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It was a large and beautifully furnished
basement. There was room for a pool table, a bar, a fireplace and
set of sofas. There was also a full sized bathroom. The ceiling was
higher than normal, and dry-walled, with pot-lights, not like those
cheap drop ceiling panels in older basements.

And it was empty, and had been empty for some
time, since they'd built the addition on the house, in fact, and
moved the pool table up there. Those were in better times, though,
before Charles lost his job. Oh, he'd found another, but not at
quite the same salary, and things just kept getting more
expensive.

It only made sense to get some use out of the
basement, especially since it had an outside exit. So Charles
replaced the bar with a small kitchen, put a lock on the door which
led upstairs, and then looked for a tenant, perhaps a college
student, whose rent would help reinforce his income.

*

He looked pretty nerdy. That was Amy's
observation of the guy her father showed the downstairs too. He
spoke quietly, carried a book bag over his shoulder, and had Harry
Potter glasses on his nose. He wasn't exactly the kind of guy she
had hoped would wind up living with them.

Well, not living with them, in that sense. He
would be downstairs, behind a locked door. Of course, the door only
locked on this side. And her father had put a narrow corridor in
from the bottom of the stairs leading to the furnace room, store
room and laundry room. So there would be another locked door for
the 'tenant'.

A college boy, she thought, with equal parts
sneer and jealousy. She had no intention of going to college.
School was boring! She hated having to sit still and listen to old
people drone on about junk she hadn't the slightest interest in!
And so far, she hadn't found anything she did have interest
in, except boys, and dancing, and clothes.

She worked at Denny's, which wasn't a great
job, but it was a job, and it left her days free to watch TV or go
to the mall and hang out with her friends, at least, the ones that
hadn't gone to college and didn't have jobs.

Her father was a business analyst. She wasn't
entirely sure what that was except it sounded mind numbingly
boring. Her mother sold real estate. That seemed marginally more
interesting, but you had to be nice to people and persuade them to
buy something or else you got nothing.

The upside was they made enough money to buy
a nice house with a pool. Of course, since her brother and sister
had gone off to university the place seemed kind of empty. That was
one of the reasons her dad had decided to rent out the basement, of
course.

It would have been cool if he'd rented it out
to some really hot, sexy guy, but she supposed that was always too
much to hope for. Then again, they'd probably just be snobs,
whoever they were, looking down at her for not going to
college.

They came back upstairs, but she made no
effort to edge closer. The guy was wearing a sweater with the
collar peaking out above. She made a face. What a dork!

“Ah, Darrell, this is my daughter Amy,” he
said jovially.

She sighed as her father insisted on leading
the dork over to her. She stepped down the stairs indulgently. She
would be polite anyway. It wasn't like he was bad looking, really.
He had decent shoulders on him. And he was a Black guy. She'd never
actually had anything to do with Black guys. She'd gone to a
private school and there weren't any there.

“Hi!” he said, holding out his hand. “Great
to meet you!”

“Uh, hi,” she said, shaking his hand
doubtfully.

“Amy is working in a restaurant for now. She
just graduated from high school and hasn't decided what she wants
to do with her life,” her father said with a sigh.

Amy shrugged, while nerdy Darrell smiled and
nodded. “Well, university isn't for everyone,” he said. “There are
a lot of jobs out there which are rewarding and don't require
further education.”

What did he mean by that, she thought in
irritation. University wasn't for everyone? Who wasn't it for?
Dummies? Did he think he was smarter than her? He couldn't even
manage to dress himself!

Her father led him to the front door and she
rolled her eyes, then went back upstairs. Not much chance things
were going to be less dull because of this guy!

*

“You got the place?”

“Fuckin' A!” Darrell said, giving Leon a high
five.

“A white family rented a room to a nigger
boy?”

“Leon, all you gotta do is act white and
they'll love you,” Darrell said with a grin.

He changed his voice, and then pulled the
glasses out of his pocket and put them on. Leon laughed and pointed
at them. “Where the fuck you get those?”

“I purchased them at a retail establishment,
Leon,” Darrell said in a soft voice which articulated ever
word.

“You don't wear glasses, bitch.”

“I'm aware of that, Leon,” Darrell said.
“However, they do give me a properly intellectual look.”

“Uh huh.”

“It's a nice place,” he said, taking off the
unneeded glasses. “Big, got a fucking fireplace.”

“No shit?”

“And got this little blonde girl upstairs
named Amy who I am going to cream on till she's fucking drowning in
it.”

Leon laughed. “She all that?”

“She's all that, man! Nice tits, nice ass,
sweet lips that I know have never been wrapped around no nigger
cock. I'm gonna pop that cherry, and every other cherry that little
bitch has! I'm gonna fuck that tight ass, and fuck that pretty
mouth and fuck her tight little pussy!”

“I get seconds on that, man?” Leon asked with
a grin.

“Sure! I'm gonna turn that bitch out,
man!”

Leon laughed and shook his head.

“Well, this place sure sounds better than the
dorm.”

“Fuck the dorm. Fuck everyone in the
dorm.”

“You already done that, at least the
girls.”

Darrell smirked. He'd had more than his share
of success, that was true. Especially among the white girls, for
whom he was something of a novelty. He'd been a lot of freshmen
girls' first Black guy, and probably their last. But that was okay,
there were always more freshmen coming in.

But he'd broken the rules a few too many
times, made too much noise, had his friends crashing over too
often, got caught with the smell, if not the actual substance of
marijuana in his room, not to mention beer and whiskey, and mouthed
off to the staff too often. So he was being booted out.

That turned out to be a good thing, though.
This place was way nicer, and only about five minutes walk off
campus! It did cost more, that was true, but he would manage that,
one way or another. It had been a couple of years since he'd dealt
drugs, but he knew where he could get some grass cheap, and there
were always lots of customers on campus.

Maybe that Amy chick would like some. Oh,
sure, what he said to Leon was bravado, but he sure wouldn't mind
tearing off a piece of that white bitch. He doubted it would happen
if he was dressed like he was today, of course, but he didn't plan
on dressing like that much. As for the glasses, he'd keep those and
the goofy sweater for any future dealings with his new
landlord.

*

It was the music which drew her attention.
Amy was home alone, as she often was during the day. That was
usually a chance to slouch on the sofa and surf through all the
channels on the seventy inch flat screen mounted to the wall.

When the deep bass thumping started up she
blinked in surprise, then annoyance. It was coming from the new
college boy in the basement, and it was hip hop. She made a face.
At least it wasn't opera or something. Still, it was kind of loud.
It would drive her father nuts, she thought in amusement. He
loathed hip-hop.

She turned up the sound and flicked through
more channels for a bit, then decided to go see what nerd boy had
done with the room. She had an excuse, after all. She got up,
unlocked the basement door, and made her way down the carpeted
stairs, the music getting louder the further down she got.

At the foot of the stairs was a narrow
corridor now, going right, to where the storage room, laundry,
furnace, and the door which led out to the back yard were. The new
door was right in front of her, and made of glass panels, with a
curtain across them.

She knocked firmly on the glass, keeping an
insouciant look on her face. She was definitely not impressed by
college boys, after all, especially nerds.

He pulled open the door and grinned at
her.

“Hey, babe,” he said in a high voice she
hardly heard over the music.

He turned his back on her and went back
inside, and she followed, a bit surprised at his appearance. He was
just wearing a tank top with no arms, and jeans. And his arms
looked very nicely toned too. He wasn't wearing the goofy glasses,
either.

The music turned way down as she looked
around, and he came back from the computer on the desk.

“Amy, right?” he said.

“Yeah,” she said. “I don't think my dad is
going to be too happy if you play your music that loudly.”

“I figured I was alone in the house,” he
said.

“I work evenings.”

The place looked pretty nice, she thought
grudgingly. There was a black leather sofa and chair by the
fireplace, and a flat screen sitting off to the side. Darrell had
apparently been sitting at a table in the corner where the computer
was, for some papers and a book were open there.

“Playing hooky from school?” she asked.

He grinned and shook his head. “Nah, classes
are at different times, and I got some spares in places. My next
class ain't for a couple of hours. So where you work, baby?”

She raised her eyebrows a bit at the 'baby'
but he really did look kind of... cute.

“Denny's” she sighed.

“Denny's? Why the fuck you work there?”

“Because they offered.”

He laughed. “Shit, babe. You ain't getting no
tips at fuckin' Denny's. You need to get into one of them places
with the little kilts and the tight tops, you know.”

He rubbed his fingers together. “Middle aged
guys give you big tips if you got nice legs and decent boobs. And
yours look pretty decent.”

She flushed at the compliment, not
displeased.

“I don't think I want old guys staring at me
all the time.”

“Baby, old guys gonna stare wherever you go,
and young guys too,” he said with a grin which made her blush
again. “Might as well get paid for it.”

He reached out and slid his fingers briefly
through the hair which hung past her shoulders.

“Hot blonde chick like you make big tips,” he
said with a certainty.

“Yeah, maybe,” she said, flattered, but also
a bit uncomfortable.

“Baby, if there's one thing I know, it's
guys. And guys, let me tell you, will do just about anything to
look at hot chicks, especially in tiny little skirts,” he said.

“You think I'm hot?” she asked with a
smirk.

“I got eyes, baby,” he said, letting his move
up and down her body appreciatively. “Bet you look good out by that
pool in a bikini.”

Amy snorted, but felt a little flutter in her
stomach. He really wasn't bad looking at all! And those arms
looked... nice.

“You must work out,” she said, though she
blushed right after blurting it out.

He grinned and made a muscle, drawing his
fist up and squeezing it. Then he reached out and took her hand,
placing it on his bare bicep and stroking it back and forth.

“Man gotta be strong, baby, gotta be able to
protect what's his,” he said.

“You do, like sports?”

“I'm not tall enough to be on the basketball
team if that's what you mean, and don't got enough steroids to be
on the football team. But I do some weights and shit.”

He lifted his tank-top and brought her hand
down to his stomach, stroking it there.

Amy gasped, and instinctively tried to jerk
her hand back, flushing even more at the smoothly muscled heat of
his black skin. She succeeded in pulling her hand free on the
second try and frowned at him, though her stomach was fluttering
much more now.

“You work out?”

She shrugged and made a face.

“Yeah, I know, it's boring, right?”

“Kind of.”

“Let me show you, something, baby.”

He led her over to the computer and brought
up a picture. It was a picture of a girl wearing sweat pants and a
sweatshirt, standing on a ladder with paint brush in her hand,
apparently doing touchups along the crown molding near the ceiling.
Except whoever took the picture had persuaded her to lift her shirt
up over her face, baring herself from her low slung pants to above
her breasts.

And she wasn't wearing a bra!

“Look at those abs, baby,” Darrell said,
running his finger along her stomach and abdomen. “Just the perfect
amount of muscle!

“Right, you put her on your desktop wallpaper
because of her abs,” she said sarcastically.

“Oh yeah, well, perfect boobs too,” he said
with an easy grin. “But yours look about the same size. You work
out and you build up your chest muscles as well as your abs. You
could have this body, babe.”

Amy blushed again and walked away from the
half naked girl on the computer, looking at the little kitchen, and
then at the bed in the far corner, with the dresser against the
wall.

“Well, you better find something quieter to
work out to or my dad will be booting you out of here,” she said,
headed for the door.

“Yeah, I know. Old white guys ain't into
hip-hop,” he said. “What about you, baby?”

She shrugged, turning at the door. “Some of
it.”

“You dance, baby?” he asked, grinning,
sliding his hands up and down her arms at her sides.

“Sometimes.”

She felt that little flutter rising
again.

Then his hands slid off her arms and around
behind her, sliding down her back to pull her in against him! She
gasped, grasping his arms as his hands gripped her buttocks and
squeezed.

“You and me, I bet we can dance the night
away,” he said.

She twisted free, sniffing. “In your dreams,
maybe,” she said.

“You better believe that, baby,” he said with
a broad grin.

Amy went back upstairs and closed the door,
then locked it.

That certainly hadn't turned out the way
she'd expected! Darrell was... not the nerdy boy she'd thought he
was at all. Where were his glasses and his soft little voice? He
wasn't exactly shy either! He had sure made his interests
clear!

Maybe it would be interesting with him in the
house, after all! Though it could be a little dangerous, too. What
would it be like having sex with a Black guy, she wondered. Her
father was very liberal, but he'd still made sure his kids went to
a private school, not the public school. Supposedly that was for a
better quality of education, but it was sure true there were way
less minorities there.

She went back to the TV, considering that,
toying with the idea of sleeping with this Darrell guy – if he
turned out to be okay. On the plus side, none of her friends would
know a thing. Whatever he bragged about it wouldn't be to anyone
she knew. On the minus side, she knew very little about him. Of
course, he was going to college, so it wasn't like he was some kind
of dangerous gang member type.

Her mind passed onto his advice to go work at
someplace like a pub where the girls had short skirts. It probably
would pay a lot better in tips. It was just that she'd never really
done that sort of thing, shown off her body for people. Oh, she
dressed nice on dates, of course, and it wasn't like she was a
virgin.

Not exactly anyway. She'd lost her virginity
to her boyfriend Robert just last year. It had been in another
basement, in fact, at his parents place. It wasn't exactly like a
romance, and it wasn't exactly a wonderful experience. It was more
of an obligation after the prom.

It had been okay, at best. And the next
couple of times they'd done it it had been a little better. But it
only lasted like three or four minutes so she didn't really have a
lot of opportunity to get really worked up about it. Her friend
Andrea said her boyfriend was way better and had this thing he did
with her tongue – .

But Robert thought oral sex was gross, at
least, performing it on girls was gross. Girls performing it on him
was another thing. He was a selfish prick, which was one of the
reasons she'd dumped him.

She wondered if Darrell did oral sex...
Probably. Those black people were sex maniacs. He'd probably had a
ton of sex already, even though he only looked a couple of years
older than her. He could probably teach her a lot of stuff Robert
had never even dreamed of in that department.

That thought filled her with considerable
interest, though there was anxiety too. He would probably think she
knew nothing, like she was some ignorant virgin or something. She
didn't like to be thought of as a little girl, and often had due to
her elfin features and slender body.

*

Amy didn't hear the thumping for the next
couple of days, not even a little bit. She wasn't sure if that
meant he wasn't there or that he was being very quiet. Then, the
next day, she heard it again, though it wasn't as loud as it had
the day she'd gone down there to 'complain'.

As it happened, she was bored. There was
nothing on TV. She considered going down, but for what? To complain
about the noise even though he'd lowered it? Besides, she didn't
trust him. His hands had sure moved around a lot her first
visit.

Then she had an idea which made her stomach
flutter again. So he had spares between classes? That meant he was
probably going to go to class soon. The only way to do that was to
go out the back door and walk to the gate.

Amy was already darting upstairs to her room.
Her stomach fluttered even more as she flipped through her bikinis,
then stripped and pulled on the black one. It hung low on her hips,
and had a triangle top, which while reasonably modest, didn't do a
lot to conceal her assets up top.

She looked at herself in the mirror and made
a face as she ran her hand down along her stomach. It was flat, but
there was definitely no sign of any muscular development there.
Probably because she didn't have any.

Maybe Darrell was right and she should
exercise. Her father had even built an exercise room in the new
addition. But it was so boooring!

She brushed out her hair, thinking about how
he'd slid his fingers through it, grabbed a towel, some lotion, a
drink and a book, had hurried downstairs, then outside and out to
the pool. She glanced over her shoulders, feeling that fluttery
sensation in her belly again as she glanced at the basement door.
But there was no sign of Darrell.

She hurriedly put everything down and set
herself up on a chaise lounge by the pool, then lay down, tilting
the chair so she would be able to see the house from the corner of
her eye just by turning her head a little bit.

She turned on the radio, which was set to a
pop station, not hip-hop, considered changing it, then decided
against it. Then, her heart beating a little faster, she picked up
her book and pretended to read. Well, she did read, really. There
wasn't a lot else to do, after all. But she kept flicking her eyes
over to the left in case Darrell was coming out of the basement
door.

She felt a swirly tension in her belly,
though out here in the bright sunshine she felt perfectly safe.
True, the back yard was quite private, with the the high fences and
hedges, but even so, it wasn't like he would do anything nasty
here. He was their tenant, after all. It wasn't like he could run
away afterward!

She occupied her time with imagining all
sorts of things which might happen, most of them fanciful and
unlikely, and the little knot of tension stayed in her belly as she
nervously sipped from her coke and glanced at the pool. She was
getting hot, and wanted a dip, but that would totally screw up her
hair!

She picked up the lotion and spread it over
her body again, and almost missed the door opening and Darrell
climbing up the stairs. But his head turned towards the pool almost
at once, and he did notice her there. She caught a flicker of
movement out of the corner of her eye, then resolutely turned her
head away, pretending not to notice.

“Must be nice to just sit around all day by
the pool,” he said.

She flushed and rolled her head around to
look up at him.

“Some of us work for a living,” she said.

“Yeah, I can see how hard,” he said with a
grin.

“I'll be working this evening while you're
watching TV,” she replied.

“Want any help putting on that suntan
lotion?”

“No thank you,” she said dryly.

“Wouldn't want that pretty white skin to get
too brown.”

She frowned. Was that some kind of racial
thing?

“I'm trying to get a bit of a tan, actually,”
she said.

“Just a bit,” he said, holding up his fingers
an inch apart.

“Too much tan doesn't look good with my
hair,” she sniffed, looking at the pool instead of him.

Then there was a sound., and she cocked her
head up. The smartphone in his hand made the same sound and her
mouth dropped open as she scrambled to her feet.

“Hey!”

“Just taking a picture to show all my friends
at school,” he said.

“You can't do that!” She jumped up from the
lounger.

“Why? It's just a picture. It's not like
you're naked or anything, though it'd be better if you were naked.
Want to lift your bikini at least?”

Amy gulped, crossing her arms over her
breasts, and he laughed softly. She flushed a bit, with the way his
eyes looked her up and down, and felt that little squirming tension
in her stomach again.

“People's colors don't matter to me, you
know,” she said uncertainly as he put the phone away.

“No? That's good,” he said. “Maybe you'd like
to kiss a Black man, then.”

He stepped forward and slid his hands around
her, even though that would get them slick with the oil on her
body.

“I didn't say – !”

He kissed her, just like that! Amy's eyes
widened, and she instinctively tried to pull back, even though
after her initial shock she felt her heard beating faster and that
little pulsing knot in her belly sliding lower. But his hands were
sliding up and down her back and holding her in place, and his lips
slid in more firmly, his tongue caressing her.

Then his hands slid down onto her bottom and
squeezed it through her swimsuit! She felt another jolt, and again
instinctively jerked back, but his hands slid up along her back
again, easing her concern.

But then they slid down again, and this time
they slid right into her suit to caress her bare buttocks!

Amy gasped and pulled her head away.

“Hey!” she gulped, trying to pull back.

“You have really soft skin, baby,” he said,
fingers sliding up and down across her round bottom.

“I'm not – !” Amy wasn't sure what she was
going to say.

His right hand pushed down the cleft of her
buttocks as he pulled her in against his body again, and this time
his slick fingers slid right down and in under her buttocks so that
she felt the fingers caressing the narrow line of her sex!

“Knew you shaved,” he said with a grin.

She twisted free, blushing hotly, and backing
away as he chuckled in amusement.

“I like that,” he assured her. “Get less hair
in my mouth when I'm eating.”

“Y-You wish!” she gulped, scowling, and
putting the lounge chair between him and her.

“Yeah, I do. But I gotta go to school.”

He walked just past her to where the little
shower was attached to a post, then rinsed his hands under it
before picking up her towel and wiping them dry.

“I'll see you later, gorgeous,” he said,
heading for the gate.

Amy watched him go, heart thumping. God, he
had just pushed his hand right into her bottoms and felt her up!
What gall! They hadn't even had a date or anything!

He left and she looked down at herself, then
ran her hands down her body. She slid her hand through the
waistband of her panties, and let her fingers slid down along the
neat line of her sex, remembering the shocking feel of his fingers
there as she felt a wild, dark thrumming energy between her
legs.
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“Nice looking babe,” Jeff said, looking at
the pictures on the phone.

“Yeah, and the softest skin, right down to
her shaved pussy.”

“You sure do work fast, man,” Leon said.

They were sitting at a table in the cafeteria
eating lunch as Leon and Jeff looked at the two pictures he'd
taken.

“Looks like nice tits on her,” Leon said.

“Yeah. Won't be long till I have them in my
hands man.”

“Get some pictures for us.”

“Pictures? Man, I'll pimp this bitch out to
you. How much you pay to fuck this hot little blonde?”

The two men grinned and laughed.

“Nigger, you owe me enough money I should get
her free,” Jeff said.

Jeff was a tall third year engineering
student who was a reserve player on the basketball team. His skin
was so dark it made the other two men seem light skinned by
comparison.

“Maybe I'll use her to pay off that money,”
Darrell said with a grin.

“You gotta get her first, bitch,” Leon
said.

“Yeah, yeah, it's happening man, don't worry.
This little slut is mine! I got my hands on that bare ass and soon
I'll get my cock inside it!”

*

Amy had finally gotten her dip in the pool,
her mind occupied with the way Darrell had touched her and kissed
her, the thrumming in her lower belly rising so that, in a feat of
daring, she stripped completely to swim naked in the pool.

The thought of him returning unexpectedly was
both terrifying and deliciously hot, and it continued to keep her
lower belly thrumming hotly until she finally climbed out of the
pool, daringly walked naked to the shower, rinsed herself off, then
went back inside.

But that wasn't enough. She went upstairs
naked and took a shower, her mind filled with wicked thoughts about
Darrell and her, and what he might do to her. She went back to her
bedroom, just as naked, still gripped by the thrilling fear of
discovery. It was less upstairs, of course. The door was locked and
her parents wouldn't be home for hours.

But then she had a wicked thought, and, still
naked, trotted down the stairs. Her heart beat faster, though there
was no reason to think Darrell might have returned. She unlocked
the basement door, then tentatively eased down the stairs, her ears
alert to the slightest sound.

She made her way down the stairs to the door
of his room, then tried the knob. It was unlocked! She gasped and
hurried over to the door to the outside, made sure there was no
sign of him, then, heart pounding like a drum, went into his part
of the basement to look around.

Naked!

The thought of him catching her like that
made her mind squirm wildly, made her pussy thrum with energy, and
had her nipples as hard as pebbles. Of course, it also filled her
with anxiety and tension. As hot as the thought was of being caught
like this she would have been mortified!

She padded around the room, examined his
books, then went over and lay down on the bed, imagining she was
there with him. She sat up and a sound made her yelp and run to the
door! She closed it quickly and sped upstairs, then up to the
second floor.

But it was nothing.

God, she thought, heart pounding. Imagine if
he caught me there naked!

She went into the bathroom and posed for
herself, sliding her hands up her body, up under her breasts,
squeezing them up and out as if he were watching. She slid her
hands up through her hair, arching her back, sliding her tongue
along her lower lip. He'd get a huge erection, she was sure!

Being the youngest of three, Amy had been
teased mercilessly since as long as she could remember. That was
one of the reasons why she had never tried to bring home any sex
toys for fear her nosy brother or sister would find them wherever
she hid them. She'd have been humiliated! And she was quite sure
they'd have taken great delight in producing it in front of others
too!

But she'd found a substitute, and her own
unusual method of exploring the pleasure of sexuality. It involved
a broom, and golf balls.

Now, with her nipples tingling and the hunger
spreading through her body to the point she was slightly breathy,
she pulled out the broom, pulled a chair over so that its back was
two feet or so from the counter, and laid the broom across it. Then
came the strip of leather. It was a foot long and a foot wide. It
had been part of a sofa they'd tossed out.

Now she wrapped it around the stick, then
used masking tape on either end to hold it in place. She was almost
ready.

She kept the golf balls in the bottom of a
box in her closet. She had even been golfing a time or two with her
father, which was where she had gotten them, so no one would be
suspicious if they turned up.

Her fingers stroked up and down the neat line
of her sex, and she could feel her lips were already swollen and
warm. She sank a finger into her pussy, breathing more heavily, and
felt her moisture, then straddled the now horizontal
broomstick.

She placed the first ball against herself,
then let her weight slowly down, letting the ball push against the
narrow stick, letting it be forced slowly through the lips of her
sex and up inside her. She moaned as the ball was forced into the
mouth of her sex, then deeper, as she lowered herself further.

Then it was entirely inside, as she closed
her eyes, clutching the stick before her and jamming her sex down
hard against it. She moaned softly, grinding back and forth heavily
against it, breathing becoming more ragged as she leaned forward
and let her clitoris rub against it!

She pushed herself up and then put a second
ball in place, groaning as she sank slowly down and it pushed up
inside her! A third followed, and she was beginning to fill
deliciously filled inside as she ground herself up and down along
the broomstick.

Her face became distorted, and thighs
clutched tightly around the stick as she lifted her feet off the
floor. She grunted with effort, her hands clutched tightly before
her and ground herself back and forth against the leather, leaning
further forward as the sexual heat deepened.

She eased up, feet coming back to the floor,
then put a fourth ball in place. She sank down, moaning as it
pushed up inside. She felt wonderfully full! But a fifth golf ball
followed! She ached as she leaned in against the broom stick and
rode her now swollen clitoris up and down along its length!

She pressed harder and harder, and faster and
faster, the lips of her sex forced aside as the narrow
leather-covered stick pushed up into her sideways, and then the
orgasm hit and she cried out in release, head thrown back as the
shock-wave of pleasure rippled through her and set her mind
spinning!

*

Nothing happened for the next two days, which
frustrated Amy to no end. She caught only one brief glimpse of him
heading up the street, and had no opportunity to speak to him at
all, let alone flirt with him.

But then the next day she was startled as she
was about to enter the house by him coming out from around the
side. It was after eleven at night, and the street was dark and
quiet.

“Hey, babe,” he said

She gasped and whirled.

“You startled me,” she said accusingly.

“Sorry, beautiful,” he said with a grin.
“Nice outfit.”

She snorted. She was just getting home from
work and was wearing her blue Denny's shirt and black pants.

“You ride on the bus like that?” he
asked.

“The restaurant is only a few blocks up,” she
said.

“Walking is good exercise,” he said. “Not as
good as pole dancing, of course. Won't help give you a nice, toned
belly. You ever try pole dancing?”

“No!” she said.

“It's for exercise, you know. It don't mean
you're a stripper.”

“I wouldn't do that anyway. My parents would
go bananas.”

“Bananas? That anything like pissed off?”

He had come up onto the porch next to her,
and she licked her lips nervously.

“You'd look hot in anything,” he said,
looking down at her.

“You just want to get into my pants,” she
said.

“Well, yeah, but every guy wants that,” he
said with a wide grin.

“You're a perve.”

“Every guy is that too.”

“My dad is just on the other side of the
door,” she warned as he moved in closer.

“Your dad is probably the only guy who sees
you and doesn't want you,” he replied, his hands reaching out and
sliding along her arms.

“That's disgusting!”

“Everyone wants pretty blonde girls, baby,”
he said as she pushed his hands back.

He gripped her arms, then, and shoved them up
and back above her head against the door frame.

“Darrell!” she gasped in a low voice.

“Yeah, gorgeous?”

“I'm warning you!”

“I just want a little kiss, baby.”

He pinned her slender wrists together with
one hand then leaned in to try and kiss her.

Amy stubbornly turned her head from side to
side, even though she actually did want to kiss him. She felt she
had to put up a sign of resistance so he didn't think she was easy.
Suddenly, his other hand grasped her hair and he jerked her head
back sharply, her eyes widening.

His lips closed on hers and her eyes blinked
rapidly as he pressed his body against hers, his tank top clad
chest pushing in firmly against her breasts. His lips were strong
and insistent, his tongue dipping and darting along her lips, then
sliding inside to insolently caress her own.

Amy twisted in his grasp, her arms pulling
against him, her body trying to pull free even as she felt a rising
sense of delight and excitement at the ferocity, hunger and passion
of the kiss. She gave a helpless moan, her tongue pushing back
weakly, experimentally, and his right hand slid off her hair.

She didn't pull her mouth free, however, even
as his hand slid down along the nape of her neck, then down along
the side of her ribs, then up to squeeze her breast! His fingers
kneaded her soft, swelling flesh as her breathing became much more
ragged, and his lips continued to lock her small gasps and moans
within her!

Then his hand slid down along her side, along
her hip, then in between them, and she was startled at how quickly
he undid the clasp at the front of her trousers! She gasped as she
felt the zipper easing down, and resumed her attempt to pull her
hands free. That went nowhere, but she did turn her head away to
free her mouth.

“D-Darrell!” she gasped in protest!

But his hand was already sliding down into
her trousers, the fingers easing through the waistband of her
thong!

“Darrell! Oh! Don't!” she gasped, keeping her
voice desperately low.

“You know you love it, baby,” he said in a
whisper, his lips trying to capture hers again.

“I-I oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped. “I
don't!”

His fingers pushed deep down the front of her
trousers, and she jerked as they found her clitoris, then began to
rub up and down against it! His lips crushed hers and she trembled
against him, pinned to the wall as his fingers rubbed more and more
rapidly.

This was insane, Amy thought. She could
faintly hear her father's voice on the other side of the door! But
his fingers were rousing an incredible burst of sensation between
her legs, and she felt herself helpless against him! His strong
body held her firmly pressed to the wall, and her only alternative
was to cry out, which she definitely didn't want to do!

She felt the same sort of anger, frustration
and indignation with him as she had with other boys over the years,
the ones who wouldn't take no for an answer, but it was rapidly
melting away in the face of the rising flood of sensations his
fingers were sending through her nervous system!

Her hips began to spasm, the sexual
electricity crackling up her spine and filling her with an immense
pressure. He dropped his grip from her wrists and slapped his hand
over her mouth as his drew back, muffling her ragged breaths and
moans.

“Come for me, baby! Go ahead! Come on my
fingers, you hot little blonde slut!”

His words were outrageous! Amy grasped feebly
at his hands, gripping the wrist of both of them, trying to pull
them free, but without the strength to do so!

Suddenly both his hands pulled free, but only
for a moment. They gripped her shirt and peeled it up over her
breasts, then before she could react, bunched up a chunk of it and
shoved it into her open mouth! A moment later he yanked her bra
cups down to completely bare her breasts, then grasped her arms
again, pinning them together above her head!

His other hand pushed into her pants, then
and he bent to take the center of her left breast into his
mouth!

Amy felt a long, crackling shock-wave tear
through her! She was practically naked on the porch, with neighbors
right across the street and the sidewalk a dozen yards away! Not to
mention her parents right inside the door!

His mouth closed firmly on her breast, his
teeth digging in, his lips forming a seamless vacuum seal as he
began to suck rhythmically. At the same time, his tongue licked and
twirled around her already tingling, throbbing nipple as his
fingers rubbed her clitoris!

Her hips began to grind harder and harder as
the pressure built up, and then the orgasm swept through her like a
tidal wave falling over! Amy desperately tried to remain as silent
as she could as her body trembled and shook through the wild storm
of sensations, and only his firm grip on her wrists kept her from
falling as her knees shook and the world wobbled and spun around
her!

“I told you you would come for me, baby,” he
said. “And it won't be the last time, neither.”

He released her, gave her a final kiss, then
dropped off the porch with a soft laugh and went around the back of
the house!

Amy jerked her bra back in place, pulled down
her shirt, and yanked up her pants, fingers trembling, body
shaking. She sat down heavily, not ready to go back inside yet,
afraid her parents would notice something, and just sat there,
trying to get her breathing under control.

Oh my God, she thought. I can't believe that
happened!

*

Darrell confused her. She had a pretty good
idea of the way things were supposed to work with boys by now. You
met, you chatted, you saw if you liked each other, and then maybe
you went on a date. Maybe you'd kiss a bit, but nothing much more.
Then after a few dates her resistance to the guy touching her would
begin to ease.

After a couple of dates, or more likely a
few, she'd maybe give him a blowjob. All of this took time, and yet
Darrell wasn't doing any of it and didn't seem interested in doing
any of it. He didn't seem interested in waiting either.

The truth was, she thought, Darrell was kind
of scary. He wasn't acting like the boys she'd known, and he was,
well, a Black guy. Those guys were all oversexed and potentially
violent! He was dangerous! He might do anything to her!

Well, not anything, but she knew what he
wanted to do. The idea wasn't exactly horrible either, but he
wasn't playing the game the way she'd been taught boys had to! God,
he was so nervy! What if he caught her downstairs and just decided
he was going to fuck her and that was that!?

The idea gripped her with a mixture of dark
excitement and anxiety.

*

Two more days passed. Amy was still more than
a little afraid of him, but her mind kept filling with dark,
thrilling thoughts of him pinning her against the wall again and
sliding his hands over her body! And so, on her day off, she felt
safe going downstairs in the evening to do the laundry. Her parents
were home, after all.

Of course, they'd been home before too! But
then she'd been outside. Now they had seen her taking her laundry
past them. Darrell wouldn't dare do anything – much.

She went down the stairs, carrying her
hamper, and paused at his door. How was she supposed to let him
know she was even here!? But she didn't want to knock, didn't want
him to know she was interested at all. She should be mad at him,
after all, for what he'd done. Any good girl would be.

He'd called her a slut! Of all the nerve!

She went past his door and through the open
doorway which led to the rest of the basement. There was a storage
room on the left, the laundry room on the right, and the furnace
ahead. She turned into the laundry room and turned on the washer,
then began to toss clothes into it.

The washing machine was not exactly silent,
and she glanced towards the door every now and then. When it
opened, her eyes went wide, and she quickly jerked her head away,
as if not noticing.

“Well, well, it's my little blonde hotty,” he
said.

She gasped at how close he'd gotten as she
jerked her head around, then, blushing, jerked her head back to the
laundry and closed the lid.

“I am not your blonde hotty,” she said
firmly. “I am not your anything.”

“You're my fantasy girl,” he said with a
grin.

She turned the knob and started the machine
working. “Am not.”

“But you want to be,” he said softly.

He was up behind her now, and his arms slid
around her. She slapped and pushed at them, but not so much she
might convince him to draw back. She gasped as his left arm slid
around her and his hand came up to firmly cup her right breast! She
grabbed at his wrist, but then his right slid in through the
waistband of her sweatpants.

“Don't!” she cried weakly.

“Why? You want it.”

“I-I don't!” she gasped desperately.

“You sure about that?”

“Yes!”

His fingers were already pushing into her
panties, rubbing up and down along her pussy!

“They say women sit on washing machines to
get off, you know that? You ever done that, baby?” he asked.

“Th-that's gross!” she gulped.

“I think it's the spin cycle that does that,
though,” he said.

And with shocking suddeness, he yanked her
pants down! Her thong went with them, and then he was lifting her
up across the corner of the washing machine, laughing as she
squirmed and yelped, placing her now naked sex right on the corner
as he forced her thighs apart.

He reached above her for the controls and
twisted the dial to the spin cycle, and the machine began to rumble
beneath her.

“You know you want it, you hot little babe,”
he said.

He grabbed her flailing arms and drew them
back behind her wrists, then snatched up a scarf sitting on the
pile of laundry and quickly looped it around them, tying them
off!

“Wh-what are you doing!? Don't! Oh! Darrell!
I'll tell!” she cried.

“No you won't,” he said.

She squealed as he yanked back on her hair,
then shoved a bunched up wad of one of her own shirts into her open
mouth, his strong fingers wedging it deep.

She squealed and tried to slide off the
machine.

Crack!

Her eyes bulged at the stinging blow to her
bare bottom.

“You lay right there, baby, while I give you
what we both know you want,” he said.

Crack!

“You got me, baby?

Crack!

“You understanding me?”

Amy squealed and her heart raced, then she
felt his hands sliding onto her thighs and forcing them further
back along the side and front of the washer. A moment later her
eyes bulged again as she felt his mouth covering her sex!

His lips moved up and down firmly and his
tongue pushed out, hot and slick and soft as it drove up into her
and slid back and forth along her tight crevice! His hands slid up
onto her buttocks and his tongue began to plunge in and out of her,
then his thumbs slid down and pressed against her sex, spreading
her lips apart!

Amy was thunderstruck, shocked beyond
measure! But as his tongue found her clitoris, and the sensations
that began to immediately raisewere washing over her like a storm
surf, drowning her mind in pleasure and heat! She began to tremble
and writhe there across the top of the machine, and Darrell seized
her thighs again, pressing them in and apart.

That pressed the top of her sex – her
clitoris – against the machine, which was vibrating powerfully,
even as his tongue flicked out and pushed inside her! She writhed
and twisted, her breasts pillowed out beneath her chest, hard
nipples pressed against the washing machine, which shook
energetically!

She felt his finger pushing into her, sliding
deep, pumping in and out, then a second, then a third! She cried
out dazedly, meaning to tell him to stop, but it didn't come out
that way, and her voice was muffled anyway, and then the orgasm hit
her like an explosion!

Her legs began to jerk violently against the
side of the machine as his fingers twisted and pumped inside her,
and her head thrashed and twisted as the raw sensations overpowered
her and made her scream in helpless pleasure!

She ground herself desperately against the
shaking machine, her knees banging against the sides as the orgasm
consumed her, her head thrashing from side to side as his fingers
pumped in and out of her and his thumb began to grind against her
clitoris!

Amy had never felt anything like it in her
life! Oh, she'd had orgasm before, of course – while masturbating.
But they were merely pleasant. This was mind blowing! Her body felt
as though a wild storm was tearing through it, her muscles spasmed
and her nerve endings were crackling like live wires!

As the orgasm faded away she moaned dazedly,
gasping for breath, eyes glazed over even as his hands abandoned
her sex and gripped her thighs again to drag her backward a
little.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom and she gasped
weakly. Then she felt something warm and soft – compared to his
fingers anyway, pushing against the entrance to her sex. It was too
big. She felt the pressure mounting, though, felt her own slickness
as the thing pushed in, then drew back, then pushed in once more,
slowly forcing the her pussy lips in and back and then spreading
them wide.

Her arms pulled feebly against the scarf
binding her wrists as she felt him pushing into her, and a shock
rattled through her already spinning mind as she understood it had
to be … it was... and then he was pushing slowly up into her sex,
stretching the elastic walls apart as he pushed deeper.

She moaned into the shirt he'd stuffed into
her mouth, her head twisting around now as the thick cock pushed up
through the soft, moist folds of her sheath. She shuddered weakly
as he pushed himself deeper, making her ache inside now, balanced
precariously on the balls of her feet as she leaned across the
still running machine.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” he said.

Crack! She gasped as he slapped her
bottom.

“What a fuckin' ass you got, baby!”

Crack!

“Feel that meat!”

Crack!

She whimpered and moaned, but he just kept
pushing deeper! He was starting to draw back now, and then push
forward.

Fucking me, she thought dazedly. Fucking
me!

And he was, moving in and out, faster and
faster now, still forcing himself deeper, so that the head of his
cock seemed to be punching against the back wall of her pussy!

“You know you love that black cock,
slut!”

Crack!

Amy yelped, then moaned as his right hand
reached around her hip, fingers sliding down to rub insistently
against her clitoris. Another hand gripped her hair, forcing her
head up and back as his hips began to slap her bottom. At first,
the blows were light, but as he succeeded in forcing the last inch
of his thick flesh into her body his hips began to strike her with
more and more authority!

Amy grunted and moaned and gasped as he used
her, feeling a rising sense of dark hunger at being so thoroughly
and roughly used! He had... he had tied her hands up, she thought
with a squirmy sense of kinky excitement!

God, he was so big inside her!

She gasped helplessly, head drawn up and back
by the hair as he thrust into her with relentless force and energy.
Her clitoris felt swollen and hot as he rubbed it, and her breasts
were grinding against the top of the washing machine, the nipples
incredibly hard and sensitive!

Her mind reeled from it all! She felt
overwhelmed! Yet her body pulsed with heat, and the heat was
growing rapidly as he drove himself into her. Amy had never been
involved in anything so wickedly thrilling in her life, and now she
felt the sexual pressure grow even more intense! She cried out
weakly at each deep thrust, her mind fixing rapturously to the
sensations inside her as she felt him driving into her again and
again!

Another orgasm hit, and she shuddered and
shook through it. It wasn't as intense as the first one, but still
caused her body to shake uncontrollably! Her eyes rolled back in
her head and she gurgled in pleasure, the high powered sensations
rolling her mind over again and again.
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Amy was dazed by it all, and while she felt
guilty and remorseful to some extent, the main emotion gripping her
was delight! She had, after all, just experienced the most exciting
sexual event of her life to date.

She was a little sore inside, but that just
served as a continuous reminder of what she'd just done! Or what
she'd allowed to be done to her. Darrell had really shown her what
sex was like! She allowed her mind to spin through fantasies about
him and her, maybe going off to live somewhere together, maybe
getting married and moving into a big house somewhere...

But beyond that, she really wanted to
experience more of what she'd just gotten!

He had tied her up! That was so kinky! He had
tied her up, bent her over, and fucked her hard! And it had been
amazing! Darrell was so much stronger, so much more manly than
those wimps she had dated so far! And he was going to college, so
he had to be smart!

She could hardly sleep that night, her mind
filled with thoughts and dreams and fantasies. She masturbated
twice thinking about what she and Darrell had done, and what they
would surely do the very next day when she went down to see him
again!

*

She dressed with care, naturally. On the one
hand, she didn't want him to think she was really dressing up for
him. She wanted to appear as casual as possible. He probably had
had sex lots of times and she wanted to seem like that had been
something kind of normal for her too. She didn't want to come off
as some virginal girl who was oh-so impressed with what he'd
done.

She had some gray yoga pants which were
skintight, but would seem casual enough. She would never wear them
outside the house without a long shirt or sweater or something, but
she would wear them in the house just wearing a casual tank top. It
was her old green one, and the color looked great against her hair
and skin. She'd stopped wearing it, though, because it had faded
and shrunk.

She didn't want too appear to eager, but it
was almost impossible to restrain herself. What if he went off to
school!? Then she'd have to wait until he got home and then that
might be later on and her parents might be home and...

She went downstairs, adjusting her hair,
trying to look as casual as possible, as if her heart weren't
pounding. She tried his door and it turned. Gulping anxiously, she
pushed it open and stepped inside, looking around.

And then he was stepping out of the bathroom
– completely naked!

She gasped, her face flushing and eyes
widening as he put down a towel and glared at her.

“Oh! I'm sorry!” she squeaked, turning her
head away.

“What you doing in my apartment, bitch?” he
demanded crossly. “Anyone tell you you can just wander in any time
you want?”

She was startled by his tone and afraid she'd
now angered him. But then he walked right up behind her and she
cried out as he seized her hair and jerked her head roughly up and
back.

'Oh! Don't!” she cried, reaching back for his
wrist.

'You don't say what I can do in my own
apartment, bitch!” he growled. “You're breaking and entering, you
know that?”

“I-I was just... just wanting to... “

“You wanting some black cock was what you
were wanting,” he said.

“Please!” she gasped.

“Drop your fucking hands. Right now.”

Amy gulped and dropped her hands to her
sides, chest heaving as he held her hair tightly, held her head up
and back.

“I should call the cops and tell them some
slutty white girl broke into my apartment looking for Black cock,”
he said.

“I-I didn't! It was unlocked!”

“You think that matters? It's still illegal,
bitch. I think I'm gonna have to teach you some respect for a man's
privacy.”

He jerked her away from the door and she
stumbled around, gasping, moaning helplessly as he guided her
towards the sofa. He sat down and pulled her across his lap by the
hair, before finally abandoning it.

Amy moaned helplessly, then yelped as his
hand slapped down on her bottom.

“Horny, slutty little blonde,” he said, his
fingers kneading her buttocks. “Think you can get that Black cock
any time you want it?”

He grabbed her hair again and roughly jerked
her head up and back.

“Answer me!”

“I wasn't!” she cried.

“You wasn't? You wasn't what, bitch? You
wasn't looking for nigger cock? You lying bitch!”

He released her hair, then jerked her
stretchy yoga pants down over her buttocks, gripped her thong, and
jerked that down too, then slapped her bare bottom.

“Ow!”

“Nasty little white girl,” he said, fingers
kneading her bottom again. “You definitely need to be spanked.”

Amy was totally overwhelmed by her startling
reception. She had certainly not expected anything like it! Soft
words, smiles, maybe kisses were what she had anticipated, not
this! But while his initial harsh words had startled, confused and
made her anxious, his sudden shift into pulling down her pants and
talking about spanking brought her a surge of hope.

So maybe he wasn't really angry with her!
Spanking was not really a punishment, after all! It was more a sex
thing, a kinky sex thing! And already she felt his hand between her
legs, caressing her pussy!

“Nasty little slut,” he said, “Breaking into
a man's apartment trying to get at his cock.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Admit it, slut!”

“I-I... I was – !”

Crack!

“Admit it! You came looking for more nigger
cock!”

“I didn't!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Lying bitch.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please! Darrell” She cried.
“Stop!”

Crack! Crack!

“You didn't like my black cock
yesterday?”

“I-I did!” she gasped anxiously.

“You don't want more like that?”

“I-I... I do!” she moaned.

Crack!

“I fucking knew it. You want more black cock.
Say it. Go on!

Crack!

“Say it!”

Crack!

“Say I need that Black cock, Darrell!”

Crack!

“Oh! Ow Please!”

“Say it, slut!”

“Oh! I need that black cock, Darrell!” she
cried.

“Yeah. Fucking knew it!” he said.

His fingers moved down against her sex,
stroking and caressing her there, then one squirmed into her.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Amy jerked her legs a little apart, though
with her yoga pants and thong she couldn't spread them wide.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

“Wider, slut!”

“I-I can't!” she cried.

She felt him jerking her thong and yoga pants
down around her ankles, then tearing them off.

“I want these legs wide open for me,
bitch!”

Moaning helplessly, Amy spread her legs wide,
and gasped as his fingers began to push into her.

They pulled out, and she cried out again as
her hair jerked her head up and back. Then fingers pushed into her
mouth.

“Lick them, baby. Lick and suck.”

Dazed, she obeyed, and he pulled them free,
then she felt them rubbing against her pussy, and sliding slowly
into her.

“Nasty, slutty little blonde, coming after my
black cock like that. I bet your daddy wouldn't be happy at what a
cock hungry little girl he raised,” he said.

He gripped the hem of her tank top and forced
it up along her back, then tore it off over her head, forcing her
arms up and out at the same time.

“I think bitches should be naked when they
get spanked,” he said, undoing her bra.

Amy flushed hotly, moaning and wriggling on
his lap. Her bottom was hot and sore, but now things were turning
much more sexual, and she began to feel a dark thrill of passion
and excitement as she felt his naked flesh against her belly and
breasts!

“Put your hands behind your back, slut. Cross
your wrists,” he growled.

Amy obeyed, panting heavily, heart pounding,
mind squirming as she remembered him tying her wrists together
yesterday evening!

And again, that was what he did. She wasn't
sure what he used. It felt something like rope, but surely it was
too soft against her flesh for that. Whatever it was he pinned her
wrists tightly and firmly together, and that sent a hot, bubbling
thrill through her body as his hands returned to kneading her
buttocks and fingering her.

“You like that black cock I gave you
yesterday, baby?”

“Y-Y-Yes,” she gulped, embarrassed.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Say yes, sir!”

“Yes, sir!”

“That's what I like to hear, respect from my
bitches,” he said, fingers pushing deeper into her body.

His other hand slid around her ribs and
firmly cupped her right breast as she wriggled and moaned, the
sexual heat rising rapidly within her.

“Let me hear you say you loved my black cock,
bitch.”

“I-I loved your black cock!” she blurted.

Crack!

“Ow! That hurts!”

“It's supposed to hurt, bitch! You forgot to
say sir! Now tell me you loved my black cock!”

“I loved your black cock, sir!”

“That's better. That's what I like to hear
from dirty little white girls.”

His thumb was buried in her tight sex now,
his fingers rubbing against her clitoris as his thumb stroked in
and out.

“But loving my black cock don't give you the
right to enter my apartment without an invite. You still gotta pay
for that, bitch,” he said.

His left hand was kneading her breast again.
Now it drew back, then slapped sharply against her round
bottom.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Darrell! Oh! Please! Oh!”

“Bad girls gotta be spanked.,” he said.
“Gotta learn their place.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amy had actually never been spanked in her
life. The notion of it was sexy, in an erotic sort of way, but the
reality of it was stinging pain! Her bottom was flaming hot now,
and every blow sent a sudden shock of sharp, stinging pain into her
soft bottom!

She yelped and cried out continuously,
squirming and wriggling and twisting atop his lap as his big black
hand came down on her now very red bottom again and again!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please! Please! Oh!” she cried, her eyes
staring to tear at the stinging pain.

“You gonna be a good girl?” he demanded.

“Y-Yes!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You forgot to say sir, bitch! You gonna be a
good girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Nasty little blonde bitch,” he said, his
left hand hot now as it kneaded her breast.

“I'm gonna give you a chance to make it up to
me.”

he shoved her roughly off his lap, grasping
her by the arm and hair, then jerked her around so that she was
facing him between his spread knees. He released her arm, wrapping
her long blonde hair around the fist of his left hand as he gripped
his cock.

“You're gonna suck my cock, baby,” he
growled, “And you better do a good job!”

He was so big! She hadn't really seen him
before, not erect! She had felt him, of course but she was startled
at how long and thick he was compared to the boys she'd seen
before!

“Suck it!”

He pulled her forward by the hair, guiding
her mouth onto his cock, and Amy's eyes widened as it slid through
her lips, as she closed them around it and started sucking! It was
already deep in her mouth, filling it, as she tried to bob up and
down.

He jerked her head up and back by the
hair.

“I'll show you how to suck a Black man's
cock, bitch,” he growled.

He jerked her forward by the hair again,
pressing her mouth against the base of his cock.

“Suck my balls! Suck them into your mouth,
baby girl!”

Dazed, fearful, anxious, and with a hot tinge
of sexual excitement, Amy obeyed, sucking his balls into her mouth,
licking them as she rolled her bright blue eyes up at his scowling
face.

He pulled her head back.

“Lick your way up.”

She lapped at the bottom of his cock, then
licked her way up the long length of it, moaning as he twisted his
fingers in her hair.

“That's it, baby, that's it you hot, blonde
slut,” he growled.

Amy shuddered. He was so dirty, the way he
talked! But it was kinky and sexy too in a weird way!

As the pain in her bottom faded to a dull
throbbing, and she found herself naked and bound on her knees
before him with his cock in her mouth, that dark, crackling wall of
sexual energy she'd felt the other day began to rise across the
surface of her body once more.

He guided her mouth upward and she licked
excitedly at the underside of the head, then kissed and mouthed it,
taking it into her mouth as she started to bob up and down.

“That's it, baby. That's what I like to see.
I love the sight of a blonde girl wih my nigger cock in her mouth,”
he growled.

He pulled her up and back by the hair and she
gasped as he forced her head back, reaching down to grope her
breast.

“You love my black cock, bitch?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped in a strangled voice.

His fingers caught at her hard nipple and
pinched it sharply.

“Oww!”

“You forgot to say sir, bitch.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Say I love your nigger cock sir,” he
ordered.

“I-I love your nigger cock, sir!” she blurted
helplessly.

He laughed softly, then guided her lips back
onto the head, and she gratefully sucked it, sliding her lips down
deep.

As she bobbed her lips she was was anxiously
aware that this was not like any previous time she'd performed oral
sex. She'd always had control before, and had gripped the cock to
make sure it didn't go too deep into her mouth. Now she was
helpless, and as he pushed down on her hair she gurgled weakly each
time it pushed too deep.

“Hot, sexy slut,” he growled.

He pulled her up and back by the hair again,
forcing her way back and half lifting her up across the coffee
table onto her back. He gripped her thighs and pushed her up
further, then slid onto his knees and began to tongue her
clitoris.

Amy moaned weakly, raising her head to stare
at him as his lips and tongue moved against her. Her pussy began to
thrum with energy and sexual pressure now, the heat pulsing up
through her lower body as his tongue stroked rapidly across her
swollen clitoris!

She dropped her head back, moaning, chest
pumping rapidly as his fingers pushed into her and his lips began
to suck on her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh yes!” she moaned, her hips
writhing and grinding against him.

He stood up abruptly and walked away from
her, leaving her panting, gasping, chest heaving, laying there
helpless on her bound arms with her legs spread. He returned soon,
however, from his little kitchen, something in hand, something
green.

He grinned lewdly at her and pulled her off
the table and back onto her knees. His left foot pushed the coffee
table back and he sat down, drawing her in front of him again
before releasing her hair.

She saw he had a cucumber in his hand! She
stared at it without understanding for a long second, until he bent
over in front of her and set one end on the floor.

“Spread your knees wider, bitch,” he
growled.

Gulping anxiously, she obeyed.

“Put your feet together.”

She obeyed, and felt the cucumber between
them!

'Now sit on it!”

“It's too big!” she blurted.

He slapped her face, which shocked her.

“Bitch, you don't make decisions! You got
that!? I make the decisions!”

He pushed her downward, and she felt the tip
of it pushing against her inner thigh, then sliding up against her
pussy. It felt... slick for some reason, slippery. She moaned as he
pressed it directly against her sex, then sat back.

“Down, bitch.”

She pushed down helplessly, moaning as he
abandoned her hair and gripped her nipples in his fingers, pinching
them.

“Oh!! Oh don't!”

“You don't say what I do, baby. Now sink that
hungry pussy of yours down and then you can start sucking
again!”

Amy groaned excitedly as the front of the
cucumber pushed slowly into her body! It was fat, but slippery and
round, and she was wet and swollen with anticipation. Somehow, it
managed to slide into her!

Then he pulled her lips down onto his cock
again.

“Wrap those lips around my black cock, white
girl!”

It was all so dirty and nasty, she thought as
she sucked, as she bobbed up and down. She moaned weakly, feeling
the pressure of the cucumber inside her. With her knees spread wide
her body's own weight was slowly pushing her down on the vegetable,
especially since it was so slick!

In the meantime, Darrell guided her back to
his balls, to suck them into her mouth and massage them with her
tongue, then to lick up and down his cock once more, then to take
it into her mouth!

The cucumber was sliding slowly into her
belly, bit by bit, and the thick pressure inside her was adding to
the dark, nasty sexual excitement gripping her mind.

He jerked back on her hair again, forcing her
back to arch sharply as he leaned forward. His other hand slid over
her breast and down between her legs, finger rubbing against her
clitoris as she moaned and gulped in air.

“Oh!” she gasped.

“Hot little slut. Are you my hot little slut,
baby?” he demanded. “Are you?”

“Y-Yes!” she groaned.

“Say it. Say you're my hot little slut.”

“I'm your hot little slut!”

He slapped at her breast and she gasped in
pain.

“Sir,” eh growled. “Say it!”

“I'm your hot little slut, sir!”

“Yeah!” he growled. “ Yeah. You goin be mah
bitch! Ride that cucumber down, bitch. Ride it down!”

Amy trembled as he pushed down on her
shoulder, and she felt the thick vegetable slowly forced deeper and
deeper into her belly! The lips of her sex ached at the stretching
as she sank lower and she panted for breath as Darrell jerked her
forward by the hair again and stood up.

“Suck my nigger cock, baby!” he ordered.

He gripped her hair in both hands, tilting
her head back as he forced her down further, then thrust his cock
into her open mouth! Amy gurgled and sucked dazedly, moaning as she
felt her pussy slowly being impaled on the fat green cock below
her. Then she cried out, or tried to, her mind blanking as Darrell
pushed his cock deeper, right past the back of her mouth and into
her throat!

She choked and gagged but he pushed
relentlessly down, his fists tight on her hair, and she felt his
cock sliding deeper into her throat as her eyes bulged upward.

“You gonna swallow every fuckin' inch, baby!
That's how you suck a Black man's cock!”

He jerked up on her hair as he slid deeper,
and then one of his hands came around behind her head, pulling. Amy
twisted and writhed in his grip, but her lips were forced down the
length of him until he was buried inside her!

“Yeah! That's what I like! That's it, you hot
slut! Swallow my cock!”

Amy's head pounded and her chest burned from
lack of oxygen. She felt a swirling sense of panic which overrode
any thought of gagging, at least until he pulled himself back. She
gurgled in relief, then coughed violently as he pulled free,
sucking in deep, desperate breaths of air as he chuckled and wiped
his saliva coated cock against her red face.

“Now that's how you make a Black man happy,
baby doll,” he said.

And without warning, he fed his cock through
her open, gasping mouth, and then drove himself deep into her
throat again!

Amy's wrists jerked violently against
whatever was tying them back, but to no avail. She tried to pull
her head away, but she was kneeling helplessly, legs wide, and he
was forcing her head way back so that he thrust almost straight
down! She had no leverage to resist as his cock filled her throat
once more!

Then he was burying the last inch, pressing
her lips against the base of his cock as he held her tightly in
place.

“Learn to swallow Black cock, baby! Learn it!
Cuz you're gonna be doing it a lot!”

He held her in place as her heart pounded and
her pulse raced, her throat aching and bulging, then slowly drew
himself back out. She gagged weakly, then sucked in air again as he
pulled back, face red, eyes glassy.

“That's a girl,” he said. “I'm proud of you,
baby! You doing good!” he said.

He drew her hair up into a thick mass at the
top of her head, then drew her forward, feeding his cock through
her open mouth, then thrust forward and down.

Amy gurgled helplessly, and then he started
to pump in and out, in and out, his other hand behind her head,
holding her steadily as he used her mouth, used her throat. Amy
struggled and shook and trembled, getting light-headed from lack of
air several times before he pulled out and threw her back onto her
back on the floor.

Barely conscious, she moaned weakly as he
rolled her onto her belly. His strong hands jerked up on her hips
to raise them into the air, and he slapped her bottom.

“Spread those legs, babe.”

Dazedly, she obeyed as he positioned her
before him, then reached forward and gripped her shoulders. He
pulled her back against him, drawing her belly back against her
thighs, grinding her breasts across the floor until she was
properly positioned to his liking.

“Now that's a beautiful sight,” he said.

She moaned as his fingers gripped the
cucumber and began to slowly, very slowly, pump it in and out. It
was so tight her hips moved with it, and she groaned dazedly as he
finally pulled it out completely.

She felt utterly empty, but not for very
long. He drove himself into her with a long, smooth thrust, and it
felt so much more natural, so much warmer, so much better than the
cucumber! She moaned weakly as he began to stroke in and out, as he
his hips rolled and ground against her.

“Yeah! Nice, soft, wet pussy!” he growled.
“Loving it! Loving it!”

Amy's eyes were glassy as she grunted to the
deep, steady strokes. She was getting her breath back, though, and
when his arm curved down over her hips once more and began to
finger her clitoris she moaned at the thrumming sensations which
began to build within her.

His fingers kneaded her buttocks,
occasionally slapping them. Then he dropped his torso low atop her,
pulling her tangled blonde hair aside to lick and kiss and chew and
suck on the nape of her neck.

“Hot, sexy little blonde slut,” he growled.
“My cock loves it inside your body!”

Amy moaned, then shuddered as he began to
pump faster. She was so relieved that he was fucking her instead of
stuffing himself into her throat! She groaned wearily, sweat
covering her face, still a little dazed.

“You gonna be my hot little slut, baby,”
Darrell growled, his breath warm against her neck.

His cock moved faster, his hips slapping
against her buttocks, jerking her body to and fro, grinding her
breasts into the floor, and the sex-heat rose up within her once
again, rose and spread out, building in intensity, the pressure
setting her mind to floating as he drove himself into her with
hard, deep strokes.

Another orgasm erupted within her, and she
cried out in dazed, exhausted pleasure, her body trembling and
shaking as he continued to pound against her with hard, jarring
thrusts.
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Amy looked at the place uncertainly. It
didn't look bad from the outside. It looked like a sports bar. It
was big, bright and colorful, not dark and grungy and dirty or
anything. Darrell had said he knew a girl that worked there, and
that she could get a job there that would give her easily three
times the tips she got at Denny's.

Since money was always an issue she had
decided to go for it. Heck, she was tired of Denny's anyway. It was
boring there, and there were too many bratty kids and old fat
people. A sports bar with a bunch of guys sounded a lot more
lively.

Then she got a look at her first waitress,
and her jaw dropped.

She was about Amy's age, pretty, with brown
hair pulled half back and held in place. She was wearing... black
fishnet stockings with high heels, a red skirt which looked like it
was plastic... yes, it was plastic. It had overlapping plastic
leafs to look like a kilt, and a black zipper on the side which
only went halfway down the skirt.

Not that that really mattered, because it was
the shortest skirt Amy had ever seen! It hung very low on the
girl's belly but the hem was still well above the black
stockings.

Above that she wore a white... shirt, if it
could be called that, which was really more of a tank top designed
to be tied together below her breasts. She wore a cupless black
bra, designed to lift the breasts up and support them, while
leaving them bare.

The shirt was supposed to be the part of her
outfit which squeezed them together and held them in place, she
supposed, but it wasn't exactly tied up tightly together. Which was
how she could easily see the center of the black bra under her half
bare breasts.

“You have to be Amy!”

She blinked at a tall, Black guy in black
pants, white shirt and black vest. He had a name tag on his left
breast that said 'Anthony'.

“Darrell told me I'd know you because you
were the most gorgeous blonde fox he's ever seen,” he said, putting
his arm around her and leading her into the restaurant.

“Uh,” was all she managed, for he talked
rapidly and enthusiastically about the bar as he waved his arms
around a lot.

It was a nice looking place, with lots of big
screen TVs on the walls, a glittering, shiny bar on one wall, and
lots of booths and tables filled with men. But her eyes kept going
back to the scantily clad waitresses, more than a little appalled
at the idea of dressing like that.

Anthony led her back into the employee's
area, then, and in to see the manager, though she would have rather
just scurried off out the door. There was no way she was going to
dress like that!

The manager, she was surprised to find out,
was a woman. She was in her thirties, and her pretty face and long,
flowing hair reminded her of Beyonce as Anthony introduced them.
Her actual name was Jessica. Amy shook hands reluctantly.

“Thank you, Anthony,” she said, ushering him
out of the office and closing the door behind him.

She turned and folded her arms across her
chest, then kind of smirked at Amy.

“The uniforms,” she said.

Amy's eyes widened.

“I know, I know,” Jessica said. “They're
almost ridiculous. Plastic kilts? But they're cheap to make, and
easy to keep clean and damn if the guys don't go crazy at the girls
wearing them.”

She came around and sat down again, looking
at Amy.

“Darrell was right. You'd make a lot of money
here,” she said. “You have that sweet, girl next door face, very
pretty but not too pretty, you know. And you look like you've got a
damn fine body. The customers will tip you real well.”

“I uhm, just don't know if I can wear those
outfits!” Amy blurted.

Jessica nodded. “Yeah, I heard it before. But
think about it, honey. You show more at the beach or the pool. Yes,
I know it's a different sort of atmosphere, but you're not really
showing off that much. And you know what, why not enjoy the fact
you're young and beautiful? You only get one chance, after
all.”

She stood up. “And all the girls wear the
same thing, so no one's going to be thinking bad of you. We have
bouncers to keep the guys in line, and all you have to do is smile
and they shove money into your hands.”

She combed her fingers lightly through Amy's
bangs.

“Want a nice car? Every girl here drives a
nice car. They get paid to recognize the effort of keeping
themselves in good shape. You know, kind of like guys who have
strong bodies and get paid well so they can carry stuff and do
construction. It's actually a pretty fun place to work, too. You
should at least give it a try. One shift, and you'll see.”

It was hard to argue with her logic, and Amy
certainly liked the idea of making way more tips, especially since
they weren't shared out there.

“Why should some lazy slut who gets rotten
tips get to share the money from girls who work their butts off
pleasing the customers?” Jessica said in contempt. “You want to get
good tips you work at it!”

So Amy bought herself a lacy black cupless
bra, and some slutty black stockings, wondering how she was going
to keep her mom from spotting them. She'd have to make sure she did
her lingerie separately, and in the day, when her mom wasn't
around.

She returned home, and not long after
slipping off her tennis shoes and heading across the floor, the
basement door opened and Darrell came through, grinning. He'd asked
for a key and she'd given it to him, of course.

“So? How'd it go, baby?”

“Well, boy, those outfits the girls wear are
so slutty!”

“Perfect for your fine ass,” he said with a
grin, coming up to her and sliding his hand onto hers.

“I've never worn anything that slutty
before,” she said. “But Jessica suggested I just do one shift and
see if I liked it.”

“You'll like it, baby. I know you. You love
being hot and sexy and guys noticing.”

“Hot guys, not fat, old drunk guys!”

He squeezed her bottom and swung her in
against him.

“You think I'm hot, baby?”

“You know you are,” she said, slightly
breathy.

“Hmm, in that case, I think I've got to live
up to those expectations, he said, sliding his hands into her pants
and caressing her bare bottom.

“You already have!” she gulped just before he
kissed her.

It didn't take long for him to strip her
naked. Amy felt kind of weird being naked in her own living room,
but it was fairly safe since her brother and sister were out of
town and her parents not likely to walk in. It still added an
exciting sense of danger to things as Darrell led her over to the
sofa.

“Got something for you,” he said. “Only a
really hot chick can wear it and pull it off.”

“What?” she asked with interest.

He grinned and pulled something out from
under a cushion. It looked like a strap, a small one, then to her
surprise he swept it up around her neck, then fastened it there.
She reached up to run her fingers along it.

“Go look at yourself in the mirror. Trust me,
it looks hot. Then get me a coke.”

Amy hurried into the bathroom and looked at
herself. It was a collar! Like a dog collar, but no, she thought,
more like one of those bondage things! This was so kinky and nasty
and exciting! She brushed her hair, then hurried out of the
bathroom, detouring into the kitchen to get a couple of cokes.

She joined Darrell as he was playing with the
remote control for the TV, and he pulled her across his lap and had
her show him how it worked. With MTV on he then began to run his
hands over her body, to kiss her, and caress her so that she was
soon hot, panting, and moaning into his mouth.

“You want my cock, bitch?” he drawled.

“Yes!” she moaned.

He grabbed a nipple and twisted it.

“Sir,” he said.

“Yes, sir!” she gasped, grabbing at his
wrist.

“No, you don't grab at my wrist. You just say
it. Say yes sir,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir!” she moaned, her nipple
burning.

He released her nipple and his fingers up
along her cheek, then into her mouth. She sucked on them eagerly as
he let them slide up and down along her tongue. He pulled them out
and she groaned, spreading her legs as his fingers pushed slowly
inside her.

“Hot, tight little slut,” he growled, bending
to suck on her nipple.

Amy groaned as he pulled back on her hair,
her back arching as he sucked and chewed and licked at her
tingling, burning nipple.

He jerked her head up and forward
abruptly.

“Tell me you love black cock,” he
growled.

“I love black cock!” she exclaimed, gasping
as his two middle fingers slid deep into her warm, moist pussy.

“Tell me you're a dirty little blonde slut,”
he said with a grin.

“I'm a dirty little blonde slut!” Amy moaned,
darkly thrilled to be saying such wicked things!

His thumb was stroking across her clitoris
now as his fingers pumped inside her.

“Tell me you're my bitch!”

“I'm your bitch!”

He pulled his fingers out and suddenly pushed
her roughly back down onto her back, flipped her onto her belly,
and dragged her back into place across his lap. Amy squealed, her
hands going back behind her, expecting a slap to her bottom, but he
pinned her wrists easily.

Crack!

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

Crack!

“Again.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!”

“Do you love black cock?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I love black cock, sir!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you, you hot little blonde
slut.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned, his
fingers sliding into her again.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she cried, her hips
grinding up and back against him.

He slapped her bottom sharply.

“Nasty, slutty little blonde,” he said.

He gripped the collar, then pushed her off
his knees and stood up, jerking on the collar to turn her
around.

“I'm gonna fuck your brains out, you hot
little blonde slut,” he said.

Amy moaned and started to rise, but he pushed
down firmly on her shoulders.

“You know what the proper position is for a
blonde? On all fours, like a bitch in heat.”

He moved forward, and Amy felt a tug at the
collar which made her lurch forward, too. She realized that he had
attached a leash to the collar, and another wild, dark thrill of
the outrageous made her pussy throb powerfully!

“Come on, little bitch dog in heat. I'm
taking you upstairs to fuck you hard,” he growled.

This is so wicked! Amy thought.

She crawled alongside him as he led her by
the leash towards the stairs. She felt awkward and weird but
incredibly excited as she crawled to the stairs, then, the leash
pulling against her, crawled up the stairs to the second floor.

“Where's your parents room?”

“Why?” she asked, looking up.

“Because I fucking asked you.”

“Over there,” she pointed. “My room is –
.”

She gasped as he jerked her to the left, and
she almost fell before recovering, then crawled hurriedly after him
as he led her into her parents room.

They had a large bed at one end, with a
fireplace against the wall nearby. To the right was the walk-in
closet and the ensuite bath.

“Up on the bed, slut.”

Moaning softly, Amy crawled up onto the bed
and turned her head, but he gripped the back of her neck, turning
her forward and forcing her face down towards the bed.

“I want this beautiful ass raised high, and
the rest of you down low. That's it,” he said. “Spread your legs
for me. Now put your arms up ahead of you against the bed. You know
what this position is? It's the position of a bitch in heat wanting
to be mounted by a stud dog. And that stud dog is me, baby.”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

Crack! He slapped her again.

“How hard, bitch?”

“Hard, sir!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Then say it.”

“Please fuck me hard, sir!” she cried.

Crack!

“Keep that ass high, slut.”

Amy moaned, her pussy hot as his fingers slid
up and down across it, then plunged into it again. She was
breathing raggedly, the sexual heat raging within her as Darrell
stood beside the bed and fingered her. It was such an obscene
position, after all, so vulnerable and in a way, demeaning, but it
made her feel incredibly hot!

“You hold this position. Exactly. Don't move.
You just kneel there and wait until I come and fuck you. Do you
hear me, bitch?”

Amy moaned.

Crack!

“You hear me, bitch dog?”

“Yes, sir!” she gasped.

He turned and left her there, and Amy moaned
softly, her neck starting to ache from the way it was pushed up and
back. Her bottom was raised so vulnerably, and so lewdly. And she
was on her parents bed! She could only imagine what would happen if
one of them came home early and found her this way!

This was all so dark and nasty! It made her a
little uneasy, at times, but the wild thrill of sexual hunger was
too powerful to override.

“Black dog is back, baby,” he said from
behind her.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Keep your face forward. Keep that position,
like I showed you. I put you in a position, you don't move at all
till I tell you to. You got that, bitch?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped as his fingers
penetrated her again.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch, sir!” she cried as his
fingers pumped steadily in and out and his thumb rubbed against her
clitoris.

“Nasty little bitch, hot little bitch, sexy
little bitch, bitch in heat. That's you, baby. And I'm a black
hound dog that's gonna get on top of you and make you howl.”

She felt his finger against her back opening,
and gasped, starting to twist her head around, half rising. A
powerful hand shoved down on her back.

“Stay still.”

“But Darrell – !” she started to whine.

Crack!

“You're my bitch. That means you do what I
say. This ain't gonna hurt you none. It's gonna blow your little
blonde mind.”

His finger slowly pushed into her ass, and
Amy squirmed, mentally, if not physically. It slid in and out,
dipping in and pulling free, then something else pushed against
her, something slick and hard and very round. She gulped as it
reminded her a bit of the golf balls she sometimes used to
masturbate with.

These weren't that big, though, and were
definitely a lot smoother, like metal or glass. She felt one
pushing into her, and her sphincter closing behind it, or almost
closing. Something very narrow slid through, then she felt more
pressure, her sphincter forced wider as another lump pushed
through, then another, then another and another.

His other hand was fingering her clitoris,
the fingers stroking as his thumb pumped in her pussy.

She moaned helplessly, then her eyes widened
as she felt the thing being slowly withdrawn. Now it was clear they
were balls, as one after another they slowly pulled up and out of
her body. And then, of course, he pushed them back in!

“Beg me to fuck you, blonde girl,” he
growled.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped.

“Hard.”

“Please fuck me hard, sir!” she gasped.

He slid the balls back deep into her ass,
then something else pushed against her pussy and she moaned as he
sank slowly into her. She again felt that sensation of being
stretched wide, of his warm, black cock pushing forcefully into the
tight, moist sheath of her sex, driving deeper and deeper into her
belly.

“Oh! Oh God!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch.”

“I love black cock!”

Crack!

“Sir, bitch.”

“I love black cock, sir!” she moaned as he
ground his hips against her.

He began to pump slowly in and out, then
reached forward to grip her arms, drawing them back around behind
her. She shuddered, eyes closed, groaning as she felt his big cock
sliding in and out. She felt his hands wrapping something around
her wrists, like a strap, but didn't care. If he wanted to tie her
wrists up again that was fine.

She groaned as his thrust came faster, and
she found her wrists locked together behind her back.

Then he drew back and roughly pushed her onto
her side, gripped her hip and leg and turned her onto her back. He
leaned into her, a leer of hunger on his face, scooped her legs up,
and shoved them back against her chest.

Amy groaned, staring at his thick cock,
glistening with her juices as he positioned it against her, then
slid slowly in. He gripped her legs behind the knees in a
steel-hard grip, jamming them back hard as he drove his cock into
her, then straightened her legs, forcing her ankles back over her
shoulders as he leaned down and began to thrust even harder .

She could do nothing as she was crushed
beneath him, squeezed in two, laying on her arms, with her bottom
raised, but grunt and gasp and moan as his cock punched into her
harder and harder and faster and faster.

Her body was jerking and bouncing on the bed
now as he rammed his hips into her, and her grunts had become cries
as his hips struck her bottom with bruising force. It hurt, but the
excitement was like a fever inside her! She stared up at him and
felt the fever rippling up and down her spine, and then an orgasm
tear through her with shocking suddenness and power!

Rapture! She trembled and shook as the wild,
flaring pleasure set her muscles to uncontrollable spasms and her
head to thrashing wildly. All the while he rammed himself into her
with hard, relentless strokes that pounded his big hips against her
upraised bottom and speared his big cock deep into her aching
belly!

He pulled out as soon as the orgasm seemed to
have faded, letting her legs flop down, then pulling her up to a
sitting position before transferring his grip to her hair.

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” she moaned as he forced her
to her knees and knelt before her.

“Suck my dick, bitch.”

He pulled her mouth onto his cock, and thrust
deep inside as the dazed girl gurgled and moaned, eyes fluttering
as she tried to recover from the tremendous orgasm which had just
trampled through her mind. He gave her no chance, though, and her
eyes bulged as he pulled her head down and his cock thrust up into
her throat.

She gagged weakly as his cock slid deep into
her throat, but just as before, she had no real leverage to pull
away. His powerful hands held her tightly, forcing her lips all the
way down his cock and holding her there as she trembled and
shook.

“Swallow that cock, baby. You gotta learn to
swallow a Black man's cock!”

Black dots danced before her eyes, and she
swayed dazedly before he pulled back. Only his grip on her hair
kept her from collapsing, and then she did collapse, onto her
belly. He simply spread his knees wider to lower his torso, then,
holding her head up and back by the hair, thrust into her mouth
once more, and straight down her throat.

Now she had even less leverage, and he
chuckled as he pumped his thick black cock up and down her throat,
holding the trembling girl tightly in place as he used her mouth
and throat. She was barely conscious when he pulled out, and
groaned dazedly as he shoved her back onto her belly, then moved
around behind her.

She felt the ball thing pulled out of her
bottom as he spread her legs. Then something thick and slick pushed
into her. Amy didn't really care. All she cared about was
breathing, and the air rattled into her lungs as his weight came
down atop her, his chest held just above her back as his elbows
pressed into the mattress on either side of her.

“Hot little sex machine,” he growled.

Amy moaned, still panting. She could feel his
cock sliding deep into her ass, but didn't care. He raised himself
back up off her, his hands gripping her trembling thighs, raising
them up a bit to elevate her bottom as he began to pump inside
her.

“Now I've taken all three holes,” he said
with a laugh.

Amy still didn't care. Her breathing was
starting to become less ragged, and her mind was coming back to
life. She was aware he was sodomizing her, but though the sensation
was weird it didn't hurt – much. She felt a cramp deep inside when
he pushed deep, but that was not a big deal.

He lifted her hips higher, then gripped her
wrists and pulled them apart and straight down along her hips. Amy
groaned weakly as he pulled her hands around behind her thighs,
drawing them in sharply against the backs of her legs to pull her
upper torso in tightly.

Then she found her wrists locked together
again behind her legs, her bottom high, her legs together now. He
was still deep inside her, and now he moved slowly, and she groaned
at how tight she was against him!

“Now that's a tight little ass!” he
exclaimed.

Amy groaned as he slowly worked his cock in
and out of her, slowly, deeply. The more he moved the easier it
got, though it remained extremely tight as he picked up the pace.
It ached some now, but she wasn't exactly in a position to do
anything about it! He thrust into her again and again, and then
came, cursing and jamming himself into her to the balls again and
again.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Amy was more than slightly bewildered. She
had no idea why Darrell kept tying her up! Of course, it was hot
and kinky and sexy, so it wasn't like she really minded that much,
but it did confuse her, especially now. Especially like this!

But it was darkly exciting, she had to admit,
though it caused her no small amount of anguish.

The basement had a number of floor to ceiling
posts, and he had tied her against one, on her knees. In fact, he
had tied her ankles to her thighs so she couldn't rise. She was
facing the wooden post, and he had put the cucumber back inside her
pussy! He had also shoved some sort of thing into her butt. It
wasn't long, but it felt thick!

Her wrists were locked together with those
leather restraint things up and on the other side of the post, and
he had looped the same soft black rope he had tied her hands with
before around her breasts! He had pulled the loops tight enough to
make her breasts swell out, and the rope between them went around
the other side of the post.

He'd blindfolded her with a black scarf, then
pulled another around her mouth, pulling it in firmly so it dug in
against the edge of her lips. Finally, he put little earbuds in her
ears attached to an IPOD which had, much to her chagrin, her own
voice on them, saying how she loved black cock! He had recorded her
words!

And now here she was, moaning softly to
herself.

Darrell was a kinky pervert! And it was all
so confusing to her! But it was also strangely exciting and
arousing. He'd told her he was going to class and would be back in
two hours. She didn't believe him, at first. He wouldn't leave her
tied up that long!

And yet, he'd been gone a while now! She had,
over the past however many minutes, sunk down further and further
onto the cucumber, which was now once again deep inside her,
achingly deep, in fact. Her breasts throbbed, her nipples pulsing
with every beat of her heart.

She had to lean her breastbone against the
post or she pulled on her breasts, and slowly, she sank down
further and further, as the ache inside her grew. The end of the
cucumber was pushing hard against the back of her pussy!

And in her ears was her own voice. “I love
black cock! I love black cock!”

God! This was so perverted!

What if her parents came down here and found
her like this!?

Thankfully, he'd locked the door. At least,
she was sure he would have done that...!

Anyway, her parents were at work.

She sank all the way down, so that only an
inch or less of the cucumber remained outside her body. Her head
rested against the post, her arms bound up above her as she moaned
softly. Then, as she tried to adjust her body for more comfort, she
felt something there against her sex.

She wasn't sure what it was. It felt like
some sort of leather ball or... or something, attached to the base
of the post. And now that she was fully impaled on the cucumber it
was pressing against her sex right at the top, right where her
clitoris was.

It didn't take her very long to discover that
it felt good pressed against her. The thick round vegetable made
the mouth of her sex bulge, stretching her pubic lips tautly, and
as her body moved in small, incremental ways, she began to rub
herself against the thing.

Soon it was intentional, her hips grinding in
short, rapid motions as the heat built up within her. This was all
so perverted and wicked and wild and kinky and... thrilling! And
she began to grunt helplessly, then to cry out as she ground
herself frantically against the thing!

An orgasm tore through her, and she cried out
in heated pleasure, head thrown back, body pulling hard against the
way her breasts were bound to the post. One pull was enough to send
a rush of heat into her body, and she began to pull again and
again, jerking her chest back, tugging her breasts against the
ropes, which squeezed harder each time she did!

The orgasm faded, and she sagged against the
post, moaning, chest heaving.

She regained her breath and groaned anew as
she began to once more try to alter her position a little to make
it more comfortable. She certainly didn't want to hang from her
wrists, because that was uncomfortable. That meant getting her
belly in close to the post, which also pressed her swollen little
clitoris against whatever it was Darrell had left there.

Her breasts throbbed, her nipples sparkled,
and she felt a strange sense of almost masochistic heat, as if she
were a prisoner, a tortured, abused girl that some cruel, nasty man
was punishing, maybe in a castle or something like that.

How long was Darrell going to be anyway, she
wondered, feeling a little forlorn.

She began to grind herself against the
leather again, slowly at first, but then as the pleasure began to
take hold of her body, she embraced it, loving the nastiness, the
thrill, the excitement of it, moaning as the heat rose within
her.

Another orgasm ripped through her, and she
twisted and writhed and cried out in pleasure, reveling in the
dark, kinky heat of her own behavior, of her own torment, of how
outrageous it all was and how nasty and hot Darrell was.

And then she sagged again, moaning
weakly.

More long minutes passed. She had no idea how
many. Then she began to rub herself against the rounded leather
thing again, groaning as the sexual heat began to flicker and
surge.

“Nasty, slutty little blonde,” she heard
Darrell say behind her.

She gasped and halted, and heard him chuckle.
Then his hand came around her hip and slid down between her legs,
stroking her clitoris.

“Like a bitch in heat,” he said.

She felt his hand withdraw, then instead he
gripped the thing sticking out of her bottom. It was sort of like a
plug, and he slowly pried it out of her. He drew her hips back, and
then his cock pushed into her. It felt like it went in easier than
before, but she still groaned into the gag as he slid deep into her
overheated young body.

“Tight little slut,” he said, as his cock
pumped inside her.

Amy moaned into the gag, grunting as his body
pressed her against the post. Yet the pressure of his hips against
her also pressed her clitoris against that delicious leather
something, grinding it up across the surface! The cucumber was
still stuffed inside her, so having his cock pushing up into her
ass was a wild, shocking thrill!

She felt sooooo stuffed! She was so full! She
ached inside, but it was a hot, sizzling ache that was burning away
at her mind!

Despite how tight it was, how achingly full,
his cock felt easier inside her now. Maybe, she thought dazedly, it
was because of the thing he'd put in her, which had gotten her used
to penetration back there. But he slid up and down in her bottom
with a smooth, slick, tight sensation which lit a fire in her
mind.

He gripped her hips, drawing her in and back
to meet his slow, deep strokes, and bit into the side of her throat
as he used her. She felt her skin tingling as if charged with
electricity! Her inner heat rose higher and higher as he thrust
more quickly, and her clitoris ground across that leather thing
while the last inch of cucumber pressed against the edge to jam it
harder into the back wall of her pussy.

Her breasts pulled back and pushed forward
against the ropes, and her nipples sparkled hotly as he suddenly
untied the scarf around her mouth and pulled it free. She gasped as
she felt his hand in her hair, turning her head up and to the
side.

Then his cock slid into her mouth, big,
thick, hard, and she moaned as she closed her lips around it. But a
wild shockwave rolled through her as she did, for he was still
thrusting up into her bottom!

It took a long, roiling moment of dazed
incomprehension before she realized that he must not be alone, that
he'd brought another man back home with him, that the other man was
using her too!

For long moments her mind twisted in
confusion, anger, outrage, and humiliation! But the heat inside her
was suffocating, like a drug, and the fact she was blindfolded and
couldn't see him gave her, in her mind, a strange sort of
anonymity, as if he couldn't see her either!

And it wasn't like she could complain about
it!

Her mind fluttered wildly. Was he the one
behind her or pushing his cock into her mouth!? No, it had to be
him in her mouth. He was so big! Or was the other one just as big!?
She moaned dazedly as the cock before her slid down her throat, and
her face was pulled in firmly against his groin!

“This little hottie loves Black cock!”
Darrell growled, his voice right behind her head.

That made her feel better, that he was the
one behind her. Giving a blow job to a stranger wasn't quite so
bad...

Of course, she was also naked, tied up, and
being sodomized while the stranger watched!

The shock of it all pushed back against the
sexual heat which had enveloped her, as the two men used her, as
her body ground in and out and her wrists pulled feebly against the
ropes binding them.

But then the heat slowly began to take hold
again, melting away at her resistance, at her outrage, at her
anger, at her indignation. The dark fantasies which had swirled
through her mind as she knelt tied up and naked and alone now
reasserted themselves, setting her blood to boiling with the heat
of being a prisoner, a naked, abused prisoner!

So hot! So nasty! So wild and kinky!

Darrell... no, it was a stranger! Whoever it
was, he shoved his cock deep into her throat again, and that seemed
to go much better than it had with Darrell. Maybe this man was not
quite as thick. Or maybe she was getting better at it.

She felt her lips pressed firmly against
jeans, against his groin, and held there as he cursed softly,
barely audible.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“She's a fucking bitch in heat,” Darrell
growled. “She's like a sex machine!”

“Fucking love her lips wrapped around my
bone, man!” the other man groaned.

It was another Black man, she thought, as her
hips moved in and out, in and out, and Darrell fucked her in the
ass harder. Her breasts pulled against the ropes, her clitoris
ground over the leather thing, and she came, trembling and shaking
violently as Darrell thrust harder and faster and the other man
began to pump in and out of her throat.

She felt herself overwhelmed by the wildness,
the flood of sensations and emotions, and becoming numb, then …
floating. She floated on a sea of glittering lights and sharp edged
pleasure, and then the orgasm took her way and she began to tremble
and shake, glorying in the raw, animal sex and passion filling her
mind and body.

Bound as she was, there was nothing for her
to think about, nothing for her to do, no decisions to make. She
simply absorbed the fiery heat and exulted in the forbidden and
outrageous nature of what they were doing to her, feeling a wild,
masochistic glee!

It felt soooo good!

She writhed and twisted, her wrists pulling
against the leather bindings, her breasts tugging and jerking
against the ropes, her pussy down on the cucumber as Darrell thrust
himself up into her ass. It was so hedonistic, so feral!

She swayed dazedly as she found herself able
to breath, hanging limply from her wrists as the men did something
to her body, something with her body. She sucked in deep breaths as
she felt the pressure around her breasts relieved, as her wrists
came free from above her and she was laid on her side.

But the leather restraints around her wrists
were pressed together once more, this time behind her, and then she
was raised to her knees as fingers circled the tight clutch of her
pussy lips around the cucumber.

A hand gripped her breast and kneaded it as
lips closed around her clitoris and started to suck. She flinched
and jerked away from the overpowering sensation, but large hands
held tightly to her thighs as another hand twisted itself in her
hair and forced her head up off the floor, lifting her chest with
it.

The pull on her scalp forced her mouth wide,
though she was still gasping for breath anyway, and she found
herself kneeling, bent over, her torso held up by the hair as that
mouth on her clitoris continued to suck. Then a cock slid into her
mouth, and she moaned around it, instinctively closing her
lips.

“Suck my cock, white girl!” a man
growled.

Moaning, she did, as he pumped slowly in and
out. She wasn't surprised when his grip on her hair tightened and
he thrust himself deep into her throat, but was still too dazed to
react other than to jerk convulsively.

He held her in place, pumping steadily in and
out of her throat and mouth as her clitoris was sucked hungrily.
Then the cucumber was slowly pulled free of her body, inch by inch,
until she shuddered as it came free.

The cock in her mouth withdrew and she was
pulled forward, pulled forward so that she straddled someone, she
realized, as Darrell, she presumed, guided her from the rear. Then
she was guided down, and her empty sex suddenly felt something warm
and thick sliding up inside.

She groaned as she sank down its length,
pleased, both mentally and physically, for it felt so much better
than the cucumber. Then she realized that she didn't even know what
the man looked like, and felt a rippling shock which had equal
parts shame and excitement.

A hand on her breast, a hand on her hair,
pulling her forward, and then hands on her hips. She groaned
dazedly, still light-headed and gasping. She felt Darrell's cock
pushing up into her bottom again and shuddered weakly, wearily,
moaning as she was filled to overflowing once again.

This time, though, none of it was vegetable,
she thought excitedly. It was such a wicked thing to have two men
fucking her at the same time! None of her friends had ever done
such a thing! It was so slutty and wild!

She groaned as the two men manipulated her
body, as they carefully worked themselves up and down inside her
pulsing, thrumming belly. And all she could do was gasp and moan
and wince and grunt as their warm bodies pressed against her from
either side.

Then a hand pulled up on her hair again,
twisting it up and around, and a cock slid into her mouth. She
blinked dazedly behind the blindfold, then jerked again, another
shock rippling through her as she realized there was a third man
there! Her wrists pulled against the restraints and her body tried
to pull away, but the two men sandwiching her and the one holding
her hair were too strong.

And it wasn't like she had much strength of
will or body either. Her initial shock faded into a dazed
acceptance, and then a growing crackle of sexual excitement once
more. Three! There were three of them fucking her! That was so
incredibly wild and slutty!

That strange sense of masochistic sexual
hunger erupted once more, as the three men worked their cocks into
her, and she ground herself against the man she was straddling,
feeling her clitoris pushing against his pubic bone.

I'm all full of cock, she thought
wonderingly, gurgling wetly as the man holding her hair thrust in
and out.

Their hands were all over her, squeezing her
breasts, pulling her hair, and then sliding down to finger her
clitoris, and Amy felt herself floating again, body undulating and
grinding against the rising sexual pressure within her. That
pressure became a fever, and she cried out as sharp bursts of
overheated pleasure boiled through her body.

“We're gonna fill this white bitch with
come!” she heard someone say.

Then the orgasm hit and she bucked violently,
crying out again and again and again as it roared through her,
shattering her mind and overwhelming her senses. And all she could
do was cry out her pleasure and hope it never ended.

*

“I hope you're right about this new job
paying better, Amy,” her father said.

“I'm sure it will, daddy. It's a nice sports
bar. That means better tips.”

“It means more drunks,” he said with a
frown.

“They have lots of men there to keep them in
line,” she said. “Anyway, it's a lot more fun a place.”

“You should be going to college.”

She made a face. This was an old argument. “I
hate school, and my marks weren't all that great, either.”

“If you applied yourself you'd get good
marks,” he said.

“You don't have to go to college to make good
money,” she said.

“Maybe not but it sure helps.”

“Maybe next year,” she said.

She was wearing her gray yoga pants and a
long blue shirt which hung loosely to her thighs. She had no
intention of giving her parents any sort of clue as to what sort of
uniform she'd be wearing. That was especially so since she didn't
know if she'd go more than the one night.

She didn't think they'd find out. She'd given
them the wrong name for the place, for one thing. But they were
generally clueless. They still bought Darrell's dumb polite act,
for instance, and her mother kept describing him as 'such a nice
boy'.

Amy knew that Darrell was just not that nice.
But that was okay. He was hot! And he liked to play nasty, kinky
sex games. But as he got to know her better she was fairly sure
he'd fall in love with her and then be nicer. She wasn't exactly in
love with him, either, of course. But she was sort of in awe of
him.

God, he had fucked her right in her parents
bed! She felt a snickering sense of amusement when she thought of
them going to bed that night with no idea what had been done there
to their daughter!

But he'd sure had his damned nerve bringing
his friends over to fuck her! She had given him a piece of her mind
about that! Never mind that it had been a mind-blowing thing which
had given her huge orgasms! That was still wrong!

But God, what a thing to happen! She'd
remember that for the rest of her life! And she hadn't even seen
their faces!

She had to take the bus to the sports bar,
and was dubious the whole way. Sure she was hot. Didn't Darrell
keep telling her so? And she supposed Jessica was right that she
should enjoy it and take advantage of it. Why not? She wouldn't
always be young.

But the outfit was so... skanky!

She felt doubtful when she put it on, looking
at herself in the mirror, but all the girls were looking the same,
and several of them said she looked hot. She was still embarrassed
when she went out into the front for the first time, but took the
mens orders just as if she was at Denny's, and smiled, because she
knew to always do that.

Her face was kind of red, though, and she
found it hard to talk.

But that was only her first customer. By the
time she'd been there an hour her embarrassment had faded almost
completely away. By the time she'd been there two hours she was
flaunting herself proudly, and thoroughly enjoying it.

For Amy had found the perfect atmosphere for
her, one in which it was okay to act like a cock-tease and to flirt
and tease and giggle with the men. The way they looked at her made
her inside steam up even as her ego got stroked repeatedly.

That wasn't the only thing that got stroked,
though. More than occasionally some guy's hand would slide in to
give her butt a squeeze, and she had to give them a glare and shake
her finger at them, though in truth, even that started to kind of
get exciting.

The other girls all played up to the guys,
too, so there was nothing to say she had to act like a 'good girl'.
They all discussed the guys and what worked on them to get bigger
tips amid much giggles and laughter, and she found she liked
several of the girls a lot.

She made two hundred dollars in tips that
evening, and quit Denny's the next morning.

Right after that she was downstairs giving
Darrell a lap dance. She giggled as she did so, but he seemed oddly
determined that she do it in a specific way, as if he was teaching
her how. Of course, the fact he was fully dressed and she was naked
added a certain something to the dance, especially since she could
feel his erection through his jeans while she ground herself
against him.

He kept stopping her, though, and having her
do it different ways.

“You gotta grind yourself against my cock,
baby,” he said, gripping her hips, and pulling them in tighter.

“Take off your pants and I'll do more than
grind against it,” she teased.

He slapped her bottom and she yelped.

“Pay attention, blonde girl,” he said.

She sighed dramatically, and ground herself
against him to the music. His hands began to wander over her body
as she did so, tweaking and caressing her nipples, fingering and
stroking her clitoris, and dipping into the mouth of her sex. Then
she stood up and he pulled her forward by the buttocks and closed
his mouth on her sex, sucking and licking as she ground her hips
and her breath got more and more ragged.

Then he pushed her back onto a stuffed
chair.

“Sit down and pull your ankles up and back,
baby,” he ordered.

Giggling, she obeyed, sliding downward so her
back was on the seat of the chair, drawing her legs up and back
lewdly. But then instead of unzipping, he grinned and pulled
something out from behind his back.

“What the hell!?”

Amy laughed as she took it. It was a dildo, a
big, black, very realistic looking dildo!

“You think you can't do the job, Darrell?”
she taunted.

“No single man can keep up with a slut like
you, blonde girl,” he said with a grin, sitting on the coffee table
across from her.

“Tell me you love Black cock,” he
ordered.

“I love black cock!”

“Then fucking use that one!”

Amy giggled and then licked it as he watched.
She teased him by sliding her lips around it and sucking and
tonguing it, then pulled it down between her legs and slowly pushed
it into her body.

“Ohhh!” she groaned, pumping it slowly in and
out.

“Tell me you love Black cock, bitch.”

“I love Black cock!' she moaned.

She was only acting, of course, at least, at
first. But she had been hot when she'd slid it in, and having him
watching her began to make her insides sizzle with increasing heat
and pressure. She groaned as she drove it in deeper and deeper, her
breathing quickening as her heart beat faster.

“Fuck yourself with that Black cock, you
dirty girl,” he said. “And tell me you love Black cock.”

“I love Black cock!” she groaned, pumping the
big dildo in and out.

He got up and moved around behind the chair,
then gripped her ankles and forced them back more firmly over her
shoulder, then apart.

Amy groaned, pumping the dildo in and out as
he watched, her fingers rubbing against her clitoris. She no longer
had to pretend to be aroused. Her body was loving the steady
pumping and stroking, and her insides were thrumming with a
building sexual tension.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch.”

“I love black cock!' she groaned.

“Again, slut.”

“I love black cock!' she gasped.

“Again, whore.”

“I love black cock!' she cried weakly,
pumping it in and out faster and faster.

She stared at the sight of the black dildo
moving in and out of her body, growing more and more aroused by the
sight and feel of it as she plunged it in and out. She rolled her
eyes up at Darrell, gasping and moaning, and saw him holding his
smart phone, pointed at her.

She stared without understanding for long
seconds, still pumping the dildo, then stopped.

“Darrell!”

“Don't worry, baby. I'll delete it afterward.
I want to see you come!”

“But I – you can't – !”

“Trust me. We can watch it after then delete
it. Come for me, you hot little white slut!”

He gripped her hand, tightening it around the
dildo, pumping it in and out, and she groaned and dropped her eyes
to the thick black toy. He released her hand and moved around in
front of her and she pumped harder, gasping, moaning, whimpering,
trying to show some restraint now as he held the camera up.

But the heat took her, this new shock like
oil on the fire, and she pumped harder and deeper, deep enough to
ache, crying out with less and less restraint until the orgasm
came. Then she screamed, jamming the dildo deep, frantically
pumping it in and out as the orgasm tore through her mind.
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“What you really need, girl, is a better
belly.”

Amy frowned, looking down at her naked
stomach. Actually, she was naked from just below her breasts, where
the little white shirt thing tied off under her bare breasts, to
the low slung top of the little plastic skirt she wore.

“My belly is okay,” she said, slightly
indignant.

“Your belly is nice and flat,” Jessica said,
laying her hand flat against it and rubbing it lightly, “But it's
not toned. Guys really like toned bellies.”

She stopped Kristy, who was going past, swung
her around, and put a hand on her belly.

“Now this is toned,” she said, stroking
it.

“Bet your ass,” Kristy said proudly.

Kristy's belly was not perfectly flat like
Amy's was. Instead, faint, light lines circled it in a concave
manner, and made the skin seem to ripple ever so slightly. It was
certainly not a muscular stomach by any means, not like a man's
six-pack, she thought. But toned, yes, it was certainly toned.

“Exercise is boring,” she said, making a
face.

“Oh my dear, that's where you're wrong,”
Jessica said with a grin.

“Yeah, exercising is fun!” Kristy said.

“If you do the right kind of exercise,”
Jessica said.

Kristy giggled and went on the way she was
going, while Jessica led Amy back down the hall, and then into a
large room she hadn't seen before. The most prominent feature of it
were several silver poles in the middle, going floor to
ceiling.

“Have you ever tried pole dancing?” Jessica
asked.

Amy stared at the poles.

“You mean, like, stripping!?”

“Not stripping, dear, but pole dancing as an
exercise. It really works your upper body, as well as your thighs.
It's the most fantastic exercise you could imagine! And it's
fun!”

“I don't know,” she said slowly.

“Me and some of the girls use this spare room
to tone up. It's way better than going to the gym or doing some
boring stuff at home like sit-ups.”

And with that she turned on a radio, and then
flung herself at the middle pole. Amy watched, her jaw dropping, as
the tall, lithe woman spun around the pole, pulled herself up, fell
upside down, and circled the thing holding it between her thighs
alone!

“Wow!” Amy said. “You're really good!”

Jessica slid down, then jumped up again and
the next thing Amy knew she was swinging sideways around the pole,
her legs straight out, holding it with her arms.”

Jessica dropped down, panting a little. “It's
sort of a mix between gymnastics and dancing,” she said, “Sexy
dancing.”

And then nothing would do but for Amy to try
it, or at least, try some simple moves. It didn't take long for her
to realize just how weak her arms were. It was kind of neat, and
even sexy, though, to be swinging around the pole as if she was a
stripper! She wondered what Darrell would think if she could dance
like that.

The next day she came early, before work
started, and joined Jessica and a few of the other girls in doing
practice moves around the poles. As before, though, she had to soon
stop because her arms were so sore.

“Don't worry, baby. It won't take long for
your muscles to build up if you stick to it,” Jessica said, patting
her bottom through the little plastic skirt.

Amy didn't care that much about her arms, but
by now she definitely wanted one of those nice, toned bellies like
Jessica and the others had! Besides, the woman was right. Pole
dancing was fun!

It was sweaty work, though, and none of the
girls wanted to go to work all sweaty. Fortunately, there was a
shower room just off the dressing room. It wasn't a big room, and
there was just room for three shower-heads on the three walls, and
three girls to stand there, though they weren't very far apart.

There was no privacy, though, and she'd been
a little self-conscious the first time she'd used it. She was still
a little self-conscious, for that matter, when she went in after
her lesson, and was soon joined by Kristy and then Jessica.

Kristy was a brunette with large fake
breasts. It was a great job, though, she thought. They looked
practically real.

“How do your arms feel?” Jessica asked as she
sauntered in, naked, and turned on the third shower-head.

“Exhausted,” Amy admitted. “I can barely
raise my arms to soap myself up! I hope I don't drop beer in some
guy's lap!”

Kristy laughed. “I'm sure he won't mind if
you clean it up personally.”

“Yeah, by hand,” Jessica said with a
laugh.

“Or with your tongue,” Kristy said.

“You dirty girl,” Jessica replied, reaching
over to slap the brunette's bare bottom.

Kristy squealed and jerked back, actually
bumping against Amy so hard she had to grab the blonde so she
wouldn't fall. Since both were naked and Amy was all soapy that was
rather more togetherness than she had expected. She gasped, and
felt a hot little surge of sexual energy through her body even as
Kristy pulled away.

“That hurt!” Kristy protested.

“Baby! I bet you'd like it if your boyfriend
spanked you!”

“Not if my ass was all wet! It stings a lot
more when your ass is wet!”

“Oh, so he has spanked you, has he?” Jessica
asked teasingly.

Kristy shrugged and smirked. “Sometimes I'm a
bad girl,” she said.

Jessica laughed and Amy giggled.

“Baby, I'm always a bad girl,” Jessica said
with a smirk. “But my man don't get to spank me for it. He gets to
thank me for it.”

Both girls laughed.

“That is one fine ass you got there, baby,”
she said, as Amy felt her hand sliding over her bottom.

She gasped and blushed, half twisting
away.

“You do have a nice ass,” Kristy said.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Oh oh, she's blushing,” Jessica said with a
grin.

“I am not,” Amy protested.

“Blonde's always blush easily,” Kristy
said.

“You are a very white girl,” Jessica
said.

“I'm all covered in soap!” Amy protested.

The others laughed.

“Not covered,” Jessica said with a smirk.
“You still got a few places to go. Maybe it's cause of your weak
little spindly arms.”

“You should help her, Jessica,” Kristy said
with a smirk.

“I don't need any – hey!” Amy gasped as
Jessica grabbed her from behind.

“Let me soap you up, little baby,” Jessica
purred.

The Black woman's hands were already sliding
up and down Amy's belly as Amy felt the woman's own naked breasts
pushing firmly into her back! She felt an instant pulse of sexual
energy amid the uncertainty and embarrassment which also billowed
up within her.

“Heeeyy!” she cried.

“Do you know how Thailand girls give baths to
their men, baby?” Jessica asked.

“Oh I know that,” Kristy said, half turning
her head.

“They're like...”

And with that Jessica put her hands on Amy's
hips and began to rub her breasts up and down against her soapy
back.

“Must be hard for flat-chested girls,” Kristy
said.

“Girl, you were flat-chested!” Jessica
said.

“Not now!”

They both laughed, and then Kristy turned
completely around and pushed herself in against Amy, gripping her
hips and rubbing her breasts up and down against Amy's breasts and
belly while Jessica slid up and down behind her.

“You guys!” Amy protested anxiously.

“Look how red her face is!” Kristy said with
a laugh.

Jessica stopped sliding up and down but her
hands then slid up Amy's belly to cup and squeeze her breasts, then
her fingers flicked across her nipples.

“She might be blushing but her nipples like
it!” Jessica said gleefully.

“I do not! I mean... I mean they do not!” Amy
stuttered, trying to wriggle free.

“Do you know the nice thing about a warm body
and soap?” Kristy asked.

She giggled and slid her hand down between
Amy's legs as Jessica's hands moved down to grip her wrists and pin
them at her sides.

“Kristy!” Amy gasped.

The other two women laughed as Kristy slid
her fingers up and down against the blonde girl's slick, soapy sex.
Amy jerked back, but that only pressed her more firmly against
Jessica's naked body as the touch of Kristy's fingers began to send
a wild rush of sensation up through her belly!

“Don't tell me you don't like it,” Kristy
said with a leer.

“I-I... d-don't!” she gulped, pulling
helplessly against Jessica's grip as Kristy's fingers stroked
steadily against her rapidly swelling little button.

“Liar,” the other two women both laughed at
the same time.

And it was a lie, for as startled,
embarrassed, and uneasy as Amy was with what was happening, there
was no way to deny the wild rush of heat that was flooding her
body.

“Don't tell me you don't like it, blondie,”
Kristie said.

She leaned in and pressed her breasts against
Amy's, then kissed her firmly on the lips.

Amy's eyes widened and, startled, she tried
to twist her head away.

Jessica let go of her wrists, and Kristie
gripped her arms and spun her around, then pulled her back against
her own body. Jessica's hand slid between Amy's legs instead,
fingers rubbing expertly at her clitoris as she moved in and kissed
her in turn.

Her left hand gripped Amy's wet hair and held
her in place as Kristy gripped her wrists and rubbed her breasts
against her back.

Amy moaned into the woman's mouth as her hips
began to spasm helplessly, the woman's fingers stroking her rapidly
even as her own breasts pushed in against Amy's, pillowing out and
grinding softly against her.

Jessica's tongue slid into her mouth and Amy
felt herself melting in place between the two naked women, as their
warm, slick bodies rubbed and caressed her own.

And there was something strangely, almost
instinctively exciting about the way Jessica was gripping her hair,
jerking her head back so firmly, crushing her lips with her own. It
reminded her body of Darrell, and the wild pleasure he kept forcing
upon her.

And just as with Darrell she felt her heart
pounding as her breathing became ragged, and her body thrummed with
high tension sexual electricity as she felt Kristy lean in to chew
on the nape of her neck and Jessica rubbed her own breasts firmly
against her!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped
breathlessly.

She came! Her hips began to buck against
Jessica's fingers as a storm of sensations tore through her and set
her muscles to quaking and spasming! Her hips jerked violently
between the two women, and she gurgled breathlessly into Jessica's
mouth as the black woman continued to stroke her clitoris right
through the orgasm.

She sagged dazedly, moaning, and the two
women laughed, then spun her around again. She stumbled, but
Jessica held her easily as Kristy turned the water on. It poured
over her, warm and wet, rinsing off the soap, and then Jessica slid
her arms in between Amy's arms and her body, and let her hands
slide upwards, then up higher, and back behind her neck.

Amy cried out weakly as Jessica forced her
arms up and apart, pressing against the back of her neck to grasp
the blonde girl firmly in place with a full nelson.

“Oh! Wh-what!?”

Kristy slid to her knees before the hapless
blonde, and her tongue began to stroke across her now
hyper-sensitive clitoris. Her hands gripped Amy's thighs to pin her
wriggling hips in place, then her lips closed around her clitoris
as she sucked rhythmically.

Amy had only recently, of course, come to
realize how good oral sex could be on the receiving end. And while
she was almost too sensitive right after that powerful orgasm, the
sensations quickly shifted and built into something altogether
different.

Pinned tightly, almost spreadeagled as she
stood in place, gasping, moaning, she could do nothing but endure
the quickly rising torrent of pleasure as the other girl showed an
expertise with her tongue which easily outdid Darrell.

The other girl also had a tongue ring which
was doing astonishing things to the soon trembling, writhing
blonde, to the point where Jessica had to slide her hand over her
mouth to tone down her helpless squeals of pleasure and heat.

“Don't let her come,” Jessica said.

So, dazed, moaning, gasping, heart pounding,
she was left adrift, as the two smirking women moved off, drying
themselves off, then pulling her from the shower and throwing a
towel around her.

“You have work to do, blonde girl,” Jessica
said sternly. “No time for self-pleasure!”

They helped dress the frazzled girl, which
wasn't hard given how little the girls wore in the sports bar. They
simply neglected to add her thong.

“I don't see it,” Jessica said, having hidden
it. “Oh well, you'll just have to do without.”

And no amount of breathless protests made any
difference as she and Kristy hustled Amy out onto the restaurant
floor to start what turned out to be a very long shift!

Amy found herself helplessly aroused as she
went to her first customer, but also desperately anxious, for the
skirt was very short and she had nothing on underneath! They had
also tied the white top under her breasts while they were still
damp, and her hard nipples were easily visible through the thin
material.

It was... embarrassing! But she was
breathless with excitement, too, and going around without underwear
was both a daunting, scary experience, and also wildly
exciting!

Both Kristy and Jessica also decided that her
body was theirs to play with during the shift! Often as she went
behind the counter, where she both dropped off empty dishes and
picked up fresh food and drinks at the little window one or the
other would show up to slide their hands up under her skirt and
either knead her bottom or finger her pussy.

It was embarrassing, but also so wicked and
daring that Amy felt herself burning at both ends each time they
did it! She had never actually done much with other girls prior to
today, but it had certainly been on her mind before. The wild time
in the showers had left her with a sense of daring excitement and
anticipation which kept her aroused and excited, despite her
embarrassment and anxiety.

What made it even more embarrassing was that
Shannon, another waitress, joined in! Smirking, she leaned in
behind her one time, her hand snaking around Amy's hip and down
between her legs.

“Jessica says you have a nice, tight little
pussy,” as she rubbed her fingers against her clitoris beneath the
little skirt!

Because of the three of them her nipples
stayed hard most of the evening and she felt like her lower belly
was constantly whirling and churning. Then, too, walking around all
those men in the tiny little skirt, which was mostly open at one
side, and no panties, also had her mind bubbling over with dark
excitement and anxiety.

It wasn't like no man ever got fresh either.
Men were often slapping or squeezing her bottom, or stroking her
thighs, no matter what Jessica had said about bouncers. A few times
guys had slid their hands up to caress her bare bottom, too!

And tonight she had no panties!

It was closer to the end of the night when
was serving a table of Black guys in the corner booth when one of
them ran a hand up the back of her leg while she was picking up
empty bottles. His hand slid right up onto her bare bottom before
she could gasp and push his hand away, and he leered at her as she
hurried off.

When she went back with fresh beers all the
men were looking at her, and she felt her face heat, certain he had
told the others at the booth that she wasn't wearing any
panties!

And sure enough, as she bent forward to slide
the beers off her tray the man on outside of the round booth bench
both reached out to slide their hands up under her skirt in
back.

“Oh! Please!” she gulped, jerking back.

She almost ran into Jessica, who had come up
behind her.

“There isn't a problem here, is there?' she
asked sweetly.

“No problem at all, Jessica,” one of the men
said with a grin.

“We was just wondering,” another of the five
men said, “Whether your girls wear any panties under those little
skirts.”

“Well of course they do,” Jessica said,
reaching around to lift up Amy's skirt.

She squealed and jerked the skirt back as the
men all leered appreciatively.

“Don't look like no panties to me,” the same
man said.

“No hair, neither,” said another.

“Is that true? Amy you're a bad girl,”
Jessica said sternly.

Then one of the men knocked over a beer
bottle and spilled beer on the table.

“Oops,” he said.

“Get a rag, Amy,” Jessica ordered, turning
her around and giving her bottom a smack that sent her scurrying
away.

The sports bar was very noisy, of course,
both with all the dozens of TV sets on and all the men cheering for
various teams, so no one seemed to have noticed anything amiss in
the corner. Amy's heart was pounding, though, when she got a rag
and hurried back, grateful Jessica was still there.

She probably shouldn't have been.

She had to bend over the table, of course,
and as she did she felt Jessica's hand slide up under her skirt and
between her thighs to rub up and down against her pussy. She jerked
and gasped, but the man on her right reached out to grab her wrist
when she would have straightened, and the one on her left did the
same to her other hand a moment later.

“You know how blonde girls are,” Jessica said
in a low, furry voice, “Kind of slutty and hungry for sex all the
time. It's all I can do to keep some of them from jumping the
customers.”

“Don't do it on our account, baby,” one of
the men said.

“Yeah, we don't mind,” another said with a
laugh.

“Those real?” asked the one on the end.

He reached up and slid his hand right in
beneath her little top to cup her bare breast and squeeze it.

“Yeah, those are real,” he told the
others.

Amy's face was burning, and she was starting
to tremble as the man on her other side slid his hand into the top
on the other side to grope her breast there.

“She has such soft skin, doesn't she,”
Jessica said.

Amy gurgled helplessly as the men rolled and
pinched her nipples, their fingers digging into her soft flesh as
her pulse raced like an out-of-control freight train.

One of the men undid the little tie beneath
her breasts and the shirt pulled open as her breasts dropped out.
There was an appreciative murmur from the five men there, though
most of her breasts were covered by hands.

Jessica stood right behind her, and now slid
her hand around Amy's right hip and down between her legs as she
lifted her skirt high with her left. The men watched excitedly as
her fingers caressed the hot, swollen, slick little clitoris, and
traced up and down the neat, tight line of her sex.

“Bet she's pretty wet inside,” one said.

Amy felt as though her brain was wrapped in a
strange kind of cotton batting, and unable to function properly.
She gasped as Jessica put a foot between her trembling legs and
forced them apart, then moaned as she slid a finger up inside her
body and pumped it in and out.

“Warm and tight and wet,” Jessica
confirmed.

“You should put her on the menu. We'd be
willing to pay a lot more for that,” one of the men said.

“Ah, if only I could,” Jessica replied as the
men fought over possession of Amy's bare breasts.

But then, chuckling, she pulled her fingers
free and let her skirt drop, then pulled her back upright as the
men reluctantly let go of her wrists – and breasts. Amy fumbled the
top closed and Jessica pulled her away with a grin.

“Nasty little blonde slut,” she whispered in
amusement.

Amy staggered back to the counter, gulping in
air, her body flaring wildly with heat even amid the tremendous
embarrassment gripping her.

Shannon came over to the counter, then and
reached past her for a plastic squeeze bottle of water, then
squeezed the handle as she pulled it back. The water sprayed across
Amy's chest twice.

“Oops,” Shannon said with a grin, turning and
leaving her.

Amy's mind was still spinning wildly, but she
looked down and saw that the already thin white top was now damp
enough to be almost completely see-through!

She grabbed some napkins and anxiously
blotted at her chest but Jessica soon came and pulled her away,
slapping her butt again and sending her over to Table Seven to take
care of the men there.

They stared at her appreciatively and one of
them slid a hand up under her skirt in behind to knead her buttocks
as she stood there trembling and taking their orders.

The night, at least, moved very quickly, and
she got really great tips, but at the end of it, Jessica simply
sent her home with a grin, and no way to do anything about the
incredible level of sexual frustration gripping her!

No sooner had she stepped outside through the
employee's entrance in the back, though, when a voice haled her
from out of the dark.

“Hey, baby.”

She gasped and then realized it was
Darrell.

“What are you doing here?!” she
exclaimed.

“Thought I'd come pick you up.”

“Really?”

“And fuck your pretty little pussy,” he said
as he got in closer.

Amy felt a wild, almost dizzying thrill as he
grinned at her, but after one long, hard kiss he spun her around
and shoved her face-first against the wall. Then he gripped her
hips and jerked them out, giving her bottom a smack.

“You should wear your uniform home,” he said,
lifting up her longer skirt.

“I-I... but... I – !”

He slapped her bottom again.

“Spread those beautiful legs, beatch!”

Amy felt a rush of anxiety as her head
swiveled wildly to left and right.

“Someone might come!” she moaned.

“Yeah, me, and you.”

He unzipped and brought his cock out, then
rubbed the head up and down against her sex as he forced her to
bend over more. Amy moaned at the touch, the incredible sexual
frustration of the night causing her body to flare hotly.

“You got no panties? You nasty little slut,”
he said.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped, not wanting to say that
Jessica had taken them.

She felt him hardening rapidly as he rubbed
himself against her. Then the fat head of his cock began to sink
into her, and she realized just how sopping wet she was! She
shuddered and closed her eyes as Darrell pushed deeper, and his
hands slid up her sides, pulling her tank top up with them to bare
her breasts in the cupless bra.

“Fucking tight little bitch,” he groaned as
he sank deeper.

His hands kneaded her breasts roughly, and
Amy trembled and moaned as heat swept through her.

She groaned and gasped as he started to
thrust in and out, her hips grinding back at him as he pinched and
rolled her nipples, then plucked on them harshly.

“Nasty little blonde hotty,” he growled,
leaning in to chew at the side of her throat. “You're a walking sex
toy, baby! I could fuck you forever!”

Amy didn't need forever. She might not even
need a full minute! She was pressing hard against the side of the
building, her head fallen forward, her breasts burning as he
kneaded them and his hips slapping harder and harder against her
buttocks!

But the intensity of her excitement was
focused on the thick black cock sliding up into her belly and
pumping in and out! She could feel the seething sexual hunger
within her become almost a fever, her mind baking in the intensity
of the heat, waves of sensations washing over her as Darrell thrust
into her hard and fast.

His hand came over her mouth and she realized
she had been making noises. It wasn't a moment too soon, for the
orgasm hit and it was a wild one that had her screaming again and
again, her head lashing up and back, her hips bucking violently
against his hips as the pleasure tore through her like a
hurricane!

She closed her eyes and screamed into his
hand as the pressure exploded within her, and every nerve ending in
her body seemed to be pulsing with heat! The feel of his hardness
thrusting up deep inside her was, at that moment, the most glorious
thing she had ever felt in her life!

She shuddered as his hand jerked up and back
on her hair, and she gasped for breath, eyes slitted and glassy as
she half fell against the wall.

He kept thrusting, though, his hips slapping
against her buttocks with long, deep strokes. Then she realized
that he was standing beside her, his hand on her breast as well as
on her mouth, as well as sliding down her belly to rub against her
clitoris.

She whimpered and moaned in confusion and
uncertainty, even as she realized he wasn't alone, that another man
was behind her, thrusting into her. Now as her mind reawakened from
the scalding storm of sensations she realized he wasn't as big, not
as thick.

But it still felt... wonderful, as he thrust
into her, or at least, as somebody thrust into her.

“Hot blonde slut,” he growled.

It was his hand over her mouth, she realize,
and one of his hands on her left breast.

The others belonged to a stranger, whoever
was fucking her!

She groaned and grunted at each thrust, her
eyes sightless as her mouth dropped open. It didn't matter who was
fucking her. All that mattered was that someone was.

She took it, her body jerking to the blows of
his hips, her insides burning and squirming as he thrust himself
into her, his fingers rubbing against her swollen clitoris, and
then another orgasm rolled through her, literally dropping her to
her knees.

Whoever was behind her dropped behind her,
still thrusting, and Darrell dropped as well, so that the thrusts
continued until, with a gasp, the stranger finished.

“Fucking tight bitch!” the man groaned.

“I told you, man.”

Darrell pulled her to her feet after a
moment, helping to lead her towards a car. The other man was some
guy she'd never met, about Darrell's age, who leered at the
blushing girl as Amy dropped her eyes.

He drove them home, and she found out his
name was Leon. She wondered if he was one of the men who had fucked
her before, but was too embarrassed to ask.
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The next morning when she woke up it was to
find Darrell in her bedroom. He grinned down at her as she started
awake with a gasp.

“Good morning, you hot, sexy blonde slut,” he
said with a grin.

“Darrell!” she gulped. “I uhm, I was … I was
going to come down later.”

“Ha. I fuck you when I want, baby, not when
you want,” he said with another grin. “And I wanna fuck you all the
fucking time.”

He tossed the collar to her.

“Put this on.”

She gulped and then picked up the collar,
sliding it around her neck and doing it up as he watched.

“Are you my bitch, Amy?”

“Y-Yes!” she gulped.

He glared.

“Yes, sir!”

“Do you love my black cock.”

“Yes, sir! I love your black cock, sir!”

She flinched a little when she said it,
remembering how she had masturbated with the dildo and he'd had her
say that. He'd taken video, not pictures, and while he said he had
deleted them he hadn't let her check his phone. The thought of what
would happen to her if a video like that got out didn't bear
thinking on!

He tossed another pair of hat looked like
collars onto the bed, though they were much smaller. Those were the
wrist restraints he'd had her wear before. Heart thumping, she put
them on and buckled them tight. He didn't fasten them together,
though. Instead he brought out the leash and snapped it to her
collar, then tugged roughly, pulling her onto her knees on the
floor.

“Crawl, bitch,” he growled.

Anxious, uncertain, but growing more aroused,
she obeyed, crawling across the floor as he led her to her door
then out into the hall. He had her crawl up the hall to her parents
room again, and opened the door as he tugged her inside.

“Oh!”

She gasped aloud, jerking up on her knees as
she saw someone waiting for her.

“Hello, blonde girl,” Jessica said with a
smirk.

She was stretched out on her parents bed,
naked! Her knees were raised and spread wide and her back was
propped against the headboard.

“Look at what I brought you, Jessie, a nasty
little blonde slut,” Darrell said, jerking on the leash to drop her
forward onto all fours again and pull her forward.

“All blondes are nasty little sluts,” Jessica
said in a purring voice.

Amy gaped at the naked black girl as Darrell
led her up to the edge of the bed.

“Climb up into the bed, slut,” he said,
slapping her bottom sharply.

“Ow!” she gasped, scrambling up onto the bed
as Darrell tossed the leash to Jessica.

Jessica pulled her in, eyes gleaming, drawing
her face down between her spread legs.

“Now I'm gonna show you how to please a Black
woman, blonde girl,” she said. “And you better pay attention.”

“I'm just gonna watch and get a hard-on,”
Darrell said with a grin.

There wasn't a lot Amy could have done if
she'd wanted to, and she wasn't at all sure she wanted to! She was
astonished by finding Jessica laying there on her parents bed, and
despite the events of the previous evening, shocked that she was
about to perform oral sex on her!

“I-I don't know how to – !”

Crack!

Darrell slapped her bottom sharply.

“You're gonna learn, you nasty little blonde
slut,” he said with a grin.

Jessica jerked on the leash and Amy gasped as
she was pulled right up against her pussy.

“Start licking, white girl,” the older woman
ordered.

She looked up at Darrell. “I think we should
start with just her tongue,” she said, raising her eyebrows.

Darrell grinned and leaned over, grasping the
blonde girl's wrists and drawing them up and back together behind
her. When he released them they were clipped firmly together, and
Amy moaned as her face was rubbed up and down against Jessica's
black pussy.

“Now you're going to learn to be my bitch,
too, baby,” Jessica growled.

A wild thrill spun Amy's mind despite the
embarrassment and uncertainty gripping it, and she began to lick as
Jessica gave her careful and complete instructions and critiques.
She felt Darrell's hands on her hips and thighs, spreading her
knees wide, and then moaned as his fingers began to push into
her.

She was soon licking excitedly at Jessica's
pussy as Darrell eased his fingers in and out, twisting and pumping
as she lapped and sucked at Jessica. The Black woman held the leash
in one hand and her blonde hair in the other as she roughly guided
her to what she wanted her to do.

“This bitch needs fucking,” Darrell growled
from behind her.

He had three fingers pumping in and out of
the blonde's tight pussy, twisting and turning them as they got
slicker and slicker. He slowly forced a fourth finger into the
tight confines of her pussy and slapped her bottom when she
moaned.

“This white girl needs a line of Black men
behind her to fuck her tight pussy one after the other,” Jessica
said.

“I think I can arrange that,” Darrell said
with a laugh.

He pressed his thumb against her small rear
hole and slowly forced it inside, then curled it in and down as he
continued to pump his fingers in and out.

“Nigger, anyone on earth could arrange that,”
Jessica scoffed.

“Oh!” Amy gasped as the woman tightened her
fingers in her hair and ground her face against her pussy.

“Lick me, white bitch,” she said in a
taunting voice. Make your mistress happy with you so she doesn't
whip your little ass!”

“Should whip her little ass anyway,” Darrell
said with a laugh.

“Course we'll whip her ass anyway,” Jessica
said. “That's how you train a blonde girl to do what you tell
her.”

“Bitch is wet as a river,” Darrell said, his
four fingers twisting and pumping as his fingers began to stroke
against her clitoris.

“Blondes are all whores.”

She jerked up and back on Amy's hair, causing
the gasping blonde to cry out.

“Ain't that right, bitch? Blondes are all
whores, aren't they?”

“Y-Yes!” Amy gasped.

Jessica slapped her face.

“Say all blondes are whores, bitch.”

“All blondes are whores!” Amy moaned.

Jessica slapped her face again.

“Say mistress.”

“All blondes are whores, mistress!” Amy
gasped.

“I like the sound of that,” Jessica said,
jamming her face in against her own moist pussy once more.

“Lick me, you blonde whore.”

Amy licked. Her body was trembling with
sexual pleasure and pressure now, her mind completely given in to
the dark, kinky hedonism of what was happening to her. She felt
Darrell's fingers withdrawn, then something thicker and rounder
pushed into her.

“Oh! Oh!” she gasped, trying to pull her face
free to turn around.

Jessica jerked on her hair, forcing her mouth
back to her pussy.

It felt like... the big dildo Darrell had had
her use before, she thought, as it slid deeper into her belly.

“You know you love it, bitch,” Jessica said.
“Tell me you love nigger cock.”

She jerked up on her hair again and slapped
her face lightly.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I love nigger cock!” Amy croaked.

Jessica slapped her face lightly again.

“Say you love feeling a big black cock inside
you.”

“I love feeling a big black cock inside me!”
Amy cried weakly, voice breaking.

“Blonde whore,” Jessica said, reaching down
to roughly grope her breast as she jammed her face back between her
legs.

Her hips jerked and squirmed as Darrell
pumped the dildo in and out, thrusting it ever deeper, refusing to
be defeated by the size of her sex as he slowly forced the thick
black cock into the slender blonde.

The orgasm took Amy with a wild rush of
sensation and she cried out, her hips jerking frantically as her
insides were pounded by the thick black dildo. Her face ground into
Jessica's pussy as her mind was swept by a long, roaring wave of
pleasure that made her heedless of the impatient pulls on her hair
and on the collar.

“Fuckin' bitch comes faster than me, and I'm
the one getting eaten out,” Jessica complained.

“Yeah, but she's a blonde.”

“And she ain't very good at eating a girl out
yet neither,” Jessica grumbled. “But I'll train her.”

“I bet you will, babe.”

She shoved Amy aside, so the trembling,
moaning blonde fell on her side, then rolled out of bed.

“You got the straps for this thing?” Amy
heard.

The two moved away, and then Jessica knelt on
the bed again, wearing some sort of black bikini that Amy paid
little attention to at first. But the Black woman was strong, and
jerked Amy onto her belly again, then slapped her bottom until she
drew her knees in and raised her bottom high once more.

Amy groaned as she felt the woman's hands on
the dildo, felt it pulling halfway out. Then it suddenly began to
slide back into her once more.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, slut!” Jessica
ordered.

Moaning, dazed, Amy obeyed, grunting as the
dildo slid deep, then pulled out once more. Jessica's hands were on
her hips, though, which made her wonder how she was moving the
dildo. It continued to move in and out, and when it slid achingly
deep she felt the other woman's belly against her backside!

She tried to look around but Jessica reached
down and gripped her hair, jerking her head up and back as she
slapped her bottom again.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch,” Jessica
ordered

“I love black cock, mistress!” Amy cried
weakly.

Crack!

“Tell me you love being fucked hard by black
cock, bitch.”

“I love being fucked hard by black cock,
mistress!” Amy gasped.

Crack!

“Dirty little whore.”

Crack!

“Nasty little blonde slut!”

Crack!

“You just can't get enough of that black
cock, can you!?”

Crack!

“Slut!”

Amy cried out weakly, her hair being tugged
roughly, her bottom slapped, and Jessica reaching in beneath to
roughly grope her breast. It was like she was being fucked by a
guy, but it was Jessica! Somehow the woman had attached the big
dildo to her own body, and Amy shuddered as the hard, powerful
thrusts deep into her aching belly!

Then she pulled completely out and Amy gasped
as she was thrown over on her side, then rolled onto her back.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Amy moaned, drawing her knees apart as she
stared up at the woman. Jessica had a kind of plastic plastic plate
strapped between her legs, and the dildo had been attached to it.
Now she leaned in and pressed it against Amy's swollen opening,
then sank into her as Jessica slid down atop her.

She gripped Amy's hair tightly and kissed her
passionately as her hips began to work up and down, and Amy
trembled below her, moaning into her mouth, her arms pinned beneath
her as the woman fucked her steadily.

But she discovered the woman was a great
kisser, and felt her lips melting against her concerted attack as
Jessica's tongue slid in and caressed her own. Their breasts
pillowed together even as Jessica's hips rose and fell in a steady,
even rhythm that sent the big dildo driving up and down inside Amy
for almost its full length.

When Jessica pulled back and gripped her
under the knees, forcing her legs up and back sharply as she rose
up above her.

“Gonna fuck your tiny blonde brains out,
bitch!” she growled.

And then she did, her hips thrusting down
again and again as Amy cried out at every stroke, the long, thick
dildo sending a wild burst of sexual pressure and heat rolling
through her body with every thrust. Amy could only gasp and moan
and shudder as the woman pounded her hips down against her upraised
bottom.

And then another orgasm washed over her and
she cried out in dazed pleasure, her body shattered by a seething
explosion of sexual pleasure and sensations that had convulsions
tearing it apart!

But Jessica was by no means finished. She
left the dildo inside the trembling blonde's belly, unlocking it
from the base on her groin, then dropped low herself, applying her
expert tongue to the girl's burning sex, pressing down firmly on
her thighs as she sucked artfully on the swollen clitoris below,
and forcing another orgasm upon the hapless, dazed girl.

She attached the dildo to her body once more,
then knelt on the bed, sitting on her heels and drawing Amy up to
sit on her lap, facing forward. With her pussy impaled on the thick
black cock and the black woman's breasts pressed against her bound
arms Amy stared at Darrell, who stood before her with the real
version.

“You're gonna swallow every inch of that
nigger cock,” Jessica whispered into her ear.

The Black woman had two fingers rubbing at
Amy's clitoris, and her other hand gripped her hair as Darrell
pushed forward. His cock pumped slowly at first, using just her
mouth, as Jessica chewed on the nape of her neck. But soon enough
he pushed into her mouth, and Jessica held her head steadily as his
cock forced its way down her throat.

“Yeah! Swallow that nigger cock, blonde
girl!” Jessica growled at her ear.

Her lips were wrapped firmly around the base
as the woman's fingers danced on her clitoris.

“Fuck her face, nigger. Fuck this blonde
girl's whore face!” Jessica breathed.

Darrell began to pump, in and out, in and
out, as Jessica held Amy's hair in a tight grip. His thick black
cock slid up and own in her throat and over her tongue as she
gurgled and gasped wetly. Several times she almost fainted from
lack of air, and was light-headed as the big cock continued to
drive in and out of her mouth and throat.

Then he sat back and gripped her hair,
forcing her forward, her pussy slowly sliding off the thick dildo
inside her until she was straddling Darryll's cock instead. She
sank down with a slow, dazed groan of pleasure, until her hips were
flat against him and he was jammed into her to the hilt.

She felt Jessica moving up behind her, her
fingers pushing at her ass, one, then two sliding in and out of
her, slippery with something, twisting and turning as Darrell
slapped her bottom and ordered her to start riding him.

Her hips rose and fell in dazed, breathless
heat, as she groaned into his mouth and he roughly fondled her
breasts.

She felt Jessica moving closer, felt her
fingers pulled back, and then something else hard and thick jamming
against her. It was the dildo, of course, and she cried out weakly
as the woman slowly worked the thick silicone cock into her
ass.

What it felt like inside her, pumping in and
out, as Darrell began to pump up into her pussy, was almost
indescribable! She felt as though there was a churning cauldron of
heat within her lower belly, like a volcano getting ready to blow.
And then it did, and another orgasm lashed her senses as the two
slapped and kissed and groped and fondled her, working their cocks
into her spasming belly.

She was exhausted after they were done with
her, but they still weren't finished, as she was put on her knees
on the floor and made to practice her oral skills on both of them
until the muscles of her tongue and mouth were numb. Then she had
to practice her lap dance on Darrell while Jessica gave her
instructions – accompanied by slaps to the bottom and pinches to
the nipples – to improve it.

*

“Where are we going?” Amy asked
uncertainly.

Darrell had left for school, while Jessica
drove her somewhere for, she said, a surprise.

“You'll find out when you get there,
bitch.

Amy was anxious. Jessica had dressed her in a
skirt which was almost as short as the one she wore at work, if not
as slutty, and had forbidden her panties. They parked on a busy
street and Jessica took her arm and led her up the sidewalk, then
abruptly turned into a place with tinted glass.

It was some sort of … spa, she thought
wonderingly.

“Appointment with Cynthia for Jessica,” she
said.

Amy was mystified. They were in a waiting
room facing a counter, and almost at once the woman there nodded
them to go down a hall.

“Room Four,” she said.

Jessica led her up the narrow hall and into
the room, where she found something like a doctor's exam room
complete with padded table.

Jessica grinned at her.

“What is this place?”

“You're gonna get seen to, my little blonde
sex slave.”

Amy gulped, twin thrills of heat and anxiety
running through her mind.

“What's that mean?”

“You must be tired of shaving your pussy and
legs by now.”

Amy stared at her in confusion.

“Gonna get it lasered off so you don't have
to do that no more.”

“What?! But... I can't afford that and –
.”

“Call it a loan. You'll pay me back.”

“But – !”

Another black woman came in, wearing a white
smock, and Amy was placed on the padded table, then, blushing, had
to raise her feet and put them in stirrups which the woman
extended. With her skirt raised and her legs spread wide, the woman
knelt between her legs with a device.

Black glasses were handed out, and the woman
began to zap at Amy's skin. It burned a little, but the prospect of
never having to shave her pussy, or even her legs, was an exciting
one.

After all that was done Jessica drove her to
work, early so she could 'exercise'. That exercise ended in the
shower once more, where she wore out her tongue once again, on
Jessica and Kristie before going out to work on the floor – again
without panties.
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It was a crazy existence, but certainly
filled with far and away more excitement than what she'd had before
Darrell had moved in. It left Amy feeling a little overwhelmed a
lot of the time, but since she mostly just did whatever Darrell and
Jessica said it was easy enough to cope.

She wasn't entirely sure why she did what
they said. Partly, of course, she got smacked if she didn't. But
they were also forceful and determined personalities, and she was
an uncertain girl at the best of times. Her hesitant uncertainty
was easily overcome by their determination. And of course, if her
wrists were tied up there wasn't a lot she could do, and they often
were.

A few days after her first laser treatment
Darrell strapped her to the four corners of her parents bed and
began to demonstrate what he could do with his tongue, his fingers,
a dildo and a vibrator.

It turned out, he could do a lot! He soon had
the blonde girl writhing and thrashing and screaming in pleasure
and heat! She was so frazzled and so aroused that when Leon showed
up she felt only a little shock and embarrassment as he joined
Darrell on the bed and ran his hands over her overheated body.

And as anxious as she was when he lay down
and drove himself into her, she couldn't help climaxing as he
fucked her so hard and fast. Besides, Darrell confirmed he had
indeed been one of the two guys who had fucked her.

The other had been a guy named Jeff, he said.
And not long after Leon finished Jeff came into the room, startling
her, making her mind spin with embarrassment and anxiety, and then
burn with heat as he fucked her next. But he had fucked her before
anyway, she thought anxiously.

And then the heat began to roll over her in
waves again, so that it didn't seem to really matter that much.

It was awfully embarrassing, though, when
Darrell attached the leash to the collar he always put around her
neck, and made her crawl, though. But it was also wildly hot and
kinky!

They had her give them strip teases and do
lap dances for them, and soon all three got hard again, so that she
rode each of them in turn, straddling their chairs and riding up
and down on their stiff black cocks as they sucked and chewed on
her breasts and nipples.

But the most mind blowing moments came when
she straddled Darrell as he lay on her parents bed, and Jeff slid
into her ass the way Jessica had done days before! The fact it was
a real cock inside her and not a dildo made it far more exciting to
Amy! And when her hair was pulled forward so that Leon could push
his cock into her mouth and down her throat the whole world seemed
to disappear!

Nothing existed for her but cocks, big black
cocks in her mouth and throat, in her pussy and in her ass! Oh, the
six black hands mauling her body made an impression, too, of
course, but it was those cocks which drove her into mind shattering
multiple orgasms as they churned her mind and body to bubbling,
boiling overflowing heat and pleasure!

*

Bitch, you're not trying hard enough,”
Jessica growled.

“I am!” Amy insisted, panting heavily as she
gripped the pole beside her.

Jessica had insisted she stay over after work
for special exercise. Her body was sore, but it wasn't a bad sore.
She'd been practicing for almost two weeks by then, after all. What
was really giving her problems was her pussy. She'd had her second
hair removal treatment before work, and she felt kind of sore when
she ground herself against the bar.

The sports bar had closed down, and they were
alone, or at least, she thought they were. She hoped they were
since Jessica had had her wear only a thong for the exercise.

Of course, that also made it more
exciting!

“I know what will inspire you, you nasty
little blonde slut,” Jessica said. “Put on your uniform.”

So Amy put on the skirt and cupless bra and
white top, as well as the high heels, and this time Jessica had her
do a strip tease with the bar, and not just swing around it for
exercise. That really upped the excitement level for her and gave
her more energy, even if it was sexual energy.

Jessica had her do it realistically,
pretending there was an audience, even setting up chairs in front
of the pole so she could look at them, so she could slide her
tongue across her lower lip and play up to her invisible audience
as if she were really a stripper.

Off came her top, then her skirt, then her
little cupless bra, and finally her thong so that she was swinging
naked around the pole! It was a wild, thrilling experience!

And it didn't get any less so when Darrell
showed up.

“Darrell can be your audience,” Jessica
said.

Amy had no objection to that! But she had
barely started when Leon and Jeff came into the room too. That
upped the heat level considerably, but also filled her with a lot
of anxiety and uncertainty. She was far from comfortable with
multiple partners at once, and even stripping for them!

But slaps on her bottom by Jessica got her
dressed and dancing again, then stripping for the three men as they
watched. Her excitement rose as she began to give them lap
dances.

And then another man showed up, a complete
stranger! He was another Black man, about Darrell's age, with the
broad shoulders of a football player. His name was Deval Patrick,
and she froze in embarrassment when he came in and was greeted by
the others!

“Get your clothes on, bitch,” Jessica
ordered.

Amy had no problem with that!

But then she was ordered to start her routine
again. Now she was really anxious, and very embarrassed! But with
the five of them there she didn't see any way to refuse! So she had
to strip for them, and for a complete stranger! Her face burned as
she removed her top and bottom, but even so, she began to feel a
wild, spiraling heat gripping her as the stranger looked on.

She had to give him a lap dance, naked, and
that aroused her so much she was afraid, as she ground her pussy
against his leg, that she might come! That his hands began to roam
over her body made it even worse and then – and then she did
come!

“What a slutty blonde,” Jessica said.

“She's always like that,” Darrell told
Deval.

“I think since she's gotten him all hard she
ought to do something about that,” Leon said.

“Yeah, you owe it to him, you little slut!”
Jessica said, jerking on her arm and shoving her down on her knees
before the man.

Trembling, moaning, breathless, Amy began to
bob her lips up and down on his cock as Jessica worked the black
dildo into her pussy.

And then another man walked in!

Amy found herself kneeling naked, her wrists
tied behind her back as five black men with hard cocks took turns
shoving them down her throat. Dazed, swaying, moaning, she gurgled
around each one, her eyes glassy as they laughed and pulled on her
hair.

And then, one, two and three at a time, they
fucked her until she could barely think straight.

*

It was ridiculous. Amy had a hard time not
rolling her eyes as Darrell smiled ingratiatingly at her father. He
had on his nerd outfit again, and was speaking very 'white' as he
called it. Her father had insisted that it was only polite to have
'that nice young man' have dinner with them now and then.

So they were at the dining room table, while
her mother fussed over the various dishes, and Darrell grinned and
chatted with her father as if he didn't spend most days fucking his
daughter's brains out and calling her his bitch and his whore.

But she didn't dare roll her eyes. She knew
she'd get a spanking later if he noticed. She'd gotten a lot of
them lately! And even though every one of them ended in an orgasm
as he fingered her to a powerful come they still stung like
hell!

Darrell seemed to find it amusing to pretend
such respect for her father, even though she knew better. He didn't
put her in her parents' bed so often because it was the most
comfortable! He did it because he liked the thought of fucking her
in her own father's bed while her dad had no clue.

He had no clue she had a big black dildo up
inside her pussy right then either. Darrell had insisted she wear
it to dinner, and had checked beforehand. She had a big butt-plug
in her ass, too.

He had also arranged for them to sit beside
each other, and whenever no one was looking his hand would slide
down into her lap.

He'd ordered her to pull her skirt way up
around her hips beneath the table cloth so his fingers would be
able to get at her naked pussy more easily. And he was doing a very
good job of turning her on and making her insides squirm.

He himself seemed fine and calm, but then
he'd come just before dinner – on her face. He'd made her rub it
into her skin all over rather than clean it off, too, so it was
invisible to her parents.

And now he was talking amiably about football
with her father while his fingers stroked her clitoris beneath the
table.

Amy bit her lower lip to keep from making any
noises, trying anxiously to suppress the growing heat within her
body. Fortunately, she managed. The dinner went well, and Darrell
returned to the basement and she to her bedroom.

But not long after her parents went to bed he
showed up in her bedroom, startling her. He stripped her naked,
pulled her out into the hall, and then fucked her right up against
the wall of her parents bedroom!

*

“You want me to wear this?!” she asked in
astonishment.

“Yep.” Darrell grinned.

She pulled on the tight white tank top
uneasily. It had a big red and black swastika on the front.

“Now put on a pair of black pants.”

“But – .”

“Do it!”

She dressed as he wanted and he grinned at
her and then sat her in the corner of his basement and gave her a
paper to read.

She scanned the lines and looked up at
him.

“Why do you want me to read this?”

“It doesn't matter why I want you to read it,
you fucking blonde,” he growled. “All that you need to care about
is I want you to do it!”

She gulped, but then began to read, and he
took out a camera and focused it on her.

She hesitated, then continued.

“... we the white heritage front demand all
the niggers be removed from our cities and shipped to the farms to
work on picking cotton again. It's the only thing niggers are good
for anyway,” she said. “America was made for the Aryan race and not
a bunch of smell, dirty niggers barely out of the trees.”

Jessica showed up then and she halted.

“Keep reading, slut,” Darrell demanded.

Blushing, Amy looked down at the paper
again.

“Nigger girls are nothing but prostitutes
anyway, and they'd be better off on cotton farms doing something
useful with their lives. We could also control their breeding then
so we'd have a lot less welfare whores polluting the country.”

“What the fuck are you doing?” Jessica
asked.

“Making a video for U-tube,” Darrell said
with a grin.

“You can't put that on the internet!” Amy
protested.

“You telling me what I can do?” Darrell
demanded.

“She sure has got a lot of nerve,” Jessica
said, “The nasty little blonde racist.”

“But – !”

“You do what we say, not the other way
around, you blonde whore,” Darrell said.

“Obviously, she's being a bad girl,” Jessica
said.

“Definitely,” Darrell growled.

“But I didn't do anything!” Amy
protested.

She looked anxiously from one to the
other.

“A spanking isn't good enough.”

“No, not for something this bad.”

Amy pouted. Her heart was beating rapidly and
she was anxious, wondering what the two had planned.

“We definitely need to show her how to be a
good girl.”

“You mean how to do what she's fucking
told.”

“Yeah, that's what being a good girl
means.”

“You think you can learn to be a good girl,
you little blonde slut?” Jessica taunted.

“Uhm, I guess,” she gulped.

“Wrong answer!'

They brought her up to the living room, which
had a wide open floor, and it was then she saw both of them had
long, thin switches in their hands. They looked like wood, and when
Darrell swung his through the air it made a sound like paper
tearing.

“Stand straight, arms at your sides,” he
barked.

Crack! Jessica swung her switch in to
snap across her bare bottom.

“Ow!” she yelped as, twisting and rubbing her
bottom. The stick thing was very thin, and landed with a light
touch, but it stung!

“You have to do what you're told fast!” she
said. “And don't move!”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Oww!” she yelped as Darrel's switch snapped
down across her bare breasts!

“Arms at your sides!”

She jerked her arms down, heart pounding,
eyes rolling anxiously.

“Keep those shoulders back, slut,” Jessica
said, her switch stroking Amy's buttocks.

“Put your fingers behind your neck and arch
your back,” Darrell ordered.

She raised her arms up and back.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Faster, slut.”

She gulped, fingers behind her neck, chest
thrust out sharply.

Darrell let his thin switch stroke up and
down across the taut surfaces of her breasts, while Jessica's was
caressing her bottom.

“Spread your legs apart, slut.”

She jerked her legs apart.

Crack! “Wider, slut.”

She gulped anxiously, but was starting to
feel a dark, seething sense of excitement as the two of them, both
fully clothed, hovered around her menacingly with their long
switches.

“Are you a blonde bimbo?” Jessica asked.

“Uhm, yes?”

Crack!

“The answer is, yes mistress,” she said.

“Are you a blonde bimbo?” Darrell asked.

“Yes, sir!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a blonde bimbo, sir!”

“You should have her call you master.”

“Nah, fuck that. Sounds goofy.”

“Are you a cock-sucker?” he asked Amy.

“Yes, sir. I'm a cock sucker, sir!”

The switch rubbed back and forth across her
nipples.

“On all fours, slut,” Jessica ordered.

Amy dropped quickly to all fours, but wasn't
fast enough to escape the snap of the switch.

“Faster!”

She knelt on all fours, pulse racing.

“Stand up, slut!”

“Hands behind your neck!”

“Grab your ankles!”

“Kneel!”

“Roll over!”

They threw orders at her quickly, and every
time she was the least bit slow she got a stinging blow from one or
both switches. Amy had to keep dropping down and popping up to her
feet, bending, twisting and rolling over and over until she was
gasping and trembling and sweating.

They put her on her chest, with her bottom
raised high and her knees spread wide.

“You need to be fucked, don't you, blonde
girl?

“Yes, sir,” she panted. “I need to be fucked,
sir!”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, sir!”

She groaned, breathing still ragged, as he
worked the black dildo into her pussy. Then she had to beg to be
fucked in the ass, and he found another dildo, also black, which he
all-but buried in her ass.

But then there was more standing and kneeling
and rolling over to repeat the same things she'd already been
ordered to do. And the switch snapped down on her bottom and thighs
and hips and breasts repeatedly.

It stung, but even so, a strange wild heat
gripped her as she scrambled around, naked but for the collar and
the restraints on her wrists.

“I'm a cock-sucking blonde whore!” she
exclaimed as she was ordered.

“Louder.”

“I'm a cock-sucking blonde whore!” she
cried.

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm a cock-sucking blonde whore!” she
yelled, her insides throbbing and full.

“Crawl to me, slut,” Jessica said. “Crawl to
me and show me what a good little slave girl you are.”

Slave girl!? What a deliciously nasty and
kinky idea, Amy thought dazedly, breathlessly crawling forward to
where Jessica stood.

“Clean off my shoe, blonde girl, with your
tongue,” she ordered, dropping the end of the switch to point at
her black leather boot.

Amy moaned deep inside, staring at the
woman's boots. They were very black, and looked quite clean to
her.

Crack!

She scrambled forward with a gasp, grasping
her ankle.

“Now, slut. Lick!”

Crack!

She moaned and bent her head, licking at
Jessica's boot.

Crack!

“Lick harder, slut!”

Crack!

“Long licks, you nasty little blonde
whore!”

Crack!

“Lick up and down along the ankle, and over
the top. That's it, slut!”

Amy licked frantically at the woman's boot as
she felt Darrell's switch caressing her upturned buttocks, anxious
about another stinging blow to the already pink, overheated,
throbbing skin of her bottom.

“That's it, you dirty little girl,” Jessica
purred. “Make your mistress happy, you filthy little sex animal,
you!.”

*

Amy was extremely nervous, extremely anxious,
and extremely self-conscious! Her eyes rolled around anxiously,
looking around her, but all she saw was the implacable face of
Jessica standing next to her, scowling.

“Do you need more punishment, slave
girl?”

“No, mistress,” she gulped in a low
voice.

“Nasty little slut. You're going to dance
just like you practiced, aren't you?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Because you know what'll happen if you
don't.”

“Yes, mistress.”

The curtain slid aside and the music started
and Amy gulped as Jessica pushed her out through it and onto the
stage.

It wasn't a big stage, but she was alone on
it, in the middle of the bar, surrounded by men. She began to
strut, the way Jessica had taught her, as the man jeered and called
out insults.

That was probably because it was a black bar,
and she was wearing a Nazi uniform. She trembled a bit as she gave
the Nazi salute to more amused taunts and jeers, then began to
swing around the pole. She gripped the pole behind her head,
arching and rolling her hips, sliding her tongue along her lower
lips as the music pounded.

It was hard dancing in the funny pants, and
black jacket, but she soon had the latter open and when she swung
her arms back and arched her back it slid back and down her arms to
drop at her feet. Underneath she had on a white shirt and black
tie.

The tie opened easily, and so did the
buttons, as she swung and pranced around. It didn't take very long
before, with heart pounding, she opened her shirt.

To hundreds of eyes!

She was wearing a lacy white bra underneath,
but soon her pants were gone too, and then she was dancing around
in thong and bra.

In front of hundreds of eyes!Her heart
pounded like a drum the entire time, but each time she ground her
pussy against the bar she felt a wild rush of heat. And then her
bra went, and massive wave of heat swept through her! Dancing
around topless in front of all those men had her pulse racing and
her body crackling with tension!

Then her bottoms went! And she was completely
naked. There was another huge wave of energy, and then, a half
minute of exquisite embarrassment, and then a quick rising heat at
the delicious excitement of being naked in public, naked in front
of all these men, naked and dancing around as they all stared at
her and lusted after and called out obscene things to her!

She felt almost dazed by it all!

A stripper! Her, a stripper!

She almost came, just from grinding against
the pole. And then, as she began to give lap dances, she felt as if
her very skin was smoking, for there was so much raw heat inside
her she could barely keep from undoing the man's pants and grabbing
his cock!

And she didn't even know him!

She moved around like a girl in a haze, as if
she were on something, but it was all the wild, raw, bubbling
sexual pressure inside her. She was much in demand, and spent much
of her time dancing, or grinding her hips, rolling her buttocks
back and forth over men's crotches, sliding her stiff nipples up
and down across their chests, or sliding her own hands across her
sizzling hot body.

Every time she made money she had to go and
give it to Talik, the manager, to keep for her. She only got a cut,
as it had been explained to her, but then she hadn't been listening
all that clearly.

The men were not obeying the rules as well as
they might. They weren't supposed to touch her as she ground
herself against them, but their hands would often slide up and down
her thighs, or across her belly, or up to squeeze her buttocks, or
sometimes they would even squeeze her breasts or suck and lick on
them.

She didn't even want to stop them, but did
her best to push their hands away, gulping and gasping and trying
to fight through the dark heat and excitement she felt.

She brought her latest money back to Tarik
and he took it from her, snorted, then slid his hand up into her
hair and jerked her forward into his office.

“Jessica says you're a horny blonde slut,” he
said, pushing the door closed. “You ain't fucking the customers are
you?”

“N-No, sir!” she gulped.

“That's good. We can get into a lot of
trouble if you do that,” he said.

Even as he spoke he bent her over his desk
and unzipped his pants. Amy gasped as he slapped her bottom and
spread her legs. She moaned as he entered her, thrusting in sharp
and fast. He wasn't as big as some of the cocks she'd gotten
lately, but just then she didn't care. It took less than a minute
before she was coming strongly enough he had to clamp a hand over
her mouth.

When he was done with her he sent her back
out to do more lap dances.

It was only a four hour shift, but she was
tired by the end of it. Thankfully, Jessica picked her up, but it
wasn't to bring her home to sleep. She went to Jessica's place to
party, and the only other person she knew there was Leon.

That didn't matter. She was soon naked as one
man after another – or sometimes together, thrust hard black cocks
into her soft white body. She smoked some weed, drank some beer,
and came often before Jessica drove the woozy girl back home.

The next morning she woke to a stranger in
her bedroom. She blinked up at him dazedly but only grunted as he
climbed into bed and pulled her legs apart. She stared at him
blankly as he fingered her, then thrust into her and fucked her for
several long minutes. Then he left, and she fell back asleep.

When she got up she was alone in the house,
and it seemed Darrell was gone too. She decided to take a shower,
but halfway through it another strange black man opened the shower
door and looked in at her. He was naked, and she gasped as she
whirled to stare at him, heart pounding.

He grinned, leered, really, and stepped into
the shower.

He soon had her up against the wall, his cock
thrusting into her hard and fast as Amy clutched his shoulders and
moaned helplessly.

She had no idea who he was either!

After she had finished her shower it occurred
to her that maybe she ought to do something, say something, but
then the basement door opened again as she was making coffee and
another strange black man came up.

“Get those clothes off, bitch,” he
growled.

Anxiously, she obeyed, and he took her hard
and fast as she knelt on the edge of the sofa. He jerked on her
hair, slapped her bottom, groped her breasts, called her a filthy
white whore, and made her come twice before he was done with
her.

She was going to have to do something about
that lock to the basement, she thought afterward. What if those men
started coming up when her parents were home?!

And besides, she didn't want strangers
walking in on her at any moment and demanding sex!

But just after noon, Darrell got home, and he had a bunch of
friends with him, mostly guys but not all. Instead of the basement
she wound up out back by the pool. Darrell put the collar and
restraints on her, but otherwise left her naked to act as their
servant and slave girl.

That was nasty, embarrassing, but also wicked
and thrilling! For hours she fetched drinks and chips and sucked
cocks and licked pussies. She writhed as they poured suntan oil
over her and fingered her to repeated climaxes. And then guys had
sex with her two and three at a time. She didn't know any of them
except Darrell, but that didn't really matter to her any more.

She cleaned up and acted like a good girl for
a few hours then went off to work – to a restaurant, her parents
thought, but really to her second night as a stripper.

She found herself getting outrageously
aroused once again just by the sheer outrageousness of prancing
around naked in front of all those guys – all those black guys! She
was once again in high demand for lap dances.

Tarik fucked her again, and so did one of the
bouncers, Larry. Neither asked her any more than the other guys who
had shown up in her house, and she felt a little indignant over
that, but it hadn't stopped her from enjoying the sex.

Jessica took her to her home again, but this
time it was just her and another black woman. They enjoyed Amy's
body, but while the blonde girl was tied spreadeagled on her bed
they pierced her nipples with sharp needles and put rings in them.
That kind of hurt, but it was exciting afterward. Her nipples were
sore, but Amy found herself intrigued by the rings, and enjoying
the sensation.

After a week or so she was starting to get
exhausted from a lack of rest. And she discovered, much to her
unhappiness, that Tarik was giving most of her lap-dance money to
Darrell!

“Me and Jessie share it on account we taught
you how to dance and everything,” he said when she complained.

Then he spanked her for complaining, and that
stung!

That night Jessica strapped her for
complaining, and that stung more.

Then a small black girl with her shoved her
fist right up into Amy's pussy, and made her scream so much she
almost lost her voice. Of course, it had given her such a
shockingly intense orgasm it had almost blown her mind out,
too.

She found herself living a strange, wild life
of sex and sex and more sex, with booze and drugs thrown in on top.
And while she was enjoying much of it everything in her life was
now completely out of her control.

And she was irked about the money.

All the men seemed to find her really hot. So
shouldn't she be getting something out of that?

There was no way she could say no to Jessica
or Darrell, though, until her father started nagging her about
college again. And that gave her an idea. She was starting to get
tired of people treating her like some ignorant slut whose opinion,
whose preferences and thoughts were completely unimportant.

And so, without telling Darrell or anyone
else, she signed up for a college – in California. It was a simple
liberal arts program, and her friends seemed to feel it would be
really easy. But in Los Angeles she could find a club and start
stripping, and keep the money herself.

And while she was doing that she could get a
piece of paper so people would stop treating her like a dumb blonde
bimbo and sex toy.

Not that she didn't like the sex that
brought, of course, but she was pretty sure by then she could get
that anywhere she went.

The club she joined in Los Angeles was a lot
more professional, a lot cleaner, and in some ways, not as much
fun. But the men had more money, and it was still hot flirting with
them naked and trying to get them to give her more.

She was amazed at both how easy her classes
were, and how much money she made as a stripper. As for the sex,
there was never any shortage of guys eager to answer her call any
time she wanted them, starting with her English professor, who was
willing to pay her a hundred dollars to spank her.

Her transition from stripper to escort was
slow but profitable, as she met a higher class (wealthier) group of
men. And at the end of her four years at college she was already a
millionaire, and acted and looked like one.

It amused her to find out that Darrell
graduated and found work in an insurance company, working in a
cubicle, for she now spent her time on yachts sipping champagne or
flying on private jets with wealthy men who wanted sophisticated
female companionship.

Her parents remained oblivious, of course,
thinking her job was that of a 'consultant' but they were pleased
that she was happy and successful. And if they didn't know she had
a stripper pole in her office, or that clients paid money to watch
her dance, give lap dances, and be spanked, well, that was all for
the best.

She might be a blonde slut, but she wasn't a
cheap one any more, and certainly no bimbo.
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