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Tara Bergman was very aware of her white
privilege. In fact, she reminded herself of it every morning. There
was a sign she had taped to the mirror of her dresser in her small
dorm room so she would read it every morning to remind herself. It
said “You are the product of white privilege derived from slavery
and oppression.”

Her parents had not been happy that she had
decided to major in gender and racial studies at Harvard. Her
mother, in particular, had been scathing. She was almost an
archetypical Jewish mother, and wanted Tara to be a lawyer or a
doctor or an accountant.

Tara had tried very hard to enlighten them
regarding their white privilege, but to no avail. They felt no
shame at all, nor any guilt that she could see. Instead they
bragged about their success being the product of their own hard
work – as if that work meant anything without their privilege!

Tara was quiet in class, because she didn't
want to put herself forward. She did not feel she had that right,
given how many women of color there were in the classes. She was
very much reflexively aware of and accepting of her low place on
the hierarchy here.

She embraced that low status as fully
deserved, and was quick to give way to the opinions or wishes of
any of the women of color around her. So when professor Olowe
called her to her office one afternoon she was on pins and needles,
fearing she had inadvertently caused offense or done something
which might have been seen to be putting herself above the
others.

“Professor Olowe?” she asked as she tapped
timidly on the door.

“Come in, Tara,” the professor said, turning
from her computer. “Close the door.”

Tara gulped but obeyed. She was almost in awe
of Professor Olowe. She was a tall, stern, elegant black woman with
the height and features of her Zulu warrior ancestors. She had
become a full professor before she was even thirty years old.

“Tara, I have noticed you putting in
considerable effort to understand the oppression people of color
have been subjected to over the centuries.”

“I have, professor!” she gulped
earnestly.

“Because of this I would like to offer you an
opportunity to take part in a workshop. Actually, it is part
workshop, part social experiment. It is designed to make people of
extreme privilege like yourself more intimately conversant with the
reality of oppression.”

“I'd be glad to!”

“Do not be so quick to accept before I have
explained,” Olowe said sternly.

“I'm sorry,” Tara said meekly.

“You do not understand what oppression means.
You do not understand the hopelessness of being the slave of
another. You do not comprehend what it can mean to feel, bone-deep,
that you are the possession of another, and that you are completely
at their mercy, at their whim.”

She stood up and walked over to Tara, who
licked her lips nervously.

“How can you? How can you even imagine what
it feels like to submit to another to the extent that it does not
even enter your mind to refuse an order you do not like, or to even
consider that you should have such a right,” the woman said. “To be
degraded and abused, but not to even think for a moment that you
should have the right to not be?”

“I will give you such an opportunity,” Olowe
said. “But it will not be a simple thing for you. It will be
painful and there will be physical as well as emotional discomfort.
I and other Black women will be there to see to it that you and the
others are confronted with the reality of what being a slave means,
of what true oppression is. Do you think you can subject yourself
to this?”

“I can! I will, professor!”

Tara felt nervous about the idea, of course,
wondering how much abuse she might be subjected to in such a
workshop. But she knew it was something she deserved, that it was
right and just and that it might actually lead her to a better
understanding of her responsibility for the inequities of society
which the white race had perpetrated on all others.

*

A week later she was driven to the workshop
in the back of a van. It had no windows except in the front seats,
which were occupied by Professor Olowe and another black woman
named Professor Zivai. She and Hannah Smith and Meghan Forsyth sat
in the back on a rough bench.

“Remember, girls, there will no equality
here. There will be no politeness. You will not be treated the way
you have come to expect to be treated in your life thus far. You
will not be given respect. You will not be given consideration.
People who are oppressed are rarely given such things.”

“Yes, Professor,” Tara said.

“I understand, Professor,” Hannah said.

“There will be a certain amount of
role-playing on the part of myself and other instructors,” Olowe
warned. “We will speak rudely and harshly to you. We will insult
you, and you will feel degraded and... oppressed.”

Tara nodded. She was almost looking forward
to it!

Almost. She continued to have some
trepidation, but also a sense of righteous anticipation. For the
crimes of her ancestors she deserved harsh treatment! And perhaps
it would not only give her more insight into what it meant to be
oppressed, but less of a sense of guilt.

They drove on the highway for an hour, then
down some side roads, and finally down a very narrow, unpaved
road.

“We are in the country, removed from the
normal comforts of civilization,” Zivai said. “You will get no such
comforts for the next week. You will be put in the position of
being owned, and come to understand the kind of helplessness and
oppression your people dealt out and continue to deal out to
others.”

Finally, the van stopped. The two black women
got out, and then after a moment the side door slid open and the
three white girls climbed out. There were several more black women
present, all looking sternly at them as they stood there
uneasily.

They were in a rough, grassy area which
surrounded a large, lovely looking cabin, or perhaps, chalet. It
looked quite large, and beyond the grassy area was a fence, and
beyond that a forest.

“Are you ready to begin? To experience what
oppression means?” one of the women asked.

“Yes,” Hannah said.

The woman immediately surged forward,
glowering, until her face was inches from the startled blonde.

“Are you talking to me?”

“Uhm, yes?”

“Then you will call me mistress.”

“Yes... mistress!” Hannah said.

“If there were men here you would call them
master, as our ancestors once called your ancestors. But there are
no men here,” Olowe said.

“Now remove your clothing,” Zivai
ordered.

Tara gasped at the order, as did the other
two white girls.

“Are you so shy?” Zivai taunted. “There are
only women here. Do you think you have such special bodies that
none can see them? All of our ancestors were brought here naked and
in chains. Do you not know that? Did your ancestors show any
consideration to their modesty?! No!”

Reluctantly, the three white girls removed
their clothes as the five older black women glared at them.

“Stand straight, you whores!” another of the
woman shouted.

Tara gulped and straightened her shoulders,
blushing hotly.

“Look at these cows,” another of the women
sneered. “With their big udders.”

And it was true that by coincidence, Tara
realized, she and Hannah and Meghan were all generously endowed. In
fact, all three were slender, beautiful, and fit. The only fat on
them, really, was their breasts. Tara was a thirty-six-D, and the
other two looked about the same size.

“Maybe we will put you in the barn and attach
you to a milking machine,” another of the black women taunted.

“Turn around and put your hands behind your
backs,” Olowe ordered.

Red-faced, the three girls did, and three of
the Black women stepped forward, taking their wrists, and placing
metal shackles around them.

“These are not the shackles of our
ancestors,” Olowe said. “Those were heavy, rough iron. They would
leave your wrists scratched and eventually scarred. These are
modern, stainless steel and very smooth. The idea is not, after
all, to cause any physical damage. The idea is to put you in the
same position as our ancestors so you can gain insight into what it
was like.”

Tara gulped in surprise, uneasy as the woman
behind slipped the metal firmly around her wrists. She had not
expected this, though now that Olowe pointed out she saw that it
made perfect sense. She was not even surprised when the woman
slipped a metal collar around her neck and locked it tight.

Then the woman gripped her soft brown hair
and jerked her around.

Tara cried out, startled, her scalp
aching.

“On your knees, slut!” the woman barked.

Tara gasped as she half-fell to her knees, as
the other two girls did.

“Sit on your heels, legs spread wide,” one of
the women ordered. “You have no privacy anymore. Your bodies belong
to others.”

Tara blushed hotly as she obeyed, she and the
other two kneeling side by side, legs spread, as the five older
black woman stood before them.

A part of her felt a sense of deep and
righteous satisfaction at what was happening, remembering what her
race had subjected others too. Another part was embarrassed at
being naked and... displaying herself like this, even in front of
women.

But, disturbingly, she also felt a strange,
twisted sense of sexuality in what they were doing. She knew it
wasn't intended, of course. She knew full well that black men and
women had been displayed like this for sale. But she still felt a
deep and growing awareness of how... sexual this could be seen by
some. And even, despite herself, felt an attraction for the idea as
something darkly thrilling yet forbidden.

“It should be remembered that speaking is a
sign of humanity. Our ancestors spoke not a word of English when
they were enslaved and taken here,” Olowe said. “So to attempt to
let you see the same circumstances, none of you will be permitted
to talk.”

She picked up a long thin object and held it
out before them.

“This is actually something of a toy,” she
said. “It's not the real thing. Riding crops can leave welts across
your body, but this is very lightweight and thin, and will only
sting a little. It will sting, however. I warn you. It is nothing
compared to the flogs used by your ancestors on ours,” she said
sternly. “It is not even as painful as the canes routinely used
against schoolboys in previous centuries. So I think you can bear
it.”

She swished the thing back and forth in front
of the white girls, glowering at them.

“You shall be rewarded with pain for every
hesitation or inability to perform the tasks you are required to
perform,” she said. “This will greatly enhance your sense of
oppression, and what it means. It might even be you will be
rewarded with pain simply for the amusement of your overseer – an
all-too-common occurrence back in the day.”

Three of the black women stepped forward
then. They had round balls in hand, and each tugged on one girl's
hair to force her head up and back, then pushed the ball against
her mouth.

Tara gasped, instinctively opening her mouth
as her head was pulled back by the hair, then again as the pressure
of the ball pushed hard against her teeth until she widened her
jaw. The ball slipped into her mouth, thick enough to press down
against her tongue and up against the roof of her mouth, and too
thick to close her mouth behind it.

“This will be temporary. So that you get used
to the idea of being powerless to speak or protest,” she said. “It
wasn't necessary with our ancestors as they could not make
themselves understood anyway.”

Tara felt her chest tightening, her heart
beating rapidly as she knelt there, feeling the hardball in her
mouth and against her jaws and lips. The gags made things scarier,
because they made her feel more helpless. She immediately
understood Olowe's point about how helpless it made one feel to not
be able to communicate with their captors!

But she also recognized the ball-gags as the
sort of thing people did in very, very... kinky... sexual
situations. And it reinforced that strange, swirling sense of
fluttery heat in her lower belly as she knelt naked and shackled
before the other women.

She felt ashamed of herself because of that.
This clearly was not a sexual situation! And certainly slaves
dragged from their homes by cruel white captors would not have felt
aroused by being forced to kneel naked and shackled before
them!

“Now, you will be thrown into the slave
dungeon for a short time, for you to meditate on what it might be
like to be a slave, helpless and naked and alone, chained and
voiceless, completely at the mercy of your cruel captors.”

Each of the three black women who had been
waiting when they arrived produced a chain, which they attached to
the front of the white co-eds' collars. They then yanked and the
girls were forced to their feet, to stumble after them.

Tara's eyes were wide as she walked after the
black woman – leashed and naked! This was so... bizarre! She knew
she ought to be trying to feel the kind of oppression and terror
and sympathy for the woman's slave ancestors experienced. And she
certainly did feel anxiety and some fear.

But it also felt even more darkly sexual as
she padded hurriedly along behind the woman – helpless and
naked!

The chalet was large and seemed quite
luxurious as they were led in, but they saw little of it before
being led downstairs. The basement was finished and carpeted and
beautiful, but that was not their destination. They went down
another flight, this one of stone stairs, into a dimly lit stone
space. It was lit, in fact, by old fashioned lanterns!

The floor was stone, and each of the girls
was taken into a small stone room.

Tara's pulse raced as the woman turned her to
face the stone wall. She felt her hands at her wrists, then her
right wrist was lifted up above her and locked to a chain bolted to
the wall. The woman turned her, took her left wrist, and raised
that up to attach to the chain as well.

Then she looked down at Tara, glaring.

Tara gulped, deeply aware of the cold metal
around her wrists and her naked and helpless state.

“Little slave girl,” the woman growled. “Do
you know what happened to pretty slave girls who were taken off the
slave ships?”

Tara cried out as the woman took her hair and
jerked it sharply back.

“The pretty ones, like you, wound up being
auctioned as sex slaves, to please cruel masters who used their
bodies to sate their own lust.”

She looked down at Tara's full, lithe body
and sneered.

“We ought to have Black men here to use you
just as our ancestors were,” she said. “That would give you the
right understanding of what oppression is!”

Tara gasped as the woman cupped her left
breast, then squeezed.

“I'm sure a lot of Black masters would love
paying for this pretty white breast,” she said. “You'd go for a
high price on the block, with all the masters pawing and feeling
you up before deciding what to offer for your body.”

She drew her hand back but then her fingers
gripped Tara's nipple and she pinched. She smirked down at her,
then caught Tara's other nipple between the thumb and forefinger of
her other hand, pinching it, then pulling both up, stretching them
as the helpless Co-ed gasped and moaned, her back arching up.

“Your nipples seem quite stiff, white girl,”
the woman sneered. “Is all this talk of big black masters turning
you on? Are you getting hot at the thought of a big black cock
sliding up into your hungry little pussy?”

She leaned in closer.

“I bet you are,” she said, her voice going
low. “I bet you'd love to be sold to a Black master who would keep
you as his naked sex slave.”

She released Tara's burning hot nipples and
the girl slumped back against the wall, gasping.

“Maybe in time, little white girl,” the woman
sneered.

She turned to the door. There was some dim
light coming through from the lanterns hung from the walls outside,
but little entered the room where Tara was chained. The woman took
a cigarette lighter from her pocket and lit it, then raised the
flame up to a thick candle sitting in a sconce, lit it, then went
out. The door was heavy and closed with the sound of finality, then
a thick bolt was shot, and Tara was alone

Naked, shackled, gagged, in a... a dungeon
cell!

She moaned, staring around at the little
room. It was not much bigger than a closet, and made entirely of
stone. She shuddered as she looked up at the candle, then down at
her body. Her nipples were still hot, and pink, and hard.

That had been soooo embarrassing! The woman
had guessed she was at least somewhat aroused! Though Tara would
insist her nipples were only cold because... because it was cool
down here!

It wasn't very cool, though.

She looked up at her wrists, encased in the
stainless steel shackles, which were in turn chained to a bolt in
the wall.

This was incredible! To be chained up like...
like a slave!

Then she felt guilty again. She ought to be
trying to feel the oppression and terror those distant black women
had felt, not feeling aroused! Was she some kind of pervert!?

She did her best to put herself into the
right frame of mind by thinking about what the woman had said –
about being naked and alone and shackled and on an auction stage
before a group of men, being sold as a sex slave!

The thought was... terrifying in a way, but
it was so unrealistic it was hard to feel fear. Instead, the
thought only aroused her further! It was, after all, not an actual
threat, which made it a sort of, well... fantasy.

And it played right into many of the lurid
fantasies Tara had had about sex.

It would serve her right, too! As a
privileged white girl, she deserved to be given the same treatment
those African slaves had been given! She deserved it even more
because of how utterly outrageous it was for her to feel a sense of
arousal at the idea!

Why, Professor Olowe would probably throw her
right out of the workshop, and maybe even out of her class if she
knew of her disgusting thoughts. She'd probably throw her right out
of the program! And Tara would deserve it too!

They had certainly taken care to make this
seem realistic, she thought. The rough stones of the wall pressed
against her shoulders and back and buttocks, and the door seemed so
tightly sealed no sound got in. She was isolated – in a dungeon!
Naked!

She imagined a man coming in, a big man, a
black man, using her as she deserved! Using her as was his right to
any slave girl! Treating her however he felt like treating her!
Using her body! Thrusting his big cock into her!

No, no, she had to get that image out of her
mind! Instead of outraging her it was arousing her!

She tried to force her mind to fear, to
thinking she was completely lost, far from home, a captive of
strange people whose language she didn't know!
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Tara gasped as the bolt was pulled back. The
door opened, and one of the black women entered. She didn't know
who she was. Their names had not been given. Perhaps that was so
that Tara and the others did not feel any sense of knowledge of
their 'captors'.

“What have we here?” the woman asked,
sneering at her as she entered. “This definitely looks like a slave
for the brothel masters.”

She stood before Tara, who blushed hotly,
looking down her body.

“Nice big tits. The clients like those,” she
said, cupping and roughly squeezing Tara's breast.

“On the other hand, you're such a pretty
little slut. Maybe we'll breed you to some handsome white buck, a
blonde, and produce a number of pretty slave children, hmm? Does
that idea appeal to you, slut?”

Her fingers slid down Tara's body, and Tara
moaned helplessly into the gag, feeling her heart beating faster as
those fingers caressed her abdomen, then slid lower.

“I know all you white bitches have fantasies
about big black cocks,” she said, her fingers finding Tara's sex.
“I know you all long to have a 'savage' black man ride you like the
whore you are, just to see what it's like.”

Tara squirmed, trying to squeeze her thighs
tightly together.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Reluctantly, Tara obeyed, and the woman's
fingers traced the line of her sex, making her face burn with
embarrassment.

“Had a lot of black cocks inside you, white
girl?” the woman taunted.

Her fingers sank between the lips of Tara's
sex, then rubbed lightly at the top, at her clitoris! Tara trembled
and moaned, her mind swirling. Should she protest!? But how could
she!? Was this really part of the program or was this woman taking
advantage of her!?

“Are you feeling oppressed yet, slave bitch?”
the woman growled. “Are you feeling how helpless you are? Are you
beginning to understand your body is a commodity which can used by
anyone who buys it in any way they desire?”

Tara's face was flaming, but the touch of the
woman's fingers against her sex was sending a wild rush of
sensations through her body and the flood of heat which swept into
her mind was making it hard to think, hard to understand!

“Would you like to see what happens to slaves
who disobey their black master – or mistress?” she growled.

She abruptly spun the gasping girl around,
and Tara moaned as her soft breasts were pushed in against the
rough stone of the wall. Then the woman thrust a strong hand in
between her abdomen and the wall, pushing her hips back.

“On your toes, slut!” she barked.

Moaning, Tara obeyed, bending forward and
raising herself on her toes. That pushed her bottom our lewdly, and
the woman suddenly took what looked like thin rawhide strips – much
like bootlaces from her pocket.

In fact, it was one bootlace, she realized as
the woman let it unfold. Then she folded it in half and folded it
again. Now instead of being one lace six feet long it was four,
about eighteen inches.

“Bad white girls get punished,” the woman
growled.

She thrust her left hand in between Tara's
hips to hold her back, her big hand pressing against her lower
abdomen. Then – Tara gasped – that hand slid lower, the heel of the
hand pressed against Tara's pubic bone, her fingers against Tara's
sex. The middle finger pressed in especially hard, sinking between
the soft lips of her sex, then rubbing.

“We've been dealing with white slave girls
here for a long time,” the woman growled. “We know all about what
sexual animals they are.”

Thwick!

Tara cried out as the woman swung the laces
down across her out-thrust buttocks.

“We know how to teach them their place.”

Thwick!

Tara cried out again, her hips jerking
forward at the stinging blow.

The woman's hand pushed her back.

“We know how to train white slaves.”

Thwick!

Tara moaned and trembled.

Thwick!

“We know how to teach them their place.”

Thwick!

Tara squirmed and twisted, beset by a wild
turmoil of emotions. The laces hurt, for one thing! They stung!
Yes, it was actually just a shoelace. She understood that. But she
wasn't used to the biting sting of anything being inflicted
repeatedly on her!

Thwick!

The way the woman's hand and fingers were
pressed against her were causing their own wild, emotional turmoil.
Because the woman's finger was rubbing constantly against her sex,
against her clitoris, and the dazed, moaning girl knew that her
pussy was getting hot – and wet! She was terrified the woman would
realize it and denounce her as a whore! Worse, would denounce her
for her disrespect for the suffering of Black slave women!

Thwick!

She trembled, trying to fight off the
sensation of heat and the sexual pressure growing within her.

Thwick!

“Don't worry, slave girl.”

Thwick!

“I wouldn't damage the property.”

Thwick!

“We want your skin to be pretty and
unblemished when you go on stage.”

Thwick!

“And we want everyone to know you're a white
whore, and perfectly made to be a sex slave.”

The woman's middle finger, the one which had
lain along the line of Tara's sex, and then sank between, the one
which had been rubbing against her, now slowly curved in, and Tara
felt the tip of that finger against her entrance. She tried to
remain still, but each time the folded up lace snapped stingingly
down across her bottom her hips jerked forward!

The woman's finger was slowly sinking into
her pussy!

She moaned in anguish, in pain, in anxiety,
in fear of discovery!

Thwick!

The laces hit harder and she squealed, her
hips jerking forward.

The woman's finger slid into her to the first
joint.

Thwick!

She squealed again, and the woman's finger
slid into her to the second joint!

Then it abruptly pushed and slid deeper, all
the way to the knuckle!

“Hot little white slave slut,” the woman
purred, leaning in to whisper into her ear. “I know what you are. I
know what a natural slave girl you will be. You want a big black
cock inside you, don't you, white girl? Admit it!”

Tara shook her head desperately.

“Lying slut.”

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

The lace snapped down stingingly, and Tara's
bottom was hot and aching, even as the woman pumped her finger in
her pussy!

Then her thumb began to stroke against Tara's
clitoris, which felt swollen and throbbing!

Tara couldn't help herself! Her hips began to
buck and grind as the woman slowly worked a second finger inside
her.

“Nasty white slave! Filthy slave slut,” the
woman taunted.

Thwick Thwick! Thwick!

“You'll be whipped by black men who take you
three and four at a time,” the woman taunted.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

Tara came, shuddering, the pressure flaring
up through her body. An intense explosion of sensation tore through
her mind and she cried out, arching her back, her head thrown back
as the woman pumped her fingers inside her and stroked her thumb
across her clitoris.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“We both know what you are, slave!” the woman
taunted in a low voice.

She left, closing the door behind her, and
Tara moaned, her forehead and breasts against the wall, her chest
heaving. She slowly turned, gasping, putting her back to the wall.
She tried to grasp the enormity of what had just happened, but was
having a hard time.

She had been... stripped naked, and not just
physically! The woman had forced her to reveal just what a … a
whore she was! She had shown herself as an outrageous slut who not
only had no sympathy for the oppression of black people but thought
it was exciting!

She wallowed in shame and humiliation because
of that, and cringed at the thought of the woman telling Professor
Olowe!

How could she be such a disgusting, racist
whore!?

Her bottom was hot and sore, but she paid
almost no attention to that. Being whipped with a shoelace, or even
a rawhide boot lace was as nothing compared to the torment Black
people had endured! Maybe they should whip her for real so she
would truly understand!

She wallowed in guilt and shame for some
minutes about her racism and unforgivable lack of sympathy and
understanding for the oppression of black slaves. Her eyes had
tears in them as she tried to cope with the depths of her own
failure as a human being! She had thought she was enlightened, and
'woke' but clearly she was just as uncaring and insensitive and
racist oppressive as her ancestors!

The door opened again and she gasped,
pressing herself back against the wall.

The third woman came in. She was older,
probably thirty or so. It was hard to see her face in the dimly lit
cell, especially since the candle was behind her.

“So,” she growled.

Tara dropped her eyes, blushing hotly.

“Do you know what I don't like?” the woman
said in a low, menacing voice.

Tara certainly couldn't answer!

“I don't like white girls,” she said.

“Spread your legs.”

Gulping, heart beating rapidly, Tara
obeyed.

“You know what else I don't like? I don't
like Jews.”

Tara blinked her eyes uncertainly. Was she
just saying that as part of her role-playing or did she actually
mean – .”

“And I don't like whores.”

The woman slapped one of Tara's breasts, and
Tara gasped in shock.

“And I don't like racists!”

Tara cringed.

“And you are all of those things,” the woman
growled.

“You filthy little Jewess slut!”

Tara gasped as the woman seized her hair,
forcing her head back.

“Don't even try to deny it, whore. You're
getting off on the idea of being the sex slave for black men,
aren't you?”

Tara tried to shake her head frantically,
wondering what the other woman had told her.

“Are you lying to me, slut? Because I heard
you get all wet at the thought.”

Suddenly, there was a sound, down low. Tara
couldn't see what it was because of the dim light, and because the
woman was holding her hair so she couldn't drop her face down. It
sounded sort of like... an electric shaver...

“I know racist Jew bitches all get hot at the
thought of black cocks,” the woman growled.

Tara gasped as something hard pressed up
between her legs! It was thick and rounded and... and it vibrated
powerfully! She tried to jerk her thighs together, but the thing
was already between them!

“Spread your legs, slut!” the woman
barked.

Gasping, Tara obeyed.

“I bet you get that order a lot from men,
don't you? Hmm?”

The thing was cool but very firm, yet with a
soft texture to it.

“Isn't that true, Jewess?”

The thing was … rubbing up and down against
the line of her sex, pressing in firmly. It was not entirely smooth
but seemed covered in uneven bumps and ridges.

“You love the idea of a black cock inside
you, don't you, white girl? You dream about it every night. You'd
love to be a slave girl auctioned off to black men!”

Tara moaned helplessly, her mind spinning,
her body straining against the shackles as the women leaned in
against her and whispered cold, nasty words!

The woman abandoned her hair and instead put
a firm hand around her neck, just above the collar, forcing her
head back against the wall.

“Do you feel...degraded, white girl? Do you?
Slut? Because that's the idea!”

Tara could only moan and tremble in
response.

“You know, back in slave-owning days the
white folks thought black women were nothing more than animals,
like bitches in heat who'd copulate in the middle of the road
without caring who saw. That's how much your people thought of us.
Isn't that right, Jewess?”

The thing continued to rub slowly up and down
against Tara, pressing up firmly enough now to force back the lips
of her sex. The sensations were raw and powerful, and she had
difficulty keeping her hips and groin from jerking and bucking in
response as her nerve endings crackled and her muscles spasmed.

“Now you dream about powerful black men to
put you on all fours and ride you like a whore.”

Tara moaned and tried to shake her head, but
of course, couldn't!

The woman drew her head back and looked
down.

“Nice big tits on you, slave. That will bring
us a good price when we sell you on the block. Men like girls with
big tits.”

She leaned in closer and her voice
dropped.

“And even some women,” she said.

She leaned back and then pulled the thing
which had been rubbing against Tara up before her eyes, so she
could see it was a large black dildo! It was very realistically
shaped, with a fat, helmet head, and raised veins running down its
length to the balls at the base.

“Don't you love the sight of a big black
cock, white girl?” the woman asked.

Then she tilted her head back and brought the
head to her open mouth before slowly sliding it down.

Tara's eyes widened as she saw the bulge in
the woman's throat as more and more of the long, thick cock
disappeared. Then there was nothing left to see but the balls
pressed against the Black woman's lips. The woman slid it back up
and out and then lowered her eyes to Tara.

“Bet you can't do that, white girl. I can
only imagine what a little Jew girl like you does when she sees a
cock, probably scrunches up her face and goes 'iiiick!”

She lowered the thick dildo and began to rub
the shaft back and forth against Tara's sex again.

“I bet you want this nigger cock up inside
your hot little belly,” the woman said.

Tara moaned and rolled her eyes.

“It's not very big, it's true. Most Black men
are much bigger.”

Tara felt a jolt of astonishment. Surely that
couldn't be true! It was certainly the biggest one she'd ever seen
in person! Not that she'd seen very many, of course, and never a
fake one.

The ridged shaft was no longer rubbing
against her. Now it felt as if the head itself was grinding up and
down along the soft, pink cleft between her pussy lips, and it was
vibrating just as much! Then she felt the thing spreading her
wider, then wider still!

Her lower body was thrumming with energy, and
her sex was, she could feel, extremely wet! The vibrations were
sending a wild flood of sensations through her lower belly! And now
as she felt the thing slowly sinking into her Tara felt a
shock-wave run through her mind! Surely the woman wasn't... surely
she didn't dare... surely this wasn't part of the program!

Or was it a response to the anger the women
felt at realizing what a slut and a racist Tara was for becoming
aroused at this terrible reenactment of what had befallen their
people!?

Whatever it was she felt the fat head slowly
sinking into the mouth of her sex, and then the shaft followed,
inch by slow inch, stretching out the tight, elastic walls of her
sex as it burrowed up deeper and deeper!

“Tell me you love it, slave! Nasty little
white sex slave!” the woman purred.

Tara moaned and cried out, then twisted
around, turning her back to the woman! But that didn't pull the
thing out of her body. Instead the woman merely chuckled, then
seemed to push the base of the thing in against the wall.

A moment later she was squatting behind Tara,
jerking her left ankle out to the side, and then locking the
shackle there to the wall! She did the same with her right ankle,
which Tara helpless to pull free, the front of her body,
particularly her breasts, pressed firmly into the rough stone
wall!

“Enjoy your black cock, slave!” the woman
sneered.

She left, closing the heavy door and bolting
it.

The... dildo, appeared to have been attached
to the wall, pointing up at a steep angle. With her ankles locked
down she couldn't pull herself up off of it either! It lay tightly
nestled in her sex, vibrating against her soft flesh.

Tara was fairly sure this wasn't part of the
proper program! The university would never have agreed! Would it!?
Perhaps it was just the woman showing her anger and wanting to
punish Tara for showing such a lack of sympathy and sorrow over the
tragedy of her ancestors' slavery!

If so it was well-deserved, she thought
miserably. That had been a horrific incident in history and yet
Tara had found being shackled naked in a cell arousing! Exciting!
She could hardly protest any amount of punishment for such
disrespect! Her friends would be disgusted with her if they found
out! Her social media friends would ban her!

She moaned, miserable, not at her punishment
but at her shameful and racist transgressions against
intersectionality and racial justice!

She was in an awkward position with her legs
spread so wide. And her soft breasts were pressed firmly into the
rough stone. She couldn't pull her body back, though, because the
dildo was too deep inside her. She tried moving up a little, but
with her on the balls of her feet that just made her position
worse.

She sank back, and then felt a rush of
sensation as the thick dildo slid deeper inside her again. It was..
intense, that feeling of penetration. Her breathing was becoming
labored and she moaned, twisting her head to try and look behind
her.

Helplessly, she slid lower, moaning into the
gag as the black cock pushed deeper into her quivering belly.

Her emotions and disrespect were utterly
appalling, she knew, but she couldn't stop herself. She was able to
lower herself and push her lower belly in closer to the wall as the
dildo slid deeper. It was so high already! It was deeper than
anything she'd ever had inside her!

And it was vibrating all along its
length!

She began to, almost unconsciously at first,
roll her hips in and out, her legs spreading wider. Her breasts
were rubbing against the stone, making them throb and ache. But her
nipples were hot little sparks of eager pleasure.

She whimpered as she deliberately rubbed her
breasts against the stone, her nipples sparkling like live
electrical wires! Her hips rolled in and out, in and out, fucking
herself on the dildo, moaning as a dark sexual fever began to
spread through her mind.

She was naked and shackled in a dungeon, a
prison, a slave! It was too much! She cried out weakly, angling her
hips in, forcing her sex down all the way onto the thick cock,
until the base was jammed into the mouth of her sex.

Her entire body was trembling and shaking,
and the sexual pressure within was so intense she could hardly
breathe, much less think. Then the orgasm came. She cried out,
again and again, her hips working frantically, her breasts grinding
into the wall, her head thrown back as raw, hot, powerful
shock-waves of pleasure tore through her body and drowned her mind
in rapture.

She'd never felt such a powerful orgasm! Her
body had never had such an incredible flare of pleasure! It was
irresistible, and it rocked her mind like a physical blow! It
robbed her of all thought but the glory of pleasure and the
delicious sensations coming through her body.

With barely any slowing, she continued to
ride the dildo, her hips grinding against it, angled in and down,
her head back, her eyes glassy as she wallowed in the pure dark
hunger gripping her body and mind.

Her lower belly, particularly her sex were
even more hyper-sensitive now, and the vibrations seemed even more
powerful. She sobbed as she rolled her hips in and out, up and
down, riding the storm of sensation into another orgasm, then
another! She was lost in a dark, feverish need!

She finally stopped, dazed, only when she
heard the door bolt thrown, and then the door opened. She turned
her head and cringed from the additional light of a lantern, being
held by... Professor Olowe!
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Panting, gulping in air, Tara saw the stern
look on the woman's face and turned her face to the wall. She was
sweating, she realized, her hair matted against the side of her
head.

“I must say I am quite disappointed in you,
Ms. Bergman,” the professor said.

Tara cringed.

“I'm sure you know that we take all safety
precautions here to ensure no actual harm comes to the
participants. Because of this there is a camera in the corner up
there to monitor you and ensure you are safe.

Tara moaned, horrified. They had been
watching her... watching her showing what a... total whore she was!
They must think she was the most miserable, wretched slut in
existence! Not to mention that she was showing an utterly appalling
lack of respect for the horrors of slavery and for the entire
purpose of this workshop!

“Ms. Washington's use of that sex toy was
unauthorized and inappropriate and I have told her so. But your
response is astonishing. You were placed here to put yourself into
the emotional state of those slave women from centuries past, to
contemplate their horror, terror and misery. Instead you have
turned into an exercise in sexual pleasure.”

Tara had never felt more ashamed!

“Your attitude is intolerable! It is very
clear you have no empathy whatsoever for the miseries those women
experienced. And the only way to save you from your own ignorance
is to make you more closely acquainted with them!”

Tara squealed as Olowe gripped her hair and
jerked her head up and back. She rolled her eyes up to see the
black woman glaring down at her.

“You will be made to understand the horrors
of slavery, Ms. Bergman! You will be made into a slave so that you
can serve as your own example!”

She released Tara's hair.

“You are a slave now. Abandon all thoughts
otherwise. You must do more than play a role. You must fully
immerse yourself in the mindset of a slave. Can you do that?”

Tara jerked her head minutely, anxiously,
still horribly embarrassed at her lack of sensitivity, at her
sexual hunger appearing to mock the slavery Olowe's ancestors
experienced. Not to mention the humiliation at having been observed
masturbating on the dildo!

“The first rule of a slave is complete
obedience,” Olowe said sternly. “You will obey every word the
overseers tell you. Do you understand, slave?”

Ashamed, Tara jerked her head up and
down.

“I see you are enjoying having that fake
black cock inside you. Show me what a whore a slave girl is. Ride
it again.”

Tara froze. Surely she didn't mean... surely
she didn't expect – !”

“Do you think I have not already seen it on
the monitor, slave?” Olowe demanded.

Tara cringed mentally again.

“Ride it! Now! Obey your mistress,
slave!”

And then she took out a flog and shook the
laces out. It was a short flog, with a handle just big enough for
her hand, and then two dozen or so thin leather strips no more than
a foot or so long. They were very thin and light, but when she
swung her arm they spread out and then snapped down across Tara's
back with a crackle of stinging blows that made her cry out.

“Ride that black cock, slave!”

Tara cried out at the next blow, and then
began to obey, frantically sliding her pussy up and down, in and
out on the vibrating black cock.

“Slave!” Olowe growled.

Crack! The thin leather laces landed
across her back again, stinging, and again, and again!

“You are a slave!”

Crack!

“You are a slave girl!”

Crack!

“You are a sex slave!”

Crack!

“Abandon any thought of being human.”

Crack!

“Abandon any thought of family.”

Crack!

“Abandon any thought of safety or
freedom.”

Crack!

Tara cried out, jerking under the blows. They
didn't really sting a lot, but they did hurt, and the more times
they landed the more tender her soft, pale skin became.

“You are a slave, and nothing more.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The laces snapped down on her lower back,
then her buttocks, stinging more as Olowe swung harder. Her entire
back began to feel warm and tender as the flog rained blows on
her!

“Slave!”

The woman said repeatedly. “Slave! You are a
slave now!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“ Feel it, slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“ Embrace it, slave!”

Tara twisted and writhed, her hips working in
and out, up and down, sliding along the thick dildo. The pain
mounted, making her more frantic, but with the pain came a strange,
swirling sense of … confusion, of disorientation.

“Slave! You are a slave now!”

She shuddered under the blows, groaning each
time the thick, dildo drove deep inside her, her lower body buzzing
as the vibrator buzzed.

The flogging made things seem more... real.
And she was actually trying to do as Olowe ordered, to put herself
into the mind of a helpless slave – in order to feel more empathy
for them of course.

But a slave has no inhibitions, and hers had
taken a hammering already, first from multiple women seeing her
nude, and then from realizing that her lewd grinding against the
dildo had been observed. She whimpered and moaned as she rode the
dildo, as her breasts ground against the wall.

She embraced the pain. It was deeply
deserved! She deserved this punishment! And worse! Her behavior had
been inexcusable! It was right to make her feel so low! She wanted
Olowe to hit her harder, and cried out in righteous satisfaction as
much as pain when she did.

Such a low and racist person like her
deserved to be beaten, deserved to be degraded!

She wallowed in it. Even while riding the
dildo, even while her body began to flare once more with a dark,
desperate heat and hunger.

Olowe swept the flog up and in to snap at the
underside of her buttocks, and she sobbed, driving herself harder
against the dildo, jamming herself down fully again and again. And
then, in her feverish, half-maddened state, the orgasm hit her and
she screamed, arching and twisting and bucking her hips as the flog
slashed down across her back and buttocks, the pleasure tearing
through her body and sending her mind spinning.

She thrashed and bucked, convulsions wracking
her body.

Crack!

Slave!”

Crack!

“Whore!”

Crack!

Olowe stopped flogging her, leaving the
trembling, moaning girl to sink fully down onto the black cock and
quiver there against the wall.

“Take her into the other room. Put her into a
position for her to come to terms with what she is.”

Hands took the dazed girl, undoing the
chains, pulling the dildo free, then half dragged her out of the
room and up the narrow stone corridor into another, wider stone
room.

“On your face, slut!” one of the women
barked.

They threw her down onto all fours, then
something thin and stinging cut across her buttocks.

“Put that bottom into the air and spread your
legs!”

Crack!

“Hands out on the floor before you,
slave!”

Crack!

“Tuck that belly in tighter against your
thighs, Jew!”

Crack!

“Spread those legs more, white bitch!”

Crack!

The two black women – overseers, Olowe had
termed them, had thin crops and weren't at all reluctant to use
them, particularly on the trembling girl's upraised buttocks.

Tara lay face down, her breasts pillowed out
below her, her bottom raised high and legs spread, her upper torso
pulled back against her thighs as much as she could, so that her
back arched sharply.

One of the women squatted before her, then
took a small chain, locking the wrist shackles to a bolt in the
floor. The other knelt behind and to one side, locking first one
ankle, then the other.

“Now what do you imagine this position is
for, slave?” one of them demanded.

Tara moaned helplessly.

“Contemplate that. Contemplate being a slave
girl positioned like this, waiting for your master to enter, to
mount you, to ride you like a whore, to use your body like an
object for his own lust.”

“Perhaps many masters,” the other said.”One
after another, using you like a sex toy, rutting against you as if
you were a mindless beast.”

Tara flinched as she felt the tip of one of
the crops tracing the line of her sex.

“Such a nice, tight, pretty little pussy,”
she sneered. “No doubt it will look different after the first
thousand men have used you!”

The two women left, and Tara stared down the
length of her arms, moaning, eyes glassy. At least at first. Her
experience in the cell had been mind-blowing. She still did not
quite grasp the enormity of it, except that she had betrayed her
professor's trust in her by acting like an entitled racist
bitch.

Yes, she definitely deserved all the derision
and scorn they were piling on her, and more.

Sex slave! Yes, this would be what it felt
like, kneeling, belly down, in this... obscene and degrading
position, with strange men coming in to use her body.

She did her very best to immerse herself in
the role, and to berate herself for her disgusting and
disrespectful response to the horrors of slavery. But she could not
forget the shock of the vibrator and what it felt like against her
and inside her. That had been her first introduction, and even now,
as gripped by self-loathing as she was, she could not help but
think about where she could buy one for future use!

Though only a white one, of course. Buying a
black one would be so disrespectful to people of color! Not to
mention racist in its unspoken assumption of black men's sexual
prowess!

She was so racist! She deserved to have Black
men come in and see her like this and then.. .and then take her!
Hard and rough! Using her like a whore! It would be absolute
justice!

Not that she expected that to happen. The
women in her gender studies program generally did not think very
highly of men. Many of them were lesbians, in fact. And some of
these women probably were too.

That thought made her blink, sent her mind
into strange stutters. Was it possible that some of the ones who
had... subjected her to this kind of thing were lesbians? Easily!
Did that mean that they were finding the sight of her... arousing?
That they were enjoying the sexual degradation they were dealing
out to her?!

Oddly, the thought both embarrassed her more,
and sent a strange sense of almost awed excitement into her
confused mind. Tara was not gay, but she had long toyed with the
idea of experimenting, if for no other reason than to say she had
and use it as proof of how woke she was and that she did not feel
any sense of straight superiority.

She was inclusive and respected their gender
and sexual choices!

So the idea of sex with women did not
particularly bother her. The idea some of the women who were …
overseeing her... were lesbians and found what they were doing to
her arousing actually gave her a strange sense of excitement
herself.

It made what was happening even more
degrading! But in a good way! In a thrilling way! Because it was
something like being abused by lustful men!

Which was what she deserved!

How much contempt those strong women must
have for a weak, feeble slut who would allow herself to be placed
in such a position as this, helplessly waiting for someone to come
and make use of her body! Yes! She deserved that contempt! And she
wanted it! For only through accepting her just punishment could she
find acceptance again!

One of the women came back. It was Professor
Zivai. Tara did not know her well. She had seemed very dour and
stern in the car. Now she wore what looked like an all leather
catsuit of some kind, complete with long black boots with stiletto
heels.

“What have we here?” the woman growled.

Tara closed her eyes, flooded with shame.

“It looks like a white slut waiting to be
mounted by some man.”

She walked slowly around, looking down on
Tara both literally and figuratively.

“Maybe a cheap breeder waiting submissively
for a stud to thrust his dripping cock inside her and pour his seed
into her belly,” she said.

Zivai squatted down beside her, and her hand
gripped Tara's hair, jerking her head up sharply so that Tara cried
out in pain.

“What have you to say for yourself, slave?”
she demanded.

She released Tara's hair and then undid the
strap behind her head and worked the ball gag out of her mouth.

“You have behaved like a whore. Is that not
correct?”

Tara flinched.

There was a soft hissing sound, like
something thin cutting through the air, then a blow across Tara's
buttocks that made her cry out.

“Is this not true, slut?”

“I-I-I'm sorry, profe – Ahh!”

Another blow struck her buttocks, leaving a
line of fire behind.

“Is this not true, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Pro – !”

Crack!

“You will call me Mistress, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” Tara moaned.

“Are you a slave?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress.”

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a slave, Mistress,” she whimpered.

Zivai stood, and slapped the thin crop she
held against her boot as she moved behind Tara.

“And you are positioned like this for what
purpose?”

“I-I don't know, Mistre – Ahh!”

The crop cut across her upthrust buttocks
again.

“Why would a slave be placed in this
position, slut!?”

“To be... to be mounted, Mistress!”

Crack!

“So a man can kneel and stick his hard cock
into you, isn't that right?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“And that is what you want, isn't it, you
breeder slut? You long for a man to kneel behind you and ram his
big cock into your sluttish white belly.”

Crack!

“Isn't it, slut!?”

“No, Mistress!” Tara cried.

“Lying slut!”

Crack!

Zivai was one of the women Tara had suspected
was gay. And that put a breathless, dark sexual tinge on the
punishment she was receiving! That Zivai called her a 'breeder', a
derisive term some gay women used for straight women, seemed to
confirm it.

“You know you want to be ridden hard by your
Black master, don't you, white girl!?”

“No, Mistress!” Tara moaned.

Zivai squatted beside her and jerked up and
back on her hair, lifting Tara's chin off the floor.

“Do you think you're too good for Black men,
slut?”

“No, Mistress!” Tara exclaimed.

“You only want white men to fuck your pretty
little ass, is that it?”

“No, Mistress!”

“You're a filthy little white supremacist,
aren't you, slut?”

“No, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Liar! Tell me you love Black cock.”

“I-I love... black cock, Mistress!”

Zivai stretched her hand out, the one with
the crop, and slid it along Tara's spine, then up across her
buttocks, then down.

Tara gasped as she felt the shaft sliding
back and forth against her sex.

“You want a black cock inside you, don't you,
slut?”

“N-No, mistress!”

The crop pulled away and cut across her
bottom stingingly.

“You just told me you love Black cock, Jew
girl. Now you say you don't want one inside you!? You must be
lying!”

Crack!

She let the tip of the crop slap lightly
against Tara's puffy sex.

“Oh! Please, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Tell me you love black men.”

“I love black men, Mistress!”

“Tell me you love black cock.”

“I love black cock, Mistress!”

“Tell me you want a big black cock inside
you.”

“I-I... I want a big black cock inside me,
Mistress!” she moaned.

“Filthy little white slave girl. You are all
whores who love black cocks.”

Tara moaned as the crop stopped slapping and
started rubbing instead.

“Roll your hips, slave. Roll your hips for
your Black master. He's right behind you. Roll your hips at him so
he'll come and mount you.”

Crack!

“Do it, white girl!”

Gasping, filled with a wild, churning storm
of emotions, of passion and embarrassment, of heat and anxiety, of
fear and a helpless dark thrill, Tara obeyed, rolling her hips,
rolling her bottom at the imaginary Black man behind her.

“That's it. Breeder slut. White slave. Roll
that ass back. You know you want a big cock inside you.”

“Beg your master to fuck you, white
girl.”

Crack!

“Beg.”

“Oh! Oh please!” Tara gasped.

Crack!

“Beg your master to fuck you, white
slave!”

“Please... please fuck me... master!”

The shaft pushed harder, sinking between the
lips of her sex, rubbing back and forth across her clitoris.

“Beg your master to fuck you hard,
slave.”

“Please fuck me hard, Master!” Tara
moaned.

“Say please fuck your white slave with your
big black cock, Master!” Zivai ordered.

She jerked back on Tara's hair.

“Obey, slave!”

“Oh! Please... please fuck your white slave
with your big black cock, Master!” she cried.

“Filthy little white slave,” Zivai
growled.

She stood up, glowering down at the helpless
girl.

“Keep rolling your hips, slut. You know you
want that black cock inside you!”

Tara moaned, obeying. This was shockingly
degrading! But some part of her gloried in it! She deserved it!

Another part of her was filled with dark
anticipation, but also anxiety. What would Zivai do to her!? Was
she really a lesbian!? Would she punish Tara for being straight as
well as for her white privilege!?

“Beg your master!”

“Please fuck your white slave with your big
black cock, Master!” Tara cried.

The black woman snorted and turned away. She
seemed to take something off the floor, then reached down to adjust
the front of her leather catsuit. She turned around, then, and
walked back.

“Look at me, white slave.”
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Still rolling her hips lewdly, Tara looked
up, and gasped as she saw that the woman now sprouted a thick black
cock. It was attached to the front of the black leather catsuit. It
was long and curved upward, lined with veins, and quite thick!

“Beg for black cock, slave!” Zivai
ordered.

“P-P-Please fu-fuck your white slave...
with... your big black cock, Master!” Tara whimpered.

Zivai moved behind her, then knelt. Tara felt
the woman's leather-clad hands caressing her buttocks, then felt a
leather finger sliding up and down the line of her sex.

“You are sopping wet, you filthy white
slave.”

Tara felt a new sense of shame.

“What whores you white slaves are.”

The finger pushed into her, and Tara felt a
shudder roll through her body as the finger plunged deep.

“Soaking wet,” Zivai sneered

The finger pulled back.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please... fuck me... with your big, black
cock, Master!” Tara cried.

Tara felt the pressure now, a thick hard
pressure against her sex. A shock went through her, along with a
sense of wonderment. Would Zivai really do this!?

Another thought. This wasn't right! This
couldn't be part of the official workshop!

Another emotional shock hit as the pressure
mounted and she felt the head of the cock slowly penetrating her.
She ached as she was stretched wide, and then the cock pushed into
her, inch by inch as she trembled and shook and moaned in dazed
denial and a wildly spiraling sense of heat.

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

She felt her hair yanked back.

“Beg, slave!”

“Please!”

“Beg, white girl!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

Another sharp jerk on her hair.

“What are, slut?”

“I'm a slave girl, Mistress!”

Another sharp jerk.

“Master! Say it!”

“I'm a slave girl, Master!”

The thick cock was pushing even deeper,
burrowing through the tight, warm folds of her sex, stretching the
elastic walls wide.

“You're a filthy white slave slut. Aren't
you?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm a filthy white slave slut, Master!”

The black cock began to move in and out now,
with long, smooth, deep strokes as Zivai worked her hips in and
out.

“Nice, tight white pussy. Just what my black
cock wants,” Zivai growled.

The dildo moved faster, and deeper, then
deeper still, as Tara began to gasp aloud at every thrust.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh!”

Then the head shoved itself so deep it felt
as though it was punching against the back wall of Tara's pussy. At
almost the same time, she felt Zivai's leather-clad hips slap
against her upraised buttocks.

Tara felt her hair jerked back again, then a
slap to her buttocks.

“Beg, whore.”

“Please fuck your filthy white slave slut,
Master!”

She felt as if she was being punched inside,
though not painfully. The feel of the big cock working in and out,
however, straining her opening, plunging deep again and again, was
incredibly exciting.

Of course, she was aware of how degrading and
demeaning this was, but she richly deserved such abuse, so took a
strange, almost masochistic pleasure in it.

Crack!

“Tell me you love my black cock, white
girl.”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

Crack!

“Again, slut.”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

Crack!

“Again, whore.”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

Crack!

“Again, slave!”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

And she did love it! With every passing
second the sexual pressure built higher, the heat burned hotter,
and Tara felt herself falling, surrendering to that role of a
slave. Slave! She was a slave! To Black men! As she deserved to be!
Treated cruelly! As she deserved to be! Brought low, her face
ground into the dirt, as she deserved!

Crack!

“Again, Jewess!”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

Zivai leaned further over the panting,
gasping, moaning girl, her hands coming down now on the floor to
either side of her. She let her body bent over fully, until she was
pressed against Tara's back, and her hips ground against her.

“Tell me you love black cock, slut,” she
whispered into Tara's ear.

“I love black cock, Master!” Tara gasped.

“You are a filthy white slave, aren't you,
slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Nasty little slut Jew.”

Zivai bit into the side of her throat,
chewing softly, her hips grinding and thrusting. Then she drove a
hand in under Tara's raised abdomen, her fingers finger her sex,
the leather tips rubbing at Tara's clitoris as the hapless white
girl cried out, her own hips jerking and spasming.

“Whore. Jew slut. White slave. Come for me,
slut. Come for your master, slave. Come on my black cock, white
girl,” Zivai whispered.

And Tara did, crying out again and again as
the woman thrust the dildo in harder and faster, her fingers
rubbing furiously at her clitoris.

A wild explosion of energy sent pleasure
tearing through Tara's body and mind. Her hips bucked back
violently as she twisted and thrashed and pulled against the
restraints, her mind flooded by pleasure, drowning in it, drunk on
it as the thick dildo punched into her again and again and
again.

It ached, but she didn't care. She was
gripped by a relentless, intoxicating storm of pleasure that swept
everything else from her mind. Nothing mattered but that heat, that
pleasure, that ecstasy!

*

She needed time to think, but she didn't get
it. Tara was utterly ashamed of herself, of her reactions, of her
behavior, of her appalling disrespect, bordering on racism, at not
appreciating, not having empathy for the horrors of slavery, but
instead treating it like a sexual game!

She didn't understand why, or what to do, or
how to fix herself! But she cringed whenever one of the Black women
looked at her, knowing they must feel utter contempt for someone so
weak and sluttish and insensitive!

They, after all, were pure and strong and
feminist. They didn't have any weakness for men and their big
penises. They were independent and self-assured. Tara realized now
that it wasn't just that she lacked sensitivity towards black
people, but also about lesbians and how strong they were.

Tara, on the other hand, felt weak, hesitant,
submissive and timid. She was also, of course, ashamed of her
failings, in showing these strong Black women her lack of empathy
and understanding.

She was taken upstairs, though, after the
hard, aching fucking she'd been given. Still wearing only collar
and shackles, she was put to work scrubbing floors. Then vacuuming
rugs, then cleaning tables and counters.

Occasionally she saw one of the other white
girls, or heard her being yelled at. They were all, it seems,
working at cleaning the big cabin.

Like slave girls, she thought, with no small
sense of wonder and excitement.

Then, after a couple of hours of work, they
were brought together in a large, empty, carpeted room.

“Kneel, slaves,” Zivai ordered.

Tara nervously obeyed, being sure to spread
her knees wide.

“Hands behind your necks, fingers interlaced,
backs arched. Show us your big breasts, you breeder sluts.”

All five of the Black women were here, and
Tara gulped as she obeyed, kneeling next to Hannah, who was next to
Meghan.

“Stand, slaves.”

They all stood up anxiously.

“Display.”

The three white girls looked at each other in
confusion.

“When given this command, you will shift your
feet two feet apart on the floor, put your hands behind your necks,
and arch your backs,” Olowe said, slapping a crop against her
thigh. “Display!”

The three white co-eds obeyed and Olowe
walked slowly back and forth in front of them.

“This is how you will stand when you are
being sold on the auction block,” she said. “When you are up on
stage before hundreds of people seeking to buy slave girls. You
will be naked because one does not clothe animals, and you are
little better than animals. You are certainly not considered
humans.”

“They are barely out of the trees,” one of
the black women sneered.

All three of the Co-eds were gagged, so could
not have replied if they'd had the courage to. And none did.

“Savages,” another of the woman said.

“These white girls are nothing but bitches in
heat,” said the third.

“Kneel to be mounted,” Olowe ordered.

The three white girls looked around nervously
at the five older Black women surrounding them.

“Now, sluts!” Olowe barked, slapping the crop
against her leg.

The three dropped to their knees, then slid
their hands forward on the floor, raising their bottoms high and
spreading their knees.

“That's the proper position for white slave
girls,” Olowe said as she walked back and forth before them. “Not
only is it an excellent position for you to be mounted, but it
could be seen as prostrating yourself before your mistress or
master, and showing respect.”

“Which is something none of you have done
much of so far,” Zivai growled.

“Whores,” one of the other woman said.

“Breeder sluts,” said another.

“You are slaves,” Olowe said. “Slaves do
nothing without being told. Slaves obey instantly. You do not
think. You do. You do not question. You do. You do not hesitate.
You do. Instantly. Or else you will be whipped!”

“Your bodies do not belong to you,” Zivai
said. “They belong to your master or mistress. They can do whatever
they wish to it. They can shave off your hair, or dye it another
color, or beat you just because they feel like it. If you are
dirty, they may choose to wash you, or may not. They may feed your,
or not, and whatever they choose to feed you, you will eat.”

“Do not even think you are humans,” said one
of the other black women, stepping forward, glaring at them. “Only
Black people are humans. You are filthy savages from the jungles.
Even the air you breath is a privilege you are granted by your
master or mistress. You have no rights to anything.”

“The overseers will now take you and clean
you before dinner,” Olowe said. “Much as they would a dog.”

The three black women, whose names still had
not been given to her, stepped forward. One of them snapped a chain
to the ring on Tara's collar, as the other two did the same to
Hannah and Meghan, then she jerked on it.

“Up, slave,” she barked.

Tara gasped, rising onto all fours. When she
tried going higher, the woman pushed her roughly back down.

“Humans walk. Dogs crawl,” the woman
said.

“And you are bitches in heat,” Zivai
added.

The woman tugged on the leash and Tara,
gasping, began to crawl after her.

She felt a wild surge of emotions again at
this new effort to degrade her. It was... shocking, and almost awed
her in its depth! To be made to crawl naked on a leash held by
another person was surely the most outrageous demand placed on her
yet! As if she was an animal! A bitch in heat, as Zivai called
her!

Of course, it was hard to argue the point
given the humiliating way she had responded to their efforts at
teaching her empathy for slavery. They had every right to be
furious and contemptuous of her! She had acted like... like an
animal, completely subject to her own animal instincts!

Still, she felt almost dazed as she crawled
up the hall, the black woman tugging on the leash, her chest tight
with a rising state of tension gripping her body. The woman led her
to the end of the hall and then into a huge bathroom. Even on her
hands and knees Tara was impressed by the gleaming tiles and the
sheer size of the room, with chandeliers overhead, and a huge
glass-walled shower.

The other girls must have been led to other
bathrooms, for she was alone with the black woman, who eyed her
unpleasantly.

“You will obey instantly, slave,” she
growled. “Position yourself to be mounted.”

Tara quickly obeyed, and the woman turned on
the water at one of the sinks, then got something from underneath.
Tara held her degrading position, waiting, until the woman squatted
behind her. Then she felt something being pressed against her back
opening.

She gasped, her head starting to rise.

“Did I tell you to move, slut!?”

Gulping, Tara settled back into position as
something slim was pushed into her bottom. Then she felt the flow
of water! The woman was giving her an enema!

She felt her face color further at this fresh
humiliation! She wanted to object, but remembered what Olowe and
Zivai had said. She was a slave. She had no rights. This was not
her body. They could do as they wished.

The water continued to sluice down into her
belly, and she began to feel it ache and cramp. The cramps grew
worse, and she moaned, shifting on the floor.

Finally the woman allowed her up. Then had
her crawl into a room at the end of the bathroom. This was a
separate little room with the toilet, but it didn't have a normal
toilet. It had an Asian style squat toilet. She had to straddle it
and lower her bottom, and then the black woman pulled the plug out
of her bottom so she could expel the water.

Another shock hit Tara's psyche, for she had
thought crawling on a leash was the most humiliating, degrading
thing she would have to do. She was wrong. This far surpassed
it!

The woman made her crawl back and then gave
her a second enema, then had her squat over the bidet to clean her
before crawling into the tub. There she knelt on all fours as the
woman soaked her with a hand shower, soaped her up, including her
hair, and rinsed her off.

She was dried, and her hair dried. Like an
animal.

Her breasts were heavy and round as they hung
below her. Now the Black woman swept soft loops of black rope
around them, then began to tighten them until her breasts were taut
and swollen and throbbing, pointing slightly out to either
side.

Small leather mittens went over her hands –
only they had no thumbs. A long black dildo was pushed deep into
her pussy, and another into her bottom. These were held in place by
thin straps which went up across her hips. Then small bells were
hung from her hard nipples by small clips.

“Crawl, white bitch,” the woman ordered,
tugging on the leash.

Dazed, marveling at what had been done to
her, Tara crawled back up the hall and then further, until she
found herself in the dining room.

The other white girls arrived, all kneeling,
sitting on their heels, hands behind necks, backs arched.

The food which was brought in and placed on
the big table smelled delicious. It was not, however, for them. It
was for the five black women who soon sat around the table.

Their food consisted of bowls of water and
bowls of small, buttered cubes of bread. The three white co-eds
knelt before them, their bottoms towards the black women at the
table, legs spread wide, and then lowered their upper torsos until
their breasts pressed against the floors before beginning to
eat.

Their gags had been removed, but they were
warned not to speak a word. And their hands were still covered in
the mittens, so they could not pick anything up with them. They ate
like dogs, like bitches in heat, silently, while the black women
chatted and laughed and poured wine and ate steak and mushrooms and
hot pie.

As they were eating the far door opened and
another black woman entered. Tara saw her, then, blushing hotly,
turned her mouth back to her food. She was very hungry, and while
bread and butter wasn't exactly a feast it would at least take the
edge off her hunger.

Tara found this whole thing to be degrading,
but breathlessly so, and despite her desire to school her emotions,
she felt a sense of rising arousal at her own degradation. She
deserved it, and it was true justice that she, who had benefited
from white privilege all her life, should be shown the other side,
of that, be shown what it meant to be a despised minority with no
rights.

And aside from that sense of triumphal
justice, she was also feeling deeply sexual, almost sensual in the
way her breasts throbbed and the way the dildo was jammed so high,
making her insides throb, and in debasing herself and displaying
herself like this.

It was so.. deliciously outrageous and
obscene!

After dinner she was made to scrub the floor.
This time, on all fours, with the little bells tugging and
tinkling, her nipples and breasts throbbing, her lower lips
straining around the base of the dildo. It was hard to scrub
without thumbs. She had to grip the sponge in both hands and scrub
up and down against the tiles. That, of course, made the bells
swing wildly, tugging painfully at her nipples.

Then she was made to crawl into another room.
She saw Hannah there, standing. Or rather, she was standing under
an overhanging post, her wrists locked together above her head.
Tara was allowed to stand, as well. The rope was untied from her
breasts and the bells removed from her nipples, then her hands were
raised high and they were locked to the same chain as Hannah's
were.

That put her face to face, breast to breast
with the blonde girl. Her breasts were not throbbing as hard, but
her nipples were hot and exquisitely sensitive now.

Zivai was there, along with the newest Black
woman.

“Straight girls,” she said. “Breeders. We
intend to rob you of the sense of superiority and homophobia that
we know you feel inside you.”

“But I – !”

Crack!

The crop snapped across her bottom and Tara
yelped, thrown forward against Hannah.

“Did I give the slave permission to talk?”
Zivai demanded. “Do not pretend otherwise. All straight girls feel
this sense of superiority. Now you will lose it.”

She moved to stand right beside the two white
girls. The other black woman stood beside them on their other side.
They both squatted down, and then attached the shackles around each
girl's ankles to the opposite ankle of the other girl. They pulled
their legs wide so the two were standing on the balls of their
feet, and chained them in place, then rose.

“Kiss her,” Zivai ordered.

Tara blinked in astonishment, then
embarrassment, then reluctantly kissed Hannah. Hannah seemed even
more reluctant, but with the two Black women glaring, she kissed
back.

“I want to see passion, you filthy breeder
sluts,” Zivai growled.

“Put more energy into it, white bitches,” the
other black woman said, slapping Tara's bottom.

“Maybe we can give them more energy,” Zivai
said.

The two black women turned away, then both
white girls gasped aloud, for the dildos stuffed inside them were
vibrators, and began to buzz powerfully.

“Kiss, white slaves,” Zivai ordered.

“Show us passion and hunger, you filthy
breeder sluts,” the other woman growled.

“Rub your big tits together,” Zivai
demanded.

“Grind your pussies,” the other ordered.

She reached hands out and cupped each girl's
bottom, pushing them in towards each other.

Zivai then produced straps, and she and the
other woman bound the white girl's thighs together before leaving
them alone.

“If we see you stop kissing you will be
whipped,” Zivai said before leaving.

Having already been caught on camera doing
outrageous things, and having been punished for them, Tara had no
intention of being caught again! She continued to kiss Hannah, even
as the vibrator buzzed inside her, and even as the feel of the
other girl's full, soft breasts against hers made her breasts thrum
with energy.

She was growing more and more aroused, and
having a difficult time hiding it from Hannah. She had no idea what
Hannah was feeling, and didn't want to reveal her own weakness if
the blonde was just obeying orders!

But as her arousal deepened, she found it
more difficult to conceal her ragged breathing, her flushed face,
her eyes glazing over. Thankfully, she witnessed the same in
Hannah, and then the two gave in, kissing passionately, hungrily,
trying to grind their pussies together as the vibrators buzzed.

It was Hannah who came first, something Tara
was pathetically grateful for, as it relieved some of her own guilt
at being such a shameful slut. She followed soon after, gurgling
and gasping and sobbing in pleasure, thrusting her hips forward
desperately, trying to grind her pussy against Hannah's.

Her heat did not diminish, however, with the
vibrator still buzzing and her breasts still grinding against
Hannah's. Both of them began to work up towards another orgasm, and
then exploded nearly simultaneously, passionate cries of pleasure
and heat filling the room as they writhed and ground their bodies
together.

“You like that? Do you, white girls? Slutty
white bitches!”
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The heat would not relent for Tara and
Hannah, and then Zivai and the other woman returned, standing close
alongside them as she and Hannah continued a kiss which had been
going on for fifteen minutes by then.

“Whores,” Zivai said.

“Sluts,” the other black woman growled.

Their hands pushed between the two white
girl's abdomens, and fingers found their clitorises, and began to
rub and stroke them.

“Slave bitches,” Zivai said.

“White slaves,” the other woman said.

“Sex slaves,” Zivai said.

“Bitches in heat,” said the other woman.

Tara and Hannah ground themselves helplessly
against those skilfully rubbing fingers, and then orgasms tore
through them again, the most powerful yet.

The two black women now had flogs, like the
one which had been used on Tara before in her cell they were very
lightweight with very thin laces. The effect, when they cut across
her back was more emotional than physical as she cried out,
gasping, trembling, grinding her pussy against Hannah, who was also
crying out at a similar blow.

“Kiss, you filthy white whores!”

They kissed again, gasping and moaning as the
flogs came down on their backs and buttocks, grinding together, the
vibrators buzzing, their breasts mashing together as the dark heat
engulfed their minds.

Slave girl, Tara thought dazedly. This is
what it's like to be a slave girl!

She shuddered and moaned in dazed delight,
her lower belly throbbing and pulsing with energy, the sexual
pressure growing rapidly within her. The laces cut across her back
and she sobbed dazedly, her tongue deep in Hannah's mouth. Then
another orgasm hit and she screamed, twisting and arching her back,
grinding her pussy forward desperately.

“You will learn to please your black
mistresses, as well as your black masters,” Zivai said.

“You will learn to serve as proper white
slaves should,” the other woman said.

The two were unchained, but had their wrists
locked together behind their backs. Zivai and the other woman sat
on a sofa. The other woman gripped Tara's hair, pulling her in on
her knees before her, then spread her legs wide, lifting up her
short skirt.

“Learn how to please a black woman, white
slave girl,” she said, guiding Tara's mouth in against her naked
sex.

Beside her, Zivai was saying exactly the same
words to Hannah as she pulled her mouth down to her own pussy.

Tara was dazed, breathless, tight-chested,
and still filled with a throbbing heat that only owed part of its
strength to the vibrator buzzing away inside her.

But she'd never licked another woman, and had
precious little experience on the receiving end, mostly from guys
eager to get to the real sex they wanted.

The woman jerked sharply on her hair.

“Lick, white girl.”

She licked. She was tentative and hesitant,
but the woman began to provide guidance soon enough. Tara was
pathetically grateful for that, despite every correction coming
with a sharp jerk to her hair or even a slap to the side of her
breasts.

Beside her, Hannah was learning at the same
time, both girls on their knees, bent at the waist, breasts rubbing
against the sofa as they licked anxiously.

“If you don't make me come, you will be
whipped,” the woman told Tara. “Whipped between your legs. Yes,
that would be a proper justice.”

Tara shuddered. She had no idea if the woman
was serious, but given all the shocking things which had already
happened, she didn't want to risk it. She licked harder!

The older woman jerked on her hair, forcing
her head back.

“What are you?” she demanded.

“I'm a filthy white slave girl, Mistress!”
Tara cried.

The woman jerked her forward again. “Please
your mistress, slave.”

She jammed Tara's face in against her sex and
Tara licked anxiously, focusing on her clitoris, sweeping her
tongue from side to side, then up and down, then pressing her lips
in to suck rhythmically the way the woman had shown her.

Somehow, the fact she didn't even know the
woman's name made things more wickedly exciting, as well as
wonderfully just! The woman thus represented all black women who
had been abused by white people in the past, and was taking her
revenge!

On Tara!

She felt a sense of martyrdom, of masochistic
triumph at being the victim at last, and moaned in delight as the
woman jerked on her hair and reached down to roughly squeeze her
breast.

She felt no sense of resentment towards the
woman, of course. She fully agreed with her desire to punish those
white people who had such privilege. And so she took a perverse and
righteous sense of satisfaction out of the way she was being
treated. She deserved it, after all!

And as the vibrator continued to throb and
quiver inside the depths of her sopping, overheated pussy, her body
trembled, heat roiling her mind as she licked, filled with a
throbbing heat that was turning feverish again.

“Ahhh, you're making me come, you filthy
whore!” the woman groaned, jamming Tara's face into her pussy.
“Lick harder, slut!”

Tara did, licking eagerly as the woman rolled
her hips up against her face.

“This one is not working hard enough,” Zivai
growled. “She will have to be whipped to teach her obedience.”

She shoved Hannah back violently.

“Fucking Aryan bitch,” she growled.

There were chains dangling from the ceiling.
The two black women unlinked Hannah's wrists, then raised her arms
up and apart to lock them to the chains. Her ankles were spread to
the point she was balanced on the balls of her feet.

Then she was gagged, and Tara was dragged
over to begin licking her.

“Show this filthy Aryan slut how it's done,
Jew girl,” Zivai ordered.

Tara moaned she leaned in to lick. The
blonde's pussy opening was stretched wide around the base of the
vibrator nestled within her. She found her clitoris and began to
lick, even as a new sound arose – the hissing of the long, thin
whip flying through the air, followed by the soft snap as it cut
across Hannah's bare back.

Hannah cried out, her body flung forward, her
hips bucking against Tara's face, knocking her back.

“Keep licking, white girl,” Zivai
ordered.

Tara obeyed, as the sound of the whip came
again, and Hannah cried out, arching her back again and again. The
whip snapped down across her pale skin again and again, even
sweeping around her body to snap at the front of her as Tara
focused on her pussy.

Hannah, of course, deserved to be punished
even more than she herself. For surely blondes were the most
privileged of all white people, and so bore the most guilt! Tara
did not feel the least sorry for her. Instead she felt again that
sense of righteous satisfaction at the just rewards the girl was
getting.

Her own task, however, was to lick and suck
at her clitoris, aiding the vibrator in its work. And she was
determined to be a good, obedient slave girl and show them that she
had accepted her fate, accepted her punishment.

It was hard keeping her mouth on the blonde
girl's sex, though, as her body writhed and thrashed and twisted
under the bite of the whip.

The vibrator inside her continued to thrum
with energy, and this dark, twisted, and very sexual scene
unfolding before her was intensely erotic as well as being socially
satisfying. Tara had never experienced sex so incredibly intense!
Lesbian or not, kinky or not, this was... enthralling!

She was quite sure the workshop had veered
off from the approved path, but didn't care. It was the wildest,
most thrilling experience of her life. And oddly, her being a
'slave' was bringing with it a bizarre sense of freedom – freedom
to engage in sexual behavior she never would have dared
otherwise.

Her reputation, after all, had always been
important to her. She would never do something her peers would
consider inappropriate or incorrect. Here, though, she must assume
the role of a slave, and obey and submit to the will of the
mistresses. So anything they ordered was, by definition, not her
doing, not something she had thought of, and not something she
could be judged for.

Theoretically, anyway.

She licked Hannah's clitoris harder as her
hips began to grind against her. And now the blonde girl was trying
to keep her hips against her mouth, which made it easier. She was
still gasping and moaning and crying out, and her upper body was
twisting and jerking, but her pussy was solidly in Tara's mouth
until, with a long, undulating wail of pleasure, she climaxed.

Tara licked furiously until those hips
stopped grinding and bucking, until those cries of pleasure faded,
then eased back and looked up.

“We'll teach you breeders how to please women
yet,” the black woman said.

Tara gasped as Zivai gripped her hair and
roughly pulled her to her feet.

“See the filthy Aryan bitch now,” she
sneered. “Does she look superior to you, Jew girl?”

Tara gulped. “No, Mistress!”

In fact, she stared at Hannah with wide eyes,
thinking it was just about the most erotic sight she'd ever seen in
her life!

The blonde was literally hanging by her
wrists, her chin on her chest, drooling slowly around the ball gag
in her mouth. Her beautiful body was glowing with perspiration, and
absolutely covered in crisscrossing red lines where the whip had
struck!

“Take this Jew slut to her cage,” Zivai said.
“We'll work on the Aryan some more.”

The black woman undid the shackles and pushed
Tara to her hands and knees, then took her leash and led her,
crawling, out of the room. She crawled up the hall and into another
room, where a large dog cage sat in the middle of the floor.

“Get in, slut, and lay on your back.”

Tara crawled obediently through the open door
into the cage, then lay down, drawing her knees up and back. There
was just enough room for that. The woman made her pull her legs
back further, to wrap her arms around them, then shackled her
wrists in place to lock her in that position.

She picked up a flat length of metal, then,
and slid it through the bars above her, attaching them to the bars
on either side of the cage. She undid the straps keeping the
vibrator in place within her pussy, then drew it up a couple of
inches before attaching the base to the flat plate.

Then she closed the cage door and locked
it.

A moment later Tara was alone in the cage,
and alone in the room.

She blinked her eyes, looking around her. The
room was otherwise empty.

She shuddered, staring at her own body. Her
breasts were squeezed in between her arms, and her feet were
touching the bars of the cage behind her head. That left her
looking directly at the lips of her sex clutching the vibrator.

The black cock.

Which was still nestled deep inside her.

I'm locked in a cage like an animal, she
thought dazedly, awed yet again, deliciously outraged yet
again.

And still deeply aroused.

She moaned helplessly, the feverish heat
drowning her mind. The vibrator buzzing, buzzing, her body
quivering in tune to its powerful vibrations.

Her buttocks rolled up and she gasped in
pleasure as more of the black cock sank into her belly. She rolled
her buttocks up again, and then again, whimpering, moaning, lust
gripping her mind as she forced her sex up against the metal plate,
taking the vibrator deep inside her again and again.

The orgasm lashed her body and mind like a
hurricane. It was long, and intense, and she rolled her hips up
frantically, fucking herself on the black cock, glorying in the
feel of its deep penetration as her nervous system was overloaded
by the pleasure.

*

She should have thought of this, Tara thought
later. After all, Zivai had warned her the cells had cameras to
monitor them. She had told her that they had watched as she had
ridden the dildo there. Why would she not think the cage would not
be, as well?

She kept trying to pull her face away but the
black woman held her hair tightly to prevent it as she knelt there,
watching herself rolling her hips up again and again, listening to
her voice cry out in wanton pleasure – and hearing the snickers and
jeers and insults and laughter of the now eight Black women here
sitting around watching the video on the big screen TV in the
lounge.

It was mortifying, of course. And the video
from the cell, which then appeared was, if anything, even worse.
She had never imagined she could possibly feel such incredible
humiliation!

All the women in the room were fully dressed,
of course, while she was naked and collared and shackled. That set
the power balance for her, if she'd had any doubts. Now she cringed
at the sound of her own cries of pleasure, and the cruel, cutting
remarks of the women watching as they called her whore and slut and
animal.

And she could not in any way disagree, given
what they were watching!

But things were to get even worse.

Professor Olowe stood up, and turned off the
video.

“I'm sure we're all now thoroughly aware of
what a sexual animal this white girl is,” she said. “Like many
breeders, she is addicted to the thought of penetration, and her
mind becomes drunk on the heat of the moment whenever she thinks
about black cocks.”

“But there's something more important to note
here. This girl pretended to be a sensitive, caring, progressive,
inclusive, woke person. But what has she revealed? When placed into
slavery, like our ancestors, she should have felt chastened,
accepted the guilt of her people, and shown a sense of empathy for
our great grandmothers who were so cruelly and vilely treated.

“Instead, the little slut is getting off on
it.”

The black women all turned and glared at
Tara, who dropped her eyes, mortified again.

“Placed into the role of one of our
ancestors, she instead chose to use the situation as a sexual
fantasy fulfillment. And why? Could it be that she has fully
absorbed and accepted the sexual myths about black men and their
sexual size and prowess long spread by racists?

“For how many years did we hear the narrative
that white women were not safe around Black men because they, the
Black men were sexual savages eager to ravish helpless, innocent
white virginal women? And it is clear this white girl has fully
accepted those stories and has fantasies about being ravished
herself by some big, savage black man!”

The other black women cursed at her and
called her racist, and Tara cringed, dropping her eyes.

“All white people are racist. Is that not
true, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tara said. “I'm sorry,
Mistress.”

“No one asked if you were sorry, you
miserable slut. No one cares. Do not speak without being spoken
to!” Zivai snapped.

“White people always seem to think we want to
know what they think,” one of the other black women sniffed.

“You are a sad excuse for a woman, Tara
Bloomberg,” Professor Olowe said.

“I reject that this is a woman of any kind,”
Zivai said. “Women are strong and confident and smart. This is a
beast, an animal that cannot control its disgusting instincts. This
white slave should not be spoken about as if she were human!”

“Come here, slave,” Olowe growled.

Cringing, Tara crawled forward, then gasped
as a crop cut across her bottom.

“Raise that ass and lower your face to the
floor, you filthy beast!” a black woman behind her ordered.

Gulping, trembling, Tara obeyed.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy slut
animal?” Olowe demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” she whimpered.

Crack!

The crop cut across her buttocks again.

“Speak up, whore!” the black woman
yelled.

“Yes, Mistress!” Tara cried.

“How will you demonstrate your humility,
white girl?” Olowe demanded.

Crack!

The crop snapped down across her buttocks
again and Tara gasped and trembled.

“Show this woman you have accepted what a
crude, vulgar creature you are, slave,” the woman ordered.

Crack!

Tara gasped.

“Are you still filled with pride, white
slave? Are you?!”

“No, Mistress!” Tara gasped.

“Then demonstrate how humble you are. You see
her boots? You see them? Clean them. With your tongue!”

Crack!

Tara gasped in pain.

“Now!”

Crack!

Tara trembled and shifted forward, licking
the professor's boot.

“Harder, slut!”

Crack!

Tara licked harder as the other women looked
down at her.

“Lick harder, whore!”

Crack!

“Filthy animal!”

“Slut!”

“White whore!”

“Disgusting animal!”

“Racist bitch!”

“Beat her! Beat her harder!”

“Dirty white slave!”

“Filthy Jewess!”

The insults rained down at her from the
watching women, and the crop snapped and bit at her upraised bottom
as Tara licked more and more frantically at Olowe's boots, her
tongue licking strong and fast all across both boots as the Black
women looked down.

“Show your acceptance of your low place in
the world, white slave! Show it to everyone here!”

Her leash was yanked to the side, and she
licked at the feet of one of the black women sitting on the
sofa.

Crack!

“Harder, slut!”

She licked more desperately at the next
woman's feet, then the next as they all hurled abuse and contempt
down upon her. She crawled from woman to woman, licking, as the
crop snapped at her bottom, and occasional hands reached down to
slap at her head or breasts or buttocks.

She had to beg each woman's forgiveness for
being a filthy white racist whore, and keep licking until they had
accepted her apology.

Not forgiven her, of course, but merely
accepted her apology.

Then she was taken from the room – crawling,
of course, and brought upstairs, then up further, to the attic. The
attic was so hot it was stifling, and she gasped as she crawled up
onto the rough, wooden floor.

She did not know the names of the two
overseers who accompanied her. They raised her to her feet, and
then placed thick, padded leather restraints over her wrists. This
surprised her since she already wore the metal shackles. But then
these restraints were raised high and attached to a chain
overhead.

And that chain was raised until she was on
the balls of her feet, and then on her toes, and then hung
suspended, gasping and moaning helplessly. They left her then,
gagged and dangling, and she shuddered in relief at being alone,
even as the vibrator began to buzz once more.

Already beads of sweat were appearing on her
forehead, and on her shoulders and chest, and beginning to trickle
slowly down her body. She moaned weakly, closing her eyes, drinking
in the peacefulness of the dimly lit attic.

Not that it was easy, she discovered, to be
hung by her wrists. The restraints were padded but still made her
wrists ache. Her shoulders too. And there was considerable pressure
on her body in other ways she didn't truly understand. She could
not simply hang limp and breath, but had to use the muscles of her
arms and shoulders to lift herself just a bit in order to draw
breath.

Which grew progressively more difficult as
the minutes passed, and as the heat sapped her strength. Soon she
was glistening with perspiration, and beads of sweat trickled
freely down across her breasts, down her ribs and belly, and down
her legs to her toes.

Her thighs were clamped together around the
black cock, however, which vibrated against her and within her. Her
body continued to thrum with sensation, and with the dark passion
of the bewildering situation in which she found herself.

It was, at times, hard for her fuzzy mind to
keep straight whether she was pretending to be a slave or whether
she actually was one. Her chin dropped to her chest and she moaned
dazedly, breathing in short, shallow, gasping breathes around the
ball-gag. She was soon drooling onto her chest as her mind swam in
the heat and she became light-headed.

And then a hand gripped her damp, tangled
hair and pulled it slowly up and back as an arm reached around her
hip from behind her. Two long, black fingers stretched down to the
top of her sex and began to rub gently.

“Are you starting to understand now?” Olowe
asked softly. “Are you beginning to understand what it means to be
a low, degraded slave, whom the masters consider to be sub-human.
Are you starting to realize what it means to have no power or
status and be treated with a complete lack of respect?”

Tara moaned weakly, gulping in air. The feel
of the soft fingers stroking against her clitoris was sending
surging sensations of raw pleasure up through her trembling body.
The vibrator had made her nerve endings raw and hyper-sensitive,
and now those fingers were causing a wild flood of overheated
energy to rush up through her nervous system.

“Do you now realize what it means to be an
animal?” Olowe asked.

Tara's body trembled and shook as an orgasm
tore through it, and she cried out into the gag, eyes rolling back
in her head as the pleasure swamped her mind and buried it in a
bubbling, churning rush of dark, desperate wonder.
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The three white slaves stood against the
wall, hands behind necks, backs arched, legs apart, waiting. They
had already cooked and served breakfast. After, of course, waking
each of the mistresses with oral sex.

The eight women were eating around the table.
They talked about various ideas, theories and projects of interest.
But barely seemed to notice the naked girls against the wall except
when someone wanted something. Then a finger would be raised and
one of them would scurry forward.

They could not ask what was wanted, since,
while they were not gagged, no one wanted to hear their voices. But
it was always made clear.

“More buns, slut.”

“Get more milk, whore.”

“I want some juice, slave.”

No one said please. No one said thank
you.

After the women finished, all the leftover
food was gathered up and dumped into an unusually wide bowl, then
left on the floor. The slaves then knelt and ate, not using their
hands, keeping their bottoms high and legs apart as a woman
watched, fingering her crop, waiting for a sign of talking or for
one of the slaves to use her hands or close her legs.

After they ate, the slaves cleaned the
kitchen, from top to bottom, interrupted frequently by demands for
coffee and tea and water and biscuits out on the deck or down on
the dock by the river.

When the kitchen was done the girls were
taken to a room and put through their positions, kneeling,
squatting, standing, bending over, and displaying their bodies in
various often obscene and degrading positions. Then they were taken
for their exercise out in the yard.

The three had their wrists locked behind
them, then walked to an area around a tall post. There was a metal
plate around the top of the post, and several chains hung from it.
These were attached to the collars of the slaves. The round plate
began to turn, and the slaves gasped and lurched into motion as the
chains moved in a circular motion around the post.

The chains began to move faster, and they
increased their pace, then increased it again to a jog. None were
flat-chested by any means. And their breasts moved more and more
energetically as they jogged, and as the jogging became a run.

Only when they began to fall, to be dragged
along by the chains, did the woman watching halt the device,
leaving them gasping and panting for breath.

“Weak little white sluts,” she sneered.

They were taken inside, then, and washed.
Then Tara and Meghan had their hair dyed blonde. They had no idea
why. No one asked them, nor even explained what was happening.
After that they began to do various household chores, interrupted
now and then whenever one of the mistresses sought them out and
required oral sex.

Lunch was a repeat of breakfast, and after
cleaning the kitchen Tara was brought out to one of the lounges
where several of the women were working at something on the table.
She had no idea what, nor did it matter. Such things were beyond a
mere slave.

Many of the Black women gathered out on the
dock to watch the waves, and after a while, she and Hannah were
ordered to lay down before them and perform oral sex on each other.
The black dildo vibrators which were strapped in place were
unstrapped so they could be thrust in and out.

“Whoever comes first gets her round little
white bottom strapped,” Zivai said.

Tara did her best to see to it that wasn't
her, but Hannah's tongue work was even more energetic. The watching
women sat back in their chairs, smirking, and offering comments on
their techniques as the two blonde girls licked frantically at each
other.

Tara pumped the dildo in and out of Hannah
while sucking at her clitoris, but she could feel her own being
thrust into her with hard, deep strokes while Hannah's tongue
lapped hard and strong at her clitoris.

She felt the growing heat swirling within
her, the growing power of the sexual tension as her mind and body
reacted to the hard thrusting and licking, and trembled as she
tried to concentrate on making Hannah come.

Her own body betrayed her, however, and she
could not hide the orgasm which came over her as her muscles
spasmed and convulsions wracked her body. She arched and her head
drew back sharply, rolling on the ground, her hips bucking up
against Hannah's mouth as she cried out in a low, helpless,
guttural wail of pleasure.

For her weakness, she had to stand up with
her back to the woman, bend over, and wrap her arms around her
legs. Then one of them brought the strap in hard against her
buttocks again and again while she trembled and shook and cried out
as her bottom got hotter and hotter.

Hannah was then made to serve the women with
drinks and snacks while Tara was made to crawl back to the house on
the end of a leash. She was taken inside and crawled up the hall to
a room where several other black women were working at a table.

She had to kneel with her back against a
tall, slender wooden post. There was what looked like a man's lower
torso laying on the floor beneath her legs. A black man's, of
course, with a very big, very thick black dildo sprouting from
it.

“Sink that filthy white cunt down onto that
black cock, slave,” the woman demanded.

Gulping, Tara obeyed, wincing as the dildo
stretched her wide. She sank down, inch after inch, her insides
already starting to tremble with suppressed heat. The deeper the
dildo pushed the more it ached and the more breathlessly exciting
it felt.

She had a hard time getting all the way down,
but managed it, as the woman took her wrists and then locked them
together up and back behind her – and behind the post. Then her
legs were spread wider and strapped down.

“Do you love black cocks, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Tell me how you love big black cocks inside
you.”

“I-I love having big black cocks inside me,
Mistress!” she moaned.

“Racist whore. You worship black cock, don't
you!?” the woman demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!”

The woman slapped her face and Tara gasped,
jerking back against the post.

“Filthy little white supremacist whore. Tell
me you love having big black cocks deep inside you.”

“I-I love having big black cocks deep inside
me, Mistress!” she whimpered.

Again her face was slapped, this time on the
other side, and she gasped in pain.

“We're working on important human things
here,” the woman said, scowling “Do not make so much as a peep of
sound. Not a word. If we hear anything from you at all...”

She moved aside, then picked up a flog. She
swung it menacingly, then sat down at the table with the other
three women. The women began to discuss the bias and
intersectionality of cisgendered media applications.

The torso beneath her began to tremble and
the cock began to thrust into her body.

Tara was not gagged but did her best to keep
from uttering a sound, other than her initial gasp of surprise. She
saw the women turn and glare at her and she clamped her lips shut
tightly!

She looked down between her legs and stared
at the big black cock moving up and down, feeling the head plunging
even deeper into her belly, to the point it was thumping against
the back wall of her pussy!

Then the torso began to vibrate, or at least,
the center part, just next to the cock, right under her
clitoris.

She gasped again and stared down at the cock
again, feeling a jolt of dark excitement ripple through her mind
and body, as one of the women got up and came over with the
flog.

Tara looked up anxiously, then cried out as
the flog swung down and the thin laces spread aside to impact the
soft skin of her breasts.

“Not a sound, slave,” the woman growled.

Again she swung, and this time Tara managed
to suppress her gasp of pain.

The woman sat down again, and Tara closed her
eyes, lips tightly pressed tightly, as the dildo thrust into her
with long, hard strokes. The vibration of the torso grew more
intense, and Tara tore her eyes away from the now-glistening black
cock, trying to look at something less erotic and exciting.

The feel of it thrusting, thrusting,
thrusting, however, could not allow the image to drop from her
mind's eye, especially with the way the torso was vibrating. She
squirmed atop the thing, a dark tide of heat rising over her, even
as she anxiously did her best to show no sign of it.

The feel of the thick black cock sliding up
into her tight depths again and again was making her breathing grow
ragged. And the vibrator was sending swirling, squirming rushes of
sensation up through her body.

One of the women came over, glaring at her
through flinty eyes.

“Are you becoming aroused by that big black
cock in you, white girl?” she demanded.

“I-I... Y-Yes, Mistress!” Tara moaned.

“Are you going to have an orgasm, white girl?
Are you? Are you going to come because of that big black cock up
inside you?”

“She's making too much noise. Gag her,” one
of the others said.

One of the black women brought over what
looked like another big black dildo. This one was curved, though,
and had a flat leather base. She jerked back on Tara's hair, then
fed the thick cock into her open mouth.

Tara gurgled weakly as the head pushed into
her throat, but she had learned how to deal with cocks in her
throat by now. This one was well over a foot long, and it slid deep
into her throat and then past it, into her upper chest before the
flat leather base was pressed firmly against her mouth. The woman
strapped it in place, and then the two went back to their
table.

Tara had difficulty breathing, despite her
experience. She tried to relax her throat but it was quite thick,
and she coughed and moaned even as the vibrator continued to buzz
against her and the black cock pumped steadily up into her
belly.

The cock in her throat felt strange, but
given her mental state, Tara also felt a dark eroticism to having
it filling her throat – so deep and long! It roused the masochistic
side of herself which had been growing since she arrived here. She
let herself sink into the fantasy of her victimhood, of her noble
martyred sacrifice on the cause of racial equality, and ground
herself harder against the vibrator.

Heat rose up her body in waves, and she
swayed and arched and moaned softly around the dildo filling her
throat. She saw one of the women get up from the table and pick up
the flog, and flinched, but then felt a fierce sense of
anticipation. Yes! Let her be flogged! Let her be even more cruelly
punished!

The thin leather strips cut down across her
breasts and she cried out dazedly, then again, arching her back
into the blow, gasping and moaning, the heat almost suffocating her
as it threatened to drown her mind.

The flog cut down across her breasts again
and again and again as she rolled and twisted and undulated to the
dark, thrilling heat frying her mind, crying out at each blow as
the orgasm finally took her. The waves of heat became a firestorm
and she trembled and shook, arching back even more violently as the
flog swept down again and again.

The stinging blows added to the fierce howl
of sensations churning through her mind as Tara immersed herself in
the liquid heat of her own pain and pleasure, drowning in a dazed
masochistic pleasure even as black dots danced before her eyes.

*

In the evening, after serving supper, the
three slave girls were taken into a side room which could almost be
mistaken for an exercise room. The floor was carpeted in a pale
blue. In the center was a tall, thick, stainless steel pole.

Several of the Black women began to swing
around the pole, then the white girls began to do the same, under
an avalanche of insults and jeers at how awkward and weak they
were. Crops snapped out against pale bottoms as they were corrected
and taught.

Then they began to incorporate dance moves
into their pole swinging. The Black women danced, and the white
girls tried to imitate them. The bite of the riding crop was used
to inspire close attention to detail and earnest efforts on their
part.

Music played, and the blonde slaves danced,
rolled their hips, arched their backs, then swung around the pole.
When their arms were too tired to continue, the three black women
sat on a sofa, and the three blonde slave girls began to give them
lap dances.

This time instructions were accompanied by
nipple twists and pinches.

As Tara ground herself against one of the
woman's laps she began to feel a hard bulge below her. She was
confused, wondering what it was, but then decided the woman had put
some kind of object there on purpose to better imitate a man.

“Do you feel my cock pressing against you,
slut?” the woman asked.

“Y-Yes,Mistress!” Tara gasped.

The woman gripped her hair and yanked back
sharply and painfully.

“I'm a man, slut. Say yes master!”

“Yes, Master!” Tara cried.

The woman released her hair, and Tara
continued to 'dance', grinding and rolling her hips against the
woman. She did look somewhat mannish, though, and did have a deep
voice. But she had long hair, long eyelashes, and lipstick. Not to
mention breasts.

“Do you like the feel of my black cock
against you, white girl?”

“Yes, Master!” Tara gulped.

“You're a racist.”

“Yes, Master!”

“Racist white girls love the feel of nigger
cocks against them, don't they?”

“Yes, Master!”

“You dream about black cock, don't you, white
girl?”

“Yes, Master!”

Tara knew the answer that was required, and
didn't even need to think about it. Besides, it wasn't like it was
completely untrue.

“You want to get your mouth on my black cock,
don't you, slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

“You want my black cock buried in your hot
little pussy, don't you?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Turn around, white slut.”

Tara rose and turned, then sat back down,
grinding her pussy and buttocks against the woman beneath her.

“Dirty little white slave,” the woman said,
caressing her breasts, squeezing and mashing them together.

The woman had big, strong hands, Tara
thought, feeling heat roll through her.

“Lift your white ass up and hold still a
minute,” the woman said.

Tara rose up, gulping in air, and heard a
zipper. Then she felt something pressing against the swollen, moist
lips of her sex.

“Sink your dirty white pussy down on my black
cock, slave.”

Tara moaned as the dildo slowly spread the
lips of her sex wide, then pushed up through them and into her
body. She slid down with a shudder of pleasure, loving the feel of
the penetration. This dildo felt even more realistic than the
others, warm and seemingly throbbing as it pushed deep.

“You love it, don't you, white girl?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Ride my cock, white girl.”

Tara did just that, riding slowly up and down
as the woman reached an arm around her hips and began to rub her
clitoris.

Heat rolled her mind and she rode faster,
gasping for breath, moaning, her breasts throbbing, her nipples
hard and tingling.

The woman yanked back on her hair and Tara
halted, crying out as her head was forced sharply up and back.

“I don't want you coming yet, slut. I want
you to feel my cock buried in the back of your throat first,” the
woman growled.

She pushed Tara off onto her knees on the
floor, but held onto her hair, dragging her back as she spread her
legs.

“Swallow this black cock, white girl.”

Tara thought it looked amazingly realistic,
even better than the others that had been used on her since she'd
arrived here. She reached out for it and slid her lips over it,
then froze, eyes widening.

It was real!

Her mind froze up, locked in place, stunned.
She had no idea what to do! How could it be real!? And yet it must
be! She squeezed her hands around it to reassure herself, then
jerked her head up and back, staring at the woman with wide
eyes.

“Didn't I tell you to suck my cock, slave?”
the woman demanded.

And now Tara realized, that the woman was
actually a man! Yet her mind was still churning violently in place,
filled with confusion and uncertainty.

“But... you're a man!” Tara blurted.

The woman's eyes widened and she stared at
Tara in fury.

“What did you say!?”

Suddenly Zivai was there behind her, gripping
her hair and yanking it back sharply.

“I might have known you'd be transphobic as
well as racist!” she growled.

“Bigot!” the woman cried.

“But... but...!”

Tara's mind was spinning! Transphobic! The
man... woman... was transgendered!? But... but …

Her mind swam as she tried to adjust her
thinking. But already she was being dragged over to another pair of
poles, as Zivai and one of the other black women yanked her to her
feet, then spread her arms up and apart to chain in place. The gag
was shoved into her mouth and Zivai picked up a flog.

“You white supremacist types have such hate
in your heart!” she exclaimed.

Tara moaned helplessly. She realized just how
horrible her error was now. She had dared to call a transgendered
woman a man! She had virtually denied her existence!

“Cynthia is a transgendered lesbian!” Zivai
snapped. “And you have just exposed her to your hatred and bigotry,
which has been deeply hurtful to her!”

Tara wanted desperately to apologize, but of
course, could not, and hung her head in shame.

“The flog isn't enough. She needs the whip!”
Cynthia demanded, sniffling in near tears.

“You do it, Cynthia dear,” Zivai said.

Cynthia picked up a long-tailed whip and
glared at Tara, then swung it.

Like all the other flogs and straps, this was
lightweight. As Professor Olowe had promised, none of the girls had
yet taken anything which marked their skin except temporarily, for
a few hours.

The whip snapped down across her back. It was
lightweight, but stung very sharply, and Tara cried out, back
arching.

“Filthy white slut!” Cynthia cried. “You
think you're better than me because you're a biological
woman!?”

Crack! The whip cut across her
buttocks, and Tara cried out again, hips jerking forward, wrists
pulling against the restraints.

“Well we don't put up with your white bigotry
here!”

Crack!

“Think your body parts are special, do
you!?”

Crack!

This time the whip curled around her chest
and bit into the soft skin of her breasts, and Tara howled and
twisted.

“Spread your legs, transphobe! Spread
them!”

Moaning, Tara obeyed, and the whip cut across
her hip, curling down to bite at her pussy!

It stung fiercely, and her legs snapped
closed!

“Spread your legs, you transphobic slut!”

Panting, whimpering, Tara obeyed. She felt
miserable, and knew she deserved the punishment.

The whip curled across her hip and bit at her
pussy again, and she cried out into the gag.

“You think you can't be a woman without
breasts!?

Crack!

It cut around her ribs to bite at her
breasts.

“Spread your legs, transphobe!”

Crack!

“Spread them wide, white slut!”

Crack!

“Spread your legs again, whore!”

Crack!

Now Zivai picked up a flog, and began to
swing it down across her breasts as Cynthia continued to send her
whip across either hip to snap at her pussy.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Tara twisted and writhed, arching and
thrashing, crying out again and again as red lines of pain sprang
up across her body, and especially across her breasts and between
her legs! Her mind spun and churned as the stinging jolts erupted
across her body!

Yet despite that her heat only grew. She
deserved this! It was the righteous thing to do to accept her just
punishment for her sins against political correctness! Calling a
transgender woman a man was a shocking breach of manners! Why, it
was practically hate speech! They were being gentle on her by not
expelling her from their midst!

She arched her back into the flog's blows to
her breasts, crying out in pain, but feeling a fierce rush of
satisfaction at the same time. Yes! Yes! She deserved to be
whipped! She was such a vile creature! Such a hateful bigot! No
wonder they despised her! She despised herself!

The whip snapped at her aching pussy, and the
flog cut down across her breasts again and again, and she cried
out, dazed, her head pounding, her body feeling a tremendous sense
of pressure, as though ready to explode.

Finally, the whipping and flogging stopped,
as she hung dazedly in place.

She felt the butt-plug pulled out of her
bottom, then something hard and slick and warm pushed up inside
her.

“Transphobe slut!” Cynthia growled.

Hannah knelt between her legs, licking her
pussy, as Tara felt the soft, slick mass of Cynthia's cock pressing
in between her buttocks. She shuddered as she felt the head sink
into her, then the long, thick body slid upward, stretching her,
making her ache as the angry woman yanked at her hair.

“Cisgender whore!” she hissed into Tara's ear
as she worked her hips in and out to drive the cock deeper.

Cynthia thrust her cock up into her ass with
hard, deep strokes, her big hands kneading and squeezing her
wounded breasts as the transgender woman chewed and licked and
kissed and sucked at the nape of her neck.

“White whore!” the woman growled. “White
slut!” Transphobe bitch! Slave girl! Sex slave!”

Tara shuddered and moaned, sinking into a
dazed acceptance of her fate with a sense of noble, martyred
virtue. The feel of the cock thrusting into her was darkly erotic,
the slick heat of it pumping hard and the head driving deep to
cause her cramps.

Hannah, meanwhile, licked furiously at her
clitoris as she slid three fingers up inside her, pumping and
twisting them.

The first orgasm rippled through Tara's body
and she arched dazedly, whimpering and moaning as the pleasure
overrode the pain and flooded through her body and mind. She felt
the big black cock thrusting into her again and again, and
surrendered to the pain even as the pleasure mounted.

The orgasm rose and peaked, subsided, only to
rise again – and again – and again, as Cynthia continued to ram her
cock up into her tight back passage with deep, determined
strokes.
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Tara and the other two white slaves knelt in
place, watching videos on transgender identity which pointed out
that gender was fluid, and that people could be whatever gender
they 'felt' like being at any point in time, and even switch back
and forth repeatedly. The video included hateful, hurtful and
insulting bigoted comments by cisgendered people, sneering at
transgendered people, mocking them, and making them cry.

Tara felt her shame even more deeply as she
watched, under the glaring, disapproving eyes of the progressive
black women in the room. The videos went on for quite some time.
Each time one ended she and the other white slaves were required to
apologize for their bigotry and racism to all the black women in
the room, crawling over to them and licking their feet.

Then they would resume their positions for
the next video.

Not all the videos were on the crimes of
cisgendered people towards the transgendered. There were also
videos detailing the crimes of white society towards black and
brown people and towards native Americans and Asians and gays and
lesbians.

After that, they were taken to practice their
pole dancing and lap dancing again. This time Tara, of course, made
no complaint or objection when she slid her lips down Cynthia's
cock while Hannah did the same to Lenore, another transgendered
woman.

Then they straddled them, sliding their
pussies up and down the thick hard cocks as the women roughly
groped, sucked and chewed on their breasts.

There were other stainless steel bars and
poles in the room, however, all of them were narrower and shorter
than the big pole. To one side was a waist-high stainless steel bar
atop two posts.

Hannah was taken to this, and bent forward
just beneath it, her arms behind her back tied to the underside of
the bar, her bottom raised high, her ankles spread wide and tied to
the opposite posts. Her blonde hair was pulled up and back, and
tied to behind the bar to keep her head forced up and back. A
vibrator and a dildo were thrust deep inside her.

Meghan was placed on a low, narrow platform,
and her ankles forced up and back behind her neck. The backs of her
knees were pressed into her armpits, and her arms were bound
together behind her. A low rope led from her crossed ankles to a
bar over her head. She too had a dildo and vibrator jammed deep
inside her. And, like Hannah, she was both blindfolded and
gagged.

Tara herself was placed straddling a padded
bench. The bench was folded sharply downward so that the center
rose like the peaked roof of a house. Her wrists were pulled up
behind her shoulder blades and tied firmly in place. Then her
ankles were drawn back and up behind her, and bound to her wrists
and elbows.

To keep her balanced in place, soft rope was
wound around her breasts and pulled into tight loops that made her
breasts bulge. That rope then rose from the center of her chest to
tie to a bar overhead. She also was blindfolded and gagged, and a
small, but powerful vibrator was attached to the top of the padded
bench to press directly against her clitoris.

Earbuds were placed into the ears of all
three girls, and then the world disappeared. All their
concentration was now inward at the sensations gripping their
bodies and the thoughts in their minds.

The sound coming over the earbuds was taken
from movies and documentaries about black suffering. It featured
people being whipped and screaming in pain, obviously black voices
crying out for mercy, and jovial white voices calling them 'nigger'
and cursing and laughing at them.

More white voices spoke, saying appallingly
racist things about black people. And then the voices of white
women were heard, speaking excitedly about how big black men's
cocks were, and that they were practically animals. The sneering
voices compared them to monkeys and apes and laughed at them even
while giggling about what it would be like to bed one.

Of course, not that they would! All of them
agreed only a slut would let herself have sex with a Black man! No
self-respecting white woman would ever sleep with such dirty,
inferior people!

And then came recordings of their own voices,
filled with heat and passion, and speaking the words they had been
given time and time again.

“I love black cocks! I love having black
cocks inside me!”

All of this was mixed together as they were
held tightly in position, moaning around their gags, their hips
jerking and squirming as muscles spasmed and nerve endings
quivered.

Tara had already surrendered to it all, given
in, fully accepting her role as a slave with a sense of
satisfaction and righteousness. She squirmed more than the others,
though, for she was perched awkwardly atop a narrow strip of padded
leather. Her thighs offered some support but the leather had such a
steep angle downward that most of her weight was on her sex and
tailbone.

Except for what was on her breasts.

Her breasts felt hard and hot, throbbing
powerfully. Her sex felt hot and aching and sore, and also
throbbed. And yet the vibrator pressed firmly against her and
caused roiling rushes of sensitization to crackle through her body
like sexual electricity.

Her pussy began to ache dully, and grow more
and more hot with pain, but dark heat churned through her mind.

Suddenly, mouths came down on her bulging
nipples, sucking and licking, teeth chewing at the soft flesh
behind them.

Tara's hips ground frantically against the
vibrator and an orgasm exploded inside her.

It was not the last. Not by a long shot.

*

They pulled off her blindfold and dragged her
out of the room. Gulping in air, she was able to begin to crawl,
and soon found herself in a side room. There she was placed in the
position Zivai had taught her was her natural one, face down,
bottom raised, legs spread.

She was strapped down at ankle, knee, elbow
and wrist, her breasts pillowed against the floor, and a small bowl
was placed just beyond the tip of her outstretched fingers. It said
“White slut ready to be mounted: 5 cents.”

There she knelt for long, long minutes,
contemplating the nature of her sins, the guilt she had inherited
from her ancestors, and how much she still owed to make up for her
white privilege.

Professor Olowe eventually showed up, then
squatted to undo the strap behind her head and remove the ball gag.
The woman stood then and picked up a very thin, flexible crop,
walking back to swing it downward. It cut across Tara's upraised
buttocks with a sharp, burning sting.

“Are you sorry for your bigotry?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” Tara moaned.

Crack! It cut across her bottom a
second time.

“Say it.”

“I am sorry for my bigotry, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for your sluttish ways?”

“Yes, Mistress! I'm sorry for my sluttish
ways!”

Crack!

“But you still love black cock, don't you,
slut?”

Tara hesitated anxiously. Surely her desire
to feel herself possessed and used by strong Black men who would
punish her for her racism was actually a part of her racism?!

Crack!

“Speak, slut!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Tell me you love black cock.”

“I-I love black cock, Mistress!” she
cried.

Crack!

“But you don't think of it as a black cock,
do you, you nasty little racist.”

Crack!

“You think of it as nigger cock!”

“N-No, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Liar! You want nigger cock, don't you,
slut!?”

“No, Mistress!”

“You do. I can tell. I know a nasty little
racist when I see one!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!

Crack!

“Say it! Tell me you love nigger cock!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I... I – .”

Crack!

“Say it, white slut.”

“I... I love nigger cock!”

Tara's face reddened at saying the forbidden
word!

Crack!

“Again.”

“I love nigger cock, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Keep saying it!”

“I love nigger cock, Mistress! I love nigger
cock, Mistress! I love nigger cock, Mistress! I love nigger cock,
Mistress! I love – .”

Another person moved forward to stand before
her. It was a man! Or at least... at least... it was male! Tara
rolled her eyes up frantically. But he certainly didn't look like
he was trying to be a woman! His hair was cut short and he had
nothing feminine about him. In fact, he wore nothing but a pair of
short black shorts!

Crack!

“Continue, slut!”

“I-I... I love black cock, Mistress!”

“That's not what you love, you filthy white
slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Say it!”

Tara trembled and moaned, her bottom on
fire.

“I love nigger cock, Mistress!”

Saying such a thing in front of a black man
made her excruciatingly uncomfortable! It was a horrible, hateful
word!

“Leave her to me,” the man said.

Zivai snorted and then left.

Tara trembled anxiously as the man looked
down at her. Then he squatted next to her and wrapped her hair
around his fist before yanking her head up and back.

“Look at me, white girl.”

Tara trembled and rolled her eyes up towards
him.

“You know why white girls love nigger
cock?”

Tara didn't dare speak!

“It's because they know it will give them
what they want. What they need. They know a real man will be using
their bodies the way they were made to be used. I don't think of it
as racist so much as having good judgment.”

He smiled down at her and Tara offered up a
tentative, hesitant smile in return.

“I love white girls' hair,” the man said,
combing his fingers through it. “Can't hardly touch black women's
hair.”

He leaned in.

“I'm going to fuck your hot little white
body, slave girl,” he said. “I'm going to fuck you the way you
deserve to be fucked and teach you and your body how natural it is
to submit to a black cock.”

He reached down and jerked his black shorts
down. His cock sprang up hard and thick.

“Taste it, white girl. You know you want
to.”

He shifted forward and pushed the head into
her open mouth, and Tara licked and sucked anxiously. He pushed
deeper, and she moaned as it slid across her tongue.

She was... confused. To say the least.

Not that her mind had been exactly working
properly of late.

But... this was a man! Wasn't he!? Surely he
was! He'd said nothing of being a transgender woman! He didn't look
like one! He looked like a man! And... and surely... it was wrong
for her to... to submit to a man! Except... except he was a Black
man! And didn't she owe the same degree of surrender to her guilt
regardless of whether she knelt before a black man or a black
woman!?

His cock slid deeper, and she gurgled as he
pushed himself into her throat, shifting his body around to squat
before her, and then driving his thick cock deep into her
throat.

“Ahhh,” he said. “Nothing quite so satisfying
as feeling the throat of a white whore wrapped around my cock.”

He pulled out, his cock dripping wet with
saliva and moved around behind her.

“It's time to surrender to your destiny,
white girl, the destiny of being a slave to Black cock.”

Tara trembled as she felt the hot, slick cock
rubbing against her pussy, then felt the pressure mount. His cock
spread her open slowly, and she ached back there from sitting
astride the bench for so long! But that also made her far more
sensitive.

Besides, the dark heat which rushed over her
as she felt herself penetrated did not care about pain, only the
wild thrill of her own cruel usage, her own noble submission and
surrender.

His cock was big, and it was warm and hard as
it pushed deeper into her body.

His hands almost gently gathered her hair up
and back.

“Embrace your animal instincts, white girl,”
the man said. “Embrace the bitch in heat you are. Embrace the bitch
who needs to be mounted and bred by a strong male.”

She shuddered in heat at the feel of his cock
caressing the straining elastic walls of her sex, then trembled as
his hips found her buttocks. She felt the warm hard flesh of his
pelvis grinding against her buttocks and thighs, and gasped aloud
as he pulled slowly up and back on her hair.

“Tell yourself that you belong to this man,
this cock using your body,” he said as he began to thrust. “You are
owned. Surrender yourself to being the slave of every black man who
wishes to use your white slut body.”

His hips worked faster and faster and faster,
until his hips began to slap against her buttocks with more and
more authority. His hand jerked back on her hair, on her hair, with
every thrust, and Tara began to gasp and cry out to every
stroke.

Crack! His hand slapped her
bottom.

“Beg for it, slut!” he growled. “Beg me to
fuck you!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” Tara gasped.

He thrust harder, his hips cracking against
her buttocks with bruising pain as he sped up.

Tara gurgled and gasped and cried out, her
entire body shuddering to the heavy impacts of his hips.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me... Master! Please fuck me,
Master! Oh! Please... please... fuck me... master! Oh! Oh! Please!
Oh God! Please! Please fuck me! Please fuck me, Master! Oh!
Ungh!”

He used her savagely, and that was, she knew,
exactly what she deserved. He was right! This was her destiny! This
was how she could help appease her shame and guilt, by giving her
body to them to do with as they desired! To satisfy their lust for
vengeance and justice! To treat her the way she should be
treated!

She felt the first spiraling wave of surging
pleasure explode out of the churning heat, then another, more
powerful, then still another, spreading up through her body. His
hips pounded against her and his thick black spear of flesh impaled
her, and then the orgasm erupted into a crackling sexual firestorm
that tore up through her flesh like sheet lightning!

Her cries of pleasure turned to an undulating
howl of animal lust and ecstasy as the orgasm overtook her. The
sexual electricity danced along her flesh and up her spine and she
trembled and shook as it went on and on, consuming her mind as she
gave herself to the dark heat!

She felt utterly drained from multiple
orgasms by the time he finished, and sagged dazedly on the floor
until he undid the straps. He locked her wrists together behind her
back, then moved across the floor and sat down.

“Crawl to me, white girl,” he ordered. “On
your belly.”

As exhausted as she was, Tara knew she must
obey. She crawled slowly, grunting, gasping with effort, her soft
breasts grinding against the floor as she pushed herself forward,
wriggling from side to side, pushed forward by her toes.

“Demonstrate your regret for your racism,” he
ordered.

Tara knew what that meant, and began to lick
his bare toes.

“Raise your hips and spread your legs like a
proper white slave.”

Gasping, she obeyed, then continued licking.
She licked and sucked on his toes, licked along his instep, licked
up along his ankle, then up his leg and past his knee. He dragged
her in by the hair, then and she began to lick and suck on his
balls.

She was so focused she didn't even hear
anyone else coming in. She gasped as she felt a hand on her
buttocks, but his hold on her hair prevented her from turning. It
hardly mattered. She continued to suck his balls as his fingers
combed through her hair.

Then fingers pushed into her, big, strong
fingers. A moment later she felt a cock pushing into her, sliding
deep. Strong hands gripped her hips, and then that cock began to
stroke in and out. Strong hands kneaded her breasts as that cock
used her, and she trembled and moaned as she bobbed up and down on
the now hardened cock.

She began to plunge deep, driven down by his
strong hand, while hips slapped against her buttocks with
relentless force and power.

She knew it was another MAN behind her. It
was a MAN using her, a MAN's hands kneading her breasts! And that
knowledge sent a dark thrill through her mind.

Tara had been submitting to, surrendering to
the punishment and sexual demands of the Black women here since
she'd arrived. It had given her a shocking degree of excitement she
knew was wrong but could not resist.

But she was not by nature gay. Now that it
was black men using her body the heat possessing her grew
much more intense!

“Dirty little white girl,” the man behind
said, leaning over, his lips near her ear. “Suck that nigger cock,
white girl. Swallow it. Swallow it to the balls! You know you love
it!”

Tara trembled and shook, gurgling and moaning
around the cock filling her throat as her body shuddered to the
hard thrusts from behind her.

Her spirit soared as she gave herself to her
own animal instincts, as she surrendered to their needs, as she
gave them her body for their enjoyment and use.

She gurgled as his hand forced her lips all
the way down the length of his long back cock, feeling it sliding
deep into her throat until her lips were pressed tightly around the
base. He held her there as the one behind thrust his own big cock
into her with her, powerful strokes, using her like a whore, like a
bitch, like an animal!

It was so wonderfully just, the progressive
side of her mind thought dazedly.

It was so deliciously hot, the dark,
masochistic side of her mind thought excitedly.

He pulled her up by the hair and she gulped
in ragged breaths of air as he slapped her face with his hard
erection.

“You like the taste of that black cock,
baby?” he demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes, M-Master!” she gasped as the one
behind drove his hips hard against her buttocks and punched his
cock deep into her belly.

He pulled her mouth down onto his cock again,
and then began to jerk her up and down, faster and faster, fucking
her mouth and throat on his cock until her eyes rolled dizzily. He
yanked her head up and she looked cross-eyed through glassy eyes as
he pumped his fist on his cock. Then it began to spurt long, thick
white wads of semen across her face.

The man laughed, rubbing his cock over her
face to smear the drops into her skin, then pushed her aside, got
up, and left.

Tara remained bent over the sofa, grunting
and gasping as the man behind continued to thrust into her. Now he
seized her hair, yanking it back as he thrust, slapping her bottom
and roughly groping her breasts.

Tara shuddered and moaned, deeply happy to be
able to breathe normally again, and with that one overriding
concern removed her mind and body together began to move towards
that sense of peace, harmony and acceptance as the black man used
her roughly and thoroughly.

She moaned in pleasure as his cock thrust
into her again and again, groaned as he pulled her hair, shuddered
as he roughly squeezed her breasts.

And again, rejoiced in her cruel use.

Another orgasm tore through her, a small one,
but then a second followed, much stronger, then a third, stronger
still. The man using her took no notice, hammering away at her
until he himself was satisfied, pouring himself into her belly,
then getting up and walking away with a word.

Tara hadn't even turned around to see
him.
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There were a lot more people here now. At
least a dozen sat at the two tables in the dining room now. All
Black, of course. The three collared and naked blonde girls
scurried to feed them, running food and drink back and forth to
their tables as they were groped and slapped and pinched
mercilessly.

“More water, slave,” one of them would
demand, and Tara would hurriedly fill her cup.

“Take this way, slut,” another would say, and
Tara would hurriedly remove their plate.

While they worked, it was impossible not to
hear or listen to the discussion, especially since it involved
them.

“I think that we should breed the white out
of the whole race,” one of the black men said. “We'll impregnate
all their women so that there'll be more Blacks born.”

“That's gonna take some time,” another
said.

“All white women would rather have a black
cock in them than a white one!” the first man objected.

“I think we should look for reparations
instead,” one of the women said. “White people owe us reparations
for hundreds of years of slavery and racism.”

“I don't think these white sluts have much
money,” another woman said.

“Fuck that. They can earn it. There are strip
clubs where they can make a thousand dollars a day. We put them to
work until they've each paid us the million dollars each of us is
owed.”

“I think it would be easier to just hold a
slave auction and sell their skanky white bodies to the highest
bidder,” another woman said.

“You think we're gonna get a million
apiece?”

“Big titted blondes go for high prices.”

“Only one of them is blonde. The other two
are dye jobs.”

“Same thing!”

“It ain't the same fuckin' thing, you dumb
bitch!”

“Sell the Jew to some A-rab. I bet they'd
love to get their hands on a big titted Jew girl for their
harems.”

“There are lots of black Muslims we could
sell her to,” another said. “Sudan has oil so they got money. Bet
they'd like a nice white Jew girl.”

“You don't sell the cow when you can milk it
for years,” another objected. “These bitches could make us a ton of
money over the next few years.”

The discussion made her a little nervous, a
little anxious, but she was fairly confident they were just talking
for her benefit, for the benefit of all the white girls,
demonstrating for them how it felt to be helpless and at the mercy
of racist masters long ago!

*

After dinner the three of them practiced lap
dances and pole dancing again. This time, of course, they had real
men to practice on. Tara didn't recognize the man she was grinding
against, which, all by itself, brought strange, fluttering
sensations to her belly.

This was so... wrong, after all, at least, as
far as her old inhibitions suggested. Exposing her body to men she
barely knew, let alone having sex with them, was all just
shockingly slutty and outrageous!

It was one thing to pretend to live the role
of a naked slave in order to better empathize with the plight of
black women slaves from long ago. It was quite another to simply
let men she didn't even know have sex with her!

And yes, the 'empathizing' had turned
distinctly sexual with the women almost immediately, but that
wasn't real sex! Real sex was what happened with men!

Even thinking that, of course, made her feel
guilty and ashamed of herself. But that was the way she thought.
That was the way she'd been raised.

Still, her inhibitions had been so deeply
confused over the past several days! First by the way her
experiencing the same thing as black women had from centuries past
had turned sexual, then by the routine nature of that sex, and the
dark heat which had followed. But since it was with women she had
been able to pass it off as 'experimenting', which was what you did
in college, after all.

And it was very fashionable to experiment
with other girls! Of course, the way it had happened, with her
being a 'slave girl' had given it a far darker tinge. But still, it
was just 'play sex' of a sort. And she might be able to actually
call herself bisexual now! What a thrilling idea that was! Being
able to include herself among such a high-status identity
group!

Then the transgendered women had been
introduced, and that had further confused her.

It was absolutely wrong not to think of them
as women! And yet... they had men's bodies!

And yet they were women! Transgendered women
were women! All her friends agreed fiercely!

And yet these women had penises...

Still, she had somehow managed to convince
herself that it was okay. But now there were men. The first ones
had taken her off guard, and her mind had floundered, without the
time to really consider what was happening.

But now she'd had time, and was gripped by
uncertainty and confusion and indecision.

On the one hand, submitting to them sexually
would help to throw off her sense of guilt over her racism and
bigotry and the shame she owed for years of slavery perpetrated
upon them by white people. And, well, if she was having sex with
black men people couldn't really accuse her of being a racist,
could they!?

Imagine if she had a black boyfriend! She
could strut then! All her girlfriends would be so jealous about how
politically correct she was now!

But she had been taught since she was very
young that sex was not something she must ever give away to
men!

Added to the mix was the dark, breathless
sense of sexual pressure and heat she felt so often now, since she
had immersed herself in the notion of being a slave girl. A
helpless slave girl! A helpless, abused slave girl! A victim of
cruel and heartless slave-masters!

So now as she ground herself against the
man's lap her mind was in a stew, contrary thoughts and emotions
still swirling inside her even as she felt his cock growing beneath
her.

His hands slid up to cup and fondle her
breasts as she ground herself against him, and her nipples tingled
as her breasts throbbed hotly.

“Take out my cock, slave girl,” he
ordered.

Tara felt an emotional jolt, but saw no way
to refuse. She unzipped and opened his trousers, then reached in
and pulled out his hardening cock.

“Lay it against your belly, slut. Rub it up
and down.”

Tara obeyed, her hands stroking it, rubbing
it against her abdomen and stomach.

“See how deep inside you it's gonna go?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” she squeaked.

Master! That was the key! She was a
slave girl! A slave girl wasn't immoral for she had no choice but
to obey!

She rose up, grasping his cock, guiding it to
her warm, swollen lips, then sank slowly down, moaning in helpless
pleasure as it pushed up deep into her belly.

Slave girl! I'm a slave girl! she told
herself.

She rode his cock as he sucked and licked and
chewed at her breasts, his hands racing over her body. Every time
she slid down and felt his thick cock pushing deep inside her she
felt a delicious wave of pleasure and excitement.

A black cock! A real black cock! I'm
fucking a black man! she thought excitedly.

That was so woke!

And it felt so good inside her! She rode up
and down with more and more passion, moaning as her body heated up,
as she ground her hips and rode him harder!

And when he reached down and began to rub her
clitoris the sensations redoubled, and she cried out as the orgasm
swept into a mind already sodden with liquid heat. She cried out,
arching back, jerking up to drop herself down, exulting in the feel
of his black cock spearing deep into her belly again and again!

He cursed, thrusting up into her as her
excitement pulled him over the edge, and then groaning as he came
inside her spasming pussy.

Then it was time to practice with another
man, and to ride breathlessly up and down on another hard black
cock! And then another!

*

Two nights later she was placed into the
trunk of a car, still naked and collared, gagged and blindfolded,
her wrists shackled to her ankles. She had no idea where they were
going. The only thing keeping her company was a vibrator thrust up
inside her, buzzing away.

By the time the car stopped she had already
had three orgasms, and was grinding and trembling and moaning
towards a fourth. The trunk was opened, her wrists were unlocked
from her ankles, and she was lifted out and then placed on all
fours.

“Crawl, slave.”

She moaned in confusion, then felt the pull
of the leash on her collar, and started forward. There was soon
wood under her knees and hands, and then came the sound of drums –
like jungle drums – African jungle drums.

Suddenly the leash jerked her to a halt. A
hand gripped her hair and pulled her to her feet, then forced her
head back so that her back arched. Her hands were free but she kept
them at her side, having been taught that trying to resist the
masters always brought pain.

Then a voice came over an amplifier system.
“This teenage white girl was taken captive by the Dinka people and
made into a slave,” the voice said.

Her breast was cupped and squeezed. Her
wrists were lifted up and back behind her neck, then pinned there
by a large hand. Other hands moved over her body, and she shuddered
as strong male fingers stroked along her sex.

Her legs spread almost instinctively, and
slick fingers probed, then plunged up inside her, front and back!
She moaned into the gag as she felt mouths on both breasts, sucking
and chewing. She felt hot breath on the back of her neck, then the
side of her neck as someone kissed and licked and chewed lightly
against her there, as well.

There were at least three men touching and
fondling her! Two slick fingers had pushed up inside her and were
now pumping in and out as a fat thumb stroked across her
clitoris!

“The men are amazed at how full and firm her
breasts are,” the man said.

The mouths came off her breasts, hands
squeezing them repeatedly, then returned.

“Such breasts would feed many fine sons, they
decided.”

Tara was utterly baffled about what was
happening, and why the man's voice was issuing from large speakers.
Was this some sort of story they were doing for themselves?

She gasped as heat rolled up her body, the
fingers plunging into her working skillfully as her nipples were
sucked hungrily.

“Because she is comely and has a body built
for bearing strong sons it was decided to breed her.”

She gasped beneath her blindfold. Getting
pregnant hadn't been a concern, of course, when she was having sex
with women. But she suddenly realized she'd been having unprotected
sex with men for two days! Her mind had been in such a muddled
state she had barely paused to even consider it before!

“Of course, her white skin is offensive, so
they decided that the darkest skinned man among them would breed
her so the resulting offspring will not be so ugly and pale.”

Suddenly the blindfold was removed. She
blinked her eyes rapidly in the bright light. And it was
bright! There were bright spotlights trained on her! Because she
was on a stage! Two large black men gripped her, both quite
muscular, and wearing – loincloths?

A third black man approached. He too was
large and muscular – with very, very black skin. He too wore a
loincloth, and he reached her, scowling, then slid his hand around
her throat, squeezing. The other two men released her hands and she
reached for his wrist, but then instinctively gave up, dropping her
arms.

There was no way she could do anything to
fight such a powerful man!

He pulled her forward and down onto her knees
as she rolled her eyes in confusion. Yes, they were on a large
stage, and she fought to see past the lights. They were in a small
theater with terraced seats.

Hundreds of them!

Were there people out there!?

There couldn't be! Surely not! They were just
pretending!

Suddenly the other two black men seized her
arms, forcing them up and back, as the man before her stripped away
his loincloth. He had a huge cock! It sprang up at her, pointing at
her face like a black spear, as thick as her wrist, and perhaps ten
inches long!

“First, she is required to pay homage to his
powerful black manhood,” the voice said.

One of the other men undid the strap holding
her gag in, and then pulled the gag free as the man stepped
forward, pushing the head of his cock against her mouth. She moaned
as her lips opened, then opened wider.

She had to spread her lips quite wide due to
his thick girth, and she rolled her eyes wildly out to the sides as
he pushed forward, the thick black cock sliding through her lips,
over her tongue, and then, as he gripped her head, deep into her
throat!

She had gotten awfully good at deep throating
over the past some days, but this one was so thick it made her
flinch and jerk, struggling briefly against the grip the other two
men had on her arms. The black man pushed himself remorselessly
forward, and Tara gurgled helplessly.

He buried every last inch, and held himself
in place as she trembled and shook before him. The lack of air made
her chest burn, and her head pound. Black dots began to dance
before her eyes as she felt herself starting to panic. There was no
way she could breathe around this cock!

He pulled back, and she coughed and gulped in
ragged breaths of air as he stepped back and pointed at the floor.
The other two men jerked her forward and down, putting her on her
belly on the stage, before lifting her hips up high. They put her
into the same position Zivai had, with her belly in as tight as
possible against her thighs, her hips high, and legs spread.

They wrapped rope around her wrists and tied
them firmly, then drew them forward along the stage and tied them
down. She felt other ropes encircling her legs behind the knees,
holding them wide. Then the two men got up and moved back. The very
black man with the giant cock moved forward slowly and in a stately
manner, then knelt behind her.

Tara rolled her eyes wildly, still gulping in
air even as she felt his slick cock rubbing up and down against her
pussy.

There were people out there!

She had been placed so that the audience was
on her right. Now she heard a murmur of anticipation as she felt
the pressure against her sex grow.

“Being used only to puny white men, the white
slave has difficulty accommodating a real man,” the voice said.

The mouth of her sex ached dully due to the
pressure. The ache grew and sharpened as he pushed harder,as her
opening was slowly forced in and back, and then she let out a gasp
as she felt the head pushing through.

“Oh!” she gasped.

It slid deeper, stretching out the walls of
her sex, forcing its way through the tight folds of her body as
Tara gasped more harshly. A hand reached out and seized her blonde
hair and gave it a yank, and she cried out, her head forced back.
The thick cock drove deeper.

She could feel it slowly forcing its way
through her opening, sliding deeper into her belly, inch by slow
inch.

“Now the white slave is being taken as a
woman needs to be taken by a strong man,” the voice said.

The thick cock pulled back, then pushed
forward, starting to pump. Her head was pulled back with every
thrust, her mouth opening wide in a gasp or moan.

“Yeah. Fuck that bitch,” she heard a voice
growl from the audience.

“Ram that cock into her, brother,” came
another voice.

The cock worked faster now, and the head was
forced deeper and deeper.

Tara felt her mind swimming.

“The white slave begins to moan as her new
master uses her body,” the voice said. “She has never been bred
before. But this is the first time of many to come.”

She could feel the head punching deep, giving
her a dull ache with every blow. But a dark heat was starting to
roll through her as she sank into the role of a slave girl, a
captive to her African master.

And how deliciously appropriate that would
be! she thought dazedly.

The man released her hair. Instead both hands
slid down over her shoulders, then around her throat, completely
encircling it. He held her head up and back by gripping her throat,
squeezing gently, but enough to make her gasp, to make her eyes
bulge.

He thrust harder, his cock punching deeper,
and suddenly she felt his hips against her upraised buttocks. She
felt a jolt of shock run through her, remembering the immense size
of his cock, and knowing she had every inch inside her!

His strong hands around her neck reminded her
just how utterly helpless she was, as if she needed it! She gurgled
and gasped as he drove his mighty cock into her, her body shaking
and trembling more and more violently now as his hips began to
hammer themselves against her buttocks.

His fingers loosened enough for her to cry
out at each powerful impact, at each hard thrust of his thick cock
deep inside her. She felt her mind sinking again into her animal
instincts, her eyes going glassy as she submitted to the hard,
powerful thrusting of the male behind her.

“The white slave has never known such
powerful use,” the voice said.

Tara saw a man moving in, holding a camera
before him, holding it low to look into her dazed face as the man
riding her drove himself in with hard, fast strokes. Now she was
aware of another man to her left, also holding a camera, though his
was aimed at her hips.

The man behind released her throat, seizing
her hair instead.

Crack!

He slapped her buttocks sharply.

“What are you, slut?!” he demanded in
accented English.

It was a question she had been asked many
times over the past week or more.

“I'm a white slave, Master!” she cried.

She cried out as he thrust harder still,
faster still. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she gurgled
dazedly as heat churned within her.

She could hear other voices now, from the
audience.

“Fuck her harder!”

“Yeah! Do that white slut!”

“Fuck that white pussy!”

“Drown her in come!”

The pressure grew within her, until it was
throbbing and pulsing, her heart racing even as her body shuddered
to the hard blows. And then the orgasm hit and she cried out, again
and again, her voice rising as the man continued to hammer himself
into her.

The black man thrust into her hard. Again.
Again. And then halted, buried inside her.

The Dinka warrior pours his semen down into
the helpless slave's belly,” the voice said. “So fertile are the
Dinka warriors once is usually enough to impregnate slave girls.
Now, to be sure, a plug is inserted so that none of the precious
semen can escape.”

A dazed Tara felt something thick pushed into
her pussy. It didn't feel like a dildo, but more like a hard stone.
Then it began to vibrate.

“The other, lesser warriors will not be
permitted to use her fully until it is ascertained that she is
pregnant,” the voice said. “But they may use her partially to
relieve their sexual tension.

Tara groaned as she felt pressure against her
back opening. A hand cracked against her buttocks, then her hair
was yanked back, and that cock sank down into her ass with hard,
deep thrusts, working its way in until he too was thrusting hard
and fast, his hips slapping against her buttocks.

The two cameramen moved around, recording it
while she shuddered and moaned, the vibrator having a definite
impact as the cock plunged deep into her ass.

Suddenly her dazed eyes were distracted by a
light – by a door opening at the back of the room, and enough light
came through that she realized the theater was filled with people!
It wasn't just a half dozen or a dozen! Hundreds of people were
watching!

She was stunned, but her already dazed mind
had little opportunity to cope as the vibrator continued to buzz
and the man behind rammed himself balls-deep into her ass again and
again, then began to yank back on her hair.

Her consciousness melted, and she grunted
dazedly, sinking into a dark, steamy torpor of sexual pressure and
heat, her bottom raised, her body quivering with rising pleasure
until another orgasm took her, then another, then another, as the
man finished and another took his place.

Finally, when they were finished with her,
her ankles were tied together, then as she was carried out hanging
with her wrists and ankles tied across the pole, which was held on
the shoulders of strong black men in loincloths.

She heard an awful lot of applause behind her
as they took her away.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


“Of course, you're not going to get pregnant,
you idiot slave girl,” Zivai snorted. “Your lovely body is going to
make us too much money for us to want it to change just yet. We've
been feeding you white sluts contraceptives in your water since you
arrived.”

“Wh... what was that place, Mistress?” she
dared to ask.

“A club where they put on live sex shows. You
are going to pay us reparations for our slavery white girl, through
places like that, and through our pornographic web sites. Some of
your videos are very popular.”

Tara stared at her in confusion, her jaw
dropping.

“You didn't know that we have been taking
pictures and videos of you since your arrival? You were told
earlier, by me, as a matter of fact.”

“But – .!”

“You're afraid your family will find out what
a filthy slut you are? Unless you have family in Asia that is
unlikely. We market strictly to Asia, and reject North American
ISPs.”

That was a … relief, but Tara was still
stunned by the idea that she was now some sort of internet porn
star, with the graphic videos of what she had been doing being
watched by men around the world!

“And of course, the cameras have been careful
not to get anyone else's face, or to digitize it so our faces
aren't seen. Yours is far too pretty to hide, though,” she said
with a smirk.

She spoke as Tara crawled along beside her,
leashed. They came to the room with the pole, and Tara practiced
her pole dancing again, this time in front of over a dozen people,
then gave lap dances. After that she was taken to a bedroom and her
wrists tied to the headboard.

A black woman knelt over her head, grinding
her pussy into her mouth as Tara licked frantically. Another black
woman knelt between her legs, her own pussy straddling Tara's
thigh, grinding her pussy against the white girl's own soft,
swollen sex.

When the two black women left a black man
entered, lifted her legs onto his shoulder, and thrust down hard,
fucking her steadily for long minutes before finishing and
leaving.

Then she was put to work scrubbing floors,
and then changing sheets on the beds. While doing that a man came
in and bent her over the bed, taking her from behind. She helped
make and serve lunch, after that. Afterward, she and Hannah put on
a show, grinding their pussies together around a double-headed
dildo while half a dozen women watched.

Afterward, the two blondes knelt to lick the
pussies of one woman after another before getting to work
downstairs doing laundry. While she was doing that a man came in,
bent her over, and sodomized her. Then came dinner, then more
cleaning, then more pole dancing and lap dancing

She was judged to be not performing with
enough enthusiasm, so was hung from her widely spread ankles, and
then flogged all over her body. A big dildo and an even bigger
vibrator were then plunged into her to drive her to multiple
orgasms before she was brought to her cage to sleep.

Several days passed like this before she was
given clothes to wear. Tara had lost track of how many days she had
been at the chateau, how many days since she had last worn any
clothing at all. It felt... weird... putting on the lacy,
see-through bra and thong, and even more strange wearing the little
kilt, knee socks, shoes, white blouse and blazer.

She was driven away again, this time to a
strip club. It was a special club, though, catering almost entirely
to black men.

Tara had practiced dancing to the same music
a number of times, but never with clothes on, and never with so
many men watching! She wasn't nearly as embarrassed as she once
would have been, of course, but was still extremely anxious and
nervous, not to mention self-conscious, especially given the orders
Zivai, who had accompanied her, had given her.

The music she was to dance to had several
sudden, dramatic pauses, during which she had been taught to arch
her back, glare out at her audience and say “I hate niggers!” in a
loud and determined voice.

She wasn't at all sure how well that would go
over here!

That was added to the anxiety she felt about
dancing in clothes, stripping in front of dozens and dozens and
dozens of strange men, and the wild cauldron of confusion which
filled her mind.

She accepted the idea of reparations, of
course, and accepted her guilt and racist shame. She fully accepted
being punished. But she was... confused and anxious about stripping
in public! Not to mention if she was collecting money to pay for
reparations, should she be collecting it from Black men!? That
didn't seem to make much sense!

Of course, it wasn't like she had much choice
if she was a slave girl. But then again, how long was she to be a
slave girl? Hadn't it already been a week? Shouldn't she be heading
back to school? It had been difficult to keep track of the days
since it wasn't like she was reading newspapers or watching TV or
even had access to her phone. Nor had she slept at regular
intervals. But surely she'd been here too long!

She was pushed out onto the stage, and gulped
anxiously, dancing in time to the music, like she'd done before.
She swung around the pole, nervously looking at all the black men
watching her. She rolled her hips and pranced around the stage,
then the music halted, and she posed and looked out, feeling her
pulse racing.

“I hate niggers!” she cried.

She flung her arms back to send the blazer
over her shoulders, where it slid down her arms to the ground. Then
she pranced back to the pole while the men stared, some of them
scowling. She rolled her hips, and licked her lips, and let the
skirt fall to her ankles while posing.

“I hate niggers!” she exclaimed.

There were angry mutterings now that made her
nervous as she pranced and swung, and then peeled her shirt open to
drop it off, saying the N-word again.

She was more nervous, she realized, about
saying such an awful word than she was about stripping!

Removing her bra and letting her breasts drop
free sent a jolt through her psyche as all the men growled
hungrily, even as she posed and repeated her insult.

She was actually feeling better the fewer
clothes she had on. She was relieved to finally be naked again,
rolling her hips, bending over, spreading her legs, sliding her
hands up and over her full breasts and through her hair.

And of course, posing and saying “I hate
niggers!”

After the song she went backstage. Zivai put
her collar and shackles on, then she went down to a small room to
give lap dances. There she had to address each of the men as
master.

They were not particularly friendly to her.
In fact, they called her nasty names while she ground herself
against them, roughly groping her, squeezing her breasts and
bottom, and looking at her through hooded eyes.

Despite her insults, though, it seemed like
there was a nearly endless number of men who wanted her to give
them lap dances so they could grope and insult her. Tara wasn't
sure men were actually allowed to touch dancers in a strip club,
but didn't know what the rules were in this one, and was too
submissive to protest.

She would have preferred to have had sex with
them, because that might have helped make it up to them and assuage
their anger. But Zivai had been very clear that she was not to do
that. So she suffered under the glares and sneers and insults and
rough pawing and groping of man after man.

Which... began to arouse her.

It was what she deserved, after all, for
saying such a horrible word, for being so racist and bigoted. She
didn't blame them at all.

But her sense of being a helpless martyred
victim was tied firmly to her sexuality by now, leading to a
masochistic eroticism which made her quiver and thrum with energy
the more she was mistreated or abused.

A number of men pinched her nipples sharply.
Others slapped her buttocks stingingly. Others jerked back on her
hair to make her back arch, cursing her excitedly. She suffered it
all meekly, as being only her due.

But her pussy throbbed and the first man who
thrust his fingers into her found it warm and wet. He masturbated
her to orgasm fairly easily, sneering at her as he did.

Apparently word got out after that, and every
man who came in thrust his fingers into her and masturbated her to
orgasm, amused at how easy it was, sneering at her as a whore and a
slut, teeth gleaming as they made her come again and again.

She was exhausted by the time Zivai brought
her back to the chateau. There, she was washed, then put in her
cage for the night. Then, the next morning, she was given her
clothes and driven back to the university.

But Professor Olowe made it clear things were
going to change for her.

“You will be given an A for my classes,” she
said. “The same for several others. You need not attend nor do
assignments.”

“Your time will be better used elsewhere.
Further learning humility while contributing to reparations for
black America.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said almost
automatically.

“You will not call me Mistress around others,
but Professor,” Olowe said. “Except when I tell you otherwise. In
place of the classes you will go to the front of the building and
get into a black car. This car will take you to a house on the edge
of the campus. There you will submit to the orders of whoever
arrives to make use of your slut body. Is this understood?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress. I mean, Professor!” she
gulped.

“If you fail to please them you will be
severely punished. Severely,” Olowe growled.

“You will also be picked up after classes on
Friday, and on Saturday and Sunday. Do you understand, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress! I mean, Professor!”

“What are you, slut?”

“I am a white slave, Mistress!”

“Do not ever forget it, slut. You will bow
your head whenever you meet a black man or woman, speak softly, and
obey any orders you are given. Is this understood?”

“Yes, Professor!”

“What are you?”

“I am a white slave, Mistress!”

“Exactly. You are owned property and you will
obey orders. Your body belongs to the black race and may be used in
any manner any Black person wishes. You will never disagree with a
black man or woman, nor will you refuse any request or order they
make. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

*

Tara returned to school, finally. She wore a
black choker with an O-ring at all times, everywhere she went, to
remind her that whether she had a collar on or not, she was a
slave. She also wore short skirts and no panties so that her body
would be more easily available to any black man who wanted to make
use of it.

She had virtually no time to herself now.
When she wasn't doing live sex shows or at the strip club or in
classes she was cleaning the bathrooms and doing the laundry of
black students, or running errands for them – or surrendering her
body for their use.

Once she was on an outside stairway when a
black man passed her on the turn. He grabbed her arm, turned her
and pushed her against the railing to bend her over, then lifted
her skirt and thrust himself into her.

Tara submitted to this obediently, gasping
and moaning as the man fucked her, as his hands tore open her
blouse and roughly kneaded her breasts. She had no idea who he was.
She had never seen him before, but she knew she must submit.

Another time she was walking on the sidewalk,
doing an errand for a black girl who lived in the dorm room next to
her when a car pulled to the curb.

“Get in, slut,” the black man there
ordered.

She obeyed. There were four black men in the
car. The two in back fondled and groped her, tearing off her
clothes as they drove her to a small house. There the four men took
turns using her until they were done.

Many of the black students seemed to have
been given copies of the key to her dorm room, and would enter at
any time, including when she was asleep, to use her body.

One black man pulled her out of her dorm room
by the hair – naked, forcing her to stumble along the public
corridor – mercifully empty at that time of the night, and then
into the stairwell. He made her grasp a pipe overhead, then used
his belt on her bottom until it was burning hot.

Then he sodomized her.

She had no idea who he was.

It didn't matter.

It was what she deserved.

After a week of working at the black strip
club she was moved to a much more upscale club. This one was almost
entirely white. Tara was confused by this but Olowe was very clear.
It was best for the reparations to the Black slave community to
come from white men.

She worked long hours at the strip club,
doing lap dances for white men. But it was... frustrating! This was
an upscale club, which meant the men weren't allowed to touch her
body. And the more she ground herself against them the more aroused
she became!

Since she worked long hours there that meant
a lot of sexual frustration!

Fortunately, there was almost always some men
visiting her once she got home to her dorm room. The only problem
was that she had to fight hard not to scream out with the intensity
of her orgasms. She was already getting a reputation as a slut,
after all.

Then as the summer approached Olowe told her
to inform her family she was joining the peace corps and was going
overseas to Africa to help the poor children.

The next day she was taken back to the
theater where she sometimes performed live sex shows. This time she
stood before a much smaller crowd, hands behind her neck, back
arched, legs apart as a man spoke of her excellent body, and
obedience, and skill in sex.

She obeyed his every command, dropping to her
knees to deep throat him, laying back to display herself to the
crowd, masturbating for them, and posing in various graphic
ways.

And then the audience began to call out
numbers, like at an auction.

Tara felt a surge of dark hunger and
electricity as she realized this was an auction, a slave auction!
Not that she actually believed it was more than role-playing. But
it didn't matter. She felt a rush of martyred excitement as she
imagined herself a helpless victim of slavery, just like those poor
African women who had been shipped to America and auctioned on a
stage!

A man in an Arab robe and headdress “bought”
her, and then she was led backstage, her wrists locked together
behind her back.

The man came in, and she behaved like a
perfect slave girl, satisfying his sexual needs, and coming twice
as she was taken hard and fast. But then, of course, she went back
to school to continue.

She finished her year, though, and then flew
to Africa to join the Peace Corps and help make up for the damage
white people had done there. She was met by a large car, and then,
instead of being driven to a dorm room, was driven across the
tarmac to another, smaller airplane.

Once inside she saw the man who had 'bought'
her earlier.

“Strip, slave,” he ordered.

He wasn't black, but on the other hand, he
was brown, and he had 'bought' her. Tara had a few moments of
confusion, but then obediently stripped naked, and allowed herself
to be collared and shackled.

“Now attend to me, Jew,” he growled, jerking
her down onto her knees and forward between his legs.

Tara obeyed, sucking and licking and sliding
her mouth and throat up and down his cock until he came. Afterward
he gagged her, then put a Muslim burka over her body which also
covered her face.

When the plane landed she was driven for some
distance before passing through a guarded gate, and then to a
large, palatial residence. Two men took her through the corridors
and through several guarded doors until she found herself in a
garden with a pool.

The men left, and a woman, an Arabic woman
looked at her, then stripped off the burka.

“So,” she said. “We have a filthy Jew as a
slave now. Well, perhaps it is fitting. We will give you the
angriest of men so they can take out their anger on you.”

The men here were harsher with her than the
Black men, but that only ground it deeper into her mind that she
was a slave, and that she deserved to be nothing more. Over the
months which followed she was whipped, strapped, flogged, caned and
spanked many times, and her body used by men and women alike day
after day.

But she never stopped feeling thrilled in her
own status as a victim, as a slave, or feeling a delicious, sensual
heat at every cruel thing done to her. Her orgasms came more often,
if anything, and became more intense.

She had found her natural calling – as a
slave. And at least, she was free of the guilt of white
privilege.

 


END
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	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













