed the first one, she gasped. 

	“OH, God, John...”

	He cleared his throat and said, “I don’t have to tell you how disappointed I am with you. And how disturbed I am that these could have been seen by Brian.”

	“I...I...I don’t know what to say. I don’t have anything to say...”

	“You must be sick,” he said to her with spite in his voice.

	“I’m so ashamed...”

	“You should be. What in the name of heaven would have ever pushed you to do these things?”

	“I...I...”

	“From what I can tell...you were blackmailed somehow...”

	“Y...yes.”

	“Well that won’t be a problem now...”

	“I...I’m grateful for that...”

	They sat silently at that point. John sipped at his martini. His brow furrowed.

	And then he spoke: “I got involved to protect Brian. So, you’re off the hook. The way you were headed, you were gonna lose your job and end up in jail… prison...you know that?”

	“Y...yes. I’m grateful John...I really am.”

	“You should be. But answer me this: Is this you? The woman in these pictures...is this really you? Was there some part of you that wallowed in this filth and liked it?”

	“I...I’d like to say no...but...I don’t know myself. I’d be lying if I said...”

	“So, it’s as I guessed. You became an addict...huh?”

	“I...I guess so...”

	Michelle put her head in her hands and this point to conceal her tears. She was so ashamed. It was as if she was confessing to “Daddy”.

	“You couldn’t control yourself, could you,” John went on?

	Michelle just sobbed quietly. John summarized it for her at the end: he had confiscated all the pictures and put Roy Bennett in his place. Neither he nor anyone else involved would bother her or her daughter again. Michelle thanked him profusely, sniffling, tears still streaming down her face.

	“I haven’t decided yet what to do with you and Akeema over the long term,” John stated, staring sternly in her eyes, firmly holding her chin between his thumb and forefinger. 

	“However, Brian will be moving into my house, and, starting today and until I decide otherwise, you and Akeema will be under Karen’s supervision at home, as well as her supervision of you at work. She was the one who alerted me to disturbing things going on with you, though she wasn’t aware of all that was happening, thank God. 

	However, that can change—how much, and what, Karen knows—if I hear from her that you are not fully cooperating with her supervision of you at home and at work. For now, she has graciously and generously agreed to supervise you closely at work, drive you to and from work daily, and actually move in with you. Depending on how things work out, and Karen’s wishes—and I emphasize her wishes alone, and not yours—I have assured her that we may transfer the mortgage on the house to her, with financial compensation from you to meet payments. 

	Additionally, through some discreet conversations and informal agreements with Hospital Board members, as Karen already knows and has agreed to, I have developed a plan to transfer job activities, responsibilities, and authority, informally immediately and more formally later,from you to Karen, with appropriate pay adjustments, and eventual mutual changes of formal job titles, but all done gradually and less conspicuously and disruptively than might otherwise have occurred….”

	“B-B-But…” Michelle blurted out, stunned and flabbergasted.

	“Hush,” John said calmly and firmly, reaching out to squeeze her cheeks, like a parent to a child. “You have no say in any of this. None whatsoever. You will behave yourself and do what you are told, by Karen and by me, and, whenever Karen or I are not available or indisposed, by Leslie.”

	Leslie! Michelle abhorred and bridled at the thought of being under Leslie’s authority. Like Karen, Leslie was a decade younger than Michelle. However, at least Karen was a friend—Michelle’s closest friend, at least until this—and Michelle respected Karen, personally and professionally. Leslie was a superficial, classless, lazy, gold-digging airhead as far as Michelle was concerned. 

	The fact that her ex-husband had married her was bad enough. But being put under her authority? Though it was difficult anticipating which would be more humiliating—being under the supervision of Leslie, her ex-husband’s wife whom she loathed and despised, or Karen, her best friend who’d been under her supervision at work—there was no question following orders from Leslie would be infuriating.

	While Michelle was brooding about the major changes being made in her work life and home life, without consulting her at all, John also explained that he would be supervising Akeema during work hours at his office. He said that Akeema would leave her position at the homeless shelter and begin interning at his law firm in two weeks. 

	He noted Akeema’s erstwhile interest in possibly going to law school, and he was taking that into account. However, she would begin by providing simple clerical assistance at the firm, and he would decide whether he thought it would be worthwhile for her to go to law school, or whether she may be better suited for something else.

	When the meeting was over, she was relieved, yet also humiliated, frustrated and filled with anxiety and dread. She felt as if a big weight had been taken off her shoulders. But she also felt demeaned and diminished in status. Of course not nearly as humiliated and degraded as she’d been before. She was protected from that now, though obviously she would not have the respect of those who would protect and now supervise her as if she were a child. 

	A part of her felt resentful about that. Yet, another part of her felt relieved about that too, felt she deserved it, and, as noticed by the shameful twinge and dampness between her legs, was aroused by it too. She told Akeema about it as soon as she got home.

	“Mama, so they’re not gonna bother us anymore,” Akeema asked plaintively?

	“Yes, baby,” Michelle said reaching out to hug her.

	But John Darbin Moore had more to deal with, as he had gone through several stages since his discovery of Michelle’s dark journey. He first felt astonishment, then revulsion and anger. As time went by he began to feel lust. He was angry that Michelle had perverted herself with a bunch of rednecks. Performing sexually with them in ways she had never seen fit to engage in with him, he felt insulted. And she had given him the rationalization he needed for what was brewing in his mind: she had admitted she was a “sex addict”. 

	And, he knew thatshe was deeply conflicted about her race. She was a public avowed liberal who grew and prospered in the “affirmative action” era. And yet, her psyche was terribly twisted when it came to race and sex. The very fact that Bennett, the cop, had been able to tap into these conflicted feelings allowed him to see how Michelle had been “trapped”; and how she responded to abusive treatment.

	In a way, Michelle had always been drawn to abusive white men. Her ex-husband was somewhat boorish and not particularly sensitive to racial issues. Power and money were his focus and while he wasn’t physically abusive, he was emotionally cruel to Michelle.

	John began to rationalize that he needed to protect her from herself and from any further, or even worse, abuse.And, of course, he would need to do the same for his former stepdaughter, Akeema too. This part was somewhat complicated by the fact that when he and Michelle were married, he’d always found Akeema hot and often tried to sneak a peak at her when she was dressing or showering.

	Now, he had to “save” them both. It was obvious to him that they were apparently helpless and hopeless when it came to abusive sex. This is some of what was percolating in John Darbin Moore’s mind at that point.And what began ostensibly as an effort on his part to help the two women degenerated into exploitation. Because every time he looked at those pictures, he got aroused. They seduced him.

	He summoned them and lectured them on their sins and then he sprang his own plan on them. Since they had shown that they were incapable of controlling themselves and were vulnerable to exploitation, which he had personally saved them from, he was entitled to avail himself of their services as payment.

	“My God, John, what do you want us to do,” Michelle asked nervously?

	“I think that you and Akeema should put in some time at my house,” he said pausing for effect, “as maids!”

	“OH MY GOD,” was all Michelle said. 

	Akeema looked stricken. The two women protested and begged, but in the end, John would not be denied. He told Leslie, his very white wife, that his former wife and her illegitimate daughter would be coming over every Saturday to work as “housemaids”. Leslie insecure about John’s first wife, found the opportunity to lord it over her in this situation just perfect. She didn’t like blacks and having her husband’s first wife, an African-American and her daughter working as domestic help was a boon.

	And that’s how it started. John bought maid’s outfits, not quite the perverted costumes Roy Bennett had made them wear, but demeaning enough and insisted they both don them for duty. And so, they had to report at 10am and dust, vacuum, clean and wax until the early afternoon hours. They were fed by the cook at 4pm and then had to be on duty to serve when John and Leslie entertained in the evening. And John had company every Saturday night. It was hugely shaming for Michelle.

	And over time, John and Leslie, like so many of the rich and powerful, began to exploit their help. In this case, it gravitated in a sexual and perverted direction. Leslie was infertile and John had introduced her to the kinkier aspects of sex, including sex toys, porn, and occasionally mate swapping. He showed her the pictures one day of Michelle and Akeema and asked her innocently if she would like to see the two put through “their paces” is how he put it.

	And so, Michelle and Akeema were made to strip, masturbate on command, masturbate each other, get themselves off by rubbing like dogs on Leslie’s leg and eventually licking the white woman’s pussy. It proceeded from there...Soon, John was getting blow jobs from both women and soon he was fucking and sodomizing them in front of his wife. Poor Michelle and Akeema...what started out as an “intervention” on their behalf, degenerated into more exploitation.

	Epilog

	As of this writing, Brian, was driving around in a new BMW his father had bought him. Jonathan, allowed to graduate high school early, was a freshman at Stanford studying genetic engineering. Roy Bennett was being investigated for roughing up a suspect. Ryan Roselle was a star on the freshman squad at Ole Miss. Lloyd Bennett was recuperating from a broken leg suffered when he ran his truck off the road. There was some suspicion of alcohol abuse. Darlene was still fat and pissed... her daughter Kelly was working part-time at a convenience store. 

	Madison graduated UALR and was driving a new BMW too, a present from her proud parents. Miko was a senior and the star cheerleader. And John and Leslie were still having fun with their two housemaids. They kept thinking up new degradations they could subject the two hapless women to – all the while consoling themselves with the notion that they were “helping” them. And poor Michelle and Akeema...they were once again “on the toboggan”!
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	Chapter 1

	The Voyage

	The storm had been fierce and had blown the ship off course. The only girl on board woke and found that the ship was no longer tossing and pitching in the waves. The worst was over andshe might finally go up on deck. Her cramped quartersreeked and needed airing because she and her maidservanthad been seasick. Stressed, she yelled at the older woman to clean the cabin.

	“You are a lazy, old hen,” she said toJunko,her maid, who kept her eyes down and bowed as her mistress chastened her. The older woman’s lidded eyes concealed her dislike and she was glad when her mistress left.It wasn’t easy serving the daughter of the Emperor of Japan. The girl’s name was Ayumi and she was a Princess.  Asshe reached the deck, she looked around. The sky had cleared somewhat and the sea was calm but their was fog to the south. Ayumi was appalled to see so few men at arms posted. ‘Where was her military escort, she wondered’? 

	“General,” she frowned, casting her eyes in the direction of a heavily armed older man standing on the main deck. “General Yamazaki, where are your samurai?”

	“Denka (Your Royal Highness), many of my men are sick from the rough seas because of the storm.”

	“That is no excuse. I am to be protected night and day until you deliver me to Count Yoshida in Okinawa.”

	“Denka, we are on guard constantly, be assured,” General Yamazaki said bowing.

	Ayumi looked out over the horizon. “How far are we off course?”

	“We have lost a day, but we are headed now in the right direction, Denka.”

	“Are there pirates in these waters,” she asked?

	“Yes. There are always pirates on the high seas. We are well-armed, however, Denka, and there is no cause for alarm.”

	“But, what if we were boarded,” she asked?

	“Denka, in the event that such an unlikely thing should occur, we would be prevail, of course. But,I have seen to it that the ship’s carpenter has constructed a hiding place for you and your servant in the hold.”

	“A hiding place? Why would I need a place to hide?”

	“Well, Denka, it is wise to be prepared for any situation. If we should ever be ambushed and overcome, you must be prepared too.”

	“I must be prepared for what,” Ayumi said, her eyes flashing.

	“What I am suggesting is wisdom, Denka. I think it would also be wise ifyou kept this blade,” he said holding our a small tanto knife.

	“General, do you expect my maidservant,Junko, to defend me with a small knife?”

	“No, Denka. It is for you. It would allow you to kill yourself honourably rather than be captured and violated. Pirates have no respect for women and especially thoseof noble blood. If you were captured, you would be given to the crew, passed around and used brutally. If you survived, you would be sold in the slave market in China or Formosa and end up a whore in a brothel.” 

	Ayumi’s hand went to her mouth in shock. She shuddered at the thought and disturbed, she waved the General off with a small fan she was holding in her delicate hand. She, however took the knife and clutched at the eri (collar) of her silk kimono ruminating on her miserable fate. She, the daughter of the Emperor, had beendiscovered by her father to be, secretly, a Christian. This made her a religious outcast.

	The Emperor was devastated and humiliated by this discovery, but at the same time he was unwilling to subject her to the sanctions that Christians in those times faced, so he decided to send his beloved daughter to Okinawa. He had arrangeda marriage to the son of Count Yoshida, widely considered by most to be a moron.To end up the wife of an idiot was not a fate that appealed to the head-strong young girl. This all happened in the year 1633. 

	PrincessAyumi, in that year, was 23. A slim, beautiful girl, she was an aristocrat in every sense of the word. It was her imperious manner and attitude of entitlement that had made marriage for the Princess such a problem.No man was good enough for her, she felt. She had been used to getting her own way and was callous and often severe with her servants, especially Junko, aged 40. The older woman was very submissive in the presence of the high-handed princess, but secretly wished she would receive some comeuppance.

	As Ayumi made her way back to their cabin, she was mulling over, in her mind, what General Yamazaki had said about being “passed around and used brutally”. It made the beautiful young woman nervous. She sat down and ordered Junko to brush her hair. As Junko combed and brushed Ayumi’s silky black locks, she saw that her mistress was distracted.

	“Denka, what troubles you?”

	“General Yamazaki is a dumb fool. My father was foolish to trust him to deliver me to the spawn of Yoshida in Okinawa. Do you know what he told me?”

	Ayumi shared what Yamazaki told her about capture by pirates.

	“And then he gave me this,” she said contemptuously, displaying the knife.

	Junko listened patiently. She had heard the young girl go off on rants before. 

	“So, he said that if pirates capture us, what did he say we can expect,” Junko asked slyly?

	“Oh, I do not know. The man is incompetent. I do not know why my father put him in charge of ferrying me to Okinawa.”

	“I know what we can expect,”Junko said with the smallest smile playing on her plain features.

	And then she made a tunnel with the thumb and fingers of her left hand and moved her right forefinger back and forth inside the tunnel.

	“That is vile, Junko,” Ayumi said as her maid continued the obscene gesture.

	“If you are going to be disgusting, then I will be very angry with you.  Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Denka. Forgive me,” she said. But secretly, she was pleased that she had been able to rile the haughty princess. She took the chance to rub more salt into the wound.

	“It is not painful except the first few times. If the man is experienced it can be a great pleasure. Men are so much bigger and stronger than a woman...”

	“Junko,” Ayumi said threateningly to get her to stop, but her expression and actions betrayed her apprehensiveness.

	“They say,Denka, that such a fate is worse than death.”

	“W…what do you mean,” asked Ayumi fearfully?

	“Rape…Denka. Imagine men are holding you down are on your back with your arms and legs spread-eagled. Now imagine you are completely naked – not a scrap of clothing. Picturethese foreigners. One man has just finished raping you. He is immediately replaced by the next man in line. They take turns all of them.

	That is what the General Yamazaki meant when he said you would be passed around. You would be naked and helpless and every man would rape you. It is possible this would cause you to lose your mind. General Yamazaki is right: if you survived, you would be sold naked in the slave market in Formosa. And, you wouldbe tortured until you submitted to being a whore.”

	Ayumi turned pale and began to tremble.

	“The Generalgave me a knife to use if we are attacked by pirates. He gave me a choice between suicide and rape.”

	“Yes, Denka.”

	“But Junko San, the Church says that suicide is a mortal sin.”

	“Yes, I have heard that is what the Portuguese priests say. I do not believe such things, Denka. And your troubles began with the priests.”

	“I do not believe God would punish me for choosing death before rape, Junko San.”

	The discussion continued. PrincessAyumi had been spoiled and was loathe to accept any decision she did not make herself. They were still below deck when the lookout above began excitedly ringing the alarm bell.

	A young samurai came down and knocked on their door. He told Ayumi that a ship had burst through the fog and was advancing on their ship rapidly. He told her that the General had ordered him to take her and Junko to the hold. A small space surrounded by heavy barrels had been constructed for them below the waterline, which meant it was safe from cannon shot.

	Ayumi was going to say something, but then wisely chose to say nothing and accompany the young samurai. Both she and her maidservant were taken to the “safe space” in the bowels of the ship. They could not see the two-masted Chinese Junk approaching. It was a pirate ship…

	Chapter 2

	Boarded and Captured

	They waited and the sound of cannon told Ayumi that it was pirates. The cannon shots were soon followed by loud yells and the clash of swords as the pirates’ junk came along side and 35 heavily armed men boarded their ship.

	The fighting lasted nearly thirty minutes. The air was rent with screams and the sound of metal on metal. And when these battle sounds died, the sounds of men exploring the ship could be heard. Following this, Ayumi and Junko crouching, heard shouts. Their hiding place was soon discovered. The two women tried to resist as they were pulled out of hiding but they were quickly subdued.

	Their hands were tied behind their backs and two of the biggest, roughest looking men slung them over the shoulders. They were taken up to the main deck, dumped on their backsand and then pulled to their feet. The defeated samurai who were still alive were kneeling and the dead, which included General Yamazaki, were being unceremoniously dumped overboard for the sharks.

	Some of the pirates, seeing the two women, cheered – “Ah, a hen and a chick!”

	The women sat unmolested while the pirates continued to search the ship. But soon, the remaining samurai and crew who were on their knees were callously executed. The Captain, a rough, hairy Portuguese named Fausto, ordered his me to use cutlass and pistol and the survivors were quickly dispatched. Ayumi, forced to witness these brutal executions, was shocked and numb. The Captain thentold his first mate to selecttwenty-five men to crew the larger captive ship.The rest of the crew would headed back with the Captain to the pirate’s ship. Fausto then came over to where Ayumi and Junko were. He looked them over and rubbed his chin appreciatively.

	He spoke to them, first in Portuguese and then in crude Japanese and Ayumi found that she could not look him in the eye. He was very hairy and his nose was long and straight, like an eagle’s beak. He looked so alien, despite the fact that the priests who taught her the Catholic faith and some of her ship’s crew were Portuguese. Around the Captain, some of the crew stood, shuffling their feet and making crude remarks and gestures, until the Captain raised his hand for quiet.

	“We found much plunder below decks. What looks like a dowry. Were you to be married, little chicken,” he asked Ayumi in Portuguese?

	She had learned the language from the priests; and answered him in Portuguese, “y…yes, I was…uh…going to meet my husband.”

	“That accounts for the dowry…Now, you are my prisoner, little chicken. Who are you,” he asked roughly?

	Before she could answer, Junko spoke up! Ayumi, with her eyes flashing and her mouth open, could only gape as the older woman told the Captain that Ayumi was the Princess, the daughter of the Emperor of Japan. And by doing so, she had demonstrated to Fausto that she could be co-opted. Ayumi was shocked. Junko had, in effect, betrayed her.

	Ayumi had to regain control of the situation and said, “Please, Captain, the Emperor will pay a great ransom for me.”

	Fausto didn’t response. He was thinking. ‘Perhaps yes…perhaps no’, he thought to himself rubbing the stubble on his chin.

	He was pleased that he and his men had captured a rich prize at the loss of so few men. The ambush had paid off, but in truth, he suspectedthat if he tried to ransom the girl, a dozen ships would be dispatched to come after them. It would be better to enjoy the little chicken and when she had a big belly, auction her off in the slave market on Formosa.

	Turning to hishis Quartermaster,a stout, ugly Chinese named Fang, who was there to inventory the booty on the captive ship, he said,

	“bring her back to the ship, when you are done here. Then strip her. You can let the crew have her for an hour before we sail.”

	Fang smiled andafter a few minutes took Ayumi to the pirate’s ship. It turns out that Ayumi and Junko weren’t the only survivors of the ambush. A young 18 year old stable boy, named Daisuke, had been hiding in the bowels of the ship and had escaped being killed. When Fang and the crew were surveying and tallying the booty in the hold, they discovered him hiding. Luis, the First Mate, ran up and told Fausto about the boy’s discovery. Luis, a thin, ferret-faced, pock-marked Portuguese, had an excitable nature and was grinning and out of breath. The Captain told him to bring the boy over to the pirate ship also.

	Once Ayumi was on deck, Fang gave the word to a one-eyed Portuguese named Donato and a dark-skinned Javanese named Caspar to strip the screaming girl. They pulled off her purple obi sash, which marked her royal status and then her beautiful red and pink silk kimono, with its rich tapestry of flowers.As was the custom of the times, underneath there were layers of clothing to protect her virgin body. The two men were puzzled by all the garments they encountered, but laughing, theyunwrapped her. 

	They pulled off herwaist-length jyubon, a cotton undergarment that barely covered her pubis and buttocks,thesarashi (silk cloths used to bind her breasts) and her koi tten,(a thong that covered her crotch). The poor girl was then left standing in hertabi socks and zoris(sandals). But when they stripped off her koi tten, she was wearing a chastity belt. This was now the only thing that protected her. Ayumi put her hands down on her crotch as if to protect herself.

	The humiliation of being nearly nude was so overwhelming that she shut her eyes tightly to block out the faces of the smirking men. She involuntarily squeezed her thighs together,as if to protect her nearly exposed beauty from their hungry stares. She trembled before them, feeling their eyes burning on her body, starting from her slender ankles and round calves, the ivory columns of her slim thighs leading up to her full hips and her round, meaty bottom. But the men hated that the delta of her oriental treasure was protected by a metal chastity belt secured with a lock. Men yelled loudly for it to be removed.

	The Captain, meanwhile, had come on board and hadJunko with him. He wanted to talk to the old woman. In his cabin, as Ayumi was being displayed to the crew, Fausto grilled the old woman. He discovered that she was knowledgeable about medicines and first aid as well as the inner workings of the Imperial Court. As he talked with the old woman in a combination of Japanese and Portuguese, he became more convinced that while the ship was a great catch, it could prove to be a disaster for him and his crew. 

	If Ayumi was the Emperor’s daughter, trying to ransom her would be signing his own death warrant. The Emperor commanded tremendous forces and while Nihon was not a great naval power, he and his men would soon have many ships after them to recover the Emperor’s daughter or have their revenge. 

	As he spoke with Junko, he decided that he would “enjoy” his prize and when he and his crew were through with her he would sell her to the highest bidder in Formosa, where many of the pirate crews hid when they weren’t on the high seas. 

	“Captain, I can be very useful. I am an excellent cook and know how to bind and treat any wounds. I know many arts - both white and black. I will serve you as I served the Emperor,” Junko said.

	“And in this way, you would avoid being brutalized by my men,” Fausto asked her?

	“I leave it up to the wise Captain to determine my real value,” Junko said slyly.

	“What about your Princess,” Fausto grinned?

	“She is haughty and spoiled, Captain. I am sure you will teach her manners,” Junko said with the smallest trace of a smile playing on her homely features.

	So, poor Ayumi’s fate was sealed…

	Chapter 3

	Soiled and Disgraced

	Up on deck, with her charms on display for their enjoyment, the crewhad sport with Ayumi. Some of them had formed a circle around her and they were pushing her from man-to-man and molesting her in the process. At 167 centimetres (5’5 ¾”) and 50 kilograms (110 lbs.) she was tall for the times and a pretty morsel. Her face was oval with expressive eyes and thick, silky hair. She had a pert nose and fine lips conveying a regal air.Her breasts were the size oflemons and much sweeter.

	Some had tried to remove the chastity belt no one was able to break the lock and Fang turned to the ship’s carpenter and asked his advice. The man, a crippled Englishman named Kirk, studied the device and said, “The lock is hardened. I’ll need the tools I have at home to get this off.”

	Fangturned to Ayumi and said, in Japanese, “What is your name?”

	“I am Princess Ayumi.”

	He slapped her face, “You lie, slut! You cannot be a Princess. A noble lady would not be standing naked in front ofall these men. Only a slut would do that. You will answer to slut or whore.”

	Ayumi began sobbing at this.

	“Please do not degrade me,” she begged.

	His answer was to give her several hard slaps across her face. Ayumi winced and cried out as it hurt, but the pain was more emotional. It was a huge shaming thing to be slapped across the face in those times.

	Then Fang turned to the crew and said, “All right, we have an hour to make her a cock-sucking slut.”

	He told her what he wanted her to do and Ayumi recoiled! When she proved unwilling to cooperate, he had Donato and Caspar each grab an arm and pull them behind her back. This thrust her tits out. He asked her again if she was ready to suck cock. She wrinkled her pretty features and grimacing, shook her head – no-no-no!

	Fang then began to give her open handed slaps across her nipples. The rough breast torture shocked Ayumi. She struggled in the grasp of the two men, but she was helpless to prevent Fang from punishing her tits. He smacked them in turn making them flop and jiggle. The sound reverberated across the main deck. Fang then grabbed her right tit and squeezed it as hard as he could, making her cry out. Then he began pinching and pulling on her nipples stretchingthem until they reached their maximum length.

	As he did this, Ayumi’s mouth opened into a “O”. At first there was no sound, then a single high note of pain rent the air as he went from one nipple to the other, stretching them out as far as they would go. It seemed to her that he was going to rip them off - it hurt so much! When she still proved stubborn, he took to twisting them cruelly.

	He varied the routine, starting again with the hard smacks across her nipples to pinching, pulling and twisting the tender teats. To this he added taking a nipple between his calloused thumb and forefinger and shaking her breast hard. The sequence made her gasp, moan and writhe. Enjoying her suffering made the crew grin, laugh and very horny. Almost ever man hada stiff, hard cock tenting his trousers.Finally, she could take no more and when Fang asked heragain - she relented. He nodded to Donato and Casper and they let her go. She slumped to the deck, sobbing and whimpering.

	“Please, I…I am the daughter…the daughter of the Emperor…I am a princess,” she mumbled.

	Fang ignored her pleas and grabbed her by her luscious, thick, shiny black hair to haul her to her knees.

	“Please…do not do this to me,” she whined in a small, little girl’s voice. “Do not disgrace me. I am the daughter of the Emperor. Please do not shame me...”

	As she knelt and began sobbing, Fangtold her what was next:each of the men would be allowed to use her mouth and ejaculate their hot seed and she would swallow it. This was a terrible indignity - the most personal of degradations.  She shuddered contemplating this supreme humiliation. She looked at him, with cruel face and partly shaved head and pigtail, and shivered.

	And deep down, stirring in her soul, she felt a sliver of longing…some craving for this degradation too. Ayumi looked away and hung her head. Fang got right in front of her and stood with legs akimbo in an exaggerated stance. Then he pulled out his uncircumcised cock and wagged it right in her face. She stared at it.

	He grinned down at her evilly with her kneeling at his feet. He would go first. She was fascinated and couldn’t help staring at his cock…the way a bird, trying to avoid the eye of a snake, is compelled to look against its will. His penis was almost fully engorged; and she watched, horrified, as he began frigging it close to her face.

	Laughing and joking, he said to her, “open your mouth and get ready to receive. Or I will work on your tits again, slut.”

	He grabbed her by her hair and pulled her mouth right against the head of his cock. Then he used his cock to slap her face. And then he rubbed the wet tip all over her cheeks, nose and mouth.

	“Take my cock in your mouth and don’t even think of biting unless you want more pain than you could ever imagine. Now move your head back and forth, running your lips and tongue over my cock.”

	He made her open her mouth and forced her to move her head back and forth on his cock.With her hot, luscious mouth enveloping his most precious possession, he forced it in and took control of her by grabbing her head. He pulled her head forward to get it in deeper and this made her gag and begin to drool uncontrollably.

	“When I spill my seed, you swallow,” he spat at her.

	He was very excited, and soon went, “oh…oh…oh,” as he began to spurt hotly in her mouth. As he filled her tiny oral cavity, some men began to applaudwhen his hips did a little obscene jig.He squeezed her nostrils shut to make her swallow his slimy load, and the hot, pearly stream filled her mouth.As he continued to ejaculate, it filled her mouth to overflowing and semen and saliva dripped down onto her chin. Ayumi wanted to gag. 

	Afterwards, he said to her, “that is called a blow job. Now you are a slut. And you give blow jobs to everyone,” he said pointing to the waiting men who had begun to line up.

	This was all so humiliating to Ayumi.The next man was Donato and his cock was thin and dark. He made her kiss and lick his cock as well as his balls before he made her suck it and take his discharge. Then dark-skinned Caspar took his turn. Next, a bug-eyed Filipino named Amado, treated Ayumi to the same mortifying debasement. And then man after man in the crew stepped up to take their turns using her mouth like it was her pussy. Erection after hard erection quickly appeared inches from her face as Fang stood behind her and made sure she kept her head up and her face forward.

	And as quickly as one man came, another took his place and the long months at sea without a woman soon had this man’s hot cum filling her mouth. Ayumi moaned as she was filled with semen. Cum start to run down from her mouth.  When one man was fucking her face, another stood off on the side....huffing and puffing, jerking his cock…awaiting his turn. Others stood by joking and laughing. Rough foreign men were enjoying her nakedness and the opportunity to degrade her. 

	Their full balls promised heavy loads; andAyumi felt like she was drowning. The semen filled her mouth and glazed her tongue. Some pulled out at the last minute and holding their cocks like a hose, splashed their semen on her face. Soon she was justcovered and coated.The excess dribbled down and some fell on her tits. Inevitably, Fang ordered her to lick her lips and swallow and she had to consumelots of slippery, sticky semen. Ayumi choked and gasped. The ugly Chinese Quartermaster kept talking to her.

	“YES, whore...this is what you were made for...to have men cum in your mouth. Keep your face up. Tell me you want it...Tell me you’re a whore.”

	It was doubly debasing to be forced to admit it, but Ayumi was becoming more submissive by the minute.

	“I...I am a whore.”

	“Say, I love a man’s cum.”

	“I ....I...l...love a man’s cum.”

	Then he made her continue... There were so many men, their cocks became a blur as they used her mouth and, reaching their precious moment, filled her with their hot, virile semen. Just when Ayumi thought it was over, another man stepped up, and face-fucked her, making her saliva drool spectacularly and then cumming in her mouth. When a man pulled momentarily, she was salivating so heavily that his cock was usually connected to her mouth with strings of saliva.

	Soon, there was a frothy ring of saliva and semen that had been whipped into a disgusting cream all over her lips. She gagged and gagged as rivers of sloppy, sticky sperm filled her mouth and coated her tonsils. Seconds later another blast filled her mouth or hit her nose and cheeks and ran down in heavy, lumpy streams.

	Ayumi submissively tilted her head back, licked her lips and swallowed when Fang told her to do so. She was sickened, but under pressure, she became a slut for cum.  There was semen all over her tits - soiling her. Fang told her to “swallow” repeatedly. There was so much that she soon felt sick to her stomach...and she gagged and retched periodically. It was too much for her. All of this reinforced her submission; and her predicament elicited much laughter and merriment from the crew. 

	As a big, black African named Juma with a large cock made her take his huge spear in her tiny mouth, and she felt like her jaws were being dislocated, he fucked her face methodically. He kept pushing his dick all the way to the opening of her throat, and her this triggered her gag reflex. She got sick and vomited. She couldn’t help herself and a big gush of smelly, foamy whitish-yellow slop cascadedfrom her mouth. 

	When she finished throwing up and was still drooling and gasping,the African forced his cock back in her mouth. He began face-fucking her again and soon came. It flew out of her mouth in a torrent...a wet, nasty cough...thick with his pearly semen. When he was done and shaking the drops off on her face, she felt she was at the lowest point in her life. 

	Ayumi ended up with her face, neck and breasts wet and bespattered with hot cum and vomit. When it was over, sixteen men had used her. Ayumi felt totally debased and degraded. She had learned that she was masochistic and with the right pressure, she was very submissive to men. She was a mess: her eyes red and puffy from crying. Worst of all, she experienced hot sex feelings in her loins from being humiliated and debased. 

	For Ayumi to submit and just embrace the debasement that they had subjected her to was disturbing in one respect, but very empowering in another. To submit removed guilt and responsibility. Ayumi could let her deepest, most degraded sexual feelings loose. There was still a side of her that resisted, but this inflamed her soul and threatened to consume her. They had debased, humiliated and defiled her. This first terrible indignity forced her to discover layers of her soul she had never acknowledged or had repressed. She was terribly ashamed!

	Chapter 4

	Deflowered

	After this Fang brought her to the Captain. He was still in General Yamazaki’s cabin with Junko. 

	“I see that you’ve been entertaining my crew,” he smiled at her.

	Ayumi kept her eyes down. She was so aware of how she looked. She was naked with her sore, swollen nipples exposed. And with the mess still on her face, she wanted to die!

	“What about the chastity belt,” Fausto asked Fang?

	“We cannot remove the lock. Kirk says he needs other tools.”

	Fausto turned to Junko. Either her mother or her husband would have the key.

	“Since she does not have a husband, and she is far from her mother, I am willing to wager that you know where the key is, woman. Do you not,” Fausto asked Junko?

	Junko looked at Ayumi and then back at Fausto –and then nodded, ‘yes’ to the Captain.

	“Go get it,” he said.

	Ayumi looked at Junko and realized that she had been totally betrayed. Junko had made a “deal” and Ayumi was now completely on her own. Junko ran to their quarters and came back holding a key. Ayumi looked at her with hate in her eyes. Her maidservant was delivering her virginity to the pirates!

	Fang knelt down and examined the device close up. It was constructed of thin metal straps, hinged together. One went around her waist and another strap went from the back under her legs to end at the waist, where the lock was located. There was a small, round metal disk mounted so that it was right at the level of her anus so she could defecate; and an oval metal plate at the level of her vagina and urethra to accommodate her menstruation and urination. Both openings were too small to admit a man’s cock and were ringed with sharp points to discourage any attempts at penetration.

	Fang put the key in the lock removed it. When he took the device off this revealed Ayumi’s very hairy pussy. She was very hirsute…her crotch was covered with a thick mat of silky black hair, very long and the growth extended to the crevice of her buttocks and around her anus.Fausto looked her overand smiled as he was now free toenjoy Ayumi in the privacy of his cabin. As soon as both ships got underway, he had Fang leave the Princess with him in what was now his cabin.She was bound with her wrists behind her.

	She was crying and begged, “Please do not rape me.”

	He slapped her face a few times. Then he began slapping her breasts until they were red, almost as a kind of foreplay.He examined her tits and crotch. Ayumi felt so violated and she trembled as he squeezed her tits, pulled on her sore nipples and spread her legs to peer at her closely there. He found her a delightful morsel. She was slim, white-skinned and smelled wonderful. She exuded a delicate feminine scent that was intoxicating to the older man. When he pulled on her sexlips and rubbed her clitoris he found, to his delight, that her pussy released a great quantity of sweet, musky dew, which embarrassed Ayumi to no end…

	He was also pleased to discover that she was a virgin. He discovered her hymen – nature had provided thetaut, unyielding membrane with its own unique array of slits and holes to allow menstruation. He pushed his thick calloused finger against it to test its strength. He smiled…contemplating how delightful it was going to be to rip it open with his rampant cock. 

	Ayumi shivered, trembled and kept her eyes closed as he completed his exam. It had been so mortifying. This was proving to be the most unimaginable experience of her whole life. She felt like she was sliding down a long, slippery hill and there was no clear end in sight.

	She prayed silently to her Christian God. ‘Oh Jesus, let this cup pass from my lips’…

	She opened her eyes to see Fausto, 45 years old, of medium height, but strongly built, taking off his clothes to reveal a large and rigid cock. The shaft was thick, he had a huge growth of curly black pubic hair and the head on his cock was big and purple. He was very hairy with wiry, black hair on his chest, belly, arms, legs and butt. He had thinning black hair on his head, a heavy beard which he shaved two or three times a week and was adorned with a moustache` and goatee. His eyes were black, darker than hers and his nose was large, aquiline and straight.

	He pulled her toward him until his cock was pressed against her belly. Then he threw her on his bunk, forced her legs apart and knelt between her thighs. His weight prevented her from struggling while he guided his cock into her virgin pussy. It was a tight fit and required much thrusting and pushing.

	She was bawling but Fausto slapped her face and yelled at her to, “Shut Up.”

	Her hymen was tough and it hurt to have him trying to rip it. He kept pushing against the thick membrane trying to get it to tear. The feeling of being invaded by something so large followed by the sensation of being torn was so overwhelming that, as her hymen split and tore, Ayumi cried out and then fainted.

	The sharp, burning pain she felt as the delicate, nerve laden membrane guarding her womanhood was shredded and torn, overwhelmed her. He slapped her face to awaken her and continue his assault. She felt the warm blood on her thighs and the bulbous head of his cock invading her depths.

	Once he had his thick cudgel inside her, he took his time, pulling almost all the way out and then pushing back in. She moaned each time he reached the end of his stroke. It did not take him long and soon he grunted as he shot his seed deep into her and rolled off so he was lying on the bunk next to her. His hand ran down her body and between her legs where his fingers became coated with his semen and a smear of her blood. He made her lick them clean, shaming her totally.

	He spent some time lying next to her and running his hands over her body as she sobbed. In time he became aroused again and dragged her to a table. He bent her over the table, spat on one finger and used it to explore her pussy and her ravaged sex-hole. His swollen cock was a tough fit but he slowly pushed it deep into her cunt again. He ignored her frantic screams as his long slow strokes ravished her tight “purse”. She had a very tight, small, shallow hole…

	After shooting his cum into her virgin pussy again, he forced her to her knees and ordered her to clean his soiled cock with her mouth. She shook her tear-streaked face but that earned her a face slap followed by his fingers pinching her nose shut. Desperate for air, she opened her mouth, put out her tongue and licked him clean.

	He untied her and told her, “slut, lie on the deck next to my bunk. You can sleep there until I want to fuck you again.” 

	Ayumi was no longer bound but realized that she could not escape – the only way outled to the deck. His snoring told her that he was asleep and she curled up in a ball and cried herself to sleep. She was awakened by a slap to the back of her head.

	“Get on your back and spread your legs.”

	Fausto knelt down and ran his hands over her breasts, belly and cunt. When he was fully aroused again he made her suck his cock and only after he was on the verge of cumming in her mouth did he put his cock at the entrance to her sore pussy and penetrate her tight purse again. It was a little easier this time.

	Fausto woke at dawn and and again slappedAyumi awake. He tied her hands behind her back and made her kneel in front of him as he fed her breakfast and some water.

	He told her, “you are now a slave. I can do anything I want to you.”

	Chapter 5

	The Plaything

	He walkedher out of the cabin and onto the deck. His cum and her blood had dried on her legs and ass so that any man looking at her would know she was no longer a virgin.

	When they got there the crew was having sport with the stable boy who had been in hiding. Now, the hapless teen was in the centre of a circle of pirates who were taunting and having sport with him. 

	“What is your pleasure, Captain,” Fang said, pointing to the boy? “This is the the little rat I found in the hold…”

	“Let me think about it,” Fausto answered.

	He could choose to have the boy killed, turn him into a “powder monkey” or a cabin boy. He was a sweet-faced teen with a cute pair of buttocks.‘Perhaps I should let the crew have him’, Fausto thought to himself. On the other hand, as he looked over his shoulder at the naked Princess, Fausto had an idea.

	He called over an able-bodiedpirateand had had him tie a rope to Ayumi’s bound wrists and throwing the rope over a spar, haul her up until she was standing on tiptoe. She screamed from the pain as her arms were wrenched into a devilishly painful position.He motioned to Fang and had him bring Daisuke over to him.

	“What was your job,” he asked him in Japanese?

	“I was a stable boy, Sir,” Daisuke answered.

	“Do you want to live,” Fausto asked him?

	“OH YES, SIR.”

	“Then you must learn to obey every order me or my officers give you. Do you understand?”

	“Yes Sir.”

	“Good. You stand by me and do as I tell you.”

	“YES, SIR.”

	Fausto went over to Ayumi hanging painfully.

	“When any of my men come near you, Slut, you say, ‘Please, Sir, feel my tits and cunt’. When he is done, you say ‘Thank you Sir’. Do you understand?”

	Ayumi nodded. She was nearly a broken woman.Fausto ordered Daisuke to be the first. He was tentative as he touched her and Luis slapped him on the back of the head. Thoroughly chastened, he began grabbing Ayumi’s tits and squeezing them hard and then, as Fang stood by coaching him, he pinched and pulled her nipples. Then he grabbed her ass and after this, felt her up between her legs. The boy really became enthusiastic and much to her humiliation, Ayumi had to thank him loudly and clearly.

	It was so humiliating. She knew Daisuke…he was just a sweet-faced, humble servant boy – the son of lowly peasants. To have him touch her intimately was a supreme violation. After him, Fangtook a turn. Ayumi hung there for an hour and was mauled by all sixteen men as they went about their tasks before Fausto told Fang to take her down. He kept her, naked and hands bound behind her, kneeling on deck for the rest of the day - while Fang came by and fed and watered her by hand. At sundown, he took her back to his cabin and released her hands.

	“Did you enjoy your time on deck? I am going to keep you untied tonight but I expect you to work hard to please me. If you do not, I will let the crew play with you some more tomorrow.”

	She moaned but nodded her head to show that she understood.

	“I am doing you a favour. You will be sold in the slave market on Formosa. Your new owner will put you to work as a whore. If you do not please your customers, your owner will beat you. What I teach you may save you some beatings.”

	Hearing this anew, Ayumi burst into tears! It was just as General Yamazaki had said, and she cursed her fate.

	“Now let me see you. Put your hands behind your head and spread your legs. Smile! You do not want your customers see you crying or frowning. Keep your hands behind your head and bend backwards. Walk around a bit and move your hips.”

	When he was naked, he told her, “Walk toward me, press yourself against me, and put your arms around me. Tighter! You want to press your body against mine. No! That will not do. You are letting yourself be held rather than holding. Now try again. Better. Go lie down on the bunk. Hands behind your head, legs spread. You want to give the man easy access to your cunt.”

	He lay down beside her and began running one hand over her breasts while the other hand moved down over her stomach, through her hairy bush and his fingers entered her cunt and began to play with her clitoris. He started kissing her tits and sucking on her nipples.

	“Get accustomed to this. You will have to do thistwenty times a night when you’re a whore. Any resistance will get you a beating. Perhaps I should have you beaten so you will know what to expect.”

	He rolled over so that he was on top of her.

	“Put your arms around me.”

	He slid his cock into her and said, “Now lift your legs and wrap them around my thighs. Move your hips as I thrust.”

	He made her respond to his strokes until he gave a grunt and came deep inside her.

	He rolled off her and said, “That is a start but you need to use your hips more. Tomorrow you can practice with the crew. Stand next to the bunkwith your hands behind your head until I tell you to move.”

	He lay on his bunk idly running a hand over her hips, ass and bush until his cock started rising again.

	He sat up and said, “Kneel between my legs. Kiss and lick my balls. Now take my cock in your hand and run your fingers lightly up and down the shaft. Lick and kiss it. Open your mouth and take it in. Move your head so your lips run up and down my cock. Use your tongue on the bottom to caress it - and then suck on it. Keep going…I am going to cum. Swallow all of it.”

	After he had finished cumming in her mouth he said, “that is called giving a blow job. You need more practice but the crew will give you plenty. Now lie down on the deck and get some sleep. I will use your cunt again after we both have a nap.”

	She cried herself to sleep again and was awakened by a kick.

	“Get on the bunk and lie on your side next to me.”

	He put an arm around her with his hand holding her breast. His other hand guided his cock into her pussyand then seized her other tit. His hands squeezed her breasts in time with his thrusts. She writhed in shame and a growing feeling in her still virginal cunt that it was starting to feel good, as he squeezed harder and thrust more rapidly.

	When he was ready to cum, he pulled out and said, “Face me and slide down until your head is at my groin. Take my cock in your mouth and work on it until I cum. You must not cry when a customer is taking his pleasure with you. A whipping tomorrow will teach you the folly of doing that. Then, I will hand you over to the crew to continue your education. For now, I am going to get you ready for your “Wedding Night”. This was his idea of a joke…

	Chapter 6

	Shamed

	He called for Junko and the boy Daisuke, who was now serving him as a cabin boy. The two came into the cabin and Junko seemed confident but the boy was very tentative and stood back in the shadows.Fausto was busy binding Ayumi. She was still as naked as the day she was born and to be so exposed was still a mind-numbing experience for her. When her former maidservant and the stable boy entered the cabin, Ayumi closed her eyes and cringed in shame. She wished she could melt into the floorboards.

	Fausto picked Ayumi up and plunked her on the table on her elbows and knees. He had already bound her wrists, so he then roped her ankles. He spread her legs and tied her slender ankles to the tablelegs, forcing her shapely thighs to spread wide, exposing her pussy and asshole to everyone’s gaze. Following this, he tied her wrists to a hook on the side of the table.

	Now, Ayumi was bound tightly in the most appalling, obscene position imaginable. Her crotch was spread wide open, andher ass was up in the airexposing her precious, tight, pink lotus and brown “rose” to Junko and Daisuke. Ayumi wanted to die as the boy came to peer at her treasured womanhood and her anal “flower”.

	Daisuke during the voyage had carelessly spilled sauce on the Princess's royal kimono, for which she put him in shackles, locked below deck. This was the reason that he had avoided being killed in the melee`. She had ordered General Yamazaki to discipline him and the boy was duly whipped on his exposed buttocks with a bamboo cane.

	Daisuke, who had accidentally and unintentionally soiled Ayumi’s kimono, felt terribly put upon. And now, he was in the General’s cabin watching his mistress being degraded. Ayumi, on all fours on the table, hung her head but she could do nothing about her ass sticking up in the air. Fausto had the stable boy spread her buttocks.

	“Boy, hold her ass open,” he barked at him.

	Ayumi, feeling the Daisuke’s hot, young hands on herroyal ass, cringed. Next, Fausto got Junko to fetch a bar of soap made from cooking grease and lye ashes from the hearth. It smelled of pig and she dunked it in his water bucket and rubbed it in her two hands to makelather. Fausto then had her smear the lather on Ayumi’s pubic hair. The lye soap burned her delicate sex painfully. 

	Ayumi was indeed a very hairy woman, the delta of her sex was covered and it was easy for a man’s fingers to get lost in the forest. Her crotch was totally covered with thick, black fur and it extended all the way back to the crevice of her buttocks and even around her tight pinkish-brown asshole.

	“Junko, get that scissors there,” Fausto said, pointing to a pair of shears sitting on a shelf. “Cut off her pubic hair in the front,” he said to the older woman. “Cut it down to the quick.”

	Junko used the shears and carefully hacked off the thick growth of pubic hair which adorned Ayumi’s crotch. Then Fausto stepped up with a straight razor and began scraping off her fluffy, black fleece. He took his time and painstakingly shaved her as bald as a baby’s buttocks. An unshaven crotch in Ayumi’s culture meant a wanton woman…a whore!

	To have her pubic hair shorn was, therefore, another humiliation. To have her maidservant and the stable boy witnessing her shame was even more painful emotionally for the Princess. As Fausto shaved her kitty, the shame was so overwhelming and she was becoming more masochistic by the day thatit made Ayumi soaking wet. Her submissive inner nature boiled over as her love cream ran down to coat her labia and clitoris and splatter on the table forming a little puddle. Ayumi hung her head and whimpered…

	There was an eaten corn cob sitting on a plate, the remains of Fausto’s last supper. The Captain dipped it in the bucket of soapy water and ran it thru her crack and up against her pussy and anal flower to have sport with her before he picked up apair of tweezers.

	Again, he told the boy to spread Ayumi’s ass cheeks to expose her treasures so he could work on her. Then Fausto used the tweezers to slowly and painfully pluck the hairswhich ringed her anus, one-by-one.It was like she was a chicken and he was plucking her clean. As he pulled them out by the roots, it hurt a little and the shame this being done had soft tears rolling down her cheeks. Once her asshole was bare and smooth as a baby’s butt, Fausto then took full liberties with her…stroking, violating and inserting various objects into her still tight pussy to masturbate her.

	First the quill from a pen. Then his thick, calloused finger. Then the hilt of his knife. He pulled on her nipples as he worked her pussy with one and then gottwo fingers inside the tight tunnel and turned his palm down to frig her G-spot and urethral sponge. Soon, rubbing her harder and harder, he was able to make her have a wet, spurting cum in front of her maidservant and the stable boy she had punished. Never again would Ayumi be able to hold her head up high. As she came repeatedly from his expert ministrations, the haughty Princess had been brought very low indeed.

	That night she ruminated on her fate. ‘What other indignities can they heap on me’, she asked herself? ‘And how much longer will we be at sea’. She had overheard one of the men say that they’d be in “port” in two days. ‘I wonder what will happen to me there’, she said to herself?

	Chapter 7

	TheWedding

	The next day Fausto hauled her out onto the deck by her hair. She had been allowed to wear some of her clothes. The seas were calm and the wind was warm. Fausto told her that this was to be her “wedding day”. She was to consummate her “marriage” to the crew. Ayumi recoiled and shook her head ‘no-no-no’.

	She had deluded herself that she was only going to be violated by the Captain. Again, General Yamazaki’s words came back to haunt her. She remembered what he had said about being “passed around” and now she quivered and quaked - fearing pregnancy as much as the degradation. She drew back when Fausto told her to get herself ready.

	He smiled when he saw she was resisting. He would see that she was torturedto make her submit. So, he ordered herput on the “spanker boom”.This was a punishment used in the British Navy. The boom was the horizontal pole or spar that extended the aft sail from the rear mast. Ayumi was stripped and tied with her hands behind her back, as they lowered the boom. Fang made her straddle it; he had already seen to it that a swab (a mop-head) saturated with gunpowderwaslashed to the boom and it was on this swab that he seated her. 

	This would cause an almost unbearable, maddening, burning and itching when it came into contact withher shaven crotch, genitals and anus. The boom rose and fell in rhythm with the ship on the waves, similar to the action of a child’s‘teeter-totter’.The motion of the sea combined with the movement of the ship is what delivered the punishment.

	As soon as Fang sat Ayumi down on the boom, the rising and falling of the boom rubbed the mop saturated with the gunpowder all over her crotch and she began whimpering. But the torture had another part as Fang came forward with a leather whip that had three, thin lashes. Fausto took it from him and handed it to Daisuke. 

	The boy was allowed to whipthe Princess since she had him whipped. He got to lash her on her full, meaty buttocks as she “rode the boom”. Then the whip was passed to each crew member who lashed her once and passed it to the next man. As the whipping went on and the boom went up and down, the itch in her crotch threatened to drive her mad. She writhed and groaned and began sobbingaseveryonetook a turn whipping her. By the time Ayumi had received seventeen strokes, she was screaming and pleading that she would, “do anything”. They released her.

	Captain Fausto decided, at that point, that before Ayumi would lie with her suitors on her marriage bed, she needed a bath. So, her hands were tied over her head to a rope hanging from the rigging, she was hauled up until she was off the deck and a small cannon ball was tied to her ankles. Then she was dropped overboard and allowed to sink until she was completely under water. She was kept there for nearly half a minute before being raised so that she dangled in mid-air. She came up gasping and sputtering. The cold water and the fear of drowning had combined to shock her totally.

	Then the laughing crewmen dunked her again. They played with her – dunking her over and over again…varying the time under water, and how high she was raised before they dropped her.It was a very cruel game.Hauled on deck, Ayumi was thrown down and spread eagled with four men holding her wrists and ankles. The men holding her enjoyed the chance for exploration. Their hands ran over her tits and down her belly to her bald crotch which now allowed any man free access. Ayumi squirmed but was unable to escape the hands molesting her.

	The carpenter, Kirk, had constructed a bed of sorts. It was a wooden pallet with posts on all four corners – six meters long and three meters wide.  Fang called it the the “bed of the whore”. Ayumi was spread eagled on it with her ankles and wrists tied to the corners. She would be able to move her arms and legs but would not be able to protect herself. The cruel nature of the rack was revealed in an instant. Ayumi, in every position on the rack, was obscenely exposed, like a whore or a piece of meat.Fausto said she would be kept on the rack for the rest of the afternoon so she could “consummate” her marriage to the crew.

	The men lined up and the Quartermaster mounted the bound Princess first. He knew he only had a few minutes so he thrust rapidly and deeply until he gave a grunt, shot his load of semen into her and stepped back. The next man immediately mounted and fucked her and then, in order of rank and status, the next five took their pleasure with her. Herformer maidservant, Junko, began smiling when Fang took his turn and giggled as each new man penetrated her. She had been waiting and wanting to see her former mistress degraded.

	When the next two men, a Filipino and a Chinese, re-tiedher with her legs over her head,Daisuke was surprised when a thick, white liquid began to drip from her abused cunt. In this position, their cocks went in very deep as these two worked her - pushing in and pulling out.

	Ayumi cried out as the Filipino, who had a thicker cock, entered her still snug cunt, “You are hurting me!” The others laughed, “listen to the silly whore. She will get a lot worse than that in a whorehouse on Formosa.

	Ayumi had a very small and shallow “love tunnel” and anything larger than a finger was painful, so the stretching she had received these first few days was a torment for the young virginal girl. Her ass was even smaller and tighter and, in the coming days, it too would be invaded by larger and larger items.

	But, as she was repeatedly violated inher pussy, it became easier and easier to accommodate cocks of different sizes and she was being forced to accept and enjoy the arousing sensations. But, while the physical pain diminished, and he physical pleasure increased, her emotional suffering grew. As she was systematically debased, she was “giving in”…submitting both physically and emotionally. This was a blow to the formerly haughty Princess.

	When the last man in line, a swarthy Indian named Basu, finished, Ayumi was pulled to her feet, her hands tied behind her again. Cum dripped from her pussy onto the deck. Fang pushedher down to her knees and ordered her to lick it up. She refused but a foot on her back and her bound arms pulled up and back made her lick and lick and lick untilFang was satisfied. Men stood by and laughed at her as she was sullied and shamed.

	The last few days at sea, Ayumi spent in the crew’s quarters. Men held her legs wide apart while another man mounted her. They didn’t waste any time being gentle. They just pushed their cocks in her stretching and enjoying her tight vaginal sphincter and sank it into her as deeply as they could.

	“Man, this bitch has one tight pussy,” Basu said to Amado, as he enjoyed her charms.

	The next man, a short, slim Vietnamese, named Phong, used her hair to pull her to her feet and put her on her back on a table. Hestood between her legs and used her tits as hand holds. He soon tired of her cries and gagged her with a dirty rag. As the men’s first urgent ejaculationswere relieved, they went slower and took their time playing with her. The last of them finished just as the watch was changing and another group of men came in.

	Donato and Caspar were in this group and wanted to hear her scream so Donato removed the gag and turned her face down on the table. They took turns whipping her ass with a thin, narrow leather belt until it was bright red. Then they spread her ass cheeks so the thin belt would land in the dark grove, her asscrack, occasionally hitting the taut, brown, starfish of her anus. They finished by whipping her tender cunt lips, making Ayumi yell and squeal.

	Many in the crew also beat her – they didn’t need any reason except they liked doing it. There were some men who really enjoyed hurting her. They used their hands or a leather strap. The targeted her ass, her cheeks, tits and belly. 

	Fang punished any reluctance or disobedience on her part by beating her on the soles of her feet (the dreaded “falaka”)until they were swollen and so sore she could not walk. Then she was taken to the mast and hung by her wrists so that she had to stand on her toes. Any of the pirates passing by could slap her face or tits. That went on for hours and was very effective in breaking her spirit. By this time, Ayumi was resigned to performing any sex act no matter how perverted.

	Still, Ayumi was shocked anddisgusted by the behaviour of some of them. A few men would lay on top of her but instead of entering her cunt, just rubbed their cocks between her tits. Their cum spurted all over her neck and face. Other men crouched over her and jerked off so that their cum splashed on her face and landed in her hair. A few of the Vietnamese, like Phong, and the Chinese crew members seemed to be the ones who enjoyed this perversion, which was known in Japan as gansha (facial).

	Some put their feet on her mouth and made her lick and suck their toes.The most degrading thing was being forced to “rim” a pirate’s anus - having to put her mouth on his smelly asshole. The thought of performing this act was very humiliating, and by that time, Ayumi was becoming increasingly aroused by being shamed.She had to be somewhat aroused to do this without some pressure, but bound and turned into an object had caused a dam to break in her mind and she kissed, slobbered, and licked many a dirty, whiffy asshole. It was very degrading…

	If she became too messy or if she fainted, they threw a bucket of seawater on her. It was a very long and unpleasant voyage until they arrived in port; she was bruised and sore and bore clear evidence that men had been using her.That last morning, Ayumi stared at the horizon thru a porthole and as land loomed staredreflectively at the coastline and wondered, ‘what will happen to me’.

	Chapter 8

	Degraded

	Thepirate’s hideaway was a compound in a sheltered cove on the northwest side of the island of Formosa (modern Taiwan). They landed five days after they had successfully boarded and captured General Yamazaki’s ship ferrying Ayumi to her intended on Okinawa. Their sanctuary was a ramshackle collection of huts and warrens. They had a furnace to repair and make swords, plus an armoury, a barn for the animals and a granary.

	In all, Fausto commanded forty-seven men. They were a motley crew. The Portuguese had become fluent trading with the Japanese among other peoples in those years, and many spoke Portuguese and Japanese along with several dialects of Chinese and Vietnamese. The hairy Portuguese Captain had Indians, Javanese, Chinese, Africans, an Englishman and a Welshman in his crew. 

	The cook had recently died and it was for this reason that Fausto decided to spare Junko. She said she was an excellent cook. If she proved to be adequate, she would survive. If she didn’t, she faced an unpleasant fate. Daisuke had also lucked out. He was first fated to be a “powder monkey” a job which went to a young boy, usually someone who had been captured.

	The dangerous task involved running gunpowder and shot from below decks to the cannon crews during a battle. The job of cabin boy was better and this is what Daisuke became as the Captain took a shine to him. A cabin boy was almost always a kidnapped young man who curried favour with a Captain or the Quartermaster of a pirate vessel.

	As everyone disembarked the ships, Ayumi was marched naked into camp. The crew of twenty-five whohad piloted Yamazaki’s ship could now see for themselves what the Princess looked like naked. Ayumi, drawing herself up to her full height, trying to regain her shredded self-esteem and status, walked with as much dignity as she could into the centre of the camp despite her nakedness. The taunts andjeers from the captured ship’s crew, plus the five men who had been left to maintain base camp, washed over her and left her crestfallen.

	“Dirty, Japanese whore,” some shouted at her, which were among the nicer comments.

	Just behind her, three pirates, with Kirk supervising, brought the the “bed of the whore” down the gangplank and into the camp. Just the presence of this instrument of her degradation was enough to deflate the Princess’s ego. She had spent a fair amount of time bound to it, and had cum on it, much to her shame!

	The Captain had party plans to give Ayumi to the pirate ship’s crew. So, after the evening meal, he had Ayumi tied and bound to the “whipping post” in the centre of the compound with her arms over her head.

	“This Princess complains that we are not treating her properly. A whore should never complain. Perhapstwenty lashes will help her know her place.”

	He chose the biggest able-bodied pirate, the African named Zuma, to give her ten strokes on her shoulders and back with the three lash leather whip. As he whipped her, Ayumi wriggled and writhed giving the men a show. The beating was followed this with six strokes on her ass with a thin bamboo cane that left welts. The last four strokes were delivered to her on her knees, holding onto Zuma’s calves, as he whipped her with the caneright on her tight asshole.

	Then, the First Mate,Luis, and two others took her to the “bed of he whore”. Her moans, cries and screams soon gave evidence that she was cumming on her second “Wedding Night” as she was finger-fucked to orgasm first by ferret-faced Luis and thenall thirty men who had not fucked her tookturns with her now.

	She was fucked silly. She fainted twice and had to be slapped awake. They strapped her down on her back with her thighs on her breasts; then with her legs over her head; and finally on her elbows and knees. They used her koi tten to wipe her messy pussy between fucks. It got really sloppy and, much to her humiliation, Fang made her cum again when he rubbed her wet, sloppy pussy with it.They fucked her in her mouth and pussy until she had cum so many times she could barely stand up when it was over. She had to be carriedto her sleeping quarters afterwards. She was given food and water and allowed to curl up and sleep.

	She was awakened just before sunrise, given more food and water, and brought back to the “whore’s bed”. The first crew of twenty who had piloted her ship began a long morning session fucking her. Many of these men, after they had cum in her, finished by making her take their cocks in her mouth and cleaning them.

	“Clean the ring of fuck cream around the base of my cock, whore,” is how one man put it.

	The painful humiliations were intensified enormously by having Junko and Daisuke witness her shame. With them watching, Ayumi experienced an intensely painful mixture of arousal, orgasms, helplessness, degradation, humiliation,and anguish.Each day, at sunset, she was taken to the centre of the compoundto be put on the rack or perform in “shows”.

	Luis also came up with the idea of making her strip to entertain the men. For many nights he made her put on one of the beautiful kimonos in her dowry and do a nude erotic dance to the sound of drums. She had to take off her clothes piece-by-piece and if she hesitated or didn’t show the proper enthusiasm, he punished her afterwards. She began those nights fully dressed as the daughter of the Emperor of Japan and ended the evening lying naked under crude, foreign men. Of course, her mouth was also used but most of the pirate crew liked fucking her in the cunt. Occasionally, two men would double fuck her.

	If she earned punishment fromLuis, he liked to tie her spread-eagled and use fresh nettles on her buttocks and belly. Only after these areas were reddened and blistered would he would work on the more sensitive areas like her tits andnipples and finally her pussy and anus (after pulling her buttocks apart).

	To instil obedience and enthusiasm, Fang punished her for any transgressions in two ways: He like to insert an opened pepper pod into her rectum. Then,he would tie her in a way to make it impossible for her to get rid of the pod by any other means but a bowel movement.He also liked her shaking under the lash, with the whipping post between her legs.As he flogged her, she couldn’t keep herself from clenching her buttocks and wriggling.

	A particularly nasty blow would make the tip of thelash land in her crack and this made her hump the post. It looked like she was fucking it. This looked very obscene. Then, she pushed back from the post and it looked like she was inviting someone to fuck her from behind. Fang also made her do a very lewd dance. 

	Chapter 9

	Fang

	Sometimes, Fang took her to his quarters for his own “private” sessions. As Quartermaster, he was the equal of the Captain and was elected by the crew - the same as the Captain. He was responsible for maintaining order, the supplies, food and everything else. He was a rough, thick-set, ugly man about forty years old and a dedicated sadist. He loved to torture men and women. He had rigged up tiny bamboo punishment clamps he put on Ayumi’s nipples and clitoriswhich she found excruciating.

	One night, to amuse himself, he tied her in a classic Japaneseshibari bondage position. First the “pearls”, her breasts (shinju). He wound the ropes around her torso and under and around her breasts. Then the crotch rope for the “cherry” - her pussy (sukaranbo). Thiswent around her waist and between her legs. He wrapped the rope around her upper thighs, just under her buttocks. The ends hetied together on her thighs. The two ends crossed her buttocks, each with a knot on the end forming the “cherry”. 

	He smiled at her as she trembled in fear at what he was doing to her. Her hairy underarms was wet with sweat when he was done. She had been sweating so heavily as he bound her, that the dark mat of her pubic hair was pasted to her mound too. Then, he ran a rope between her legs. Ayumi had plump labia and later when she rested her weight, this rope would bisect her sex lips, spreading them painfully and indecently.

	Fangtied two large knots at just the right place on this rope to put pressure on her clitoris and her brown “rose”. As a true sexual sadist, his aim was to make her submit while, at the same time, sexually arousing her. When he was done, she was bound so that when she struggled the knots stimulated and irritated her clitoris and anus.

	He attached the “cherry” ties to a rope that went to the beam overhead, and pulled the rope tight. This forced the bound girl to bend over in a half-bow. She had to get up on her toes as the rope went painfully tight between her legs. The bondage used her own body weight to put cruel pressure between her legs on all her tender bits. Flat-footed, the ropes tightened on her sex and when this became unbearable, she stood on her toes again. 

	Ayumi began to struggle in this position and this worked the rough rope further into her tender pussy and ass crack. The ropepunished her when her movement released pressure on one spot, blood returned to that part, resulting in intense, shooting pains. And any movement up and down, as when she rose up on her toes and then rested her feet flat on the deck, made the knots on her clitoris and anus go back and forth…back and forth…relentlessly rubbing her raw.

	It seemed like the rough hemp had splinters in it as it worked its way into her crotch. Soon, she was whimpering and groaning. As she struggled, Fang grinned, chuckled and made cruel comments. He knew she would go up and down like a puppet - an excruciating, endless treadmill of soreness, exhaustion, sexual stimulation and pain.

	To intensify her ordeal, he forced openher mouth by pinching her nostrils shut. Then he grabbed her tongue, pulled it out and used two chopsticksto trap the organ...tying the chopsticks together with thin cord. Next, he tied the ends of the sticks to the ropes on her tits. Now, Ayumi was unable to retract her tongue and soon began drooling – adding enormously to her humiliation.Soon her muscles were screaming. 

	She was soon in agony and began a little girl weeping that Fang found very arousing. Her tongue gag made it hard to understand her; and the drooling was very humiliating. The knots hurt and aroused her and this made her pussy leak its love cream...It was a combination that taxed her nervous system to the max.

	She went up and down - up and down – like a puppet. She was, in effect, torturing herself. She squealed each time she put her feet flat on the floor. She stood on her toes again, but soon her calves were so swollen and fatigued she could not stand up again. So she just hung in her bonds - squirmingpathetically.

	Saliva had drooled down chin and dribbled down onto her tits. Soon the crotch ropes was wet with her feminine dew. She was on the edge of cumming and hated herself for that. She began begging for him to release her.

	“P…please…p…please let me down…PLEASE…”

	“What will you do, Ayumi-chan? Will you suck my cock? Will you suck it like I am your husband? Like you love me? I would like that. BUT, I want you to kiss my asshole first. Are you ready to kiss and lick my asshole? Are you ready to do that Ayumi-chan?”

	“Oh…y…yes…I will do even that…PLEASE…PLEASE…it hurts so much…PLEASE!”

	He let her down. Then hemade her “rim” his anus – slowly and with as much passion as she could give. And then, she had to give him a slow, wet blowjob. Ayumi was very afraid of Fang…She felt he was the most sadistic of all the pirates.Another night, he threw her on a table and bound her hand and foot. Using a teasing touch, he petted and fondled her nipples and labia - touching the moist, sensitive flesh until he made her squirm. He did the same with her clitoris until he got it to full erection.

	He then got a box from his footlocker, which he opened. Inside was a collection of toothed steel clamps of different sizes. When he showed them to Ayumi she shuddered in fear. They were obviously used for torture. He made a selection: a medium-sized clamp. He pinched up a fold of the soft white skin on her tummy and clamped the fold. The spring was very strong and when he released it, the pain made her thrash about and cry out...

	He began decorating her belly with rows of the clamps. Each one cut off circulation and the sharp pain became cumulative. One clamp hurt terribly, ten clamps hurt so much more. When he was done, he had “decorated” her with twenty clamps all over her tummy. Each one made her squeal, and the total pain became eye-watering...

	Then he turned his attention to her inner thighs. He rubbed her there to let her know this is where he was going next.  Soon each thigh had ten clamps and as he got closer and closer to her pussy, her voice went up an octave.He selected smaller clamps and used them on her lips and tongue; and she began to drool. It was all very de-humanizing. She was being turned into a “pin cushion” of sorts. Next, he began to squeeze her tits.

	“Not my breasts…,” she begged as he began to select more clamps.

	He decorated them with the small clamps, taking his time to do it. First the undersides and then the areolas were encircled with clamps. The snowballing pain made Ayumi go deep into her own mind as a defence mechanism.And finally, when put a big clampon each nipple, she reached a new level of suffering and began wailing like an animal. When he put a total of six clamps onher labia and one on her clitoris she fainted. He gently slapped her face to wake her up.

	She was so out of it she asked him where she was. Now, that she was decorated all over with clamps, Fang began to smack and pull on them, making her writhe and squirm in agony again. Just when she thought she had been taken to the pinnacle of pain, he began taking the clamps off. They hurt when he put them on - but hurt more when he took them off. He removed them slowly, massaging the pinched and numb skin vigorously to make the circulation return. This intensified the pain enormously and Ayumi began wailing sobbing again. 

	When they were all off, she was exhausted; and Fang used this opportunity to release hisyubizeme (finger stimulation of her pussy) attack as hepulled her screaming nipples to full extension making her climax not once but multiple times, giving her painfully intense orgasms.He even made her beg for permission to iku-iku (cum) at one point; and this humiliated her most.

	“Do you want to cum, whore? Tell me you have to cum and I will let you. But first tell me you are a whore!”

	She did what he wanted her to do. He reduced her to begging to cum!

	Chapter 10

	Sodomy

	One night, the Captain, Fang, Luis, Donato and Caspar were playing with her. They had bound her on all fours tightly, like a naughty pony, so she was unable to close her legs.

	They had been teasing her nipples and pussy and had gotten her very wet. Ayumi hated that they were so good at arousing her. She had come to think of them as devils or demons. Her Christian faith told her that such men could be manifestations of Satan’s own servants. Luis drove her crazy with talk that she had become a demon and that her very own cunt was home to a dark and malevolent spirit. 

	“Yes, the Bible says that Lilith was Adam’s first wife. But, she was a devil. In my country we know that many women have a succubus between their legs,” he said.

	“Let us see how our succubus likes a cock in her ass,” Luis announced loudly to everyone.

	The Captain grinned in agreement; and it was decided. Ayumi began begging since anal penetration was something unspeakably vile to her in her culture. Yet, she felt a sick thrill at the forbidden nature of the act. As Luis explored her anal flower, it was too tight; she had a very small opening so he greased his right index finger first with olive oil to work it into her asshole. Then, after that, he decided thatthe hilt of a small knife was what he really needed to open her up.

	Ayumi attempted to avoid it and wriggled furiously as the First Mate deliberately pressed the butt end up against her taut pinkish-brown anus, slowly and patiently worked it into her very tight channel. Ayumi begged him to stop, telling him that this was “indecent” and to please put the object where it belonged: in her snug vagina.

	But the First Mate ignored her, smiling evilly as he continued to work on her asshole. The others crowded in close to watch in delight as the tight ring of muscle relaxed, spread open obscenely and admit theleather covered handle. 

	Ayumi cried furiously, and continued to beg him to stop, and she even tried to tighten her sphincter muscles - trying to force the object out. But the attempt was useless, as the hilt slowly disappeared into her rectum with Luis working it in a centimetre at a time. Occasionally he stopped, and slapped her meaty ass; and Caspar and Donato tugged on her engorged nipples. Ayumi continued to beg, pleading that she would do ANYTHING if Luis would stop.

	After a few minutes work and many screams for mercy, her shit-hole was opened up enough to take something larger, like a cock. To encourage her to really do a good job, and to have more fun, Fang got in on the fun and picked up a bellows that sat near the pot bellied stove used to warm the hut. He thrust the bellows spout into the stove above the flames and pumped it - drawing a full chamber of the sooty hot air. And then he came over to use it on Ayumi’s helpless body. He tapped the hot metal spout against her tits, tummy and crotch, making her buck wildly.

	Next, he touched the tip against her slit and anus - the hot nozzle giving her a bizarre sensation, making her quiver in horror. Following this he greased the spout with fat and slid it up her love tunnel making her stiffen all her muscles, trying to fight the unwelcome invasion. Fang compressed the handles, first hard and then slow, forcing the bellow plates together to fill the poor princess's pussy with hot gas.

	She went crazy, yelling and squealing as her hips and ass gyrated in spasms. Her small, tight birth canal was pumped full, inflated and scoured with hot, cinder air...It was a hellish torment. After this she said she was ready to take a cock in her virgin ass. In fact, Fang got her to beg him for this violation, which was taboo in her culture.

	The Captain went first...pressed the tip of his cock against her tight anal flower and began to push. He worked his cock in until his groin was pressing against her ass. The he pulled out almost all the way and thrust in hard. He had good stamina and it was some time before she felt his seed gushing into her bowels. Then Fang took his turn. Then Luis started on her ass while Fang walked around the table to where her head was resting on the edge.

	“Clean my cock,” he barked at her!”

	She had already learned better than to object and soon had cocks in both her ass and mouth.

	“That is a good little whore...Ayumi-chan. Now, we will teach you how to take three cocks at once,” Fang said to her.

	Luis took his turn fucking her ass for awhile and after he came, he pulled out and yanked her to her feet by her hair. Casper got on his back and they made Ayumi straddle his hips and take his brown, uncircumcised cock in her pussy. Then Donato worked his thin,uncircumcised cock into her tight ass. Fausto got in front of her face and made her take his big cock in her mouth. They used all three of her holes at the same time. She was pushed and pulled like a doll. Fang stood by and whispered to her that she was now a total slut – taking three cocks in her body at the same time proved it.

	“You are a real whore, now, Ayumi-chan,” he crooned at her.

	Luis then chimed in that she was Lilith incarnate. ‘The fact that she had an orgasm as she was treated like a whore proved it’, he said. She ended up on the floor that night, sobbing at the new depths she had reached.

	“I know Jesus will forgive me,” she said wiping her tears. Luis was more pessimistic. “You will burn in hell, whore. And you know it,” he said to her cruelly.

	Donato and Caspar that night were fascinated by what Fang did to her with the bellows and later came up with a nasty variation they used on Ayumi, with Fausto’s encouragement, to “train” her. They obtained a rubber bulb, in the shape of a “pear” from machinery they had cannibalized and connected a rubber tube to the small end of the bulb. Then, they connected the tube to the spout of the bellows. When they pumped the bellows it made the pear expand in size like a warm balloon. This they soon inserted into Ayumi’s small, tight womanhood to tease and torment her. 

	It was hard going in…but she soon found her vagina pulsating and throbbing in time as the two inflated the bulb and then released the pressure. Inflated it and then let it deflate. Making it big and then letting it shrink. Caspar rubbed her clit harder and harder and they were able to make her cum this way. When this got old, they inflated it to its maximum capacity, to give Ayumi a “pregnant experience”.

	As it got bigger and bigger inside her birth canal, it pressed against the other organs in her body and her whole lower tummy began to bulge alarmingly, making her groan. She put her hands on her belly and felt herself.

	“It is going to tear me. I feel...I feel…oh…uh…oh… like I am going to explode,” she cried out.

	The intrusion took over her mind and body. As her vagina was stretched to the maximum, wider and deeper than she had ever been stretched before, Ayumi groaned like a woman giving birth. It pressed on her G-spot, her urethra and the deep pocket at the end of her hole in such a way that her eyes began to tear as she gasped and gasped.

	Having her small, shallow, tight hole stretched by the fully inflated bulb was an eye-watering experience for her. Especially when Luis or Fausto played with her clitoris to add pleasure to the pain…They did not let the air out of the warm balloon until they had made her cum. It was quite a memorable experience for the once virginal girl.

	Eventually, the idea was that they would use the device to stretch her asshole…to expand her anal tunnel so that she could fetch a good price in the slave market by being able to take any size cock in her rectum. Japanese women,known for their tight orifices,were in high demand in those years. But, despite their high-minded ideas about “training” Ayumi, the two perverts just loved torturing her with the device. 

	Donato worked the bulb into the tiny oral space of her mouth too; and soon had Ayumi's eyes bugging out of her head when he began pumping the bellows, making her cheeks balloon and straining her jaws, while Caspar holding his hard cock, slapped her bulging cheeks in time as his comrade tortured her.

	They eventually were able to force the bulb in her tight, virgin ass…inflating it some, despite her cries for mercy. It was painful, but combined with two fingers in her pussy, they discovered, much to their delight, that they could make the slim Japanese girl cum and even spurt from her urethra, despite the pain in her ass.

	In order to keep the men entertained, the Captain introduced a new performance - a pole dance. A pole about 4 centimetres in diameter was sunk in the ground in the centre of the compound. The end was been carved and shaped to look like a cock. The length of the pole was carefully adjusted so that it was just inside Ayumi’s vagina when she was on tiptoe and deep inside her when she was flat-footed. And then they greased with cooking fat.

	Ayumi was brought out, stripped and made to spread her legs. They rubbed and fingered her until she was wet and juicy, tied a cord around her neck and tied her thumbs to the cord. Next, they lifted her up to straddle the pole and sat her down on it. The drums would begin and she was made to dance – squatting up and down, swivelling her hips and wriggling in time to the music. 

	In order to make her really fuck the pole, someone would be elected the “dance teacher”. He would whip her ass or use a switch on her tits and nipples, which was particularly effective in getting her going.  It made a cruel noise every time it landed and this added to Ayumi’s moaning and groaning added to the entertainment.

	She squatted down and stood up. Squatted and stood up – over and over again, fucking herself on the pole. It looked so obscene to see a beautiful young Japanese woman fucking herself like that. Someone would spread her ass cheeks and tickle her anus with some nettles to make her fuck herself even harder. Soon, the itch in her asshole was maddening. From the way shetwitched and writhed, everyoneknew it was hellish. The nettles were handed off to another pirate who used it on her asshole or whipped her buttocks with it. 

	Soon, Ayumi was fucking herself silly on the pole. She grunted, moaned and squatted up and down like a demented doll. Pirates came up and pulled on her nipples so hard, that it seemed they would tear them off. They kept this up and often this was what she needed to cum. She always came on the pole. Her ass, when it was over, was stippled with a sting rash and scored with weals. It looked like she’d been stung by bees; and the pole was lathered with her pussy juice. 

	Then for the next hour, men used her ass while she squatted with the pole in her cunt. Then there would be another dance followed by another session of ass fucking. She started dancing at sunset and was on the pole for hours…This proved so popular that it was done for four nights straight. 

	One night, after supper, when everyone was sitting around drinking and Junko and Daisuke were clearing the table, Luis brought out a small cylindrical ivory statuette about twenty centimetres tall. He had found it among Ayumi’s things. The patina of age suggested it was old; and that perhaps it had been rubbed smooth from handling.

	The statuette was carved in the form of a man with his hands resting on his upper back and his elbows pressed against the sides of his head. He wore a loin cloth and his feet were crossed showing nail holes. His head was turned to the right with his chin on his chest. The way it had been designed the top was slightly wider than the rest of the statue. Ayumi had been given the artefact by a fellow Christian and simply thought of it as a representation of the crucified Christ.

	She had no ideaof its real purpose. Luis, with everyone laughing, held it up and told Ayumi to look at it with one eye closed and she would see what it really was. Ayumi, seeing the outline clearly for the first time, was dumbstruck. Luis explained that the religious statuette was actually ashunga netsukeintended to resemble a man's erect cock. And that it was really a dildo to be used by women to masturbate. Ayumi was sitting at Fausto’s feet – bare-breasted andwearing only a short skirt like the kind worn bythe women of the Dumagat people of the central Philippine islands. 

	At this revelation, she was horrified and felt very foolish that she didn’t know what the statuette really was until the pock-marked First Mate explained it. She looked over and saw Junko, standing in the lighted doorway of the mess hut, laughing at her. She looked around and Donato, Caspar, and the others were laughing at her expense too. Obviously, everyone knew what it was but her.

	“Now, here is something extra,” Luis explained, holding the statuette up. “Notice that the top is nice and wide and smooth. It is intended, of course, for a lady’s purse! Ah, but, notice how the elbows…Ah…the elbows…they point up to heaven,” he said laughing. “They are perfectly angled if you want to tickle milady’s clitoris or stretch her asshole! Depending on how you hold it, of course.”

	Some of the men began applauding and whistling at this. He was very entertaining, but Ayumi felt sharply humiliated. Her faith was being mocked as well as her naiveté. As the laughter died down, Fausto turned to Luis and grinning, said, “you should show our little succubus how it works!”

	Ayumi looked at Fausto and then at Luis and as the assembled pirates began clamouring for her to be violated with the statuette, she knew she was doomed. They got her up on the table where everyone had just supped and made her spread her legs. Donato and Luis worked on her pussy getting her wet and her clitoris erect, but she was already hot and moist when they spread her legs. She was becoming accustomed to being degraded and forced to cum. Luis used the Christ netsuke on her clitoris and fucked her in her vagina with it to make her cum. She ended up with her legs shaking and twitching, the orgasm was so intense.

	Finally, he used it to stretch her small, tight anus. It was only after he had worked the whole thing in her rectum that Ayumi was allowed to stand and then he made her walk around with it in her ass to shame her. She had to go around the table, bend over and lift her short skirt to display the feet of the Christ netsuke poking out of her tight brown puckered asshole.The lapsed Catholic First Mate really knew how to mentally and physically torture her.

	The skirt that Ayumi was wearing was part of a mode of dress that had developed in the weeks she was in pirate’s sanctuary. Fausto had Junko make some things for Ayumi to wear. The old woman cut and sewed her kimonos and her underclothes as well as scraps of cloth from around the compound. The one thread that tied everything together was that they were designed to make Ayumi look like a whore - so that her tits, legs or butt were accentuated or on display.

	It was just another way to degrade her and all of theseclothes caused her shame. It was especially mortifying that some of them had been made from her own beautiful kimonos.But the display of her body also made her more susceptible to being aroused and this caused her suffering as well.

	Chapter 11

	Pony Girl

	And then there was the night the Princess was “ponyified” (treated like a misbehaving pony). It was the Captain’s idea. Her highness wasgagged with a dirtyrag in her pouty mouth, with akoi-tten wrapped several times around her head. Luis shoved awooden plug up her butt with horse hair attached to it, very humiliating– like it was a “tail”. And Fang attached two thin pieces of bamboo as clamps on her royal nipples.

	They shackled her handsand bound herankles spread wide on a pole. After this, the stable boy, Daisuke, was given a switch and encouraged to beat her like she was a bad pony.Hobbling around, she tried to follow instructions, but when she didn’t perform properly, he got to whip her hard on her butt. They even harnessed her to a small wagon and made her pull it around the compound.

	This was another very low point for Ayumi…

	She was taunted and mocked by themen and even Junko came out of the mess hut to gape and chuckle at her humiliation. When the game came to an end, Daisuke was encouraged to mount his pony and poor Ayumi had to endure the shame of having her own stable boy fuck her in front of jeering foreigners and her former maidservant. It was hugely mortifying.

	When the 18 year old boy was ready to “go” again, Fang, to be perverse, ring-gagged Ayumi and had Daisuke feed his swollen ball sack through her ring-gagged mouth, choking her as she gagged on his wiry hairs rubbing against her lips. With his nut sack in her mouth, her cheeks ballooned like a squirrel storing nuts for the winter. His throbbing erection bobbed up and down and slapped her pert nose; as her hot breath gave him pleasure. It was a very obscene game.

	Fang and Luiseventually got the boy to feed his hot cock into her mouth, slap her porcelain face to make her suck harder; and forced her to use her tongue to bathe his leaking pee-hole before they encouraged him to cruelly stuff his full erection down her throat. When he was all the way in,his cockhead rested at the entrance to her throat, making her gag, and this put his hairy crotch pressing and banging against herface, the hair scratching her delicate skin mercilessly. To be violated by her stable boy that night was one of the lowest points in Ayumi’s journey of humiliation.

	Chapter 12

	Junko’s Slave

	Ayumi had little contact with Junko, her former maidservant. The old woman now had a new job and was busy all the time, cooking for forty-five hungry men. She was now the camp’s cook and “doctor”. She had carved out a life for herself and Ayumi couldn’t help but be resentful at the turn of events. The older woman was smart enough to ingratiate herself with the Captain and she soon built a working relationship with Quartermaster Fang too.  Ayumi, for her part, felt hatred for Junko as she had betrayed her. Occasionally she saw the older woman hauling water or harvesting vegetables from the garden.

	As a reward for treating a pirate who had been bitten by a snake, the Captain told her she was entitled to a reward and asked her what she’d like. The heavy-set woman with the plain face smiled and said, “a night with Ayumi”.

	Fausto grinned. He knew there was no love lost between them and so he acquiesced to her request. The very next night, Ayumi was delivered to Junko. The older woman knew exactly what she wanted to do to the once haughty Princess. First she would “discipline” her and then she would make her serve her.

	When Casper fetched her, Ayumi wondered where she was being taken and when he dumped her off at the small hut Junko had been given, Ayumi was incensed. She turned her face away from Junko, who didn’t notice or care. The older woman pointed to a stool and Ayumi, who was dressed in rags, sat down.

	“What do you want with me, traitor,” she spat?

	“Oh, I just wanted to spend some time with my former mistress. Oh, how the mighty have fallen. Perhaps you have arrived at a place that was just right for you all along,” she said to her with real malice in her voice.

	Ayumi wanted to scratch her eyes out, but wisely waited to see what she wanted. At that moment, Daisuke showed up. After the humiliation of being his “pony girl” Ayumi couldn’t look him in the eye. 

	“Help me bind her, Daisuke,” Junko said, sending off alarm bells with Ayumi.

	Before she could do anything, the old woman and the young stable boy had wrestled her to the central beam supporting the hut. They pulled off her clothes and tied her hands above her head.

	Ayumi looked over when this was done to see that Junko had gotten one of her cotton koi tten and rolled it up. She put this between Ayumi’s thighs - then began pulling it slowly to and fro - working the material into a thin, wet cord in her crack. Ayumi gasped and moaned as Junko worked it back and forth thru the lips of her cunt. 

	Daisuke laughed as Ayumi tried to stand up on her toes to avoid what Junko was doing to her. The old woman began sawing her hands back and forth using the full length of the wet cotton with each stroke. The poor girl struggled in Daisuke’s gripas he held her still. There was nothing she could do.

	After a minute of this, Ayumi began writhing and gasping at the slightest movement. That’s when Junko stopped and felt between her legs. Grinning, she held up her fingers...glistening with Ayumi’s feminine secretions. Daisuke laughed at her humiliation.

	The old woman pulled the cord tight again and continued to masturbate her. Ayumi bit her lip as she was trying to ignore what the maddening friction of the wet cotton against her sensitive sex lips was doing to her. Junko, with cruel skill, pulled the material back and forth so that Ayumi’s sensitive bits: her labia, clitoris, urethra, the vaginal opening and her anus were being teased unmercifully. 

	Each indignity and Ayumi’s increasingly agitated reactions brought a fresh round of chuckles and grins from Daisuke. The Princess looked at his boyish face and saw the depths of the depravity to which he had descended. ‘To enjoy sexual torture is a mark of a degraded person’, she said to herself as she looked at him.

	Junko began to vigorously manipulate the cord. She wanted to make Ayumi have an orgasm. The old woman pulled the wet cord right up against her clitoris; and this made Ayumi beg and whimper. Watching her face for her reactions, Junko grinning, whipped the cord left and right to work her clitoris. The Princess’s moans suddenly became louder, her hips bucking and jerking. 

	Now that she had gotten Ayumi close to cumming, Junko slowed down, tantalizing her. Daisuke heard Ayumi, teased to the point of distraction, begin whimpering and then beg to be allowed toiku iku (cum). Her muscles were as tight as a drum. Finally, after Junko made her beg like a little girl, she jerked the cord to and fro in a blur and made Ayumi reach a tumultuous orgasm. Ayumi, ashamed, hid her face. Junko came over and took her face in her two hands and lifted it up. She tilted her face to look at the boy.

	“Look at Daisuke. Show him your shameful face. Show him your face of shame, slut,” she scolded her.

	Ayumi began to sob softly. Then Junko had the boy help her get Ayumi down on her bunk. She was like a child in their hands at this point and let herself be led. They tied her hand and foot.

	“Watch, boy and see what you can learn,” Junko said to him as her heavy tits bobbed and jiggledas she got on the bunk straddlingAyumi who gasped when the older woman pinched her nostrils shut.

	Gasping for air, she opened her mouth to breathe. That’s when Junko grabbed her tongue and pulled it out of her mouth, as far as it would go. She pointed to her own crotch. 

	“Your tongue belongs to me,” she said to her as she pulled up her skirts.

	She pointed again to the hairy grove between her heavy thighs and to Ayumi’s tongue again. Junko wore no underclothes; and the meaning was very clear. Ayumi was sickened at the thought. The thought of having to put her mouth on her former maidservant’s pussy disgusted her. Junko then spun around and knelt with her knees on either side of Ayumi’s head, facing her feet.

	Underneath, Ayumi was overwhelmed by Junko’s heavy, fleshy thighs and the dimpled, fat buttocks descending on her. The mat of the woman’s pubic hair was thick and coarse and it covered her full labia and went up her belly to her navel and around her anus. A large clitoris poked out of the full, pulpy sex lips. 

	The smell was musky and strong. Junko spread herself open with her fingers and squatted so that as she sat on Ayumi’s face, her clitoris rubbed Ayumi’s chin. Then she lowered herself fully so that her vaginal opening covered Ayumi’s mouth. She joked with Daisuke that she was going to go for a “ride” now.

	In this position, Ayumi’s pert, little nose was pressed right up against Junko’s asshole. The smell was strong and objectionable, and it made the Princess gag. Junko grabbed Ayumi’s brown nipples and began to pull and twist them. So encouraged, Ayumi was forced to kiss and lick Junko’s pulpy, smelly pussy, as the older woman squatted over her. When Junkojust sat down, Ayumi’s mouth was squashed up against her wet pussy.

	Junko then said sweetly to her, “Stick your tongue in my hole.” 

	Ayumi worried about Junko smothering her. Her nose continued to rub the older woman’s asshole; and the woman’s pussy flowed heavily.  The amount of her womanly secretions was overwhelming as Ayumi licked, kissed and inserted her tongue into the hole, making her whole face wet in the process. 

	Junko frigged herself back and forth on Ayumi’s face using her to masturbate herself. Ayumi had to keep swallowing and work to keep breathing so she

	didn’t suffocate. Whenever Junko told her to, Ayumi thrust her tongue out as far as it could go, soJunkocould wipe herself on it from clitoris to vagina. Daisuke sat there staring with an erection tenting his loincloth. He quietly put his hand down under his loincloth to touch himself.

	Junko “rode” back and forth over the girl’s face. Then the older woman’s hips and ass did a little jig as she came and gushed pussy cream. There was so much, what did not end up in Ayumi’s mouth was smeared all over her face.Junko then rode her to another wet cum. This time, after she came, she sat on Ayumi’s face fully and smothered her. 

	Ayumi moaned and tried to yell that she couldn’t breathe; she felt like she was suffocating. It triggered her gag reflex and fear of asphyxiation. When it was over Ayumi was exhausted and humiliated with her face and neck wet with pussy cream. Junko untied her and let her get up.

	Junko then turned to Daisuke and said, “I will bet you are ready to spill your seed. Use her mouth.”

	He didn’t need to be asked twice. As Ayumi whimpered, he took out his cock from his trousers and loincloth and shoved his cock at her. She got down on her knees in front of him and without being told, took his cock in her small hands. She began to kiss and lick it lovingly and tenderly. Daisuke groaned as itfelt wonderful. Soon, she was sucking on it and after a while he took her head in his hands to pull her mouth back and forth on his cock.

	As his excitement built, he began breathing harder and sweating now, his movements became more agitated. Ayumi had begun to drool and this saliva and his penis leaking pre-cum had lubricated her mouth to let him fuck her faster and smoother. She kept her tongue pressed tightly to the underside of his prick as he pistoned it in and out. Soon, he began grunting and moaning and as she sucked harder, he ejaculated with a roar. She gulped and swallowed his load like he was her loving husband.

	After this and to cap off the sessionJunko, who wasas much as sadist as Fang, had something really gross and nasty in store for Ayumi. The two of them hauled her up by her hair and bound her with her hands over her head to the central beam again. Junko began to play with her labia and her clitoris, spreading and rubbing her sex lips and her nubbin…playing with them and then inserting her fingers into her small, still tight cunt. When Ayumi’s cunt was again wet and juicy, Junko showed her what she had for her. It was in a bucket with a lid.

	Ayumi shrieked when she saw that there was a small, green snake in the bucket. Junko grabbed it and held it up to show her. It was about thirty-eight centimetres long (fifteen inches) and as thick as two fingers. It writhed and squirmed, as Ayumi, horrified, stared.  Daisuke had gone outside and returned carrying a ferret-like animal in a small cage, a mongoose. 

	He held up the cage and the mongoose started chattering showing extreme excitement.The snake also reacted, squirming wildly. It wanted to get away and hide in a nice, dark hole. Daisuke pulled the cage behind his backas Junkomade Ayumi spread her legs. Using her fingers Junko spread the petals of Ayumi’s cunt open, and brought the snake close to her vagina. 

	When she saw what Junko was doing, Ayumi cried out to the boy, “please do not let her do this to me, Daisuke!” 

	But he would not help her. As Junko put the snake’s head, with its forked tongue flicking in and out, right at the opening to her vagina, Daisuke brought the caged mongoose out from behind his back and close to Ayumi’s crotch.  The serpent, with its head right at the opening to Ayumi’s hole, heard the mongoose, and literally flew into Ayumi’s hole. The reptile rapidly squeezed, slithered and wiggled into her sexhole until it was all the way in. 

	Ayumi began to scream like a lunatic. She humped her hips back and forth, with her legs open, trying to get the thing out of her pussy. But the snake, fearing the mongoose and sensing the safety that the warm, wet hole providedwas in her cunt to stay. As Ayumi wriggled and writhed, Junko and the boy smiled as this was better than either one had hoped.

	Ayumi spread her legs wide and squatted down a little and tried to squeeze the snake out with the muscles of her vagina. The more she did that the more the reptile wriggled into the deepest recesses of her hole to get away. Her stomach swelled andundulated as the snake squirmed and wriggled inside her - turning around and around. It looked obscene. Daisuke went out to tell everyone to come and see what they’d done to her. Soon, a gaggle of pirates had squeezed into Junko’s small hut to to see what the commotion was about and stayed to watch, make comments and heckle Ayumi.

	Now that the initial horror of having a snake inside her had subsided somewhat, Ayumi became conscious of other sensations. For instance, the balled serpent, wedged solidly in her hole, pressed on all the sensitive nerves inside her.As it wriggled around, Ayumi felt the powerful stirrings of sexual arousal. The snake rubbed against her G-Spot and the urethral sponge, making her hot.

	The snake would lie quietly for awhile, and then something she did, some movement on her part frightened it, and it would thrash around inside her. The expressions that crossed her pretty features were priceless. The emotions of fear, horror, disgust, arousal, shame and self-loathing flashed across her facelike a storm on a summer’s day.

	With her legs held open to encourage the snake to come out of her, it made for a lewd spectacle. When the snake poked its head out, Daisuke quickly thrust the caged mongoose close to her crotch again making the snake dart back inside so fast it made the onlookers laugh. And the sensation of the snake’s broad headdilating and working her vaginal sphincter made Ayumi moan. 

	Seeing this, Junkocame over to rub her pussy and this disturbed the reptile. It thrashed around and as she continued to rub Ayumi’ssex lips and clitoris, this made the snake go crazy. This made for a disgusting sex act as Ayumi was being fucked by the snake while Junko masturbated her. She humped her hips back and forth, wriggling around and moaning as Junko worked her nubbin and gother very close to cumming.

	Junko rubbed her clitoris hard and made her cum and then forced her into two more orgasms. After this, she untied her, and the onlookers went into gales of laughter as Ayumi tried, with her fingers, to get the snake out of her pussy. Of course, the snake, frightened, curled itself into a tighter ball deep in her hole. Ayumi began crying in frustration. 

	Junko got her lying down on the table and quieted her down. She then began pressing methodically on Ayumi’s belly and soon got the snake to slither out of her pussy. The Princess had the serpent inside her for almost two hours. Afterwards, Ayumi broke down completely crying and sniffling with mucus running from her nose. 

	Junko, maternally, condescendingly comforted her by holding a dirty rag up to her runny nose, wiping it and saying “blow” like a mother would with a child. The demeaning, degrading and condescending affection just devastated Ayumi, coming from the former maidservant who’d betrayed her.

	“Aw, poor baby, poor little Ayumi-chan. That is it. Blow your nose. Good little girl!”

	Ayumiwas emotionally exhausted, but the ordeal that night was finally over. During the time Ayumi was at the pirate’s hideaway, she was treated night and day as a slave. Every single degradation that could be inflicted on such a person was done to her. Men yanked and pulled her hair. She was slapped across the face. She was caned and whipped in public. She was made to perform menial tasks; and sexual acts on demand. 

	She was forced to be subservient (walking a pace behind, kneeling, only speaking when spoken to, kissing and licking the feet, buttocks, anusand cock of any pirate who wanted it.). Her freedom was suppressed. She was punished like a childfor misbehaviour by being forced to stand in punishment positions, or restrained. She had tobe completely nude most of the time; and had to wear a collar as a sign of their “ownership” of her. And finally, former servants got to witness her humiliation as well as abuse her too.

	Chapter 13

	The Slave Market

	After a few more weeks, Captain Fausto had his men shave and pluck Ayumi’s pubic hair again so she was as bare as a baby’s ass andcut the hair on her head short. He gave her to the blacksmith, a crusty old Welshman named Dylan, to brand her. She was tightly bound on her back and then trembling and pleading, she watched him turn the brands in the fire. He picked up a brand and showedit to her first. Ayumi stared, but did not understand what the brand meant.

	It was the small letter “P” (for prostituta - Portuguese for whore). She did not understand any English, but Dylan, seeing the question in her eyes, pointed to it and said the word for whore in Portuguese. Ayumi winced at this and her eyes filled instantly with tears. He shoved the brand back into the hot coals, until it was glowing; then he used it to brand heron her right cheek - just below her eye. The pain was intense and she almost fainted. He gave her time to recover and then showed her a second brand. 

	This one wasthe stylized image of a man’s cock and balls. Ayumi groaned when she saw it. She knew it would be massively humiliating to be seen in public disfigured with this brand and the one on her cheek. It would forever mark her a “whore”.He heated this instrument in the the fire and when it was white hot, he branded Ayumi on her stomach, underneath her belly button, with the head of the cock pointing to her cunt.

	Following this, he turned her over and branded her on her left buttock with the cock pointing to her asshole. Ayumi was now totally objectified as a whore. She had been reduced to a “thing”. As a final indignity, the Welshman fitted her, like an animal, with a leather collar connected to a lead. 

	Fausto had decided it was time to sell his prize, and when Ayumi recovered from the shock of branding, he, Luis, Fang and a crew of twenty-fivesailed to the northeast side of the island. They landed on a beach at night and, by mule cart, took Ayumi to the slave market twenty-four kilometres (fifteen miles) distant. And so the Princess finally reached the slave market in Formosa – naked and branded. When they got to the town, she was led through the streets with cries of, “make way for Princess Ayumi, the daughter of the Emperor of Japan.”

	Ayumi couldn’t look at any of the faces of the men, women and children lining the way. They hurled taunts and mocked her. Each was like an arrow in her tender flesh. They finally reached the slave market after parading her naked through the town.Ayumi was sweating by the time Luis and Fang herded her into a small shack to wait. Shortly,Ayumi was led out by her leash up on a stage about 3½ metres high. The auctioneer,a flabby, older Vietnamese named Duong with a thin moustache`, took her lead from Luis. He was held a dog whip in his left hand.

	He told her in broken Japanese, “Arms over your head, clasp your hands together…and spread your legs.”

	The benches facing the stage were full of every sort of buyer: plantation owners, shopkeepers, wealthy individuals and brothel owners. The auctioneerbegan his examination of Ayumi. And this was how they displayed a slave in those days: first,he examined her face; made her open her mouth to inspect her teeth and gums;felt her breasts; pinched and pulled on her nipples; examined and palpated her stomach; patted her mound; inspected her legs; turned her around and examined her back; pinched and slapped her buttocks; turned her around again; inched his hand slowly up her thigh; explored her pussy; inserted his fingers into her hole and felt around, getting them wet in the process.

	This “exam” was designed to show the buyers that the woman was healthy and sound. But its real purpose was get the audience excited. And when Duong pulled his fingers, wet and dripping, virtually connected to her hole with strings of vaginal mucus, the audience went wild while Ayumi struggled to control her emotions. Then, he began his sales pitch. Since it was in Chinese, Ayumi didn’t know what he was saying…

	He said, “this is Ayumi, the daughter of the Emperor of Japan. She is 23 years old and has been well used by the crew that captured her. Note her well-developed tits and pussy eager to be used by men.”

	He ordered her to turn around and, after a moment, touch the floor with both hands.

	“Note her shapely, wide hips and her meaty ass which is now well used and open for play.”

	Then he told her to turn around, put her hands behind her head and face the audience.He told her to spread her legs, bend backwards and touched the whip handle to her right tit. Then he ran the handle down to her pussy, tapped it on her thighs to make her open her legs; andthen he shoved it up her cunt; inciting the audience of older male buyers to lick their lips and rub their chins thoughtfully. Ayumi struggled to control herself…

	“What am I bid for this slut who is eager to serve men in every way?”

	There was strong bidding and finally, a big, corpulent Chinese named Wencheng, purchased her. He conferred with the auctioneer and when the man held up one finger, Wencheng shook his head ‘no-no-no’. Duong wanted to do one final thing with Ayumi to pump the crowd up for the next several slaves he had to sell. He wanted to put the “blue-blood”Princess on the Spanish Donkey. 

	He knew this would sexually provoke the audience and lift the sales “atmosphere” to a higher level. He was offering Wencheng a small discount, if he would agree. Wencheng didn’t have any specific objection to Ayumi being put on the Donkey, but wanted to grind the auctioneer a few ducats for the privilege. They made a deal, and poor Ayumi was subjected to another indignity. 

	The men who worked for the market set the Spanish Donkey down on the platform. This was a device with a long history in Spanish speaking countries to punish or torture women.  Attached to a wood base were two posts. Affixed to the posts was a sharp wooden triangle. It was a simple contraption, but an ingenious device designed for the slow, sexual torture of a woman.

	These two men came over, grabbed Ayumi, lifted her into the air and set her on the Donkey. Her full body weight was supported only on her crotch - that meant her pussy, perineum and asshole. The helpless girl was now sitting on the sharp wooden triangle, with her full body weight supported on the most tender flesh on her body. Her legs had been forced open by the wide bottom of the triangle. 

	They used ropes to keep her balanced and prevent her from falling off. Her spread labia were visible as she sat on the Donkey. The device was adjustable for height and the men made it just high enough to force Ayumi onto her tiptoes to protect her tender flesh. She straddled the triangle, tied loosely but well enough that she couldn’t dismount.

	As the men in the audience watched enraptured, Ayumi waited, helpless, as the inevitable muscle fatigue slowly set in. After many long minutes her calves finally tired and she used the last of her strength to lower herself as gently as possible onto the hard, sharp triangle. Her delicate pussy flesh was pressed between the edge of the wood and her pelvis, giving her the first of many small bruises on her sex. Moments later she rose again, but only for a few minutes.

	Muscles throbbing, again she lowered herself, carefully positioning her weight on a new place. It took longer to summon the strength to rise each additional time, but after long seconds she pushed herself up, sweating from the exertion. As she “rode” her tender pussy flesh swelled and comfort became impossible. So, she squirmed and wriggled constantly and was soon “bobbing” up and down on the triangle like she was actually riding a donkey.

	To punish her more, the men attached small wooden clamps to her brownnipples, making her groan and cry out. One of them came forward a few minutes later and attached a weight to each clamp. This pulled her nipples down towards her waist, adding to her misery. As Ayumi went up and down on the triangle her tits bobbed and swayed – each up and down movement tugged and jerked on them. She was soon groaning and begging for release.

	Next, one of the men used a thin bamboo cane to whip her on her full meaty butt as she rode. He whipped the loaves of her ass hard, the sound like a pistol shot, which left thin angry marks everywhere it landed and made her ordeal immediately unbearable. With all of this adding to her suffering, she began bawling that she would do ‘anything’ if they would release her.

	“PLEASE LET ME OFF! PLEASE…PLEASE!”

	They took her off. The auctioneer then announced dramatically, “we have more women who are even better than this one. Who will do anything for the right owner! Stand by and get ready for pleasure!”

	Chapter 14

	The Brothel

	Ayumi began anew life of sexual abuse and pain. She soon learned she had been purchased for a brothel that specialized incruelty and pain. Her owner, Wencheng, was not only fat, but very cruel, controlling and cunning. He soon discovered that she had super sensitive nipples, so to take full advantage of her handicap, he hadspecial metal clamps designed whichhe attached to her nipples.

	She began work at dusk as a featured performer.The clamps were attached to her nipples; and with her arms above her head her wrists were secured to an overhead beam.Then cords were attached to her nipple clamps and secured to the beam also. Her pussy and ass was then auctioned off to the highest bidder. Shehad to stand while one man fucked her cunt and another man sodomized her ass. As she was penetrated and the two men began to hump and pummel her,her nipples received a terrible stretching. Her wild, agonized reactions and frenzied orgasms made her very popular.

	After her exhibition, Wencheng had her working as a serving wench. Hehad her fitted with a leather collar designed so that a wooden pole could be attached to it over her shoulders. Her wrists were bound to the ends of the pole so that she was completely exposed and unable to protect herself in any way. Then wooden trays were hung from the ends of the pole and jugs of beer or liquor were placed on the trays.

	She was required to circulate among the tables so customers could order a drink. Of course, she was completely naked and the men were free to feel her tits, cunt and ass as they wished. She would be punished with a cane if she spilled anything. They paid for their drink by stuffing the coins in her pussy.

	After midnight, her holes were for rent at two different prices. The low price was for public use, the high price allowed the customer to use her on a bunk in a screened off alcove. Most of her customers preferred the low price. She worked from midnight to sunrise.Any customer who was dissatisfied or sadistic could hurt her by pulling on the clamps.

	After some months, Wencheng devised a new act for her, a contest. At sundown, she was up on stage, in front of the audience,kneeling on a bench tethered by her nipple clampsto a peg. A man from the audience paid to see if her could fist her and make her scream within 3 minutes. He was declared a “winner” if, before the sand ran out of an hourglass, he could get his whole fist into her pussy and made her scream in the process. His “prize”: he was then allowed to beat her for fifteen minutes.

	He was given a thin, freshbamboo cane and allowed to beat her on her ass andbetween her legs on her sensitive pussy and tight anus.Her screams would have sickened most normal men but those watching the show just cheered, laughed or applauded. After this ordeal, she worked as a waitress until midnight and then as a whore until morning.

	Sometimes Wencheng took her with him when he went to the open-air market in the early morning hours. One day, while shopping, a mongrel dog cameover and started sniffing her cunt. She was wearing a short skirt and nothing on underneath. Wencheng made her kneel with her head in the dirt and her ass in the air.

	The dog licked her cunt and a circle of men formed, laughing and cheering at the show. They tossed money to her owner. After this, he made Ayumi hump aman’s leg like a dog and do it until she came. This excited the crowd and he sold several blow jobs as a result of her“performance”.

	That gave him an idea. He had his one of his underlings, a Chinese named Shen,procure a big male dog and track down a female dog in heat. Shen pulled on a heavy glove and wiped the bitch’s oozing vaginawith a sponge - which he then dropped into a jar and sealed. The sponge was now saturated with juice from the cunt of a female bitch in heat. 

	He then delivered the jar to Wencheng. On the next trip to the market, just before he and Ayumi arrived, Wencheng anointed her crotch and nipples with the pungent sponge. Shen had also gone to the market walking the dog on a leash. When he saw Wencheng and got the signal, hebrought the dog over. The animal smelled a bitch in heat and went wild. Wencheng let it smellAyumi’s her whiffy pussy.

	Its big, wet tongue shot out to lick her slit and everywhere between her legs. This soon attracted a crowd of onlookers, mostly men. As the dog’s pink tongue lapped ather pussy furiously, it began to drool and ooze her feminine love cream. Wencheng then stripped Ayumi to the waist to provide more of a show for the crowd.Her brown nipples got as hard as pebbles as the dog licked her. Ayumi was thoroughly shamed by all this. She was aroused against her will as the dog’s tongue was soft, powerful and wet.

	With her legs spread, the dog’s cold nose ended up on her clitoris as the beastlapped every fold and crevice of her pussy from her vaginal opening thru her labia to her clitoris...and made her moan when it thrust its tongue into her hole. Between the dog’s copious saliva and her secretions, herpussy got very wet and hot. She whimpered, moaned, and then climaxed, flowing morehot, pussy cream.To being forced to do this in public opened a floodgate in her mind. To be made to cum by a dog was a new degradation. The most humiliating one yet. 

	Wencheng and Shen then made her suck the dog’s dick. Its organ had dropped down and it was obscene: blood red in colour and drooling canine sex-slime. The idea of sucking its cock was repulsive and disgusting to her, but it was alsoperversely arousing too.Wencheng made her kneel so that the drooling, hot, red tip was right in her face. Shen then held the cock behind the swelling “knot” at the base so she could give the tip wet, sucking kisses, run her tongue all over it and then suck it. 

	This made the dog’s cock spurt even furiously. It squirted semen like a hose and whatdidn’t end up in her mouth landed on her face which got wet - glistening with the dog’s cum. Her cheeks bulged from the copious amounts of watery cum until she swallowed; then her cheeks bulged again. 

	Then, Shen asked the crowd if they wanted to see the dog “mate” with her. Of course, the answer was, ‘yes’. So, Wencheng forced Ayumi down on all fours. As Shen led the dog behind her, it knew just what to do. Excited, it jumped on her back; its front paws wrapping around her ribcageand its hips began humping. As soon as the dog got the tip into her warm, wet hole it shoved its cock in so fast that all of it, except the knot, went in. The dog then began fucking her crazy hard - just humping her like she was a bitch. Ayumi began wailing as the animalhumped her furiously. It drooled on her and never stopped humping her mercilessly. 

	She was soon sweating like a pig; her face, neck, underarms, and back were soon shiny and dripping with sweat. Ayumi began having multiple, convulsive orgasms that exploded like a string of Chinese firecrackers right there in the market. The dog’s knot had not entered her and it wasbig. People began taking bets that wouldn’t fit in her pussy. 

	She felt the knot banging against her…trying to get into her hole. Some people had crowded in closer to study the knot as it pressed against the opening. It was huge now. The knot finally stretched the vaginal sphincter open, and as the crowd watched it disappear inside hersome of them beganapplauding.

	When it popped inside, Ayumishrieked. It was both painful and stimulating as her hole had been utterly stretched and distended. One second it was outside her pussy…and then, the big knot had disappeared inside her. Her sessions with the rubber bulb stretching her pussy had prepared her a bit for this violation. Those who had bet it would not fit inside her, now scowled.The muscles in her cunt now convulsed against the knot - gripping it hard - and then she CAME! It was a huge uterine orgasm of epic proportions and by her reactions left no doubt the she had climaxed.

	Ayumi waslost in a daze at this point and had several body shaking orgasms, one after another. The dog kept spurting hot cum pumping her full. And as long as its cock throbbed and gushed, itkept heron the boil. The hot cum and the pressure of the big knot hadturnedher hole into a furnace. Finally, it came to an end. The dog’s knotkept the animal locked to her for nearly ten minutes. When its erection subsided and it pulled back, its cock and the knotfinally popped out. Ayumi, her cunt drooling a disgusting mixture of dog cum and her copious feminine juices, looked over at those watching her and saw the disgust and scorn in their faces. She realized she had hit the very depths of debasement. Her journey of degradation and disgrace had reached the nadir, the pits.

	Withthe “dog show” over, Wencheng kept Ayumi on her knees and sold blow jobs. It became a profitable sideline for him; and Ayumi became known as“Dog Girl”. Every time she was taken to the market she felt she would go insane. Much to her everlasting shame, the dog’s tongue and cock made her cum and cum. On subsequent trips, Wencheng even made her rim the dog’s anus for the crowd’s amusement. She was once the daughter of the Japanese Emperor; but she had become “Dog Girl” -relegated to kissing a dog’s dirty anus .

	She would spend her nights serving drinks and being used as a whore, and the mornings having sex withthe dog in the market and sucking cock. She was allowed to sleep during the afternoon. It was a rough and stressful routine…but by now Ayumi was fully into a slut slave’s mind. In a way, she had been reduced to just her sex organs. She had ceased to exist as the Princess or as a normal woman. She was now completely a slave anda pervert.

	Six months after the auction, Captain Fausto looked in on Ayumi. He was surprised she was still alive. She had a huge belly and was about 8 months pregnant. She wasn’tbringing in much money for Wencheng because she wasn’t new anymore; soFausto was able to buy her back at a bargain price. She looked older and worse for wear, but was grateful the Captain had bought her. ‘Perhaps he loves me’, she wondered? ‘I hope so. I am in need of a protector’, she said to herself wistfully.
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Synopsis: Two Serbian teenagers join the local militia and discover the opportunity of a lifetime to abuse a neighboring Muslim family.
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	In 1992, Bosnia erupted into a cauldron of ethnic hatred, violence, rape and civil war. Tens of thousands of women were raped in Bosnia and the other parts of the former Yugoslavia between 1992 and 1994 during the rule of Radovan Karadzic. Two Serbian teenagers join the local militia and discover the opportunity of a lifetime to abuse a neighboring Muslim family.

	

	Velimir and Tatjana

	While in school, the boy worked part-time at the market in town where the farmers sold their produce. This was in a small village near Doboj. He hated his job; but it gave him the opportunity to interact regularly with his Serb neighbors and to keep his eye on the Muslim ones too. 

	The smell of the meat in the outdoor market made him nauseous at times. But the job had its advantages. He was able to check out the women as they came to market. He knew many of the Serbs as they were his neighbors. Stacking the bins and shelves also allowed him to check out the Muslim women too. And like most Serbs at that time, he felt Muslims were not human, but more like barnyard animals. The irony of the situation was that Velimir, a Serb, was sexually hot for two local Muslim women. He knew the brother, Alen who had been a classmate but were not close because of ethnic and class differences. 

	 

	Alen’s family were his neighbors and lived on a farm a couple of kilometers outside the village. The mother, Edina, was a buxom woman of 45 with four children. Two of them still lived with her and her husband, Kemal, on the farm: Her son Alen, 16 and Jasmina, 22, who was married. Jasmina and had been living with her husband in Bihac, but had returned to her parent’s home when her husband had been swept up in the “draft”. 

	 

	One day her man was there and the next day, he was gone. He had virtually been dragged from her arms and had not been seen since. Her mother, Edina, tried to calm her by assuring that not all the stories about the military could be true; they were just too horrendous to be real. Jasmina was grief-stricken, however, when she arrived at the family’s ancestral farm; and was hugely pregnant with her first child. She soon gave birth to a baby girl, which she named Ajten. 

	 

	On that day in the store in March 1992, Velimir studied both women with hooded eyes. He found them fascinating. They had long been fodder for his masturbatory fantasies. The fact that they were Muslim with big tits always captured his lustful glances. He had been fixated on the mother with her ample bosom and longed to fondle and suck her motherly udders, but Jasmina's tits really aroused him following birth of her daughter. It was obvious that she was lactating and Velimir had visions of fondling and playing with her engorged teats. She was tall and near beautiful with dark eyes, wide hips and graceful hands. She and her mother, in defiance of local disapproval, wore the hijab, the traditional Muslim headscarves.

	 

	Despite their modest clothes, the breasts of both women were prodigious. Edina’s tits were the size of large gourds and without her bra, hung halfway to her waist. Jasmina, who wore a large cup bra before her pregnancy, could barely fit her mammaries into a huge nursing bra now that she was feeding Ajten, who was voracious. All of this was catnip for Velimir, a slim, slight dark-haired boy with intense burning eyes and the libido of an alley cat. Some men are ass men, some fixate on a women’s legs and others like Velimir are aroused by tits. It is said in that part of the world, that, ‘tits are the devil’s meat’. So it was for Velimir...

	 

	For the longest time, he had been fascinated with Edina, but when Jasmina came home pregnant with her tits swollen ‘out-to-there’, Velimir turned his attention to the young mother-to-be. Somehow, the fact that they were Muslims allowed him to entertain the most degrading fantasies. Things he would never imagine doing to a nice Serbian girl were totally permissible for him to fantasize about when it came to inspiring his masturbation. His favorite fantasy was force her to the ground, rip open her blouse and pull her fat tits from her bra and then push them together so he could tit fuck her. He imagined the scene, many, many times... 

	 

	When it came to being aroused by those two Muslim women, he was insatiable and was going through a period of jerking off three or four times a day….sometimes more! Jasmina continued to go regularly to the market while pregnant. She noticed Velimir looking at her. While she would be negotiating produce prices with the market manager, the boy would eye her, especially her breasts.

	 

	Jasmina did not come to market for a month after she delivered her child.  Upon her return, and now breastfeeding, the boy ogled her even more. She knew exactly what he wanted to see as her breasts were now engorged and much more prominent. The boy was seriously conflicted. He hated Muslims, finding them a dirty and insular. But he was highly aroused by the two large bosomed women. 

	However, since the birth of Jasmina's child, his attention has been focused on her. The first time he saw Jasmina about a month after giving birth, the sight of her breasts made his mouth dry and his knees week. He had difficulty working the rest of the day, and he rubbed his penis raw when he masturbated five or six times that night. 

	 

	He hoped on subsequent visits to see her breastfeed in the market, but alas, that sight has eluded him. Seeing the two women, the boy let his fantasies run wild. While he was fixated on Jasmina, he also lusted for her mother. Despite her age, her voluptuous body always caught his young eye. Jasmina and her mother hated to deal with him because he always appeared to be ogling them. She found him “creepy”. After her recent delivery, the boy's attention only grew worse.

	 

	Yes, he thought, he would love to force this elder Muslim cow to spread her legs and accept his seed. These salacious thoughts made him want to jerk-off, something he regularly did in the storeroom in the back of the market. His dark eyes stalked Jasmina every time she came to market. On that day, the young mother was examining some squash and noticed Velimir. He had positioned himself so that he could not be observed directly, but could peek at the women as they went about their shopping. Jasmina nudged her mother who glanced over at the boy. Velimir guiltily looked away and tried to make it seem that he was busy. 

	 Edina said, “oh that one. He’s like a dirty little dog who sniffs a bone….he’s disgusting. Don’t even look his way.”

	 “I know…it seems like he’s always undressing me with his eyes,” said Jasmina as she nervously clutched at her blouse. 

	It was still cool and she was wearing a heavy scarf which she made sure covered her bosom. No sense letting the little Serbian pervert have an opportunity to stare. But as she bustled about the market the scarf came loose and Velimir was making sure he caught sight of her tits. He ogled her breasts as she bent over and stretched to fetch some fruit or vegetables. He tried to imagine what they looked like as she went about her business. He felt a little dizzy and could feel the blood flowing in his loins making his cock stiff when he realized that she was leaking a little. 

	Her milk had soaked through her bra and blouse and had left two growing wet spots! 

	 When he saw this he arranged to walk down an adjacent aisle so he could confirm that she was leaking. He caught a glimpse as she was looking in the opposite direction and talking to her mother. The sight that greeted his eyes made him want to reach down and give his penis a squeeze. He waited until he got back in the store room; and then he put his hand in his crotch and grasped his manhood. 

	 

	“Oh,” he moaned softly. 

	 

	He knew that in another hour the proprietor would take his leave for lunch and he would be undisturbed in the storeroom. He couldn’t wait to jerk off imagining Jasmina’s swollen, engorged milk-filled tits. He picked up a box filled with cucumbers and as his erection subsided went back out to the stalls. He watched Edina and Jasmina pay for their goods and leave. He stared wistfully at the backsides of both women as they exited the market.

	 “Put your tongue back in your mouth, boy,” a sharp female voice said behind him.

	 

	He turned and standing there smirking at him was Tatjana. She was the one who led him to join the local Serbia paramilitary organization. She was older with dark, sharp features and an even sharper tongue. A tomboyish young woman who hated Muslims even more than he did, he knew how vehement she was about them. He smiled at Tatjana sheepishly. He didn’t have a comeback for her tease. He would not want to admit to her that he found Muslim women attractive, even if he did.

	 “I saw you staring at the persat svinya,”(big-titted sow) she said. “I hate that bitch. Why do you look at that cow with such longing in your eyes, Velimir?”

	 

	“Oh, I don’t. Really I don’t.”

	 “I see the way you look at her. Even now when her udders are full like a cow, you still look at her. You should stick to your own kind. Serb women are real women. The Muslims are dirty animals. Don’t let the others see how you feel, Velimir.”

	With that, Velimir looked down. He felt a little ashamed. Tatjana seeing that she was getting nowhere with this discussion, shifted gears. In truth, she found Velimir attractive, but he was too young for her. And, even worse, she found Alen, Jasmina’s younger brother sexy. Not only was he much too young - he was a Muslim! Tatjana was a girl with a hot libido who had not found her place in life or a suitable man. Her father, the leader of the militia, was the only man in her life.

	 

	“Look, I’ve got some news. When do you get off work,” she asked him?

	 “In an hour.”

	 “Good. Meet me at the crossroads, by the fence. I have some news….big news,” she said raising her eyebrows for emphasis. And then she nodded in a way that made it obvious that what she was referring to had something to do with the two big-titted Muslim women.

	 “What? What’s going on?”

	 

	“Just meet me ….I’ll tell you when I see you.”

	 

	Just as quickly, she was gone. Tatjana fancied herself a secret stealth fighter for the White Eagle Militia, a local group of Serbian toughs, and pushed hard to make sure that the boys took her seriously. The Serbian slaughter of Bosnia had been underway in other parts of the country for two months and militias were popping up everywhere. The idea of civil war was on every Serb’s lips; and Serbs were on the move…

	 

	Rumor had it that at any time the Serb military or the militias could randomly decide that it would be worthwhile as a terror tactic to abuse an entire family. Though nothing had happened locally, the village where Velimir, Tatjana, Edina and Jasmina lived was rife with tales heard from friends and relatives about what was starting to go on elsewhere – each tale more horrific than the last. There were insults being traded and a fight between a young Serb and a Muslim had taken place. But the militias had been forming and were now thick with neighborhood Serbian punks - were more than ready to even old scores with their Muslim neighbors. Tatjana was more ready than most. She hated the Muslims as it seemed to her that they were all more well to do than she was....

	The “news” she had to tell Velimir was that the family of Kemal and Edina had been targeted by the militia. When the Serb military asked the militia which Muslim homes should be targeted for “ethnic cleansing”, Tatjana father had some ideas, but it was Tatjana herself who urged that Jasmina's family be attacked and that she be allowed to join the attack. She would finally get to terrorize Jasmina. But the military had other reasons, as well. The family’s farm could be used militarily. It was a kilometer and a half from the crest of a tactically useful hill. After the war, it was said that all the woes the family suffered in the “ethnic cleansing” were due to the unfortunate circumstance of living atop that hill. 

	 

	But Velimir was more than an hour away from this information. His morning’s duties were almost done, when the old man who owned the market came by, grunted at him and with a wave of his hand indicated he was going home for his mid-day meal. The two older clerks would be out front to handle the customers and with most of his labors done, there was time for Velimir to sneak into the storeroom for a little mid-day “entertainment”.

	 

	He had a little hideaway in the storeroom he’d improvised from some boxes. There was a stack of burlap bags and he hustled back there to lie down. He pulled his trousers and shorts down and allowed himself to day-dream. His mind went to Edina first. He imagined she was his to command and he reveled in the thought of making the older woman strip. But then the picture of Jasmina with her milk-filled, engorged tits filled his mind. He visualized yanking open her blouse and hauling her big melons out of her bra cups. 

	 

	He tried to imagine what her nipples looked like. He saw them as big, protuberant and brown with vast pebbled aureoles. And spraying milk. He pictured grabbing her tits and sucking on the nipples, hearing her protest that she wanted the milk for her baby and begging him not ravish her. He saw himself grasp her by her thick dark, brown hair and forcing her mouth down onto his uncircumcised cock. 

	 

	Making her suck him until his penis was wet and sloppy with her saliva and then…only then forcing her to express her milk to wet his cock. Finally he would shove his cock between her big, white, bursting with milk, tits and using her milk and her saliva.... tit-fucking her until he came. By this time he was pulling his foreskin back and forth and the tip of his penis was drooling his pre-cum. He groaned a little, knowing the he was pretty much hidden in his cubbyhole. 

	 

	As he imagined sluicing his wet penis between the swollen globes of Jasmina’s lactating tits, he got closer to cumming as he began jerking off in earnest. Soon, he began spurting into a rag he kept for such purposes. He felt like his soul was surging through his ejaculating penis; and erupted violently six or seven times. It was a most satisfying cum. The sight of the wet spots on her blouse had definitely gotten him super excited. Little did he know how close he was to heaven.  

	Later that afternoon, he was briefed by Tatjana. The military would lead the way. The military and the militias had targeted Jasmina's family because of economic class resentments of course, but the message it would send to other Muslims was a secondary reason. The primary reason was the desire to control the key point in that sector. Tatjana’s father assigned her to be there as well and she decided to bring Velimir.  

	It was all to take place in two days. Only 17, Velimir was full of questions, the older girl told him he was to follow her orders when they invaded the farm. She told him where to be and when. She also told him that she would help him “fulfill his destiny” to become a “father of the restored Serbian destiny” in Bosnia.

	“What do you mean by that, Tatjana,” he asked quizzically?

	Tatjana emitted a wicked laugh. “My dear boy. . . our Serbian people seek to ethnically cleanse our country, and to rid the vile Muslim rodents in our midst. You know what that means, do you not,” she teased him?

	“Yes, our soldiers and militia are permitted to take the Muslim women at will,” he said with relish. 

	He began to understand just what Tatjana was driving at, and began to feel a warmth stirring his loins.

	Tatjana rejoined, “yes. So. . you should avoid pleasuring yourself for the rest of the day or tomorrow. . .until we execute our raid. You must save your Serbian seed for our Muslim neighbors,” she said excitedly. “You will want to leave them with a little Velimir in their bellies when you are finished!” 

	“Shit,” Velimir exclaimed. “I can’t believe I get to fuck them . . . Can I fuck them both?”

	“Yes, and if you behave yourself, I will ask the military commander of the raid to allow you to be first. But only for one of the women. .so choose wisely,” she teased.

	As she walked home, she thought with relish how much she was going to enjoy it. She joined the militia because of class resentments and wanted to see Muslims degraded. Especially that big-titted sow, Jasmina and her fat mother. If only to scratch the terrible itch in her soul, Tatjana needed this. 

	Although Jasmina and Tatjana knew one of another through the “gossip mill” at the same state-sponsored school they attended, neither had ever spoken to each other. Tatjana had always assumed it was because of her lower socioeconomic bearing and ordinariness of her physical appearance, as well as their ethnic differences.  Whereas Tatjana’s boyish frame was draped in plain simple smocks and no makeup on her face, Jasmina had always been endowed with a voluptuous figure and bust line, emphasized by her semi-stylish clothing, even for an agrarian community. Her natural dark beauty and striking looks required little makeup, but she always appeared well groomed. And Tatjana despised her for it. 

	Even now, after her recent childbirth, Jasmina’s figure was enough to get the libidos of the men in the village in heat. As she strode through the town square on her way to the village market, her swollen breasts swayed to and fro, disturbing the hormones of her Serbian men. Hearing them talk in the taverns and joking about Jasmina’s big udders, Tatjana seethed with rage. She became obsessed with humbling this Muslim milk cow, and wanting to degrade her sexually. Some of what Tatjana felt was also sexual envy. Jasmina was just the sort of tall, buxom, graceful beauty who could have any man she wanted. Tatjana, small breasted, intense, dark and tomboyish, was her opposite. Unmarried, with no real prospects in sight, she hated the fact that Jasmina was already a mother. Her lactating breasts were, to her, a symbol of everything that Jasmina had that she didn’t have and wanted. She would have her revenge, if nothing else.

	Ever since she was a teenager, Tatjana had been a compulsive masturbator who was told by her mother that if she played with herself as a girl her clitoris would grow and become like a penis. That only dirty little boys touched themselves “down there”. She had a large clitoris and worried that her masturbation had marked her.  Her secretive self-pleasuring had given her a guilt complex about sexual sins in general. She was attracted to Muslim boys when she was a younger, but her father told her that they were dirty and forbidden. He told her to regard Muslims as if they were dogs or animals with hooves. She grew up hating her Muslim neighbors. She would find it easy to take these guilty feelings out on Edina, Jasmina and Alen. But Jasmina was her prime target, and one she masturbated about frequently when she imagined what was about to occur. 

	First Day - Morning 

	Kemal had worked all his married life on the farm. He was a thick set man with a head of black unruly hair and a big, salt and pepper moustache`. He had inherited the farm from his wife’s parents and like farms everywhere, the work was long and back breaking. Life in the village stayed the same, but in the last year there had been ominous signs of change. Serbian soldiers were about; their trucks often drove by on the road. Now, any time they saw an army truck, they would freeze with fear, waiting to see if the truck would keep going. 

	 

	The farm house was a small two-story. The main floor was one-room that served both as living room and dining room with a cooking area attached at the back of the house. There were three bedrooms on the second floor. Kemal and Edina had the biggest bedroom. Jasmina had a bed with the baby’s cradle in the same room and Alen lived in a tiny room, almost a closet. The Serbian soldiers and the militia arrived just after second prayer at sunrise. 

	 

	Jasmina had just began to feed the baby. The soldiers were led by a Sergeant named Dragomir. Thirty-five years old and tough, his second-in-command was Goran, a big, dumb hulking corporal. Five more soldiers made up the squad, all young and mean. Representing the White Eagles: Tatjana and Velimir, whose eyes shone with excitement and four other teenage boys aged 17 to 19. 

	 

	Cradling the baby, Jasmina ran to the window and watched horrified as paramilitaries and soldiers swarmed over the family's farm. They were searching for weapons. The soldiers had already forced her father to the ground. Her mother came running from the hen house and was seized. The front door crashed open and Jasmina heard the sound of heavy boots. Her brother, Alen, began yelling as he was grabbed and dragged outside. 

	 

	Then some troopers came up the stairs and Jasmina clutched her daughter tighter cowering in a corner. The baby begun to bawl. Jasmina was scared. The soldiers, hearing the baby crying, came for her. The soldiers grabbed her and tore the baby from her grasp. They tossed the baby into the crib and dragged Jasmina screaming and crying from the room. And she was hauled into the yard, Dragomir came over and eyed her before smiling in a way that terrified Jasmina. 

	 

	He announced, “this one is ripe.” 

	 

	Her father was face down in the dirt, his hands pinned, a boot on his back and a gun to his head. Goran hauled him to his feet. He had two men hold him and then he sadistically beat the older man.  He concentrated on his belly and liver until Kemal sagged in pain. Goran, quick as a cobra, cocked his right arm and punched Kemal right in the pit of his stomach. The older man was helpless to avoid the blow that landed heavily in the pit of his belly. The breath went out of him like air from a punctured tire.....he sagged and bent over in pain. 

	 

	He grabbed his belly, but quick as a snake, Goran punched again… lower down. The sound of his fist hitting his belly produced an audible – “THUD”. Kemal grabbed himself there and began to sag to the ground, but Goran grabbed him by the arm and pulled him up. 

	 

	Pushing him against a post, Goran stood him up and punched him again…and then a fourth time. Kemal groaned and sagged, and grabbed his stomach wherever he was hit. When he sagged and looked like he was going to fall, Goran kept pulling him up so he could punch him again. 

	 

	“Dirty Muslim dog.....dirty dog,” Goran kept grunting at him as he beat the older man.

	 

	He made a cruel game of it; punching the 50-year old Muslim in the belly wherever he left himself open. He’d punch just below the solar plexus; and when he put his hands there to protect himself, he exposed another part of his flabby stomach. That’s where Goran punched him next. He hit the man hard - the fatty layers there did little to help him withstand the torment that erupted when the punches landed.

	 

	The sick sound of his fists hitting in the belly went on and on. Kemal groaned and cried out as he was beaten methodically. The pain exploded throughout his entire stomach. When Goran finally let his arm go, he collapsed and sagged in seeming slow motion to the ground clutching his belly. Groaning, he rolled around like a beaten dog.  The corporal pulled him to his feet again. He came up clutching his stomach. The pain was a dull ache…and not wanting any more… he bowed his head in total submission. Humiliatingly, Kemal had pissed his pants.

	 

	Alen tried to help and struggled violently, but he was seized and slapped by a private with an open hand repeatedly to render him quiet and impotent. The two women began to sob as Kemal was beaten into submission. When all the fight was beaten out of Kemal they left him cowering on his knees clutching at his stomach.

	
“Tie the man and the boy to the fence,” Dragomir said, at that point.

	 

	Alen was lashed standing, his wrists bound behind him to a post. Goran dragged Kemal to his feet and then he too was trussed to the fence like a goat. The women were made to stand next to each other in the center of the yard. As soldiers finished ransacking the house and barn, they began unloading the truck and stowing gear. They were planning on staying for awhile. Tatjana realized this was her opportunity and turned her attention to the women. She began to taunt and mock the two mercilessly. 

	 

	“Stidnicas (cunts) ....we’re going to see your dirty cow udders,” she said to them. 

	 

	They cringed and recoiled from her as she would a snake. But Tatjana would not be denied. She told Velimir and the other White Eagles to grab the two Muslim women and twist their arms behind their backs.

	 

	It was painful and both women struggled and cried out. Velimir had grabbed Edina. The sensation of power as he twisted her arms filled him with pleasure. Her squeals were erotic. All the months of staring at her had built up a powerful lust in him...

	 

	Tatjana was like a polecat....spitting and threatening; and cursed both women. Dragomir and Goran looked on approvingly with smiles on their faces as the young White Eagle ripped the hijab, the headscarves from both women’s heads. As their hair was exposed, both women tried to resist, but when they were bareheaded, they blushed and tried to hide their faces. Tatjana grabbed them by the hair and yanked their tresses loose.

	 

	Now that their hair was exposed, both felt tremendous humiliation. A Muslim women does not show her “crowning glory” to anyone but her husband. Now that she had begun to humiliate them, Tatjana was filled with fire. Dragomir continued to let the young hellcat have fun with the two women. He would let his men rape and sodomize the Muslim females to their heart’s content in time, but there was no reason not to let the militia kids have some sport and degrade the women a bit first. And it seemed to him that the White Eagle leader was the right one to get it going. She was, in fact, just warming up. 

	 

	“This persat svinya is full of milk. Here, let me show you,” she said as she ripped Jasmina’s blouse open. Velimir looked over and nearly passed out. The size of Jasmina's breasts had grown huge, since she was lactating. As Tatjana reached in and hauled Jasmina’s engorged melon-sized teats out of her bra cups, everyone could see that they were capped with fat, dark nipples and wide, brown, almost black aureoles. 

	 

	Tatjana began squeezing and kneading them. Jasmina kept her eyes closed and groaned. Tatjana grabbed her right tit by the aureole and began milking the young mother. Since she had just started feeding the baby, Jasmina’s tits were still swollen and full. As Tatjana worked her tits, she started spraying her milk in dozens of hot streamers. The men in the yard applauded. Kemal and Alen looked on horrified....Velimir, looking over, was hypnotized. He had been dreaming of seeing the married woman’s tits for months. Now, as they were out and squirting milk, he felt his penis stiffen. Tatjana, as a woman, knew just how to milk her and went from one nipple to the other expressing milk. 

	 

	“Dirty cow,” she snarled at her and then began slapping the milk-filled glands making Jasmina groan in pain. She concentrated on smacking her nipples and this only caused droplets of milk to splatter.

	 

	“Don’t...PLEASE....let me feed my baby,” Jasmina wailed as Tatjana went back to milking her methodically. The hot streams of milk shot forward several feet and were soon accompanied by rhythmic clapping and hooting from the soldiers as each breast pumped streamers of hot milk.

	 

	Tatjana grabbed each of Jasmina’s nipples by the aureole with her thumb and two fingers – then pressed the nipple deep into her breast before she began rolling her fingers forward to express the milk. Swollen blue veins were visible in Jasmina’s breasts which seemed so engorged that they would burst. Two soldiers had come over to stand beside Dragomir and Goran. Also enjoying the spectacle were the White Eagles. Two stood wide eyed just a few feet away. Two of them held Jasmina. And Velimir, of course, was getting an eyeful as he held a squirming Edina as she watched her daughter’s humiliation.

	 

	Kemal had begun to weep, tied to the post. He was seen to writhe in agony. Soldiers came up and spat in his face enjoying his helplessness to defend his wife and daughter. There could be no greater torment for him. Alen was also in great pain as he watched Tatjana torment his sister, but tied he could do nothing. Now the rest of the soldiers began to come over, attracted by the spectacle of Jasmina naked to the waist and being milked by Tatjana. One of the soldiers ran up to Dragomir and handed him something. A metal tool. Dragomir held it up and smiled. Then he went over to the women.

	 

	Dragomir held up his hand and the men grew quiet. As the Eagles held the women, Dragomir held up the tool and talked quietly to both women. They looked at the tool and then at him and then over to their men tied to the fence. Edina shook her head, ‘no-no-no’ and began sobbing anew. Jasmina, her tits dripping milk, her eyes showing fear, paid close attention to what Dragomir was saying. She nodded her head, ‘yes’...and then bit her lip. Velimir could see she was in emotional pain. What the sergeant was holding was an “emasculation tool” they used to castrate livestock. He told them that he would use the tool on the men in their family if they didn’t obey his every command. They were horrified and realized they had no choice.....

	 

	
Dragomir motioned to the White Eagles let the women go. Everyone stepped back to give the women room. Dragomir told them to, ‘strip’. Velimir positioned himself so he could see both women’s breasts. He wanted to see his two fantasy women with their tits exposed for his enjoyment....Both women sobbed softly as they began to take their clothes off. It was very humiliating to be forced to do it....Edina’s hands shook as she took off her blouse and then her skirt. When she got to her bra, she hesitated and Dragomir yelled at her. She bowed her head and removed her bra with trembling hands. Someone grabbed it from her. 

	 

	The older woman showed goose bumps. Everyone could now see the heavy curves and shape of her body. Shivering with shame, her breasts, capped with her huge brownish-black nipples and areoles in all their glory, were exposed. Velimir studied her mammaries as they were revealed. She had two heavy breasts capped with simply immense brown-black aureoles and nipples the color of purple grapes. They hung half-way to her waist, which was plump and showed some stretch marks. She had heavy arms and small hands.

	 

	The exposure caused a grunt from Goran and crude, cruel comments from Dragomir. Now, only her thin, white cotton panties covered her loins. The sergeant barked at her to remove that garment. There was a hush as her hairy mound, with its full-lipped treasure, peeked out from between her legs and the full ovals of her buttocks were revealed. Jasmina unbuttoned the remaining fasteners on her blouse and unsnapped her bra which had been pulled down to her waist. She removed both articles of clothing. 

	 

	Then looking over at her mother for reassurance, she copied Edina as she unbuttoned her skirt and let it drop. Now both women were only wearing their cotton panties. Jasmina’s tits, thighs and buttocks contrasted with her mother’s even heavier curves. Both women had simply enormous tits. They were as big as gourds, capped with dark nipples the size of a rose in bloom. Their hips were wide and their ass cheeks were round. The skin was as smooth and inviting - a creamy-white. Both women had round, plump faces with pretty, full lips.

	 

	Edina looked fearfully at the shiny metal pliers in Dragomir’s hand and knowing she had no choice, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. Jasmina copied her. Velimir stared as the hairy pussies of both women were revealed. Edina’s hair grew up in a line from her fulsome crotch to her belly button and onto the inner surfaces of each heavy thigh. Jasmina’s pattern was a less hairy version of her mother, but she was heavily furred too. Both women had heavy full buttocks. Both tried to cover up, but a sharp word from Dragomir and they dropped their hands by their sides to stand there naked and humiliated. There could be few more debasing things done to a good Muslim wife and mother....

	 

	Soldiers standing behind both women let out low whistles as the fulsome curves of both women were exposed. Kemal had closed his eyes and was looking to heaven. He seemed to be praying. Alen was staring with horror in his eyes as the naked charms of both his mother and his sister were displayed. He was only 17 and he couldn’t help himself. To Kemal, this in itself was horrific. Kill them all if they must but this was too much. Better for a good Moslem woman to die than to be seen naked by strangers. Then the real outrage started. Jasmina knew the importance of a woman's virtue. She knew what this would mean for her mother in the eyes of Allah, the people of the village and especially her father. It really was a fate worse than death. 

	 

	Tatjana stood by with several of the White Eagles smirking at the spectacle. Velimir stood transfixed by the sight of his two fantasy women, now naked. Jasmina had longer legs than her mother. She had a little belly with some stretch marks from her pregnancy. Her tits were gorgeous ....both full and fat with outrageous nipples the size of cashews and dark brown aureoles the size of a saucer. Her mother’s breasts hanging down were capped with huge, dark brown, almost black aureoles and nipples that were a half-inch long, swollen from nursing all four of her children. Her hairy pussy, covered with dark pubic hair from just below her navel in a line down her crotch, was fully exposed and everyone could see her pulpy labia revealed and even her bulbous clitoris peeking out of its hood. Interrupting the proceedings, Tatjana abruptly strode toward Dragomir and clasped his arm. Leaning into him, she made an unusual request well above her station as a young militiawoman:

	“Sergeant, on behalf of myself and my fellow White Eagle, may we request your permission to temporarily lead our ‘ethnic cleansing’ of these two women?”  

	Smirking, she gleefully uttered, “I promise you will enjoy what you witness.” 

	Glancing at Velimir, Dragomir erupted in laughter. “If you and the young lad promise not to monopolize this female bounty. . . you may proceed with the entertainment.” 

	Deferentially, she nodded. Turning her gaze toward Velimir, Tatjana shouted for all to hear: “This young White Eagle has longed to make these Muslim woman pay for their sins against Serbia. He will now choose one of them to show how Serbian cock feels in the cunt of a Muslim she-dog, and plant inside her his seed . . so that she will bear us a little Chetnik to remember this day!” 

	Lowering her voice, she commanded to Velimir: “Remember our prior conversation? Choose one of the women and make her the receptacle of your Serbian seed . . . NOW.”

	Smiling broadly, Velimir nodded in gratitude and ambled toward both women, eyeing them up and down. Ignoring their obvious nudity, the mother and daughter immediately clasped one another, wide eyed at being forced to participate in this obscene spectacle. 

	“Please. . no. .no. .” Edina begged. 

	“Mama. . .mama. . “ Jasmina whimpered aloud, as though her mother could intercede and halt this horror.

	Now in control, Velimir laughed and addressed the women, “separate yourselves, and stand at attention.” 

	Sheepishly, they complied. Velimir positioned himself between both women, facing them. Nervous but with eagerness, Velimir hastily unbuckled his trousers. As he jerked them and his shorts down in one abrupt gesture, his erect cock sprang out, its purple shiny head gleaming in the sunlight. Kicking them away, he was naked from the waist down save for his boots. He began stroking his cock, although it appeared unnecessary to maintain his erection. The spectators maintained rapt silence, eager to witness just who he would choose.

	Stepping sideways two paces, he stood in front of Jasmina and grinned at her. Looking down and away, she murmured, “No. .please. .no. . I’m a new mother. . .please respect my motherhood.” 

	Tears began forming in her eyes, and flowed down her full cheeks. Enjoying the torment of this slow humiliation, Velimir jumped sideways in the opposite direction, planting himself directly in front of Edina.  His balls were aching and he decided that he had to have Edina instead. She had been his first masturbatory fantasy. Even without a word, Edina knew she had just been chosen. 

	“NO!! NO!! You little beast. You can’t be serious,” she angrily protested, looking around the assembled horde – all to no avail. She covered her breasts and groin with her hands.

	“On your knees. . Muslim cow,” Velimir commanded.

	Stunned at the shock of the moment and growing faint, Edina began wobbling, unable to stand. Unconsciously, she began complying with Velimir . . . slowly lowering herself to the ground The thought of this young boy who had eyed her in the vegetable market . . raping her. . it was too horrific to contemplate. 

	The horror was compounded by the notion that he was hoping to impregnate her. Even though middle-aged and having borne four children, Edina had not yet experienced menopause. She was still menstruating and capable of conceiving although the level of her fertility was unknown. She continued to use birth control as a precaution.  

	“Please. . . please . . my son. . .don’t touch me . . I’m old enough to be your mother,” she pleaded vainly. 

	She stared at the boy’s cock as though it were a snake. She was frightened out of her wits with the thought that he would go thru with this horrid thing and that he would impregnate her. She unconsciously squeezed her thighs together anticipating the violation. The thought of being impregnated.....of conceiving the child of this Serbian lad . . she would rather be shot dead rather than face that prospect. Tatjana was in heaven. She had never seen the boy’s penis before and now seeing her teenage cohort with his hard cock exposed, and the manner by which he was teasing Edina, she became very aroused. Her crotch began feeling moist, her female juices starting to seep in her panties.

	Aroused at her humiliation, Velimir decided to amuse himself before getting into her cunt with his cock. He approached the subdued Edina – now on her knees before him – and positioned his erect member before her face. She anticipated the next coerced act. She felt disgust but tried to prepare herself if he forced his cock into her mouth. As she stared at his uncircumcised cock, with its foreskin, she wanted to vomit. It looked like an alien thing to her. Hateful, potent, scary and shaming.... Instead of prying open her mouth and shoving his cock in, Velimir leaned forward until his cock was situated between her full breasts. It was so close to her face that involuntarily she found herself leaning back as his evil thing menaced her. 

	“Cow, grab the sides of your cow tits and wrap them around my cock. I intend to fuck your udders,” he barked at her, all confident now....

	Hesitating only momentarily, and thinking he might spare her the loathsome indignity of having to suck his manhood, or even worse take him into her fertile vagina, Edina complied, her hands lifting her heavy breasts until her cleavage enveloped Velimir’s cock. The boy leaned down and spat in her cleavage. ‘Needs lubrication,’ he thought to himself. As Edina’s hands continued to maintain pressure on her breasts, Velimir began thrusting his hips back and forth, titfucking the hated Muslim cow.  The sensation was sublime. He closed his eyes, reminded of how he had repeatedly masturbated - fantasizing about this very moment.  For five long minutes, he maintained his pace, relishing every stroke and the sensation of his cock sluicing between her milk bags. Before he reached a climax, he halted, and withdrew his cock from the valley between her breasts.

	“Get down on all fours, bitch,” he commanded her. 

	Reluctantly, but submissive at this point, she complied. Getting behind her, Velimir grabbed his cock and placed it at the entrance of her hole, rubbing his cocktip to enable his seeping pre-cum to lubricate the entrance. She shuddered at feeling his invasive member touch the most private area of her body. She shuddered thinking that his hated member would now violate her in front of her husband and family. Taking his time, when Velimir decided he was ready, he thrust his cock deeply into her vagina in one hard push. 

	‘For a woman with four children’, he thought to himself, ‘she feels tight’. But she was wet, and his cock’s entry was facilitated by her involuntary arousal. He grabbed her floppy breasts with both hands, and began slamming into her fiercely, elated at the sensation of feeling the tightness of this Muslim cow’s pussy around his cock. He closed his eyes, savoring the moment. Tatjana was transfixed, wishing she could masturbate. She fancied Velimir herself and watched breathlessly as he hunched down, doggy style, and got his nice cock into Edina’s pussy for his ride. For Edina the feeling of his alien penis inside her made her feel dirty, worthless and ashamed. The fact that she had gotten wet, whether from fear or not, caused her to feel terribly humiliated. As he rutted her shamelessly, she was painfully aware how she looked. Here she was in the most degraded position on her hands and knees with a young boy....a very virile boy, young enough to be her son.... and he was forcing her to perform an act that she had only done with her husband.

	“Oh....Allah......spare me this indignity. Do not let him release his seed in my womb.....please Oh Merciful One......spare me’, she prayed silently.

	As Velimir’s breathing became more pronounced and labored, indicating the imminence of his climax, Tatjana shouted out obscenely, “fuck the Muslim pig. Stick your hard Serbian cock in her rotten cunt. Make her feel a hard Christian cock. Leave your seed inside her.”

	After another moment, Velimir cried out, “I’m. . I’m cumming.”

	Edina closed her eyes . . .helpless to prevent the invasion of his semen into her womb. .weeping and crying aloud. Velimir erupted inside her, and began gasping and shuddering upon his ejaculation. Edina, anticipating his hated ejaculation, felt his seed hot and wet in her vagina. She shuddered and trembled as his heavy load began drooling from her well used vagina and began dripping down her right thigh. She felt totally violated and despoiled.  Mission accomplished. Now, let nature take his course. In nine months, perhaps Velimir would become a father. The very thought kept his cock hard. . ready to copulate again on a moment’s notice. 

	He withdrew his cock from her vagina and reached into his pocket for his handkerchief. After wiping his cock clean, he grabbed his shorts and trousers, and stepped aside to dress. Edina collapsed on the ground, quietly weeping. Jasmina, in a state of shock, at seeing the horrific rape of her mother with the obvious intent of impregnating her, trembled at the thought that she could be next. She knew it was possible for her to become pregnant even though she was breastfeeding and the thought of being inseminated by Velimir made her skin crawl. The expressions on her face were like storm clouds moving across a winter sky as feelings of horror, shock, fear and shame were there for all to see....

	Undaunted by what he had just witnessed, Dragomir came over to Edina and made her spread her legs. She gulped and shuffled her feet… trying to maintain her dignity. She gasped and flinched involuntarily when he groped and rubbed her ass cheeks and then insinuated a finger all along her dark crack. He began playing with her sex - exploring her pussy, making her whimper and grunt. Rubbing her sex-lips, he played with her until her pussy began to weep. She felt degraded, not excited, but she could not stop her cunt from getting hotter and wetter. She could not stop herself from getting aroused. Dragomir took pains to point this out. 

	 

	“Persat svinya (big titted sow),” he said addressing her, “you have a WHORE’S CUNT!”

	 

	Tatjana was beside herself with joy. She hated the Muslim women who were better off than the Serbs. Now they were being degraded totally and this was exactly what she was ravenous for. Edina had begun to sob softly. Dragomir’s crude comment had cut her to the quick... Despite just having just ejaculated, Velimir still had an erection that was clearly revealed in the non-descript trousers he was wearing. Jasmina allowed herself a peek at the faces of her tormentors and when her eyes landed on Velimir she felt a sharp pang of humiliation. 

	She remembered how he had always looked at her breasts in the store. Now she saw him staring with undisguised lust at her exposed teats. She caught herself glancing at this crotch, (it was almost impossible to miss...) and saw the bulge in his trousers....his lust on display. She shut her eyes and let her head drop. She wished she could just melt into the ground or be taken up into heaven. 

	 

	She soon found herself praying, like her mother, for deliverance. But there was to be no escape from their fate. And now, Dragomir nodded to Goran. He grabbed Jasmina by the arm and pushed her over to the fence between the posts that Kemal and Alen were bound to.  Dragomir grabbed Edina by the back of the neck and pushed her over to the fence so she ended up bent over the second rail . Edina went, “OH,” as the dark, heavily furred oval of her cunt and the tight, wrinkled rosette of her anus were obscenely displayed in this position. Goran got Jasmina in the same position. Dragomir barked orders and two privates, Jakub and Sinan, came over with cord to bind them. The women had their hands tied to the underside of the rail so that their necks rested on the rail.

	 

	Their genitals gaped open as the position canted their hips up to expose the moist, hot pink folds of their cunts. It was sheer humiliation as Dragomir and Goran methodically examined the two women in front of everyone, including Kemal and Alen who only had to turn their heads to see the women bound like they were in the stocks. The sergeant and the corporal displayed their pussies and assholes and pointed out their features and wetness. It was very degrading. 

	 

	Tatjana, as much as anyone, relished the women’s humiliation as the two soldiers squeezed, pulled and manipulated the women’s butt cheeks, pussies and assholes. The women kept their eyes closed, tossing their heads in protest and moaning every once in awhile, as they were felt up. She could tell they were in emotional turmoil and their responses made the encounter that much more fulfilling for her. Naked, and covered with goose bumps, the two women were burning with humiliation the two Serb soldiers had fun mocking them. 

	 

	And it got worse when Dragomir called attention to their sexual odors and invited the soldiers and the Eagles over to “smell” them. The two women burned with humiliation, as women are very sensitive to their vaginal smells and to be told that they stank was like being hit with a whip. Several of the men came over, bent down and took a whiff. All mocked and taunted the women about the “bouquet” of their genitalia. They blushed furiously and closed their eyes in shame. Then Dragomir began flicking Edina’s clitoris. By teasing it…. pulling on it and rubbing it, he made her wetter. Watching her face for a reaction, he took his time and found a pattern that aroused her. She began to pant - trying to control herself. Her shame and fear made her wet and impossible for her to resist becoming aroused. 

	 

	So, she begged him, “do not humiliate me this way…please…do not degrade me…. do not put your hands on me………. Please….” 

	 

	“Shut up… WHORE!” 

	 

	She bit her lip and tried not to cry. 

	 

	“Your hairy, smelly cunt wet is ready for sex - ISN’T IT MUSLIM WHORE? WHORE..........WHORE...........WHORE,” he spat at her. Edina began to cry. 

	 

	“We’re going to show you what you really are - a dirty Muslim whore. We’ll prove it to you.” 

	 

	Dragomir grinned as he looked at her sex-hole - wet, swollen and reddened. Edina tried hard not to show any emotion, but she was not in control of her feelings anymore.

	 

	“WHORE,” she heard him chuckle.

	 

	His cruel, wet smile showed briefly. Edina felt a sinking feeling in her stomach and realized what fate had in store for her. ‘What hope was there now?’ So went her thinking. ‘Just pray and allow it to happen’, she thought to herself. 

	 

	Edina had begun to accept what was her due when she saw, from the corner of her eye that he was dropping his trousers. Soon he was naked from the waist down. His lust was obscenely obvious as his cock was hard, hot and fully erect. His face shone with oil and perspiration. His powerful hips were hairy. He had a mass of black hair in his groin. He was stroking himself - the fingers of his right hand caressing the big shaft, as Edina closed her eyes in fear. She found herself waiting for it to began, almost against her will, as he deliberately pulled his foreskin back from the dark purple glans, displaying himself to Kemal tied to the post on his left. Kemal had stopped praying and found himself staring at what the Serbs were doing to his wife and daughter. He could see the sergeant’s helmet head already glistening with the slimy discharge of his excitement. Dragomir put his hands on his hips in a gesture that announced his swaggering leadership and this made the shaft of his uncircumcised penis rear up and the helmet swell. He grinned, his lips slack and wet with lust as he saw Kemal staring. 

	 

	Edina, bent over the rail, began begging, “Please…PLEASE …please...”

	 

	When he bent down to look at her pussy closely there, Edina knew he could smell her cunt. 

	 

	He humiliated her again by saying, so everyone could hear, “look at how wet and smelly your cunt is – Muslim whore!”

	 

	She back over her should into the Dragomir’s cruel face. He was grinning at her. 

	 

	“WHORE..........WHORE...........WHORE,” he spat at her cruelly. 

	 

	She saw his erect penis. It was horrible…swollen and stiff with a foreskin that he frigged back and forth. She begged him not to rape her, but deep down she knew it was no use. Edina felt strange like she was another person watching herself at this point. Dragomir brandished his penis like a weapon as he grabbed her by the hair. The slit at the tip leaked a clear slimy fluid. Jasmina, her father, the baby upstairs and even her brother were all crying as this went on. When Edina tried to wriggle away from him, he slapped her ass. Then he shoved his cock between her legs. This was especially degrading for Edina. Taking a Serb’s uncircumcised cock, a man who wasn’t her husband, was only for whores. No decent woman would ever be expected to do such a thing. She wanted to run away, but she remembered the cruel emasculation tool Dragomir had threatened to use on her husband and son. At the same time, Goran had begun to force his big cock on Jasmina, who began to squirm, disgusted by his assault. He had huge balls hanging in a hairy, rubbery looking sack and the young mother feared that with cods that size he would make her pregnant.

	 

	“Do not do this to me...Oh…...Please.....please…PLEASE do not do this to me,” she begged.

	 

	Then Goran took his cock out of his trousers. When he displayed his big dick and huge balls the others began clapping as she got between Jasmina’s splayed thighs to rape her. Wedging himself between her spread legs, he used his thick cudgel cock like a weapon and pushed against the plump young mother’s vaginal opening, forcing open the folds of the wet flesh. She panted and gasped, as she felt the walls of her pussy being slowly spread apart again, but very wide as he used his cock as an intruder to force his way into her. She groaned in pain as her womanhood was violated, stretched wide and opened. She was sweating heavily and grunted shamelessly. She felt stuffed, her body impaled, as his cock squeezed further into her tight vaginal sheath. He was slowly opening her, his big, fat cock reaching places deep inside her, creating an intense sensation of fullness. 

	 

	By the time he finally bottomed out, Jasmina was overwhelmed, gasping and moaning. Her mouth stretched wide but she made no sound for a few moments and it was only as he drew back and rammed her again that her cry echoed through the yard. The hulking Serb slammed against into her again and again; fucking her in a raw rhythm that bruised the delicate sheath of her vagina. As he continued his violation, she began to cry out.

	 

	“It-h-h-hurts...please...please...pleee...ooooooooohhh! ...Oh…OH…OH…OH…OH…AAHHHH…OOHHHH….AAAHHHH…OOOOOHHHHHH!” 

	 

	As Goran raped her, another soldier named Badem came over to play with her engorged tits. She didn’t want to let the brutish Goran have this victory over her. Goran was pleased with himself as he looked down at her sweaty back…the sweat was just dripping off her in the morning sunshine. Whenever Goran rammed her to the very bottom of her pussy, her breasts gushed like two showerheads. Then he pulled his still hard cock out of her pussy, which now gaped open. To her shame, his thick club of a penis was coated with her secretions. Goran had not cum yet and his big cock was still hard as a club. He went back to raping her and soon, he began grunting and cursing and with an oath, he ejaculated his load into her unprotected vagina. 

	 

	At the sound of Dragomir raping her wife, and Goran seeding his daughter all accompanied by the terrible sound of the soldiers' laughter, Kemal began whining like a dog. Dragomir came just a few moments later in Edina’s vagina. Both women lay panting over the railing, sweaty and ashamed. Alen had only to look right to see Goran fucking his sister and Kemal could turn his face to the left to see the rape of his wife. Jakub and Sinan, the two privates, wanted in on the action. They were two small, dirty, little men and they jumped the fence to approach the women from the other side. Seeing how good a shagging the sergeant and the hulking corporal had thrown into the women, they decided that they wanted to drop a load in the women’s mouths. Dragomir smiled his approval when he saw their initiative. 

	 

	Jakub, the dirtiest, grabbed Edina by the hair. She stared at his rampant erection right in her face. His hard little penis reared back towards his abdomen from the black hair at his groin. He stroked the shaft, rolling the foreskin back so the glans showed polished and gleaming with the wetness already leaking from the hole at the tip. He grinned at the subservient tied woman before him. She was obviously intimidated by his rampant Serbian cock. She had never been so close to a penis before. No decent Muslim woman would suck such a thing. He began rubbing the head of his cock all over Edina’s face - smearing his pre-cum in little snail trails all over her face. Then, upping the degradation level higher, he forced open her mouth, yanked her head around by the hair and made her take it in her mouth. He enjoyed the feeling of her warm, wet mouth wrapped around the head of his cock. Sinan watched with an erection and made Jasmina open her mouth. 

	 

	She had sucked her husband’s cock, but was appalled by the humiliation she felt at being made to suck this dirty little Serb’s penis. But, forced, she flattened her tongue so he could run the entire length of his cock over its silky surface, getting it wet and harder. Sinan grinned at Jakub and pointed to Jasmina’s head moving back and forth on its own. The other soldiers and especially Velimir had gotten close to the fence to see the action. Tatjana elbowed Velimir and as he turned to her he was amazed at the glow of sheer delight on her dark features. She was ecstatic at the way the two women were being abused and chuckled at Jasmina’s acquiescence. Soon Sinan had his cock all the way in her mouth and she was sucking on it like a baby….

	 

	At first she could take most of his length into her mouth. Sucking and working it with her tongue and lips, but when his cock touched the back of her throat, she gagged. Then Jakub, holding Edina by the hair in one hand and his cock in the other, made her take more of it…taking all the control away from her. Edina’s mouth began drooling…...getting wet and sloppy with her saliva. Soon, Jakub was forcing his whole cock into her mouth – just face fucking her. He would do that for a few moments, and then give her a chance to breathe. 

	 

	He snarled at her, “Suck it.” 

	Hearing that, Kemal began sobbing again....With her hot mouth engulfing his most prized possession, his cock reached its full erect size, and taking the whole thing became a challenge for Edina. He forced it all the way to the opening of her throat - past the back of her tongue and this made her gag over again and again. She would cough and gag and he would take it out to let her get a breath. With her eyes tearing, her nose beginning to run and her mouth salivating like mad, she was just a little fuck puppet now. And after having caught her breath, Jakub would yank her by her hair and then holding his cock in one hand like a weapon.........force her to suck it again. A very cruel routine.

	 

	When he went slowly, she could handle it and only gag a little. But when he began fucking her faster, harder and deeper, he made her drool and gag, cough and sputter. Edina’s throat muscles tightened involuntarily every time she felt his cock touch the back of her tongue. She struggled to control her gag reflex.  His excitement by now had gone into orbit. He grabbed her head in both hands and just fucked her face. The slow, rhythmic pace was gone. Edina began to feel that she was going to choke to death. Her throat tightened up, no matter how hard she tried to relax. Her nose ran from the gagging and tears dripped down her cheeks. She was drooling madly; her saliva dripped down her chin to wet her tits....Sinan found it easier with Jasmina with her sucking him so willingly....soon felt his excitement grow and his balls tightened up in his hairy sack and with a grunt and a little jig of his hips he began spewing his nasty load into Jasmina’s warm mouth.

	 

	When his ejaculation started, she gulped, then gagged a little, but then swallowing mightily, the big load from the 20 year old was on its way down her gullet. Just a little drooled from the corner of her mouth combined with her frothy saliva. Tatjana began clapping and cheering. Alen looked at her and just shivered. He couldn’t believe how much pleasure the young Serbian woman, a neighbor, was getting from the abuse of his family. Tatjana felt vindicated. She hated the Muslims. It was a class thing too and not just ethnic. The Muslims seemed to be better off than the Serbs and they felt the owned the country.....that Bosnia was meant for the Serbs. 

	 

	Tatjana and the White Eagles now saw how it was done. They had witnessed a real rape in the field by tough Serbian soldiers. Velimir wanted in on the action and so did the other four boys, but they had to take a back seat to the soldiers. Dragomir turned the rest of the squad loose on the two women and the Eagles got in line, as it were. The first few soldiers, Davor and Bekir, had no trouble getting in and soon the vaginas of both women were well lubricated with secretions and semen; and the men were more than ready, coming to her with hard-ons eagerly waggling out the front of their grey military trousers. They would walk up and shove their hard, hot cocks into the women without ceremony. Some finished quickly, others went for a long leisurely ride, taking time to squeeze the women’s big breasts and in Jasmina’s case, to squeeze her nipples and make her milk spurt. 

	 

	Dragomir, fucking her deep, after several had cum in her pussy, made her cum and the “let-down response” kicked in and her tits began spraying milk. Vladan, a big handsome private, as he fucked Edina, wrung and slapped her udders as they hung down. Some held onto splayed thighs; others cupped buttocks and pulled their victim onto their hard erections. Then they would speed up, pounding into the pussy violently before stopping stiffly. Moments later they would walk away from the splayed, drooling crotch only to be replaced by the next grinning soldier. Kemal and Alen were forced to watch their wife and mother being mounted with less regard than a Billy goat mounts a nanny. Edina was not even complaining anymore. She hung like a piece of meat, her face down and her eyes closed. The whole ordeal took awhile. 

	 

	As each soldier came away, stuffing his slimy, glistening cock back into his trousers, their vaginas soon drooled a slimy mess. Tatjana had picked up their panties from the ground and after a man had taken his turn, she had taken to wiping their messy pussies with the cotton panties. When they became sodden and disgusting....really nasty...she hopped the fence and stuffed the panties into each woman’s mouth. The baby had stopped wailing. Just the goats could be heard. It was passed the time they normally were taken to pasture. Who would take them to pasture, Alen wondered stupidly to himself.... they needed to eat.

	 

	That was what he was thinking when his mother suddenly gave out with a horrible wail, her eyes wide and unseeing. It was a sign of how crazed Edina was that her drooling crotch was proof that she had been violated and yet she seemed in another world. Her breasts swayed about as she writhed. Jasmina had inherited her mother's breasts but four children and the extra years had made her mother's tits lose their girlish shape and they hung halfway down to the ground, it seemed, as she hung over the railing. In her demented state they swayed this way and that. As she hung on the fence her sloppy crotch looked obscene. She had spit out the soiled panties and begged to be untied. Dragomir decided to whip the both of them and sent Fetan, a tall, lanky private, to fetch his whip from the truck.

	 

	Fetan came loping back holding a braided black leather whip just a little over a meter in length. Dragomir stood beside Jasmina and raised the weapon over his head. Then with a mighty exertion he swung it down in an arc. It whistled through the air and landed with a cruel sound – “WHIP”. Jasmina grunted in pain; it hurt worse than she imagined. He beat Jasmina on the her buttocks and shapely thighs. It made cruel hard stinging sounds as it landed.....

	 

	“WHIP…...........WHIP….....WHIP...........WHIP!”

	 

	Dragomir changed sides often and made the blows land as hard as he could. Soon her flesh was scored with a dozen angry red overlapping weals. He beat her until she screamed. Dragomir then scourged Edina until she was screaming. She whimpered and begged for mercy. 

	 

	“Please…..................no.......more…please… …oh....please…..............mercy…................PLEASE…...............OH….OH!!”

	 

	Dragomir resumed flogging Jasmina. 

	 

	“No, please…no…no …no more…. please,” Jasmina babbled.

	 

	Jasmina’s screams rose, as the beating went on and fiery pain got worse. Dragomir paused between each blow. Then she would hear the sound of the leather slicing thru the air and the wet, sick sound as it landed on her pulpy, beaten cheeks. She screamed again …the sound echoing around the yard... Each blow delivered more agony as Dragomir brought the short whip down again and again…making her howl like a defenseless animal. Then he turned his attention to her mother.

	 

	 “WHIP….......WHIP…......WHIP….......WHIP…......WHIP…........WHIP.”

	 

	The horrible scourging went on and on. As Dragomir beat Edina she screamed like a cat as each stroke left her redden and scored with overlapping red weals. The flat, wet, remorseless rhythm of each blow - followed by her mortifying howls. 

	 

	“WHIP…WHIP…..WHIP…....WHIP…......WHIP….......WHIP.” 

	 

	She began begging like a child, “please stop…please stop….......please stop….PLEASE STOP…no more…PLEASE!”

	 

	Her voice had become a hoarse, babbling pleading, interspersed with single shrieks. Both women were in hell. Edina lost control of her bladder…and as Dragomir grinned, a big, hot, smelly stream of piss burst from her cunt to splash onto the grass. She had been reduced to a pissing, pain puppet. It took the seven men and five boys an hour but at the end Edina and Jasmina were sloppy messes. Kemal was a broken man. He writhed tied to the post and had bawled as each new man violated his wife and daughter, and as he did so - his honor and pride drained away. Jasmina had never before seen her father cry, but there could be nothing worse than having your woman and daughter defiled and be powerless to prevent it. Better to be dead; he would never be able to face anyone again.

	Afternoon

	Dragomir motioned to his men that it was time to get to work and reluctantly they shuffled off, grumbling. He set a work party to construct two gun emplacements on the crest of the hill. He assigned another party was to finish unpacking the truck and set up communications in the farmhouse. This left the two women to the White Eagles. He clapped Velimir on the back....

	 

	“Take care of those two comrade,” he said with a grin.

	 

	Following this, he and Goran untied Alen and Kemal and push steered them over to the barn. They tied the old man keep him out of their hair for the next few hours. They told Alen to get busy with his chores. A farm, they knew, didn’t run itself. The boy ran off, ashamed and frightened to tend to the goats. Tatjana saw this opportunity, now they were on their own and encouraged Velimir to do something really nasty to Jasmina. He didn’t need much encouragement. Being a teenager his recuperative powers were at their highest. Watching the women getting whipped had gotten him ready to go again. He untied Jasmina from the fence and threw her to the ground. He had taken his trousers off and now naked from the waist down he sat on Jasmina’s stomach and squeezed her tits to make milk gush and spray. He milked them and made them squirt, copying Tatjana’s techniques. Jasmina began begging for him to stop. Saying that the milk was for her baby. But Velimir bent down and began biting her nipples and then sucking on them. As he sucked on her tits, swallowing her hot milk, his erection rubbed her belly, leaving little wet trails. 

	 

	Soon he got his cock between her tits, to the praise of the other four boys. He soon humped her vigorously and squeezing her tits he came on her. His ejaculation sprayed onto her neck and face. It was one of the most satisfying orgasm of his young life. Soon, three others got in line and as each one took his turn fucking Jasmina’s tits. There were still so full that they squirted and sprayed her milk, as each of them tit fucked her milk swollen lactating breasts. The boys used their own saliva and her milk to keep their cocks slippery and wet in the channel of her titflesh. 

	 

	Each of them had a satisfying titfuck getting plenty of semen on her tits, neck and face. When they were finished and she was sopping wet, they made her mother use her mouth to lick her clean. Edina did it tentatively at first, it was so disgusting to have to lick up the slimy discharge of the Serb boys, but as she continued, she lapped it up to provide comfort for her daughter. This was the only avenue being allowed her. Tatjana was unhappy, in that it didn’t produce the revulsion she expected and wanted. When the boys had exhausted themselves, Tatjana supervised bringing the two naked women into the house. Jasmina begged the Serbian girl to be allowed to nurse her baby. Seeing that they would have plenty of time to degrade both women further, Tatjana told Jasmina that she would let her and her mother clean themselves up and she would be allowed to feed her baby. But, she warned the Muslim girl, “when I snap my fingers you come running like the dirty dog you are...do you understand?”

	 

	Jasmina, beaten, but still with her wits about her, answered meekly, “yes.”

	 

	“Yes, what?”

	 

	Jasmina looked at her blankly, but Tatjana grabbed her by the ear painfully and yanked her head around some. It was what you do to a disobedient child and it mortified Jasmina. She had a term of respect she wanted from the Muslim woman....her rank in the militia.

	 

	“You address me as Squad Leader. Do you understand?”

	 

	“Yes, Squad Leader.”

	 

	“Good.”

	 

	With that out of the way, Tatjana led the two women inside and up the stairs. Velimir and the other four boys didn’t know what to do and for want of a direction, they followed her. Velimir watched the women in front of him, naked, with their butt cheeks jiggling and their thighs wet, as they went up the stairs. Amazingly, it produced another erection in him. They were allowed to clean themselves. They comforted one another and Edina stood guard over Jasmina as she fed the baby. Out in the barn, Dragomir tied Kemal’s wrists behind his back and looped a noose around his neck. He connected his wrists to the rope around his neck with a single piece of rope which forced the older man to keep his hands at the level of his waist or above. Then he did something to really punish him. Goran pulled down his trousers and carefully looped a cord around his testicles. He had to trap his cods in his fear-shriveled bag, but when he got them low in his sack he wrapped the cord around them and tied them with a slip knot, so when any tension was applied to the cord they would tighten mercilessly around his scrotum.

	 

	He pulled the cord up between his cheeks and holding the end in his teeth, he got the old man’s pants up. He took the end, now that the man’s trousers were buttoned up, and pulling it tight, he made him wince as he looped it around the leather belt. There he tied it. All he had to do now to get the old man’s attention was to give a yank on that cord. They tied him by one ankle to the central post and left him there. There was much work to do. The Eagles were just milling about in and around the farmhouse. Tatjana had put Edina to work making tea and something to eat for lunch. There were soldiers busy in the house too, setting up a radio and attaching an antenna to the roof. They looked at the Eagles contemptuously and Goran, now in charge of the work party, put two of them, Momir and Timur, both tow-headed and raw boned, to work. Alen had the family’s herd of goats in the lower pasture. Velimir, Tatjana, the two Eagles Slaven and Zoran were lounging in the big bedroom. Edina was in the kitchen and Jasmina was in her room fussing with Ajten. 

	 

	The four Eagles were talking about the morning’s fun. Tatjana was all bristling with authority and busy “interpreting” everything for the boys. Slaven, only 17 and Zoran 18, were satiated and relaxed.  They were stretched out and ready to take a nap. Velimir was still on fire. He had been waiting for months fantasizing about the two Muslim women. Now, he seemed to have them right in the palm of his hand. But, in truth, Tatjana was really in charge. As they lay about talking, Tatjana solicited ideas for what else they could do to show these Muslims they meant business. It was mostly Tatjana and Velimir. Slaven and Zoran came up with a couple of goofy ideas. Velimir was more into humiliating stuff. He proposed making the women try on all their underwear in front of them. Tatjana threw him a withering glance that said, ‘we want to degrade them Velimir....this isn’t a modeling picture show’. More than ever she realized that Velimir had a serious “crush” on Jasmina and probably the old woman too. ‘I’ll use that to my advantage’, she thought to herself.

	 

	Velimir sort of shut up after that. When the boys didn’t come up with anything that grabbed everyone’s attention, Tatjana announced that she had something that would, as she put it, ‘destroy them’. 

	 

	“Where is Alen,” she asked no one in particular. 

	 

	“Oh, I think the big one...Goran...he sent him to pasture the goats,” said Zoran, scratching his chin which was showing some youthful stubble.

	 

	“OK...here’s the plan. Zoran, you get the little Muslim worm and bring him up here after lunch. I figure that the soldiers are going to want to break for something to eat. After that, we get the women and Alen....and ...well.....I’m not going to tell you what we’re going to do.....You’ll just have to see it and you won’t believe it when you do,” she said with a huge grin. Velimir looked at her and thought to himself, ‘she looks pretty when she smiles’.

	 

	“What are you thinking of,” Slaven asked her, a bit impatient.

	 

	“Don’t you worry. You just leave it to me. A woman knows a lot more about these things.”

	 

	With that Slaven looked over at Zoran, nodding with a look that said, ‘shit, women are fucking evil, man....I have no doubt this bitch has some seriously sick shit in mind’.

	 

	And so it was settled. Jasmina soon was in the kitchen helping her mother get something together for the soldiers to eat. Dragomir was at the fence planning a reconnaissance of the area with Goran. When it came time to eat, Jasmina and her mother put out some food and tea on a big, heavy wooden table just outside the kitchen in the yard. The men came over and devoured the meal like they had not eaten in days. Some of them patted the women on the ass. After all, they had enjoyed their charms only a hour or so earlier. The women had served them unbound. Jasmina had put on a bra and cotton blouse. She knew she would not be allowed to wear the headscarf. The baby was in her crib in the bedroom, a constant reminder to Jasmina why she had to be obedient. 

	 

	Dragomir, with food in his mouth, promised Jasmina that if the men were happy with her “service”, she would be allowed late to suckle her baby. If not, the baby would go hungry. Jasmina had it easy during the meal. They let her serve. But that only meant that their lewdness was mostly verbal. Greasy hands pawed her and dove under her skirt to pinch her ass while she was serving. She blushed furiously but was too afraid for her baby to pull away. Velimir offered to suck her tits for desert and this made everyone laugh.

	 

	Dragomir made it clear that they would be raping her again soon, but the sergeant told them that, “no Serb will put his cock into the persat svinyas (the big-titted sows) until after dinner tonight.” ‘Had they no manners’, he implied This got a roar of laughter from the soldiers who contented themselves with groping the women. Both women were humiliated to be talked about as if they were pieces of meat. 

	 

	“And that means you too guys,” Dragomir said winking at the five White Eagle boys who were standing and eating. 

	Velimir raised his left hand in acknowledgement and smiled back. He sort of knew the Sergeant was giving them permission to have some more fun.... After lunch, Dragomir left in the truck. Goran led two men on the recon mission and the rest manned the gun emplacements. One man monitored the radio in the kitchen. That’s when Tatjana sprang into action. She sent Zoran to fetch Alen; and watched the two women with hooded eyes as they went about cleaning up. Jasmina was allowed to bring her father something to drink in the barn. Within ten minutes Zoran came back with Alen. Tatjana commandeered him and called all the Eagles together.  She took them all over to a spot in the yard by the fence.

	 

	“Alen, you are under our orders now. Do you understand that?”

	 

	Alen looked at the faces of the boys around him and then at Tatjana. He knew some of them like Momir and Zoran to be Serb school bullies. Now that they were allied to the Serbian military, he was scared to death. He nodded quickly in response to Tatjana’s question.

	 

	“You are going to do everything I say. And if you don’t you know what the Sergeant told you would happen....right?”

	 

	Alen licked his dry lips and nodded again. He had been hiding out with the goats hoping that everyone would forget about him. He had been horrified, as they all were, by what had happened that morning. But he was particularly mortified in that seeing his mother and especially his sister naked, he found that his body had a mind of its own. Chock full of adolescent hormones, it had been impossible not to feel a hot swelling in his crotch. The fear only added to the emotions and the hormones that were released. He started to shiver now....

	 

	“Well, the Eagles don’t wait for the soldiers. If you don’t obey everything I tell you, Zoran here, is going to pull your pants down and squeeze your balls until you pass out.” She yanked a thumb in Zoran’s direction and on cue, the big dumb kid put the sickest smile on his face. It made Alen’s blood run cold. Alen was a sensitive boy who wrote poetry. He was slim and slight but with a nice face. Now he felt like a mouse in a roomful of cats and he was afraid he would wet his pants.

	 

	“OK....let’s go,” Tatjana said abruptly.

	 

	As they entered the farmhouse, Tatjana, grabbed a bucket in the kitchen, pointed to Jasmina and told her to follow them. She wiped her hands nervously on her apron and fell into line. When they got upstairs, Tatjana herded everyone into the big bedroom. Once inside, she pulled over a well-upholstered chair and motioned for Alen to sit. She noted how much nicer their furniture was that what her family made do with....

	 

	“You sit there,” she said to him. 

	“Slaven, come here,” she said to the 17 year old.

	 

	“Well,” she announced to the Eagles. “You just make yourselves comfortable. I’m going to show you just what sort of animal we’ve been dealing with.”

	 

	Jasmina looked at her and shuddered. She was coming to fear her more than Dragomir or even Goran. They were simple brutes, but something in the Serbian girl’s eyes told Jasmina that this woman was sick in her soul ....and very dangerous.

	 

	“Jasmina, take off your clothes.”

	 

	Jasmina winced and looked about the room, hoping there was some sort of escape, but she knew in her heart that what had happened that morning was no aberration. That it was only the beginning.....She began unbuttoning her blouse with trembling fingers. She bit her lip and continued. Then she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She crossed her arms and let it fall forward. Tatjana noted how graceful, even under pressure, the taller woman was. As she stood there naked to the waist, every eye in the room was on her mammoth tits. The baby in the next room began crying. Tatjana had told Slaven to wake the baby when he’d counted to 100. In response to hearing her baby cry, Jasmina’s tits, on cue, like Pavlov’s dog, began swelling, the veins bulging and then milk began to dribble and then leak first from her left breast and then from both. Jasmina crossed her arms over her bosom defensively and then used the heel of her hands to press her nipples to make the milk stop leaking.

	 

	“Alen, you know how to milk a goat, right?”

	 

	“Yes,”

	 

	“Well, your sister is ready to be milked. And I want you to do it. Understand?”

	 

	Alen licked his lips....they were dry and managed to squeak, “OK.”

	 

	“And you, whore, this is a contest. If you don’t produce a pint, by my measure, your baby goes hungry and Zoran here is going to squeeze Alen’s nuts until he passes out. Do you understand?”

	 

	“Please don’t do this to us. To me.....my milk is for my daughter. Don’t take my baby’s milk....PLEASE. Don’t do this to Alen.....He’s a good boy.”

	 

	At that, Momir, Slaven and Zoran chuckled. ‘Yeah, he’s such a good, little boy,’ they seemed to be mocking....

	 

	“I want you kneeling on the bed, cow. And you, I’ll show you how to milk her...you just do what I tell you....Understand,” she said to Alen.

	 

	Alen allowed himself to be led like a calf to slaughter. Tatjana showed him how to express his sister’s milk. He got him using his thumb, the index and middle fingers to form a ‘C’ around Jasmina’s huge areolas. She got his fingers about an inch away from the edge of the areola. Then, holding that position, she guided him to push his sister’s breast towards her chest wall. And then, just squeezing his fingers and thumb together to roll the milk out of her tits. They put the bucket on the bed and got Alen working each tit to milk his sister. Tatjana got behind her hips and pulled her skirt up and then her panties down. Sure, no male Serb was going to rape her, but Tatjana had her own ideas. And now what she wanted was the maximum amount of humiliation for the brother and sister at her disposal. 

	 

	Now she began to rub Jasmina’s cunt lips and clitoris. She took her time and let Alen milk her. The Eagles watched with open mouths as her two tits were like a garden sprinkler in the big city. White fluid jetted from a dozen random holes and fissures on her cashew sized brownish-black nipples. Alen aimed carefully into the pail as he didn’t want her to fail. He knew that Zoran would relish the opportunity to torture him. He had seen Zoran torture a small cat behind the schoolhouse when he was 11 and never forgot the cruelty the older boy showed. Velimir watched breathlessly as Alen milked his sister...Tatjana rubbed the Muslim girl’s wet, slippery sex-lips and clitoris until she found a rhythm to make her moan. Then she worked a second finger into her sex hole; and with two fingers began frigging Jasmina - masturbating her. She wanted to make her climax. Jasmina tried to resist and will herself not to feel anything but her cunt betrayed her. Seeing her squirming trying to fight it, Tatjana smiled as she knew a pussy. She had been playing with every part of her own genitalia since she was 6 years old. 

	 

	Next, she found the bumpy ridge she was looking for on the front wall of Jasmina’s sexhole and pressed on it to make her groan. Then just behind that she found what he was looking for – a little smooth area that as she rubbed it more and more.... began to SWELL and SWELL. The Serbian girl rubbed that spot harder and soon her cries and yelps were accompanied by a gush of juice from her urethra. She had made Jasmina spurt. The Muslim girl was so humiliated that she wanted to vanish into thin air. The Eagles stared at her wet hole – amazed at how much juice she had spurted. 

	 

	Having done it once Tatjana wouldn’t be satisfied until she made her gush another geyser of hot juice from her pussy. But she waited until Alen had milked her some more. After ten minutes, she worked Jasmina’s sex hole again, (what the Japanese call temanko or “finger banging”) the bed was soaked when she was done. Jasmina was open and exposed… the position was degrading and shaming and it was hugely embarrassing to be milked by her own brother in front of the others. When she ejaculated, her breasts spurted even more violently. Alen had difficulty keeping up with the flow. Tatjana made him stop and looked in the bucket.

	 

	“Not, bad. I told you she’s a real cow.” 

	 

	“Can I feed my baby now,” Jasmina begged.

	 

	“Noooo. Not now. All in good time,” Tatjana said as she set the bucket on the fancy wooden dresser. 

	 

	“Alen, baby boy....suck your sister’s tits.”

	 

	Both looked in horror at Tatjana. And the Eagles began nodding and smiling. The little witch was starting in for real on the brother and sister. They had an idea now where this was going and it promised to be a fun show. Jasmina was made to stay on her hands and knees on the bed and Alen was compelled to get underneath her. They made him kiss her nipples first. They were still leaking and as soon as his lips touched one, it began spraying him. 

	 

	“Get it in your mouth,” Tatjana yelled at him.

	 

	He dutifully began sucking it and when instructed, he switched to her other teat. The sound of sweet, sucking filled the room. The Eagles began to mock and taunt Alen. He blushed as it was very degrading to be reduced to the position of “baby”. Jasmina was in agony. There was a bucket of milk on the dresser. Nearly a pint and she wanted nothing more than to go downstairs, get a bottle and feed it to Ajten. Then, with her milk production tapering off, they got Alen off the bed and made him sit in the chair facing the bed with his pants down. Now everyone could see his penis, which was half erect. It was obvious that he had gotten an erection from milking his sister. They got Jasmina on her back with her legs spread and Tatjana pulled her panties completely off. Tatjana made her pull her legs up to her tits and on command, she was told to “masturbate”.

	 

	“And don’t tell me you don’t know how to do it,” Tatjana sneered at her. 

	There were red marks on her thighs from the morning workout the men had subjected her too. And her labia were swollen from all the attention they had been getting. What made Alen’s eyes pop was his sister’s clitoris. As big as an unshelled peanut, it stood up red and swollen from Tatjana’s earlier manipulations. Jasmina closed her eyes and began rubbing her pussy. When she didn’t show enough enthusiasm, Tatjana threatened to feed her milk, the precious milk in the bucket, to the goats. Soon, Jasmina was rubbing her pussy and had made it wetter. Her clitoris stood up, out of its hood, like a beacon. Tatjana took pains to point this out to the boys and Alen who, humiliatingly, had gotten an erection. He had an average, slim, circumcised one, as is the Muslim custom, and it was throbbing with a pearly drop of pre-cum on the tip. They made him jerk-off but not cum, but as his sister got closer to cumming, then made him sit on his hands as he watched her reach a climax. She tried not to utter a sound, but the feeling was too intense and she groaned when she came. 

	 

	Then they got her on her knees, sucking her brother’s cock. First she had to kiss it....then lick his asshole, his balls and the shaft of his penis. Finally, she was made to suck it and then take it into her mouth fully. He came very hard and spurted a lot. He had been forced to watch his mother and sister all morning and his young nuts screamed for release. They got him back to sucking on her tits again and when he regained his erection, they made him mount his sister. Tatjana had Slaven get Edina who when she was brought into the room.... began wailing at the sight and calling out to Allah! For what greeted her eyes was the sight of Alen in full coital embrace with his sister. She had her legs wrapped around him, his arms were around her and his face was buried in her neck. As he humped her, his excitement and inexperience was very great and in the heat of the moment, his prick slipped out of her pussy and humiliating for him.... he spurted on her belly. Tatjana made her wipe it up with fingers and swallow the “treat”.

	 

	Then Edina was made to do a striptease for her son. Tatjana told her that if she didn’t cooperate perfectly, she personally would squeeze Alen’s nuts until he went unconscious like a beached mackerel. To illustrate the point, she had Slaven and Momir hold Alen and she pulled his balls down into his sack, twisted them in the bag to keep them trapped and then she squeezed. Alen cried out as if someone had shoved a knife in his belly. After that, Edina did everything Tatjana told her to do. First she stripped slowly. Then she held up her big, fat tits for Alen’s inspection. She played with her nipples on command. Then she spread her legs and showed him “pink”. Finally, she turned around and bent over to spread her big butt cheeks to display her anus to him.

	 

	Alen’s penis was soon swelling and stiffening again. When they made Edina play with her pussy on the bed like Jasmina did, Alen’s penis was drooling again. Now, Tatjana had Edina kiss it and lick it, but unsure if the boy had two more quick ejaculations in him, she had his mother spread herself open in the “missionary position”.

	 

	“Tell him you love him and you want him to fuck you. Tell him to fuck you, Edina.”

	 

	In the end, humiliatingly, the 45-year old mother was “obliged” to beg her son to fuck her. She had to use the words Tatjana demanded. And with the Serbian girl standing behind him and threatening him with another session of testicle squeezing, Alen cooperated. He did it. But not before he was made to tell his mother that he found her very “hot” sexually and had wanted to fuck her for years. With this shame emblazoned in her mind, her son got between her thighs, kissed his mother on the lips, hugged her and as he tried to get inside her and fumbled.... he felt Tatjana’s hand on his prick, guiding it in. Once mounted, he did his duty and after thrusting several dozen times in his mother’s warm, open vagina, he ejaculated. Tatjana taunted the older woman that now she faced the possibility that she would become pregnant by her own son. She knew the older woman was still menstruating and took the opportunity to hurt her with this new terrible realization.

	 

	“Of course, if the Serbs fill your dirty hole with their more potent seed, they could wash out Alen’s. What do you say.....do you want these boys to do you too?”

	 

	Edina looked at her with shock and disbelief, but as if a light bulb went off in her head, she licked her lips and said, “yes, let them do it to me. YES....Let them.”

	 

	“Let them do what? Sex you? Say it.....PLEASE FUCK ME.”

	 

	“Y...YES.....fuck....me.”

	 

	“Louder, they can’t hear you....”

	 

	“FUCK ME....FUCK ME...FUCK ME...”

	 

	Now, thoroughly degraded, she spread her legs open - begging to be filled. And Velimir shoved his way into first place. Soon, he was rutting her like a mad bull. And after him, Zoran and Momir, Timur and young Slaven. And when they pulled out of her sloppy, slimy hole, they brought their cocks over to Jasmina for her to clean with her pretty mouth. Just as if she was a whore in the big city. Tatjana made Alen watch and when he got excited again, she compelled him to masturbate as his mother was shagged over and over again. Jasmina was allowed to decant her milk into a baby bottle and feed her daughter. Her breasts had been totally emptied and she was stressed about feeding Ajten. So ended the afternoon’s fun and games. 

	 

	Evening

	The soldiers would later roast one of the goats when they all returned from their duties. The women cooked, set the table and soldier and Eagles sat down to eat. Jasmina was sent out to the road to bring the men there some meat. There were two gun emplacements, one on either side of the road at the summit. On her way back, even from the end of the lane she could hear her mother’s cries and moans. Jasmina almost ran away. She could have. It was dark and she was well away from the checkpoint. No one would miss her until she was long gone.  But they had said they would castrate her father and brother. By the time it was over, she wished she had run away. Her mother would have been happier dead, her father feeling even more so, but that night walking down the dark lane to the house full of groans she still let herself think that Allah was going to somehow “save” her family. She was a poor, naive fool. And so, despite her fear, she forced herself to go back to the house. Where else would she go? 

	 

	When she got back, her mother was stretched out facedown across the dining table. Her blouse, skirt and underwear were long gone. Men were pulling her arms forward while one man rutted away between her legs and another pulled her head back by the hair to force his way into her mouth. Around this intrusion, Edina wailed and begged for mercy but the garbled words were lost in the festive, blood-thirsty comradeship of the moment - the squad bonding together to share bottles of slivovitz and Muslim stidnicas.

	 

	While she was harshly skewered from both ends like the goat that had been spitted for the meal, they rolled her over - her back arched and this made her big breasts thrust out and once she had been dragged by her hair past the edge of the table, her head hung down, her mouth and throat an open invitation. That morning each of the soldiers had each patiently waited their turn, done their bit for the Serbian cause, and then yielded to the next man or boy; all very organized. After dinner was a free-for-all. They fucked both women’s cunts, mouths and throats. They climbed on Jasmina and fucked her tits. Two, three, four men at a time. And since their morning sport had taken the edge off, none were in any hurry to end their fun. The Eagles were part of the line-up too. Both women were acutely aware of Kemal’s woeful gaze, watching their dishonor with a desperate helplessness. They had brought him from the barn and tied him to a post to watch what they did to his women. 

	 

	It went on, with a shift change with the men out at the checkpoint, for hours before Jasmina ever got to feed Ajten. Velimir, at one point, used his saliva and her milk to lubricate his cock and tit fucked her again until he ejaculated onto her face and neck.  She was being destroyed more and more. They were taking from her the only thing of value a girl possesses, of shattering her honor and her worth as a wife and mother. She now knew her life was over. No husband would have her, no village would accept her. If she was not fortunate enough to die, then she would become the worst of all fates for a Muslim girl: a whore. A kurva. A pearlyava kurva. For there is nothing more despicable in all the Muslim world than a dirty whore, and, as she was passed from man-to-man with each one degrading her totally, she knew that Allah had willed that this was to be her fate. ‘What have I done to deserve this’, she wondered to herself? Velimir and the other four Eagles ...their hands were everywhere – feeling her up, pinching her big, brownish-black nipples, dribbling a little milk and probing the folds and openings of her body. 

	 

	She asked herself these questions with the a pleading, anguished lack of comprehension. She had no answers why God had done this to her. Dragomir next decided to sodomize Edina. He forced her upper body onto the kitchen table. He used kitchen grease and forced a finger into her rectum. Her legs were pulled wide – her pussy gaped, glistening in the light. Edina had been forced into one orgasm and her pussy was even more sloppy with cum than her daughter’s. Dragomir used some of the grease and semen to lubricate her shit hole. Edina had never been anally penetrated. She flinched when she felt him preparing her asshole. He then spit on her anus. That was another degradation. When he was ready, he impaled her with his cock. The others crowded closer, their attention on the one-sided struggle between Dragomir’ cock and her tight asshole.  

	 

	The expressions on his face and hers were similar. They both appeared to be in pain. Edina by the pain and humiliation as Dragomir sodomized her in front of his men, and Dragomir by his lust to hurt her. And in truth, Edina had a tight hole.  As he penetrated her, the feeling of being torn open was terrific. Just as if she were giving birth, she panted like a dog as she tried to deal with the pain in her shit-hole.  Frantically she tried to relax her sphincter. But it was no good. She couldn’t relax it enough for it not to hurt terribly. He leaned on her and this forced his hard cock deeper into her. His cock, embedded in her asshole, overloaded her mind with waves of pain. She had never been sodomized before and Dragomir brutally forcing his way deeper inside her virgin ass, cruelly stretched her rectum. Edina felt as if a club was being forced up her ass. It felt like he was going to split her in two. 

	 

	“OH, IT’S KILLING ME.....OH NO....NO....NO....PLEASE....NO....”

	 

	Her body began to surrender to his cock. In her mind she began to open up to him totally. There was no other way....

	 

	“Please... not so hard.... it hurts soooo much.” 

	 

	Her shit hole had loosened a little and it took him only three or four strokes to fully penetrate her up to his pubic hairs.  Her sphincter gripped the base of his cock tightly - squeezing his cock. As everyone watched, Dragomir then began to ride her. He started moving relentlessly in and out of her asshole like a machine, brutally stretching her. Now that he was fully inside her, Dragomir crouched, his knees shoulder width apart. He gripped Edina’s shoulder length, thick black hair to pull her now pliant body back onto his hard cock, so he could plow her asshole with hard, powerful strokes. Tatjana had never seen someone sodomized. She licked her lips as she watched this new indignity being forced on the older Muslim woman.

	 

	Dragomir slammed into her ass with all his power to hurt her, brutally and relentlessly impaling her on his cock. Involuntarily, Edina, underneath him, cried out, a low constant moan coming from her full lips. Everyone could see her hands clench helplessly each time Dragomir plowed her. Her body had gone limp. Nothing angry or pleading came out of her mouth, just incoherent animal-like sounds and moans, the volume rising and falling in time with Dragomir’s humping. The tall, tough sergeant sodomized her as the others joked or clapped their hands in time with his thrusts into her open asshole. It seemed to Edina as if it would go on forever. What was worse was that she felt so helpless. There was nothing she could do to make him stop. Dragomir stayed hard stroke after stroke, battering her body. 

	 

	He came only when he threw himself forward onto her back, grabbing her thick black hair to force her head to one side, so he could see her face as he ass fucked her with power strokes. Only then, after he had looked into her eyes and felt her submit totally, did he cum in her ass. He cried out in triumph as he filled her asshole with hot cum.  He lay on her wet, warm back for a moment, crushing her with his weight, until Goran, impatient now for his turn, tapped him on the shoulder and asked for his place.  He was just as rough as Dragomir. In a single thrust he impaled Edina, sinking up to his pubic hairs in her. He plowed relentlessly into her wide open ass with his cudgel of a cock. Poor Edina just made small moaning sounds underneath him. She could manage nothing more. Each time he slammed into her, it knocked the wind out of her lungs. 

	 

	Unconcerned with her agony, he took his pleasure as quickly and as brutally as he could. Then he too filled her with a flood of hot cum before also collapsing on her nude back. He got off her and was replaced by Davor. Tatjana had discovered the rope around Kemal’s testicles and began pulling on it as his wife was being sodomized. She unbuckled his trousers and got them down to his knees. She played with his penis until she made him erect. He sobbed like a child when this shameful thing was forced on him. Edina lost track of how many men raped her ass.  Actually, she took all seven Serb soldiers. It seemed to go on and on as one man would finish and the next man would ram it into her. It all became one long, terrible rape. The cock became one monstrous cock, repeatedly and painfully sodomizing her. 

	 

	She only knew the hurtful impalement, the feeling of having her ass stretched and invaded, had become her whole reality.  She lay passive. Just as she had surrendered to Dragomir, she surrendered to each man who followed him. She became nothing more than their fuck toy. Kemal had gone catatonic. His mind could no longer absorb what they were doing to him and his wife. He stared into space but anyone could see that he had lost his mind. The pain in the older woman’s shit hole became a constant ache. Through it all, she lay there on her belly and tits - her full lips open, panting between moans. Her sweaty body gleamed, the light creating a shadow play between the combination of muscular males and her warm, mature beauty.  Her naked body, buffeted by the violent thrusts, was just a thing for them to use and abuse. 

	 

	Afterwards she lay there, her womanhood defiled by their foul cum and sweat. Dragomir began whispering in her ear.  She was so “out-of-it” she couldn’t make sense of what he was saying to her.  She lay on her belly and tits, her anus drooling cum; her legs splayed wide, her pussy gaping, her clit, swollen and red. She looked over at the far wall.... her mind blank, exhausted. Her asshole was raw, stretched .....An open “O” .....A toothless mouth....with semen smeared all over and drooling from it in a steady stream.  Her next bowel movement would be a torment. Her asshole was so sore that she could not touch herself there. And having to shit hurt so much that she gripped the toilet seat and groaned as the turds emerged from her ravaged anus.  All the while, Tatjana was laughing at the antics of the Serbian males, shouting encouragement to them, "harder, the stidnica loves it! Don't tease her. Show that Muslim svinya what a real Serbian man is like." 

	 

	Oh, the Serbs smelled, too. Of sweat and liquor and the cunts of both women. No Muslim man would ever smell like that as he would wash five times a day before prayer. Tatjana went over and pulled down Alen’s trousers and shorts. As the women of the their family were raped and sodomized, she made him ejaculate with her hand, taunting and mocking him....whispering in his ears what a whore his mother was – adding to his mental torment. After a long time, a couple of hours, when the liquor was gone, men slunk off to the barn. Dragomir dragged Jasmina upstairs by her hair to her bed. Her knees were shaking as she climbed the stairs and she was dripping wet between her legs. She was allowed to nurse her baby. When she was done he shoved her down to the foot of the bed. She was exhausted and cried for hours. She eventually fell asleep. Goran took Edina to her bedroom and Davor took Alen and Kemal to the barn to tie them up. The White Eagles all went home. They had taken a day off from school and work to enjoy the home invasion. They would return later the next day.

	 

	Second Day

	The next morning Jasmina was allowed to put Ajten on her breast. After this, she was thrown onto her bed for more abuse. Soon Goran showed up for his morning “ride”. Her pussy was sore from the previous day and tight in the morning. She stared fearfully at his heavy nut sack as he dropped his trousers and then at his big thick club of a penis. It was as big as a fat cucumber from the market where Velimir worked. He soon had her licking his nuts and sucking the uncircumcised head. It tasted disgusting to her so early in the morning, but he would not be denied. And when she got it nice and stiff for him, he forced her onto her back with her legs on his hulking shoulders. Then he rubbed it up and down her dry slit until she got a little wet. That’s when he made her beg for it like a whore. 

	 

	After he had forced this humiliation on her, he was ready for his ride and gave her a thorough reaming. When he was done, she had an orgasm, much to her shame. She covered her face with her hands and sobbed softly. He had barely left the room, and when he was done, Bekir came to take his place. He was a fat, disgusting older man, who had once been a sergeant and had been reduced to private for being drunk and disorderly. He stank of alcohol and it was not yet 8am, but his fat, short cock needed attention and what he wanted was a long, disgusting, and degrading blowjob. What really devastated her was that he took off his trousers and shorts and got down on her bed on his belly. 

	 

	He pulled aside his fat, hairy ass cheeks and ordered her to lick his crack. She had to do it and of course he wanted her to use her pink tongue on his anus. He was not clean and the task made her nauseous. It wasn’t any easier to suck his uncircumcised cock either. When she pulled back his foreskin, as ordered, she was disgusted to see little cheesy deposits around the rim of his cock head. In the course of sucking him off, she cleaned his cock for him. He spurted a fair amount and made her show him the load in her mouth before being ordered to swallow. Then he climbed onto her to use her cunt. Later that day Alen was allowed to pasture the goats again. The women were also expected to fetch water and make tea. When they returned to the house later that day Kemal was gone. Neither woman ever saw him again. By dinner Jasmina had wet the bed and the room reeked. They let her up to change the sheets and let her relieve herself more often after that, but within a few minutes she would be again on her back, ready for all to use again. Her mother was on duty too like a slave in her bedroom. For the first three days or so it was basically just rape. The poor women stayed on the bed day and night, a semen depository for a squad of Serbs. The semen often poured out of both women - and the bed was caked with it.  Goran took to whipping their breasts with his belt and burning them with cigarettes. Some men laughed and joked at this. Others, repulsed, turned away. But after a few days both women were a real mess. 

	 

	They were only let up when no one else wanted sex. If her mother’s three holes were filled a man might grab Jasmina and mount her like a goat. But for Jasmina it only got worse. Velimir and Tatjana were particularly brutal with her and Velimir fucked her repeatedly. She was just a pearlyava kurva now - a dirty lactating whore. They put both women on poles in the yard, naked and invited their Serbian and Muslim neighbors to see the two whores. Jasmina was the plaything of Velimir and Tatjana. They dreamed up new games for her. A contest where she had to spray her milk a certain distance. If she failed, she was whipped with a birch branch cut from a tree in the yard on her buttocks and pussy. Tatjana would tie Jasmina’s tits with cord to make them bulge and leak milk. Everyone would take a turn sucking on her tits, denying her the opportunity to feed her baby. It was one horrific thing after another. Jasmina and her mother were the "mattresses". After awhile their eyes became glazed and empty like they were dead. They never get better. Then they were taken to the camps where each woman had to “service” between 50 to 60 men a day. Female soldiers one day enjoyed the opportunity to torture both women by shoving a greased beer bottle into their rectums and making them walk thru the camp naked.

	 

	Epilog

	Alen emigrated to Germany. No one ever saw Kemal again. Edina and Jasmina moved to the capital city, Sarajevo, where they worked as whores, for room and board. Both women ended up as pearlyava mala kurvas, after the war, just whores. Interviewed by British television, after the war, Jasmina said, “When a woman is violated like that, it's the worst humiliation and the most painful thing that can happen to you. I still fall into depressions. It is such a huge wound, and it feels like it is constantly opening and closing. 

	 

	It is a wound without a cure. Every day we were raped. Not only in the house -- they would also take us to the front line for the soldiers to rape us. Then again in the house, in front of my brother and father. You cannot imagine the shame I felt. They had no mercy at all. They raped me every day. They took me to the soldiers and back to that house. At the front line, there were female soldiers who tortured me with a bottle. The only conversation we had was when I was begging them to kill me. That's when they laughed. Their response was, 'we don't need you dead’.”

	 

	Tatjana, afterwards, began a relationship with Zoran, but it didn’t last. She became attracted to hard-core BDSM online porn. She currently lives in Vienna where she is “kept” by an older Turkish man she met online. He ties her up, whips her and then has his way with her. He has let his friends use her as well.
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Synopsis: 

	AFRICAN RETRIBUTION 

	By Joetex

	 

	Preface

	From an actual report of the BBC:

	Dateline: 26 October 2004

	REPORT SHOWS DR CONGO RAPE HORROR

	“Fighters in the Democratic Republic of Congo have raped at least 40,000 women over the past six years, human rights agency Amnesty International reports. All groups involved in the civil war committed extreme sexual violence during the civil war throughout the east of the country, it finds. Despite a year of peace, survivors lack adequate medical care and many are dying needlessly, the agency adds. It accuses the new government of being "far too slow" in its response. 

	“Only aid agencies now respond to the needs of the rape victims and they are short of medical staff, drugs and equipment, says the report entitled Mass Rape - Time of Remedies. Aid workers are quoted as saying they have never come across so many rape victims in a war while horrific new cases of rape are reported as recently as June of this year. Amnesty urges the DR Congo government to punish perpetrators and it calls for an expert team to be set up to assess the needs of the country's health sector.”

	Chapter I

	December 2004

	“Memsaab, may I help you?”, inquired the gaunt, elderly black man of the smartly dressed woman. He was eyeing her appearance head to toe, and she didn’t appreciate it. Although he served as an airport security guard, he hardly looked like he could secure anything, with his worn sneakers and unclean trousers and shirt. He wore an airport badge on his breast pocket, but lacked any air of authority.  

	“No – as you can see, I’m with an official medical delegation awaiting my hosts to transport me from the airport,” she uttered dismissively, flashing the badge she wore around her neck with the lanyard. She made a point of making sure he saw the bright blue “UN” on the badge as though taunting him with a sign of cultural superiority.

	For an airport serving a provincial capital city such as Bukuvu in the Republic of Congo, things appeared rather slow to her. She had arrived only 15 minutes ago, and already Dr. Katarina Krueger disliked this environment.  She hated the smell, and the general sense of laziness. She was wary of the general population although she had been to African countries before. She was also conversationally fluent in the Bantu tongue, having taken some modest language training.  This was her first trip to this country, formerly known as Zaire. Prior to deciding to join this medical mission she discussed its dangers with her friends and family. They urged her not to go, increasingly concerned with her safety. 

	Katarina was familiar with the racial conflicts in this region, and she knew of the history of this war-torn nation under Belgian domination. She heard the stories still circulating in European circles about the allegedly brutal rapes of Belgian women in Leopoldville in 1960, giving Belgian troops a pretext for invasion. Although the prospect of being assaulted (or even raped) was in the back of her mind, she regarded it as highly unlikely given the presence of the United Nations Peacekeeping Force that would accompany her.  

	In any event, the issue of rape and violence against women was her purpose for being here. Following the worldwide condemnation of the unprecedented sexual brutality of the unbridled Congolese soldiers against their own women, the United Nations decided to dispatch a medical team to make a health assessment from these mass rapes.  Katarina was an infectious disease specialist with the UN, and was the foremost authority on the subject of sexually transmitted diseases. When the call came for a team to be sent, she was at the top of the list.

	On a personal level, however, the timing couldn’t have been worse. The German-born and trained physician was now living in Geneva with her family, and disliked traveling unless absolutely necessary. She also had just given birth to their second child, Heidi, a daughter, only four months previously, and had just resumed work for a month following her three-month maternity leave. Because she had experienced a difficult pregnancy -- no doubt caused by the fact that she was now 40 years of age -- she was required to convalesce during this post-partum period. 

	Heidi also required constant attention and feeding, and Katarina was required to be present as the milk source since the little one disliked being bottle fed.  Traveling to a dangerous, undeveloped country, away from her daughter, while still nursing was not Katarina’s idea of how she had envisioned spending the formative years of her daughter’s new life. Her breasts ached just thinking about her daughter, as well as the physiological effect of having just flown from Geneva to the Congo without relieving them of their fullness.

	Her physical discomfort jarred her back to reality when she happened to notice the elderly security guard staring at her breasts. Verdammen Sie dieses älterer schielender Mann! (Damn this leering old man!), she thought, getting his cheap jollies by ogling her. But she had to concede that her physical appearance drew the attention of many male (and even jealous female) onlookers. 

	Tall and statuesque at 5 feet 11 inches, topped by ash blonde hair with some frosting, Katarina was a picture perfect embodiment of a mature, comely woman who bore a slight resemblance to Heidi Klum, the renown fashion model and global celebrity. In fact, that was the origin of her daughter’s name, since many friends and admirers kept mentioning Katarina’s resemblance. Her blonde, styled hair fell loosely about her shoulders, and she was wearing a beige cloth jacket over a thin white pullover top, accompanied by a khaki-colored skirt. The jacket, however, could not conceal her feminine charms. Although her bust line had been ample at 36C prior to her pregnancy, subsequently her breasts swelled and remained a hefty and quite noticeable 39D. Her continuous nursing kept them constantly engorged and functional, and she had to wear a strong, form-fitting nursing bra at all times to maintain decorum, particularly when going back to work. 

	She decided to interrupt the old coot who by now was immersed in his sexual fantasies: 

	“May I help you, sir”?, she unexpectedly interjected. 

	“No. Please have a good day, Memsaab”, he replied, and waltzed off.

	Katarina grabbed the sides of her jacket, and pulled them around her front, vainly attempting to shroud her bust. She laughed out loud. It was going to be a long day, she thought.

	Just at that moment, Katarina heard her name.

	“Dr. Krueger, I presume?”

	“Yes, that’s me.”, she answered. Before her stood what appeared to be a short, very young black male, dressed in white shirtsleeves, a simple blue tie, and black trousers. But he also wore a UN identification card around his neck, indicating he must be older than his physical appearance would reveal.

	“How do you do? I am Dr. Henry Moyogo, an intern at Panzi Hospital. The local medical team has tasked me to be your escort while here. Welcome to Bukuvu. I am here to take you to the village.”

	“Thank you Dr. Moyogo,” Katarina responded. She couldn’t believe that this young, slight person was actually a medical intern. He looked like a boy. But many Africans don’t show their age readily.  “The village?”, she asked. “Aren’t we supposed to go to the hospital for an overall strategic discussion, and then make site visits the next day? Also, I haven’t checked into the hotel yet to refreshen and change clothes.”

	“I’m sorry, Dr. Krueger, but my instructions were to transport you immediately to one of our villages in the far reaches beyond Bukuvu to interview and examine some recent victims of sexual assault,” the young man regretfully explained. “We won’t have time to go to your hotel or the hospital. You will have to change and refresh once we arrive at the village.”

	She looked around. “Where is the rest of my medical team from Europe?” 

	“I’m sorry. Didn’t you hear? Dr. Scardino from Italy and Dr. Williams from the UK were not able to make this trip. You and I are the entire medical team for this UN mission”. 

	Katarina was nonplussed. Now, she would have to conduct the entire medical assessment by herself for the entire time, accompanied by this junior doctor. Moreover, she was still wearing her traveling clothes unsuited for the rural, tropical environment. Her bush clothes were still in her suitcase, but for now would remain there. She could see her beige jacket and khaki skirt already getting stained.

	With a deep sigh and grimace, she resignedly picked up her suitcase and carry-on bag for her personal effects, and replied:

	“Okay. . . well, I guess this team of ours is off to the village. You lead, Dr. Moyogo.”

	“Please call me Henry. We’re going to be traveling together for the next couple of weeks so we shouldn’t stand on formality.”

	“That’s fine, Henry. Please call me Katarina.”

	Henry led Katarina out of the airport lobby to the curbside outside where a sports utility vehicle emblazoned with a blue “UN” on its hood was awaiting them. Seated in the front of the sports utility vehicle were an armed driver and guard next to him riding shotgun.. 

	Katarina was apprehensive. “I had expected to be accompanied by more security than this. Is this it?”

	“Not to worry, Dr. Krueger, er, Katarina. This shall be sufficient. Where we are headed there should be little reason for concern.”, Henry said reassuringly.

	Eyeing him nervously, Katarina threw her bags into the back of the SUV. They both climbed into the rear, and with the start of the automobile engines, were off to a village located approximately 50 kilometers west of Bukuvu. Yes, this was going to be one very long day, she thought. 

	 

	Chapter II

	Their SUV had traveled about 30 kilometers over very rough undeveloped roads. It was clear that this part of the country, repeatedly ravaged by war, was in desperate need of help in various respects. The dust from the rough roads filled the air, and Katarina had difficulty seeing through the cloud of dust, and would up breathing much of it.

	Despite the road condition, their car had been moving at a fairly rapid clip of around 60 kilometers per hour. Suddenly, it slowed and ground to a halt. Katarina craned her neck to see the reason for stopping. Approximately 10 yards ahead, she spotted what appeared to be two military humvee vehicles with several armed Congolese soldiers manning a roadblock. They appeared to be armed with AK-47s and Uzi submachine guns . A half dozen soldiers approached their vehicle. Katarina’s driver and guard appeared not to be concerned since this appeared to be a routine checkpoint being manned by the Congolese army. They stepped out of the vehicle to talk to the soldiers to discern the reason for the roadblock. As they departed, their driver looked back towards them and instructed: “Stay here. We’ll be right back after we find out what is going on.” 

	Katarina and Henry remained seated and peered toward the soldiers and their guards while they met in a discussion. Suddenly, they heard a burst of rounds from one of the Uzis and saw both the UN driver and guard fall to the ground, apparently killed instantly. The Congolese soldiers began running toward them. Stunned by the outburst of unexpected violence, they panicked but were temporarily paralyzed by what they had just seen. Katarina abruptly thought of bolting from the car and running away. She grabbed the automobile’s door release handle, and began opening it. As if on cue, she heard one of the soldiers yell at them in urgent, guttural Bantu: “Stay where you are!! Do not try to run or you will be shot!!”

	Chastened, they stayed riveted to their seats. The six soldiers surrounded their vehicle around its perimeter, and aimed their weapons at them. Katarina grew anxious and nervous, not knowing what to expect next. Henry similarly become agitated, and started to sweat profusely.

	“Get out of the auto and place your hands above your heads!!”, came the next command.

	Gingerly, Katarina and Henry opened the door, and eased themselves from the rear of the SUV, carefully calibrating their physical movements to avoid provoking the soldiers. All the while, they eyeballed the soldiers. The men were in various states of military dress, reflecting the appearance of a ragtag band rather than a disciplined, coherent army. Some were in camouflage military apparel, while others wore jeans and tee-shirts with athletic insignia. Only one – the apparent leader -- was attired in full battle apparel, and he did all of the talking.

	“I am Master Sergeant Joseph N’como of the Congolese Republican Army, and these are my militiamen from our village. You are now in our custody!”

	Henry was the first to emerge. As he slowly exited the vehicle and stepped onto the open dirt road, with his arms held high, the men peered at him suspiciously . 

	“This trespasser looks to be a boy dressed in a man’s clothing”, exclaimed the Master Sergeant. “Yet he wears the badge of our enemy around his neck,” referencing the lanyard and UN identification badge Henry wore.

	Henry answered: “I am Dr. Henry Moyogo of Panzi hospital. And I am escorting Dr. Katarina Krueger who is here from the United Nations in Geneva to provide medical assistance to our Bantu women. Please release us to complete our ---.”

	THWACK!! Henry was cut off midsentence when Sergeant N’como brutally slapped him across his face with the back of his hand and yelled:

	 “Silence!! You shall talk when I tell you. . . you boy who claims to be a man of medicine!!” Turning to face Katarina who was still seated in the SUV, he commanded:

	“You, woman. . . !! Get out of the car!! And keep your hands in sight!!”

	Unable to use her hands and arms fully to facilitate her exit, Katarina awkwardly stumbled out of the car. Stepping out onto the dirt, she raised her arms high above her head, unintentionally drawing attention to her full, prominent breasts, though still partially obscured by her open beige jacket. Additionally, her oversized chest appeared to pulsate as Katarina began breathing heavily, with her heart racing. She labored to discern how to reason with these armed men. She was clearly afraid.

	The militiamen were transfixed by the sudden appearance of the blonde beauty. If leering could make a sound, a cacophony could be heard reverberating in the steamy Congolese jungle. Although they had seen western women in their cities and occasionally in rural precincts, they typically were of the staid charitable or religious type. Any African male with testosterone would not deign to walk across the street to initiate any physical or sexual contact with these lifeless creatures.

	Katarina’s physical appearance was just the opposite. Highly attractive, with elegant, refined features, she exuded sexuality, and seemingly possessed the ability to arouse even the most asexual of males. Sergeant N’como was clearly taken by this fair-skinned western female. Seeking to exploit this opportunity, he commanded:

	“Take off your jacket! I need to see if you are carrying any weapons.”

	“As Dr. Moyogo explained, I am a UN disease specialist on a medical mission. I do not carry any weapons, and you shall find none on my person.”, she answered defiantly.

	“Take. . off. . . your. . . jacket!!, he angrily retorted. “Or I shall have one of my men do so for you!!.

	Reluctantly, Katarina lowered her arms and began slipping the jacket off one shoulder first, followed by the other. Folding the jacket neatly, she squatted and placed it on the ground. She resumed standing, and slowly reraised her arms.

	Unfortunately for Katarina, she had not been able to change out of her thin cotton blouse prior to initiating this hasty road trip. Perspiration from the stifling heat had soaked through the front of her blouse, making the cloth cling to the skin of her chest. It also had the effect of making her front partially transparent, as the round contours of her brassiere could clearly be seen. Because of her heavy breathing, the two oversized cups of her large nursing bra appeared to be dancing up and down for the soldiers’ benefit. 

	The militiamen could barely contain themselves at this erotic sight, laughing and elbowing one another as they drank in every detail, and disbelieving their good fortune at finding this trapped woman.  Sergeant N’como ambled up to face Katarina directly until he stood less than two feet away. Thinking through his options at this point, he decided to have some fun first. Staring directly at Katarina’s breasts so that she would notice, he expelled a huge belly laugh, then asked mockingly:

	“My dear woman doctor, are you hiding weapons underneath your shirt? If not, what would you call those? ” He continued laughing.

	“I do not appreciate your humor, Sergeant. In my country, we treat women respectfully.”, she dismissively answered.

	“You dare not speak to me that way. When my men find women in this jungle, they ravage their sex and slash their throats. They look at your body and I know that they want to taste your flesh, seize your breasts, and hack them off with a machete. But they will not if I tell them so. What is your desire, western whore?”   

	Katarina appeared chastened, answering: “Please. . . please. . . I just ask not to be harmed. I will do as you ask.”

	A wide grin slowly crept across N’como’s face. He began leering at her silently, then yelled aloud to his men something in a local Bantu dialect that Katarina could not comprehend. Terrifyingly for her, they began laughing and jumping up and down as though highly amused. Katarina was puzzled, and groped for an answer. She looked at Henry, and nervously asked:

	“Henry, you must speak local Bantu.What did he tell his men? What is going to happen to us?”

	Initially, Henry did not respond, staring silently ahead. Then he said: “He just made a dirty joke at your expense, so please. . . . you should not hear this.”

	Katarina flashed angry at his presumptuousness. “What do you mean? I am entitled to know. I am your superior for the purpose of this medical mission.”, she exclaimed, raising her voice.

	Henry was clearly uncomfortable, and exhaled. Finally, he stammered: “You must not be angry when I share translate his remarks as I honor you as a trained medical professional. But he told his men . . . that . . .ummm. . . ‘we will not defile this woman . . right now. We will give her to the women in our village and. . . and let them decide how she may amuse us with her . . . ahem. . . large western cow udders.’”  

	Katarina flinched. For a moment, she regretted asking for the translation. “He can’t be serious, can he?”, she asked almost rhetorically.

	His response was less than reassuring: 

	“Katarina, we are lucky to still be alive at this point. I cannot tell you what fate lies before you or I in the hands of these butchers.”

	At that moment, Sergeant N’como barked orders to his men to prepare to return to the village camp. They thus grabbed both prisoners by their arms and blindfolded them. Katarina struggled momentarily, and then was resigned to her fate. Their hands were bound behind them. The UN SUV was looted of its belongings, including Katarina’s suitcase and tote bag. At gunpoint, they were forced to be seated in one of the humvees. 

	Both Katarina and Henry were off to experience the next phase of this medical mission that had now veered toward a malevolent destiny.    

	Chapter III

	After a terrifying ride along a bumpy dirt road, Katarina felt the military caravan grinding to a halt. Behind her blindfold, she could only imagine her surroundings. Abruptly, she heard voices shouting and gales of laughter of men and women. Hands began groping in her direction, and she felt a pair of strong arms pull her from the seat of the humvee, and force her from the vehicle. With her hands still bound, she stood alongside it.

	She heard the voices of several women. From the few words of local Bantu dialect she could glean, they were apparently asking the militiaman who she was, and where did they find her. There was a degree of urgency and volatility in their voices.

	Katarina heard the crowd of both men and women erupt in loud cheers and yells that sounded like screaming for blood. Inside, she tremored and feared for her life.

	Seeking the assistance of her original escort, Katarina yelled aloud: 

	“Henry! Are you there?? Can you see anything??!!”

	“I’m here but also blindfolded! I’m literally in the dark as much as you!,” he answered. 

	Rough hands grabbed her by the arms once again, and pushed her forward. She estimated being forced to walk around 50 yards until coming to a stop. Firm hands continued to hold both her arms, restraining her, even though her hands remained tied behind her back.  

	Finally, she heard Master Sergeant N’Como’s voice. He was apparently talking to one of the women of the militia. She could not make out every word of the local dialect, but it seemed to be centered on what to do with her. An argument broke out between them.

	“Henry – what are they saying!!?? And don’t hold anything back!!” Katarina admonished.

	“All right -- if you want it exactly like I hear it. It seems that the woman wants you to be killed immediately, while the good Master Sergeant N’Como would prefer that the militiawomen take their time and help the men find ways to torture you.”, said Henry matter-of-factly. “It sounds like N’Como is about to get his way, so you won’t be disposed of immediately. You had to ask. He just told his men to remove our blindfolds.”

	Katarina felt the cloth removed from around her eyes, and momentarily was blinded by the sunlight. As her eyes adjusted, see saw that she stood in a clearing in the center of a small village. Thatched roof huts surrounded her, and chickens ran wildly on the bare, dirt ground. Her eyes darted left and right, and she spotted at least a dozen ragtag militiamen around her, accompanied by about a half a dozen women. Henry stood to her left, and he looked as wide-eyed as she in glancing about to discern the situation.

	She spotted N’Como standing about 5 yards in front of her. He sported a big grin at seeing the fear in her eyes. Standing next to him was a short, stocky woman in her 40’s dressed in combat fatigues. She appeared quite unattractive, with her hair in knots and apparently unkempt. She had heard N’Como refer to her as Corporal Kiki. The woman glared at Katarina, a look of contempt in her face. She began speaking.

	Without prompting, Henry began translating for Katarina: 

	“She is saying: ‘The white sow now looks at us with fear .. . We must not disappoint her . . .  Sergeant N’Como, our women will do as you wish and find ways to show her what happens to the western powers when they trespass into our country.’” 

	She was interrupted when one of the militiamen ran forward and began dumping the contents of Katarina’s suitcase on the ground. Another soldier did likewise with her personal tote bag. A small pile of clothing and personal effects littered the ground. The men began foraging through the pile. One began rifling through Katarina’s lingerie, picking up her panties, holding them to his nose, sniffing them, and holding them up with both hands for all to see. The men started guffawing and the women began tittering.

	Suddenly, another militiaman began shouting and laughing, and the crowd’s attention was redirected to him. He held aloft Katarina’s spare brassiere, which was not a small modest, lightweight piece of apparel that one would have expected for tropical wear, but instead an oversized, heavy duty nursing brassiere intended to carry the weight of bosoms engorged with sustenance produced by a new mother (which Katarina was!). The men began shouting at one another and the women giggled.

	Somewhat embarrassed, Henry paraphrased:  “They are making comments about the size of your brassiere, saying that only western construction techniques are capable of making this ‘holster’ strong enough to carry the . . . udders….of the ….of the western cow.” 

	Katarina snapped: “You don’t have to translate this filth! I get the point!” Her face began turning red. She was deeply embarrassed and humiliated at being forced to watch this spectacle.

	Corporal Kiki leaned over the pile of personal effects and picked up Katarina’s billfold. Opening it, she spied first the credit cards and the money. Then she began looking at the enclosed personal photographs. She smiled as though she became aware of something significant. Approaching Katarina, she pulled one of the photos from its sleeve, and held it up for Katarina to see. To Katarina’s surprise, she suddenly said in English: 

	“Your baby?” She was holding recent photo of Katarina cradling her daughter Heidi in her arms.

	“Yes, the baby is mine. And I hope you will understand that I must return for the benefit and safekeeping of my new daughter, ” Katarina answered in her broken Bantu.

	Laughing and pointing at Katarina’s breasts, the Corporal began excitedly exclaiming to the other women, who also began laughing. The men heard her words, and they too began shouting and laughing.

	This time, Henry remained mute. Katarina was going crazy over his silence:

	“What the hell is going on?? Tell me what they are saying!!”

	“I . . . I can’t. You will find out soon enough. I’m . . . .very sorry”, he answered.

	Corporal Kiki leaned over to N’Como, and began speaking to him in an inaudible voice. N’Como grinned and nodded his assent. She then began barking orders to a couple of militiawomen who took Katarina by both arms and began walking her towards a six-foot- high stake in the center of the village. Katarina began struggling against her restraints, shouting aloud to no one in particular:

	“NO!! NO!! Where are you taking me!!?? I’m a medical doctor. Leave me alone!!”

	The two women loosened the bindings on Katarina’s hands, but grabbed both her wrists. When her back became flush with the stake, they retied the bindings behind her back so that Katarina was now “tied at the stake”, and thereby helpless to maneuver.  

	With her arms pulled back behind her, Katarina’s large chest seemed even more oversized. Her breasts seemed to jut forward, stretching the thin fabric of her blouse. Unfortunately, with Katarina’s heavy breathing and dripping perspiration dampening the blouse, her undulating breasts seemed to beckon for attention. She began whimpering, not knowing her fate.

	Henry was also led to the same location, but was held in custody by two burly militiamen still holding his arms.

	The militiamen and women began assembling around Katarina, clearly relishing the plight of their prisoner. They began chattering with one another in eager expectancy of watching the next episode of Katarina’s anticipated humiliation.

	Corporal Kiki approached Katarina, and stood directly in front of her. As Kiki was fully a head shorter than Katarina, she looked up at Katarina’s face. With a wicked expression, she grabbed Katarina by the chin and forced Katarina to look downward at her. She suddenly spat into her face. Katarina was taken aback by the abrupt wetness of spittle across her cheek and nose. Backing away slightly, Kiki lifted one arm and extended the index finger of one hand. With the finger, she poked both of Katarina’s breasts in seriatim, as though she were testing their resiliency. Katarina chest heaved up and down from her nervous, heavy breaths. 

	Kiki then took the tip of her index finger and, around the tips of both breasts, drew small imaginary circles where Katarina’s nipples were situated. It appeared as though Kiki were seeking to tease and coax the appearance of Katarina’s nipples through the brassiere and cloth of the blouse. 

	Suddenly, she reached up and grabbed both of Katarina’s full breasts with both hands.. Katarina gasped from the shock of the abrupt abuse as much from the sudden pain. Because she had not been able to express her breasts since landing in Bukuvu, they remained sensitive and full. Kiki maintained her grip on Katarina’s mammaries and began slowly squeezing them. Katarina’s gasps grew more urgent, and finally she uttered:

	“Please. . . please stop. My breasts. . . the pain. . . you’re hurting them.”

	While still holding Katarina’s breasts, Kiki looked down at them and saw small wet spots starting to form at the front of each. Smiling, she let go. Looking directly at Katarina in a mocking, taunting fashion, she uttered in English: “Milk. Much milk.” 

	Kiki shifted her position to stand at Katarina’s side, and turned around to face the crowd.  She addressed the group, but this time in more formal Bantu language. Katarina surmised she did so she (Katarina) could understand.

	“Men and women of our tribe, we have a special treat for you all: a captured, white western woman who belongs to our enemies at the U.N. As you can see, her blond hair, fair-skin, and attractive body make her a rare species. The men of our militia have asked we militiawomen to decide her fate. We will not kill or otherwise harm her. However, we will show you how we may all amuse ourselves with this beautiful creature.”

	Katarina could feel her energy draining as she listened intently to the militiawomen’s plans for her.

	Kiki continued:

	“You will recall the traditions of our tribe when we were victorious in battle over our enemies in rival tribes. You will recall how we made the women of the captive tribe our property. Such is the case now with our western prisoner who represents the aggressors against our people. She will be mated with one of the weaker members of our tribe so that their offspring will be strong for our people.”

	A cheer went up from the crowd. Katarina was horrified at the prospect of being subjected to sexual abuse, and began squirming in her bonds.

	“But first,” Kiki continued, “we must observe another tradition that all of our men can enjoy. Our western prisoner has borne a child, and to this day, still carries her newborn’s sustenance in her large and heavy bosom. As we did with defeated tribeswoman who also had new children, we must now draw the milk from the western mother and allow our warriors to drink this sustenance to draw strength from the western powers. By seizing the milk intended for the western cow’s child, we weaken the next generation of western aggressors.”

	She then raised her fist and emitted a war cry: “Baloo!! Baloo!! (To battle!! to battle!!) ”

	“Baloo!! Baloo!!”, answered the crowd.

	Katarina was disbelieving what she had heard and was in a state of panic and shock. She began struggling again against her bonds to no avail, and looked around to see how she could fight back. She glanced over at Henry who was still being strong-armed by two guards. He faced down at the ground, slowly looked up, and sheepishly uttered:

	“I’m . . . I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to know what they intended to do to you, but apparently you understood what that militiawoman just said. They plan to take advantage of the fact you are nursing, and milk your engorged breasts to feed their men. It is all part of a traditional ritual, so. . . . please don’t be offended by what I’m about to say. . . don’t take it personally.”

	“Are you out of your mind, you crazy little Congolese!!?, Katarina angrily retorted. “These barbarians are about to milk me like a cow and rape me, and you say don’t take it personally??!! Screw you!!”   

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter IV

	 

	Katarina closed her eyes tight, and grimaced. Although angry and fearful for her life, she resigned herself to a degree of punishment and humiliation that was unthinkable, musing privately: Let’s just get this underway and over with! It was a remarkable transformation for a woman who was used to getting her way.

	However, Corporal Kiki had other things in mind, not wanting to rush to initiate the ritual. Instead, she inexplicably stepped behind Katarina. Katarina craned her neck to see what Kiki was up to, but was no longer able to keep her in her field of vision.

	Katarina then felt Kiki’s heavy breathing on her neck, and saw Kiki extend both her arms around Katarina’s sides, as though she were about to embrace her from behind. Instead, she felt and saw each of the Corporal’s hands, palm-side up, emerge right below her breasts. Gently, Kiki appeared to be testing the heft and weight of each of Katarina’s breasts. Katarina was breathing heavily, waiting for the next shoe to drop. 

	Kiki suddenly began moving her palms up and down beneath each of Katrina’s breasts, simulating their movements as though Katarina were running. The rapid oscillation of her breasts created a lewd spectacle. The militiamen and women were provoked to laugh loudly and to shout various obscenities. Katarina was mortified, both at having her breasts used in this obscene fashion and at the catcalls and insults she was able to discern from the men and women who made remarks such as “milk the white cow” and “those udders can feed all the children of Africa.”  

	Because she was distracted from having her breasts manipulated in this outrageous fashion, Katarina did not notice that one of the previously unnoticed militiamen, who was rather short, had slowly crept up and was now standing before her. Standing about four feet, eight inches feet tall, his face was almost level with her breasts. Looking down at him, Katarina saw a very dark, smallish, one-eyed man looking up at her with a wide grin and missing teeth. What teeth he had remaining looked blackened and decayed. 

	Kiki saw the uninvited little man, dropped her hands from beneath Katarina’s breasts, and stepped from behind. “Private Piku!!,” she shouted angrily. “Get away from here!!”  

	Piku appeared undaunted. Laughing, he thrust his head between Katarina’s breasts, and began rubbing his face in her cloth-covered cleavage. He then stepped back, grabbed a hold of her left breast, and raised it to his mouth. He made a pretense of trying to bite the breast through her blouse with his less-than-full set of teeth, provoking gales of laughter from the crowd. Kiki relaxed and joined in the laughter, relishing the mockery Private Piku was engendering. Katarina was shocked and revolted at this humiliating display, tears beginning to form around her eyes. Will this nightmare never end?, she thought.   

	Releasing her breast, Private Piku began slowly backing away from Katarina, making loud sucking sounds with his mouth as he departed, and continuing to draw laughter from the delighted crowd. Kiki resumed her position behind Katarina to continue the proceedings.

	Again reaching around Katarina from behind, Kiki extended her hands to firmly grasp Katarina’s blouse by both sides of her open collar, and with a couple of quick jerks, pulled her blouse open at the top. Buttons began to fly, and immediately the top of Katarina’s brassiere was exposed to the crowd, displaying a massive cleavage glistening with perspiration. Kiki looked around Katarina to measure her handiwork, and continued pulling more aggressively at her blouse with both hands, until more buttons gave way and the front of Katarina’s chest was fully exposed, clad only in a nursing brassiere. Pulling the remainder of the blouse from Katarina’s shoulders, Kiki jerked downward so that it bunched up around Katarina’s bound hands.

	A hush befell the crowd as they witnessed the baring of Katarina’s notable breasts, though still covered by a brassiere. Kiki stepped forward to face Katrina. Even she was in awe of Katarina’s sheer physicality, sporting mammaries that appeared to have a life of their own. 

	Elbowing one another out of the way, the militiamen (and women!) eyeballed Katarina’s slightly worn, off-white, 39D-cup nursing bra. The lingerie appeared slightly damp both from Katarina’s perspiration, and from the obvious leakage of mother’s milk caused by over engorgement and Corporal Kiki’s manual manipulations. She was using breast pads to contain the seepage, although they appeared to be drenched and sopping. Uncovered, her bra-encased breasts appeared to be even larger and heavier than when she had been wearing a blouse.

	Kiki placed the palms of her hands on Katarina’s bra cups and began lightly rubbing them as one would a small pet or animal. Leaning forward toward Katarina, she whispered almost inaudibly in English: “These udders must now be shared with our soldiers.”  Then, almost shouting so that all could hear, she proclaimed: “Prepare to feed them!!”  

	Katarina started to weep. Panicked and hysterical, she began pleading, lapsing uncontrollably into her native German, oblivious to the fact that she could not be understood by any of the Congolese:

	"Anschlag!! Bitte! Ich bin hier zu. . helfen Sie Ihnen. Bitte lassen Sie mich nicht dies tun! Ich bin eine Frau. . . Ich bin eine neue Mutter, die meinem Kind meine Milch einzieht. . dieses gehört ihr!” (“Stop!! Please! I’m here to. . . help you. Please don’t make me do this! I’m a woman. . .. . . I’m a new mother feeding my milk to my child. . . this belongs to her!”) 

	Ignoring these cries for mercy, Kiki brandished a knife, of a type typically used to slaughter animals. Katarina gasped. With swift dispatch, Kiki took the knife and cut each of the Katarina’s shoulder straps. Without the support of both straps, her breasts started to droop.   

	“Bitte. . bitte demütigen Sie mich nicht so!” (Please. . . please don't humiliate me like this!), Katarina begged.

	Kiki placed the knife’s edge at the center strap holding together both bra cups, and smiled devlishly at Katarina. With a swift pull of the knife that made a loud “thwick” sound, the two cups parted, freeing Katarina’s breasts of their cover and support. The soaked bra fell to the ground with a loud “thump”.

	Gasps could be heard from the crowd. Although the militiamen and women had certainly seen women’s breasts before, they were always those of the local women who were bathing or openly nursing their infants. They had never seen the breasts of a western memsaab, or foreign woman before. They were transfixed by the sight of the sheer whiteness of Katarina’s freed breasts. Blue-veined, engorged, and taut like full water balloons, they appeared to be on the verge of bursting. Without the support of her sturdy brassiere, they hung almost down to her navel. But her nipples drew the most attention. Characterized with reddish brown areolas the size of large saucers, her nipples looked like hard rubber erasers extending fully an inch in length. At their tips appeared droplets of liquid, signaling the early stages of stimulation and let down. 

	As Katarina continued to struggle against her bonds, her heavy, unharnessed breasts swayed to and fro and though having a mind of their own.

	Kiki wasted no time in getting the ritual humiliation underway. She positioned herself to face Katarina. Reaching out, she situated both her hands below Katarina’s breasts, slowly lifting them up. She then repositioned her hands to allow her index fingers and thumbs to grasp both of Katarina’s nipples. Breathing heavily from fear and apprehension, Katarina winced at this sensitive invasion.

	With her delicate fingers, Kiki began gently pulling and squeezing the nipples, coaxing them to excrete the desired emissions. Following 30 seconds of manual stimulation, Katarina’s nipples began yielding a slow trickle of whitish fluid. Katarina closed her eyes and grimaced. Turning her head around to face the excited crowd, Kiki exclaimed in Bantu: 

	“The western she cow is now giving us her milk!!”

	The crowd cheered, variously shouting obscenities and laughing.

	Before yielding her position to the eager militiamen, Kiki decided to conclude her role with a flourish to entertain the militia. Gripping Katarina’s nipples tightly, she pointed both of them upward and squeezed forcefully. Streams of white milk could be seen arcing upward from each breast, spraying the ground below. The crowd hooted upon seeing the dissipation of Katarina’s mother’s milk..

	“Corporal Kiki – do not waste this memsaab’s milk!!”admonished Sergeant N’como. “Otherwise, we will not have enough for our entire squad.”    

	Kiki turned and smiled at N’como, stepped away from Katarina, and gestured at N’como to come forward. “My dear Sergeant, I have prepared the western she cow for you and your men. Come. . . .come taste the milky fruits of our victory over western oppression”, she urged.

	As the senior ranking militiaman, N’como relished being invited to be the first to drink from the breasts of the western memsaab. Facing Katarina, he took his left hand and lifted her left breast so that the nipple was six inches below his face. Katarina tried one last effort at reason to prevent this assault on her breasts from proceeding:

	“Please don’t! I beg you not to take this from me. . . My milk. . . . is personal. . . it shouldn’t be shared with you and your men.” 

	N’como answered: “No need for concern. I shall not harm you or your wonderful bounty.” He lowered head and placed his mouth directly over her nipple but stopped short of touching her. Instead, he extended his tongue and licked the glistening moisture off the erect nubbin. He then placed his mouth over her nipple and began drawing out the stolen nourishment. He sucked from the breast urgently.

	Katarina tilted her head back and closed her eyes, her mouth agape.   “Ooooooh. . . . aaaaaah. . . please. . I . . . ooooh. . . stop this . . . I beg you. .. .” she pleaded and moaned. Tears began streaming from her eyes from this outrageous theft of her maternal gift. 

	Ordinarily, Katarina’s milk let down would have been a relief to her breast’s engorgement. But having this most intimate act of her lactation so publicly displayed left Katarina with such an overwhelming sense of humiliation and degradation that it negated any physical relief. 

	As N’como’s suckling continued, Katarina opened her eyes to look around her. All of the militiamen and women were quietly staring, wide-eyed and aroused, at this erotic, unusual tableau before them. She glanced over at Henry who was still being held at bay by two of the soldiers. Even he was unable to divert his attention from the scene. His eyes appeared transfixed at witnessing this obscene spectacle. Katarina also noticed that his arousal was becoming manifest by an obvious erection beginning to show under his trousers.  

	N’como stopped his suckling and finally raised his head, wiping excess fluid from his mouth. Looking at Katarina, he uttered:

	“Memsaab, your milk is rich and sweet, no doubt because of your privileged western life. We take this from you so our soldiers of the Congolese Republic can also grow to be rich and privileged like you and your western oppressors.” 

	N’como turned around to face the crowd. Katarina was stunned when she heard him order his men to form a line, by rank, to determine the sequence of who would take their turn next at her breasts. He admonished them to take only “one suck apiece” to leave enough for the dozen or so hoping to have a taste. Becoming hysterical once again, Katarina again began vainly pleading in German:

	“Nein! Nein!! Ich kann nicht alle diese Männer an meinen Brüsten haben!! Dieses ist unmenschlich! I. . . Ich nicht. . . haben Sie genug. . . milch Sie zu. . geben!!” (“No! No!! I can’t have all these men at my breasts!! This is inhuman! I . . . I don’t . . . have enough. . . . milk to. . . to give!!”) 

	The men began forming a single file line in front of Sergeant N’como, laughing and slapping one another on the back as they eagerly awaited their turns at savoring this highly unusual treat.            

	 

	Chapter V

	Master Sergeant N’como and Corporal Kiki stood astride Katarina, cheerfully witnessing the parade of eager hands and mouths about to descend upon the bosoms of the German woman doctor. The first soldier in line was a short, sweaty rotund man attired in a combination of street clothes and combat fatigues. Almost gleeful, he began rubbing his hands together in eager expectation. Katarina tried to look away, but could not. She disdained this man’s looks and everything about him.

	His approach to her ample mammary offering was sloppy. He grabbed her right breast with both hands, lifted it up, and began mouthing and slobbering over her erect nipple, lathering it with his saliva. Finally, he placed it in his mouth and began drawing on it. Katarina grimaced at the hard suction, feeling as though her nipple were about to be pulled away from her body. With a loud “plop”, the soldier quickly removed his mouth, released her breast, and said to Katarina in local Bantu: “Very good! So sweet! Thank you very much.” Rather than return the compliment, she turned her head away in embarrassment and humiliation. He laughed and strode away.

	And so continued the remainder of Katarina’s shame and degradation before these militia men. One man after another had his turn to drink of the mother’s milk provided by this previously haughty, authoritative U.N. medical professional. At one point, Katarina looked down and saw two eager mouths at her breasts. One soldier had apparently decided he could not await his turn and cut in line to draw the milk from the other unoccupied breast. At another time, one soldier took too long at his turn and would not release Katarina’s nipple from his mouth. N’como took the flat side of his hand, and swatted the soldier in the back of the head to get him to move on. The soldier laughed aloud, and ran off.

	However, four of the lowest ranking soldiers who were forced to await their turns became unruly as they began losing patience. When their turns finally came, things turned ugly. Rather than wait patiently in line, they all descended upon Katarina simultaneously. Rather than discipline them, N’como decided to let them have their fun so long as they did not harm Katarina or her breasts physically.

	Like animals, two of them began pawing at her breasts, and mouthing and chewing harshly on her elongated nipples. In obvious pain, Katarina was dismayed and in a panic, not knowing what they intended to do to her breasts. One of them sucked harshly on a nipple, trying to draw as much liquid as possible. He then tried to kiss Katarina with a full mouth of milk, seeking to make her drink her own secretions. Crying, she attempted to turn her face away, but he brutally grabbed and twisted her face until she was forced to offer her lips to his. He opened his mouth, and white liquid began streaming over her lips and mouth. Tears and milk streaked her face. 

	To these illiterate rural militiamen, they would dare not touch a white memsaab in the city for fear of drawing a beating by the police. But here they were able, with impunity, to fondle and suck the nipples of an educated, western foreign woman and enjoy her flesh, albeit under the watchful eye of their military supeiorior. Overcome by Katarina’s physicality, they wanted to take advantage of this rare and exciting moment. 

	Two other militiamen decided to use their turns to make sport with Katarina’s engorged breasts. Rather than suck directly, one stood next to Katarina and wrapped both hands around her right breast, and squeezed. The other stood approximately six feet away, with his mouth wide open. Taking turns, they played a game of seeing how far they could each get Katarina’s milk to squirt, and to catch the spray in their mouths. Laughing and hitting each other every time one was successful, they were on their third attempt when Sergeant N’como ordered them to stop as they were delaying the next stage of the ritual.    

	For Katarina, the physical abuse of her breasts was humiliating As someone who took a great deal of pride in her physical appearance, particularly in her female endowments, to have her breasts used as an object of amusement in this fashion was degrading and dehumanizing. The German physician was also exhausted and thirsty. She had lost count of how many men she had been forced “ to feed”. She estimated that it had been at least a dozen. Interestingly, she did not recall being required to entertain the infamous little “ Private Piku” who had broken ranks earlier to play with her breasts.

	There was a momentary lull in activity as Katarina spied N’como and Kiki conferring quietly off to the side. Kiki motioned to one of the militiawoman and began asking for something. The woman brought back to her a small glass jar.

	Smiling, Kiki approached Katarina and asked solicitously:

	“Are you thirsty? You must be thirsty after offering your milk to all our men.”

	“Yes, I could use a drink of water,” responded Katarina weakly.

	“ I will give you something better than water.” With that statement, she held the glass jar below Katarina’s right breast, and began pinching and pulling the nipple with her index finger and thumb. Despite her breast having already been sucked on profusely, a small stream of milk began jetting from the nipple into the jar. Katarina grimaced from the pain of the extraction, particularly because her nipples were already sensitive from the excessive sucking and manhandling by the militia men. Kiki continued milking the nipple until the jar contained around a quarter inch of white liquid.

	Glancing at Katarina, Kiki allowed: “Don’t think that I’m going to give this to you – at least not yet anyway. We need to add some flavoring to this milk offering.”

	Suddenly looking at Henry, she instructed both of his handlers:“ Bring him to me!”

	Henry began resisting, struggling against the physical tug of the two militia men. Ultimately, he found himself positioned in front of Kiki, his arms continuing to be tightly gripped. Kiki looked around the crowd and spotted one of her female colleagues, a Private Manu. Beckoning Manu to her side, she whispered into the private’s ear what she sought from her, and handed her the glass jar partially filled with Katarina’s secretions.  Manu giggled aloud, and nodded her head in eager assent. Henry was petrified at what to expect next.

	Kiki turn toward the crowd and announced at the top of her voice:

	“This little doctor friend lusts after his western lady friend, but would dare not touch her as that would jeopardize his career. But yet he watched as we took the milk from the bosom of his colleague, secretly wishing he could do the same. Look at the growing manhood under his pants. See his arousal!”

	Henry began trying to shed the grasp of the two daily militiamen, crying in vain: “ No! No! Let me go!!”

	Kiki instructed the two men: “Hold him tightly!! We shall allow our western woman’s little doctor friend to touch her, or at least part of her, so that both doctors become intimately acquainted.”

	On cue, Private Manu approached Henry, looked him in the face with a grin, and dropped to her knees. She began unbuckling his belt and pants. As they fell to his ankles, she pulled down his drawers, revealing an obviously fully erect member. She began laughing, as did Kiki and the rest of the crowd who were slowing inching forward for a better look. Deeply embarrassed, Henry was gasping as though out of breath, not knowing how he could continue resisting and expecting the worst. 

	Manu began by gently massaging Henry’s scrotum with her palm to heighten his arousal. Once assured, she began rubbing his phallus lightly with her fingertips to continue stimulation. She spat on his member to lubricate it, gripped it, and began vigorously masturbating him. Her hands displayed an obvious degree of experience borne of constant practice.  

	Afar several minutes, Henry’s breathing grew excited and labored, and his eyes closed.  Manu waited until it appeared Henry was about to climax, and situated the partially filled glass jar in front of his penis. Succumbing to Manu’s manual stimulation, he ejaculated, sending two or three ropes of semen into the jar. His entire body seemed to weaken from his climax, so much so that his two guards released their grip, sending him collapsing to the ground, his pants and underwear still bunched around his ankles. 

	Like a child with a new toy, Manu held the jar up high for all to witness, and then handed it to Kiki. Swirling the jar around in her hand to stir the milky contents, she announced, while chuckling:

	“So you see, we have made a cocktail with the milk of this tall western memsaab with the seed of this little African man.”

	Katarina stood helplessly watching this unusual and obscene sight. Although she did not dislike Henry, she certainly was not physically attracted to him. The imagery of his sperm swimming around her precious mother’s milk seemed both fascinating and repulsive to her. (Can sperm drink milk?, she thought.) She was reluctant to view this racially, but the thought of an African’s sperm being commingled with her milk somehow seemed invasive of her most private offering.  

	Kiki walked over to Katarina and held the glass jar to her lips: “Drink!”, she commanded. Katarina kept her mouth closed and stared forward.

	“Drink it or you will suffer worse consequences!”, Kiki warned.

	Katarina opened her mouth partially, and Kiki lifted the bottom of the jar upward, forcing its contents into her mouth. Katarina began gagging on the viscous, salty, and slightly sweet fluid, making choking and coughing sounds. 

	“Drink all of it! Drink it all down!”

	Despite trying to obey Kiki’s command, Katarina could no longer hold down the contents, and began expectorating. The semen and breast milk mixture began spewing from her mouth, soiling Kiki’s pants, and spilling onto the ground. Rather than rising to anger, Kiki broke into broad laughter. She looked over at N’como, who did likewise. 

	Kiki glanced back at Katarina. She looked a mess, with her eyes moistened and red from choking on the vile fluid. Remnants of the semen and milk mixture remained on her lips, chin and on the top of her chest. To Kiki, she looked like one of those cheap harlots in Bukuvu who sold their bodies to her male militia members for small denomination coins.  

	Kiki looked back at N’como and made a gesture toward the crowd. N’como nodded his head in quiet agreement, reconfirming that it was time to move to the next prearranged act in this ritual. Kiki shouted for Private Piku to come forward. Piku had previously been told that he was to take part in this final ritual, and he excitedly agreed. As he dutifully obeyed, she instructed the two guards previously holding Henry (who by now was passed out, splayed helplessly on the ground, rear end still bare) to untie Katarina, move her over to where a large tree stood nearby, and to retie her according to her explicit directions.  Katarina was apprehensive, not knowing just exactly what next was being contemplated.

	Chapter VI

	The guards placed Katarina under the tree, retied her hands behind her, and threw a loop of rope over one of the highest branches. They tied the rope with the bonds that tied her hands and pulled. The effect was to pull Katarina’s arms behind her, causing her torso to fall forward at a right angle, and her breasts to hang. Although not painful, the awkward position of Katarina’s body was uncomfortable. 

	At Kiki’s direction, one of the guards proceeded to undo the buttons and zipper at the top of Katarina’s skirt. Realizing what was happening to her, Katarina reacted angrily to her denuding: “NO!! NO!! Stop it!! You have no right!! Please. . . please. . . “ she pleaded.

	He Ignored her protestations. With one swift jerk, he pulled the skirt down on legs, exposing her cloth panties and exposed hose. He then reached into the band around her waist and pulled her panties down until they rested around her ankles. Her womanhood was bared for all to see. Tufts of dark blonde hair accented her pubic area. Although now mute, Katarina continued weeping, now totally denuded and shamed in front of the entire village.  

	Kiki turned toward the crowd and announced:

	“For this ritual, the western memsaab will be given to one of our men who has no woman because none in our village will mate with him. Our little Private Piku is our choice. He will force his seed into the womb of this large western mensaab and together they will breed a strong warrior for out tribe. Piku, you may proceed with the mating ritual!”

	Having heard previously what the final ritual required, Katarina was determined to avoid being sexually abused, kicking and pulling at the bonds behind her. But all was to no avail as the bonds and rope remained intact. 

	“No. . please. . no!!,” she shouted reflexively, all the while moving her body back and forth while still in bondage. 

	Piku decided to take his time before completing the final act. He stepped forward to face Katarina, although her position made seeing her face difficult. Piku dropped to his knees, an apparent stance to better position himself. Extending his head forward, he turned it upward until his face was situated directly below Katarina’s hanging breasts. Katarina was terrified, and moved her torso about in a vain effort to avoid what she knew he sought. Like a calf seeking milk from a cow’s udders, he made a pretense of attempting to catch her nipples in his mouth, extending his tongue but unable to latch on owing to Katarina’s constant evasive movements and the swaying of her breasts. The crowd caught on to the game Piku was playing, and laughed and hooted at his playful gestures. 

	After a couple playful moments, Piku reached up with both hands, and forcefully grabbed both breasts and pointed them at his face. Squeezing them tightly, he forced her milk to spew in small jets toward his face. He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue to catch the “rain” being emitted from her still copious breasts. Katarina began crying aloud, pleading with him: “Stop. . please stop. . . It hurts. . the pain. . . in my breasts. . . please stop!”   

	He let her breasts go, stood up and stared down at her. “I’m not quite through with you just yet,” he proclaimed in Bantu. Unbuckling his belt, he loosened his trousers and pulled them down, along with his drawers. His eight-inch erection sprang forward. He momentarily pointed it at her face for her to witness. But he wasn’t interested in having her service him orally. Rather, he stood next to her until his member was level with her breasts. 

	Not wanting to give him the pleasure of knowing how humiliating she felt, Katarina’s lowerd her head purposefully downward, her gaze fixated toward the ground. Piku would have none of it:

	“Look . . up. . . at. . . me.”, he intoned authoritatively. Although he spoke in local Bantu, Katarina knew what he meant. She ignored him.

	“Look at me . . . you western cow!”, he ordered harshly. Again, she disobeyed.

	Piku looked at Kiki and Manu for assistance. Both strode over until each was situated next to Katarina. Kiki angrily grabbed Katarina by the blonde locks that graced her forehead, and jerked harshly backward until Katarina’s head was pulled back, her face forced to confront Piku’s leering gaze. She was a sight to behold. With her head and neck forced to crane backward, her arms still tied behind her back and elevated above her torso, she reeked of vulnerability. She was breathing heavily from fear and anxiety. Perspiration and tears ran streaming down her cheeks, and mucous dripped from her nose. But no one was really looking at her face. Instead, all attention was focused on her engorged breasts that drooped and hung like water-filled sacks about to burst, accented by nipples from which dripped equal parts sweat and milk.  

	  

	Piku maneuvered his turgid organ until it was situated between her hanging breasts. Swinging his hips right and left, he made sport of bouncing it off the inner sides of her cleavage, making her breasts wobble to and fro. Both Kiki and Manu began giggling, clearly delighting in the humiliating display of this memsaab’s breasts. The crowd joined in the amusement, yelling at Piku to continue the spectacle. As though on cue, Kiki first, and then Manu, pushed the sides of each of Katarina’s breasts together until Piku’s phallus was enveloped snugly in her cleavage. Grinning and chortling, Piku then began making pistoning movements with his hips, displaying a pretense of having intercourse with Katarina’s breasts. 

	Forced to witness her own debasement, Katarina was unable to fight back. For many years, she had been able to use her ample breasts as a tool to manipulate men and taunt them with her suffocating sexuality. Low-cut evening gowns at medical formals were de riguer for this voluptuous, vivacious German physician. She took a great deal of pride in displaying just the right amount of cleavage for each occasion, carefully selecting the proper supporting lingerie to fit the particular gown. Now all she could do is stare numbly at Piku’s grinning scowl, all the while feeling the sensation of his oily organ sliding amidst her compressed breasts, thinking about how her carefully managed cleavage was now being used as a weapon against her, all but a toy for the Africa mlitiamen to abuse and degrade.   

	Continuing to grasp Katarina by the hair, Kiki leaned forward until her mouth was next to her ear and mockingly intoned loudly so all could hear:

	“Memsaab, your udders have a purpose other than feeding your young. They are nothing more than an object for our men to pleasure themselves with so that they may spill their seed in you!” 

	Piku then stepped back, and rubbed the tip of his phallus against a nipple, slowly and methodically smearing her large areola liberally with his pre-ejaculatory seminal fluid. Katarina looked down at the nipple, horrified at witnessing the African’s emissions mixing with the droplets of her milk that dotted her nipple. She squezed her eyes shut as she continued to feel the friction of Piku’s smooth cock flicking at her nipple, bringing the distended nubbin to erection. She was angry and humiliated, but undoubtedly aroused, and couldn’t help herself. She thought of her child suckling at that same breast, dismissing the notion that her baby would ever again be able to place its mouth at that nipple, now fouled with the penile secretions of this small beast.

	To add to her humiliation, Piku then backed away and, while pointing her breast at his organ, proceeding to pinch and squeeze her nipple until it shot a small stream of milk onto it.. Katarina was fixated as she saw Piku take one hand and begin rubbing and lathering his organ as though he were cleansing it with her milk. After his penis was duly moistened, he then began vigorously masturbating to maintain his arousal, using her milk as a pre-lubricant. To Katarina, her mother’s milk had always been a precious commodity to be shared only with her child and her lover. But now her it was being used to facilitate her violation, and all she could do was stand idly and watch with horror and shame.  

	Piku carefully made his way toward Katarina’s exposed bottom, gazing with arousal at her large white buttocks. He fondled them, then raised his hand and brought it down in a gentle, playful slap on one cheek. First spitting onto his right hand, he then inserted two of his fingers into her vaginal orifice to ensure lubrication. With no foreplay or further ceremony, he slid his manhood into her and began slowly pumping in and out. Katarina cried out, clenched her teeth, and tried to imagine she were in another place, another time.

	As Piku’s pace quickened, he leaned over to grab both of Katarina’s hanging mammaries, fondling and pinching her distended nipples. Small streamlets of milk began to flow. Piku could feel himself on the verge of climax. At the penultimate moment, he gripped her breasts more tightly. Breathing heavily, he gasped, and allowed his seed to burst into her, flooding her womb with his life-giving fluid.

	Piku withdrew and smiled at Katarina. Flaunting his deflating phallus, he uttered: “You will bear my African child who will become a strong soldier to defeat your people.” He walked away.

	Kiki announced to the assemblage: “This concludes our ritual. The western cow will remain a member of our tribal village, continuing to provide us with her milk, and bearing warriors to the benefit of our tribe.”

	Katarina tried, but was unable, to blank out the horror of the moment. She could not envision being impregnated by this small, disfigured beast. Yet she feared that her fate had been sealed in that brief, horrendous moment. Ultimately, numbed by the experience, Katarina stared vacantly, not feeling, not hearing, not caring to know what lay ahead for the rest of her life.

	January 2007    

	Newsflash

	Dateline: 27 January 2007

	Reuters – Congolese authorities in Bukuvu reported today that Dr. Katarina Krueger, an infectious disease physician for the United Nations who was reported missing since December 2004, has been found alive and in good condition. She told authorities that she had been held captive during this period by rebel militiamen in an isolated village. When found, she was accompanied by a one-year-old boy, who she reported as her son, born while in captivity. There was no identification of the father of the child. Dr. Krueger reportedly was able to escape the village in broad daylight after most of her captors had left the premises to forage for supplies and food. With her son, she was able to make her way to a main road where she flagged down a passing military convoy for help and assistance. Once she is released from Panzi hospital, where she is currently being examined, she will return to her home in Geneva, Switzerland, where she is expected to hold a press conference.
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