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Amanda Carruthers looked refined and elegant
as she entered the restaurant. With her hair perfectly coiffed and
colored in a loose, low bun, yet with delicate feathers across her
forehead, she looked a decade older than she was.

Only her sleek, slender body, her smooth,
fair, radiant complexion, and the graceful way she moved testified
to just how young she actually was.

Certainly her clothing did not. She wore a
crisp gray, designer dress which, while certainly doing little to
hide the healthy curves beneath, would not have looked out of place
in the board room of a conservative law firm.

Antonio Lamer rose and smiled warmly, almost
instinctively bowing forward slightly as he greeted her.

“Mrs. Carruthers, a pleasure!” he said in
delight.

Amanda's hand was clad in a silk glove, but
she allowed him to clasp her fingers lightly before pulling
back.

“Mister Lamer,” she said in a soft, southern
accent.

The maitre'd was holding her chair, and as
she sat, he pushed it into the table, whereupon Lamer sat also.

“A glass of wine, madam?” he asked, smiling
beatifically.

“Yes, please, Jacques,” she said over her
shoulder. “A Casanova di Neri Brunello di Montalcino 2012, I
think.”

“Of course, Madam. A wise choice,” he said in
approval.

Amanda reflected that she had to watch her
drinking. She was doing it too often of late and for too long. It
wouldn't do to start getting a reputation as someone who liked her
drink too much.

Her reputation was... all.

“Mister Lamer,” she said. “You have some
ideas for me?”

“Preliminary, of course, Mrs. Carruthers,”
the little man said.

“Sarah Moore said you were very good at
melding traditional with modern styles,” she said as he opened his
laptop.

“I've done my best, but taste is an
individual thing, within limits, of course, which is why I have
drawn up a number of different possibilities,” Lamer said.

Amanda examined the pictures one by one as
the man chattered. She had been seeking to renovate and redecorate
since she'd moved into the rambling old southern mansion last year.
Persuading her husband had not been easy. He was extremely old
fashioned, and disdained almost everything modern.

He was also twice her age. And sometimes she
thought acted more like he was of his father's generation than his
own. He was religious and conservative, which of course, was the
norm for the upper classes in Texas. But he tended to take things
to extremes.

Amanda was religious and conservative, as
well, but she was more firmly anchored in the twenty first century,
being only twenty three herself. She had a masters degree in
History from Cambridge University, and unlike her husband had seen
something more of the world while studying in Europe.

She was careful not to mention this, of
course. Rupert was pleased at her Cambridge degree mainly because
it bespoke a certain sense of wealth, privilege and intelligence,
and because it wasn't one of those 'Godless Yankee liberal'
universities in the United States.

Cambridge, to him, spoke of conservative
traditional learning, not the sort of anti-capitalist, anti-western
progressive lunacy he thought infested most American universities
today. Liberal notions were anathema to him.

He was a man who was proud of southern
traditions of culture and behavior. A man was the head of a
household, and a woman's place was to obey. As for ordinary people,
he generally referred to by such words as 'plebes, rabble, herd,
and sheep', he had little but contempt.

He was thus, in many respects, not a very
nice man at all, though his exquisite manners hid much of this from
casual view. And he was generally extremely well-mannered around
Amanda, for he treated 'ladies' with respect, as a southern
gentleman ought to, as long as they knew their place.

So Amanda knew that asking him, for example,
to stop using pejorative terms for people, or racist language about
minorities, would not go over well, for he would see that as her
trying to tell him what to do. And that was not her place.

Her place was in the home.

And it was quite a home. The old southern
mansion had been in his family for generations, but had grown over
the years into a massive thing. The grounds had grown, too, as his
family purchased the lands around it.

Rupert Carruthers was rich, very, very rich
indeed. And it was the quiet, but not ostentatious display of such
wealth and power which had so impressed her when they'd first met.
Along with his beautiful and respectful manners. He wasn't an ugly
man to look at either.

Amanda came from an old southern family, too,
but one which had fallen on hard times, compared to his. One of her
distant ancestors had been an important general in the Confederacy.
Her grandfather had been governor of Texas.

But her father had bought a lot of oil leases
just before the price of oil had collapsed, and borrowed a lot of
money to do it. He had not quite gone bankrupt but it was a very
near thing, and he was only saved by being able to sell some of
those leases at a surprisingly generous price to an oil company
owned in large part by Rupert Carruthers.

That was just after she had married him.

Of course, that wasn't WHY she had married
him. She had been aghast at the dwindling finances of her family,
and had faced the appalling likelihood of having to somehow find a
job and make her way in life as, well, an ordinary person! And
having grown up wealthy, and taken wealth for granted, she had not
found the thought appealing.

She had recently graduated from Cambridge at
the time, and met Carruthers at a party. He was big, charming,
extremely wealthy, and very good looking. That he was twenty years
older than her was certainly an issue, but not as much of one as it
might have been.

She had enjoyed his southern, gentleman
charm, and been flattered by his interest, given how wealthy and
powerful he was. She wasn't about to sleep with him, of course, he
being twice her age, but he didn't seem to mind that. She realized
now that he simply saw it as the proper, demure behavior of a
southern lady.

But seeing his home and the grounds, which
were extensive, and included a private landing field for his
private jet, as well as a helipad for his helicopter, well, it had
certainly made an impression on her at the time, given she was in
near panic about what was going to happen to the family.

And her.

The thought of being the lady of the place
didn't seem quite so bad. The new lady of the place. He'd divorced
his last wife, and now was looking for, she thought, someone
younger and prettier, and someone to be a bauble on his arm. A
trophy wife, in other words.

Rupert liked to have the best of everything.
And he wasn't at all shy about flaunting it, if done with style. He
didn't want some frumpy, overweight woman on his arm when he
entered a room. He wanted a beauty. And that was what he got in
Amanda.

What Amanda got was security, wealth, and
just about anything she wanted in life. If she wanted to travel
then she could do so, provided she kept in mind certain gatherings
where it was necessary for her to be with him. If she wanted a new
car, jewelry, gowns, all was hers for the asking.

She had an enormous swimming pool – two
actually, one inside, and one outside, a tennis court, a bowling
alley, a private gym, sauna and spa, with personal trainer and
masseuse on order. There was any sort of food she cared to eat,
prepared by a top chef, a movie theater with just about any movie
she cared to view, gardens and walkways to stroll, along babbling
brooks, ponds and man-made lakes, and any sort of hobby or sport
she cared to engage in.

The one area in which the marriage failed was
in companionship. Rupert worked ten or more hours a day, and seldom
seemed very interested in having her around him except for when he
could introduce her to jealous men as 'my wife'.

They slept in separate beds, in separate
rooms, and when he had time free of work he seemed to prefer to
spend it with men his own age at the club, or in his den, smoking
horrible cigars. As for sex, Rupert was a bull of a man,
physically. At least in outer appearance. But he had a small penis
and was given to premature ejaculation.

Nor did he make any effort to either prepare
her beforehand or make up for his lack of staying power through
other methods. Sex, for Rupert, was for his own pleasure. He
certainly had no desire for any more children. His previous wife
had already given him four, the oldest of which was Amanda's age,
and cordially loathed her.

Fortunately, sex was not something he usually
had a lot of interest in anyway.

She sipped her wine as Antonio delivered
explanations of each of the changes he had designed for the Master
wing of the house. Others might have a master bedroom, or perhaps
even a master suite. Rupert had an entire wing of the house devoted
to the master. That being him.

That included the two large, separate
bedrooms, each with its own large, attached en-suite bathroom, and
large, walk-in closet. There was a center room with grand views of
the lake, an enormous fireplace, sofas, tables and chairs, bar and
mini-kitchen, a large balcony overlooking the lake and grounds, and
a circular stair up to a solar which had an even better view.

She had already redecorated her own room,
bathroom and walk-in. And she hadn't the temerity to consider
redoing Rupert's, but Antonio was hired to consider redecorating
and redoing the central room.

It was a small job as far as Amanda was
concerned, and probably wouldn't even cost more than a couple of
hundred thousand or so. But she wanted it done right, and done
quickly and with as little inconvenience as possible.

“My husband is a busy man, Mister Lamer. He
works long hours, and when he comes home he does not expect to pick
his way through the ruins of a room, nor does he expect to be
disturbed at his rest. Next month he is going on a business trip to
New York and will be gone for almost a week. Do you think you can
get this work done during that time period?”

Left unsaid was that he had better be able to
or she would find someone who would.

“It will be difficult, but if it was simple
you wouldn't come to us, Ma'am,” he said with a smile. “I will
ensure it gets done.”

“Excellent. Now about this rug...”

They would not, of course, discuss cost. That
would be in the contract he would send to the family attorneys for
examination. That sort of thing was beneath her.

*

The chauffeur tipped his cap as he held the
door, and Amanda nodded ever so slightly as she slipped into the
rear seat of the stretch limousine. He hurried around the front and
got in behind the wheel, then pulled smoothly out into traffic.

The glass divider between them was up. It was
not proper for a lady to exchange casual chit-chat with the help.
Even if the help was white.

And Rupert wouldn't hire any other kind.

Amanda considered detouring to go and visit
Sarah, or perhaps Olivia, but one didn't do such things
unannounced, which was one of the irritating things about being an
'adult' and having to play the societal game. In some ways, being
Rupert's wife was like being the wife of a politician in that she
always had to be careful about how people perceived her or might
talk about her to others.

It was all rather... tiresome, and she had
grown weary of it. She very much enjoyed being fabulously wealthy
and loved the house, though she wished she could make more changes.
But Rupert, she had come to understand, would never love her. He
enjoyed having her as his wife in the same way he enjoyed his other
possessions. All reflected well on him and his wealth and power.
And those were what he really loved.

She couldn't think of a way out of it,
however. She certainly couldn't divorce Rupert. That would be a
social disaster! He had far too much power in this town. No one
would dare speak to her again for fear of offending him.

He was also highly vindictive. He was easily
capable of trying to destroy her family, and he had the very best
lawyers draw up a very tight prenuptial agreement. Divorcing him
would leave her with virtually nothing.

But she was quite young to be leading the
life of a matron, however luxurious a life that was. She would have
liked to do a lot of things which other young women did, like go
dancing, get drunk and cavort on a beach, race around in sports
car, and have mad, passionate love affairs.

Rupert was very romantic in that old southern
gentleman way, but it was all a show. Nor was there the slightest
sexual excitement in their marriage. That left her life rather
barren.

The driver dropped her off at the house and
she went up to her room and stripped, paused to admire her
near-perfect body in the mirror, then put on athletic bra, tights
and a high cut thong leotard before heading to the gym.

Bodies like hers didn't come easily. Breasts
like hers didn't stay firm without work. Bottoms like hers weren't
taut and perfect just through nature's bounty. She spent a good two
hours working out, toning and firming. She had the time, after all.
Afterwards, panting, she took a quick shower, then, still nude, a
dip in the inside pool.

It wouldn't do to try that outside. Imagine
if someone got pictures! Rupert would be furious at her for
besmirching his name!

She put on a bikini and went to the outdoor
pool, then lay back on one of the loungers relaxing. She had a lot
of sunscreen on. Rupert didn't want his wife looking like 'a
wetback'. He liked her skin milky white.

She made a few phone calls, poolside to chat
with old friends, while the butler brought wine and other
refreshments and snacks, then went inside as the sun sank beneath
the horizon. The chef would soon be preparing dinner, and after
that she would go to the theater and watch TV.

Alone.
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She supposed that at some point in the past
the name 'Pecker' was considered fairly unamusing and normal. Now,
when the foreman was introduced to her she barely suppressed a
smirk. What helped was a sense of wariness about the sheer size of
the man, and his glowering features.

Where Lamer was a smiling, obsequious little
man, Mister Jeremy Pecker was a huge, imposing black man with a
bald head. He was very, very black, not merely brown, and had
enormous shoulders and a huge chest. Amanda was not a short woman
but her face came to about mid-chest on Pecker.

She supposed she was being childish, though,
to find saying the name “Mister Pecker” a source of amusement. Then
again, she was quite certain Rupert would snigger when he found
out. She doubted he would care if it was right in the man's face,
either. Rupert was fearless, since no one ever dared stand up to
him.

She greeted him normally, in the way someone
of her class would acknowledge such as he. Communication would be
between she and Lamer, of course, not this... working type man.

She wasn't sure where the thought came from,
though, almost out of the blue, where the wonderment about what a
man like this was like in bed. Perhaps because he seemed like such
a... bull of a man, so huge, so masculine, and likely to be a wild
animal during sex!

It wasn't a fantasy, just an idle curiosity.
She might not be the racist Rupert was, but the idea of having sex
with a blue collar black man was absurd, just the same. Now Barrack
Obama, well, that man had a certain class and dignity, not to
mention being quite well-educated. She could allow herself to think
about sex with a man like that, especially given he had been
president.

But this man struck her as so... primal, and
she sensed an inner violence in him, though she admitted to herself
that could simply be her own prejudices and assumptions at
work.

It wasn't until later that evening she had
the strange, appalling, breathtaking thought of seducing him. It
wasn't serious... entirely. And it wasn't lust which motivated the
thought. It was just an almost amusing idea of how Rupert would
react if he found out she'd had an affair with a black man.

What caused her to sit bolt upright was the
thought of just what would he do. Because Rupert would not
in a million years admit to anyone that his wife had had sex with a
big black stud! Divorce her? Not a chance! He'd have to explain
why! She had read and re-read the prenuptial agreement. Infidelity
on her part would certainly justify him divorcing her without
giving her a dime.

But he'd have to show who she'd done it with
and no way would Rupert ever point to this man and say this
'pecker' had seduced his wife! Not to a judge, not to a lawyer, not
to anyone! He'd be a joke all over the state! Oh, no one would dare
say a thing to his face, but behind closed doors everyone would be
laughing hysterically about the big black 'pecker' that got into
his wife!

No, he'd have to divorce her without cause,
and she knew what that meant. Within one year of marriage he'd have
to give her ten million dollars. But it was over one year now so it
would be one hundred million. That wasn't much compared to what he
had but it was plenty to live comfortably on!

And she'd be able to ensure he didn't take it
out on her family by threatening to reveal the real cause of his
divorce! Everyone knew about Rupert's racism and everyone would
find it hilarious. As for her, she would take her hundred million
and go live in New York or California, and maybe meet a nice man
her own age.

It was a daring plan, but she knew it would
work. All she had to do was work up the courage to do it. Somehow.
She wasn't, after all, a very courageous woman.

But she certainly knew how to flirt. And this
big black man looked very earthy, very masculine and macho. He
would probably be all over her, given any encouragement at all.
Didn't Black men all want to get their hands on white women?

It was a daunting prospect. He was nothing
like the sensitive, intelligent men she'd dated before Rupert. He
was likely to be crude and ill-mannered, and probably rough. But
she only had to do it once, or perhaps twice. The real problem
would be somehow letting Rupert find out without him realizing that
was her plan all along.

The servants were his. He paid them to be
loyal to him. If they found out, one would almost certainly tell
him. That should accomplish what she wanted.

As she thought about it she began to
seriously think about what sex with the man would be like. It made
her anxious. He might hurt her. He was probably enormous 'down
there'. She'd heard Black men were.

On the other hand, she felt an unfamiliar
sense of something like anticipation. Sex with him might be... raw
and wild and... hot and sweaty and... it might take a while too!
She felt a sense of fascination with the idea. She'd probably have
to teach him how to make love, of course, rather than simply
rutting like an animal, but he would almost certainly realize she
was much more cultured and sophisticated than he and accept her
guidance with humility.

Not, she realized, that she was any sort of
expert on the subject. It wasn't as if she'd had a lot of sex with
a lot of people in her life. One had to be so careful about one's
reputation in her social circles, and that had been true even
before Rupert. Still, she wasn't a virgin. She'd had reasonably
pleasing sex with a couple of boyfriends while a teenager.

She set about her plan the very next day.
Rupert was gone, and Pecker started early, trashing the room so he
could remake it. He directed several men in carrying out furniture,
and in breaking things up, tearing out the rugs and even the tile
beneath, as well as the mantle around the fireplace.

The presence of the other men presented a
problem since she couldn't very well seduce him in front of others.
She had to get him alone where she could incite him to the
uncontrollable lust Black men were noted for.

After some thought, she decided the gym would
be the place to do that. She would wear the same leotard but
without the tights or sports bra. The bra was more of a halter,
really, black, and looked nice under the green leotard, which
plunged down to reveal a lot of cleavage.

Wearing the black halter under it was not
only sensible, since she was a full-breasted young woman, but made
the outfit much more modest and sensible. But without it, well,
Amanda was gifted with large, firm breasts which made quite
attractive cleavage.

The thought of showing off her body to the
man, though, left her chest tight as Amanda was gripped by anxiety
and the sense of embarrassment. She had never been a girl to show
off her body like that! And not just the top, either! Wearing a
thong in front of someone here was just... not normal!

Oh she'd done it on the French Riviera of
course, and in Brazil. But they thought differently here! So the
thought of just casually inviting the man in when dressed in just
the leotard was quite daunting.

But she had not ever been able to think of
any other way she could get out of this loveless marriage and still
retain enough money to live comfortably! And it wasn't like she had
a lot of time for a long flirtation!

She looked at herself in the large mirrors
along the walls of the gym a bit nervously, but also proudly. She
had a great body. She worked out regularly on the best equipment
and with a top-notch trainer providing a training regimen.

She wore just the leotard this morning, as
well as her cute green athletic shoes. She would pretend that she'd
been working out. She couldn't quite bring herself to make the
phone call for the longest time, though, until finally gaining the
courage and picking up the intercom phone.

“Bradley,” she told the butler when he
answered. “Would you find that foreman fellow working on the
renovations in the master wing and ask him to come down here to the
gym please? I'd like to get his opinion on making a few changes to
the gym as well.”

“Of course, Ma'am,” he said.

She flushed even as she hung up. So far, so
good. But when Bradley brought him down he would see her like this.
He would know very well she never wore just the leotard and would
be immediately suspicious when she dismissed him.

That would be embarrassing! But then again
she needed him to know so he would tell Rupert! There was simply no
getting around that. If no one told Rupert what would be the point
of this?

She got her little spritzer, which she had
loaded with water, and sprayed herself carefully, just enough to
look as if she'd been exercising strenuously and was perspiring a
little. That would account for her being somewhat flushed, as
well.

It didn't take long. There was a knock at the
door, for Bradley never entered a room with a closed door without
first knocking. He'd graduated from some sort or butler school in
England, after all.

She hurried to the door, braced herself, and
then opened it.

“Thank you, Bradley,” she said as the two men
stood in the doorway. “I'd like to consult with this gentleman on
some alterations.”

“Yes, ma'am,” the butler said, without
expression.

He turned and walked away and Amanda smiled
up at Pecker.

“Do come in, Mister Pecker,” shes said,
showing him into the gym as if admitting him to her house.

He walked past her and looked around, then
turned, as she knew he would, so she turned away and closed the
door at that point, letting him see her bottom. She turned, then,
still smiling.

“Have you been involved in renovations for a
long time, Mister Pecker?” she asked.

“Call me Jerry,” he said.

He had a deep, rumbling voice.

“Jerry,” she said.

“I've been doing every kind of job since I
was a laborer at fourteen,” he said. “Wood work, tile work,
electrical work, laying carpets, roofing, windows, you name it I
can do it.”

His eyes flicked to her cleavage in a very
obviously interested, appreciatively and most ungentlemanly
way.

“But you should talk to Mister Lamer,
shouldn't you?”

“Oh pish, this isn't a big redesigning job.
It's a simple construction thing,” she said.

She turned away again, walking across to the
wall, and letting him see her long legs and bare bottom, then
turned as he followed.

“It occurred to me, that one of the areas I'm
lacking is a means of firming up my arms,” she said. “Oh yes, I
have all these machines, but they get boring at times. What I was
thinking of was building a climbing wall. Have you ever seen one,
Jeremy?”

“Yeah. That's kind of a specialized thing,
though,” he said. “And you have to be careful with something people
are going to be climbing. Also, your ceiling isn't really high
enough here.”

“Oh dear,” she said as if disappointed.

“Now what I could do is mount something on
the ceiling you could put climbing ropes or netting on. Better yet,
some leather straps or rings.”

“Leather straps?”

“You jump up and grab them, then hang from
them and swing in and out, up and down. I've seen that done. You
can get pretty creative in your moves, too.”

“So it would be like, uhm, men's gymnastics?
I've seen that,” she said as she held her arms up high above her as
if holding onto rings.

“Well, not entirely,” he said. “What you have
to remember, Mrs. Carruthers – .”

“Oh do call me Amanda,” she said.

“What you have to remember, Amanda, is that
women don't do the rings in gymnastics because women mostly don't
have the arm strength men do.”

“Well trying to build that arm strength is
what I'm trying to do after all,” she said.

“I think I can do a few things in no time,”
he said. “Just have to buy a few things.”

“How truly wonderful!” she said, beaming up
at him. “I do like to keep my body in good shape!”

“From what I can see, it's in pretty good
shape, Amanda,” he said with a smile.

“Why thank you, kind sir!” she said.

“I always like to help a lady out with her
needs,” he said with a smile that was almost a leer.

Amanda beamed, though her face was flushed.
This was rather embarrassing, after all! Not to mention
demeaning!

“You look like you been working out hard,” he
said, looking around.

“Yes, well, as I said, you don't get a body
like this without hard work. You look like you work out too.”

He laughed softly. “I'm not a rich man,
Amanda. I work for a living, and that's my workout.”

“Of course,” she said. “Yes, it was quite a
workout. But I like a workout that leaves me a little breathless.
There's a sauna and shower just through there and I can relax after
the workout easily enough.”

“You're a very lucky woman,” he said. “And
Mister Carruthers is a very lucky man.”

She saw him to the door with a sense of
relief, and then something like glee. Not only would she probably
be able to entice him into some sort of sexual act tomorrow but she
was sure Bradley would be quite suspicious already. When she had
him bring him down tomorrow again he'd be sure something was
up!

Was it possible she could convince him she'd
had an affair with this man without actually having an affair!?
Wouldn't that be scrumptious and clever of her!?

She was quite pleased with herself as she
went into the other room, removed her shoes, and stepped out of the
leotard. The shower was enormous, virtually a small room, with
multiple shower-heads on two walls and overhead. It was covered in
Italian marble tiles with a lovely stone bench at one end.

She pressed a button and the pre-programmed
settings warmed the water to her preferred temperature and had the
shower-heads on she preferred as she stepped into the multiple
streams of water. She soaked herself, then pressed the button to
pause the water.

She pressed on the gold button on one wall
and thick, creamy shower gel poured into her palm, which she then
spread over her body, enjoying the tactile sense of her hands
gliding across her downy soft skin.

Jeremy had certainly seemed interested in
her, and looked at her in an almost rudely obvious way. It was
possible she could convince Bradley without having sex with the
man, but it was impossible to not wonder what he might actually be
like in bed. Such a big, powerful man! He would... manhandle
her!

She slid her hands up under her full breasts,
then squeezed them up and together, letting her fingers spread
wide, kneading the soft flesh as she thought about the man, thought
about the possibilities. Her nipples were already quite hard, she
realized, as she rubbed them lightly.

She slid a hand slowly down her taut belly,
down her very firm abdomen, down along the neat, hairless line of
her sex, and felt the soft little pulse of sensation as her finger
found her clitoris. It made her feel a little breathless, and she
rubbed lightly as she felt that pulse spread a warmth up through
her body.

And then she caught movement out of the
corner of her eye and jerked her head around, gasping, the color
draining from her face as she saw movement through the slightly
fogged glass! The door slid aside and Jeremy stood there, huge and
black and... naked!

Amanda's jaw dropped and she gaped at him,
her backing against the wall, clamping her thighs together and
clasping her arms and hands instinctively before her body!

“I thought we might need a little bit of
closer consultation, Mrs. Carruthers,” he said, stepping into the
shower.

Her face quickly filled with heat, and she
felt a shock-wave of embarrassment and anxiety, but there was
something else pulsing and throbbing amid the clamor of emotions,
as she stared at his enormously powerful chest, and her eyes
dropped instinctively downward to the rippling muscles across his
stomach and abdomen and then... lower.

At first she was confused. He was already
hard, and yet, his cock just hung there as if it weren't hard at
all. Then she realized he wasn't hard, that he was that large when
soft! And even as she realized that she saw his cock hardening,
thickening, and starting to rise up … and up... and up!

She gasped, jerking her eyes up and back as
he moved closer, as he stepped right up before her. He reached out
with his massive hands and gripped her wrists as she gaped at him,
spellbound and helpless, then simply pulled them up and against him
so that her hands were flat against his chest.

“I been working out too. I could use a little
soap,” he said.

He made her hands slide slowly up and down
against his chest, a chest such as she'd never seen in person much
less touched. Her fingers felt the smooth skin over the hard, firm
muscles and she gulped, her heart pounding like a drum as he made
her hands slide up and down against him body!

“Y-Y-You... shouldn't... be in... here!” she
gulped in a strangled voice.

It was important, somehow, to convey to him
that she wasn't a slut that he could simply do as he chose
with!

“But I want to,” he said simply.

He moved forward further, and she squeaked,
her head tilting back as he let her hands slide up onto his
enormous shoulders. Then he let go of them and his own big hands
slid down onto her ribs, and along her waist as he leaned in and
kissed her.

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her
forward, pulling her wet, slick body against him and she shuddered
as her breasts pillowed against his chest! She felt his hands
sliding around her to grip her buttocks firmly, squeezing and
kneading them as his tongue slipped past her lips and his own lips
kissed hers with a sense of hunger she remembered from teenage
boyfriends – but far more restraint and skill.

Her breasts were... throbbing... against him!
Her nipples tingled and crackled like live electrical wires! And
she felt his absurdly hard, thick cock squeezed against her
belly!

She moaned into his mouth, almost dazed by
the suddenness of what was happening. She felt a sense of relief,
though, that she wouldn't have to do anything further to flirt or
tempt him, mixed with another relief that he hadn't simply come in
like a wild beast to ravish her like an animal!

And then a thrumming dark heat began to
spread through her body, a heat which surged higher and higher into
a sense of overwhelming pressure which made her tremble! It was
like nothing she'd quite felt before!

He eased back, looking her up and down.

“Let me help you clean yourself off, baby,”
he said.

His hand slid abruptly around her hip and in
between her thighs! The edge of his hand pressed against her sex,
with his big, black thumb extending upward, rubbing against her
clitoris as his lower fingers rubbed up and down along the line of
her sex!

“D-Don't!” she gasped, grabbing his wrist
with both hands!

He ignored her feeble grip, his big thumb
rubbing, rubbing, rubbing, slick against the shower gel! The
overwhelming sensations were so much more intense than when she had
touched herself! And Rupert rarely spent a lot of time touching her
down there! He though there was something perverted about doing
so.

She gurgled helplessly, pressing herself back
as if to escape his touch, but the wall was right there. His other
hand slid up her body, kneading one of her breasts, then slid
higher still, almost completely enveloping her neck! He closed his
big fingers, and then pulled her forward against him, kissing her
fiercely!

Amanda jerked her hands off the wrist between
her legs to grip the other one, gasping, her head starting to
throb. His hand wasn't tight enough to shut off her breathing, but
it did make it more ragged and difficult! And it gave her a jolt of
anxiety and alarm even as he his mouth ravaged hers!

His tongue didn't simply thrust into her open
mouth, however, but instead skimmed along her lips and then in to
stroke and tease and taunt her own tongue even as his lips crushed
hers hungrily!

She felt crushed between the wall and his
massive, muscular black body, which was now grinding against her
breasts!

He released her throat, and Amanda gasped in
relief, but then his hands gripped her buttocks and lifted her up
off her feet, his big hands sliding in under them so her thighs
lifted up and almost automatically wrapped themselves around him –
or tried to!

She felt overwhelmed, physically and
emotionally, as his body pinned her to the wall! And then she felt
something pushing insistently against the entrance to her body,
pushing up slickly but firmly into the mouth of her sex! She gasped
and moaned as she felt herself stretched and then stretched
wider!

“Oh! Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

She felt the unrelenting pressure grow, felt
herself spreading open, achingly open! And then it pushed up into
her body! It was thick and slick and hot and wet and she whimpered
as it seemed to impale her! She could feel it pushing higher, or
rather, her own body's weight pulling her down onto it, stretching
wide inch after inch of the elastic sheath of her sex as she sank
lower!

“Please! Please! Oh! Oh!”

“You like that, baby? That's nigger cock
inside you,” he growled.

He lifted her up a little, then sank her
down, and Amanda cried out, then again, and again, as he lifted and
lowered her as if she were weightless! All she could do was cling
to his shoulders, wide-eyed and filled with emotional shock and
sensory overload!

“Hungh! Hungh! Hungh!” she gasped as he rode
her up and down.

Her breasts were pillowed out against his
chest, slick and slippery, riding up and down with her body as a
wild dark heat began to seep into her mind! This was so... shocking
and outrageous and perverted and... and she had never done or felt
anything like it!

He was kissing her, even as she tried almost
instinctively to turn her head one way, then the other, so that he
wound up latching onto the nape of her neck, his big jaws wide,
then closing on her soft flesh as he bit into her and sucked!

“Oh! God! God! Oh!”

He rode her up and down, up and down, his
slick shaft moving within her body as worked his hips and lifted
her up and down, and Amanda felt waves of dark, astonishing heat
and pleasure rolling through her mind and body, greater and greater
with every second!

There was something so primal about this,
about the feel of his powerful body moving so slickly against her
soft flesh, and she felt entirely helpless, but in a strangely
freeing way – as if she had no responsibility to think or do, but
was just a bystander!

Her body began to tremble and burn, a strange
dark hunger filing her at the intensity of the raw sensations
filling her. Her thighs began to grip and tighten, to ride herself
on that mighty shaft, her hands pulling her chest in tighter
against his so that her soft breasts rode up and down more firmly
along his muscular chest!

And then she gasped as he kissed her on the
lips, but did not turn away. She shuddered, allowing her mouth to
be ravaged by him for long seconds as she felt that thick, slick
black cock moving up and down so deep inside her!

She began to kiss back, hesitantly, then
desperately, moaning, gasping for breath as the heat took her into
a different place. And in that place, the center of her life was
the feel of his big cock thrusting up inside her, again and
again!

It felt... glorious inside her! It filled her
to overflowing! It made her ache with the size even as it punched
into the very back wall of her sex! Breathless, gasping, she rode
him with a growing sense of almost frenzied need, drowning in heat
and hunger until, with a sudden explosive rush of wild animal
pleasure, she came. She screamed into his mouth and rode him even
more frantically, impaling herself on his thick cock as hard and
fast and desperately as she could without any regard to how much it
ached!
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Amanda was somewhat dazed. She felt
shell-shocked by the wild storm which had struck her, shattering
her mind and senses! She ached deep inside, and felt stretched and
battered there, but also a profound sense of physical
satisfaction.

Emotionally, she felt anxious, confused, and
more than a little ashamed. Yes, she had planned originally to have
a brief affair with the man, but then she'd allowed herself to hope
she could get away with just pretending.

His aggressive determination in coming into
the shower with her was shocking! But her own response, her own
physical response, was even more shocking! She'd never felt like
that in her life! She'd never even known she could feel like
that!

God! She had been... impaled on his enormous
organ! Was such a size meant for normal women?!

She also felt more than a little dirty. It
wasn't so much he was black, for she was not the racist her husband
was (though of course, there was at least some of that, given she'd
been born and raised in Georgia), but he was... a common...
hireling! He was practically a servant! He was uneducated,
unsophisticated, probably not very bright – certainly not suitable
for a lady!

She had demeaned herself by consorting with
such a man! And the sex had been... rough, wild, animal like! Was
that the way Black people had sex, she wondered dazedly. Not that
Rupert had been any great lights in terms of tenderness, of course,
but he'd certainly never been like that!

She felt as if she'd been attacked and mauled
by an animal!

And in the world of exaggerated polite
mannerisms of the wealthy southerner, that was about all he was.
One did not befriend such people, much less sleep with them. Oh, it
was different for men. Even southern gentlemen would be excused for
dabbling with a secretary or some such. But a lady – never!

Well, it was done, and no one needed to know
about just how intense the pleasure had been. In fact, if she
played her cards right no one would know at all – except Rupert and
a couple of his loyal servants. Would Bradley tell him? He had only
suspicions, unless he had returned to hear her cries of
pleasure.

The thought of that was humiliating, but
worth it if she could pry herself loose from Rupert. But what if he
decided, having only suspicions, to keep his mouth shut? That
wouldn't do! What could she do to convince him?

Would she... have to have more sex with
Jeremy?

She felt a sense of breathless anxiety at
that.

Yet she had to convince Bradley she was a
danger to Rupert's reputation, and she couldn't very well wait
until Rupert returned, for Jeremy would be gone by then. Of course,
she could arrange to have herself driven to Jeremy's home, wherever
that was. Paul, the chauffeur, had been with Rupert as long as
Bradley had.

But she had little desire to go to some
scruffy, dirty little hovel, to further demean herself so. It would
be better to convince them without leaving the estate.

Michael was responsible for the grounds and
stables. Rupert kept several horses for riding on the estate's
trails. She didn't see how she could entice Jeremy to get on a
horse (she did not even consider the possibility that a black man
would be able to ride, much less one who was poor). But much of
Michael's job took him well away from the stables for most of the
day. The estate was quite large, after all and the horses did not
require constant attention.

The stables were nicely isolated from the
house due to the smell, too.

She knew, because her window overlooked the
grounds, that if the horses were not to be ridden he would take
them for a brief run in the morning, brush them down, water them
and put them outside in the paddock for a while, then leave them
there for much of the day. Then he would go and take care of the
many other chores he was assigned.

There was some danger in this, if he returned
unexpectedly, but she didn't think any liaison with Jeremy would
last long. God knows that shocking sexual attack in the shower had
lasted much longer than Rupert did, but even so, it hadn't even
been ten minutes.

But she would ensure Bradley knew she was
taking him out to the stables! Then, even if nothing happened,
Bradley would be sure something was going on!

She went down to the stables the next morning
and had him saddle one of the horses for her, while questioning him
rather casually about what work he was up to and what needed to be
done. Even as she did she felt a sense of wicked excitement.
Perhaps she would do it in the hayloft on the bales of hay! It
would be so wicked to have sex like some common farm girl with one
of the hired hands!

She found out he had ordered some chemicals
to be used on the fish pond a half mile away. Rupert occasionally
liked to fish there, and the water had to be kept chemically
balanced – which was news to her. The whole idea of fishing struck
her as a ludicrous waste of time. But she showed interest.

Apparently the chemicals had to be carefully
added in several places, then time allowed for it to spread out,
and then testing had to be done to determine how much more should
be added. That sounded like a delightfully time-consuming chore to
Amanda.

*

She wore her expertly (and professionally)
faded jeans for the occasion, along with cowboy boots ($2900 at
Jenson Brothers) and a crisp white button-down blouse which
strained against her ample chest.

Her breasts had been a mixed blessing for
Amanda. Being blonde, they added to the societal picture of an
airhead. Whenever Hollywood wanted to show such a creature, it was
always a blonde with big breasts. And she was inevitably a bimbo,
as well. For intelligent, educated young women they always chose
brunettes and gave them glasses.

They were ridiculous cliche's but they had
become societal fixtures. Anyone who knew her, of course, knew
better, and her masters degree certainly put that silliness to bed
for anyone who knew about it – and Rupert always bragged.

Men tended to pay more attention to her
breasts than her brain, though. And that could be annoying. It
certainly had been annoying throughout her teenage years, when the
male of the species was much less disciplined.

On the other hand, she'd never found it
difficult to obtain male assistance for anything she cared to ask.
Nor did she have to work hard at it. A helpless little feminine
smile usually did the trick. And of course, Rupert had certainly
been drawn to them.

But once she had him and his wealth she no
longer needed to persuade anyone, and Rupert didn't need her to
show them off with deep cleavage or such. So she rarely did so. She
preferred more ladylike dresses anyway, rather than anything tight
and form fitting. She had wealth, after all, which was more than
enough power. She didn't need to let men ogle her breasts to
persuade them to do something or other.

So dressing like this was not her usual
style, even around the estate. She had her hair done in a slight
wave as it spilled down onto her shoulders, and liked the look. She
was sure any Black man – notorious for salivating after blondes –
would appreciate it too.

She was anxious, though, very tight chested
at the mere thought of even seeing Jeremy again! God, she still
felt a little tender from his hard thrusting two days earlier! What
if he wanted sex again!? Well, she could say no... then again...
but no, he was an animal, just as she'd worried beforehand!

A powerful, incredibly masculine
animal...

But, bracing herself, she found her way to
the outer room where he was working.

“Oh, Mister Pecker,” she said in a lofty
voice. “I wondered if you could assist me with another carpentry
job.”

He looked up from his work and then put it
aside and came across to her.

“Something I can do for you, Mrs. Carruthers?
I ordered the materials for your exercise room and they should be
here tomorrow.”

“This is related to the stables,” she said,
walking away.

Of course he followed. What else could he do.
He was the hired help, after all.

“We keep a small stable with a few horses,”
she said. “Nothing huge, but it is sort of traditional and Rupert
does so like traditions.”

She made sure to lead him down the main
stairs. She wanted them seen together, and preferably by
Bradley.

“It's very old,” she said. “Almost two
hundred years old.”

“Oh? The house doesn't look that old.”

“Oh no. The actual manor house that was here
was destroyed by fire in the early twentieth century. Then the land
was sold and Rupert's father built a new one – much larger. Rupert
has further enlarged and modernized it. The stable is made largely
of stone, however. It was just a shed, you understand. The actual
stables were considerably larger at one point, and located where
the garage is now.”

They passed through the hall which led past
the kitchen and dining room area, and she saw Bradley down the
hall, feeling a twinge of embarrassment mixed with glee at her
success as his head turned. But they were too far away to
question.

They went outside and she led him down the
path towards the stable.

“I don't suppose you ride, Mister Pecker,”
she said.

“Can't say I do, Ma'am,” he said.

“It's not my favorite form of exercise, to be
truthful, but appearances must be maintained, you know.”

That he was perhaps as much as ten years
older than she was irrelevant to the way she talked (down) to him.
She was the wealthy wife of a powerful man and he was... the hired
help. The sense of superiority was instinctive, and unaffected by
race.

It wasn't that Amanda was particularly
unkind, but she had grown up with the assumption of wealth being
tightly aligned with importance and status. And it was very easy to
instinctively infer things like education, breeding, intelligence
and sophistication along the same lines.

Had he ever traveled Europe? The thought did
not occur to her.

“Here we are,” she said.

“Very nicely made,” he said, examining the
stone work.

“It's the side door which needs some work,”
she said.

She led him into the stable through the wide
open main doors, then showed him a side door. It was large and slid
back and forth rather than opening on hinges. She pretended to
attempt to do so, and he quickly (as she had known he would)
stepped in to use his greater strength and bulk to pull it
open.

They looked out on the paddock, where the
horses grazed.

“You see how the framing has become rotted on
the outside?' she said.

Michael had mentioned it the other day, as
something he would hire someone to do later in the week. She had
told him she'd have the people working on the house take care of
it.

“I see that,” he said. “This framing is old,
Mrs. Carruthers, very old.”

The frame was thick and heavy, like the
door.

“But you can fix it? Or replace it? Or...
well, something.”

“Depends on how deep the rot is. I don't
think it's too deep. I can probably plane it down and add some kind
of coating that will keep the wood protected from water and also
dark like it is now.”

He turned towards her and she saw something
in his eyes that made her catch her breath.

“And now we get to the payment required,” he
said.

Amanda felt a sudden sense of anxiety and
tension.

“My uhm, uh, I'm sure that Michael, the
stable man, will arrange it,” she gulped.

“Michael, the stable man?”

He looked around. “I don't see this guy.”

“He's attending to something else this
morning, with the fishing pond, you see.”

“That's very inconvenient, Mrs. Carruthers. I
like to set the payment up front.”

“But... uh, you didn't require that the other
day.”

“You mean about the gym? Yes, but I have a
different payment method in mind here.”

“I don't – Mphhh!”

He reached out suddenly and quickly, his big
hand covering her bottom and jerking her in tight against his body!
His other hand slid up into her thick blonde hair and gripped it
firmly as he kissed her, holding her in place as she squirmed and
gasped, wide eyed!

She felt a wave of indignation and outrage,
but with it anxiety, and a strange crackling sense of anticipation.
She pressed against his chest, but not so much to seriously push
him away as to demonstrate her disapproval.

But his lips had crushed hers, and his tongue
forced its way through them! He jerked back on her hair, causing
her mouth to open wider as she gasped in pain, and he was
practically... feeding at her mouth!

Amanda moaned helplessly, squeezed hard
against his big, solid body, and that sense of helplessness, of
being little more than an object, a toy for him to play with, that
she'd had the other day, began to rise within her once again!

He lifted and swung her around so that she
was pressed between him and the stable wall, then tore the front of
her blouse open so the buttons popped off! That shocked her even as
he jerked the opened shirt down over her shoulders.

“M-M-Mister Pecker!” she gasped in
protest.

He spun her around and she gasped and barely
stopped her face from hitting the stone. She felt his fingers
briskly undoing her bra and then before she could protest or do
anything he had spun her around again, and whipped her bra
completely off!

“Mister Pecker!” she gasped again, pressing
her hands against his chest.

He gripped her hands and shoved them up and
back against the stable behind her, then crossed her wrists and
held them there with one enormous hand.

Amanda gulped and trembled as his lips curled
up in a hungry leer.

“You got fine, fine tits, baby,” he said.

She gasped in outrage at his crudity, then
gasped again as his free hand began to fondle her left breast.

“U-Unhand me!” she gulped.

“You don't play hard to get with me, baby,”
he said, his big thumb flicking and rubbing against her very hard,
erect nipple. “I ain't buyin' that shit.”

“Oh!” she gasped as he twisted her
nipple.

He chuckled, then his hand slipped around her
back and pulled so that her back arched as he bent and took the
center of her breast into his mouth! She gasped and shuddered as
she felt his teeth chewing on her soft flesh! His big tongue
stroked and circled and swept across her tingling nipple as he
sucked rhythmically, and she gurgled and gasped in helpless
confusion and uncertainty – heat rolling through her spinning
mind!

What was she to do about this!? This was
outrageous! On the other hand, well, he had probably gotten the
wrong idea when she had allowed the other day to happen! Then, too
she was supposed to be having an affair with him, wasn't
she!?

But he was even more of a wild beast than
he'd been in the shower, and she feared being devoured by him!

He licked and chewed his way up along her
neck as his other hand popped the clasp of her jeans and forced its
way inside! The size of his hand made the zipper slide down,
opening the jeans further, as his big fingers slid into her thong
and began to rub her!

“Oh! Oh please!” she gasped.

He chuckled and pulled his hand out, then his
fingers circled her lips as she gaped up at him. Suddenly two
fingers pushed into her mouth, and she gasped, eyes widening.

“Suck!” he barked, dark eyes boring into
hers!

Moaning, she obeyed as he pumped his fingers
in and out.

“Lick!”

Again, Amanda gasped, feeling a sense of
anxiety and stress. No one talked to her like this!

But she obeyed, licking hesitantly at his
fingers even as she mentally squirmed at the wonder of where they'd
been and when he'd last washed them!

He pulled his fingers out and forced his hand
back into her open jeans, and then kissed her roughly again as his
fingers rubbed up and down along the line of her sex.

A dark rush of sensations hit a bubbling,
simmering wave of forbidden arousal and she moaned as they combined
into a rising chorus of heat and hunger within her.

Suddenly he pulled back, and she gasped as he
yanked her forward, then gripped the waistband of her jeans. She
squealed as she fell forward onto her knees, then her hands grabbed
at the dirt and straw below him as he yanked the jeans and thong
off her, ripping her knees out from under her and sending her shoes
flying.

Naked, on her belly in the dirt, she gulped
in air, then yelped as his hands seized her hips and yanked them
upward to put her on her hands and knees.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he barked.

Slut!? How dare he use a word like –
Crack! He slapped her bottom stingingly and she cried out,
hurriedly jerking her knees apart!

He jerked his own trousers down and she
moaned as she felt the fat, mushroom head of his erection rubbing
against the soft, sensitive flesh of her sex. She felt the pressure
suddenly, and moaned anew, gasping at the sudden tension, the
rising ache as he forced himself into her!

She looked up and saw one of the horses
looking at her over the fence, and knew a sense of wonder that she
was kneeling on all fours in the dirt like... like an animal! Like
some bitch about to be mounted!

She felt him forcing his way into her,
stretching her achingly wide, then sliding deeper into her
body.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped at another slap to
her bottom.

He chuckled in response, then peeled his
shirt up and off and leaned forward atop her so his warm flesh
pressed against her back.

“Nothing like fucking some snotty blonde in
the dirt!” he growled into her ear.

Amanda gasped, flinching at the hostility and
anger in his voice even she felt his cock pushing deeper inside
her.

She moaned anxiously as his teeth locked onto
the side of her throat and his hands roughly squeezed her breasts
as they hung below her.

There was certainly nothing she could do! She
was helpless! All she could do was obey him and hope he didn't go
crazy and get violent like so many of his people did!

She felt him starting to move in and out of
her, in and out, in short slow strokes through the tight, elastic
flesh of her body. Her pulse was racing and her heart pounding as
she knelt in place, submitting to his crude animal hunger!

Helpless!

She shuddered as his cock moved faster. She
was helpless! She was being virtually attacked by this... this wild
savage!

There was something deliciously exciting in
that thought...

His cock moved in and out, in and out, using
longer strokes as his fingers roughly kneaded her breasts and he
chewed and kissed his way along her neck.

Amanda felt a rush of dark desire born of
that same strangely submissive feeling she'd experienced the other
day. She was helpless, and thus free of any guilt or shame. She
could do nothing, and thus her mind was empty of all the usual
thoughts and concerns.

His big cock moved faster inside the moist,
thrumming sleeve of her sex, and she felt his hot flesh against her
back as her breasts ached and throbbed under his fingers.

Then he pushed himself upright, still on his
knees.

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

He chuckled again.

“You know when they built this place it was
probably a house for slaves,” he said. “A place for the field
niggers to sleep.”

Crack!

He yanked the belt out of his own jeans and
dropped the loop over her head, then pulled it tight around her
throat!

Amanda's eyes bulged and she gasped in alarm,
her fingers grabbing at it! Of course, to do that she had to take
her hands off the ground below, and she couldn't actually do
anything about the belt anyway.

Crack!

“Put your hands down, slut!” he snapped.

Moaning, she obeyed, gulping in air despite
the belt cinched tight around her neck.

“You think maybe some nigger girl got took
like this by the white foreman way back when?” he asked.

Crack!

Amanda squeaked.

“Told to kneel there like a good slut and
take the master's cock?”

Crack!

“Please!” she gasped.

He chuckled, then reached down and picked up
her shirt. Amanda heard a tearing sound, then he gripped her right
hand and pulled it up and back behind her back. She felt him
wrapping something, some fabric around her wrist! A moment later he
pulled her other hand behind her, and tied them together!

“Wh-what are you dooooing!?” she moaned
fearfully.

Crack!

“Whatever I want, bitch. You be ma slave
girl,” he said in an amused growl.

She gurgled as he jerked on the belt, lifting
her chest up and back off the ground.

“Say yes master,” he said, gripping her hair
and yanking it.

“Say it, slut!”

“Yes, master!” she cried.

He let her chest drop back to the ground and
let the belt loosen, and Amanda gulped in air, moaning and
trembling as he continued to thrust slowly into her body.

“Hot white meat,” he growled.
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Amanda moaned as his big cock moved in and
out of her. She was astonished by what had happened! Her wrists
tugged against their bindings in disbelief! What was
happening!?

“Raise that ass higher, slut,” he
ordered.

Crack!

“Oh!”

His big hands gripped her waist and jerked it
back a little, pulling it in tighter against her legs to raise her
bottom higher.

“Nice ass, nice, tight pussy, nice tits.”

He gripped her hair and pulled up and back,
and she cried out.

“Nice hair. Nice fuckin' everything, baby.
You are one hot piece of blonde ass.”

He released her hair and slapped her bottom
again!

Amanda felt him sliding back and out of her
entirely, and she knelt there, trembling, gulping in air, staring
at the horses who were watching, dazed with it all. She felt his
fingers stroking along her sex, dipping in and pulling back,
sliding deeper and pulling back, stroking against her clitoris.

“You got one nice looking cunt,” he said.

She flinched at the coarse word!

“Nice and tight and puffy. This is built for
a man's cock,” he said, continuing to finger her.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!”

Crack!

“Say please master, slave girl.”

He must be crazy!

Crack!

“Please, master!” she exclaimed.

He chuckled in amusement.

“Say please fuck your slave girl master,” he
said.

Crack!

“P-Please fuck your slave girl, Master!” she
cried.

This was so strange and twisted! The very
idea of she, Amanda Carruthers, as a slave girl to this... uncouth,
uneducated black animal was outrageous!

His fingers were pumping slowly inside her,
long, thick fingers! She moaned as they stoked against her flesh in
a more intimate manner than she had ever felt before! Unlike
everything else he'd done they weren't rough at all, but almost
gentle as they squirmed around inside her! And the finger or thumb
rubbing against her clitoris had a remarkable persistence!

“You ever been ridden hard by a real man,
before me, baby?” he demanded. “You ever been left with cum filling
your hot pussy?”

So crude! Such a beast of a man!

Crack!

“Oh!

“Keep that beautiful ass high in the air,
blonde girl,” he ordered. “I like the sight of it spread out before
me, ready and open and inviting.”

She gurgled as he pulled on the belt and
lifted her upper torso off the ground, up and back against his
body. He gripped her thighs as he knelt behind her, and spread them
wide, then pulled her up so she was straddling his lap.

She felt his big erection, slick with her own
moisture, squeezed down under her buttocks as he ground himself
against her.

“You ever been fucked in the ass, baby?” he
purred, his lips so close to her ear his hot breath wafted against
her skin.

“No!” she gasped, eyes widening in shock.

He chuckled. “You got a gorgeous ass and no
one's ever shoved his cock up inside it? Man, that is a crime.”

“Don't you dare!”

He laughed again.

“Bitch, you don't tell your master what to
do.”

He squeezed her breasts firmly as he ground
himself against her buttocks, then threw her forward again!

Amanda gasped, twisting to take her weight on
her shoulder as she felt him pushing into her again.

Breathless, gasping, her entire world in
disarray, she moaned and gasped as he thrust into her with harder,
deeper strokes. The head of his cock felt as if it was punching
against the back wall of her sex! Then somehow, he forced himself
deeper, for his hips began to smack against her upraised
buttocks!

“Tight, gorgeous ass,” he growled, his hands
kneading her buttocks. “Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

Amanda moaned helplessly then yelped at a
smack to her bottom.

“Do it!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

He chuckled again and she felt dazed, her
breasts now grinding against the dirt as her body was struck harder
by his hips, jerking in and out as he gripped her hips, then her
hair. He pulled her head up and back, while holding her chest
against the ground, his hips hitting harder and harder so that she
cried out at every deep, powerful thrust!

Slave girl! A slave girl to a black savage!
It was such a shocking, outrageous idea! But as he rode her, as she
felt his big cock spearing into her body again and again, and his
hips slapping bruisingly against her buttocks, Amanda felt a wave
of unreality sweeping through her mind.

For wasn't this what it would be like!? If
she were a slave girl from long ago, and he were her master!?
History was, after all, her subject. True, she specialized in
European history, but she'd certainly taken enough courses in
American history before going over to Cambridge

She imagined herself in shackles, naked,
before her cruel masters, being subjected to their leering lust!
Why it would be just like this! And she felt a strange, forbidden
sense of thrilled heat at such a thought. He was turning the tables
on her, making her his field slave, his bitch, his whore!

And that was so wildly impossible and
outrageous! And yet it was happening right that second! His hips
were pounding against her, his big cock was thrusting deep into her
trembling body, and his big hands were all over her helpless
flesh!

God, he was so big inside her! His big cock
was filling her to overflowing again and again! It was penetrating
so deep inside her she felt a sense of awed disbelief!

Her breasts throbbed as they ground against
the dirt, and she shuddered and moaned and gasped as he drove
himself into her. He was fucking her like an animal!

Like an animal!

Like a slave! His slave!

That thought was so filled with dark, lurid
heat she felt almost disoriented.

He was treating her like she was his slut,
his field slut, his sex slave! She was his helpless prisoner!
Helpless before his powerful savage strength!

But all the rules she knew were gone. Of
course he treated her this way. He wasn't a sophisticated, urbane,
cosmopolitanism and educated gentleman! This was how his sort
acted! She had given herself to a savage and this was what she
should expect, what she deserved!

She felt almost noble in acknowledging that
to herself. Yes, she deserved it. She was an adulteress and a slut.
He was right to call her that. If you let a beast use you you could
hardly complain that the beast wasn't polite and gentle.

She grunted and gasped at his powerful
thrusts, his hips striking her upraised buttocks and her breasts
grinding against the dirt.

Like his slave! His helpless slave! A slave
to a black savage! There was a strange sense of forbidden heat in
that. She was doing something so against society's mores that she
had placed herself outside its rules.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Again!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

The words were so outrageous! Everything
about this was outrageous!

Crack!

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

The dark heat began to grow and spread as he
continued to use her. Why wasn't he finished, she thought wildly!
No one had ever fucked her for such a long time in her life! God,
she ached inside!

Like being ridden by a bull!

She felt him gripping her bound wrists and
yanking up and back, lifting her chest off the ground, pulling her
shoulders back but leaving her bent ninety degrees at the waist.
She cried out as he seized a thick mass of hair and jerked her hair
up too.

“Tell me you love it,” he ordered.

“Please!” she moaned.

He jerked on her hair sharply.

“Say it!”

“I love it!”

“Say you love my black cock inside you!”

So disgusting! So outrageous!

He jerked on her hair and she cried out.

“I love your black cock inside me!”

Again he jerked sharply on her hair.

“You forgot so say master, slut!”

“Oh! Please! I-I love your black cock inside
me, Master!”

That was so shocking to say!

“Again.”

“I love your black cock inside me, Master!”
she cried as he pumped steadily.

Her breasts swung lightly below her as his
hips struck her buttocks again and again and she shuddered as he
held her hair back, forcing her to stare ahead of her at the
curious horses watching them.

But who could they tell? Who could he tell?
No one would know. Not the details anyway, not how... how degrading
this was!

But why did she feel such a sizzling,
crackling sense of awed... arousal... at being degraded!?

He pushed her face into the dirt and kept
thrusting, and she shuddered and trembled, grunting and moaning as
he used her.

Like his bitch!

Like his slave girl!

Like his whore!

The heat grew within her, spreading through
her body like a slow spreading fire until it burned from the inside
and she could only gulp in air in ragged gasps.

All her life she had worked hard to ensure
she was treated with respect and dignity. Yet this vulgar and
demeaning animal sex was setting her mind on fire. There was
something so... raw about it! It was so wild and shocking and crude
in a way she'd never experienced before!

The pounding of his chick cock deep inside
her ached! But the intensity of the swirling, churning thoughts
inside her was irrational, and building an almost compulsive need
to be treated – exactly as he was treating her! Like a whore! Like
his slave!

Her entire body shook and shuddered to the
rapid blows of his powerful hips against her upraised buttocks. Her
mind was overpowered by a seething torrent of lurid images and
fantasies and dazed thoughts which inflamed her body.

She felt his hands on her shoulders,
squeezing them, raising her chest up off the ground again. That
just meant her head jerked up and down as his hips struck her
buttocks, and her breasts wobbled below her. Her vision seemed to
blur, and then she gurgled as he released her shoulders and seized
the belt again.

Her eyes bulged and she felt her air almost
blocked off even as he continued to hammer against her from behind.
His other hand slipped around her hip and down below, his fingers
finding her clitoris. A new surge of sensation flooded her lower
body and she sobbed helplessly.

The orgasm hit like a tsunami. She felt a
brief buildup, then an explosive rush of sensation which shattered
her mind and, any ability to think beyond the wild pleasure
gripping her. She gurgled and gasped and stared through glazed eyes
as her body continued to shudder to the blows and thrusts from
behind.

But nothing mattered, not even how hard it
was to breath. Nothing mattered but the incredible rapture of the
storm of pleasure consuming her! It rolled over her like a
screaming, runaway freight train – a long freight train, and left
her battered, bruised and shell-shocked, gulping in air only
through instinct as he lowered her upper body to the ground again
and loosened the belt.

He pulled out, but she hardly noted it or
cared. She stared along the ground, eyes glazed, dazed.

“Now that's a well-fucked slave girl,” he
said.

She moaned as she felt the belt tighten
around her neck again, gurgling as it pulled insistently, forcing
some semblance of life into her mind as he lifted her upright and
back on her knees.

He moved before her, still holding the belt
as if it were a leash, then seized her soft blonde hair in his
other hand and jerked her forward.

Amanda cried out, her mouth opening, and he
shoved his cock into it, forcing it wider. She blinked, cross-eyed,
moaning as the fat head forced its way into her mouth, and then
pushed deeper.

“Suck that black cock, baby,” he ordered.

She gasped as he jerked on her hair.

“Suck your master's cock, slave.”

Moaning, she obeyed, gulping in air through
her nose now as she sucked and licked, as he pumped in and out,
deeper and deeper.

She had very little experience with oral sex.
Rupert simply didn't last very long, and if she put her lips around
him he tended to climax almost immediately.

That didn't happen with Jeremy. She stared
along the length of his glistening shaft, the muscles in her wrists
twitching instinctively as she sought to pull them around front to
grip the base of his shaft. That, after all, was how it was
done!

But she couldn't do that, and instead he was
pumping it in and out, while gripping her hair and the belt to move
her in and out in tandem. Nor could she control how deep he thrust
himself, and gagged several times as the head pushed into the entry
to her throat!

There was no use trying to pull back, not
with the grip he had on her hair and the belt! She moaned and
sucked harder as more awareness came into her mind, and then
suddenly he jerked forward sharply on her hair, the pain to her
scalp startling her, distracting her even as he thrust forward.

His cock pushed deep into her throat!

Amanda felt a sense of shock even as her
throat filled and ached! She struggled instinctively to pull back,
but her strength was as nothing compared to his, and instead he
pulled her forward, forcing her straining lips down the long length
of his black shaft until they were pressed firmly around the base,
right up against his body!

She struggled with gagging, with shock and
alarm, with her stomach overturning! Yet as he held her firmly in
place and his big shaft sat there filling her throat, her stomach
began to calm, and even her gagging slowed in its intensity.

“Sex slaves got to swallow every inch, baby,”
he said. “Ain't never been no sex slave that couldn't deep throat a
man as wants to be deep throated.”

She couldn't help twisting and writhing, but
he held her head firmly in place even as her head began to pound
and black dots appeared before her eyes! Then he slid back,
smoothly, shockingly smoothly, sliding up out of her straining
throat until the head popped free into her mouth and then came free
entirely.

She coughed violently, gulped in air, gasped
for ragged breaths, and moaned as saliva drooled over her lower
lip.

“Blondes are all natural sex slaves anyway,”
he said in amusement. “You got the raw talent, baby. You just need
to be taught your place.”

He jerked sharply on her hair as he fed his
cock back into her open mouth, and before Amanda could even begin
to think of complaining or resisting he was shoving himself deep
into her throat again!

It wasn't as alarming this time. She had
survived it once, after all, so was confident she would survive
again. It was less of a shock now, and along with that shock came a
startling sense of something like delight in herself at being able
to take such a big cock into her throat. True, Rupert didn't value
oral sex but most men did, and she intended to be dating soon.

It would be a very highly treasured skill to
possess if she wanted to please men.

But it was still difficult, still made her
fight her stomach, still made her gag, still made her gurgle as she
ran out of breath, still made her feel light-headed even as he
pulled back and she gulped in air once more.

“Suck your master's balls, slave,” he
ordered, jerking her forward and pressing her face in against him.
“Do it!”

This was so insane, she thought wildly, and
yet she had little choice!

Slave!? I'm not a slave! He's crazy!

She took them into her mouth, moaning as she
sucked them, as she licked them, as she worked them around inside
her mouth. She raised her eyes up at him and saw that glowering
face looking down, and shuddered, dropping her eyes.

She felt again that sense of being helpless,
of being... possessed.. owned... like a slave! And again, with it
came that dark sense of almost masochistic sexual heat. This was so
wickedly nasty! So bestial and savage!

She was light-headed as he kept 'teaching'
her how to swallow his mighty cock, and it left her dazed as he
threw her on her face once again, jerked her hips up, and mounted
her once more.

Dazed, drooling, she moaned as he rode her,
pounding her already aching insides, but sending the simmering heat
swirling and roiling through her body so that she climaxed a second
time, then a third before he finally finished with her.

He laughed, untied her wrists, and then got
dressed and walked away, leaving her there sprawled naked and
dazed.

Groaning, Amanda slowly sat up, sweating, and
covered in dirt. She ached all over, from her throat to her
buttocks, both of which felt bruised. She rubbed her throat, which
was sore inside and out, and winced as she coughed.

Awareness returned, and with it, fear of
discovery. She crawled around gathering up her clothes and pulled
them on, though she had to tie her torn shirt together under her
breasts for want of buttons.

She stumbled back up to the house and then
into a guest room – away from where Jeremy and his people were
working, and into a shower. She felt as if she'd been hit by
lightning, and her brain was singed!

Anger warred with awe at the way he had used
her; so roughly, so savagely! And yet, she had felt so incredibly
feverishly aroused, so... alive as he had used her so violently!
And the strength of the orgasms had blown her mind! Was that
normal!? Was this what she had been missing!? Or was it just
him?

Imagine if someone had seen that!? God! How
mortifying it would have been!

She had acted like a complete whore!

Like his slave girl!

Well, it didn't matter. Her ploy was
working... sort of. She was sure Rupert would find out and confront
her. It would be a tiresome confrontation, of course. She would be
meek and apologetic about it, and he would be unforgiving, but to
spare his reputation, would divorce her under generous terms.

Then she would find some attractive young man
with wide shoulders and a lot more sophistication than Jeremy,
someone to accompany her to the casino in Monaco, and yet give her
some of that wild, raw sex she had just learned to appreciate.
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She wished, now, that she hadn't hired Jeremy
to make changes to the gym. She was fairly sure that Rupert would
find out about what happened, so she needn't dally with him
further. It was... embarrassing to even see him now, and it caused
a churning emotional confusion within her.

Because as wary and anxious as she was about
him, she also felt a deep, almost primal desire to experience that
sense of animal hunger and heat again. The sense she was just... a
possession, owned by a powerful male with big muscles who was
like... a beast! A man who could tear her apart and whose every
grunt she needed to obey!

It was scary, true, and unpredictable. Her
usual means of persuading and controlling men were utterly useless
with him. He was like a force of nature! One did not argue with a
storm.

But little bits of money were important to
men like him so she couldn't really change her mind now. He might
take it wrong, and think she was punishing him in some way for what
had happened.

He ought to be horsewhipped, of course! But
that was for Rupert to bother about.

When Bradley came to get her in the West
Solar, she was reluctant.

“Mister Pecker has completed the adjustments
you wished made to the gym, Mrs. Carruthers,” he said stiffly.

She flushed at his tone, though it was only a
little off his usual one. Oh, he was going to tell Rupert, all
right, she thought. Well, screw him. He had never liked her
anyway.

“Very well, I'll come down,” she said
negligently.

It was probably good that he thought she was
seeing the man again. Even though this time there would be no sex.
She would make that clear to Jeremy!

She was wearing a pink shift dress. It was...
quite short, but loose. It fastened around her throat, and aside
from its length – and her bare arms and shoulders, was not at all
improper, especially given the weather outside. She wouldn't have
worn it out, but she was in her own home. She didn't need to worry
about what neighbors would think here.

Wearing high, strappy heels, she made her way
down the stairs and then, her stomach starting to churn as her
chest tightened, licked her lips and pulled back her shoulders. She
was, after all, Amanda Carruthers. She could stand up to some black
servant type and simply say 'no' in language he would understand.
He'd had his fun, and that fun was now done.

She strode into the gym, but then almost
unconsciously closed the door behind her. She noted immediately
that the corner of the gym now had a mirrored wall on both sides
and there was a tall, thick pole a few feet out. She stared at it
wonderingly, frowning. That looked like a …

“Here you are, Miss Carruthers,” Jeremy
said.

She flushed as she met his eyes, then dropped
hers. Jeremy was clad in jeans and was shirtless. His torso was...
as powerful as she remembered! The man was like an ape, she
thought!

Her lower belly began to thrum with
energy.

“See up here?”

He pointed to the ceiling and she saw the
polished oak support beam he'd placed there. Hanging from it was a
horizontal bar well above her head.

“What – .”

“Reach up and grab that bar,” he said,
putting his hand on her back and pulling her forward.

Amanda gulped at the touch of his hand, and
thought about bringing up her decision to 'end' their... well, she
couldn't even call it an affair, really. Their sordid relationship,
perhaps?

But she looked up at the bar, which was about
three feet wide.

“I'm not sure – .”

“You have to jump.”

“I can't jump in these,” she said.

And then his hands, his enormous hands,
clasped together around her waist and lifted her effortlessly, so
that her hands actually struck the bar, and instinctively gripped
it!

He released her, leaving her to hang there
momentarily.

“But... why is it so high?” she gulped.

“Normally you'd wear athletic shoes, I'm
thinking,” he said. “You could jump and down with those.”

“But... but I can't... pull myself up,” she
gasped, trying.

“Cuz you got weak arms. You got to work on
those arm muscles. That's why this stuff is here.”

He gripped her by the waist and helped her
down and she stumbled. He caught her, and she pulled away, turning
quickly, and was confronted by his powerful, muscular chest. She
gulped and cocked her head back.

“I was hoping for...”

“That ain't all,” he said. “And you can lower
it.”

“Oh, well then.”

He showed her a remote control and the bar
slid downward until it was actually at her waist.

“This is much better,” she said. “You should
have put it here to begin with.”

He pressed the button and the bar rose again
until it was at the same level as her head.

“What are these rings for?” she asked,
looking at the thick rings dangling from the ends of the bar.

“Oh those. I'll show you,” he said.

He got a pair of strange looking padded
leather... things. They were about four or five inches long and
thickly padded. She'd never seen the like before. He took one and
slipped it around her right wrist, and then pulled it in tight as
she gazed at it uncertainly. Then he took the other and slipped it
around her other wrist.

He turned her to face the bar and had her put
her hands on the bar on opposite sides, then he produced a pair of
metal S-pins, clipping one to the end of each bar, and then the
other to the ring sprouting from the padded leather things around
her wrists.

“Now this will help you practice,” he said,
pressing the button on the remote.

The bar rose, and her arms were forced up
with it.

“But how do – ?”

The bar rose and lifted her right off the
floor, to dangle there as she had been before.

“Now if you let go, you still won't fall,” he
said.

She looked over her shoulders. His head was
still a bit higher than hers even as she hung there.

“But... how is that – .”

“Oh you can get real good exercise like
this,” he said, reaching up to her neck.

He undid her dress and Amanda gasped as it
fell downward to her waist, then slipped past her hips to dangle
around her ankles!

“Jeremy!”

He chuckled and pulled them off, along with
her shoes and panties!

“Jeremy stop this instant! Let me down!”

She was naked!

Amanda moaned helplessly.

Helpless!

Her stomach started to churn and a dark heat
thrummed lower in her belly! Her chest tightened and her face
flushed as he came around to stand in front of her, looking at her
calmly.

“Now let's discuss a few things,” he said,
his voice hardening.

“I... we have nothing to discuss!” she
gulped. “Let me down immediately!”

“That business of letting me fuck your blonde
brains out the last two days has gotten me to thinking,” he
said.

She flushed hotly.

“Now it's possible that like any other horny
blonde slut you just got a hankering for my black body and my big
black cock.”

She flushed even more.

“But I don't think that's the whole story.
See, I asked around some, and I know you're a smart lady. You got
lots of education, even if you don't do nothing with it. And you're
married to this old rich guy who probably doesn't give you much
action between the sheets.”

His hands rose and cupped her breasts, and
Amanda gasped, her breasts immediately throbbing, her nipples
already erect.

“But if you wanted to fuck me, or someone
like me, there's lots of ways to do that without letting the
servants know,” he said. “It almost seems you wanted the servants
to know, especially that butler, Mister Mills. And I been wondering
why that would be.”

He caught her nipples between the pads of his
fingers and thumbs, rolling and stroking them so that they throbbed
hotly.

“I-I don't know what you're talking about!
Let me down immediately or – .”

“Or what? You'll tell your husband?”

She pursed her lips.

“Your husband is kind of a racist,” he said.
“I mean, so are you, but he's a lot more open about it.”

“I am not!”

He snorted in contempt.

“I didn't fall off no turnip truck yesterday
lady. I'm thinking you want your husband to know about what me and
you did. Oh, maybe not the details, not the way you came like a
whore – .”

Amanda's face burned.

“But you want him to know you been fucking
some nigger employee. Now why would you want your racist old
husband to know that?” he asked.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she cried as he pinched her
nipples and then tugged them up and out.

“I'm thinking you want a divorce. All this
money is nice and all, but it's pretty boring being married to an
old geezer who doesn't pay you much attention, I bet.”

“Please!” she gasped as her nipples
burned.

“You forgot the magic word.”

She moaned helplessly, staring at him through
wide eyes.

“Master,” he said softly.

She flushed.

“That... that was... we were... doing
something... nasty, like a game but – Oh! Please!'

Her nipples burned as he pinched them again,
tugging them up, distending her breasts so that she was forced to
arch her back even as her feet pawed at the ground just too far
below.

“Say it.”

“Master!” she cried.

He stopped pinching, rubbing and rolling her
nipples instead.

“So you got some kind of legal agreement
which probably gives you fuck all if you divorce him, but if he
divorces you, what do you get? A lot?”

“I-I don't know what you – Ow! Please!”

“You forgot the magic word,” he said,
pinching her nipples again.

“Please, master!”

He released her nipples, and his hand slid
downward between her thighs, cupping and massaging her sex.

“Now usually when a rich old man puts
together an agreement like that he don't pay if his hot young wife
cheats on him. But he'd have to prove that, right? Of course, if
you was to screw some nigger boy, well, an old racist like him sure
wouldn't want to be taking evidence of that into a court and having
it get all over the state, now would he?”

It astonished Amanda that he'd guessed her
whole plan! Had someone helped him figure it out!?

He shook his head as he met her eyes.

“You think I'm just some dumb nigger who
don't know nothing, lady? Having muscles and black skin don't mean
you don't have a brain, any more than having big tits and blonde
hair.”

“Please I... I can't hang on any more!” she
moaned.

“That's okay. You can't fall.”

She moaned and her fingers slipped off the
bar, then she gasped as she was held aloft, suspended by her
wrists!

“Now you're hanging just like a sex slave,
baby,” he said.

“I-I'm not a sex slave!” she gasped as he
circled her.

“Sure look like one.”

He moved in behind her, grinding his crotch
against her buttocks. His arms slid around her, his big hands
fondling her breasts, stroking up and down her body and in between
her legs.

“I don't suppose when you was figuring all
this out you put much thought about what your husband would do to
some nigger contractor that he found screwing his wife,” he
said.

“I... he can't do anything. You're much
stronger than he is – Oh!”

He jerked back on her hair sharply.

“Bitch! He's in the fucking Klan!”

“He isn't! Not anymore!” she cried.

He pressed a button on the remote and the bar
slid lower, just enough for her toes to touch the floor, and then
just a bit lower, so the balls of her feet were on the floor. That
eased some of the pressure from her wrists, much to her relief.

“He isn't any more because it was bad
publicity,” he said.

He pulled the belt out of the loops of his
jeans, and she gulped, fearing he would slide it around her throat
and choke her!

Instead, he doubled it up and then swung it
sharply so that it cracked down against her buttocks!

“Ah! Don't!” she cried.

“Why not? You been a bad girl, Amanda.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

“That ain't the magic word, girl.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please, Master!”

He chuckled softly and his fingers squeezed
her bottom.

“You got a nice ass here, slave girl,” he
said. “But you know, when you do bad, you got to be punished.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack!

“Please! Please, Master!”

“You know what you're husband would do to me,
bitch?”

Crack!

“Ohw! No! He won't do – Ahh!”

“Lying slut. You know better than that. He'll
ruin me, and that's if I'm lucky.”

Crack!

“If I'm not lucky five or six big white guys
will run me off the road.”

Crack!

“Beat the living shit out of me.”

Crack!

“And then probably cut off my black
dick.”

Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Please, Master!” she moaned.

In truth, Amanda had put very little thought
into what Rupert would do to Jeremy, but she doubted Jeremy was far
wrong. It simply hadn't occurred to her why she ought to care.

He moved around in front of her, and then to
her astonishment, he dropped to his knees before her! She stared
down at him, gasping, moaning, flushed and gulping in air as he
stared right at... well, at her sex!

“Hmmmm, this looks like good eating,” he
said.

What had he said, she thought dazedly.

Then his hands spread her legs apart – which
meant she was once again hanging from her wrists! His enormous
hands gripped her thighs and then he leaned in and started to lick
her there!

Amanda had never been the recipient of oral
sex before, but at that moment she was perfectly content with
anything that didn't involve her being beaten! She had no problem
at all in trading her body for kinder treatment! It was what she'd
done, in a way, with Rupert, after all.

But it seemed strange that he would go from
strapping her bottom to licking her sex! And it added to her state
of confusion and uncertainty about him and what he intended to do
to her! He was clearly somewhat... smarter and more perceptive than
she had imagined!

And the feel of his tongue pushing between
the lips of her sex was... indecent! It looked even worse! Oh, she
knew this was something people did, some people, well, a lot of
people. But she was not a woman who had ever looked at pornography,
and she certainly hadn't experienced it personally!

Now she had no choice but to hang there from
her wrists, her toes wriggling feebly above the floor as his tongue
pushed into her, twisting and turning, flicking in and out, then
sliding up across the top of her sex to cause hot throbbing pulses
of energy to rush up her spine.

He pulled her thighs in and then lifted them
onto his shoulders as he knelt there! And now he really began to
lick at her, focusing on that throbbing, swollen button of flesh at
the top of her sex!

Resting some of her weight on his broad
shoulders at least served to take some of the weight off her
wrists, but it did nothing to ease the sense of alarm, amazement
and anxiety filling Amanda's beleaguered mind!

She might not know much of oral sex but she
certainly knew a man didn't do it to punish a woman! Nor did
he do it to cause her pain or harm her! So why was he doing
it!?

His fingers cupped her buttocks, holding her
to his mouth so he could feed between her legs! Amanda squirmed
both mentally and physically, moaning and gasping as his tongue
swept across her again and again, and his lips sucked and massaged
her sensitive flesh!

It felt... incredible!

As the sensations rolled through her like
waves she felt her anxiety fading and her inhibitions melting away
like sand under a high tide. She shuddered and moaned, feeling the
pressure building up rapidly within her, along with that
now-familiar sense of... of surrender.

She could do nothing anyway. And the pleasure
and sense of arousal were intoxicating!

She felt her head falling back, shuddering,
her hips grinding against him as he licked and sucked hungrily. The
pleasure throbbed with every beat of her heart, spreading up
through her trembling body and threatening to drown her in
sensation.

And then he stopped... stopped just as she
neared her peak! She moaned in denial as he drew back and let her
body drop so that the balls of her feet made contact with the floor
again.

He stood up before her, and then slipped his
jeans off to stand there naked before her. His cock was hard and
thick – a dark spear aimed at her belly!

Amanda stared at it, felt a rush of heat, and
jerked her eyes away, then cried out as he gripped her hair and
jerked it sharply up and back.

“That's what good slave girls get,” he said
in a growl. “Do you know what bad slave girls get?”

She moaned as he released her hair. He picked
up his belt again and swept it around so that it cracked sharply,
stingingly, across her backside.

“Oh!”

Crack! Crack!

“Please, Master!”

Crack! Crack!

“You've been a bad slave girl,” he said.

Crack!

“I'm sorry!”

Crack! Crack!

“Did you forget my name!?”

“I-I'm sorry, Jeremy!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“My name is Master to you, slave.”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Again, slave!”

“Master!”

Crack!

“Oh, please!”

“Again!”

“Master!”

Her bottom was hot and throbbing again,
flaming with heat as she stood helplessly on the balls of her
feet!

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
and glared at her.

“Are you gonna be a good slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” he cried.

He jerked again.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'll be a good slave girl, Master!” she
cried.

He fondled her breast as he jerked her
forward by the hair, kissing her savagely. His hand then slid up
and down her back, down between her buttocks and then... she felt
his finger pressing against her back passage!

Amanda's eyes widened and she moaned into his
mouth, her body trembling, but she could do nothing as his finger
dipped into her, drew back, dipped in, drew back, and pushed
deeper! Not until he pulled his lips away from hers.

“Please,” she moaned.

He slapped her face!

She was so astonished she could only cry out
and stagger as he drew back, glaring at her.

“You forgot my name again, slut,” he
growled.

“I'm sorry, Master!” she cried.

He hadn't slapped her hard, true, certainly
not hard enough to leave any kind of mark she'd have to try to
cover up , but it had stung!

“Never forget you're a sex slave,” he
growled.

Was he crazy, she wondered again anxiously.
Of course she wasn't a sex slave! The idea was preposterous! Even
if she did let him... pretend... she was some sort of slave girl!
The idea was sort of darkly thrilling, in a sexually playful kind
of way. But after all, she was Amanda Carruthers!

He turned away and went to where his tool bag
was, then took from it a sort of mushroom shaped thing. No, it was
more like a pointy egg on a short stand. He was putting some sort
of jell on it as she stared in confusion. Then he turned back to
her, gripped her arm and spun her so her back was to him.

She felt him spreading her buttocks, and then
cringed as she felt the … thing pressing against her back opening.
She moaned helplessly as the tip pushed into her, and the rest
spread her wider and wider. He pumped it a little, then pushed and
she gasped as she was spread wide apart and the thing slid through
into her bottom!

It left the flared end behind on the outside
of her round little opening, while the rest sat within her!

He turned back to his toolbox and came back
with another little black device. He had spread a thin line of gel
on it too, and now gripped her hair to jerk her head back!

Amanda moaned as she felt him pushing this
against her sex, felt it slowly forced into her, spreading her
wide, just like the other. This was wasn't as pointy at one end,
nor as flat at the bottom. It really was like an egg, but with a
little branch egg.

And it buzzed, vibrated. It pressed directly
against her clitoris, that little branch egg, that little round
thing, rubbing up and down and from side to side as he moved the
thing.

He gripped her hair again to control her head
tightly, then began to kiss and lick and chew his way along the
nape of her neck as he slowly pumped the big egg into and out of
her hole rubbing the smaller branch against her clitoris. They were
at ninety degrees to each other and he simply rocked them in and
back and from side to side as his lips made their way down onto her
breasts.

I'm going out of my mind, she thought
dazedly.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Just as she had never felt a man's mouth on
her sex, so Amanda had never felt a vibrator. She had considered it
a number of times. But she had no way of obtaining one and keeping
one without others finding out.

If she had it mailed to the house Bradley
would get it. If she took out a private mailbox somewhere and
mailed it there, then Paul, the chauffeur, would know she had done
it and wonder why. He might even tell Bradley and then
he would wonder why!

And where would she hide one? The maids did a
thorough cleaning every day, and they also did her laundry, and
then put her clothes away in her drawers and closets. And if Rupert
found out, well, he wanted his young wife to be a proper lady, and
a proper southern lady would never own such a thing, much less use
it!

Which meant the sensations the thing was
causing to her slick, swollen sex were magnified by the shock
rippling through her mind. The 'egg' pushing in and pulling out of
her, spreading apart the lips of her sex, closing them and
spreading them again and again, was producing its own rush of heat
and sensory delight.

The sensations arising from the way the
little vibrator arm was rubbing against her clitoris was even more
intense!

His face was right in front of hers again,
their noses almost touching.

“Tell me you're my sex slave!” he ordered in
a deep growl.

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she gasped
helplessly.

“Again, slut!”

No one dared call her such a thing! The word
was outrageous!

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

“Again, slave!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she cried.

“And what do sex slaves do?” eh demanded.

Amanda looked at him helplessly, gulping in
ragged breaths of air.

“They obey their master!”

He released her hair and moved behind her,
still holding the vibrator, with the big egg inside her. She
shuddered as she felt his cock pressing up between her buttocks,
rubbing up and down smoothly. Then there was a pause, and it rubbed
up and down more, with him grinding his pelvis against her. Only
now it felt slick and slippery!

“I'm going to fuck your ass, slave,” he
said.

Amanda shuddered.

She felt him pulling at the.. the thing he'd
pushed into her bottom, felt it drawn back, felt it spreading her
open wider and wider. Then it pulled free, and a moment later she
felt his thick head pushing into her. It entered fairly easily,
then slid deeper, slick, and riding the slickness the thing had
already left behind.

But a wild flood of heat and dark excitement
was gripping her mind and body, and a little more degradation
hardly seemed to matter any more. Unless it hurt, anyway, and it
didn't, not really. She moaned as she felt it pushing deeper. It
made her feel shocked, and dirty and nasty and incredibly used as
it pushed into her!

But the heat was suffocating, and as he
started to thrust in and out she felt a sense of relief that it
didn't really hurt much, despite his thickness.

She felt an ache deep inside, a cramping
sensation as the head of his cock pushed even deeper, but the
sexual pleasure was a firestorm now, and she trembled and shook
more and more violently as her muscles spasmed and her nerve
endings crackled with sexual electricity.

She gurgled as his big hand gripped her
throat from in front.

“Spread your legs, whore,” he ordered.

Gasping, she obeyed, even though that lifted
her feet off the floor.

He was grinding himself against her, his cock
shifting inside her belly, incredibly high inside her belly! She'd
never felt anything like it! And then he began to thrust in and out
of her, his right hand gripping her right thigh, even as his
fingers held the vibrator jammed against her clitoris!

“Come for me, whore,” he growled, as he began
to move his hips in short, sharp thrusts.

“Come for me, slut,” he ordered, thrusting
harder.

“Come for me, slave,” he ordered, her body
jerking and trembling as an avalanche of sensation swept down upon
her.

“Come for your master, sex slave.”

And so she did, crying out, though not very
loudly with his hand around her throat, her body wracked by
convulsions as he thrust into her hard and fast and she twisted and
thrashed and jerked, losing control of her body as her mind was
submerged in a seething cauldron of pleasure.

His left hand dropped to grip her left thigh
just as she thought (not that she cared) she was going to pass out
from lack of air. She sucked in a deep breath only to cry it out
again as the last of the orgasm began to dissipate.

He held her legs wide to the sides, thrusting
himself into her with much longer strokes now, his big cock cock
pushing shockingly high into her belly with every thrust. Impaling
her! The black egg thing was still inside her pussy, though, and
the smaller one still jammed by his thumbs against her
clitoris.

All the higher orders of Amanda's brain
functions shut down as the pleasure center of her mind flared and
pulsed. What mattered thinking, what mattered consequences, what
mattered anything compared to the raw animal pleasure coursing
through her body!?

There something... freeing and even relaxing
about being a thing, about being an object, about not having
to think. She shuddered and trembled and moaned dazedly as he used
her, as he rammed himself into her harder and faster, and her body
swung and jerked and trembled and then flared wildly as another
orgasm tore through her.

What mattered but this!?

*

Amanda sat alone in the solar, staring out at
the trees and grass out back, trying to puzzle out what had
happened and why and what she was to do about it. Her plan seemed
to be working – sort of. That was, she'd been sufficiently
'indiscreet' with Jeremy that it was almost certain Rupert would
find out.

But... she had had in mind a simple basic
affair, one without any actual lust on her part, let alone romance
or even attachment. And Jeremy had turned that, twisted it, into
some kind of perverted master and slave thing which was horribly
degrading and demeaning!

That itself was not something which disturbed
her. Everyone knew Black men were insatiable sexual animals, and
who knew what perversions they were capable of. No, that wasn't
what was upsetting and confusing.

What was upsetting and confusing –
bewildering – was that she... liked it! She shouldn't have! She was
outraged at the things he said and did to her! He was so crude and
rough! But the filthy things he said and did set her body and mind
aflame with a shocking sense of excitement and arousal!

He had... sodomized her, she thought
wonderingly! And she had climaxed with his big cock deep in her
ass! Twice!

And what kind of a woman was she to let some
lowbrow, uneducated Black hireling treat her like that!? It was he
who should be obeying her every whim! Hadn't boys and men always
scurried to do her bidding in hopes, usually forlorn, of merely
gaining her favor?!

Yet she had called him 'master' and begged
him to fuck her!

And even now, as ripples of distaste and
outrage swept over her mind, she felt a dark longing for more!

No need to worry about her reputation or how
he or anyone saw her, about her pride or dignity, about her bearing
and place in the community. No fears of doing or saying something
to offend or upset. She didn't have to flirt or act suggestive, and
gauge how everything she said or did was going over so she could
adjust her next words.

All she had to do was obey. And he seemed to
take it as a matter of truth that she was just a .. .a sexual
animal for his use!

Bradley arrived.

“Your new trainer is here, Madam,” he
said.

She stared at him in surprise.

“My what?”

“Miss Washington. She says you got her name
from Mister Pecker.”

She gulped and flushed as he looked at her
expressionlessly.

“Uhm, she's to show me how to use some uhm,
new equipment,” he said.

He turned away.

“I shall send her to the gym,” he said.

She had forgotten about that! Jeremy had said
he would send her a 'girl' to teach her how to use things. She had
expected that to be, well, some day, not this evening! She
exercised in the day not the evening! Of course, her exercise today
had been... incomplete.

She made a face and went downstairs. She was
clad in 'comfort clothes', which for her consisted of yoga pants
and a light, loose shift. They were comfortable and not meant to
greet visitors. Still, they were more than adequate for a trainer
who she would listen to for five or ten minutes and then bid
farewell.

The woman in the gym was black, which
produced a degree of sudden anxiety. Had Jeremy shared something of
what he had done to her? They were both Black, after all, and they
might well talk about the slutty blonde woman he had...
seduced!

She was tall and statuesque, with lighter
brown skin and more Arabic features than what she thought of as the
true African negroid face. Her nose was slimmer and her lips not so
thick. She also had better hair. She had dark eyes which did not
look very friendly, though, and that made Amanda even more
wary.

Shouldn't she be smiling ingratiatingly? The
other trainers had.

“Close the door,” she ordered.

Amanda was somewhat taken aback by her
bluntness and lack of manners, but, well, she was Black. One had to
make allowances. Still, this was Georgia and she ought to know her
place!

“I'm Amanda Carruthers,” she said evenly.

“Where's your stereo?” she asked.

“Pardon me?”

“You got a stereo in here I can plug this
into?”

She indicated a small USB drive in her
hand.

“Uhm, well, over there.” Amanda waved her
hands at a wall panel, and the woman walked over and slid it open,
then examined it before turning it on. She plugged in the drive and
played with the controls and music, loud music, came from the
hidden speakers.

“Okay, get those clothes off and we'll get
started.”

“I-I beg your pardon!?” Amanda exclaimed in
surprise.

“I'm supposed to show you how to pole dance.
You can't do it in that shit. The pants and top are too slippery.
You need solid flesh around the pole, baby,” she said.

“P-Pole dance?”

The woman pointed at the pole in the corner
where the mirrored walls were now.

“Oh! There must be some mistake!”

“Nope. This was what Pecker ordered.”

She peeled her own top off so that she was in
a bikini top, then shrugged off her jeans so she was standing in a
pink bikini – a thong bikini, and nothing else but high heels.

“I uhm, I didn't – .”

“Get to it. Strip.”

Amanda scowled. “What is your name,
Miss?”

The woman moved closer, in a way that made
Amanda draw back a little.

She was a large woman after all. She wasn't
fat, but she had notably wide shoulders and thick arms for a
woman.

“You can call me... Mistress,” she said in a
soft voice.

Amanda gasped and her face went white, then
red as the woman looked at her grimly.

“And Jeremy said to tell you that he gave me
permission to spank you if you misbehave.”

Amanda stared at her, speechless!

“Get those clothes off or I'll start right
now!”

“But – !”

“Now!”

She slapped Amanda's bottom sharply, and the
blonde yelped and jumped as her bottom stung horribly! Then she
hurriedly jerked off her top and, blushing hotly, peeled her yoga
pants down and off to leave her with just her little lacy black bra
and thong.

“Now, you watch what I do, then you try
it.”

She gripped the pole, bent forward and then
began to...to roll her bottom up and out in a way Amanda thought
was quite obscene! She rolled her hips slowly in time to the music,
then sort of moved them from side to side.

She pushed back and gripped Amanda's arm,
pushing her to the pole.

“Take it in your hands and bend forward.”

Bewildered and not really knowing what to do,
Amanda obeyed, flushing hotly as the woman told her to start
grinding her hips.

Crack!

“Now!”

“Ow!

She obeyed, rolling and grinding her hips as
the woman directed.

What had Jeremy told her!? What happened if
she told someone!?

The woman pulled her away from the bar and
then put her own back to it, reaching up above her head and
gripping the bar. Now she sort of slid herself up and down, arched
her back several times languidly, then turned and jumped up to grip
the pole above her and slide slowly down.

“Now you do it.”

Amanda had no opportunity to question or
protest, especially with the music so loud, and every hesitation
got her now bare bottom slapped instantly!

Soon she was panting, out of breath, even
though the woman didn't look even slightly winded. She stood
watching in something like awe as the woman climbed up to the
ceiling, then let go with her hands and fell back so she was upside
down and gripping the pole with her thighs! She reached down to
grip the pole below her and then arched and rolled her upside down
body.

“I couldn't do that!” Amanda protested.

“Not today, but you will,” the woman
said.

She spun around the pole, though, and had
Amanda do it, then jumped and spun around. Amanda had to try
several times before she could do it. Her arms and legs were soon
aching! But at the same time she was, after losing most of her
initial embarrassment, starting to develop a sense of fascination
with the idea of what they were doing.

She loved to think of herself as sexy, after
all, and weren't strippers an incredibly sexy – albeit crudely so –
group of women? The very idea of herself twisting and spinning
around a pole naked in front of a group of men was... outrageous.
Which once again made her body start to thrum.

She gulped, though, blushing when the woman
removed her bra!

The woman then gripped the pole, pressing her
chest against it, and let her arms press in against the outside of
her breasts to squeeze them around the pole! She gave Amanda a sexy
look and then licked the pole as she slid her breasts up and down
along it!

“Now you try it,” she ordered.

Amanda gulped anxiously but approached the
pole.

“Without this, slave girl,” the woman said,
gripping the bra strap across Amanda's back.

Amanda flushed hotly at the use of the words,
even as she felt her bra strap being opened!

“Oh but – !”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Get to it, slave girl!”

This was so embarrassing! But her bottom
stung from the sharp slaps, and there didn't seem to be anything
else she could do!

She let her naked breasts press against the
pole and drew her arms in against them, blushing hotly as she slid
up and down.

“You call that a sexy look? Give me your sexy
look, bitch.”

Gulping, heart pounding, Amanda tried to look
sexy as she slid her breasts up and down along the pole, then...
licked it.

More followed! The woman gripped the pole
between her thighs, fell back to grip the pole below her, then slid
down so her hands were flat on the floor. Then, with her back
running up along the pole, she slowly spread her legs apart – and
then wider and wider until she was almost doing the splits upside
down!

“Now you,” she said.

“Oh I couldn't!”

Crack!

“I say what you can do. Now move!”

Amanda jumped and gripped the pole, clinging
to it with hands and legs as the woman moved in close behind
her.

“Now close those thighs tight, and slowly
push your upper body back,” she said, gripping her shoulders.

“But...”

“Do it!”

Gulping, she squeezed her thighs tight and
slowly pushed her arms out, comforted somewhat by the woman
gripping her shoulders. She fell back slowly, with the black woman
holding her, and then she was arched back upside down and her hands
were against the floor!

“Good, slave girl,” the woman said.

She flushed hotly again! What had Jeremy told
her!?

She felt the woman's hands on her hips
then.

“Legs straight up along the pole,” she
ordered.

Nervously, her arms already aching a bit,
Amanda straightened her legs along the pole, keeping them tightly
together.

Then the woman gripped the thin elastic
waistband of her thong and peeled it quickly up over her buttocks,
up her thighs and over her knees!

“Oh! What! Wait!”

She felt the thong lifted off her ankles and
her face burned hotly.

“Now spread your legs.”

She quivered and trembled, but she felt the
woman's hands gripping her legs and pulling.

“Spread them!”

Moaning, she spread her legs out wider and
wider, until the tendons in her thighs strained and ached.

“That's how they do it in the clubs. But you
need to learn to stretch those tendons so you can spread your legs
wider,” the woman said.

Amanda gasped as she felt fingers caressing
her inner thighs. Then they slid along the line of her sex and she
squealed, jerked violently, tumbling over onto the floor!

“We ain't done yet, sex slave,” the woman
growled.

And when Amanda tried to rise she cried out
and fell back onto her belly, for the woman was standing on her
hair!

“Don't!” she cried.

“Sex slaves don't give orders. Lift your butt
in the air, Blondie. Now!” she barked.

And Amanda yelped again as something cut
across her buttocks stingingly!

“Oh! Ow! Don't!”

“Lift your ass into the air! You know the
position, slut!”

Amanda's face burned and she yelped at
another stinging blow to her bottom, scrambling up onto her knees!
Her face was still held to the floor as the woman stood on her
hair! And gripping the woman's ankle and trying to shift it
accomplished nothing at all!

“Face down, ass up! You know the position
Jeremy likes,” the woman ordered.

Crack!

Another stinging snap of some sort of
...stick... across her bottom made Amanda cry out and raise her
bottom high!

“Higher, slut!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please! Stop!”

She wriggled her knees forward and yelped at
another sharp blow.

“That's mistress. Say it, slut!”

Crack!

“Say it.

“Mistress!” Amanda squealed!

“Now spread those legs wide! You know what I
want. Do it!”

Amanda positioned herself as the woman
ordered, moaning and gasping as the woman glared down at her.

“I should call Jeremy right now and tell him
what a bad little slave you are and that you need to be beaten,”
she said.

Amanda felt the stick sliding up and down
along the line of her sex, and yelped, her hips flinching.

“Or I could do it myself,” the woman
said.
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Amanda was aghast! She was also bewildered at
how fast things had spun completely out of control – as opposed to
merely being mostly out of control. How had she let this woman so
completely dominate her and push her around!? True, she was bigger
and stronger, but she hadn't really needed to use that
strength.

The woman had a three foot long stick. It was
very slim and flexible, but it stung when it hit her! The woman
also gave orders in a deep growl, in a voice which was, frankly,
very intimidating to Amanda! It wasn't the kind of voice she had
ever heard much – until Jeremy had used a similar voice on her!

Now the woman was using that stick to make
her do exercises – stretching exercises, she said. But they were,
given her state of nudity, quite obscene! Especially with another
person watching! Yet any attempt to protest or question the woman's
orders drew a stinging rebuke from the stick!

And so she had to put her face and chest on
the floor, raise her bottom high and spread her legs wide – in an
especially obscene pose given how Jeremy had taken her in a similar
one just days earlier!

She had to kneel on all fours and roll her
hips in round, lewd circles, and she had to lay on her back and
push her hips up while spreading her legs wide. She had to stand on
her head and spread her legs wide apart, and kneel with her legs
spread and back arched and her hands behind her neck.

And she had to assume such poses
instantly, or face the stinging bite of the woman's tongue
and stick! That put her in a somewhat frantic state of mind as she
flung her body from one position to the other, breathless and
gulping in air in an attempt to avoid the sting of the stick.

It also, of course, got her into the habit of
obeying her orders at once.

After ten minutes or so of various obscene
positions she had to try the pole again, demonstrating the moves
the woman had shown her, moves which made her arms and legs ache,
and left her further out of breath and sweating.

“On your knees! Hands behind your head” the
woman barked.

Amanda felt a jolt of anxiety and instantly
flung herself to her knees, pulling her hands behind her neck and
arching her back as she spread her knees as wide as she could.

The woman let the tip of the stick slide over
her cheek, then down along her breast. The stick was sort of
leather, or at least, covered in leather, and it had a small flat
tip which the woman was now rubbing up and down against her
nipple.

“What's my name?” she demanded in a stern
tone.

“M-Mistress?” Amanda squeaked.

“And what's your name?”

“S-slave?”

The tip slapped against her nipple and she
gasped.

“The correct answer but you forgot to use my
name. Try again.”

“Slave, Mistress!”

The woman snorted and slid the tip up and
down against her nipple, then up and down along her breastbone.

“Keep that back arched and those fine titties
pushed out, girl,” the woman growled.

This was insane! She should stand up and
tell the woman to get out!

But instead Amanda obeyed.

The tip slid down her taut belly and ran
along the line of her sex, and Amanda trembled.

“Have you ever been whipped, slave?”

“N-No, Mistress!” she gulped.

The woman moved behind her.

“Do not move.”

A length of black fabric suddenly went over
her head and then over her face! No, it was just over her eyes, and
Amanda quickly identified it as silk. It blinded her as the woman
tied it behind her head.

“What's your name, slut?”

“Slave, Mistress!” she moaned.

This is so perverted! she thought,
wonderingly.

She felt something press against her right
wrist, and encircle it. She recognized it as feeling like the
leather bands Jeremy had put around her wrists just that day! She
almost jerked away, but held still as they went around both her
wrists. A moment later she felt something going around her neck,
and then it fastened behind her neck like a necklace – or a
choker.

Moments later she felt similar bands going
around her ankles!

“Put your hands behind your back!” the woman
snapped.

Gulping, Amanda obeyed, and felt her wrists
jerked downward sharply, forcing her shoulders back harder! And
then she felt the bands around her wrists attached to the ones
around her ankles!

She cried out as her hair was pulled, and
jerked sharply down. Something hard pushed into her mouth when it
was open to cry out, something round and... big! It was too big to
close her mouth even as it sat just behind her teeth! And a band of
some kind went behind her head to lock it in place!

“Now I'll teach you some of the benefits of
being a sex slave, blonde girl,” the woman said.

Amanda gasped as she felt her hair gripped
and forced back! Her body tilted back and fell onto her back, with
her ankles still locked to her wrists! That, of course, forced her
knees apart. A moment later she felt the woman's fingers.

They stroked up and down against her as
Amanda lay moaning on her back, then spread the lips of her sex
apart.

“What a pretty little pussy,” the woman said
as her tongue began to lick.

Amanda moaned, her body trembling and
jerking, but the woman's hands pressed down against her thighs and
her tongue lapped furiously at Amanda's bare sex in a way which,
despite her lack of experience, she knew at once was highly
skilled.

She had, as a matter of fact, toyed with the
idea of sex with other woman, for if sex with men was not
particularly pleasurable, maybe it would be – easier with women?
The thought of a beautiful girl's soft skin sliding gently against
her own as they made love had a certain tender appeal, though she
wasn't sure she could really get into the other stuff girls did
together. But she had rejected the thought as far too dangerous.
Who was she going to approach anyway? And what if word got
out!?

And then Jeremy had totally upended all her
thoughts about what sex was and what sort of pleasure it could
bring!

She moaned helplessly as the woman's tongue
worked at her, as her big hands slid up and down Amanda's body.
That it was a girl was... strange! But they were still large,
strong hands, which had a sense of familiarity. They touched her
differently than Rupert, or Jeremy for that matter. They were
softer hands, and even when they moved more quickly they were more
gentle.

Her breasts throbbed as they were stroked and
caressed, and her nipples were hard and tingling. By the time
fingers slipped into her pussy and started to slowly pump in and
out she was sopping wet, despite her anxiety and embarrassment, and
a powerful thrum of sexual heat gripped her body.

And as with Jeremy, there was nothing for her
to do – or even say! That left her mind completely free to focus on
the sensations rolling through her nervous system.

And then, she felt something pushing into her
sex, something thick and hard that was definitely not a finger! She
gasped and moaned, but the dark, roiling sexual heat squirming
within her felt a rush of seething pleasure as the thing stretched
her out and pushed deeper and then still deeper!

The blindfold was pulled off her eyes and she
blinked up at the sight of the Black woman leaning over her, then
dropped her eyes to stare at the thing pushing into her body!

It was black, and it looked... like a black
cock! She felt a momentary astonishment, then realized it was
actually strapped to the woman's body! Then she noted how thick it
was, and how deep, and how much more was outside of her, and
shuddered as heat churned through her mind!

She raised her eyes up and met the Black
woman's fierce gaze!

“Slave,” the woman growled. “Never forget
you're a sex slave!”

The words were shocking, outrageous, and
glittered with a terrible heat!

The woman was fucking her! Like a man would!
And all Amanda could do was lay there silently with her knees
spread as the woman drove the thick black cock deeper and deeper
into her body, until she was grunting and gasping and crying out at
every aching thrust!

But the ache was nothing compared to the
shocking sense of wild heat gripping her mind, and when the orgasm
hit she writhed and thrashed and cried out around the gag as the
woman rammed the black cock all the way into her spasming belly and
rode her through it!

The woman removed the thing from her mouth,
and Amanda realized it was some sort of a ball with straps
attached. Then she lay her body down atop her, gripping her hair
firmly, just as Jeremy had, and kissing her savagely!

Amanda had never felt another woman's breasts
pillowed out against her own before. It was a strange but delicious
feeling, and she could only gasp and moan into the woman's mouth as
she kissed her, as her tongue dipped and darted, and as her hips
rode slowly up and down, pumping the black cock inside her
belly.

The woman pulled her lips up and stared at
her.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”

Amanda panted and moaned and stared at her
dazedly.

The woman jerked back sharply on her hair and
Amanda cried out.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” Amanda cried.

The woman eased her grip, kissing her again,
thrusting into her with steady strokes, grinding her hips against
her, then pulled her lips back.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” Amanda
moaned.

Again the woman kissed her, hips thrusting
and rolling and grinding.

She pulled back, and slid the thick black
cock out of her body, then unlinked Amanda's wrists from her
ankles.

“On your belly, slave, bottom high, legs
spread!”

Breathless, Amanda hurried to obey, and the
woman entered her again from behind, thrusting into her harder and
deeper now. But as before, she halted several times and insisted
Amanda beg her to fuck her.

Then she halted again, and instead sat down
on a hard-backed chair.

“Come here, slut,” she ordered.

Trembling, flushed and overheated, Amanda got
shakily to her feet.

“Straddle the chair, slut.”

Moaning,s he obeyed, and whimpered as the
woman pulled her downward.

“Take my cock and put it into your hot little
slut body.”

This was so dirty, Amanda thought
dazedly.

But she obeyed, gripping the thing, which
felt disturbingly real, and placing the head against her sex. Then
she sank down, shuddering as she impaled herself on the black
cock!

“Ride my cock, sex slave,” the woman
ordered.

Amanda obeyed, gasping and moaning as she
rode the woman's black cock! As she did, the woman ran her hands up
and down her body, kneading her buttocks, caressing her bare back,
or cupping and squeezing her breasts. Her mouth was hungry as it
locked to one breast or the other, sucking and chewing and licking
as Amanda rode the black cock.

She gasped as the woman jerked back on her
hair and made her back arch.

“Do you love my cock, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Do you love it inside you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love your black cock inside me, Mistress!”
Amanda gasped.

A pulse of raging heat swept over her at
saying such an outrageous thing!

The woman released her hair and Amanda
resumed riding her cock, the heat spiraling upward inside her until
she was riding frantically and crying out every time she slid down
its gleaming black length!

Another orgasm tore through her body, and she
twisted and rode and arched and sobbed in pleasure.

Then the woman locked her leather bands
behind her back, removed the strap-on thing and drew Amanda's mouth
down onto her own sex!

There was no way she could refuse, and so
Amanda began to lick, hesitantly, at first, reluctantly, and not
without more than a touch of squeamishness. But with the woman
barking instructions at her she quickly got better and got used to
it, and was soon licking with considerable effort, wanting to
please the woman, wanting to demonstrate her own abilities.

She felt a great sense of relief and
satisfaction when she succeeded! And after that, the woman got
dressed and told her she'd be back for more lessons, then left.

*

Amanda had no idea what to think about what
had happened other than that it had been shocking, wicked,
stressful, embarrassing, and thrilling. Why, she had had lesbian
sex! The idea was stunning! It was even more outrageous than having
sex with a Black man!

Rupert hated homosexuals. He called then
unnatural devil's spawn.

Amanda had never met a lesbian before,
though, and meeting this one left her with a sense of power and a
simmering sense of sexual heat, hunger and delight.

She had only intended to do this with Jeremy
in order to get out of a loveless marriage to Rupert. And instead
she was discovering just what a wild world of pleasure she had been
completely missing out on!

Sex slave! What a delicious, kinky,
shocking and ridiculous idea! But still... what a rush it
was!

*

She had to go to an event the next morning.
It was one of those things ladies of her set were expected to
partake in. She and Rupert were helping to raise money for a new
wing on the hospital so it was necessary to put in an appearance at
fund raising gatherings. Usually she went with Rupert, but often he
was too busy so she went as his sort of stand-in.

It was her job to remind everyone how
generous her husband was.

For the occasion she would wear a high
necked, ankle length floral-print dress, and her hair would be done
half up, half down, with curtain bangs. She had considered wearing
another dress so she could wear her pearls, but ostentatious
displays of jeweler were frowned upon when going to charity
dos.

She was almost fully made up when a sound
disturbed her and she jerked her head around with a gasp to see
Jeremy there in the doorway of her en-suite bathroom!

She gasped at him, a flush coming to her
face.

“Well, slave girl, going out, I see,” he
said.

Amanda didn't answer as her heart beat
rapidly.

“Don't you look fine,” he said with a smile.
“But I think you're leaving some things out. Get the dress
off.”

She stared at him and felt anxiety roll
through her as she looked past him.

“The bedroom door is closed. Now do what I
order, Slave!”

Gulping, she reached behind her and undid the
clasp, then pulled the zipper down and let it fall to her hips.

“All of it.”

“But... I'll be late,” she whined.

“This won't take but a minute.”

He put a bag on the counter and she slipped
the dress off.

“Now the underwear.”

“But – !”

“Now, slave!”

Amanda gasped as he raised his voice, afraid
his people, if they were out in the outer room, might hear!

She stripped off her bra and panties and he
kneaded her breast for a moment.

“Love these tits,” he said.

He stepped back.

“Bend over the counter, slut.”

Flushing, she obeyed, and he slapped her
bottom to make her spread her legs. Then he pushed the thick,
bulbous thing into her bottom that he had done the other day. It
slipped fully inside and left just the flat base on the
outside.

A moment later she squeaked as he began to
push the black cock the black woman had used on her into her pussy!
Or was it a different one!? It was thick and long and slid deep
into her as he pumped it slowly and let its slick lubrication ease
the way.

The straps on this one were much thinner, she
realized, as he buried the thing in her body. He fed the straps
around her hips and up between her buttocks and locked them
together.

“Now back up so your breasts hang free.”

Moaning, she obeyed, and he slipped a sort of
harness around her chest! It was rather like a leather bra, of
sorts, but with no cups. Instead the leather pressed into her
breasts to lift them up and squeeze them out through the too-small
opening.

When he pulled her upright her breasts pushed
out straight and taut, and he grinned and fingered stiff
nipples.

He took what she thought was a chunky silver
bracelet from the bag and slipped it around her right wrist, then
an identical one around her left. She stared at one as he put on
the other. It was a simple silver bracelet, about two inches wide,
with decorative roses cut into it.

He bent and put similar silver bands on her
ankles, then took out a much larger one and placed it around her
neck! She stared at it in the mirror, open mouthed.

It had words written on it, and though they
were backward in the mirror, she could read them.

Sex slave.

“I-I... I'll be late!” she gulped.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom stingingly and she
yelped.

“What do you call me?”

“Master! I'll be late, Master!” she
moaned.

“So? You're Mrs. Rupert Carruthers. They
ain't gonna call off the party.”

He unzipped his jeans and made her suck his
cock and balls, then shoved himself deep into her throat and pumped
in and out until he came, ensuring she swallowed it.

Only then did he let her put the dress back
on – as she was.

“But... but...”

“I don't want arguments, slut.”

The dress was long enough to hide the silver
bands around her ankles, and the sleeves were long enough, with
puffy cuffs, to mostly hide the bands around her wrists. And it was
even high necked enough to hide the metal... collar, around her
throat.

But her breasts were rather more prominent
than usual, and her nipples were very clearly pressing against the
thin fabric!

He would brook no argument, however, and
forced her out of the bedroom, whereupon she had little choice but
to walk, face hot, past his men, and then go downstairs!

Hopefully her nipples would soften and then
they'd be much less noticeable, she thought anxiously.

She sat very gingerly in the back of the
limousine! The base of the black cock inside her was nestled just
within the lips of her sex, and she felt an ache up high inside
until she slumped down a little more.

This was insane!

But she saw little alternative. Perhaps once
she was at the gala she could slip away and remove the thing inside
her. Removing the... bra, however, would leave her breasts just as
bare, but then they would be moving much more freely inside the
dress, which, given their size, would make them even more
noticeable.

These things were always horribly boring to
Amanda. This was an exception. Oh, the people were just as dull and
stilted, and standing around making idle conversation was just as
wearying. But now she had that stiff black cock filling her. Not to
mention the one in her bottom.

Her breasts throbbed in the confines of the
leather straps, and there was some sort of pressure against her
clitoris from either the lower straps or the base of the dildo, a
pressure which shifted as she moved, as if the base of the black
cock was sort of rubbing lightly against her.

And there was the awareness of what she wore
under the dress, an awareness that left her anxious and stressed in
fear of discovery. Everyone was so very, very proper and dignified,
and the thought of what she wore under the dress was so very out of
place!

So she remained quite anxious throughout. She
was also, however, simmering in the heat, a churning sense of
forbidden arousal gripping her body, and accentuated whenever she
moved or the dildo shifted inside her.

And what was Jeremy going to do to her when
she got home!? That produced both anxiety and a dull, throbbing
heat and sense of anticipation.

To wear something like that under her dress
to a charity gala! It was shocking!

“We're so happy you could make it, Mrs.
Carruthers,” June Stanhope-Morgan said, holding out her
fingers.

Amanda smiled and shook hands – or rather,
fingers.

“I wouldn't miss it,” Amanda said. “My
husband has always done his best to ensure local services are as
good as anything in the north.”

Her husband, Paul Stanhope came over and took
her hand, beaming.

Was he looking at her breasts, she thought,
her pulse picking up as she felt a nervous flush come to her
face.

“Mister Stanhope,” she said.

“You're looking lovely as usual, Mrs.
Carruthers,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said with a smile.

They were in the garden of Foster Hall. It
was an immense public garden which, at the moment, had been closed
to the public so the hospital foundation could have a gathering.
White jacketed waiters moved about with trays containing wine and
canapes, and soft music played from a string quartet. There were
numerous awnings about to block the sun should people desire to do
that, and she was standing in the shade of one herself.

The harsh southern sun did not do wonders for
her fair skin.

“You look a little flushed,” he said. “The
heat is really something today.”

“Yes, it is lovely, though,” she replied,
grateful to have the weather used as an excuse for the flush.

“I hear that Carruthers Holding is purchasing
that textile center down in Jasper.”

“So I'm given to understand,” she said.
“Rupert is determined to go against the grain and make textile
manufacturing work in America rather than outsource everything to
Asia.”

“Well, I hope he makes it work. There are a
lot of jobs for poorer folk in those mills.”

She smiled in agreement. Neither had to
really remark on what he really meant. He cared no more for poor
people than Rupert, but he would far rather have them working than
on welfare.

“I would rather put my money into high
technology,” a new voice said.

She turned and nodded graciously to Malcolm
Dorning.

“If your husband ever wants to offload that
chip plant in Atlanta you have him let me know.”

“You'll be waiting a long time, Mister
Dorning,” she said with a soft smile.

“I don't doubt it,” he replied gruffly.

His eyes flicked downward and she felt
renewed heat to her face. The way the leather halter thing squeezed
her breasts up and out made the dress noticeably tight! And she
could only hope her nipples weren't obvious!

She moved about as little as possible, for
the way the black cock inside her moved with her body and the way
the base rubbed against the top of her sex was doing strange things
to her body and mind.

She was helplessly aroused. That wasn't
entirely because of the physical sensations caused by the thing,
but rather, by the outrageous way she was dressed in public – at
least, under her dress! To be wearing that halter, the black...
penis... and that thing in her bottom – in public – was almost
unbelievable! To have a collar around her neck which called her a
sex slave – and what were, in effect, handcuffs on her legs and
ankles as if she WERE one, was almost disorienting.

Nobody around her, of course, had a clue, and
that gave her a strange little secret sense of superiority, as if
she was putting something over on them. Here they thought she was
so respectable, modest and straight-laced, and yet here she was
with this big black penis stuffed up inside her and a slave collar
around her throat!

And the continuing thought – one she couldn't
really escape given what was inside her and the way her breasts
were being squeezed – of what Jeremy would do to her when she got
home!
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She was prepared for almost anything. Or
thought she was. Her body thrummed with tension, however, as she
rode home, and then as she walked slowly up the stairs and down to
the master suite, where she could hear construction noises.

That meant he was there!

She paused at the doorway, and gulped as she
saw the three large black men working at installing new tiles.

She saw Jeremy, and held her breath as he
looked at her, but then he just nodded his head, and she walked
past, opened the door to her own bedroom, and went inside, closing
it behind her.

“Here you are.”

She yelped in surprise as the Black woman
stood up from the sofa where she'd been sitting and apparently
working on her phone.

“Y-You!”

“Mistress,” the woman growled.

“Mistress!” she gulped, face flushing.

“Did you think we were done with lessons, sex
slave?”

Amanda felt the stress and tension rise
within her.

“Get that dress off. Now.”

Amanda moved forward and undid the dress,
then, blushing hotly, let it slide down her body and stepped out of
it.

“Lose the shoes. Then kneel on the edge of
the bed.

Amanda looked at her helplessly, a thousand
protests swirling inside her, but she obeyed.

“Face down, bottom up, legs spread!” the
woman barked, slapping her bottom.

Amanda obeyed, heart pounding rapidly.

“What are you?”

She saw the woman had that stick thing
again!

Amanda was gripped by such a churn of
emotions she wasn't sure what to say or how to say it.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“What are you?”

“I-I'm... a slave!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You are a sex slave. Say it.”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!”

“And what is the purpose of a sex slave?”

“To – to have sex?”

Crack!

She gasped at the sharp blow.

“A sex slave's purpose in life is to use her
slut body to bring pleasure to others.”

This was is crazy! This is so
outrageous!, Amanda thought, but as the woman lightly rubbed
her finger against her sensitive, aching clitoris she moaned
helplessly.

A moment later she heard a soft buzzing, then
something else touched her there, and she gasped and her hips
jerked as the woman began to run a vibrator back and forth against
her clitoris.

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Keep those arms out in front of you. Tuck in
your belly a little more.”

Amanda squirmed to obey.

“What is the purpose of a sex slave?”

“A... to... to use her... slut body to give
people pleasure!” she gulped.

Crack!

“Did you forget my name, slave?”

“Mistress!”

This was dark and nasty and wicked but her
mind was mesmerized by the wicked, breathless fantasy of herself as
a sex slave! Her life to date had been, not to put too fine a point
on it, horribly dull, boring even. True, it was nice to have nice
things. But she'd grown up with nice things, if not quite so many
of them. She was used to them. She expected them.

That didn't make them exciting or give her
any particular reason to get out of bed in the morning. This
perverted game Jeremy and this... woman, who he presumed was some
sort of girlfriend, were playing was more excitement than she could
remember experiencing in years, and certainly providing more sexual
heat and pleasure!

“Put your hands behind your back, slut.”

She gasped at the word, for every time one of
them used it against her she felt a kind of emotional jolt! But she
obeyed, and the woman did something which locked the metal
bracelets together! A moment later, a black silk blindfold, perhaps
the same one Jeremy had used on her, was pulled tight over her eyes
and tied together behind her head.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Beg Jeremy to fuck you.”

That order confused her. He was outside, and
she hadn't heard the door open! So why – ?

Crack!

“Do it, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she gasped.

She wasn't particularly worried about the men
outside hearing. The bedroom was through the area with the
fireplace and sofa and TV, and it was a large, long room. The door
to the outer hall was a good fifty feet away, and the door was very
thick, solid wood.

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Master.”

She felt the tip, the flat tip of the stick
thing sliding over her buttocks, then the vibrator rubbed against
her clitoris again and she shuddered.

“Nasty little sex slave,” the woman said.
“You love that black cock, don't you.”

Crack!

“Don't you!?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Say it, slut.”

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

God! It was so degrading... so deliciously,
thrillingly degrading to say such a thing! Especially naked and
bound and with the big black cock thing inside her!

She felt the straps unhooked, and then the
thing slid slowly back out of her, twisting and turning as it
moved, before halting and sliding deep into her hot, moist, swollen
sex once again! She moaned in helpless pleasure! Her body had been
wanting to feel it moving for hours!

“Beg for black cock, slave girl,” the woman
ordered.

“Please fuck me with your black cock,
Mistress!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Not me, slave. You want your master's black
cock.”

“Please fuck me with your black cock,
Master!” she moaned, as the vibrator played upon her clitoris and
the big black penis thing slid in and out.

“Now I like that idea,” another voice
said.

She gasped and then moaned as she recognized
Jeremy! He had come in quietly!

She felt large male hands stroking her
buttocks, then the thing was pulled back.

“Beg, slut,” the woman ordered.

“Please fuck me with your black cock,
Master!” she moaned.

She felt movement on the bed.

“You need that black cock inside you, don't
you, slut!” the woman said, her voice inches in front of
Amanda.

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped as she felt
herself penetrated.

She groaned in pleasure as the thick cock
slid into her body, inch after delicious inch of it!

This is so sick! she thought
dazedly.

“Tell me you love nigger cock, bitch,” the
woman growled, gripping her hair.

Amanda gasped! The thought of saying that
word in front of Black people was jarring!

“Ungh!” she cried as her hair was jerked back
sharply.

“Say it, slut!”

“I-I... I love nigger cock!” she cried.

Crack!

“Louder, slut,” Jeremy ordered.

“I love nigger cock, Master!” she gasped.

The one inside her was moving in and out,
slowly but deeply! Her insides felt... liquid! She shuddered and
moaned as the thick organ moved faster, as the strokes got
longer.

This was so shocking, so wild, so horribly
exciting!

Strong hands gripped her arms and pulled up,
forcing her head and shoulders off the bed as the cock plunging
into her trembling body moved in longer, harder strokes.

Hands gripped her hair and she cried out as
another hand roughly groped her right breast, then another hand
groped her left.

“Whore. Tell me you love nigger cock!” the
woman ordered.

“I love nigger cock!” Amanda gasped as her
body began to rock to the blows of Jeremy's hips against her.

“Again.”

“I love nigger cock!”

“Again.”

“I love nigger cock!”

There was more movement on the bed, and then
she felt something pushing into her mouth past her lips, and over
her tongue. Her eyes blinked rapidly behind the blindfold, wild
confusion filling her already churning mind. What... ? What...
?

She gurgled around it, and at first she
thought it must be that black thing Jeremy had put inside her. But
it didn't feel like it was a sex toy. It felt... real! But then
that meant the one thrusting into her must be fake! Only that
definitely felt real!

Hands roughly squeezed and kneaded her
breasts and rubbed and twisted her nipples. And then fingers rubbed
at her clitoris too, as she moaned around the... the cock in her
mouth. Then it plunged down her throat and she gurgled helplessly
as she lost the ability to breath.

It pumped slowly up and down in her throat as
her need to breath grew ever more desperate, then pulled out and
she gasped and coughed and gulped in ragged breaths.

“Nasty whore,” she heard the woman say.

“Hot little sex slave,” Jeremy said.

The confusion receded as she became more
light-headed. What did it matter anyway? Only the pleasure
mattered, and the dark hunger was upon her. She shuddered and
moaned and gasped as the cock slid into her mouth and down her
throat again, and all those hands roamed her body.

Sex slave! Such a dark, wicked,
delicious fantasy!

A feverish sexual heat gripped her mind as
her body flared and pulsed with hunger and arousal, and she moaned
and shuddered as the first orgasm ripped through her! No, nothing
else could matter! Not compared to this! She cried out again and
again, her voice nearly silent because of the cock pumping in her
throat!

It was glorious! She sobbed as the cock in
her throat withdrew, gulping in air and trembling, her hips
bouncing back against Jeremy's hips. Then she felt the vibrator
pressed against her clitoris and cried out, her hips jerking,
squirming away, for she felt hyper-sensitive now!

The vibrator followed and the cock shoved its
way into her throat, for she was helpless.

A sex slave!

And then the blindfold was pulled back, and
she stared into what she thought was Jeremy's naked groin, his cock
pumping in and out of her mouth! To her left, the black woman
knelt, her arm extended under Amanda's hip, no doubt working the
vibrator.

But who was behind her!?

Dazed, she rolled her eyes upward, and saw
not Jeremy but one of the Black workers from out front! She felt a
shock run through her, a shock that almost literally emptied her
mind!

“You know you love nigger cock, slave girl,”
the woman said. “You said so again and again.”

Amanda was gripped by disbelief! How could
they...?!

And then, a strange sense of surrender swept
through her mind. It wasn't the surrender of one who was cowed, but
one who simply accepted the right of things.

Sort of.

In that moment she sank into the mindset of a
slave girl, of a sex slave, for the idea was, just then,
deliciously attractive and exciting. And the presence of another
man there using her made it seem just so much more... real!

And thus more arousing!

Intoxicated by the sexual heat, light-headed
from lack of air, she succumbed to her own fantasy and moaned as
the man plunged himself deep into her throat once again.

Another orgasm tore through her, this one
shocking, massive, an explosion of pleasure of such intensity she
screamed around his cock, or tried to, her mind blasted back into a
raw state of animal instinct, an instinct which cared nothing for
reputation or modesty or inhibitions, but only for wallowing in the
ecstasy gripping her.

It was so good!

It was soooo good!

Oh God it was so fucking good!

Nothing else mattered in the universe!

“I'm gonna come in this bitch's throat,” the
man before her said.

Not that she cared.

“Wait, pull back,” Jeremy ordered.

The man pulled out, panting.

“Lay down.”

The man lay down, and Jeremy slid out of
her.

Trembling, dazed, moaning, Amanda was shifted
around and made to straddle the man, then the woman held his cock
up as she and Jeremy sank her down upon it.

“Ride that cock, slave,” she ordered,
slapping her bottom.

Jeremy moved in behind her and she felt his
fingers prying at the thing he'd pushed into her bottom, pulling it
slowly out. She sank down fully onto the man's cock below her as he
roughly fondled her breasts.

Then Jeremy pushed on her back, forcing her
to bend forward, and she felt his big cock pushing up into her
belly from behind!

Oh my God, she thought! This isn't
happening!

But it was, and she felt the second big black
cock pushing into her ass, sliding up deep even as the one in her
sex filled her to overflowing!

“Move, slut.”

Whimpering, her mind overloaded, Amanda could
do little, but then, she didn't have to.

Jeremy pushed into her from behind, while the
man laying under her kneaded her breasts and began to work his hips
up and down.

And the Black woman reached in and began to
finger her clitoris.

Lost within the storm of heat, pleasure and
lust filling her, Amanda gave herself to the fever-heat and reveled
in the feel of the two big cocks driving into her body at once. And
when the orgasm hit, it hit big – and never seemed to end.

She twisted and thrashed and cried out again
and again, for the orgasm seemed like a roller coaster. After every
shocked scream or orgasmic pleasure, she rode up and then plunged
over another precipice to another screaming fall!

And another. And another.

She wondered, only briefly, if she were going
insane. She didn't really care, though.

All those hands on her helpless body, using
her, thrusting into her, groping her, black hands, treating her
like a slave! A slave! It was too outrageous and yet felt
shockingly real!

When both men came she was left alone, but
only for a minute or so. Then the woman was there, straddling her
face and ordering her to lick her, slapping her cheeks until she
complied. The men watched as the woman ground herself against
Amanda's face and made her climax too.

Then she was dragged across the woman's lap
by the hair, belly down, for a spanking.

Again, as the men sat back and watched.

“What are you, slut?” the woman demanded
repeatedly.

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she cried, again
and again.

It was even more shocking saying that in
front of the two men!

“And what is your purpose in life?”

“To bring pleasure to others with my slut
body, Mistress!”

The men chuckled softly.

They shifted to the sofa and chair, and she
had to kneel and lick and suck them erect again, then perform lap
dances on them, grinding her naked body against theirs as the woman
directed her movements and the men sucked and chewed at her nipples
while fondling her breasts.

She rode up and down on Jeremy's big cock,
while the other man, whose name she learned, was Leon, stood behind
his chair and pulled her mouth onto his cock, plunging in and out
of her throat. Then they changed positions, and she rode Leon's
cock while Jeremy thrust himself into her throat. Then they
switched again!

It all took considerably longer than any
sexual session she'd ever had in her life! Nor did it end when they
both erupted inside her – after she climaxed twice more
herself.

The woman pushed the ball thing into her
mouth, locked her wrists behind her back, and then, shockingly,
attached a chain to the ring on the collar around her neck, and led
her out of her room, out through the entry room, and then out into
the hall itself!

Despite being mind-blasted and exhausted,
Amanda tried to pull back, but the woman pulled relentlessly on the
chain and the collar forced her to follow! They went down the hall,
thankfully empty, then down the broad, circular stairs, with her
looking around wildly for Bradley or one of the other servants,
then down further and into the gym!

There she was put through the same positions
the woman had taught her the previous evening, forced to quickly
jump from one to the other or risk a stinging blow from the stick –
which she had since come to understand was a riding crop.

A riding crop!

Yet despite the sharp, stinging blows,
despite the woman's sharp tongue, a strange sense of hunger and
amazed excitement seemed to grip her. It was all so wild and
unreal! So dark and dangerous! So forbidden and thrilling!

After she had practiced on the pole, this
time with no hesitation swinging and twisting naked, dancing and
prancing and bending and displaying herself in obscene positions,
the woman locked her to the bar that hung from the ceiling. This
time she also pulled her feet apart, and chained the metal bracelet
around her ankles in place too!

Through all this, the ball gag remained in
her mouth. The woman did not care to hear anything she had to say,
apparently.

And then Jeremy arrived!

Amanda moaned as the woman moved before her,
dropped to her knees, and began to lick her.

“Now that looks like a pretty hot sex slave,”
Jeremy said, running his hand up and down her back, and squeezing
her buttocks. “This looks like a slut who's body is there to please
others and who knows it.”

Amanda moaned as he jerked back on her hair
and began to fondle her breast.

“But sex slaves still have to learn
discipline, still have to learn obedience,” he said.

He released her hair and she shuddered, then
gasped, dropping her eyes to see the woman was pushing another
black cock up inside her! Another dildo! She moaned as the thing
twisted and turned and pushed deeper as the woman licked and sucked
expertly at her clitoris.

Sex slave!

She gasped as she saw something in Jeremy's
hand! It looked like a whip!

Surely he wouldn't... ! Surely he couldn't –
!

It was a short handled thing, with long, thin
strands of some flexible material. He moved behind her and then let
the handle come down lightly across her right shoulder, so that the
thin strands dropped down against her taut breasts.

“It's time you learned to obey, slave girl,”
he said.

Amanda moaned helplessly, the heat and
anxiety swirling and churning inside her.

He pulled the thing back, and Amanda twisted
her head from side to side, trying to see him behind her, her
anxiety rising.

Between her legs, the black woman pushed a
slippery finger up inside her, drew it back and pushed two, as her
lips sucked hungrily on her clitoris!

Amanda saw some movement out of the corner of
her eye, saw the thing swinging towards her, and cried out before
it even landed!

It struck her back, across her shoulder
blades. The thin laces spread out and they struck in a mass. None
of them was very heavy, but together they had a weight – just not a
very heavy weight. For an instant she felt a sense of relief, for
it hadn't hurt at all!

And then it did! The sting – or rather, the
stings – from more than a dozen of the thin strips hit her
after a brief hesitation, and Amanda cried out, her back arching as
she instinctively sought to pull away, only to be brought up short
by the shackles on her wrists and ankles!

But... the sting really hadn't been that bad.
It certainly hadn't been as bad as she'd feared. It stung, but
rather like getting a static shock. And with that she felt a great
sense of relief, and then just afterward, a rush of heat and
eroticism.

She was being whipped! That was such an
astonishing thing! It should have been a horrifying thing, but it
hadn't really hurt much and – .

Crack!

She cried out again, instinctively jerking
away at the second blow. It stung, too, but the stinging was
overwhelmed by the wild flood of desire.

She was being whipped! Like a slave!
Whipped!

Crack!

She cried out into the ball thing again,
feeling a great rush of hunger and something like exhilaration!

Whipped! Like a slave!

Crack!

She shuddered as the sexual pressure became
intense, as a sweltering heat gripped her.

Whipped!

She moaned as the black woman thrust a third
finger up inside her, and sucked fiercely on her clitoris. Her
attention was jerked downward and she stared, moaning into the gag,
feeling torn in two by the separate attacks on her body!

Crack!

She cried out, head flung back, body jerking
at the stinging pinpricks across her lower back!

Then she felt the growing pressure at the
mouth of her sex and dropped her chin, staring as the woman slowly
forced four glistening fingers into her body!

She felt so incredibly stretched! The long,
black fingers wriggled inside her as the woman licked rapidly at
her clitoris!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She twisted and thrashed weakly against the
shackles, dazed, her mind battered by the heat, emotions and
sensations!

The four fingers twisted and turned, turned
and twisted, pumped slickly in and out on a wall of some sort of
slippery lubrication, and it was just too much for Amanda. The
erupted within her and her body strained violently as her muscles
spasmed and convulsed. Her mind was drowned in heat and pleasure as
her cries to turned to animal screams the ball gag only partially
muffled.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip lashed her as she twisted and
writhed, and the ripple of stings prickled the wall of fiery
sensation gripping her and seemed to strengthen it further.

She sagged, moaning, and only the shackles
kept her from falling. Her chin dropped to her chest as she gulped
in air, moaning, hair spilling over her face.

She... ached...

Her eyes fluttered and blinked as she tried
to focus, and then stared down between her breasts, down the line
of her body to where the black woman's fingers were stretching her
so achingly wide.

But she could see nothing of her knuckles,
nor even her thumb. Her entire hand had now passed through the taut
lips of Amanda's sex and was up inside her!

It took the hapless blonde long seconds to
understand that, despite what she was feeling within her lower
belly. It was a thick, stretching, aching sensation, as the woman's
hand turned slowly inside her, the fingers shifting and stroking
the flesh of her insides.

Understanding did not convey acceptance. She
stared at the woman's wrist in confusion, in disbelief, fighting
what her own eyes and body were telling her. Surely that couldn't
be... surely the woman wouldn't... it wasn't possible that – !

Acceptance jolted her into the world of
reality, and she stared in shock, moaning around the ball as she
saw the woman's wrist turning and twisting. Then it pushed
deeper.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Amanda thought she must be losing her
mind.

She shuddered and moaned, gulping in air and
trying to cope with the shock, the emotions and sensations swirling
within her.

Crack!

The whip cut across her bottom, sending her
hips lurching forward, but the Black woman's mouth seemed to be
locked securely to the top of her sex as she sucked and licked.

Amanda felt the individual fingers inside her
slowly stretching her, angling in and then down and back into the
woman's palm under she had, instead of just a hand, a closed fist
up inside her!

And it moved deeper!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She was lost in a dark, depraved world of
supercharged eroticism and outrageous sexual heat and desire. Lost,
dazed, and bewildered, but being drowned in a shadowy sense of
rightness. Yes, she was a sex slave! A sex slave!

Crack!

The second orgasm tore through her with even
more intensity than the first, and she screamed without restraint,
twisting and thrashing, convulsions wracking her body as the black
woman thrust her fist up and down inside her and Jeremy whipped her
back and buttocks.

She gave herself to the fiery heat without
resistance, and gloried in the eroticism of her own delicious
depravity.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Things had... gotten out of control.
Realizing that was the easy part. Figuring out how to fix it was
considerably more difficult. It didn't help that she was of two
minds about it. On the one hand she certainly realized that what
she'd allowed Jeremy and his apparent girlfriend to get away with
was outrageous and had to be stopped.

On the other hand... on the other hand the
wildfire thrill and excitement of the things she did to her was
like a narcotic, and she was afraid she was already at least partly
addicted. There had been so little excitement in her life before,
and now there was almost more than she could cope with.

But it was becoming dangerous. If word got
out then her hopes that Rupert would quietly settle and divorce her
to avoid being shamed in public would be lost. Instead he would
come at her with all the vindictiveness she had come to recognize
he possessed for those he thought of as his enemies.

Jeremy had now brought two people in on their
nasty little affair. Who knew how many more he had told or would
tell!?

And in the light of day, that is, with her
mind clear, she felt a sense of awe that was simultaneously
appalled and thrilled that she had had sex with two men at once!
Not to mention that horrible woman pushing her entire hand up
inside her!

The shocking strength of the orgasms, though,
had almost driven her out of her mind! They had lasted so long she
had wondered, in that tiny portion of her head which still
functioned above the level of animal – if she would literally be
driven insane by how strong it was and how long it went on.

Not that she had really cared at the
time.

But Rupert would be back soon, and she had to
have her story straight. She felt an appalled thought that maybe
the servants wouldn't tell him. That would mean what? That it had
all been for nothing!? And yet, with that thought came the memory
of those intense orgasms. No, not nothing.

But if Rupert was here she'd be locked back
into her boring life! She couldn't keep Jeremy around, and would
have to be more discrete! That thought was even worse.

She had her hair done up nicely for lunch
with the people at the church, and played the part of the charming,
delicate, proper southern wife and lady to perfection. She even got
to wear her pearl necklace, the one that cost over a hundred
thousand dollars.

But half an hour later she was on her bed,
naked, straddling one of Jeremy's helper's cocks while the second
one thrust into her ass from behind. Jeremy knelt next to the head
of the first man, gripping her hair roughly as he drove himself
deep into her throat. The other two men ran their hands over her
body, fingering her clitoris, pinching her nipples, and kneading
her breasts.

A dark, violent sense of hunger filled her
mind and body, and she'd already had several orgasms when the door
opened and Rupert walked in.

He stood there in his suit watching, his face
expressionless. She didn't even notice him, at first, as Jeremy
drove his huge cock into her mouth again and again. Only when he
pulled out and jerked on her hair to turn her head to the side did
she see him sitting in a chair next to the bed observing.

She stared at him dazedly, hardly even
understanding what she was seeing.

The men inside her held still, unmoving, but
none of them seemed surprised at him being there, nor guilty, nor
worried.

“Well, Amanda, I see you're enjoying
yourself,” Rupert said.

As her mind cleared slightly, Amanda jerked
against Jeremy's hold on her hair, but he held fast. She felt a
sense of shock, then an even greater one, gasping, staring in
disbelief as he sat back, legs crossed.

Bradley entered the room, then, with a tray.
It had a glass of bourbon, and he bowed and presented it to Rupert,
who took it carelessly and had a sip.

“Did you think that I couldn't read you like
a book?” he asked as Bradley left.

He shook his head and smiled slightly.

“I know the sign of a restless woman,” he
said. “And you've been watched constantly since you came here. I
admit, this was an interesting idea, to fuck some black boy with a
funny name and then figure I wouldn't dare publicly divorce you for
it.”

Amanda felt another shock.

“Oh yes, I knew. For one thing, your computer
is monitored. I get reports on anything interesting you bring up.
You've been studying the prenup agreement, particularly the part
about adultery. I knew you wouldn't find anything there to comfort
you, but this...”

He shook his head and smiled. “I give you
credit. You're more creative than I had thought! More cold blooded,
too. And a lot less of a lady, of course. To let some Black...
worker... fuck you just so I'd be too disgusted to touch you again
but still want to keep it quiet. That was a stroke of genius. My
hat's off to you.”

He tipped an imaginary hat.

“But of course, where you went wrong was you
didn't give Jeremy here any credit for quickly realizing what you
were up to, and then realizing that if you got your way his life
wouldn't be worth a plugged nickel in this state. You didn't think
about that, did you, nor care? No, of course not. You might be
fairly bright but you're still a self-absorbed thing.”

He took another sip from his drink, then made
a gesture to Jeremy.

Jeremy jerked the confused blonde's head
around, pushed the head of his cock into her mouth, then slowly and
steadily buried every last inch down her throat as Rupert
watched.

“That's an amazing thing,” he said
appreciatively. “Never would have thought you'd get a cock that
size down a woman's throat, let alone Amanda, proper thing that I
thought she was.”

Jeremy pulled it back and then thrust deep
again and Rupert smiled.

“Ram it into her, boy!” he growled.

Jeremy drove himself in and out of her throat
until her eyes were starting to roll back in her head. He pulled
his cock out of her mouth and she gasped for breath, panting and
moaning. The man behind her slid back out of her ass, and then
Jeremy pulled her up by the hair and yanked her off the bed. Her
hands were bound tightly behind her as he put her on her knees in
front of Jeremy and he looked down at her.

“You'll refer to me as master, and every
other man as sir. You got that?”

Amanda gaped at him, her mind spinning.

Jeremy jerked her hips back, and then snapped
a crop down across her bottom with stinging force!

“Ahh!”

“What's my name, slut?” Rupert demanded.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Say it, slut.”

Crack!

“Master!” she cried.

Rupert undid his zipper and pulled his cock
out, and Jeremy shoved her head forward. Rupert's cock thrust into
her mouth and almost immediately down her throat as Jeremy knelt
behind her. She shuddered, face buried in Rupert's crotch, as she
felt Jeremy's cock thrust deep into her pussy.

Rupert fucked her throat ruthlessly as Jeremy
fucked her from behind.

Amanda's mind reeled from the shock of
Rupert's revelations, hardly even realizing his small cock was
pumping in her throat. He didn't take long anyway, before
exploding, and then Jeremy pulled her back, away from him, turning
her to the side so one of the other men could move in and shove his
cock deep into her throat.

He pulled out and slapped her face.

“What's my name, slut?” Rupert demanded.

“M-Master!” she gasped.

The man shoved himself into her throat again,
and Jeremy thrust hard and fast into her from behind.

And again he pulled out.

“What's my name, whore?”

“Master!” she cried.

And on it went, for some time, before she was
dragged back downstairs to the gym. There she was hung by her
wrists from the overhead bar, this time her legs dangling freely
just above the floor. For long, long minutes she hung there, until
she began to wonder if they would ever come and let her down!

Rupert arrived, smirking, and holding a flog!
He swung the flog and Amanda yelped as it struck her back! It hit
harder than it had when Jeremy had used it the other day, and she
twisted helplessly, swinging around on her bound wrists.

“I'm not going to divorce you, Amanda. That
would give you what you want, and I never let people best me.”

Crack!

Amanda gasped as the flog cut across her back
hard.

“This feels rather invigorating, you know,”
he said.

He swung it again and again Amanda cried out,
swinging and swaying.

“Yes, I see the attraction.”

Hanging from just one chain she turned and
twisted and was now facing him. Still, he drew his arm back and
swung the flog, and it swept down across her proud breasts with
stinging force.

Amanda cried out in shock as the prickle of
stings landed across her sensitive breasts!

“Oh yes, this is quite exciting,” he
said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog swung in and down across her breasts
again, and again, and then again, as she twisted and cried out, but
there was nothing she could do!

“You've been a very bad girl,” he said. “Bad
girls get punished.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her breasts began to burn, to throb with
every beat of her heart, and Amanda whimpered and moaned as he
grinned at her.

“I will have to whip you regularly,” he said.
“This is very enjoyable.”

Crack!

Things are going to be different from now on,
however.”

Crack!

“Clearly you can't be trusted.”

Crack!

“And I have a reputation to uphold.”

Crack!

“But where there's a will, there's a
way.”

Crack!

“And I have, as you know, a lot of will.”

Crack!

He moved in closer and gripped her hair,
jerking her head up, then roughly fondled her reddened breasts.

He let her turn and slapped her bottom, then
pried the butt-plug out of her. A moment later she felt him sinking
his cock deep into her ass.

“Ahh,” he groaned. “I should have done this
the night of our marriage, to teach you who was in charge.”

He thrust into her hard and fast, gripping
her thighs as he used her. But she was used to Jeremy's big cock,
so his caused her little difficulty, especially after the
butt-plug. In fact, she felt relieved. She would far rather be
sodomized than whipped! And sodomy, so far, at least, had always
brought with it a dark rush of heat and pleasure.

That he was fucking her ass was fine with
Amanda, especially if it worked off some of his fearsome anger! She
feared what else that anger would turn to!

He did not last long. He never did. He drew
back with a grunt of satisfaction as he softened. Then he zipped up
and simply left the room, left her there, hanging, swinging slowly
from her wrists, moaning into the ball-gag.

“So here's how things are gonna work, girl.
You're still going to officially be my wife, and you'll be on my
arm in public and you'll be making public appearances, but back
here, what you are is my slave.”

He snorted in disdain and then left.

Jeremy returned. He seemed almost... pleased.
She was confused as he lowered her to the floor. He drew her wrists
down and back behind her and locked them in place, then snapped the
chain to the collar and led her from the room!

Moaning, Amanda was drawn naked through the
halls and then down the stairs. They passed Bradley, and she
dropped her eyes, face hot, but not before seeing the look of
satisfaction on his face.

They went into the kitchen and then, to her
surprise, Jeremy opened a door and led her down a flight of stairs
to the basement.

Amanda was slightly startled that the house
even had a basement, though she supposed there was nothing odd
about it. She simply hadn't thought about it before. They went down
a long flight of stone stairs and then wound their way through
assorted piles of boxes and cluttered shelves, some furniture, then
past a room where the furnace, boiler and HVAC equipment was, and
then into the far corner of the basement.

A room was here, a very small stone room, a
very old one, from the looks of the stones. It had a new door,
however, one which gleamed with heavy, dark wood. There was a small
window in the door, closed at the moment, and the room not only had
a lock on it but of all things – heavy wooden bar, like an old
fashioned castle gate!

Jeremy halted, and slid the thick wooden bar
back before opening the door and leading her into the room.

“This used to be a cell,” he said. “They'd
put slaves here who had pissed off the master. Not the field
slaves, of course, but the house slaves. They'd usually go here
after they'd been whipped.”

He removed the bright metal shackles and she
saw that heavier leather ones were dangling from a chain locked to
a ring in the wall. These he fastened around her wrists, then
pulled the ball gag out of her mouth.

“But – !”

He slapped her face to silence her.

“What is my name, slut?”

“S-Sir!” she gasped.

“And what are you?”

She trembled.

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“Now you are. And I'm your master's foreman,”
he said with a grin.

She stared at him in confusion and
disbelief.

“Once I figured out your plan I decided the
best way to make things work for me was to talk to him, and we
agreed on a couple of things. I'm going to be working here from now
on. Place this big needs a guy to do repairs and stuff. And he'll
pay me three times what I was making before.”

He cupped and fondled her breast.

“One of my duties is the care and feeding of
his slave,” he said.

“But you – !”

He slapped her face again.

“Silence, slave. You'll speak when spoken to
and not before. And remember to call your husband master from now
on or you'll get a beating.”

He walked out and slammed the heavy door
behind him, then threw the heavy bolt, leaving Amanda shackled in
place in the cell, her soft skin pressed against the rough stone
behind her.

She was incredulous and gripped by disbelief.
This could not possibly be real! It was some game of Rupert's to
frighten her! That was it!

Or perhaps it was Rupert's idea of drowning
her in what she had thought she wanted, she thought. She had heard
of that sort of thing before. Her father had caught her brother
smoking a cigar once when he was young and made him smoke cigars
until he got sick.

Yes, that made a kind of sense. It was absurd
to think that in this day and age Rupert would try to make her a
slave, especially since she was white!

But teaching her a lesson? Oh yes, that was
just like him, the arrogant bastard!

Ha! Well fine! She could take whatever he
threw at her! And if he thought she would sign some document and
walk away with nothing just to stop being his 'slave' he was in for
a disappointment!

Shackled naked in a cell. That was so...
outrageous!

And it started that dark thrumming heat
growing between her legs. That sense of simmering heat was becoming
familiar of late, a feeling of sexuality and sensuality, of arousal
that could last for hours.

And being shackled in a cell was so shocking
and wicked and perverted that it certainly drew on all the themes
Jeremy had been creating for her the past week.

And then she heard the sound of the bolt
going back, then the heavy door opened. She wasn't sure how much
time had passed, but enough that she had to almost close her eyes
even against the dim light of the single light bulb which hung
outside the cell.

A man came in, a black man. It wasn't Jeremy,
though. But she recognized him. It was one of the men who worked
for him, one of the men who had already used her body. She flushed
as he looked her up and down, a leer on his face.

“What a hot looking piece of blonde slave
meat,” he said.

She flinched at his obvious lust. He was such
a... filthy, uneducated lower class creature!

He flicked a lighter and then turned and held
it up to the wall a little. There, she now saw, was a sconce, but
without a light bulb. Instead it had a thick candle, like an alter
candle. It came alight and he put the lighter away as he turned to
her.

Given the darkness her eyes had grown
accustomed to, the light of the candle was plenty for Amanda to see
as he stepped closer. She cried out as his hand reached behind her
head, gripping her hair and jerked it sharply down!

His other hand fondled her breasts as her
back arched, fingering and pinching her nipples.

“Blondes are only good for one thing, and
that's fucking,” he said.

What was she to say?! What would be the
point?!

His hand slid down her body and she gasped as
he cupped her sex. His fingers began to rub her there, and despite
herself Amanda felt a sudden wild rush of sensation. This was so
outrageous, so nasty and perverted!

“What's your name, slut?”

She gulped uncertainly and he jerked on her
hair.

“Slave, sir!” she gasped.

“You got that right, bitch.”

She moaned as his fingers continued to rub
her. He pulled them up and thrust them into her mouth.

“Suck.”

She obeyed, and he pumped them in and out,
then brought them back down between her legs, rubbing her, then
slowly sliding them up inside.

“What's my name, slut?”

“Sir!” she gasped helplessly.

He chuckled low in his throat, then pulled
his fingers back and roughly spun her around so her soft, very
sensitive, and still sore breasts ground against the rough stone
wall. Only for a moment, though, for he seized her hips and jerked
them roughly back and out, then slapped her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Gasping, she obeyed, and heard his zipper go
down. His cock thrust in between her legs, and he reached across
her right hip to grip the head, then rubbed it up and down along
the line of her sex.

“Your body belongs to anyone who wants to use
it, slave girl,” he said.

Amanda shuddered as the head of his cock
rubbed against her clitoris.

Then he sank himself into her, his hands
holding her hips, holding them up and back so she leaned forward,
and her breasts started to shake as his thrusts grew more powerful,
his hips soon slapping against her buttocks as she stood on the
balls of her feet, gasping and dazed and filled with a sense of
awed eroticism which grew second by second.

A dark heat seemed to make her entire body
pulse and vibrate, a sweltering heat that made it hard to breath.
Her mind focused on the feel of him inside her as he thrust up into
her trembling body, on the hard, jarring impact of his hips against
her buttocks, on his cruel hands as they jerked on her hips or
slapped at her bottom!

It was so filthy and carnal and wild and
intoxicating!

She felt herself nearing orgasm as her body
shook to his hard thrusts, and then she cried out in wild, dazed
exultation as the orgasm flashed through her body and tore her mind
apart! Frantic for even more sensation, she rammed her hips back,
sobbing, gasping and crying out as the orgasm rolled her mind and
reduced her to a bitch in heat which cared only for her own
pleasure.

But he wasn't done with her.

She was practically hanging from her wrists
as he she shoved her hard against the wall, then reached up and
somehow removed the chain binding her wrists from its ring in the
wall. He let her slide down the wall to her knees, then reattached
her wrists to a chain which was attached lower down.

He turned her around and jerked back on her
hair, and Amanda stared up through glassy eyes, mouth agape.

“Hot blonde slut,” he said, as he pushed
himself into her mouth.

He wasn't as big as Jeremy but she still
gurgled and gagged as he pushed himself deep into her throat. His
strong hands on her hair and head pulled her forward until every
last inch was jammed into her, and then he held her there, gurgling
and trembling and moaning around the big black cock filling her
aching mouth.

He pulled back, and she gasped and coughed
weakly, but he was far from finished. He shoved himself down her
throat again, and then again, and then started to use her mouth and
throat with long, deep strokes that left her light-headed from lack
of oxygen.

Amanda was sweating and teary eyed, gulping
and gasping and dazed by the time he came in her face and then left
her there, moaning.

And even that failed to diminish the wild
heat within her. She felt as if she'd fallen into a play, into a
movie, into a scene from a deliciously dark fantasy. She was doing
things she'd never even imagined, nor even dreamed, really. But
they were so outrageous and shocking and forbidden that a part of
her simply reveled in it all.

Helpless, naked and chained, in a slave cell!
Simply staring around her at the candlelit stone gave her a sense
of awe that she was experiencing something so deliciously sensual
and erotic.

Her knees started to ache, after a while,
though, on the cold stone floor.

Then the sound of the bolt being shot
indicated someone was coming for her! She felt a sudden thrill of
anticipation mixed with a jolt of wild anxiety! The door opened and
a man stepped in, a black man, a stranger! She felt her face flood
with heat as he looked her over. Then she recognized him. He was
another one of Jeremy's workmen.

“Man, they wasn't kidding that there was a
hot blonde slut here ready for any Black man to use,” the man
said.

Amanda squirmed helplessly, dropping her eyes
as the man came forward. She cried out as he grasped her hair and
jerked her head up, though.

“What's your name, bitch?”

“S-S-Slave?” she gulped.

He slapped her face and she cried out.

“Try again, slut.”

“Slave... sir!”

“Thas better, white girl.”

He unzipped and soon he was fucking her
throat the same way the other man had done! Amanda felt so... used!
Yet the very roughness of that use continued to arouse her!

He pulled out, leaving her gasping for breath
and light headed, then knelt and twisted her around, then pulled
her bottom up and out so he could enter her from behind. He pushed
himself into her ass, though, and she gasped and moaned dazedly as
he used it as roughly and thoroughly as he had used her throat.

Then he left her alone for some time, perhaps
an hour. The next person to arrive was the black woman, and she
slapped Amanda's face, called her a whore and made her perform oral
sex on her.

“Show me what you learned, white bitch,” the
woman demanded, twisting a hand in her blonde hair and forcing her
mouth against her sex.

After she came she produced another of those
enormous black dildos. She pushed it almost fully into Amanda's
sex, then turned her to face the wall. She knelt behind her, and
did something with the base of the dildo which apparently locked it
into the wall below her.

With Amanda impaled on the thing and her
wrists stretched up above her, the woman then began to flog her
back, the thin laces slashing across her soft, pale skin again and
again, each blow causing her to jerk and grind her breasts against
the rough stone before her.

And as the flog moved lower and began to snap
and bite into her buttocks, her hips ground and jerked helplessly
against the thing, and drove her into another overpowering
orgasm.

*

Whenever she was dragged back up it was to
put on a sexual performance in front of Rupert. He seemed
fascinated by the sight of big black cocks using her throat, and
never failed to get aroused while watching.

He also got aroused watching her hung from
her wrists and flogged, watching the black woman fist her, and
watching her taken by multiple black men at once.

After a few days he watched in concert with a
young blonde woman who had been hired as a maid. She was beautiful,
and soon was on her knees to perform oral sex on him as Amanda
cried out and then screamed in dazed pleasure.

For she had somehow let herself sink fully
into the dark, thrilling roll of sexual slave, becoming helplessly
aroused as the men used her bound, collared body. When they weren't
doing that she was putting herself frantically into the poses the
Black woman had taught her, trying to avoid too many blows of the
crop. Then she was performing oral sex on the woman, again, all
while Rupert watched excitedly.

Jeremy stayed on at the house, as did the
black woman, whose name she eventually discovered was Evelyn.
Amanda never called her anything but Mistress, though, just as she
called Rupert Master now. Every other man who used her, and there
were many, including Bradley, she called Sir.

After a week of 'conditioning' she was
permitted out of the cell in the basement and put into a spare
bedroom. It was nice, if not so nice as the master suite. Her half
of that suite was now occupied by the blonde girl.

Her room had no furniture, just a large cage
in the middle of the floor, with a thickly padded floor. Amanda
slept there each night, then was retrieved by either Jeremy or
Evelyn in the morning. Then she was made to go to the bathroom as
they watched, given an enema, performed oral sex on Evelyn if it
was her, or Jeremy if him.

After that, she was washed, had her hair
brushed, and then, naked, made to crawl to the dining room where
Rupert ate with his new girlfriend. She would kneel there with her
legs spread while Rupert fed her occasional pieces of food, either
letting her lick them from his fingers, or simply tossing them on
the floor for her to lick up.

That was utterly humiliating!

Afterwards Evelyn and Jeremy would supervise
her doing chores, or during her exercise routine – which was very
thorough and took several hours.

After that would come another cleaning, then
she would be given over to Alicia, the young blonde girl.

“Bring the sex slave in and put her on her
knees, Evelyn,” Alicia said the first time.

The black woman did so and then left, and
Alicia, a pert, petite young thing sashayed over to the naked girl
and slapped her face, making her gasp and reel.

“What's my name, slut?” she barked.

“I-I don't...”

Another slap almost sent her to the
floor.

“You will call me Mistress. Do you
understand, slut?”

“Yes... mistress!” Amanda gasped.

The blonde stripped and then pulled Amanda's
face in against her crotch, cruelly twisting her fingers in her
hair.

“Lick me, slave,” she ordered.

Amanda moaned and obeyed. She licked until
her jaw ached she could hardly move her tongue, making the younger
blonde come several times.

More humiliation was to follow, however. The
blonde girl made her kneel on the bed, her bottom raised, and then
used her well-oiled fingers to rouse her to helpless, moaning heat.
Then those fingers pushed into her, one by one, until her fist was
buried in the trembling woman's body.

Jerking back on her hair savagely, she shoved
her fist in again and again until multiple screaming orgasms took
Amanda's voice away.

When Evelyn came for her she instructed the
black woman to strap her for not doing a good job – something she
would say every single day from then on. Then Amanda would be
thoroughly strapped until her bottom glowed, before the black woman
would use a strap-on and vibrator to bring her to more sobbing
orgasms.

Later in the day she would kneel at Rupert's
chair for dinner, eating from his hand or Alicia's. And still
later, she would dance for him, swinging expertly around the
stripper pole, then giving him a lap dance before he retired to his
bedroom with Alicia.

She never wore any clothing, except when he
had guests or she had to attend some party or gathering, but Rupert
had her pearls incorporated into a new collar. That collar, along
with wrist and ankle restraints, were all she usually wore.

Several times a day she had time to herself.
She was not closely supervised at all times, and was able to go to
the library if she chose, or swim in the pool, or use the computer
or the theater. She spoke on the phone – as Rupert's wife – with
other ladies, and Rupert instructed that there should be a set of
car keys – for an old Ford – left on a small table next to the door
of her room at all times.

The Ford, she was informed, would have some
clothing in it – nothing fancy, of course, but sufficient she
wouldn't be gawked at or arrested, and she was free to go down and
get in and drive away at any time she so desired.

But that would mean poverty. That would mean
divorcing him, somehow explaining that to her family and everyone
else, and having nothing. And... almost as horrible, it would mean
a stop to the wild, shocking, sinful, wicked, outrageous life of
being a slave girl!

For despite what others might consider the
humiliation of her new status, what mattered more to Amanda were
the dozen or more massive orgasms she experienced every day. In
many ways she hated what was done to her, particularly hating the
way the blonde girl, Alicia sneered at her so smugly even as she
forced her into orgasms.

It was horribly demeaning!

But she had become addicted to those orgasms,
and to the dark, delicious, simmering heat which enveloped her much
of the day. Abandoning that simply did not bear thinking on!

And besides, her life was no longer one of
boredom. It was a life of breathless, forbidden excitement and
sexual hedonism. And as humiliating – not to mention painful – as
it sometimes was, she couldn't imagine anything out there would be
as fulfilling.

 


End

*
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